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  CHAPTER ONE

  

  FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT:

  MY JOURNEY HOME

  The flower says, “Well, I must endure the presence of two

  or three caterpillars if I wish to become acquainted with

  the butterflies.”

  -Antoine de Saint-Exupery

  From the time I was a very young child, I have incessantly asked the question “Why?” in a never-ending quest to discover what lies just beneath the surface of what can be revealed through my five physical senses. For many years, I’ve continuously and determinedly entertained an unquenchable thirst to explore the boundaries and confines of my rational mind. As I reflect on the pathway that has led me to unlock the mysteries of my own soul, I feel as if I have lived several lifetimes wrapped up in one. I yearn to explore everything from the inside out, and often in direct opposition to the status quo. At times, my zest to understand life from a deeper perspective has worked in my favor by presenting me with new avenues of growth that have been relatively pleasant and joyful. On other occasions, my innate curiosity has led me down pathways of immense physical and emotional pain, as you will see. Paradoxically, the inner strife I experienced contained the seeds for a new and better way to view and live life. That is the beauty of our suffering, our “dark night” – it allows us to commune more deeply and intimately with our soul.

  It is my hope that in sharing my story of spiritual awakening that a spark of recognition is ignited within you so you remember who you are and why you are here as a spiritual being with a unique life purpose, despite the pain or confusion you experience. Long ago, I heard a catchy slogan through twelve-step recovery meetings: “In order to keep it, you have to give it away.” Whatever “it” is – hope, gratitude, laughter or love – it multiplies in our life when we share it with others. We need to know we are not alone in our journey of finding our way, our truth and our light through the darkness and oppression of grief, personal turmoil or any of life’s challenges. Because we all share a bond as humans and most importantly as divine spirits, we receive insight, encouragement, and inspiration from listening to others’ personal stories of their torments and triumphs.

  Unlike many psychic mediums who have had paranormal experiences when they were children, I remained unaware of my abilities until I was in my late thirties. I was born into an upper middle class family in the late 50’s. My father was a mechanical engineer and my mother, a part-time secretary and homemaker. My only sibling is a brother, three and one half years older. My early home life was stable and loving. Think of the Cleaver family on the Leave it To Beaver TV show (even though my mom never wore pearls while she was cooking!) and you’ve got the picture of my family. Despite growing up in this secure family environment, I felt like a loner much of the time. There were many other children in the neighborhood I lived in and I did mingle with them from time to time. But I often preferred the retreat of my small pink bedroom to the company of other children. There I could read, play with my numerous dolls and listen to music on my small portable record player. I fantasized about beautiful fairies visiting my back yard, leaving gifts of glittering gold jewelry and the most exquisite toys for me to play with. Even though I never actually saw them, I knew in my heart that they were real. In my mind, I imagined myself to be where they were – in a magical land that existed far beyond normal, bleak (to me) reality.

  Frequently, I felt like a silent observer of life and the world around me and I always felt somehow different from others, especially my peers. For reasons unknown to me at the time, I felt isolated, confused and fearful of expressing my thoughts and emotions. Years later I discovered that these painful emotions originated from the manner in which I viewed life from past life experiences I had not healed. I was uneasy in social situations and therefore had only one close friend who was my next-door neighbor.

  The day I entered first grade was traumatic for me because I did not want to leave the safe, familiar world of my childhood fantasies and especially the comforting presence of my mother. I suffered from separation anxiety as I clung to her hand, afraid to go inside the school building. Reluctantly I left her side and trudged up the stairs. The only consolation I had was the silent company of my favorite Barbie doll tucked away in my small red book bag. Little did I know later that day my teacher would take the doll from me and sternly announce, “We don’t play with dolls in first grade!” When that happened I felt as if my last vestige of security had been stripped from me. Somehow I made it through that first day of school. I’m sure the knowledge that my mother was coming to pick me up at the end of the day instead of the school bus left me with some sort of security in knowing I would indeed return home.

  One of my favorite things to do as a child was to stay with my grandparents on weekends. I loved all four of my grandparents and some of my fondest childhood memories are of spending time with them. I would often take long, leisurely walks with my father’s mother, Gram. On one of these outings to a nearby bridge overlooking railroad tracks, Gram and I cut through a cemetery to reach the other side of the road. I was about ten years old. I remember walking through the cemetery, stopping to read the inscriptions on almost every tombstone as we passed. Some of the stones were quite old, dating back to the late 1800’s. Others had photos of the deceased, which attracted me. Letting go of my grandmother’s hand, I walked closer to study the photos and dates of each person’s birth and death. I recall curiously wondering about what this individual must have been like. Where did he grow up? What was his life like? How did he die? Where was he now? Did he know I was standing here looking at his grave? Some of the engravings indicated that the deceased was a child at the time of death. This made me sad to think that someone would die so young. It seemed very unfair. How could God allow such a thing to happen?

