
		
			Advance Praise for Little Voices

			“Kiersten’s story teaches us that narcissistic abuse and coercive and controlling relationships scramble even the deepest metaphysical intuition. Little Voices teaches us how insidious these dynamics are, the trauma and generational issues that are activated, and how easy it is to get stuck in the cycle of confusion and self-blame. By telling her first-person story in a vulnerable and raw way, Kiersten reminds us that narcissistic and abusive relationships have a unique architecture, and represent a gradual process of grooming, gaslighting, and indoctrination. Even when the voices around her and in her are trying to guide her out, her story shines a light on how shame can be weaponized to keep anyone stuck and isolated in a toxic relationship. This book is, in essence, a compendium of red flags and can serve as a valuable teaching tool on how to listen to our inner voices and our guides; and to clearly heed these warning signs and act on them swiftly. One person’s story can be a powerful lesson and motivator for change for others who find themselves in these kinds of relationships, and reminds survivors that you are not alone.” 

			—Dr. Ramani Durvasula, Narcissism Expert, Licensed Clinical Psychologist, Bestselling Author, Professor of Psychology, Distinguished Speaker, and Featured Expert Guest on Red Table Talk with Jada Pinkett Smith and Will Smith

			“I couldn’t put Little Voices down! As someone who has experienced and written about near death and the spiritual journey which comes from it, I am blown away by Kiersten’s authentic, down-to-earth approach of how becoming a later-in-life medium goes beyond a leap of faith—it’s a deep dive into a knowing. If you’re wondering if intuition is real and if it can save your life, this book is for you.” 

			—Stephanie Arnold, Author of #1 Amazon and National Bestseller, 37 Seconds

			“Little Voices is a life-changing book! Not only will it make even the biggest skeptic believe in intuition, but it will also connect the dots for millions of abuse survivors. Reading how Kiersten used intuition to survive and heal from childhood sexual abuse and, later on in life, narcissistic abuse, hit home personally and was incredibly inspiring. I know many people will relate and be inspired by this book!”

			—Kelli Ellis, Celebrity Designer, Artist, and Author | HGTV | Bravo TV | TLC | TDN

			“Little Voices offers a refreshing, bold, and at times, chilling account of the upside-down entangled world of relationships with a charming and handsome narcissist. Add in the power of intuition and a painful past, and readers will no doubt be impressed by her determination to find answers in detective work, as an entrepreneur and in life. Most of us become familiar with narcissists before we have a name for these individuals. No doubt, her painful examples and therapeutic explanations will help hordes of individuals learn how to recognize this dangerous personality and muster the strength to walk away from it. Kiersten writes with the ease and grace of an experienced storyteller, craftily keeping readers on the edge of their seats and anxious to dive head on into the next chapter. Kiersten, thank you for putting yourself out there!” 

			—Bonnie Stevens, Emmy Award–Winning Journalist and Editor

			“Little Voices is the rare type of book that speaks to nearly every audience, including trauma survivors, women searching for their own identities, people struggling to connect to their intuition, entrepreneurs and aspiring entrepreneurs, people trying to improve their relationships, law enforcement, and individuals interested in mediumship and psychic abilities. It’s touching, funny, dark, joyful, and disturbing—in all of the best and most intriguing ways. I highly recommend Little Voices for your book collection. It will inspire you to learn more about your own untapped intuitive abilities and to trust and strengthen the ones you already have. It will encourage you to be your authentic self and pursue those dreams you never thought possible.” 

			—Katie Beecher, Renowned Medical and Spiritual Intuitive, Licensed Professional counselor, and Author of Heal from Within: A Guidebook to Intuitive Wellness

			“As a Marriage and Family Therapist, I have read numerous excellent self-help books and memoirs on all kinds of abuse. Rarely have I come across one in which childhood sexual abuse, marital codependent behaviors, and partner narcissistic abuse were presented in a narrative which so painfully and yet prophetically links them together. Little Voices accomplishes this and so much more. With her raw, authentic detailing of the abuses she endured along with her unorthodox gifts from the spirit world, Kiersten Parsons Hathcock’s memoir reminds us that until we heal the wounds within us, tragically we are drawn to external sources of validation—some healthy and some dangerous. Perhaps what is most noteworthy of Hathcock’s memoir is her unwavering commitment to accountability, integrity, and truth—with herself and with others. We are not left feeling sorry for Little Voices. We are cheering with her and rooting for her all the way.” 

			—Holli Kenley, MA, LMFT, and Author of Breaking Through Betrayal: And Recovering the Peace Within

			“No one can understand what it’s like to try to love a narcissist unless they’ve experienced it firsthand and Kiersten’s book, Little Voices, is further validation of that for me. Not only was I so drawn into Kiersten’s story that I read it in one sitting, but the way in which she shares her experience had me on the edge of my seat, rooting for her every step of the way. Kiersten’s story takes things to a level often unexplored as she teaches us how to tap into the power of our intuition and trust our gut as a way to heal from narcissistic abuse. It’s not just a compelling story on how to recover from psychological and emotional abuse, but a love story on how to honor yourself in a way only you are capable of doing. Thank you for being such an inspiration, Kiersten, and showing us what we need is already inside of us. We just have to look within.” 

