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  Chapter One


  


  


  


  


  I watched Naomi walk to the front of the chapel. She placed a single white rose in my coffin, leaned over, and kissed me gently on my lips. “Jenna, sweetheart,” she whispered stroking my cheek. “We both knew this time would come, but I wouldn’t have traded a day with you for all the world.”


  Nor would I, I said to myself, but I was not quite at peace with my earthly end.


  #


  Although I had a good marriage and three nice daughters, I had lived with a feeling that sexually, a part of me was missing. When I met Naomi a few years before I died, only some of those feelings vanished. I had also lived with strange fragments of unexplained pictures popping in and out of my mind. They haunted me all through my Earth life. I was desperate to understand what they meant, but I died without solving that mystery either.


  #


  After everyone left the chapel and the gurney holding my coffin was wheeled away, I found myself no longer in the sanctuary, but drifting through a timelessness. At peace with myself, I flowed gently on a current of air, toward a light. Actually, it wasn’t a focused light, but more like an encompassing brilliant one. A feeling of tranquility settled over and engulfed me.


  I traveled through the light toward a large translucent arch. And, as I moved through the arch, an entire rainbow of light blanketed me. I emerged into a haze, with a feeling of lightness, and the knowledge that everything was as it should be in this new realm.


  As the haze lifted, I could see ethereal figures in gauzy, pastel-colored tunics, floating about. They swirled harmoniously around me. Occasionally, one in shimmering white floated by, reminding me of fresh snow crystals glistening on a cold, sunny day.


  Then, off in the distance, a tiny silver apparition came into sight. It grew nearer and nearer, until I could clearly see flowing white hair. The hair framed wizened old eyes the color of the bluest of skies, but eyes so sorrowful it hurt to look directly at them. And yet, I could feel the benevolent nature of this elder. While I’d felt myself warmed and welcomed by the beings that hovered about me, her presence brought a reassuring comfort. Was I somehow connected to this sad Being?


  “Welcome, Jenna. I’m Theodora. Theo, I prefer. Seventh Level.” The quiet authority in Theo’s voice belied her fragile appearance.


  Questions flooded my mind.


  “Your questions will soon be answered,” Theo said, reading my thoughts. “In time, new sensations and concepts come to everyone who passes through the arch. You have been given a tremendous amount of information all at once. You have also been given power. Use it wisely.”


  Levels? Power? What did all of this mean?


  “On Earth, you might have thought of these powers as magical. But rest assured,” Theo extended her open arms, “complete understanding of all of this will soon be yours.”


  I looked around. I could see no sun, but bright rays of light crisscrossed in all directions. Like highways in heaven, I thought. Dramatic colors swirled about: dark storm-like grays, pale robin’s egg blues, pinks merging with yellows, oranges fading into deep purple-reds. An artist’s dream palette.


  “Jenna, Jenna.” Hearing Theo call my name brought me back to the now. “While our forms change, and we can take time for our own enjoyment, the work we have to do continues on.”


  “I know… our need to be of service, but why do I know that?”


  “Because in your lifetime you received the most awesome gift, the gift of true Clarity.”


  Clarity? I thought of my Earth life; my husband and daughters. And then I remembered the instant I’d received that gift. It was when I connected with Naomi.


  #


  When I met Naomi, finding a lover had been the farthest thing from my mind. At that point, an inoperable brain tumor was consuming my life. While I could still take care of myself, my balance was off and, occasionally, I was forced to use a wheelchair. Knowing that the time might come when I would be totally dependent on others, I needed to feel independent now. And so, although my family tried to dissuade me, I decided to spend two months on Cherry Grove. It was a gay women’s Mecca on Fire Island, and I had been curious about it for some time. Thanks to a friend, I had a job waiting for me at one of the gift shops near the pier.


  All at once, it was as though I was back on the narrow wooden boardwalks that connected the cottages and the small shops on Ocean Walk and Bayview, pushing my chair, or wheeling myself along the walkway that led to the beach. I could hear the rolling waves coming in like thunder. From a quiet rumbling in the distance, the sounds intensified as the waves neared the shore, and then quieted again as they rolled on down the beach.


  And I could see a woman running along the shore, her long graying hair, wild in the wind, flying out behind her. That was the day I met Naomi. I remember wondering if her hair caught the scent of sea air as she ran.


  I sat in my wheelchair where she’d have to pass as she bounded up the ramp from the beach. She stopped near my chair and bent down to tie her shoe lace. I leaned over and smelled her hair.


  “I’m right,” I said.


  She looked at me quizzically.


  “Your hair. It has the scent of the sea in it. It’s wonderful.”


  She smiled, and I invited her to the store.


  #


  Theo nodded. “You were given a preview. That’s the Clarity I’m talking about.


  “It was more than that. Meeting Naomi answered the sexual part of me that had been missing.”


  #


  Naomi came in later that day. “Brr, I’m freezing,” she said, closing the door against the wind.


  “Come over here and I’ll warm you up,” I said, then blushed.


  “You’re a dirty old woman.”


  “I’m not old,” I said, and we both laughed. It was all so natural.


  Naomi began to stop by each evening to help me close up. Then she’d walk me back to my room, and we’d talk over sandwiches or pizza that we’d pick up on our way. Our relationship started out innocently—until the night she kissed me. I think she was curious as to how I would accept a kiss from her, and we were both surprised at how that kiss made us feel.


  The connection I felt with Naomi was different than anything I’d ever felt with George, my husband. When I spoke to her, not only did she really listen to me, but more importantly, she identified with what I was saying. I could say anything and be understood, without judgment. I felt an enormous freedom.


  We kissed often. Then, one evening, Naomi began to unbutton my shirt. I followed her lead. Soon we were both undressed. For the first time in years, I wasn’t embarrassed by my body. Nothing was embarrassing between us.


