
Constance Santego

Knowledge of a Soul

Dr. Constance Santego has been practicing and teaching The Nine Spiritual Gifts, Granted From Spirit, for over twenty-five years. She lives in British Columbia, Canada, with her husband.

www.constancesantego.ca

KNOWLEDGE OF A SOUL
Copyright © 2024 by Dr. Constance Santego.
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

Published by 

Editor & Interior Layout: Dr. Constance Santego

Book Layout: ©2017 BookDesignTemplates.com

Cover Design: Jennifer Louie

Soft Cover ISBN: 978-1-990062-28-5 
eBook ISBN: 978-1-990062-29-2 

Created and published in Canada. Printed and bound in the United States of America

Ordering Information: csantego@gmail.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Knowledge of a Soul (The Nine Spiritual Gifts, #6)

FICTION | The Nine Spiritual Gifts Series: (based on actual events)

NONFICTION

SECRETS OF A HEALER, SERIES:

ADULT COLORING JOURNALS

FOR CHILDREN

Some of the Residents of New York City, USA, and other places. | Alexandra (Lexi) Elizabeth Constantine:

Susannah Grace Constantine:

Main Angel of each Novel | Book 1 – Archangel Michael

Book 2 – Archangel Gabriel

Book 3 – Bath Kol

Book 4 – Archangel Raphael

Book 5 – Archangel Hamied

Book 6 – Archangel Raziel

The variety and the unity of gifts

Footnotes

Bibliography

Dr. Constance Santego

Literary Contributions

Future Projects

Also By Constance Santego

About the Author

ALSO BY DR. CONSTANCE SANTEGO

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FICTION 
The Nine Spiritual Gifts Series: (based on actual events)
[image: ]


Journey of a Soul – (Vol 1 Michael)
Language of a Soul – (Vol 2 Gabriel)

Prophecy of a Soul – (Vol 3 Bath Kol)

Healing of a Soul – (Vol 4 Raphael)

Miracles of a Soul – (Vol 5 Hamied)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

NONFICTION
[image: ]


The Intuitive Life, The Gift of Prophecy, Third Edition
Fairy Tales, Dreams and Reality... Where Are You On Your Path? Second Edition

Your Persona... The Mask You Wear

Angelic Lifestyle, A Vibrant Lifestyle

Angelic Lifestyle 42-Day Energy Cleanse

Archangel Michael’s Soul Retrieval Guide
Tesla and the Future of Energy Medicine
Scaling Beyond 6 Figures: Strategies for Health & Wellness Professionals
Beyond the Mind: Harnessing the Power of Astral Projection for Creative Awakening
Bend, Don’t Break: Finding Your Way Back to Abundance
Ring Therapy: A Guide to Healing and Balance
Ring Therapy Pocket Guide 
Floraopathy™: The Art and Science of Vibrational Healing with Essential Oils

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SECRETS OF A HEALER, SERIES:

[image: ]


Magic Of Aromatherapy (Vol I)
Magic Of Reflexology (Vol II)
Magic Of The Gifts (Vol III)
Magic Of Muscle Testing (Vol IV)
Magic Of Iridology (Vol V)
Magic Of Massage (Vol VI)
Magic Of Hypnotherapy (Vol VII)
Magic Of Reiki (Vol VIII)
Magic Of Advanced Aromatherapy (Vol IX)

Magic Of Esthetics (Vol X)

The Reiki Master’s Manual (Vol XI)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ADULT COLORING JOURNALS 

[image: ]


SERIES - ZEN COLORING: 
Quantum Energy and Mindful Living Journal (Vol 1)
Reiki Energy Journal (Vol 2)
Nine Spiritual Gifts Journal (Vol 3)
I Forgive Journal (Vol 4)

SERIES – COLORING PROSPERITY:
Genie-Inspired Mandalas and Wealth Journal (Vol 1)
Entrepreneurial Mindset Reboot (Vol 2)

SERIES – HARMONIC MIND CODE:
Harmonic Mind Code Coloring Journal (Vol 1)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FOR CHILDREN

[image: ]


I am Big Tonight. I Don’t Need the Light!

Cast of Characters
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Some of the Residents of New York City, USA, and other places.


