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- Jess Shermo 



The first memory I had, I was lying in a bathtub where I had died. I was an earthbound spirit, trapped due to having committed suicide, as my sister had told my husband that I’d cheated with another man 

while he was away working, so he left. I laid in the bathtub in the home that I’d shared with my husband and slit my wrists. I woke up in the spirit, trapped, with all sorts of bugs and creepy crawlies all over my body. I could feel them squirming inside of my body, inside of my eye sockets and crawling in and out of my mouth – I guess it was a while before anyone found my dead body. Unable to move or free 


myself, I stayed in that state, long after my decomposing body had been removed, trapped there in the 


spirit with the bugs and all I could feel, other than the crawling insects, was the emotional pain of having lost the love of my life, which was a soul consuming heart break that I immersed myself in.  

Lord knows how long my spirit stayed there like that. I am a very old soul, who has experienced many lifetimes that I remember here on this Earth. Numerous times, I was reckless and lost my life because 

of this. Then there were other times when I was tortured and persecuted.  

Stuck in that stagnant state there in that bathtub, I remembered my parents and the love they had for 

me in that lifetime, love was the key that released me from that prison.  

The next thing I remember, there was a bright light before me, words not spoken were said to me, “it’s time, you need to go.” I knew what this meant. The realisation hit me that it was time for me to begin a 

new life here on Earth and my thoughts screamed, “no! But I’m not ready yet!”  

The feelings within me longed to be with my soul mate, there in that dark world amongst the bright lights, which looked like stars in outer space, a peaceful place where my torn up and battered soul 

could rest and recuperate, and feel whole again, with my other half.  

I heard the words again, that I knew were coming from the light, floating in space before me. “Now is the time, you were in purgatory so long, we almost couldn’t get you out, you can’t be reckless with your life this time around, remember that, ok?” I responded with screaming thoughts, “I can’t, I won’t do it, I’ll just kill myself again, you can’t make me stay there, I won’t stay there!” The light responded firmly, “we won’t allow it, it won’t work. There has been a place prepared for you and you need to leave now. 

Just trust that everything will be fine, your mother is Elsie,” my thoughts interrupted, screaming, “no, not her!” Remembering she was my sister, who had spoken the words that ended my marriage from my previous lifetime. “It’s going to be okay, your father is Colin.” I remembered him and those memories 

were of my father were good ones from that lifetime. I remembered the sweet, stable, nurturing, loving and kind energy he embodied, but it wasn’t enough to convince me to go, “no, I’m not doing it!” My 

thoughts screamed at the light, “but don’t you want to have children?” Was the light’s response. “I just 

want to stay here, with Andy, please won’t you just let me go find him? Allow me to heal? Can’t you just leave me be?”  My thoughts asked the light. “No, he’s already left.” The light said firmly. My feelings overwhelmed me. I couldn’t believe he had gone without me, I was utterly devastated to hear 

that news. 

“There’s no time,” the light responded, “now is the time for you to go!” “But I don’t want to be 

Elsie’s child, can’t I be someone else in the family’s child?” “No,” said the light, “you have a place, prepared especially for you, you have a purpose, or don’t you remember?” Asked the   

light. “I don’t remember, please don’t send me, how can I remember?” I panicked. The light’s response was, “music will lead the way!” As I was pushed through the veil that resembled the eye of a peacock 

feather, with darkness, surrounded by a blue shimmering light, and colours of  green and gold flickering 

around the edges. Then I was falling through the sky before falling into a deep slumber.  

I woke up after some time, the environment I was in was all pink. I held my hands up in front of my face, they were pink and transparent and I was surrounded by fluid. When the realisation of where I was 

hit me, I panicked and started thrashing around, trying to escape because it was the last place I wanted to be, in the womb! I’m guessing this was when my mother went into premature labour and travelled from The Verdon, which was the farm where my parents lived up on The Great Dividing Range at Hanging Rock NSW, to the closest hospital, in Tamworth, where she received an injection to stall the labour. 

After my panic had gone on for some time, a deep sleep came over me.  

The next thing I could remember was pain, an aching, crushing pain in the middle of my forehead and at the top of my head, it was awful. Then I remembered the cold air hitting my skin, and then I was 

wrapped up and placed in my father’s arms. He held me within his big strong arms and I could smell the salt on his skin. Everything looked like a blurry mist and I couldn’t see much other than shadows in the mist of people moving around the room. My father kissed me on the forehead and at that moment he 

said to me, “My little Jessica, you’ve been here before, haven’t you? You’re very intelligent and I can 

tell just by looking at you that you are here to make a difference in this world. Whatever it is you decide to do, you’re going to be amazing, my little angel.” I felt safe, loved and content. Then when I was 

placed in my mother’s arms, I screamed for my father and the pain returned in my head which only made me  scream harder. This didn’t change, throughout my childhood, I always screamed for my 

father, the bond was unshakable and the love I had for him was intense.  

Other memories in the hospital included the taste of my mother’s colostrum, which I didn’t enjoy at all, but I was hungry and my throat was dry from thirst. I loved my first bottle, it finally filled me up, 

providing me with relief from the painful hunger which I was experiencing. It tasted much better than the colostrum and the formula was tasty and sweet. My mother said, “come on now Jessica, enough of that, 

you need to be burped ,” and the bottle was taken away, so I started screaming again, the pain in my head returning and I was patted on the back until I burped and the bottle returned which I sucked on like I was 

never going to get fed again.  