  Even then, I longed to know what happens when we pass over. Do we go to heaven as I had been taught in Sunday school? Would we be reunited with our families after we passed? Do we play harps and sit on clouds with the angels like the TV shows I had seen? Curious as I was about death and the afterlife, I harbored a fear surrounding the entire subject. I dreaded going to funeral homes when a family member died, often having nightmares after viewing the body. Alone in my room, I would sometimes sleep with the small bedside lamp on, too afraid to imagine what I might see if the room was completely dark.

  Death wasn’t the only thing I feared as a child. I was also anxious and uncertain about school most of the time. Even though I excelled academically throughout most of my school years, I seemed to always be filled with fear. Of what I was not sure, although social situations seemed to accentuate it. On Sundays, I attended a Protestant church with my family, going to Sunday school and sometimes the regular services. Even though I hated getting up early to attend, I really enjoyed Sunday school because I yearned to know more about God. I also wanted to know more about how to respect God since He seemed to be capable of inflicting all sorts of terrible things if He was displeased with humans. All of my young life, I held an image of Him as a tall man who lived in the sky with a long gray beard wearing a robe, holding lightning bolts. If he became angry with us, he could make us sick, take away our money or worse – make us die. After all, I kept hearing from others that such and such was God’s “will.”

  Miss Johnson, my Sunday school teacher required us to memorize the books of the Bible in order, both Old and New Testament. I remember reciting them at home, knowing that we would be quizzed on them the following Sunday. We were also required to learn the 23rd psalm and the Lord’s Prayer because we recited them each week before class began. I loved the 23rd psalm because it gave me a sense of security and peacefulness. Miss Johnson was a schoolteacher during the week and ran her Sunday classes much like a regular schoolroom. We sat in rows and were strongly discouraged from engaging in chatter during class. She prepared us for confirmation, a serious commitment to church membership that entailed the adult responsibility of understanding and serving God primarily from the knowledge given in the Bible and taught in the church.

  During the years spent with Miss Johnson, I learned many things about the Bible, religious teachings, and the life of Jesus. I made new friends and attended the church social events that were offered. Yet I remember feeling lost, spiritually unfulfilled, and unable to really feel God. I thought I must have been missing something, especially since I tried so hard to connect with Him through the Bible and the church. It was as if I left God behind in the Sunday school classroom each week when I physically left the church building. At the same time, I was increasingly aware of feeling different and isolated from my school peers, no matter how hard I tried to fit in. I seemed to look at the world differently than they, even in the simplest of matters. Every question I asked about the lessons I was taught in Sunday school and the public school classroom prompted ten more questions in my mind. Fitting into established systems of thought or belief were the most difficult. But why does it have to be that way? I would ask, somehow knowing that no one could ever satisfy me with an answer, no matter how profound. Unwittingly and unconsciously, I was setting the stage for the journey towards knowing God through my own truth, however it may unfold.

  During this time, I had an unquenchable thirst to investigate the paranormal—particularly ghosts and after-death phenomenon. UFOs intrigued me to the point that I read any book or watched any movie I could find on the subject. The Twilight Zone and Star Trek TV shows were favorites. No one else I knew in my small circle of friends seemed to share my fascination with the unexplained, which intensified my feelings of uniqueness and loneliness. I just couldn’t relate to most people around me, despite my efforts. Music and books provided the much-needed solace I lacked from my social interactions. The singers of the top forty songs on the radio and the characters in my books seemed to know and understand my feelings. I longed to be anywhere but in the reality I was in. Everyday life bored me compared to the fascination I found in exploring other realms of existence. I craved the magical and the unusual in everything. I became even more determined to find it.

  Feelings of Loneliness

  By my teen years, the feelings of loneliness and separation were intertwined with intense feelings of low self-esteem. At the age of 15, I began to seek escape in recreational drug use. A boyfriend in high school introduced me to marijuana. It and I became best friends. Under the influence of the drug, I could reach and tune into the expanded states of consciousness that I had merely read about in books or imagined as a child. I believed smoking it gave me the insights I so craved, especially about what exists beyond the physical realm. It also enabled me to feel “cool” and part of the “in” crowd, which I desperately longed to be included in.

