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To Vandra Morgan-Delaney
Thank you for your friendship and spiritual insights.
“The world is full of magic things, patiently
waiting for our senses to grow sharper.”
 
-William Butler Yeats, Irish poet, 1865-1939

Before You Read This Book
 
This publication contains stories of crime, death, and paranormal events that may be graphic in nature. Reader discretion is advised.
 
The identities of persons, family members, and other parties have been omitted out of respect for their privacy. Any details or other information shared about particular events are alleged and are inadmissible in a court of law.

Preface
 
As a child, I knew things far beyond my years. I could sense things others didn’t and hear whispers guiding me to know right from wrong. I couldn’t tell you how I knew, I just did. These “knowings” operated like some sort of built-in navigation system. Whispers of places not to go, knowing when people were being deceptive, and good (or bad) feelings about people or places. My attention would focus on things others didn’t notice, oftentimes hearing or seeing things that others did not. My family didn’t believe in this sort of stuff, so it became abundantly clear this type of behavior was not acceptable. So, I was trained to do what was expected and acceptable in “normal” society and silence the other part of my being.
Over the years, brief moments of this guidance would pop up from time to time. Usually, the clarity would hit me when I was in danger or at a low point in life. I realized then that the help I’d received as a child hadn’t really gone away. It was still there . . . waiting for me to use it again!
After an epiphany experience in my early thirties, I spent years reawakening my abilities. Then came a profound experience with a magazine (of all things), which gave me a glimpse into all that was possible if I chose to trust my inner guidance again. A quadruple homicide and an Amber Alert soon followed. They helped strengthen my spiritual muscles even more. These types of events have increased in frequency to the point of becoming almost everyday occurrences!
I’ve had experiences most people would not believe, like seeing a mountain cry, the Earth breathing, and feeling the presence of the Angel of Death right before a loved one crossed over. Deceased relatives have come to deliver birthday greetings and I’ve witnessed my ancestors lining up to greet a relative as they were crossing over. There have been many more, but these are just a few that come to mind.
Understanding the language I use in this book to describe how I receive the paranormal information will help you feel the full impact of the stories. The information I receive comes through my physical senses. Normally, I receive a heads-up just before I’m hit with incoming insights. The hair on the back of my neck may stand on end, a chill might run down my spine, or I’ll actually feel a change in the environment (cold, stillness, wind, sounds, and more). Sometimes a person, place, or event comes into my awareness multiple times (getting my attention). In these cases, I’ll usually say, “It came to me.”
In other instances I physically feel time slowing down, view the “happening” in slow-motion, then time will return to normal. For those events I say, “Time slowed down”. Most of the time I will describe which of my senses picked up the information (heard, saw, felt, smelled, or tasted). There have also been experiences where my environment becomes utterly silent right before I receive a message. In those instances, I refer to it as “the silence”. Frequently, I’ll see a snapshot or video short (like a TikTok) in my mind’s eye.
Over the ages, there have been many terms used to describe people who have ESP (extrasensory perception) or a sixth sense. Seer, witness, medium, psychic, fortune-teller, channel, and oracle are some that come to mind. I prefer to refer to myself as a spiritual conduit, but if I had to otherwise label myself, I’d probably begrudgingly settle for psychic medium. My inherent spiritual gifts are plugged into what I call “Source” or spiritual frequency.
The stories in this book are written in the storyteller style. Each begins with the backstory, then reveals how/when my psychic gifts were activated, and then details the paranormal experience that came with each mystery or death, or just going-about-my-day stuff. Within these pages, I share with you the strange, dark, and mysterious stories of my life as a psychic medium. Some are creepy, scary, and heart-pounding. Others are sad, illuminating, embarrassing, and everything in between.
I think it’s only fitting to begin with the event that showed me (in a big way) that my spiritual abilities had indeed reawakened. This out-of-the-blue experience would change my life path trajectory. How was I to know reading a magazine article would become a life-altering event?
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Whispers in Print
 
 
Not long after settling into my second home, my childhood “knowings” started coming back. At first, random events happened that didn’t seem to be caused by anything in particular. As time went on, the type and frequency of these events increased. Within a year, my hearing, seeing, knowing, and even smelling things others did not became commonplace. All those quick flashes of information and video “shorts” ended on a sultry, August afternoon.
 
Relaxing on the porch, I decided to read the latest edition of a local publication (AY Magazine). After glancing at its contents, I turned to a section of interest titled Murder Mystery. The article was about Lives Lost & Found. It summarized a few of the oldest unsolved cases of unidentified persons in Arkansas. My own experience with missing family members had sparked my interest in cold cases decades before.
 
Settling into my comfy chair, I started reading the first unidentified summary. A feeling of genuine sadness for the person they described came over me. His remains were discovered in 1978, floating face-down in a creek. His hands were tied together at the wrists and affixed to the ankles, which were also tied together. Since his body was found in a state of advanced decomposition, facial identification wasn’t possible. The only identifying evidence left was his dental work, a heart tattoo on his right arm, and the clothing he had on when he died. Back in 1978, DNA technology wasn’t available, so his remains were cremated and buried, closing the door on any future testing.
 
After finishing the article, my mind tried to imagine how his loved ones must have felt. Their son, brother, or father seemingly vanishing without a trace. Suddenly, in the midst of my mental meanderings, I heard a name! “What the heck was that?” I asked myself. Why a name had popped into my head I didn’t know . . . couldn’t explain. No, it hadn’t popped into my head . . . I had heard it! Just as the last thought left my brain, I heard the same name again! In an instant, my creep-out meter went from confusion to holy sh*t! That feeling you get when you know something other-worldly is going on and you’re not sure your mind can handle it.
 