After my bottle was finished, strange voices entered the room and the crib my mother placed me in was wheeled out of the room. Soon after, I remember waking up in another room, where I could hear other babies crying. I’m assuming that I was in the nursery. I could just see the figure of a woman with blonde 

hair standing over me when I really focused hard through my foggy vision. Another woman’s figure was standing next to the short, plump, blonde woman who I was trying my best to focus my vision on and I heard the blonde woman’s voice, seeing her mouth move as she spoke the words. Asking the question 

“so this is my baby?” “Yes, she’s the one!” The other woman’s voice responded, “well so she doesn’t get mixed with the other Jessica” – Jessica Dury who I spent several happy years of my childhood with and we even had a shared 6th birthday party as we were born two days apart. The blonde woman said, 

holding something yellow and blurry that I couldn’t quite make out, we’ll give her one of these, “how?” Asked the other woman, “Go and sell the boxes I have in the van, to as many of the shops in town as 

you can, the father will buy one.” “But how do you know he  

will?” Asked the other woman, “I just know because he will,” she said, “it will work, trust me, I just know.” After the woman left, I cried until I was taken back to my mother and she nursed me until I fell 

asleep in her arms. I was upset and unsettled, I wanted my father.  

When my father returned again, he had something yellow and fluffy that he placed in the crib  beside me. I could wriggle my arms out of my blanket and was able to touch it, it was just like whatever the yellow and fluffy thing was that the plump blonde woman was holding up above me in the nursery.  

My father and mother named me  

Jessica Ann Sherman.  
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As I grew, I remember late night feeds, being held in the kitchen screaming while my parents waited on the kettle to boil to heat my bottle & patted my back as I screamed to be fed. My mother wasn’t very 

good at supporting my head and I remember the pain that I’d experience as my head rolled because my little neck wasn’t strong enough to hold my head up. When my father went away working, doing 

building jobs, long distances away, my mother with her natural born hearing loss, quite often wouldn’t 

hear me cry through the night and I would be left to scream until she found me in the morning laying on urine soaked, cold wet bedding and crying for my next bottle – I remembered these things as I grew 

older and could speak and I would tell my father and he would call her names in front of me, like “you 

useless dumb bitch!” I’d feel better about that, although I didn’t realise it was domestic violence at the 

time, I liked it  

When my father was upset with my mother, it gave me a sense of satisfaction that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Memories of my past life had faded. Without these, for some reason, I just felt like she 

deserved it – due to the things she put me through.  

One day my father was telling me that he remembered me from the day I was born and he appeared to be shocked, when I told him, “I remember you from when I was born, you told me that I’m intelligent and that I’d make a difference in this world.” He asked me, “how on earth do you remember that?” I told 

him, “because I was so happy to meet you.” He sat there in his chair by the fire, with his glass of rum in his hand, with a startled look on his face, then said, “you are intelligent, I’m sure you do and with a 

memory like that, only God knows what you’ll achieve in this life but I’m sure it will be marvellous!”  

I have memories of a spirit creature that used to frequently visit me in my parent’s home.  I remember when he first showed up, he came through an upstairs window. He was a tall creature with hair all over his head, face and body. He had a small, short snout like an elephant seal and ears like a fox terrier that he could move up and down like a horse can move its ears freely, but they mainly stayed down. I was 

playing in the hallway when he first appeared through the window, he reminded me of the Cat in a Hat from my Dr Zeus books. I asked him, “Who are you?” And much like the bright light I met before this lifetime, which I explained about in the introduction, I could hear his voice in my mind – because he was 

capable of telepathic communication and so was I.  

His response to my question was, “I’m Timothy,” I laughed at him, pointing at his nose and said,  

“you’re a Snorkle,” and from that day forward, that is what I called him. The first time that I met  him, we played in my toy room – which was a spare bedroom in our family two-story home and  when my mother walked into the room, he retreated into the corner. I didn’t notice him  again until my mother put me to bed and Snorkle was standing over my cot after she walked out of the room. He said that my family would be receiving a present, something very special and that once we had it inside of 

the house, he would be able to visit regularly. He then placed his big hairy hand over my forehead and showed me visions of children’s television programs that I wouldn’t see released on the networks for another ten to twenty years, like High-5 and Yo  Gabba Gabba and told me my children would watch these tv programs. Snorkle also told me that I mustn't tell anyone that I could see him or else he 

wouldn’t be able to visit me anymore.  

A few weeks later my Godparents returned from their overseas holiday to my Maori Godmother  Polly’s homeland, New Zealand and they bought gifts with them. I received a stuffed koala toy, with a red pair 

of shorts which my mother placed in my cot with the yellow teddy named Ted, that Elsie always told me my father bought me shortly after I was born. My parents received a hollow, hairy coconut, with a carved face on it and it had its mouth open. Dad loved it and placed it next to the front door and said its 

mouth would be the perfect place to put his car keys in, when he was at home and he used to place them 

into the coconut head’s mouth when he walked through the door of a afternoon.  

The day that coconut head came into the house, is the same day Snorkle returned for his second visit, he told me to put the coconut head in the middle of the room and said to dance around it with him which 

we did. The adults in the room paid little mind to what I was doing and were enjoying some alcoholic beverages together, all gathered around the dining room table.  Snorkle returned frequently after that 

and he would always stay until my mother put me to bed and then he would show me visions. He would try to show me visions of my future but I had little interest in these, I just wanted him to show me the 

awesome children’s programs with all the pretty bright colours.  