  By this time, my taste in music had changed to include more rebellious musical groups that reflected my inner angst that I was convinced no one but I had ever felt. I became a “partier,” seeking relief from feelings of alienation and low self-esteem in substances, people, and things, which offered me a temporary remedy from my everyday malaise. Yet I never felt so alone. I don’t know how I managed to get inducted into my high school’s honor society and became co-editor of the school newspaper. The latter I did with some reserve because of my inclination to want to go far beyond the basic facts that most journalism presents. Editorials were my favorite pieces to write because they allowed me to articulate a more personal perspective and to inject a little creativity into the process. They also gave me the opportunity to present new ideas and a fresh outlook on timely topics of interest to the student body. Privately, I harbored a strong desire to criticize the established rules and regulations of the school and society in general. I knew the sponsor of the paper would never tolerate this so I resigned myself to sticking to the mundane mainstream reporting of school events. If I had been more introspective and less self-pitying, I would have realized that writing offered me a productive outlet for my intrigue with extraordinary reality. Instead, I chose to continue on the pathway of comfortable confusion that I had become accustomed to.

  Upon entering college, I made the decision to major in English. I had always loved to read and it seemed like a natural subject for me to pursue. I decided to take education classes so I could teach it. I changed my mind after having a discouraging experience student teaching at a local secondary school. The curriculum didn’t incorporate enough room for creativity or personal expression. I felt hemmed in by others’ expectations. Nonetheless, I decided to continue in English as my major.

  Despite maintaining excellent grades, I had immense trouble in my personal life. It was not easy to make friends on campus, and it really didn’t interest me much to join school organizations. I spent time in the record stores and pubs that served the student population. Just prior to high school graduation, I had discovered the warm, anesthetizing effects of alcohol and the long-sought feelings of self-worth and confidence it seemed to give me. In college, I attended many campus parties where I would seek refuge in this familiar comfort that drinking offered and in the company of the most “on the edge” and extreme people I could find. They understand me, I thought. All I wanted was someone to share my thoughts and feelings. That “someone” never appeared because I wasn’t emotionally open enough to welcome anyone into my life. I began to blame others for my despair because I was unwilling to take an honest look at myself. I projected the burden of my feelings onto others in my life and the world in general. I wondered why life was so difficult, empty and unfulfilling. I was filled to the brim with self-pity.

  Regardless of my personal turmoil, I graduated with honors. Although I had a degree in English, I had absolutely no idea what I was going to do with my life. This was mainly due to the fact that I remained oblivious to the spiritual purpose of my life. Over and over, I asked myself the same questions: Why am I here? What do I have to offer the world? Where do I fit in? I felt as if I was sleepwalking through life. It seemed as if everyone else had life figured out but me.

  Age of Reckoning

  After graduation, I continued to seek comfort in alcohol. At the age of 22, it was my constant companion, and I allowed my feelings of isolation to control my outlook on life. No one understands me, I would moan to anyone who would listen. I had few friends as I continued to wallow in feelings of self-pity and anger. Exactly who I was angry with I was not sure, but certainly it was somebody’s fault that I felt alienated. My life felt meaningless and out of control. I had no conscious recognition of a spiritual awareness or identity. Instead, I sought to stretch every boundary I had grown up with, been taught about, or previously respected. I lost a lot of sleep, most of my self-respect, and all common sense. By the age of 25, I had hit bottom.

  I realized I couldn’t continue living the way I had and sought private therapy and attended 12-step programs. With the help of therapists and many others in recovery, I was able to stop drinking. Three to four times a week, I attended meetings where I heard others tell their personal recovery stories. Some of the stories were quite fascinating and I made many new supportive friends. But the most intriguing part for me was at the beginning of each meeting when the 12 steps were read. They seemed to call out to me and invite me to embark on the wondrous journey of understanding myself for the first time. I began to diligently “work” the steps and speak at meetings – give “leads” in the lingo of 12-step language – about my life and the feelings that I tried to escape through drinking and using drugs. As I look back today on this period of my life, I realize with a definite sense of gratitude that I chose to discover my spiritual identity through the challenges that addiction and recovery offered. Truly, if I had not endured the pain of nearly losing myself completely in the quagmire of addictions and the unconditional love and support of the 12-step groups in recovery, I probably would not be serving Spirit through my work as a medium today.

  I was well on the road to recovery when I landed my first job in years, a presser at a dry-cleaning plant. As part of my continuing recovery, I read and studied books about women’s issues, self-empowerment and healing. I knew that I had to change from the inside out because what I was doing before in my life simply wasn’t working. Period. Even though I had expressed my feelings and experiences at 12-step groups, I still desired to reach and explore deeper levels of my core identity (such as my awakening spiritual awareness,) with others who would recognize and validate my perceptions. I desperately needed to believe I had a purpose in life and was lovable, yet I didn’t actually believe these things myself. I remember thinking that I wanted to be someone. I longed to fit in and be like everyone else in my life, yet I sensed that people would not accept me as I was. Or rather I believed they would not.