			—Lisa E. Scott, Bestselling Author of three books on narcissism, including The Path Forward 

			“Little Voices was a memoir I couldn’t put down. Kiersten Parsons Hathcock’s story is one that every woman should read. She gives tons of examples of how she tapped into her intuition, while also showing the humanness of what can happen when we don’t listen. As a psychological and emotional abuse survivor, she could have been talking about my ex and I wouldn’t have known the difference. This is a book every abuse survivor would benefit from because they would see that they are not alone. Non-abuse survivors would get the insight to why victims keep going back and some of the shame the victims feel when they go back, don’t leave, or isolate from the people they love. Now, if that wasn’t enough to keep a person reading, she shows you a whole other side of herself along with her special gifts. We get to see all these amazing parts of her that include being a medium and a self-taught carpenter who was on Shark Tank. Her story is a human story. It includes childhood sexual abuse, love, marriage, children, career, challenges, mistakes, downward spirals, intuitive gifts, helping others, and vulnerability. Her bravery and honesty are awe-inspiring. Life isn’t always pretty, but learning and exposing the truth in the pain is essential to live an empowered life.” 

			—Rachael Wolff, Author of Letters from a Better Me

			“Kiersten Hathcock, as a woman and as a writer, is filled with equal parts heart and grit. I know this after reading the book she wrote, because here she is embracing life with a sweet, strong family, her thriving home-grown business, and an honest, sought-after passion for intuitive healing. All of this is despite—or maybe even because of—having endured soul-crushing abuse. Twice. But not only has Kiersten risen above the odds, now she authentically shares how and why in her memoir, so that other women might learn the power of their own inner truths. It’s a must read!”

			—Janna Leadbetter, Founder, Breaking the Silence for Women 

			“You’ve got to read this book. I’m somebody who can usually sit and read for about ten minutes at a time. But this book…I couldn’t put down! I read it in one sitting. It’s that good. Kiersten takes you on her journey, but it’ll feel like you’re right there with her. It feels like you’re sitting on your couch with your best friend while she’s telling you her experience. It doesn’t matter if you think of yourself as an intuitive or survivor of domestic violence, you’ll learn from this book. It’s going to change the way we think of domestic violence, and it’s going to change the way you relate to yourself.” 

			—Holly Jaleski, Founder and Inventor, Grubcan 

			“A rich, soulful, and heartfelt journey of narcissistic abuse that mirrored my own experience so closely, at times, it took my breath away. If you are looking to gain an understanding of the dynamic played out between so many people in these relationships, Kiersten’s book is a must read. Honest and vulnerable, she has helped me find my own forgiveness as to why I ended up in this cycle of abuse. Her courage in taking us through her story, gives us all courage. The love of her family gives us all an incredible example of what unconditional love looks like in action, not just words. If you are even slightly questioning the behavior of someone you love, friend, partner, or work colleague, Little Voices will undoubtedly give you some of those answers.” 

			—Shelley Buchanan, Founder and CEO, Kindarma

			“I binge read Little Voices in just a few days. I literally couldn’t put it down. I rooted for Kiersten from beginning to end as she shared her harrowing journey with us in a way that somehow—despite highlighting life’s unfairness—only helped me believe in hope and healing that much more.” 

			—Amy B. Scher, Bestselling Author of This is How I Save My Life

			“Every now and then a book comes along that vividly captures the frailty, and beauty, of stepping into our gifts and the uncertainty of what that may bring. Raw and courageous, resilient and hopeful, Little Voices is an unflinching portrayal of the depths into which one can fall and an inspiring account of the heights to which one can rise.” 

			—Bridgitte Jackson-Buckley, Interviewer, Memoirist, and Author of The Gift of Crisis
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Author’s Note

			I want to assure you—the reader—that despite the subject matter, Little Voices does not contain graphic detail of child murder cases. I do, however, share examples of narcissistic abuse I endured while in a toxic relationship and recount my revelation of childhood sexual abuse after having repressed memories for over thirty years. If you are an abuse survivor, please know that reading my book might trigger intense feelings and memories from your own life.

			At its core, Little Voices is a story about learning to trust your intuition and use it as a roadmap for life. And it’s a story about never-ending love despite pain and loss.

			Please know that I changed certain names and locations in the book. To ensure that I recounted events as honestly and accurately as possible—I poured over emails, screenshots, documents, and witness testimony while writing Little Voices. With that said, my memoir is written from my perspective. From my memory. From my truth.





Foreword

			By Mark Pucci, NYPD Detective (Ret.) Founder/Chief Investigator New York Private Detective Services

			Spending most of my adult life as a detective, private investigator, or investigation supervisor, both in public service as a detective in the NYPD and in the private sector working cases nationwide, I unconsciously developed a sixth sense—an implicit intuition—for reading people and uncovering the truth. While most of the police detectives and professional investigators I know and have worked with will not openly admit to using their intuition to solve cases, it’s succinctly presumed that following our gut feelings often makes the difference in discovering hidden evidence to solve a case. In certain extreme circumstances, intuition may even prove to be the factor that inevitably saves your life or the life of your partner.