A few of the visions he showed me about the future were of my children’s faces when I asked him if I would have a baby. He said he would need to go away and find out and that he would come back and 

tell me. It took him about a week to show me my son Travis’s face. The little boy in my future had big blue eyes and golden ringlet curls for hair that were shaped like corkscrews and when I learnt that my 

child would be a boy, I asked if I would have a girl? Again, Snorkle left for around the same amount of time as the time before, this time he showed me my son Declan’s face, who was a little boy with short, 

straight, blonde hair and big blue eyes. I enquired if I would be having a girl and again, Snorkle said he would have to find out,.  When I asked, it was several weeks later before she returned. This time he 

showed me what my daughter Celeste’s face would look like, but unlike both of her brother’s, her face was in black and white, unlike when I seen both of my son’s faces in colour. My daughter’s face was misty and faint, but I could see that she had beautiful fair ringlets in her hair like her brother Travis and 

big brown eyes.  

Snorkel then told me that each of my children would have a different father and he showed me their faces. He told me that Travis’s father’s name would be Isaac and he said that he wouldn’t be a part of Travis’s life, I remember Isaac looked young – like a teenager and he had short brown hair. Declan’s father stood out to me, Snorkle said that his name was Richard. Something about his cold green eyes 

made me really uneasy and I told Snorkle, I don’t like that man, I don’t want him to be my son’s father 

and Snorkle told me, you will ignore your intuition and marry this man and have his child, you are faced with a difficult path ahead my child. Then he showed me Celeste’s father who had her same beautiful, 

deep, brown eyes.  

Another time, Snorkle showed me a vision where I was walking through the scrub on my father’s property and I came across an old run down cottage, when I saw it, I heard whispers in my mind say, 

“stay away from the witch!”  

Other significant things Snorkle showed me about my future, were when I asked Snorkle who my boyfriend would be and he showed me a man with long hair, tied back in a man-bun, who was  wearing 

an unusual gold earring which looked like a coin & it was dangling from his right ear. He  had a weird brown beard. I asked Snorkle, is that my boyfriend? “No” he said, “he’s a one-night  stand,” he 

responded. I asked “what’s that?” But I got no response to my question, instead Snorkle said to me, “it’s very important that you meet this man and it’s important that you remember the words,  “one night 

stand.” I asked, “why isn’t he going to be my boyfriend?” And Snorkle replied, "you don’t want this man in your life, he’s not a good person, remember, he’s just a one-night stand, here one day, gone the next.” I asked why again, and Snorkle showed me another vision.  

I was looking at life through the eyes of a little boy with dark olive skin. I was taken in a car with  the man with the gold earring, to a place that I had never been to before. In front of the entry to the 

property was a large yellow and red model/statue of a dragon there and the man with the gold earring 

pulled the car up, sitting in the front seat, there were teepee-like tents there.  

The man with the gold earring told me that he was my friend and that I would be staying here for some time and reassured me that it would be a safe place. When I asked about where my mum and dad was, he ignored me. When we arrived, several children of all different ages poked their heads out from one 

of the two tee-pee tents. The tallest of the children was a boy, with matted, sandy  blonde hair and like most of the children, he was only wearing shorts and looked dirty/unkempt. He was likely around the 

ages of 9 – 12 years old. He may have even been on the younger side of that age bracket, as his growth may have been stunted due to malnourishment. The man introduced me to this boy and told me that he 

would take care of me. Then he got in his car and left.  

The boy told me that we would receive food tomorrow and said that we must stay inside of the tee-pee 

and emphasized that this was very important. The floor of the teepee was dirt and all of  

the children slept there, huddled together on the ground for warmth. The little boy cuddled me to keep me warm. When I asked why there weren’t any grown-ups here, he said that I needn’t worry, because 

the mighty dragon would protect us, but if we left it would breathe fire on us and he told me that is why we must stay in the tee-pee. He said that he would take me to the lady next door’s house for a shower 

once a week. In my mind’s eye I saw a pink fairy tale cottage style house on the property next door. He then reassured me that he would wake me up and take me over there when it would be my turn, as it 

would have to be dark or else the mighty dragon might see us and breath fire and destroy us. I knew this was silly and that the dragon was just a statue that couldn’t do anything to hurt us, but the boy was 

convinced so I didn’t argue with him.   

He showed me inside of the second tee-pee the next morning when I told him that I needed to go to the toilet, it was just a hole dug in the ground... He showed me how to squat over it to open my bowels, but 

I couldn’t bring myself to do it and held it in. Snorkle came towards me in this vision, although he was actually standing over my physical self with his hand over my face and forehead in real time, which is 

how he brought the visions to me and I would be in a daze, as though I was dreaming.  

In the vision, Snorkle walked through the door of the tent. Through the eyes of the olive skinned boy, it seemed as though I was the only child there that could see him. He held his finger up to his mouth and 

shushed me. As the little boy, Snorkle looked familiar to me and he called me Timothy – that must be the little boy’s name, I was seeing things through the child Timothy’s eyes, and I asked him, will you take 

me home to my mother? Thinking longingly about her beautiful face, which I saw in my mind’s eye, that she was a beautiful ethnic lady with dark olive skin, long flowing wavy black hair and she appeared to be of an Asian/Indian ancestry. I thought longingly about her sweet breastmilk as my stomach grumbled 

with hunger.  

Snorkle told me while I was waiting for what? I didn’t know, right there in that Teepee, huddled together with the other children, that one day I would be taken away in the car with the man who had the gold earring, that he would fly me away in a plane and reassured me that after this, my suffering would 

be over. In the vision he stayed with me until I fell asleep and then he was gone.  