  My Own Business

  Over the course of ten years, I gradually developed greater selfesteem and a sense of personal power from attendance at recovery meetings, self-help books, and introspection. I read and studied metaphysical books to satisfy my hunger to learn about alternate concepts of reality. I noticed that my feelings of separation and isolation lessened in direct proportion to the amount of time I spent listening to and sharing with others of like-mind in recovery. I realized I was not alone and never had been. What I had felt and thought for many years was an illusion that I had allowed to nearly destroy me. My self-identity slowly evolved from being the loner who was emotionally unfulfilled to one who was connected to others and in control of life. This, I thought, was a miracle.

  In my mid-thirties, I was offered the chance to own and operate a local laundromat and dry cleaning establishment, which had not done well under the previous owners in recent years. I had accumulated experience in the business of fabric care from working in several different positions in the dry cleaning plant. I jumped at the offer, mostly because I saw it as an opportunity to take charge of my own destiny. I was up for the challenge. Regardless of my emotional turmoil, I have always been true to the characteristics of my astrological sun sign of Capricorn, fiercely determined to succeed and largely perfectionistic. My own business would be the perfect outlet for my need to feel successful, in control, and financially secure. My business partner, Kathy, and I signed the lease for the building and began the job of cleaning the place.

  Things went reasonably well for a year or so as Kathy and I rebuilt the business. The prior owners had allowed the place to sink into disarray and had employed less than reputable business practices. This was the reputation we had to overcome, which was no small feat. In addition to having the daily maintenance of the equipment and machinery we used for operation, we had all of the regular duties of attending to customers, pressing clothes, and running commercial laundry accounts. Most days I put in 12 hours, falling into bed exhausted each night. My social life was non-existent. A vacation was out of the question because of the constant attention required by the business. I had no real identity outside of the business and I felt spiritually disconnected. I became the business. I started to question whether this was what life was about – working, eating, and sleeping. As I calculated each day’s monetary intake of the business, I silently set my expectations on the next day, hoping things would get better. They didn’t. In fact, they got worse.

  Kathy and I struggled to keep our heads above water with the many financial demands of building a business. The utility bills alone were staggering, as were the costs of rent and repairing the equipment. It was all we could do to make a small profit by the end of each month, despite both of us spending numerous hours working every day. We tried many avenues to manage financially, including cutting costs and taking on larger commercial accounts. It was still not enough to pull the business out of debt. At the age of 35, I once again grappled with feeling that life was essentially meaningless. I was merely existing, not living. I was working my life away, with very little to show for it. And then everything changed overnight with a phone call.

  A Phone Call That Changed My Life

  At about three years into running the business, I had grown accustomed to the routine of working 12-hour days. Sometimes I worked even longer, depending upon how quickly we finished the commercial accounts. We were still struggling financially and seriously considered taking out a business loan to repay some of the debt we had accumulated from the high utility bills. I was frustrated and disillusioned. I have always been a person with large reserves of determination. At this point, however, I found my fortitude was running precariously low.

  One night in March of 1995 I came home from work, relaxed, and went to bed as usual. Around 4:00 a.m. I awoke to the sound of the telephone. A feeling of alarm went through me as I jolted out of bed and ran into the other room to answer it. On the other end was Rick, my business landlord. “Carole, you’d better come quickly. The building is on fire! The fire department is already down there. I’ll see you there,” he said and hung up. Shock waves pulsed through my mind and body as I threw on the nearest clothes and shoes I could find. I ran to my car and drove to the building, which was only two miles away.

  I prayed that the damage would not be extensive. I must have thought of a dozen things at the same time that morning; it is amazing how many thoughts can bombard our consciousness in a few minutes in an emergency. I thought about the start-up money I borrowed from my brother and how I hadn’t yet paid it back. I thought about the fish aquarium in the building and whether the fish would survive the fire. I silently calculated the amount of customers’ clothing we had in the store. Most of all, I let my mind go back to the prior evening and particularly the condition of the building when I left it. What had gone wrong? Did I forget to turn off something? Had a customer left a cigarette burning that had ignited the place? Why hadn’t I checked everything more closely? I felt guilty without even knowing the cause of the fire. Then I thought it’s probably just a little fire that started a short time ago and will be quickly put out. My heart sank as I rounded the bend and saw the scene, which included about three fire trucks and two emergency vehicles, all actively engaged in extinguishing the fire.

