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 A Note About the Swan
Magic in This Book



One day during Danny’s 11th year on earth, I
watched a documentary about the firefighters who’d battled the
blaze at the World Trade Center on September 11, 2001. Those who’d
fought the fire and survived felt unbearable grief about the
partners who’d fought beside them and perished. Their grief was
complicated by guilt, and so deep was this grief/guilt conjunction
that some of the survivors chose to have images of their fallen
friends tattooed on their backs. These were much more than muddy
impressions haphazardly etched onto a shoulder or a bicep. They
were finely detailed, larger-than-life portraits that covered their
backs from shoulder to shoulder, waist to neck. The firefighters
said, “This way I will have my partner’s spirit with me every day
of my life.”

Inspired by this, I wanted a tattoo
representing Danny’s spirit to become a permanent part of my own
body. I wanted a symbol of his soul to watch over me, perched on my
shoulder like a guardian angel. But what kind of symbol could
accurately represent him?

At the time he was still able to talk, so I
asked him, “If you could be any animal, what would it be?” And he
said, without hesitation, “A swan.”

What an interesting choice. I didn’t even
think he knew what swans were, and I was pretty sure he’d never
actually seen one. I expected a dinosaur or a tiger, maybe a
dolphin or a wolf or a superhero. Something a pre-pubescent boy
would relate to. But a swan?

I questioned him again and again about it,
but he didn’t budge.

One week later I was the proud bearer of a
bright and beautiful swan, tattooed in vibrant colors on my left
shoulder. I was beginning to learn how to trust Danny’s wisdom in
such matters. And in the months that followed, as I researched
“swan medicine,” I found that Danny, as always, knew exactly what
he was talking about.

On the eve of submitting this manuscript to
the publisher for the second edition of this book, Danny spoke to
my psychic friend Rebecca, and said, “When I told my mom about the
swan, it was meant to represent her, because she is the one who is
dancing between dimensions. I chose that symbol because our work
together is Swan Magic. The whole point of our lives together was
transformation, and the whole country went through a transformation
at the time I made that comment. Swan medicine and its story should
be like a precious white cloud that surrounds the reader from the
first words. So please insert this explanation at the front of the
book."
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 PART ONE: EARTH


 INTRODUCTION

 


Two years before my son Danny died at age 16
from a rare, degenerative metabolic disorder, I began developing
some minor psychic abilities and learned to channel angels, guides
and other entities. I was far from expert at this, but did possess
a highly-tuned intuition that made it possible for me to interpret
dreams, Tarot cards and other transmissions with enough confidence
to heed their guidance for myself and to occasionally assist
others. I had no idea at the time that I was in training for the
remarkable experience of receiving messages from Danny after his
death.

As my telepathic skills were increasing,
Danny’s ability to speak was diminishing. Before the onset of his
illness he was a normal boy with superior language skills, but as
the disease progressed he gradually lost the power of speech along
with most of his other physical abilities. During the latter part
of his illness he could express himself well enough to let me know
if he was hungry or cold, and respond to simple questions with
one-word answers. But by the time he died he had been completely
without words for nearly two years, and we had learned to
communicate using a natural form of telepathy, similar to the way
mothers communicate with their pre-verbal infants.

Not more than an hour after Danny took his
last breath, while I lay on his bed holding his limp body in my
arms and crying into his silent chest, I had my first vision of him
on the “other side.” For the previous five years he’d been
wheelchair-bound, his spine and limbs cramped from the
deterioration of his muscles, and it had been a long time since I’d
been able to gather his body up in my arms with any sort of
fluidity. But at this moment I could at last hold him like that,
with his body unwound and his soul released. The vision came
instantly, as clear as can be, and it was so funny that I laughed
out loud. I’d asked him to show me a picture of where he was at
that moment, and I instantly saw him looking like James Dean from
the movie Rebel Without a Cause, wearing blue jeans with rolled up
cuffs and a white t-shirt. He was wading in shallow water, kicking
his legs in front of him and laughing.

In subsequent visits his appearance changed.
Sometimes he’d have ridiculously long legs as if he were walking on
stilts, still wading in water, kicking his legs around and enjoying
his beautiful new body. At other times he loomed large in front of
me like a Macy’s parade balloon, laughing and bouncing through the
sky. Most of the time though, he looks just like himself, only
older, taller, and usually wearing jeans, sometimes with a black
t-shirt instead of a white one. Sometimes he appears to be about 20
years old, but at other times he’s wearing the face he had at 11.
He tells me that he appears younger when he’s in “learning mode,”
studying with the great teachers who are assisting him on the other
side.