			I strongly believe that developing the ability to listen, understand, trust, and then follow my intuition has definitively made me a better detective and quite possibly resulted in many of my greatest successes and accomplishments as a police detective and private investigator.

			Thinking back to before Kiersten and I had the opportunity to speak on the phone, I remember asking myself, “What is this furniture company CEO from Arizona doing volunteering to assist on a high-profile missing persons case in Long Island, New York?” That being said, when I finally had the chance to speak to Kiersten on the phone for the first time, my intuition kicked into full gear. Much to my surprise, not long into our conversation, I realized that she was unlike any other intuitive medium I had spoken to throughout the years. She explained to me that she recently discovered that she possessed certain abilities that might assist investigators in finding missing persons and that she was simply looking to volunteer her time because she cared. I eventually came to understand, as time went on and as I got to know Kiersten personally, that she had truly been given a gift for helping others in this way…especially kids.

			More precisely, what I love about Kiersten—as is illustrated in her book—is that she’s just a regular person thrown into supernatural experiences. Unbeknownst to her at that time, those experiences had meaning far beyond what she could see. The belief in what we can’t see, especially as a detective looking for quantifiable, tangible evidence, is extremely difficult. However, Kiersten makes it easy to believe. In her moving story, we see that she is just like most of us—extremely logical and fact-driven. The most amazing part of her journey is that she wasn’t looking for any of what has happened to her…it simply found her.

			Thankfully, in writing this book, Kiersten was brave enough to share her undercover life as a reluctant medium and her amazing journey of survival and healing from abuse. After reading her book, I hope you find the same strength and fearlessness and that you learn to trust your own intuition. What Kiersten reveals to all of us is a hands-on roadmap for life, as it’s been proven in my personal experience, for truth and justice as well.





Introduction

			I always wanted to fit in—to be seen as normal. Normal family. Normal life path. Writing this book—and experiencing what I have since 2009—threw any chance of being seen as normal out the window. And I’m finally okay with that. It just took forty-seven years for me to get here.

			The irony of my plight to be normal is that I finally realize intuition is actually normal. We all have it, even if we’re not openly talking about it. It’s one of the reasons I decided to write this book. As you’ll discover in the pages of this memoir, for someone who’s wired to trust scientific proof rather than faith, becoming a late-in-life medium proved a difficult journey. Like most folks who aren’t raised to believe in the unseen, I couldn’t wrap my head around why, in the middle of my life, I could suddenly hear and see kids in spirit. My heart raced, and the hair on my arms stood up every time a child came to me with a message.

			In the beginning, I saw so much and yet, very little at the same time. I couldn’t see how the kids would eventually step in to help me as much as I was helping them. There was a reason they were coming to me. My inner child knew why even if I didn’t. The reason would be horrifying, unbelievable, and…something I’d never imagined in a million years.

			My journey to trust the small voice inside me—and the small voices outside of me—has been life-changing. Not only did I learn to honor my intuition, but because of it, I survived and eventually escaped the cycle of abuse.

			Now, finally, I’m on the other side of the pain, the fear, and the uncertainty. Even so, I’m confident that, as much as I’ve learned over the past eleven years as a reluctant medium, I certainly don’t have all the answers to why we are here and why we endure what we do. But I do believe there’s a plan for our lives that’s much bigger than we can see. With that said, I want to share what resonated the most when I started to recognize intuition as a gift that we all possess. At the end of the book, you’ll find a few tips and techniques that helped me develop and trust my intuition as well as heal from a lifetime of hidden abuse.

			My hope is that, after reading about my journey, you’ll not only develop more faith in your intuition but you’ll see that part of yourself as a compass—a normal, everyday compass that you can use to help you get where you’re meant to go. If you’re an abuse survivor, I hope you know that no matter where you are in your journey, you are a warrior. And if you use your intuition as a guide, you’ll always find a lighted path…even in the darkness.





PROLOGUE

			2011

			“You’re close…but it’s the big one,” she said.

			Her tiny voice rang clear and sweet, as though she was standing in front of me. It had been a few months since the little blonde-haired girl whose name started with a “C” began communicating with me. In my mind’s eye, she looked to be no older than eight. No one else could hear her or see her, but for some reason, I could.

			Walking over to the tallest tree, I asked in my mind, “Are you sure it’s this one?”

			“I’m sure.”

			Out of nowhere, chills ran up and down my entire body. I welcomed the familiar sign of confirmation. Standing in the hot sun, I surveyed the ground beneath the hundred-year-old tree as beads of sweat ran down my back. Readying myself, I leaned the shovel against a nearby tree and pulled my blonde hair back into a ponytail while I stared at the spot. As a self-taught carpenter and furniture designer, I was used to manual labor, but this felt different. Harder. My hands were sweaty as I thought about the weight of it all and what I had to confront to get to the truth.