The next day, a white car arrived and the man with the gold earring got out of the car and he was  accompanied by a woman with long sandy brown hair who had similar features to what he did. When 

they arrived, they opened the back of the car with saucepans full of porridge, stew and rice, which they 

dished out in plastic disposable bowls to all of the children, including myself.  My stomach groaned but I hesitated to eat it. “Go on, eat now Timothy, it’s important that you eat,” I asked, “do you put people in 

your food like the man with the hat?” A vision flashed in  my mind of an older man, in his late fifties / early sixties perhaps, with handsome chiseled features and wavy grey locks under an ‘Akubra like’ 

western hat and piercing brown eyes. “No, we don’t do that here, that’s silly talk,” said the woman, "this stew is made from lamb, now eat Timothy.” I was scared of the food but so hungry, so I decided to trust 

her and go ahead and eat it.  

After I had finished eating, she sat on the ground, next to the “sleeping teepee,” and offered me her breast to drink from which I hungrily accepted, longingly thinking of the woman who was my beautiful Indian/Asian mother as I did so.  

After I was full from her breast milk, the woman walked me around the paddock surrounding the teepees and asked me, “Now Timothy, why aren’t you going to the toilet?” I pointed towards the teepee with the toilet pit and told her, “I’m scared.” I heard a motor vehicle running out on the road in front of the property and looked towards the noise and saw a maroon four wheel drive driving past. I was hopeful that the lady who was talking to me would take me home with her, but she seemed nervous 

about the vehicle that just drove by and took me back to the  

teepee and told me that I must stay there. Then her and the man with the gold earring tidied up the 

dishes from the meal, got into their car and left.  

After I had gone to sleep, I was awoken in the dark, by the little boy who was allocated to look  after me, who then took me to the next door neighbor's house to lift me through the window, which had no flyscreens on it. The window lifted up from the outside, and I used the toilet inside of the pink room 

with a large, arch-shaped, wooden, barn-style door and bright sea life pictures stood out to me from the pile of books on the shelf beside the toilet. As I opened my bowels, I could hear the shower 

running in another room nearby in the house.  

Then in the next vision Snorkle showed me, the man with the gold earring was arriving and getting out of his car. He was acting hurried and he told myself and the other children that we must all get in the car. 

It was early morning and the light of the sun was just beginning to show on the horizon. The other children and I got into the vehicle, all squeezing in, some of us sitting on the seat and some of us sat on the floor, 4 children sat in the floor on the front passenger’s in the front. The man told us that today 

would be very exciting and that we would be all going on a plane ride together. When we  arrived in the car, at our destination, there was a small plane there with its engine running. The propeller on the front of it was spinning so fast that it just appeared as a blurred circle and there was the handsome man with grey wavy hair, wearing the tan western hat telling us all to hurry up and get in. He appeared to be just as 

stressed as the man with the gold earring.  

It was daylight when we all took off in the plane. The plane ride took a long time and it was low flying and slow. The side door of the plane remained open and the man with the gold earring sat there at the 


open door with his legs dangling outside below. I sat beside him and he told me that today I would be 


making a very important sacrifice to the great, almighty dragon. However, I didn’t understand what he meant. We were looking out over the surrounding landscape below us and a white four door ute was driving along a dirt road below us with a trail of dust streaming out along behind it. The man with the 

western hat was flying the plane.  

The plane landed soon, on an isolated property with no roads around in site. I had flashes through my mind of a metro-city scene, with semi-tall apartment buildings which felt like home and familiar to me. 

The next thing I knew, the other children were lining up at a tank stand with a corrugated, rusted iron tank sitting on it. Up on top of it the man with the Western hat was leaning over a bucket of water on top 

of the tank and appeared to be washing his hands in the bucket, calling the first child up the ladder on the side of the tank to stand towards him. I didn’t go with the other children, I stayed standing next to the 

man with the gold earring.  

The little boy who had been allocated to look after me stopped as he was walking past ushering some of the children towards the tank and excitedly said to me, “today is the day that we make our sacrifice to the great dragon! Aren’t you coming?” He asked me. I hesitated but the man with the gold earring held my hand and walked me towards the tank. I heard a child’s scream coming from the top of the tank, and I 

started to cry. The little boy who had been allocated to look after me excitedly yelled out from the top of the ladder where he had climbed, “yes! All hail the great dragon!” And he was looking towards the man with the western hat, who was leaning over the first child that had gone towards him, limp body lying flat on the tank. I could see him taking a round, red ball from within the child’s chest and there was a 

pool of red blood surrounding the child. I could then see him removing what looked like ribbons from within the child’s body, although I didn’t understand what was happening, I understood fear and I had 

seen what death was on the television before. I started sobbing uncontrollably, screaming, “no! I don’t 

want to go, please don’t make me go, I don’t want to die!” The man with the gold earring picked me up and carried me towards the tank as my little body in his arms thrashed and kicked while I screamed again 

and again, “I don’t want to go!” 

While the man with the gold earring tried to shush me and calm me down, the man with the hat  called out to the man with the gold earring, “well come on mate, aren’t you going to come and give me a hand 

with this?” He hesitated as he held my thrashing body in his arms, then he told   

me “shhh.... It’s okay, I won’t make you go over there and I immediately stopped fighting him and 

relaxed slightly, he then stood me up on the ground and wrapped his arms around me as if to embrace me. It was in that moment I saw the flash of the steel blade, just seconds before I felt the pain of the 

knife go through my chest and into my heart.  

When my real self woke up, after having experienced these visions, I didn’t remember or recall  them and Snorkel had left again. I would recall these visions many years later, after my awakening at 33 years old, after I had decided to walk away from my life, pick up my torture stake and follow our first 

great Ascended Master, Jesus Christ, Ashay!  