There are many beautiful aspects to our
inter-dimensional relationship, not the least of which is that for
the first time ever, I can have adult conversations with him.
Before the disease took his voice, he was a little boy and talked
of little boy things. Now we converse like two wise old sages, but
he is far older and wiser than I. He told me we would write this
book together and that we’d planned it long before we were mother
and son in this incarnation. He now converses with me regularly,
and at times the messages come so quickly that I can’t take
dictation fast enough, while at other times there are periods with
no contact at all. I learned from Danny that the no-contact periods
usually happen when I’m caught up in my emotions and tormented by
the dramas in my personal life. Whenever I can’t see my way through
anger, blame or fear, Danny is harder to reach. He once told me he
would “allow” me five minutes to vent prior to our conversations,
and then I’d have to release everything and open my heart to peace.
By understanding that he’s attracted to the energy of love and
forgiveness and repelled by the energy of fear and unrest, I was
motivated to begin looking at myself unflinchingly, and as a result
my life began to transform.

Wisdom from non-physical guides is available
to everybody on earth, not just prophets, psychics or a chosen few.
It’s always accessible and never changes, and anyone who asks for
it can receive it easily. In fact, the hardest part is believing
how easy it really is. It’s simple universal truth, presented with
no judgment, no dogma and no agenda. When studying the popular
channeled books by Edgar Cayce, Jane Roberts, James Van Praagh and
Neale Donald Walsch, one notices that there’s very little variation
from one book to the next, and that there is a stunning consistency
running through all the material. Lesser-known books like Child of
Eternity, channeled by a nine year-old autistic girl, tell the
identical story in the same language of gentle, unconditional love.
They speak of loving entities who guide us from other realms, and
they dismiss the fear-based concept of angry, judgmental gods.

People are starving for this kind of
material. We seek believable, non-judgmental explanations for our
experiences on earth, and alternatives to the fear and
disempowerment many of us experienced in the churches of our
childhoods. Remarkably, all the answers are there simply for the
asking, requiring nothing more than an open heart and the
understanding that we are much more than these interim physical
forms. Emotional and spiritual education is available to us in many
forms from many sources, beyond books, schools and human
experience. There are eager teachers like Danny in other realms
waiting with infinite patience for us to tune in and start
listening.

Since all channeled books say basically the
same thing, at one point I became concerned that our book wouldn’t
be saying anything new. But Danny set me straight on that, and I
was surprised at how insistent he was that our book have a very
specific slant. He told me that the book would not be merely about
the journey of the soul, but would explain high-level spiritual
concepts through an examination of intimate relationships and the
power of forgiveness to transform them.

An unlikely topic for a teenage boy, but not
surprising considering that Danny spent the entire duration of his
illness in the midst of my emotionally -- and sometimes physically
-- violent marriage to his stepfather.

Against a backdrop of chaos and instability,
Danny’s message of personal responsibility, forgiveness and
acceptance teaches us that there can be no such thing as abuse,
because from a spiritual perspective, there are no victims and no
perpetrators. All relationships are created and agreed to by the
participants, via soul contracts and growth agreements made prior
to our incarnations on earth. Danny’s perceptions of life, death
and disability shine like a beacon and cut like a knife, getting to
the heart of the matter and guiding us toward higher ways of
understanding ourselves and our personal relationships.

It has been awkward, agonizing and humbling
for me to write about the unsightly details of my marriage within
the squeaky-clean context of Danny’s messages, and I struggled with
doubt every step of the way. But in the moments when I was most
unsure, when I asked myself, “do I really need to include this? Do
I sound like a victim? Am I being too judgmental and blaming?” I
would stop writing, go into my meditation room and ask for
clarification from my guides (Danny has introduced me to several
who are on the other side with him). What you see here is the
material that made it through this cosmic scrutiny process.

So at the behest of my son the sage, I reveal
myself and my marriage to the world, realizing that Danny knew
exactly what he was doing when he chose the life he shared with his
stepfather and me. He lived a life of selflessness and vision,
silent and helpless in the middle of a marriage that many
psychologists would define as abusive. A normal child could have
spoken out, expressed his pain or run away. But Danny was a master
of stillness, and chose instead to “be” with the unease, radiating
love and forgiveness without a word.

Did Danny’s non-verbal condition provide a
mirror for my own suppressed communications in the marriage?
Certainly. Did learning to let Danny’s voice come through me for
spiritual teaching release me from my own silence? Absolutely. Do
we have something to teach others about finding their voices,
understanding emotional chaos from a higher perspective, and
healing broken hearts? I hope so.