			I’d do anything for these kids, but clearly, the universe was reveling in some kind of sick joke. I was being guided to dig up the past. But first, I’d have to face a lifelong fear. As I stepped closer to the base of the tree, I glanced up to see hundreds of spiders encased in a blanket of webbing hanging from the branches. I immediately jumped back, trying desperately to slow my breathing. Spiders had always terrified me. From the time I was a small child, even the sight of the tiniest eight-legged creature sent me running and screaming for help. And now, as luck would have it, all of the arachnids in the world were in one place waiting to pounce on me. What kind of fresh hell was I in? A part of me wanted to take this intuitive gift and shove it, but I didn’t. Instead, I carefully wiped away scores of cobwebs with my shovel handle and carved out a place to stand beneath the outstretched arms of the elm. I was ready to dig and had convinced myself that if I didn’t look up, I’d be okay.

			I dug for an hour, all the while feeling nervous about what I’d find as I shoveled out hardpacked soil and tossed it into a mound. As the mound grew taller, I grew more anxious. Wiping sweat from my brow onto my dirt-stained jeans, I looked around the yard, making sure that I had indeed been guided to the correct tree. I panicked for a minute because I could no longer hear the girl. Where did she go?

			All I could do was trust what she’d already told me. As I continued to plunge my shovel into the ground, flashes of visions I saw weeks ago played like a movie in my mind. They revealed grisly details of her abduction and murder, making me all the more determined to keep going. She needed my help, and I needed her to help me understand why she was coming to me.

			A little more than an hour into shoveling, I was ready to ditch my sweat-soaked halter top for another shirt.

			That’s when I felt a tug on my ponytail.

			I turned, searching for another soul in the yard. The entire backyard was empty, but I wasn’t alone. She was making sure I knew she was still there.

			Even though I was intuitively led to that spot that day, I truly didn’t understand just how much was left to uncover.





CHAPTER 1

			The Road to Spirit

			Standing in our already-sweltering LA garage during an early June morning in 2009, I savored the scent of Baltic birch plywood that I’d just run through the table saw. My 400-square-foot workshop was built during my favorite musical era—the 1940s. Now that the roar of the saw had faded, it was time to hit play on a few Billie Holiday tunes. Donning a toolbelt, jeans, white tank top, ponytail, and flip flops, I walked over to the workbench where I planned to start crafting the umpteenth toy box. The sun lit up the bench like a spotlight. I was in the right spot.

			In the two years since I started my furniture company, the scent of cut wood came to symbolize quiet solitude and solace. Looking back, I hadn’t realized just how much I needed that time alone in my workshop, but I knew I adored my sawdust oasis.

			As I reached for the hand jigsaw to carve out the leaf-shaped lids of the toy box, I thought back on my unusual journey going from corporate to carpentry. Most days, I felt content with my new role as a work-from-home mom who built kids’ furniture while taking care of her own kids. Other days, I’d reminiscence on the fast-paced, exciting years I spent working in the television industry in Chicago.

			I was in my mid-thirties and seemingly happy—except that I wasn’t. In years past, I saw my world in vibrant technicolor—but since moving to Burbank, California in 2006, the colors of my life were more muted. Gray, almost. I couldn’t put my finger on it. I was too young for a mid-life crisis, and I genuinely found pleasure in all that I did, but nothing really set me on fire anymore. I considered going to counseling, but what was I going to talk about? Sure, we’d moved around the country a few times, and my husband, Scott, had endured a couple of unexpected layoffs. But all in all, we were good. Aside from worrying about our second grader’s sudden onset stuttering, I had little to fret about.

			After cutting the leaf-shaped lids, I went into assembly mode. I’d gotten so used to building toy boxes that I could easily craft a box without much mental effort. It allowed me to continue searching my mind for answers to my gray state of being. Answers did not come that day, nor for several months after, until September when I stepped out of my comfort zone and into a strange new world.

			* * *

			Staring at the New Age tapestry on the wall of the tiny waiting room, I reminded myself that my midwestern family wouldn’t approve. How the hell did I get here? I thought as I nervously sat down on the edge of a red velvet-covered chair and fumbled with my phone. I was in such unfamiliar territory. The weird symbols on the wall and the smell of incense did nothing to calm my nerves.

			I’d passed this particular psychic shop a million times on my way to pick up the kids from school or when I dashed to the lumberyard for more plywood.

			“This is crazy,” I mumbled to myself as my anxiety climbed. Maybe I should just leave.

			At that very moment, Sophia, a short, silver-haired woman in her sixties dressed in a flowy chiffon dress, came out from the room next door, sat down across from me, and asked what kind of reading I would like. Looking down at the floor, I told her I had no idea; I just felt the urge to venture in that day. She knew that was a lie—just me trying to prop up my got-it-all-together façade. I didn’t have the courage to immediately tell her about my gray life. She carefully reached for my hand, held it in hers with eyes closed, and proceeded to change the course of my life.