It was a couple of weeks later when Snorkle turned up again and he told me I had to listen because he had something very important to tell me and he said that I must remember what he had to say and that I 

must tell my father. What he said was that there had been a man lurking around my father’s property and that he was watching me and making plans to take me away to a place in North Queensland. He also told me to stay away from the Jehovah’s Witnesses.  When I asked why, Snorkel placed his hand over my forehead and eyes and showed me a vision of a group of people, all gathered around on the top of a 

cream coloured, plastic tank, with buckets full of blood and entrails – just like the ones I had seen when my father Colin killed sheep off our property for us to eat. In the vision the people all looked over their shoulders, startled as the sound of a vehicle approached. The man with the western hat was there with 

the group and there was a familiar looking, plump blonde woman also.  

As the vehicle approached the people all grabbed the buckets and carried them over behind one of the nearby buildings where the rest of the group members also went and crouched low there, out of sight. 

The plump, blonde woman was holding a mop and carrying a bucket towards the tank which had smears of blood splattered around on top of it. The vehicle that approached pulled up and it was the same maroon four wheel drive that I had seen drive past down the road when I had the vision of the woman taking the little boy for a walk around the paddock, surrounding the teepees. I could see a 

caravan off in the distance, parked in amongst the scrub near the rest stop.  

I later told my father about the man watching me in the bush, just like Snorkel had told me too and my 

Dad looked at me with wide eyes, surprised at what he had just heard. He then took a deep breath and shrugged it off, telling me that no one will get me, that everyone is scared of my old man and he 

reassured me that I was safe. The next time that I followed him to the tank, when he was sprinkling 

lime powder into the rainwater tank to settle the sediment, it triggered a memory from within me. I told 

him, “we need to stay away from the Jehovah’s Witnesses dad, because they put buckets of sheep guts on top of tanks like ours. Dad then  said, that’s a strange thing to say. I agree with you though, we should stay away from religious  nutjobs from any religion because they are very strange people Jessica.  


When I saw Snorkle next, he told me that I was safe now and he said it was okay for me to be naughty and cry and scream loudly if my mother does something to upset me, he told me that this was really 


important to remember.  

The day before, Elsie had put me in my room for misbehaving and I wasn’t happy about it so I yelled and screamed and kicked the walls, as well as pulling all of my drawers out of my dresser and throwing them all around the room, banging and clanging and making as much racket as I could whilst 

screaming as loudly as I could, for my father who was at work at the time. 

Another memory that stands out to me as a child, is when my father took me to North  Queensland as a child in the winter as I had the flu, was an asthmatic and had developed  severe respiratory problems which were getting worse rather than better in the NSW cold  


weather, so Dad took me to QLD to stay with his brother, my Uncle Jimmy who lived at Cairns, hoping that I would get better in the warm, tropical, North QLD winter,  One day while we were there, Dad decided to take me up to the Atherton Tablelands because Uncle Jimmy told him there was a couple 


who lived near Ravenshoe, who were building their house out of mudbricks and Uncle Jimmy suggested 

that Dad go and see them as he was a bricklayer by trade and they might have some work for him there.  


After exploring the beautiful tropical area, visiting waterfalls and walking through rainforests, Dad drove out to these people’s house to speak to them and perhaps even look at doing a  quote for them. 


While we were there, he spoke to the couple who I didn’t pay much attention to, because there was a little boy nearby, playing in the grass. I don’t remember what he said his name was, but he told me that he was a Viking. I remember going back to Uncle Jimmy’s house at the end of the day and when he 

asked how our day went, I told him I met a little boy who told me that he was a Viking. An unhappy look came across Uncle Jimmy’s face and he told Dad and I to never trust the Viking’s who live up in 

the Tablelands.  

Other visions snorkels showed me that I had no interest in seeing was where I was walking and walking and walking. Following X’s, these visions were really unpleasant due to the pain I would experience in 

my feet. When I would complain, Snorkle would tell me this was really important and would ask me if 

I’m sure if I wanted him to stop showing me and I would say “please stop, I can’t, it’s hurting too much.” He would stop the vision but would always tell me afterwards that it’s really  important that you and your family move house when this happens, your family can’t stay where they’ll be living, you need 

to tell them it’s not safe.  

Another unpleasant vision he tried to get me to persevere with was of an adult version of me lying on the back seat of a maroon four wheel drive, under an unzipped sleeping bag, with my head on a pillow, writing in a book, out in a rainforest, and inside the car there was untidy writing all over the roof that 


had been written there in black and blue markers. The fear that I would experience in these visions was overwhelming, like a sick deep painful fear that I would not experience ever in my life, up until the 


point of when I was living out these moments as an adult, and the whispers I’d hear in my visions were 


the words, “there’s serial killers, outside there are serial killers, one serial killer in particular is very 


interested in you!”   


I’d get distressed during these kinds of visions, and cry for Snorkel to make them stop. I just wanted to see Hi-5, the children’s tv show my son Travis would love so much as a baby and  toddler. I told 

Snorkel, “no! That isn’t me, I don’t want that, that will never be me!” Snorkel would respond, “it will 


be you and going through this is necessary for your character development.” I didn’t know what a 

serial killer was as a child, but it wasn’t that which bothered me so much about these visions, it was the soul consuming pain caused by the fear that I’d experience while having them, even though my adult self-appeared to be unbothered and seemed comfortable enough, writing in my book, the fear 

was all consuming.  