Danny knows so.



1. The First Day

 


“When I was four years old
I used to tell you that I came from Jupiter, and it made me happy
that you not only believed me, but asked me for details and seemed
truly interested. It was hard to describe in the limited language
of a four year-old, but I can explain it to you now. I was aware of
having another home and another family somewhere far away. The
memory faded as I got older, but when I got sick and my body began
to fail, I could see visions of that home again. It pulled me
closer and closer, and I knew I had to release my body in order to
get back there, because it’s the real home where we all come from
and where we all really live. This is the most important thing that
we in Heaven are trying to teach… how to release the illusions,
negativities and beliefs of the body in order to be open to the
truths of Heaven.”

 


Danny, ten days after his death

 


I’ve been instructed to start telling the
story beginning with the day of Danny’s death, because that is
exactly where the story begins. But I’m actually going to start a
few days earlier, on the day when I began to feel myself becoming
open in a way I had never experienced or expected.

On this day things started to flow easily and
effortlessly, and the flow encompassed everything around me,
including the presence and placement of people and events, a sense
of being and doing exactly what I was supposed to be and do, and
the knowledge that I would soon be permanently, magnificently
changed. This subtle and slow-growing shift in awareness actually
began about three months before Danny made the final journey out of
his body, when he cleverly orchestrated a “dress rehearsal” to
prepare us for his impending transition.

The details don’t matter other than to say
that he was in the hospital with dehydration and pneumonia, and
during this time I created sacred space around him in every way I
knew how. He couldn’t tell me in words, but I knew his intention
was to allow himself to be patched up by doctors just this one
time, just long enough to get us used to the idea that his body was
no longer viable and he was ready to leave it. In the weeks that
followed, he led me on a journey of gratitude and acceptance, in
which both of us came to embrace his death with joy and relief.

The week he was in the hospital I had a
psychic reading with my dear friend Rebecca Covington, a gifted
medium who channels a group of non-physical entities known as
“Elishevaa.” I’d been having readings with Rebecca since 1998, and
over the years these readings have not only guided me, they
educated and primed me for the emergence of my own abilities in
this area. In this particular reading Elishevaa told me that my
role in the process of Danny’s death was to act as a midwife,
assisting him with his birth into the next world, and that this
role was pristine and elevated, to be protected and revered at all
times. Elishevaa’s exact words were:

 


"Danny does not wish to
exist in a netherworld imprisoned in his body, and he feels that
his work is done. But he does not want to cause you pain, and feels
he is the only joy in your life. Do not become overly emotional
when with him, for it burdens him in ways he cannot express, but be
honest, as you have, that you will be sad, but eventually fine, and
how you look forward to him laughing and running and playing and
talking, and having him eventually communicating through you and
what wonderful things you’ll talk about. For now you will be bathed
in light and allow nothing else into your existence or awareness
for the sake of Danny. Nothing else will exist for you. The ritual
of transition begins and it is up to you to bring only light and
peace into the circle of honor here. As though no two people exist
in the world except for you and Danny - no different than
childbirth."

 


That meant not only creating peaceful space
for Danny, but also doing the same for myself by keeping my heart
both protected and open at the same time, which was no small task.
I knew I needed to release as much fear, doubt, anger and
negativity as possible, so along with my usual meditation
practices, I worked on disengaging from the intense strife in my
marriage. With Danny’s death approaching, the stress levels were
higher than usual, and the pain and grief I’d been anticipating for
so long were beginning to surface. I was fearful about how this
additional burden would affect the volatile interactions which had
been the hallmark of my relationship with my husband during our
nine years together.

My husband Jack was not the type who could
deal directly with strong emotions, and his pattern was to keep his
feelings inside until they’d inevitably break through in bursts of
irrational anger, odd behaviors and occasional physical violence. I
didn’t want Danny to spend his last months on earth experiencing
this kind of the turmoil, so in order to maintain a semblance of
peace, I decided to withdraw completely from Jack and keep my
thoughts, needs and concerns about Danny to myself in an attempt to
avoid as much conflict as possible. This wasn’t difficult to do,
since Jack and I had already been sleeping separately for most of
the past year, and I’d long since stopped trying to communicate
with him about anything more sensitive than mundane household
business. I knew that proximity to him would lead to angry
outbursts and hurtful words, and I vowed that Danny would never
have to witness such things again.