  It took about an hour to completely put out the flames. As I walked through the debris, it was hard to tell that it was the same neat, tidy place that I had spent many hours in each day. All but the equipment was a pile of rubble. The TV set was a melted ball of plastic. Most of the customer’s clothing and the commercial accounts were extensively smoke and water damaged. There was no way we could remain open for business. It would take months to rebuild. I was devastated. In an attempt to retain our customers and the commercial accounts, we worked out of a nearby plant that graciously allowed us to temporarily use their facilities. Slowly we picked up the pieces. I felt angry, confused and totally defeated. Little did I realize at the time that I stood at a major crossroads in my life, one that led to the pathway of my life’s true purpose.

  Phoenix Rising From the Ashes

  After the fire, it became apparent that Kathy and I had to decide whether to rebuild the business or move on. To complicate matters, there was a dispute concerning the cause of and the liability for the fire. We were able to settle the customers’ claims for their damaged goods, but received little compensation for our lost wages. Additionally, I had been unable to repay my original start-up costs. It just did not seem feasible to rebuild. All things considered, we decided that it was time to move on.

  For several months I wallowed in self-pity, feeling depressed and useless. I hadn’t a clue as to which way to turn in my life or what type of employment to seek. Once again, life seemed meaningless and dull. Because I had worked so many hours in the business with practically no social life, I found myself without the support of friends in my time of crisis. I began to say vague prayers for guidance, not really expecting any answers, yet asking nonetheless. I went on a few job interviews. Still nothing happened. For six months, I wrestled with which direction my life should take. At one point I remember thinking angrily that I wish someone would assign me a job-any job-so I could cease struggling with the question of what to do with my life. I resigned myself to working on the commercial accounts from the now defunct business. I was unhappy, nearly broke, and – to borrow a phrase from 12-step programs – spiritually bankrupt.

  One day, a friend I had not seen in quite some time called to see how I was doing. After pouring out my heart to her, she casually told me about a metaphysical healing center she’d recently visited in a nearby town. I asked her the name of it. “The Universal Life Healing Center,” she replied. I listened with some interest as she described the center’s Sunday services, healing sanctuary, and supportive fellowship. Then she invited me to come along the following Sunday. I took down the directions, all the while not really planning on attending. By next Sunday, however, I changed my mind and decided to give the center a try. What did I have to lose? Things could not possibly be worse in my life.

  I found Universal Life intriguing. Started several years earlier by three female ministers, it was housed in a former Baptist church building. According to the statement of beliefs contained in the hymnal, it was founded to promote the concepts of universal brotherhood and healing. Classes on metaphysical topics, book study groups and private sessions for healing and spiritual readings were offered on a regular basis. There were about 25 members who attended weekly. Most of what I experienced that day during the hour long service was mysteriously familiar to me. Although I had always been interested in spiritual metaphysics, I had never taken the opportunity to take classes in it. The Sunday service consisted of a guided meditation, a presentation on the metaphysical meaning of healing, several songs with a universal spiritual theme, then a voluntary hands-on healing segment. Although I found the rest of the service appealing, I felt incredibly drawn to the healing part of the service. We were encouraged to go to the healer of our choice. I chose the minister who happened to be standing nearest to me.

  During the five-minute healing, I felt indescribable warmth, tingling and most of all, love. After the healing, the minister said quietly, “In your heart chakra, I sense a beautiful red rose just about to bloom. It represents all the love you have inside to offer the world.” Upon receiving this message, I felt more strongly connected to God than ever before. I began to sense a purpose for my life and a desire to find out what it was. When I sat down, I felt like a different person who was somehow fuller, happier, and loved unconditionally. I decided to stay for fellowship after the service.

  The Acceleration of My Pathway

  Soon after going to that first service, I began to attend the center regularly. One Sunday, I decided to nose around the center’s library, which contained many books on metaphysical topics such as healing, reincarnation and karma, the chakras, and life after death. Each week, I checked out a few books and borrowed guided meditation tapes so that I could learn how to reach more expanded states of consciousness for healing. Perfectionist that I am, I felt that I was not “doing” meditation correctly. I even asked one of the ministers about what I was supposed to feel and see during meditation. She put her arm around my shoulders and quietly said with a smile, “Carole, it’s not possible to fail meditation.” Obviously I was unaware just how conditioned my left-brain thinking had become. Since those early days, it has become an inside joke at the center that if “Carole could open her right brain enough to become a healer and medium, anybody can!” Years later, I have come to appreciate the value of my rational side much more than before. In many ways, this logical side of me enables me to be a more effective teacher for people who take my psychicintuitive development seminars. The best teachers serve by power of example.