			First, she revealed specific details about my life, my habits, and my family’s past, like the fact that my mom’s father was emotionally abusive. No way could she have otherwise known these things. Clearly, the Universe had rightly pegged me as a skeptic. I had always been very scientific by nature. Though I wasn’t traditionally religious, I did believe in some kind of higher power. In order to share the messages I truly needed to hear, Sophia first had to share things that she couldn’t possibly have looked up online. And that she did.

			Feeling more open and trusting, I told her I felt a weird emptiness in my life—like I was looking through gray-colored glasses—but couldn’t put my finger on why. I had a wonderful husband, two awesome kids, a growing furniture company, and a fantastic group of friends. So, what was the deal?

			Without addressing what I had just said about the gray, Sophia said in a matter-of-fact tone, “You will help millions of kids. In fact, you will help people all over the world, but you have much healing to do first. Your life has always revolved around children—others, your own, and finally, you even built a business around kids. You’re very good at making things happen outside of yourself, but you’ve not yet gone inside to heal. You have gifts like I do, but you won’t have a shop like this. You’ll use yours in different ways.”

			An unstoppable ear-to-ear grin spread across my face, outing my disbelief. And yet, I wanted to believe her. Maybe it was the spot-on details she shared in the beginning. Maybe I just wanted to believe that my life had more purpose than building high-end kids’ furniture. Or maybe I’d inhaled too much polyurethane in the garage.

			My mind latched onto the more ominous bit of information. Why do I need to heal? And from what?

			She sat back in her upholstered chair as if she was preparing to tell me devastating news. “A seed of negativity was planted when you were very little.”

			Wait, what? Was that the gray? Can I just pluck it out? Who put it there? How old was I when it was planted? I had so many questions but didn’t feel brave enough to ask.

			My head spun as Sophia wrapped up our session by talking about all things being revealed in their own time. She did share that she saw me writing multiple books, and even shared a vision of some sort of healing center set in the middle of a field of tall pine trees. She said I would be a big part of making that center a reality. Sophia said she hoped I would eventually move forward with the healing center she saw in her vision because it was what our world needed—for her own kids and for generations to come.

			Dumbfounded, I stared at Sophia as though I was in a trance. Her voice snapped me out of my paralyzed state when she asked if I had three children.

			“I have two kids,” I replied.

			“Hmmm…well, forgive me for asking such a personal question, but have you endured a miscarriage or an abortion? I’m only asking because I see her clear as day. She has longish brown curly hair, this third soul.”

			“No, it’s okay. I haven’t had an abortion or a miscarriage.”

			“Well, sometimes these things reveal themselves later on,” she replied.

			In true-to-form fashion, my practical mind took over. Unless we adopted, there was no way another child was possible. My husband’s vasectomy assured us of that.

			Wrapping up the session, Sophia started giving me guidance on what to do next. She encouraged me to meditate and really get in touch with who I was as a person. “Everything you need is inside of you,” she said. This was my birthday—September 9th, 2009. I was thirty-six.

			* * *

			For weeks after my session with Sophia, I took daily walks around the neighborhood hoping they would give me space to solve the mystery of the negative seed that had been planted. Maybe if I thought about it enough without interruption by my kiddos, it would come to me. It never did, so I forced the whole interaction to the back of my mind. While the gray was still ever-present, I couldn’t waste my time on the musings of an old psychic woman. I had things to do, toy boxes to build, and kids to shuttle to and from school. I didn’t even really have time for meditation like Sophia had prescribed.

			Instead of dwelling on that psychic nonsense, I spent time worrying about how we could better help our son—a second-grader—cope with his newly diagnosed anxiety disorder.

			Scott and I started researching holistic ways to help quell Noah’s anxiety after we did what all good parents do: made an appointment with a psychiatrist—who turned out to be a pompous ass. Noah saw through him immediately. We had no choice but to trust the doc because he was the expert, and he felt Noah needed something to help his nervous system calm down. That something was an SSRI. Soon, we learned that the medication didn’t do anything but make Noah feel, in his words, “down, and I don’t know why.” This was enough to push us to research additional alternative treatment options. We’d heard enough stories about kids becoming suicidal on anti-anxiety and antidepressant medication that we knew we had to find another solution.

			The thing is, I’m a natural-born detective who prides herself on finding stuff most people can’t. But even I’ll admit that figuring out how to help Noah—aside from traditional medicine—was difficult. As synchronicity would have it, two folks who were dear friends with one of my friends were coming to LA from the UK and they taught a form of Japanese energy healing called Reiki. Prior to their arrival in the States, I’d read that energy balancing might help Noah, but I didn’t know anything about it.

			One night after they arrived, Scott and I invited the Reiki teachers, Doug and Mike, to our little yellow house in Burbank. While we sipped on gin cocktails in our living room, we laughed at their British sense of humor and got to know their journey to woo woo. After about an hour of chit-chat, we started talking Reiki.