Danny’s transition had indeed begun, and
among other things, I struggled with guilt, wondering if he’d
decided to die merely to escape the chaos and sadness in our home.
When Rebecca asked Elishevaa about this for me, they gave me a
metaphysical slap on the wrist for thinking that anybody could
influence another’s choice about when or why to die.

I spent Danny’s last few weeks reminiscing
with him about our life together and the beautiful times we’d
shared, while showing him pictures in our family photo albums (he
had a hard time focusing on the pictures because as I learned
later, his eyes were drying out from dehydration and he could not
see very well). I also spent a lot of time lying next to him in his
bed, whispering to him about the beauty of “Heaven” as I perceive
it. I told him how he’d meet up with members of his soul family…
friends and loved ones he’d forgotten during this incarnation but
would remember with great love the instant he saw them. And I
assured him that I would be there too, because all of us here on
earth are capable of vibrating in more than one dimension
simultaneously, and though I’d still be in a physical body, we
would be together on the other side at the same time.

Little did I know how true that would turn
out to be.

I must preface this next section by saying
that Danny was not my biological child. My previous husband Jim and
I adopted Danny at birth. His birth mother was a spirited 26
year-old girl named Erika Snowden, who had a beautiful open soul
and an extraordinary set of parents named Paula and Frank. Via an
introduction through a mutual friend, Jim and I met Erika and her
parents during Erika’s seventh month of pregnancy. It was love at
first sight for all of us, and we began to formulate a spiritual
and legal agreement for the adoption of Erika’s baby boy. The name
she had chosen for him was Morgan Snowden, a Celtic name that not
only reflected her heritage, but also reflected a culture to which
I’d been inexplicably drawn for decades. We changed his name when
we adopted him of course, but I’ve since added “Snowden” to honor
Erika for giving me the greatest gift I’ve ever received. We
supported her during her pregnancy and all of us were in the
delivery room together during Danny’s birth. We stayed in touch for
several years afterwards, recognizing the importance of our bond as
a soul family, but eventually we lost track of her.

Erika’s mother Paula -- Danny’s biological
grandmother -- died at age 46 from a surgical complication two
years after Danny was born. She was in a coma for several days
before she died, and when I went to visit her in the hospital I
brought one of Danny’s baby blankets with me. When I laid it on
Paula’s stomach, to the amazement of everybody in the room, she
grabbed it with her hand and held it tightly. Later than night,
around 11 pm, two year-old Danny woke up crying and inconsolable,
and it took me hours to comfort him. He had been an extraordinary
infant who started sleeping through the night at five weeks old,
and always slept easily and peacefully. But on this night he woke
up nearly hysterical, and the next morning I learned that Paula had
died at 11 pm. I knew without a doubt that she’d done a “fly by” to
visit him. Their special connection was now established.

Fast-forward 14 years and Danny is now five
days away from his own death. I hadn’t thought much about Paula
over the years, but when I showed Danny her picture in the photo
album, her presence filled the room. As it turned out, she was
preparing to do another fly by.

Paula’s visitations started earlier that day
when I got a call from an acquaintance inviting me to a chanting
group she was hosting that evening. I really didn’t want to go. I
wasn’t interested in chanting and had never done it before, so I
told her that my child was sick and I couldn’t leave him. Literally
30 seconds after I hung up the phone, Lisa, one of Danny’s hired
in-home aides, called and said, “I can come by and stay with Dan
for a while today if you’d like to get out and go somewhere.”

So I knew I was supposed to go to this
chanting thing.

I arrived there to find about a dozen people
I’d never met before (rare in our small town), and a man named John
led us in several Buddhist chants for healing, compassion and heart
opening. I’d never chanted before, and found it distracting,
because when I meditate I want to listen to the cosmic debris in my
mind. That’s where I hear the voices of my guides, and chanting
drowns it out, which may be the goal for many people, but not for
me.

So I decided to stop chanting and just listen
to the others, and to my delight I found that their sounds created
a vibration that actually helped me open up a conduit to messages
trying to come through. Sure enough, Paula showed up and started
talking to me. She said that she was coming to take Danny home
(when the group was chanting “Om” it sounded like “home”) and that
she, Erika and I were a trinity of goddess/mother energy, all three
shepherding Danny through this remarkable incarnation of his.

While I was basking in Paula’s loving light,
the chanting ended and John put a CD on, telling us to listen to
the song and meditate on goddess energy (there are truly no
coincidences). He played the most beautiful recording of Ave Maria
that I’d ever heard, and all through the song Paula’s presence
filled me with peace. I asked her why I had not seen her before,
during the years of Danny’s illness, and she told me it was because
she was specifically there to be a guide for Danny’s death, and had
not been needed until now.