As a small child, trying to understand all of the information I’d receive from my hairy friend’s visions, 

I’d often ask my father strange questions casually, such as “hey dad, what’s a serial killer?” And, 

“what’s a one night stand?” He’d give me the ‘side eye’ in these moments and ask me, “what in the hell kind of question is that kid?” Or, “where on Earth did you hear that term?”  He never really gave me 

answers about my questions, most times he’d tell me they were like swear words and he would give me strict instructions not to repeat them or talk about them ever again, which left me even more confused. 

One day Snorkel told me that my Grandfather who died before I was born had died of a ‘stroke’,  not knowing what a stroke was, one day when Dad was talking about his own father I said to  him, “hey 

Dad, I know how Poppy Sherman died, he died of a line didn’t he?” Dad corrected me, “no, that’s not quite right Jessica,” he said, “he died of a stroke. It amazes me when you come up with these stories, 

my beautiful daughter!”  

One day I asked Snorkel, how will my Dad die, and the vision he showed me was of a trumpet like instrument being blown. I didn’t understand but would figure this out in my life’s journey as an adult, 

sometime after I had lost my dear old Daddy.  

When I asked Snorkel how I would die, I think he was confused. He'd show me several scenarios, one was out in the bush, next to a large tree stump that was next to a lake. In another vision he showed me, 

my adult head was scalped and lying decapitated near the house I grew up in, just down the hill from the homestead on my father’s property. And yet, in another vision, he showed me a truck with a green and 

black logo on the side of it. The back of the truck was making noise like there was a refrigerator running in the back it and it was parked in a rainforest carpark, and nearby the maroon four wheel drive was 

parked. The whispers told me, “that fridge is meant for you,” and I didn’t know what this meant but the whispers said, “they have a cord ready for your neck...” I still didn’t understand, like children do, I just 

accepted my reality and just continued on being a kid without over thinking it.  

In this scenario Snorkel told me that he couldn’t protect me there, that he couldn’t leave the local area because he had to protect my family, but he said there were others just like him that would be watching 

over me, none of this made sense to me and in just a few years, all of these  

memories would fade. They would return to me as an adult, while I was living through these experiences, believing that I was on the right path because I was always getting a sense of deja  vu and 

wondering why?  
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Chapter 2:  

“Am I really a blessing?  

I’d never felt like one?  

Hindsight....” - Jess Shermo  
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Previously before going away to North QLD with my father, I came across the cottage that Snorkle had shown me in the visions he gave me as a small child – although at the time I didn’t know it and I did not remember Snorkle. It was a home in a place called Woolomin, where my mother took me to visit her 

new “friend” in the years after she had separated from my father and devoted her life to drinking alcohol and spending her time with like-minded people.  She excused her own poor behavior because she said my father had treated her so poorly, frequently telling me throughout my childhood that my father “was 

just an ass.” 

The moment I laid eyes on the cottage I began to cry and begged my mother not to take me into that place. She insisted even though I told her that a witch lives in there and begged and pleaded for her not 

to take me there.  

It was the home of her new friend Terry Walton, a woman with a terrible reputation that my father hated with a passion. Then every afternoon my mother would take me there and stay there drinking until late 

into the night. I would be put to bed in Terry’s spare room and I would lay there sobbing, calling out and 

begging for my mother to take me home. This is where she failed me terribly as a parent and she did not protect me. Terry and mum would both turn the music up louder and my mother, with her hearing problem couldn’t hear my distress, Terry though, would come into the room and hit me repeatedly and throw my small 5 year old body around the double bed and even slap me in the face. I’d have bruises and would tell my mother who brushed it off and accused me of being a liar saying that I was making up 

lies about Terry because my father didn’t like her.  

The school started making calls to my father to discuss me falling asleep at school and the sudden changes in my behaviour, Dad said years later that he had rang The Department of Child Services 

(DOCs) to report my mother’s drinking problem but they said that there was nothing they were able to do about it as long as my mother was sending me to school in my uniform, with a packed lunch each 

day.  

One night my father turned up to Terry’s house and put his hand around her throat and held her up against the wall and warned her never to hit me again. A couple of weeks later my mother left me with 

Terry to go drinking with her boyfriend, even though I begged her not to leave me  

there with her. That evening Terry did terrible things to me that no child should ever suffer,  However, 

my poor mind didn’t cope with it and my subconscious suppressed this memory until I  was thirty three years old before it resurfaced so that I was able to heal and move on at last. To heal  from the damage 

that woman caused me to suffer throughout all of those years, carrying a deep hurt and pain within me that I was never able to figure out the source of, until I remembered. But even now, as the awakenings 

continue, I never imagined how deep the pain went and how it ran through my very being and veins and how it caused me so much anguish and distress which I had accepted as my normal state of being, since 

my birth.  

Snorkel stopped coming to visit after I told my mother and my pre-school teacher that I had a friend who would come and visit me with hair all over his body, just like he said he would if I told people about 

him. This happened when I was four years old, shortly before my parents split up and my mother took 

me to Tamworth to live. I hated her for this decision, for taking me away from my father, although I still saw him every weekend and when I started school, I would also spend every school holidays with him. I didn’t enjoy spending the time with my mother when she was partying with her friends, dragging me from house to house, sitting out in the cold winter’s nights as well as spending her days in bed late into 

the day when she was experiencing her hangovers.  

Before he left for good, I do however remember asking Snorkel where I will live and he showed me a vision of him lying on a bed, inside of a home with a fire burning inside and he was surrounded by 

smoke. I asked him to show me where I will live when I grow up and one day while we were driving 

past a block of flats in Tamworth, Snorkel appeared in the car in the back seat beside me and pointed to 

the flats and said to me, that is where you will live when you move into your first home.  