			The skeptic in me knew I needed to see how this Reiki thing worked, but I was admittedly nervous. Hands-on healing seemed so foreign to me and went against my scientific wiring, but I kept an open mind. There had to be something to it if these two were teaching classes on it. After explaining that Reiki energy is intelligent and goes wherever it’s needed in the body, Doug asked if he could pull the white midcentury-style kitchen chair into the living room. I felt my pulse quicken when he asked if I would sit down in front of him for a mini Reiki session. Nervously, I sat down and prepared for what was to come. He said it would last for about ten minutes.

			The moment Doug simply put his hands on my shoulders, I felt woozy and hot. He hadn’t done anything but place his hands on me, but the woozy feeling progressed to the point where I was feeling nauseous and dizzy. Not wanting to disappoint him but knowing I couldn’t go on any longer, I spoke up.

			“Doug, I’m so sorry but I’m feeling nauseous. Maybe I’m doing it wrong.”

			“Oh no, you’re not doing anything wrong…but let’s get you to a place where you can lie down.”

			Doug helped me to our bedroom, which was, thankfully, right off the living room.

			Sitting on the edge of our bed, Doug asked if I was feeling better. I nodded my head as the heat in my body started to cool.

			“Kiers, is there any chance you could be pregnant?” he asked quietly in his soothing British accent.

			“Um, no. Scott took care of that after Grace was born.”

			“Hmmm, because that type of reaction is common if you’ve had issues in the reproductive area or are currently pregnant.”

			“Well, I have had ovarian cysts—PCOS, to be exact.”

			“Ah, well, that’s likely the culprit,” he said.

			Something in his voice made me question if he truly believed my reaction was related to PCOS. All I knew at that moment was that after he took his hands off me and I rested for a bit in our bedroom, I felt new again.

			This five-minute demonstration on the power of Reiki was all it took for me to understand that there was indeed truth to this strange practice. Before heading off to their hotel, Doug and Mike encouraged me to think about Reiki healing for Noah. All I had to do was learn it myself. Even though it felt foreign and weird, I thought, If it can help Noah, I’m in. I figured it was worth a shot because we were running out of options and I was worried about him.

			A few days later, I became Reiki certified in a beige-colored hotel room in north LA. Doug and Mike taught me the first two levels of the therapy, which meant I could start working with Noah.

			Much to my surprise, Noah didn’t balk at me when I offered to try out my skills on him. The energy balancing seemed to reduce his anxiety, but admittedly I didn’t detect as much of a difference in him as I detected in myself. I felt more in tune with myself than I had in many years, and I noticed that my hands would become extremely hot out of nowhere. I didn’t understand how and why it all worked the way it did, but I was grateful to have opened my mind to Reiki healing.

			* * *

			Over the next three months, my garage life monopolized most of my daylight hours, but I took time to perform Reiki on Noah when he seemed super anxious. Thanks to this new technique I learned, Noah seemed a little more balanced, and he loved not having to play the game where Mr. Psychiatrist condescendingly pretended to care for a total of fifteen minutes and Noah pretended to offer honest feedback. I was a happy mama knowing I could make a difference in his small but anxious world. The peace that came with my quiet, sawdust-filled workshop and the realization that Noah felt better made me feel more balanced.

			My crazy idea to start building and selling furniture out of our garage, in order to not have to go back to a corporate job, was working. My home-grown company, Mod Mom Furniture, had expanded until I was building two to three toy boxes per week and selling them to folks all over the US and Canada, as well as celebrity clients who lived on the wealthy side of Los Angeles. Sawdust covered me from head to toe, daily.

			After dropping the kids at school, I’d swing open the workshop door to start my shift. But in 2010, three years into building the Mod Mom brand, life was changing for me in ways that had nothing to do with business. I was hearing and seeing things that could only be explained as a byproduct of lack of sleep, exhaustion, and paint fumes. Or so I thought.

			One spring day, I opened the shop like normal. I wasn’t known to be the most organized carpenter. Most times, my workshop was littered with half-empty coffee mugs and energy bar wrappers in addition to a layer of sawdust that I swore every day I’d clean up—but never did.

			After locating my toolbelt, I slung it around my hips over top of my three-year-old True Religion jeans that bared the scars of a woodworker. They were my holey work jeans, and I wore them almost every day for three years.

			It was time to get to work. I remembered that I’d just bought a few half-inch screws that I needed for attaching toy box legs.

			“Honey, do you know where the screws I just bought went?” I yelled to Scott from the garage. He was working his sales gig for a tech company from home that day.

			“Didn’t you put them on your main workbench when you came in?” Scott shouted back.

			“Yeah, I did. I must have moved them and not realized it.”

			Now, where were those screws? I thought. Oh, there they are, in an area of the garage I never venture. That’s weird. Okay, back to work.

			Knee-deep in sanding a Gracie Toy Box and getting ready to install leg brackets, I reached over for the box of screws that I’d just put next to me. They were gone again. I frantically looked around the room and found them staring at me from the chop saw bench. I was the only person in the garage. I had not put them there; I never put screws on my chop saw. At least, I didn’t think I put them there. Well, whatever happened, I didn’t have time to ponder the anomaly. I pushed it to the back of my mind and returned to work.

			“Mom!”