Alexandra (Lexi) Elizabeth Constantine: 
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Fashion designer in Upper East Side Manhattan. Daughter of beloved parents—Olivia and Marcus Constantine (Italian). Was a Fiancée to Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne. Her boss was Sebastian. Friends with co-worker Southern belle, Sherie. Was going to be engaged to Neo, but is in love with Redington.
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Susannah Grace Constantine: 
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Lexi’s belated sister and now guardian angel. Lived in Dumbo (Down Under the Manhattan Bridge Overpass). She was an antique collector for Aryeh Jacob Kofman and dated Billy Randazzo.

Olivia Sarah Constantine (Maiden name, Austin): Mother to Lexi and Susannah. Widowed housewife. Parents were from England. She lives in Dyker Heights, Brooklyn, NY. Deceased.

Reverend Edward Julien Hawthorne: Was a mortician and minister of his family’s funeral home in Brooklyn. Was a Fiancé to Alexandra (Lexi). Casandra was his secretary. He had an accident and forgot everything. Another soul took over his body at the time of his death and lived as a walk-in.

Sophea (Tamara Reeve): Past Psychic medium and teacher of many of the Spiritual Gifts. Was a Fiancée to Greg Masones. Still owns her grandmother’s brownstone in Brooklyn Heights. Now lives in Katmandu, Naples—in a monastery and is a monk.

Detective Ferguson “Red” Redington: Was 1st-grade homicide investigator, Manhattan Bureau – Midtown South Precinct, Shield number 1323, NYPD. Lives in Far Rockaway Beach, Queens, on Long Island, NY. His family comes from England. Now is a FBI agent.

Greg Masones (AKA Julian D’Angelo): At large. Accountant for the Genovese crime family. Italian immigrant. Son of Serena D’Angelo. Was Tamara’s fiancé.

Sebastian: Lexi’s boss at the fashion house. 

Sherie: Lexi’s co-worker at the fashion house.

Isabella Jackson: Famous actress. She moved around to wherever her next movie was being filmed. Friends with Lexi, Edward, and Redington. Girlfriend of belated Hans (now Erland, an Elf) and mother to her beloved son, Aias.

Hans Magnusson (Erland): Lawyer. He lived in Switzerland but was from Sweden. He inherited his family’s fortune, and his grandfather was Olof. After he died, he became a walk-in soul to Erland in the Elemental Realm of Alfheim, and still communicates with Isabella. 

Aias(pronounced I-iss) Jackson Olof Magnusson: Son of Isabella and Erland. He was a half-elf with many gifts, the main one being able to heal. Deceased. Became an angel.

Kesia Bango: Gypsy tarot card reader. Daughter of Florence. Ancestral Granddaughter of Tatiana Masones and Clementina (Tatiana’s mother). Related to Greg, he is her uncle. Loved Aias.

Luna: Kesia’s Wiccan friend from high school. She lives in Jersey Shore.

Doctor Neo Singh: Edward’s Neurosurgeon at Brooklyn Neurocritical Care. His Greek mother is Naida, and his East Indian father is Paal. Sister to Evangeline and uncle to her son, Todd. 

Evangeline Singh: Neo’s sister. Massage Therapist. Her son is Todd, and her fiancé is Jeff. 

Delish Chakladar: Acharya Shri Sharma’s assistant and devotee at Aias’s gurukala (spiritual school) in Puttaparthi India.

Lieutenant Jerome Kennard: New York City fireman. Saved Lexi from the cave and briefly dated her.

Camillo O’Malley: A vulgar-mouthed Scottish man who practices Neuro Linguistic Programming. 

Winston Charles Redington: the 2nd, Earl of Wrightenton. Redington’s father from England.

Countess of Wrightenton, Gabriela: Redington’s belated Mother.

Lord Wrightenton, Grayson: Redington’s belated older brother.