To regain some sense of calm, I told myself there was no way a guy who had been murdered so long ago could have whispered his name to me. No one knew his name, where he was from, or who had left him in that creek. My logic tried desperately to dismiss what I’d clearly heard.
 
Still feeling a little unnerved, I hesitated for a bit before deciding to continue reading the article. The second case summary was of a petite woman’s partial skeletal remains found discarded alongside railroad tracks in 1994. No fingerprints or facial recognition was possible, but authorities were able to extract her DNA. They were also able to get a description of the woman based on her remains. She was still wearing the clothes she wore on the day she died. Her dental work rounded out the last of the evidence.
 
Once I had finished reading about this small woman who was dumped like trash near a rural town, my mind started going over the evidence. Law enforcement had her description, DNA, and a very unique T-shirt she had been wearing. Why haven’t they solved this case? Just as I finished those thoughts . . . I heard another name!
 
Immediately, my creep-out meter went off the scale. My hair stood on end and chills (like cold lightning) went up my spine. The name had been a female name. Two different names. Two different stories. Two different genders. What I was experiencing was officially no longer a one-off. Gingerly, I wrote each name I’d heard next to their respective summary. At this point, my curiosity wouldn’t allow me to close the magazine and ignore the next summary. Would it happen a third time?
 
Nothing I had read so far prepared me for the gruesomeness of the third summary. Back in 1970, somebody decided to go looking for poke (poke salad) up on the highest peak in Arkansas. What the person came upon instead was the headless, partial torso of a man. The torso had been severed just above the navel with the legs cut off just above the knees. It was observed sitting upright on a tree stump (like it had been put on display).
 
The man’s head was missing, as were his arms and the upper portion of his torso. The legs that had been cut off just above the knees were also missing. The day after the initial horrifying discovery, a search party found five bloody, black plastic bags with a trademark green leaf on them. One of the bags held human hair, another contained intestines, and the other bags had been torn and emptied by animals. The rest of the body was never located.
 
The only clues law enforcement had in this case was that the victim was a white male of unknown age with light brown and gray pubic hair. Again, I went over what was known about this murder in my mind. It seemed whoever had killed and dismembered this man had made sure no identifying parts would be found. Maybe that was the whole point (beyond displaying the torso). In all likelihood, the man had tattoos, piercings, birthmarks, or other identifying items on his body.
 
Perhaps my expecting a third name was the reason no name came to me for this case. This outcome was very disappointing (considering what I had received for the other cases). Why wouldn’t I get a name for this person as well? Was his identity to remain a mystery forever? Then, in my mind’s eye, came a living photo! (A living photo is a photo where the objects or people in the photo are alive. They move around, look directly at you, or sometimes talk.) This man wasn’t talking to me, but I could clearly tell he was alive. The photo was a waist-up shot. His torso was shirtless and intact, his head still on his body. Immediately, I knew he was showing me what his killer had successfully erased!
 
The hobo spider tattoo started on his left chest and its web stretched upward and outward to his neck and jaw. It was large and distinctive. Anyone who knew him would have recognized such a tattoo. It appeared somewhat faded from age, wasn’t a professional tattoo, and probably wasn’t done in one sitting. He also seemed to have another tattoo on his right upper arm, though I couldn’t see the image (just the edges of ink). The man I saw had a light complexion, medium brown hair, and brown eyes. He appeared to be in his mid-to-late thirties or early forties.
 
There’s no doubt in my mind that I heard the names and saw the very people I was reading about. It was as if someone had been there while I was reading, waiting for me to finish each story before telling me who the story was about! In my state of shock (or disbelief) I didn’t know what to do with the information I’d received. I let it simmer for a few days, but what to do still eluded me. If I had shared this with anyone (at the time), it may have helped me figure out what to do, but I was afraid of ridicule if someone asked me HOW I came across the information.
 
Finally, I tore the article from the magazine and put it on my bookshelf. Time passed, and the article got buried beneath other papers, but I never threw it away. Each time I cleaned off the bookshelf, I would keep the article. More time passed, spiritual experiences kept happening, and I put the article away in my filing cabinet. I don’t think I passed along the information I had received while reading the AY Magazine article to law enforcement, but I did submit a possible match to NamUs (a database for the missing and unidentified).
 
All three of these unidentified cases remain unsolved.

The Murder of Crows
 
 
Superstitions abound in our human world. Some are as old as the country from which they originated. Also known as omens or signs, they are passed down through generations of families. These omens can be about people, places, things, animals, certain names, forbidden words, and more. Some people believe owls are a harbinger of death, storks are a sign of a new birth, horses represent freedom (breaking loose of the things that bind us), black cats are bad luck, and snakes are indicative of evil works in the making. Some cultures tell us to pay attention when an animal is acting out of character. That it’s a personal message for us. These cultures remind their people that they should always pay attention (and heed) these omens or superstitions . . . if they know what’s good for them.
 
My omen experience involved crows.
 
It was a cloudy, rain-drizzled day at work. A couple of colleagues and I went outside for a smoke break to satisfy our nicotine cravings. Within a few minutes, a flock of crows (known as a “murder”) flew in and landed in the trees all around us. They started cawing very loudly. Now, this isn’t unusual in itself. A murder of crows will often fly into an area, cover the surrounding trees with their shiny black feathers, and talk (caw) amongst themselves. After a while, they will take off (almost in unison) to fly to another location, looking like a swarm, swaying to and fro. We finished
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