  During the first several years I attended the center, I was absolutely determined to learn everything I could about mediumship, the journey of the soul through eternity, and metaphysical healing. I longed to do something more meaningful than my current job of managing the commercial laundry accounts, but still wasn’t sure what that might be. In an effort to find out, I took many classes that were offered at the center. I felt an increasing desire to facilitate the spiritual healing that took place in the center’s healing sanctuary – the same type of healing I’d experienced during my first visit there. I had already taken the necessary training to become attuned to Reiki, a Japanese healing modality in which the healer channels universal life-force energy. I performed Reiki every chance I got, especially distance treatments, which involve the use of special symbols to focus the healing energy. But I didn’t want to stop there. I wanted to be one of the healers who stood up front every Sunday, serving Spirit by being a healing channel. So, in the typically intense way that I approach life, I set my sights on training to begin my apprenticeship as a spiritual healer.

  Magically, every time I set my intent on taking a class to intensify my training, the funds to do so suddenly appeared. Sometimes, it was amazing how quickly this happened. For example, when I made the decision to study Reiki, the money for the class was gifted to me within two days by my grandfather. When I later took intensive mediumship training at Delphi University in Atlanta, I was able to pay for the entire tuition from funds that were given to me from a friend. Many people who have come to me for readings have shared similar stories of how their finances miraculously supported their spiritual pathways. I firmly believe that when we meet with our divine purpose, the very sky will open up to help us move more quickly along the intended pathway for our soul’s growth. This is what I call “divine acceleration,” a phenomenon that we all can experience when we remove our personal resistances of doubt and fear and begin the healing process.

  Two years after my initial visit to Universal Life, I was doing spiritual healing there on a regular basis in the healing sanctuary. I had completed all of the preliminary training and was now an apprentice to a more experienced healer. I loved doing the healings, which consisted of a 20-minute laying-on-of hands for people who came to the sanctuary. During this time my reluctance to do anything halfway reared its head again and I began to feel as if I was inept as a healer. Since spiritual healing is mostly an intuitive process, the healer often relies on spirit healers to give psychic impressions of the client’s energy field. I felt as if I was not receiving detailed enough psychic impressions of the individual’s energy field. On top of that, my healing spirit guides were not being clear enough with me about the placement of my hands. I felt as if I was not receiving these impressions at all. In frustration, I asked them why they were not giving me enough information. Their reply came through one of the other healers who told me to be patient and let the process develop naturally. My left-brain was once again working overtime; I persisted in doubting my intuitive ability. Finally one of the ministers told me in a curt tone to stop asking so many questions and simply trust the process. I tried to defend myself, although I was genuinely concerned that I would never be able to do this work that required me to give up so much control of my own thinking. I was wrong.

  Delphi

  Soon after beginning work in the healing sanctuary, I decided to further my spiritual training by attending intensive mediumship classes at Delphi University near Atlanta. All of the ministers at the center had attended and gave it favorable reviews. The classes for the first level in mediumship training lasted one week. I immediately made the decision to go because I had such a strong desire to develop and expand
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  Carole J. Obley is an acclaimed spiritual medium who has delivered thousands of messages from the spirit world to people seeking confirmation of life after death and healing from grief. She has been featured in newspaper articles and speaks on radio and TV. In addition to maintaining a private practice near Pittsburgh, Pa., she travels nationally to present seminars and workshops on mediumship and spiritual development. She may be contacted through her website, www.soulvisions.net .
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  O books

  O is a symbol of the world, of oneness and unity. In

  different cultures it also means the “eye”, symbolizing

  knowledge and insight, and in Old English it means “place

  of love or home”. O books explores the many paths of

  understanding which different traditions have developed

  down the ages, particularly those today that express

  respect for the planet and all of life.
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  SOME RECENT O BOOKS

  

  Advanced Psychic Development

  Becky Walsh

  Serious as well as popular opinion of psychics and mediums is changing. No longer only gypsy fortune tellers or remote mystics, they are now part of mainstream culture. Here is the guide book for this new generation.

  In learning to unlock and use our innate intuitive ability we can become better partners, parents, friends and work colleagues. We become better communicators, and better listeners-both verbal and non-verbal. Expanding psychic ability isn’t just about becoming a psychic, whatever that means; it’s about reaching your potential, getting in-tune with yourself and being the best person you can be.

  There are many psychic development books on the market, but the vast majority are aimed at beginners. This is the psychics’ bible, whether you want to tap your intuitive potential for everyday use or whether you are already a professional. The skills detailed in it can transfer to any relationship, any situation. These are not party tricks, they are life skills.