Lady Wrightenton, Janelle: Redington’s belated older sister.
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Main Angel of each Novel


Book 1 – Archangel Michael 
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“Warrior”

Companion Book – Archangel Michael’s Soul Retrieval Guide.  
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Book 2 – Archangel Gabriel 
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“Messenger”

Companion Book – Your Persona... The Mask You Wear. 
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Book 3 – Bath Kol 
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“Daughter of the Voice,” the Holy Ghost, and Gabriel

Companion Book – The Gift of Prophecy.
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Book 4 – Archangel Raphael 
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“God Has Healed”

Companion Books – Secrets of a Healer Series.
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Book 5 – Archangel Hamied 

[image: ]


“Miracles”

Companion Book – Secrets of a Healer, Reiki, 
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Book 6 – Archangel Raziel 
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"The Keeper of Secrets and The Angel of Mysteries."

Knowledge of a Soul

The Gift of Knowledge

A Novel


6th in the series, The Nine Spiritual Gifts 
‘The Gift of Knowledge’

Dr. Constance Santego

––––––––
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Vol 6

Dedicated

to all my teachers!

Knowledge of a Soul

THE NINE SPIRITUAL Gifts

In the New Testament, my favourite story is “The Gifts.” 
Corinthians 1, Chapter 12, Verse 4-11 
(Maybe a little differently worded 
depending on which Bible you have).
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The variety and the unity of gifts 
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There are many different gifts, but it is always the same Spirit; there are many different ways of serving, but it is always the same Lord. There are many different forms of activity, but in everybody it is the same God who is at work in them all. The particular manifestation of the Spirit granted to each one is to be used for the general good. 

To one is given from the Spirit the gift of utterance expressing wisdom; to another the gift of utterance expressing knowledge; in accordance with the same spirit to another, faith, from the same Spirit; and to another, the gifts of healing, through the same Spirit; to another, the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another, the power of distinguishing spirits; to one, the gift of different tongues and to another, the interpretation of tongues. But at work in all these is one and the same Spirit, distributing them at will to each individual.

The New Jerusalem Bible

Awaken to the spirit world, for there lie your 
gifts granted by Spirit.

Dr. Constance Santego

Fact:

All biblical references, science, legends, and myths are real (slightly changed to fit the character. This novel was written as a story inspired by Spirit, to give you, the reader, a new perspective, a new way to learn, and a new opportunity to empower your life. 

Many locations and all characters are fictional. 

Prologue

Tamara awoke in a small, austere cell, the kind you might find in an ancient monastery. The cold stone walls surrounded her, their rough texture a stark reminder of her confinement. She lay on a simple cot, covered with a light cotton blanket, her head resting on a pillow filled with what felt like rice or barley. She wore a red robe, the fabric coarse against her skin, and her bare feet felt the chill of the stone floor. Beside her, a small round table held a ceramic pitcher and a large bowl filled with water for washing, the only luxuries in this Spartan environment.

Sitting on the cot's edge, she slowly drank some water using her hands. Afterward, she ventured out of the cell, relieved to find that she was not a prisoner like in her last lifetime. The narrow halls echoed with the serene chants of monks, drawing her toward their source.

A monk, noticing her approach, motioned for her to kneel beside him. She remembered taking a year’s vow of silence and how a single tear fell when they had shaved her head. Her days were now filled with prayer, meditation, spiritual lessons, and more prayer.

Once a day, she went out with the other monks to do what they could to help the community and receive food offerings from the local people. This simple, ascetic life starkly contrasted her previous incarnations—some filled with tumultuous passions and others with tranquil wisdom. Each life, with its unique trials and lessons, had been a step on her soul’s long journey—a journey toward enlightenment and understanding.

Her current life in the monastery was another chapter in that journey, one that promised deeper spiritual insights and, perhaps, a step closer to the ultimate liberation of her soul. This lifetime was about learning the balance between solitude and service, silence and expression, and the individual soul and the universal spirit.

As Tamara, now called Sophea, settled into the rhythm of monastic life, she often found her mind wandering to the lessons learned in past lives, each a puzzle piece in the vast mosaic of her soul’s experience. In this place of quiet introspection and communal harmony, she hoped to find the wisdom to navigate the challenges ahead and fulfill the soul contracts she had made long before this body took its first breath.

