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Foreword
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Spirits are the residual energy of those who once lived but have passed on to another realm after death. Their soul never dies. Its energy allows them to communicate with those who are still alive and open to them.

I am a psychic and a medium. I see and talk to the ghosts of dead people.

Spirits have been around me since I was a child. I never realized then that it was anything special. I remembered dreams, visions, and conversations with invisible friends. As I got older, my understanding of my abilities matured and so did my realization that this was something special, and different. Like most intuitives, survival in the guise of normalcy was a lesson learned early. Our culture never readily accepts psychics, and those so gifted do well to keep a low profile. 

I wasn’t afraid of these Spirits, but I came to recognize that I wasn’t supposed to talk about them to anyone else. My gift stayed hidden for most of my adult life. At the time of my divorce and subsequent independence, I made the decision to cultivate my psychic ability for my own well-being and for others in need of help and guidance.

Why do Spirits come to me? I believe it’s because I can hear them and because I listen to them. They tell me their stories filled with sadness, trauma, grief, and isolation. I never judge them. I offer kindness and compassion, help them heal and move on. It’s the best answer I have for that question. I search for them in an attempt to validate the circumstances and events of their lives. Sometimes I’m successful, other times I’m not. 

Once I listen and understand their stories, the Spirits want me to share it with people who were important to them personally or with others who might have undergone a similar experience. There’s a purpose to their communication, beyond clearing and healing their own souls. 

I’m in awe of these Spirits. Some of them experienced horrific situations and some passed because of a traumatic event. They continue to suffer after death, as they relive the anguish and sorrow that so deeply impacted their lives. Yet, they have to be courageous and resolute to make the effort to return to the physical realm and make contact with a living person.

I believe there’s another reason these Spirits contact me. They don’t want to be forgotten. We, the currently living, can look at photographs of our deceased loved ones. The memories fade quickly, however, after a generation or two. How often have we looked at old photos without any identification and wondered just who those people were, captured at that moment in time? We can visit a family gravestone in a cemetery. Have you looked around at the older stones, damaged and untended, and wonder if anyone thinks about them anymore? Once I know these Spirits and their history, I write their stories for others to read. They become alive again in the minds and memories of the living. This is important to them and should be to us. 

I’m grateful for the contact from Spirits. Once I hear their story and place them in context with my research, they become special friends to me. When their story’s been told and they’re released from the trauma and stress they carried forward from their physical lives, they can move on and are gone. I miss them and their presence.

There’s always new contact from other Spirits. I feel their energy around me wherever I am, but I don’t always receive a message. When they do attempt to communicate, and I sense no mal-intent, I welcome them into my life. Spirits have something to teach me, and I’m always ready to help however I can. This has become a normal part of my life and I wouldn’t change it or have it any other way. 
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The horror of war, any war, creates powerful emotional energy that never truly dissipates. Combined with the violent energy of suicide, the resulting force can propel a spirit into absolute disarray. The usual confusion and disconnection a soul experiences when crossing over to the afterlife escalates exponentially when such a potent catalyst propels it into the Spirit realm. 

But what if the powerful trauma-infused energy of two souls who underwent these intense, violent conditions were to collide? How can a ghost be expected to remember everything correctly after such a cataclysmic upheaval?
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Part I – The Story


1

The Reiki Session And First Contact
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Lady, will you hear me?

I am very much alone and have no one to speak with. I must tell of horrific events, of what happened to me, and to them. And then of what happened to me alone. I have found you here before and know that you are powerful and open to my kind. Please, you must hear me, so I may unburden my soul. 

The ghost of Joe Tripp asked for my help during a Reiki session.

Once a month a group of us met at the wellness center owned by my friend and mentor Cherie to practice Reiki with each other. As a very simple explanation, Reiki is a Japanese healing technique that can provide stress relief and relaxation while promoting healing. It’s a holistic method, using the body’s own life force energy to support the whole person physically, emotionally, mentally, and spiritually. 