  With Advanced Psychic Development, Becky Walsh has crafted a tutorial for glimpsing ‘oneness’ from which anyone on a journey of self-discovery might benefit. Punctuated with delightful anecdotes of ‘lives-in-progress’ and the real- world challenges we all face, this book is a reminder that each of us has the choice to either honour or repress our most authentic human emotions — and that the antidote to fear is always love. Both reflective and practical, it serves as the best friend you may have always wanted, inviting you to ‘look in the rear- view mirror’ when you most wish to see the truth: ‘happiness’ is a question of perspective, ‘lack’ is nothing more than a belief, and — at the quantum level of our existence — everything is energy.

  Max Eames, Psychotherapist and author of Wealth Mechanic
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  The Art of Being Psychic

  June-Elleni Laine

  Psychic ability still remains a bit of a mystery to most, and yet we all have the potential to tap into the under-utilized areas of the brain in order to gain access to a world of creativity. Contacting the “creative source” and thinking outside the box of our own limitations in the style of artists as diverse as Da Vinci and Mozart up to Einstein and George Lucas of today, doesn’t come easily. However, with the right tools, and a clear sense of purpose, we can develop our ability, learning to enter altered states at will, to produce art that exceeds our normal expectations.

  This book shares the enjoyment of psychic art and removes the “Myst” from “Mystic”, leaving the “I.C.” moments. It offers a new perspective on selfawareness that has the power to liberate the artist within us all. Balancing intuition and logic, right and left-brain thinking, mind, body and spirit, will inevitably strengthen our connection to a source capable of producing much more than anything we already know.

  A brilliant book for anyone wishing to develop their intuition, creativity and psychic ability. It is truly wonderful, one of the best books on psychic devel- opment that I have read. Fascinating and thought provoking exercises abound and open one up to an awareness of the right/left brain functions and how to balance them. Readers are shown how to access their creative right brain and so tap into their intuitive knowledge and psychic ability, this in turn opens the door to spirit communication. June-Elleni uses examples of her own spiritual awakening to encourage readers to explore their own potential. I have no hesitation in recommending this book, a must for every bookshelf.

  Suzanna McInerney -former President, College of Psychic Studies, London
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  Christy’s Journey

  Peter Jenkins Watson

  Christy’s Journey introduces readers to reincarnation through the real life story of Christy, who under hypnosis discovers twelve past lives, both male and female, from ancient Rome to Britain, France, Italy, Africa, and America, spending time between lives on the Other Side. The story was transcribed from the recordings of her hypnosis regression sessions with the author.

  Her journey begins as a teenage harpist entertaining King Edward I of England. She travels with minstrels but finally settles down as a farmer’s wife. Christy’s other females were: the leader of a coven, a French missionary, a happy middle-class mother, and a rich but lonely American housewife. Her male lives were: an Italian teenager killed in a brawl, a French boy who died of the plague, an African boy murdered in a raid on his village, a stillborn fetus, a deaf baby who died in his cot, and an army conscript who committed suicide. Finally, 2,000 years ago, a successful sculptor in ancient Rome provides the climax of her life journey.

  These stories are vividly described. The author’s reflections take Christy’s experience to a deep level of understanding, suggestive of reincarnation.
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  Gods, Guides and Guardian Angels

  Richard Lawrence with Mark Bennett

  Life. Death. What it means to be human.

  Be amazed and inspired by answers to some of the biggest questions you could ever ask...

  
    Do we live forever?

    What’s it like on the “other side”?

    Can we communicate with the deceased?

    Do “Gods” really exist?

    Who are the Ascended Masters?

    Have guides changed the course of history?

    Could a guardian angel save your life?

  

  In this fascinating book, Gods, Guides and Guardian Angels, author Richard Lawrence takes us on a joyful and insightful ride into the world of the afterlife, the reality that there are indeed other intelligences that abound in the Universe, and the poignant Karmic message that the essence of who we are does go on long after our physical life has ended on Earth. To be assured that we are not alone in this awesome personal journey is both comforting... and most certainly, inspiring.. Lynne D. Kitei, M.D., bestselling author of The Phoenix Lights
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  The Good Remembering

  Llyn Roberts

  Introduction by NY Times bestselling author John Perkins

  Through the ages, spiritual teachers, healers and shamans have pointed us towards a world beyond this one; a world of powerful, loving energies, and beings of light. Their voices speak to us, and if we are prepared to listen, they will change our lives and the future of our planet. This inspired rendering of the collective wisdom of these voices draws on native traditions from around the world, offering a message from our ancestors of high caliber inspiration, a beacon lighting the path through changing times.