This lifetime’s journey is a quest not just for personal liberation but for cosmic balance—the eternal dance of souls moving through the tapestry of lifetimes, each learning and teaching, taking and giving in equal measure. Here, in the simplicity of monastic life, Sophea was preparing to take her next step on this grand, celestial journey, guided by the unseen hand of destiny and the clear, resonant voices of the monks in prayer.

Chapter 1

A cold, brisk wind was coming in from the north. Even though it was only October, you could feel winter was on its way. 

Kay Thompson’s hood was drawn far over her head, almost covering her eyes. She had pulled the robe around herself even tighter, trying not to let the cold breeze get near her thin body. 

It had seemed like days since she last had something to eat and weeks since she had a bath. What was I thinking? I must be mad trying to find happiness. Well, that is what I thought the man had said, that I would find happiness. I am almost ... 

––––––––
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DAYS BEFORE, SHE HAD taken a seminar on personal uplifting and financial improvement. The motivational class was designed to get people pumped up and ready to improve their lives. 

As she was listening to the speaker, a couple behind her kept talking to each other. Don’t they think of anyone else but themselves? 

Their rudeness was really getting under her skin. She shrugged her shoulders several times, hoping they would take the hint. Finally, they quieted down, and she could focus on the speaker.

He was a middle-aged man with dark hair and a mustache, nicely dressed in a casual way. He stood in the center of a large platform a few feet above the seats so all could see him better. 

He had a great voice and the talent to speak clearly and motivate the audience. His words made you feel like you “could” change your life and do better for yourself. 

As he talked, Kay started thinking about her life and how she needed a change. I hate being who I am. I don’t like how I look anymore—maybe never did—but I hate it even more now. I just turned forty, and life was supposed to be great. The kids were all grown up and almost gone. I had a nice house, a great job, and all the toys, a boat, an RV, etc. We had gone on many wonderful family trips. What could be missing? 

Suddenly, Kay snapped out of her daydream, realizing she had drifted off for a few minutes. The couple behind her had started talking again.

The speaker was still talking about getting your life back and how you had stopped living the life you were meant to live. 

“Remember when you were kids,” he said, “And life was exciting and fun?” 

He continued, "A child's world is very small, usually just a few feet around them. A child notices people or objects that are immediately in their path or very close. A baby's world is even smaller, just a few inches around them. As we age, our space expands. We start to notice and care about our car, house, desk, town, city, province, state, or even our country. One day, it may even be our entire planet."

Kay started to think about her chair space and how she wished it didn’t include the two talking behind her. 

The two talked about how people could have their own space, even if they were beside another person, how sometimes you want someone in your space, and how other times there are people you don’t want anywhere near your space. 

Both their conversation and the speaker were starting to overwhelm Kay. The speaker had now shifted to discussing how to control your space.

Kay was getting so mad she couldn’t hear anybody anymore. How could I control any of my space? I can’t even control my thoughts, which now want to kill the two behind me because they cannot shut up and let me concentrate on what the speaker is saying. 

She started to drift off again into her own thoughts of yesterday. 

She had just gotten home from work, and as she entered the house, you could hear her teenage children’s music blaring from each room. 

After putting her things down, she walked into the kitchen and started to make dinner, the same old thing: meat, potatoes, and veggies. 

After a long day’s work, Kay was always so hungry...and never had the energy to make something special or different. 

While the food was cooking, Kay opened the mail to find, to her surprise—not—more bills to pay. 

Seeing the bills made her think more about how anyone can afford to live nowadays. My husband, John, has always made good money working. We could always afford shelter, a nice place to live, food on the table, and clothes on our backs. I do the best I can, but with owning my own business, one never knows when the money will come in. 

As the kids grew up, Kay and John could afford to let them try out new sports and entertainment. Both had their favorite activities. Jack, their youngest son, was fifteen and into music, while Kevin, their oldest, was seventeen and into video games. As they grew from babies to teenagers, VV Boutique—Value Village—was their go-to store for clothes. They grew so fast; who could keep up? Designer clothes? Not in this family, especially back then, and with what...good looks and buttons? 

Kay’s thought changed to a memory of driving by a beautiful home with little kids playing outside. 

How do they do it? How do the families live in such beautiful homes and with kids much younger than mine?” John makes much better than minimum wage. We do own a nice car and truck. Sure, we paid full price and have high loans. At least it is a write-off through the company. 