When I was a kid, from the age of around 5 years old – when I started school, my dad would play 

Euchre (a gambling card game) with me when it was raining or snowing and it was too cold and wet to go outside. I got really good at it and he took me into Nundle to play against some of  the elderly card 

players around town and a lot of the time I would beat them. Dad even put  

some money down on me a few times and he won most of the little gambles that he would put on me. I 

lost my wits and my skills when Terry Walton sexually abused me that night when mum left me with her and ever since that happened, he would ask me – what happened? You’re not the same little Jessy, 

you’ve lost your confidence. My suppressed memories prevented me from being able to communicate with him, the horror I had endured when Terry robbed me of my innocence and my childhood.  

Before Terry Walton abused me the way she did, Dad would take me with him to do building  quotes for people and always tell me to shake their hand when I met them, to get a feel for what sort 

of character that they might be. After meeting them, he’d ask me what I thought  

about them later and take my opinion on board before going ahead and deciding to do business dealings 

with them or not.  

One day dad told me that he was taking me with him to meet a couple of fellas at the golf course because they were considering employing him to do some brick laying for them and Dad said that he wasn’t sure of these blokes and that he needed me to suss them out for him. I was 6 years old at the 

time.  

When we arrived at the golf club, I recognised them straight away. I had dreamt about them the  night before and it was a bad dream. There were two of them, and they had a beer already waiting for Dad at 

the table they were sitting at. They said, “g’day Col,” as dad walked in towards the bar, “no need mate, we’ve already bought you one,” but dad continued to buy me a seven ounce glass of cherry cheer and 

had a brief chat with the barman.  

“Hello, what’s your name, little girl?” Said one of the men, who was a tall fella with receding black fuzzy hair that looked like he had done his best to comb it but it didn’t cooperate at and and just seemed to stick out all over the place. “Jessica Ann Sherman,” I replied. “And is that your Dad Jessica?” he asked me. “Yes,” I replied. The man beside him said “you said he was a bloke who lived alone on a 


property, you didn’t say that he had a daughter,” to the fuzzy haired man who was wearing  a priest's 


collar. “Do you live with your Dad,” the man with the fuzzy black hair asked me, “no,” I  said, “I live with my mum.” He then asked me, “do you know your address Jessica?” I didn’t answer him, I just 

stared at him.  


My father walked over and sat my cherry cheer drink down on the table and he said “I’ve got to  look after my number one little work colleague, isn’t that right Jessy?” I nodded and picked up my drink and took a sip, staring at the man with the black fuzzy hair remembering what I saw in my dream the night 


before.  

Dad took the beer they’d bought him and sipped it. He discussed with the two men how much he thought the job that they needing done was going to cost and then they invited  him out for a game of golf with them, however my Dad declined, he said “I have to go home and practice singing little with little Jessy 

here, because she’s been practicing for Taree Talent Quest haven’t you darlin’?” “Yes,” I said, “I need to 

go home and practice with my Dad. The man with the black fuzzy hair then said to me, “oh you sing! I 

happen to sing myself, I’m a member of the Tamworth choir, have you ever thought about joining?” 

“I’m fine thanks,” I said, “I only sing with my Dad.”  

Dad then finished his drink and then we left. When we got into the car Dad said to me, "So what did you think of those two blokes Jessica?” I said to him, “Don’t work for them Dad, they’re bad men.” 

Dad then asked, “what makes you say that?” I responded, “I had a dream about them last night Dad. 

They were wearing those masks that people put on their head like beanies that slip over their faces like a mask, but you can see their eyes. I dreamt that they grabbed a man and were tying his hands and feet up with silver tape and wrapping his mouth up with it so he  couldn’t scream, then when they took them 

mask things off their faces I saw those two men who we met today.” Dad gave me that side eye look he used to give me when I said something  that shocked him, then let out a whistle and said, “well fuck doing business with those pair of  bastards then! Good spotting that one kiddo, I’ll have to give that job 

a miss.”  

On the way home, Dad complained that the drink those men had given him made him unbelievably tired and when we returned to The Verdon homestead, he went and had a lie down, sleeping for several hours, which was unusual for him to do of a day time when there was always work on the farm to be 

done.  

Ever since I was a small child, my parents would take me down to Newcastle to visit mum's family and after mum and dad broke up, sometimes Mum and I would travel to Newcastle on the train. I remember when I was around eight years old, I was in the back seat of my Auntie Diana’s car and she was driving with mum in the passenger seat and I shared the back seat with my two cousins Sheree and Chad and 

we were on our way to my Auntie Diana’s house for a school holiday visit.  

When we drove through a place called Blanford I looked out the window at the old rusted out rail carriages that are still in Blandford to this day and I noticed there were old caravans scattered throughout and between where the old carriages were sitting in a paddock. I then announced to my family that I had a dream about those caravans in there last night, I’d dreamt that I was a little boy and a man wearing all black clothes took me into one of those caravans and was telling me every time that 

I cried for my mummy and daddy to shush up. He was holding his hand over my mouth making me be quiet. What do you all think that means? Elsie replied, oh that’s just a silly dream Jessica, now sit back 

in your seat please and stop worrying about what’s outside the window.  

This has been a recurring dream that I have experienced throughout my life, except each  time the children are different and sometimes the person covering my mouth to make me shush is not the 

same as the last time, but sometimes they are.  