 


LIFE ENDS… AND BEGINS

 


Five days later Danny died. He was lying in
his bed on a beautiful memorial quilt that a group of friends had
created together for exactly this purpose. My dear friend Lee
Green, the bereavement specialist at our hospice agency, called it
his “journey blanket.” It is now my journey blanket too, because I
wrap myself in its radiant energy whenever I need to feel Danny
physically close to me.

On that morning and all through the previous
night, Danny slept deeply, his lungs emitting a gurgling sound with
each breath. He’d been sleeping curled up on his side all night,
and when our hospice nurse, Jake, came for his morning visit, he
rolled Danny onto his back to look into his eyes and check his
vital signs. Danny was breathing and gurgling peacefully, but his
eyes were doing something I’d never seen before. They were open and
looking up at the ceiling, not directly above him, but a few inches
behind him, staring at something unseen to the rest of us. Jake
recognized this look and declared that Danny was in the process of
“separating” and was most likely unaware of anything going on
around him. Jake said that Danny would probably live no more than
24 hours. That look in Danny’s eyes still haunts me and fascinates
me (I have since learned that this look is common in dying people),
and sometimes when I meditate I focus my eyes in the same way,
trying to see what Danny was seeing.

I had less than 24 hours left to comfort my
sweet boy, to feel the final beats of his heart and to lay my head
next to his so I could feel the last of his warm breaths on my
cheek. I scrambled around all morning taking care of little
household tasks, frantically trying to get things done so I could
spend some quiet time lying by his side. All my friends and family
members knew Danny was dying and had nothing but the best
intentions, but the constantly ringing phone and the steady stream
of people coming to the door drove me crazy. There were a thousand
distractions and fires to put out before I could settle down and
spend time with Danny. I even spent an hour finishing up some work
for a client because I knew I wouldn’t be able to focus on work
during the weeks to come.

Finally things got quiet and I went in to be
with Danny.

“Hi baby, I’m here now,” I said. “I’m sorry I
was so busy all morning, but I’m here now.”

I stroked his hair, moistened his lips with a
glycerin swab and thought about putting on some music, but changed
my mind, thinking that he was probably already hearing the music of
the spheres.

And that’s when I realized that I could no
longer hear the gurgling sound. I must have been there tending to
him for a full minute before I noticed that he wasn’t
breathing.

Danny did what people often do; he waited
until I was busy elsewhere to finalize his transition. As I’d been
taught by many hospice workers, my presence close to him would have
held him here. Although I knew this intellectually, I felt terrible
that I didn’t spend those last hours by his side. What was I
thinking? How could I have chosen to straighten up the house and do
work for a client while my child was dying? Later that night I
lamented to my friend Edith, a recent widow, “This wasn’t the way I
wanted it to be.” And she said, “It was the way he wanted it to
be.”

It was weeks later before I finally
understood that Paula and many other guides were with him during
those hours, and that he most certainly did not die alone. Nobody
ever does.

Jack’s daughter Nicole, who is the same age
as Danny and lovingly embraced her role as Danny’s step-sister,
lived with her mother 50 miles away, but came to stay with us
during Danny’s last days. When we realized that Danny had died,
Nicole and I held each other and cried while Jack checked Danny’s
pupils and other indicators trying to figure out how long he’d been
“gone.” We determined that it had happened only in the last five
minutes, as we retraced our steps leading up to that moment.

Jack, Nicole and I lay on the bed cuddled up
with Danny’s body for a long time. We dressed him in a special
shirt Jack had made several months earlier, which had the
handicapped logo on it with the words “Life Rolls On.” We laid
flowers on his chest and all around him. Then I shooed everyone
away so I could spend some time alone with him.

I held him closer than I’d been able to hold
him in a long time, because his cramped, disabled body had been so
difficult to handle, and now it was pliant and relaxed. I held him
and cried, asking him to show me a picture of what it was like
wherever he was located at that moment.

Instantly, I saw an image of Danny wearing
jeans with the cuffs rolled up and a white t-shirt, and he looked
like James Dean in the 1950s movie Rebel Without a Cause. He was
standing in (on?) water and kicking his legs out in front of him,
and he was
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“This book is pure gold, and traces a remarkable evolution that
can only be accomplished with lack of ego and a tremendous
spiritual bond.” — Scott Christiansen, psychic medium

“This is extraordinary. I'm moved beyond words.”
— Actress Melissa Gilbert,
board president, Children's Hospice & Palliative Care Coalition