It is what she keeps saying to herself to feel better. 

I deserve to drive a nice car. I work hard. I so often don’t take home a wage, so in my mind, it is justified. I know I will make good money one day, and I love owning my own business. 

Again, Kay's thoughts snapped back to the seminar as people in the room started to laugh. 

She looked around to see what had happened. The speaker made a funny comment, and everyone laughed at what he said. 

She heard him ask his assistants to pass out paper and a pen to each person. 

Next, he had everyone move into groups of four or five from the row of seats they were sitting in. 

Once in the group, the task was to quickly discuss the group’s thoughts on what makes people happy and write the words down on paper. 

Kay joined the group in her row, smiled, and said, “Hi.” 

One of the guys in the group took the initiative and said, “Family and grandchildren make me happy.” 

Others started to say what made them happy. ‘Money, gambling, swimming, hiking, lovemaking, seeing a baby animal start to walk, running, drinking was even one, and the list went on...’

Then, the speaker had everyone write down what made them sad. 

Kay’s group said things like, “Sad movies, loved ones dying, bad food, not feeling adequate, our looks, no money, war, loss of a cherished item, accidents, incurable disease, and a few more things...”

Next, the speaker said, “How would you make your life better...to mean something? Write down one way you can improve your life.”

Some people in Kay’s group said, “Give everyone a hug, notice one beautiful thing daily, help someone in need, bite your tongue, smile, do yoga or Tai chi, live, love, laugh.” 

As everyone at the seminar sat back in their original seats, the speaker came to his close. He finished by saying, “Take what you learned from tonight and make every day a great day, even if you are not feeling up to it. Make sure you smile a little more, laugh even when it might not be funny, put a skip into your step, and start becoming the person of your dreams.”

Kay thought to herself, did I miss that part...Dreams? Did I drift off when he was talking about that part? 

The two behind Kay started talking again as they got up to leave the seminar. As she prepared to leave, Kay quickly glanced at them, wondering how they slept at night. She recalled what the speaker had said about young children only noticing things very close to them. Clearly, Kay and everyone around her weren't close enough to be noticed by these two, who must be immature if they couldn't keep quiet while someone else was talking.

Kay drove home, daydreaming and imagining what life would be like when... 

When what? When I have a beautiful home, more money, nicer trips... when...I want, I want, I want... 

Kay suddenly remembered a book she had read a long time ago. What did it say? If all you do is think about wanting something, you'll create and attract just that—wanting. You will keep attracting situations that make you want things, but you will never truly achieve or obtain them. You will only achieve the state of wanting.

Pick your words carefully, she thought to herself. 

Pick your words carefully. 

Kay remembered the speaker from the seminar saying, “Be careful what you think. You might get it.” 

She remembered some other books she had read. One talked about what you think you create. And another author wrote about “focus” being your destination, just like driving a car. If you start looking left, you will most likely drive to the left. 

Kay had attended many motivational seminars and listened to many great speakers. 

She remembered one who stated, “Act it, and it will become!” and another, “Dress for success!” 

Kay’s main thought was, Man, they make it seem so easy. So, what is the secret to a happy path? 

She thought back to the question she had asked her parents, aunts, and uncles about how they made their money, and to her surprise, no one could really tell her. One of her relatives said, "Luck and lots of hard work and more luck." Another said, "It was different back then. Lower house prices, food, gas, etc., and wages weren't much different from now." Another added, "We didn't need all the extravagance you kids need today."

Kay thought to herself how easy it was for them to say that when they were the ones who let her, and her cousins experience the kind of life they were used to before they went out on their own. Then, they expected the kids to be able to create the same life even when necessities went up in price and wages didn’t.

Their level of life is high, but it seems so enjoyable. Maybe it is just me... Do I really need all that stuff, such as a house, holiday home, car, toys, trips, and entertainment? Maybe the golden days were better...you went to work from dust to dawn, came home, read out of the Bible (if you knew how to read), and went to bed. They had no TV, movies, computer, or video games...all they did was work, eat, and be merry. Yeah, right, not in this lifetime. 