			As much work as I had to do, when one of my kids calls, I see what they need. I stopped installing brackets and marched into the kitchen where the noise was coming from.

			Wait.

			They’re at school.

			Immediately, my entire body chilled and the hair on my arms stood straight up. I tried to ignore my reaction and focus on who could have been outside.

			I scanned the room, stopping at the window. There wasn’t a soul in sight. Still, goosebumps covered my entire body. Ignoring the chills I felt, I shrugged, chalking it up to some kid that wasn’t mine. I felt kind of silly for forgetting that my kids were at school, and went back to work.

			Progressively over the next few months, I started experiencing an escalation of all these weird things.

			I started hearing voices.

			I smelled cigarette smoke that wasn’t there.

			Music I didn’t know filled my head.

			The TV turned on and off by itself.

			Shadows moved across the garage.

			I had chills. Lots of chills.

			I felt like I was being watched all the time.

			I did what any normal person would do—I ignored it until I couldn’t push it away anymore. Searching my mind for answers, I suddenly remembered other odd occurrences in our previous house. Shadows that both Noah and I would see, but no one else would pay attention to, flashed across my mind in a series of montage moments. I only remember those because, while we were sitting on the couch watching TV together, I could see Noah’s head move when he saw the same shadow crossing the room. Somehow, I’d managed to bury that memory in my overcrowded brain. Maybe this had been happening for a while but was ramping up for some reason? Whatever it was, it was freaking me out.

			For months, I struggled with determining what was real and what wasn’t real. I was still hearing, seeing, and smelling things that other people didn’t. I didn’t tell anyone except Scott. He took it in stride and kept reassuring me that I was perfectly fine, but we both knew that wasn’t completely true. Nothing about my heightened senses felt normal.

			One evening while getting ready for bed, the hair on my arms started standing up while I struggled to find my voice.

			“Scott, do you see that over there?” I whispered, pointing to a shape I saw in the corner of the bedroom.

			“I don’t, hon, but I believe you’re seeing it.”

			It made me feel a little better that he didn’t think I’d lost my mind, but I sure wished he could see it too. Maybe then I’d really believe that I wasn’t about to be carted off to the psych ward.

			* * *

			Belief in seeing and hearing things not visible to the naked eye was never part of my upbringing or adult life. Growing up in Defiance, Ohio, I was all about what I could see and touch and what my parents and others perceived about me. Being the daughter of two teachers taught me the value of hard work, community, and self-discipline. My dad coached our high school football team and my mom taught junior high kids with learning disabilities, and I did everything I could to make my parents—and everyone around me—proud. I followed the rules to a “T.” Stepping out of line and bringing shame to my family wasn’t an option. I was terrified of letting anyone down—a telltale sign of perfectionism.

			My parents grew up Baptist but they didn’t go to church as adults. The only time I went to church as a child was when I’d stay at my Grandma’s house. With dad’s football coaching keeping him busy on Friday and Saturday, they didn’t want to spend our family day in church. I can’t say I was ever angry about that choice, although every time I walked into a church, I felt chills up and down my body.

			I picked a college that was four hours away to officially test the rule-breaking waters. A couple of not-so-upstanding guys, four menial jobs that helped me get through school, a badly constructed fake ID, and a few dozen beers later, I packed my diploma into the car and headed south to Charlotte, North Carolina. Being on my own for the first time in my life, knowing hardly anyone in the Queen City, gave me both a sense of freedom and fear. I alternated between thinking, Yay, I’m doing this! and oh, God, I’m doing this!

			Shortly after starting a computer training job in Charlotte, I was invited by a new friend to Vinnie’s Sardine Bar where, much to my surprise, I met the love of my life. Scott Hathcock, a tall, handsome, dark-haired, Southern gentleman from Alabama more than caught my eye as he walked into the greasy dive bar. A few minutes later, our friend, Leigh, introduced us to one another. In my oversized Adidas jacket, cheeky grin, and faded jeans, I offered him a fried cheese stick. He was amused by my gesture and politely accepted it before saying he’d return the favor with a drink of my choice. Not only was he strikingly handsome at 6’2”, he was hilarious. And much to my delight, he thought I was funny, too, when I joked about how many wallets I stole on the way through the crowded bar to the restroom. He felt like home to me—like my college friends from Ohio, especially because he oddly didn’t have a Southern accent.

			Believe it or not, four months after sharing fried cheese sticks at Vinnie’s, we were engaged at his parent’s Alabama home, surrounded by his extended family. To quote Scott’s dad, “It was about time.” We’d known each other for four whole months, after all. But the thing was, we felt as if we’d known each other for lifetimes.

			A year later—at the ages of twenty-three and twenty-five—we married on the steps of a Roosevelt-era manor. Our adventure started with a move to Birmingham, Alabama, where Noah was born, then on to Atlanta, Georgia, working for numerous TV networks on the un-sexy side of the business. Scott was in affiliate sales for cable networks, which meant that climbing the ladder came with a moving truck.