  From the foreword:

  These are exciting times to be alive! While it may seem that the world is heading into a state of chaos, a more accurate description would be evolution. Times of evolution, like the birth of a child, are exciting, if not exhilarating. And these are exciting times.

  Through my journeys on the human path I have come across many books and sources of information claiming to help lift the veils of illusion and enlighten those who take their message to heart. Some channels and sources of trans- mission seem to convey their message with a touch of static or ego sifting. I have found Llyn’s message to be a clear transmission, and although it is important for readers to discern for themselves the relevance of the message, you will find that every word was carefully chosen by the author for relevance, clarity and compassion.

  So prepare to lift the veils of illusion as you turn these pages, and as you do, you will learn that you play an essential role in the unfolding of the universe.

  Dr Brian Luke Seaward, Ph.D., author of Stressed is Desserts Spelled Backwards and other titles, founder of “Inspirations Unlimited” and “The Paramount Wellness Institute” in Boulder, Co.
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  More Adventures in Eternity

  Gordon Phinn

  Gordon Phinn’s first book Eternal Life won him a dedicated worldwide following. Adventures in Eternity describes the author’s unique explorations and the unfolding of his higher self as his guide’s teachings release Gordon from being a grateful disciple to a self-initiated explorer and all-round multi-level shapeshifter through astral plane training. The author is a spiritual counsellor and past-life regression therapist who discovers he can communicate with beings of all statures from ascended masters to ‘dead’ relatives, as well as revisiting his own past lives and future selves. Our human journey into the unseen dimensions of the planet is mapped with the exploratory joy of the disciple unleashed from the staid solemnities and stale pieties of religion; with delicious irreverence our destiny is unveiled. This book appeals to all those who are intrigued by out-of-body astral travel and near death experiences who want to know more.

  A great contribution to the advancement of human Consciousness. It’s a treasure trove of afterlife knowledge packaged in a marvellous series of firsthand retrieval and exploration accounts of his, and of some of the many non-physical Helpers and Guides of his acquaintance. Such a rich level of close-up details within these accounts gives readers much deeper insight and understanding into our existence beyond physical reality, and into the activities of our afterlife’s inhabitants. I find Gordon’s interaction with Higher Self to be very revealing of the nature of our role and purpose within Consciousness. In reading this fascinating and entertaining book readers will come to more clearly understand from a “big- C” Consciousness perspective who and what we human beings truly are.

  Bruce Moen, author of Afterlife Knowledge Guidebook
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  Soul Companions

  Karen Sawyer

  As our world rapidly moves towards ever greater spiritual, environmental and political challenges there is an urgent need for us to listen to the voices of respected healers, seers, visionaries and shamans whose wisdom, insights and leadership will inspire and guide us to make our planet a healthier, more peaceful and equitable place to live. For over two years, the author met and entered into profound dialogue with such remarkable people.

  This unique and important work brings together over 40 of the conversations that took place, revealing that there are many dimensions of existence overlapping and permeating the world as we know it. Every one of us has spirit helpers that can guide, heal and inspire us on our journey through life.

  This outstanding and intimate collection includes conversations with renowned teachers Sandra Ingerman, The Barefoot Doctor, R.J Stewart, Robert Moss, Simon Buxton, Denise Linn, Leo Rutherford, William Bloom, Philip Carr-Gomm and Llyn Roberts.

  Join Karen Sawyer as she also talks with Elena Avilla, the ‘Curandera’ or curer from Mexico - Uncle Angaangaq, an Eskimo-Kalaallit Elder from Greenland - Icelandic Druid Jörmundur Ingi - Sami shaman Ailo Gaup from Norway - Rabbi Gershon Winkler, Aboriginal Jewish shaman - Tiokasin Ghosthorse, a member of the Cheyenne River Lakota Nation of South Dakota Egyptian Sufi, Master Ali Rafea - Andras Corban Arthen, ‘Cunningman’ of the Glenshire witches in Scotland and many, many more.

  This treasure trove of spiritual wisdom will inspire you in your own quest for spirit guide contact with practical ‘how to’ advice. Learn how to recognise the signs and talk with the spirit beings guiding your life.

  Soul Companions is a stunning book. It assembles an amazing collection of interviews with some of the finest and most unusual people from the worlds of alternative thinking and teaching. For anyone interested in the future of human growth and development this is an absolute ‘must read’.

  John Matthews author of Walkers Between Worlds

  978 1 84694 060 6

OEBPS/Images/back_002.jpg
“
=
o
f e
‘\B





OEBPS/Images/front_001.jpg
carole j. obley |






OEBPS/Images/back_001.jpg