Kay was unhappy with her life and seemed to watch other people get what she wanted.

Kay made it home safely from the seminar. She went straight to her bedroom, lay down on the bed, and started to cry. 

After what seemed like many minutes of crying, she took her driver’s license, bank card, and medical card and told John she was going for a walk. 

She walked to the nearest neighborhood pub and had a drink, or two, or maybe it was three...but who’s counting? 

After an hour or so, she walked to the nearest bank and took $500.00 cash out of their savings account. 

Saving for what? A rainy day... well, I need a better life. John and the kids will be better off without me holding them back. 

Kay walked to the bus station and bought a ticket for the next bus to Vancouver. 

She was thinking to herself, who really cares where it is going? 

She had friends there that she could stay with. Maybe if she had not been buzzed from drinks she had earlier, she would not have made such a rash decision and hopped on the bus. 

Kay picked up a brochure left on one of the seats as she got off the bus in Vancouver. It advertised a retreat in the mountains. She took it as a sign from God and paid a taxi driver to take her to the address on the brochure. Two hundred dollars later, she arrived.

Oh well... it is just money. Who needs it anyway? It does not buy happiness...right? 

The brochure read: 


Trying to find 

•  Yourself, oneness 

•  Calm, peace 

•  Awakening 

•  Inner beauty

•  Enlightenment

To awaken the real person inside of you • All that you can be, you are going to the right place!!!


Kay finished paying the driver and walked into the retreat's office, which happened to be a Buddhist monastery. 

The monks were all bald, and the women and men were wearing red robes. When greeting you, they bowed. 

After registering, Kay followed the monk, who waved at her and said, “This way to happiness.” 

She was shown into a room with a shower and was given a robe and sandals. 

All her belongings, which consisted of a shirt, jeans, underwear, the three cards she took as identification, and the remaining money, approximately two hundred and eighty dollars, were all taken from her. 

The monk said it would be stored for her and showed Kay where to sit. 

As she sat down, another monk with a razor came toward her.

What was I thinking...my hair? Well, I went this far; it is only hair, and it will grow back. 

A few tears came as she saw her hair fall onto the floor. 

After the monk finished, Kay was guided to the shower and told to wash and remove all her makeup, dress, and come into the main hall. 

I think I lost my mind, no hair, a red robe, and sandals. I am sure there must be a better way... but...I just left my husband, children, and life. What was in those drinks I had? Why did I drink in the first place? ...oh yeah, I remember, to find happiness. 

Kay walked slowly down the big hall, following many monks in the same red robes.

She was instantly in awe when she entered a room with massive double-arched, hand-carved wood doors. It was the most beautiful room she had ever seen. 

Facing her, from across the room, was a twenty-foot tall and almost as wide golden Buddha in a sitting position. It reminded her of the little one she remembered polishing at her grandmother's house. She loved to rub its belly for luck when helping her grandmother dust her ornaments. 

Everything in the room was so pristine and clean. Red walls with intricate gold designs, flickering glowing candles everywhere, and, to her amazement, rows of many itty-bitty wooden benches. 

Kay immediately found out by watching the others that you lift the little bench, kneel, and sit on the wood, which has a slight angle for a seat. 

Kay knelt with her legs under her like all the other monks and, to her surprise, found the bench very comfy and supported her bottom end very well as she waited. 

She was not told what to do next, so Kay waited and looked around at the other people, wondering what they were doing. 

It did not take long for her to figure out what to do since she had been sober now for quite a while. 

All the other monks were meditating or praying, and she was meant to do the same. 

It had been a while since she was last in any church. 

Again, what was I thinking...what am I doing here? What am I supposed to do now? 

A few dragged-out hours had passed, and Kay was not used to sitting still for that long in meditation; her legs were beginning to cramp. 

Luckily, just as she thought she would have to stand up due to the pain, the monks in front of her started to stand up and leave. 

She followed the same waving monk as she had when she came in.

He showed her to her room and said, “Supper will be announced shortly.”

Once in the room, she shut the door, sat on the small cot, and began to cry. 

Thinking about what she had done—leaving her husband and children behind—she realized she was now bald with a very shiny white head. She decided to
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