The Reiki practitioner administers treatment by placing their hands at strategic points on the body and channeling energy. These Chakra points, which are the body’s centers of spiritual power, help to regulate the body’s functions. There are seven primary Chakras from the base of the spine to the crown of the head and each governs a specific area of the person’s well-being. It’s not my intent to give instruction about Reiki or the Chakras here, only to illustrate how my psychic ability can work at times. 

I earned a Reiki Master Teacher Certificate in May 2013. Ghosts and spirits regularly communicated messages to me during sessions, both when I received and when I practiced on someone else. Frequently, these were the spirits of people who died and passed beyond this life. Just as often, I received messages or images from a past life of the person I was providing Reiki treatment to, or from spirit guides who were once living people in one of the individual’s past lives. 

That night, it was Donna’s turn on the table first. I worked between her solar plexus and the root Chakra at the base of her spine. Soon after I started, I felt an uncomfortable physical sensation like someone stuck the end of a stick in my mouth and pushed it against the back of my throat. It’s possible to take on the physical sensations or emotions of the Reiki recipient during a session, but generally they’re brief and serve to focus the healing energy where it’s needed most. 

This sensation wouldn’t go away, no matter what I did or thought. With my hands on Donna’s Chakra, I felt incredible amounts of energy, heat, and vibration. These feelings were overwhelmingly strong, the indication of powerful emotional energy being channeled through to me. I wondered if there was something more going on than only the energy being released from her. 

Lynn was next, and I worked in the same area. The sensation of the stick in my throat persisted. Not only did the feeling continue, it became more and more irritating and uncomfortable, almost painful. The strong emotional charges continued as well, and I could barely concentrate. These sensations indicated a psychic message trying to get through to me. 

Toward the end of Lynn’s session, I sensed something else. The energy coming through to me wasn’t just from Reiki. I felt a push against me, an actual physical push, against the side of my body first and then against my torso. I worked hard to keep my balance, but the impact was strong against me. Now I was convinced there was another being or ghost who was determined to get my attention. 

Mentally, I commanded the spirit to identify itself and tell me its purpose. I received no answer, though I asked several times. Despite the silence, I sensed terrible loss and anguish emanating from the ghost. At one point I received such an overwhelming feeling of sorrow that I knew it was a plea for my help. I couldn’t and wouldn’t turn away. 

I asked my friends if I could take my turn next on the table. I explained there was a spirit trying to make contact with me and it needed the energy of the Reiki session to come through completely. I didn’t say anything about the feeling in my throat as I stretched out on the table and tried to relax. As the others began my Reiki session, I felt the spirit’s presence with me, sad and troubled as he began to speak. He told his story and I didn’t interrupt him. 

I wrote this spirit’s story in a narrative form, to make it easier to read and understand. The original communication was relayed to me in thoughts and images that I followed in sequence. I tried as much as possible to maintain the voice, tone, and language he used as he related the story to me in one continuous message. This is the story as he told it to me...
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2

Joe Tripp Tells His Civil War Story
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My name is Joe. Or rather, I was Joe Tripp. I was almost nineteen, barely out of boyhood, a strong and haughty young man, and I was proud to do what I saw fit as my duty by our country. I signed up right away to fight in the war with the Rebels. My father was pleased but not my Ma. She fretted and fussed, afraid that I’d not be coming back, you see. I paid her no mind, really, or at least I tried not to. She carried on so it was enough to rattle any man’s nerve a bit. 

Off I went anyway, just like the other boys I knew from town. We all signed up and they gave us a uniform and a kit. I already had my musket that I brought along with me. Before this it was only used for shooting small critters – possum, rabbits and the like. I didn’t even think that now I was supposed to use it to kill another man. 

I dread to think of it even after this long time. At first it seemed an adventure. I was never before any farther in this country than the great city of New Bedford. But it didn’t take long until it stopped being excitement and became a ceaseless nightmare. We marched from place to place all over countryside I never heard of, much less wanted to see. There wasn’t a day gone by that I wasn’t
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