Another time, mum and I were on the train travelling through Blandford and I noticed a man  wearing all black clothes standing outside in the paddock next to the train, holding a scared looking, little aboriginal boy’s hand, the boy appeared to be crying. I pointed this out to my mother who was  trying to 

sleep and told me to shush.  

Another strange dream occurred to me when I was around 10 years old and I told my father  about it the next day while we were driving in his old Toyota Landcruiser, I said to him, “last night dad I dreamt about a real old black fella, with snow white hair and a beard and he told me  that people from the 

churches in Tamworth are killing his people and stealing their children far out west.He said that the 


churches never stopped stealing the kids, they just got really good at  hiding it in plain sight.” I asked 


my father, “what do you think we’re supposed to do about it  Dad? Can we help them?” My father said to me, “ I have no idea what that dream means little Jessy but I want you to not let it worry your 

innocent little mind, you need to enjoy your childhood and not be worrying about dreams and what they mean. Dad continued to give me strange and worried looks out of the side of his eye as he often did 

when I said strange things like this. 
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Chapter 3:  

“Handing a lamb to the wolves...  

Learning about God was meant to fix me – but who’s perspective  deems me broken?”  

-Jess Shermo  
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The Jehovah’s Witnesses showed up one day when I was at school. My mother must have run out of money for alcohol because usually she would have been at the pub, but unfortunately, this day, she was home instead. When the Jehovah’s Witnesses showed up out of the blue, she whined and complained 

about what an issue it was having a daughter like me and was expressing how stressful it was having to raise me. She said after that they offered her a bible study, and she asked them to come back and give 

me a bible study instead because they said it would help her troubled teenager.  

When the Jehovah’s Witnesses returned, mum was at the pub, which was usual for her and I was  left home alone. I was twelve years old, going on thirteen. We were living at a place in NSW called Somerton, where we lived on an old property called Swanton Park, situated on the edge of the village itself. The locals had organised a football game and I was sitting on the veranda making a sign for the 

upcoming footy match when Julie Dear and a familiar looking blonde haired, plump woman named Sue 

Turnbull turned up out of the blue. When they introduced themselves, I couldn’t quite put my finger on where I had seen Sue before, I was just aware  that there was just something about her, but I couldn’t 

quite identify exactly what it was.  

They seemed friendly enough, so logically, I couldn’t see any harm in taking up a free bible study with them. I figured that there’s nothing wrong with allowing a little bit of God into my life  and they 

explained that they were happily travel to me and there would be no cost, so why not? I wondered, 

because at this point in my life, I had no recollection of my childhood memories, ever since my mother had neglected her duty of care towards me as a parent & I suffered from the abuse  at the hands of 


mum’s drunken friend Terry Walton. Throughout the years that I studied the bible with the Jehovah’s 


Witnesses, I always said, “it can’t hurt, allowing God into my life.” We all  agreed on commencing the bible study the following week and the two women said that they would return on Friday - next week.  

The night before I did my first bible study with them, I dreamed about an adolescent Julie Dear,  gathered with a group of children at a public rest stop somewhere on an isolated highway. The  parents of the children were all preoccupied elsewhere. Julie was bragging to the other  children, “Yes I can, I can do spells, I can do witchcraft and it really does work.  

When the day came for the Jehovah’s Witnesses to come and study the Bible with me, mum was home and participated also. Sue Turnbull – the familiar looking, plump blonde woman who came to our house with Julie the first time I’d met them, never came to visit again after that. Julie started bringing another, 

younger woman with her who, Julie introduced to mum and I as Donna.  

To begin the Bible Study, the two women allowed me to pick a subheading from the bible brochure that we would be studying and I saw one relating to witchcraft and magic, so I picked that one because it was fresh in my mind from the dream I’d had the night before. The bible study involved each of us 

taking turns to read a paragraph from the brochure, ‘What does the Bible Really Teach?’ And then 

looking up the scriptures in the Bible that were listed in the paragraph. What the brochure indicated was that the Jehovah’s Witnesses believed that the practice of magic was evil and doing these practices was 

actually working in alignment with Satan and his Demons.  

I opened up and said to them, “I dreamt about you last night Julie, I dreamt that when you were  a kid and I saw you telling a bunch of other kids that you do magic and witchcraft.” Julie looked slightly 

uncomfortable and then said, “Well I don’t engage in that kind of stuff because Jehovah God views people who do those things as wicked.” I didn’t know why I had that dream, as I had forgotten that Snorkel had been a part of my life, in fact I had forgotten about his existence altogether.  

Over the next few weeks, Julie and Donna would return. One day I followed Julie and Donna outside the front door when they were leaving and they were talking quietly amongst themselves and I overheard 

the last part of their conversation as Julie said “monitoring spell, I can’t believe that it actually 

worked...” I interrupted them and said “what? Did you say spell? So, you do magic?” Julie denied it straight away and said, “No! I don’t do spells, Jehovah hates magic!”  So, I brushed it off and we said 

our goodbyes.  

What I learnt through my Bible Study, was that members of the Jehovah’s Witness religion believe that God’s name is Jehovah. Over the next two to three years while I lived there at  Somerton with 

my mother and her boyfriend Craig, who both devoted most of their lives to  

getting drunk and spending time at the pub, I studied the Bible with Julie and Donna and other  

Jehovah’s Witness women that would accompany Julie when Donna wasn’t available to attend the visit to my house. They called me a ‘return visit’ and when I asked what this meant, Julie explained that it was the name given to the people who agreed to allow the Jehovah’s Witnesses to visit them and either 

engage in a bible study or would discuss the Bible with them.  

I didn’t particularly enjoy my Bible studies and the more
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