			Eventually, Scott was relocated with Playboy TV Networks to the Windy City. In Chicago, I landed a wonderful marketing job with A&E and The History Channel. For three years, we juggled fast-paced careers and our little bundle of joy, spending a lot of time on the L train going back and forth from our downtown offices to our brownstone in the Wrigleyville area. Grace’s birth in 2002 spurred a desire to ditch the hectic city life for a quieter one in a smaller town. We sold our house and moved south to a town called Hebron, Kentucky, where Scott landed a job in nearby Cincinnati, Ohio.

			While I loved the idea of being home full-time with the kids, it was a tough adjustment. I was used to the fast-paced TV ad sales life, and a big part of me wanted that back in some shape or form.

			Nine months later, an unexpected layoff threw us into panic mode but ultimately moved us towards our destiny. We just didn’t see it that way at the time. We sold much of what we had, including our 4,000-square-foot home, and set off for LA without jobs and with the little we had in savings, and our cashed-out 401Ks.

			The move to California made me seriously reconsider my TV career. With a one-year-old and a five-year-old in tow, the last thing I wanted to do was put them in a new daycare after they’d gotten used to being with me every day. Plus, we realized that if I went to work full-time, we’d spend almost my entire salary on childcare costs. Scott landed a job at E! Television Networks, so we could both stop holding our breath, but we still needed additional income to live extremely modestly in a 1,000-square-foot 1940s home in Sherman Oaks. I started taking on freelance projects but we needed something steadier.

			“Obviously, we need more money,” I said to Scott one afternoon while we watched our little ones play in the backyard garden. “I can’t make enough working contract jobs, so I’m thinking of becoming a nanny. After all, I don’t want to be forced into a hooker life. This is LA, ya know.”

			He laughed. “Hooking is not in your wheelhouse, honey.”

			He knew me well. But seriously, every movie we watched during our early time in LA involved someone who moved to the City of Angels and ended up selling themselves or drugs. I knew what was at stake.

			The next day, I nervously placed an ad on Craigslist after building and publishing my own website. Voilà. I was instantly Mary Poppins without all the flying about. Two lovely families saw my ad and contacted me right away.

			For two years, I cared for two adorable babies and helped shepherd them into toddlerhood. My days consisted of trips to and from Noah’s elementary school pushing a second-hand double stroller for Grace, who was two-years-old at the time, and my charges who became part of our family. When I made the decision to nanny, I was terrified. I loved children but I questioned if I’d be any good at taking care of other people’s kids.

			I discovered over the two-year period from 2004 to 2006 that the kids were the easiest part of nannying. Having left a successful corporate career where I earned accolades and plaques validating my worth, my new title took some hard adjustment. Still, I knew my gut was spot on when I had the idea to dive into the world of caregiving. It was the right move for our family during those years.

			I wouldn’t trade that time for the world, but I will say it was my inside look at what it meant to not be climbing the ladder—something I was programmed to do as an overachiever. And no matter how many “art projects” I did with my babes, I missed being creative and strategic. I missed the thrill of dreaming up marketing campaign ideas. Luckily, there were garage sales!

			“Hon, I just made our garage look like The Gap,” I sheepishly proclaimed when Scott walked through the front door one day.

			I really did have a knack for marketing design. As Scott lifted the heavy 1940s garage door, I heard an audible gasp. Okay, maybe not a gasp, but an impressed grunt at how much I’d gotten done and how much our dilapidated garage looked like a department store. It didn’t surprise him though, because he was used to coming home to my manic projects. Once, I built a plywood highway system in our backyard for the kids to ride their bikes on. Another time I threw Scott a surprise birthday party decked out with a handmade plywood karaoke stage, tiki bar, and surfboard bar table. My instincts were saying it was time to get back to my creative roots, but I was still unsure what to do.

			One night, after we settled our kiddos into bed, I sank to the sofa with a sigh. “Now that the kids are older and the babies are moving onto preschool, I’ve been thinking about building furniture. I think there’s a market for a particular kind of plywood kids’ furniture.”

			“You think?” Scott asked.

			“You know how we’ve been looking for a mid-century modern toy box on Craigslist? Well, I started searching current retailers to see if anyone is making that type of storage right now, and there’s only one company creating one toy box design. And get this—they’re charging four hundred dollars for it. When I saw their design, I immediately saw a cool new design in my mind’s eye inspired by Grandma’s old split-top record player. My gut is screaming that I need to do this. I know it sounds crazy, but….” I waited to see if he thought it sounded crazy.

			He looked me right in the eyes. “I think you can do anything you set your mind to, Kiers.”

			I leaned in for a hug, grateful for his support and love. Our life together hadn’t been easy with all of the moves and financial worry, but we loved and respected one another. Even through the hard times. In that moment, I was reminded how my gut knew almost instantly that I should marry him, just like it knew I was supposed to give this furniture thing a try.

			Mod Mom Furniture was born that day in 2007, and I thought life couldn’t get any more interesting. Little did I know that in two years it was going to get a lot more interesting. And terrifying, at times.
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“Kiersten's story teaches us that narcissistic abuse
and coercive and controlling relationships scramble
even the deepest metaphysical intuition.”
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