  #


  “I was surprised that I didn’t feel guilty when our bodies came together. I felt like there couldn’t possibly be anything wrong with loving someone the way I loved her. It was funny though. My life on Earth was almost over and I knew I’d be leaving her soon. Yet I felt no remorse.


  Theo nodded. “You had a sense that your time with Naomi was complete.


  “But a part of me seemed to be missing in my earlier years. Why didn’t I know then, when my life felt so incomplete?” I asked, thinking of the long years that had been wasted before I discovered my true sexuality.


  Theo shook her head. “The years were not wasted. You were a good mother, and the wife you were supposed to be. And it was not time then for you to know—until Naomi.”


  #


  Under Theo’s tutelage, I slowly became comfortable on the Celestial Tableland and began to understand the workings of my new world.


  


  


  


  Chapter Two


  


  


  


  


  I learned that while each life begins with a blank slate, each soul is created with a distinct potential and the capability of reaching that potential. If the individual journeys toward that awareness, she will be reborn again and again, until her full potential has been reached. At that time she will move on to Paradise. But if she shows no growth after being given three new lives on Earth, there will be no possibility of Paradise for her. When she dies, she will simply cease to exist.


  Theo also explained that once an individual crosses over and reaches the Tableland, she can see into all of her past lives. But I could see only one. It was unheard of that a person could reach her full potential in just one lifetime.


  “I don’t understand…”


  Theo raised her hand to cut me off. “This is the natural progression.” And then, almost to herself, she added, “Unless there’s a roadblock, or an unresolved issue.”


  A roadblock, or an unresolved issue? Before I could ponder her words, Theo turned away from me, but I glimpsed her sorrow. I wondered, what could be the cause of her great unhappiness here in this wondrous realm?


  #


  The majority of beings on this Tableland were Spirit Guides, and I eagerly awaited the time when the Celestial Judges would say I was ready to take my place among them.


  Finally my time came. Theo appeared and cleared her throat. “The Judges are pleased with your progress. From here on, you will assume your responsibilities as a Spirit Guide, Level One. You will—”


  “I know. I know. My duty will be to see that my Charges are set on the right path.”


  In my excitement, I forgot my frustration with Theo for refusing to tell me anything about other past lives I should have had.


  “How do I find them?” I asked her.


  “We have a book called the Journal of Providence. On rare occasions, the Celestial Judges assign a Charge. Usually, though, Guides choose a person from one of their past lives. If their choice is a good one, the Journal allows that name to come to the top of the list. Or, if they have no preference, they can let the Journal chose for them.”


  “I’ll let it choose,” I said, feeling a bit intimated.


  A sudden mist closed in on us, and when it cleared, Theo and I were in a great hall. Large chandeliers hung from the high ceiling. Dark wooden shelves heaped with leather-bound books lined the walls below high arched windows. Long oak tables, one after another, stretched the length of the room. Atop the tables, small, green-shaded lamps, every few feet, cast a diffuse light. Chairs lined each side of the tables.


  “Where are we? How did we get here?” I whispered.


  “The main branch of the New York Public Library. A bit theatrical, maybe. We could have gone to the Celestial Court of Records for the Journal, but in my Earth-life, I loved doing research in this magnificent building.”


  She opened the book, a large ledger. I could see nothing on the pages, and my hand went automatically toward my right side. During my Earth life, I’d always kept my reading glasses in my right hand pocket.


  “No need,” Theo said. “Your eyesight is perfect now.”


  “Then the pages are blank?”


  Theo passed her hand over the page, and a multitude of names appeared. I could see every one of them clearly.


  “These individuals are on their final Earth lives. Hold your hand over the page and bring up one in need of Spirit Guidance.”


  I put my hand out as Theo instructed, and the names rearranged themselves.


  #


  My early cases were simple ones. No emotions to deal with. Even though the strategies I used were deemed unsophisticated by more experienced Guides, they were new to me, and fun to implement.


  Quickly I learned to view my Charges’ lives, and the lives of anyone connected to them. I could fast forward and rewind entire lives for this purpose. I learned to read their thoughts and feelings, and to use thought transference to guide them in the right direction. Thought transference allows the subject to maintain his or her free will but use it more judiciously.


  #


  Initially I had the Journal choose my assignments, and then, pleased with my early successes, I began to choose my own. Most Guides preferred to work with one Charge at a time, but I took on two together, and then three. Once new arrivals become familiar with the workings of the Tableland, they are advanced to Level One Spirit Guides. Some are satisfied remaining Ones. Others rise a level or two and remain there. I, however, have always been a high achiever; very goal oriented, and I worked my way up to Level Five. But I had no intention of remaining as a Fifth.


  Two Exalted Celestials floated by, their golden garments flowing about them, and all conversation stopped in recognition of the esteemed Beings. I was determined that soon I, too, would achieve that wondrous title and become a part of that elite group. I needed only to work my way past Seventh Level.


  Rumor had it that one Guide, who had come within a hair’s breadth of that title, had refused the honor, and had remained a Seventh Level. That would not be me. Nothing would deter me from reaching my goal.


  Only Theo knew of my fixation. She didn’t discourage me, but she didn’t encourage me, either, and I wondered briefly why she was not more motivated to reach that coveted position herself.


  #


  I completed my work with all of my current Charges and headed over to the Court of Records. Guides in pastel-colored garments congregated in the Atrium. Fifth levels, like myself, wore pale blues. Here and there, a white robe denoted a Sixth, and a rare silvery garment proclaimed a Seventh, like Theodora. I nodded greetings to several Guides I’d become acquainted with. They invited me to join them, but I declined. Eager to scroll through the Journal for more Charges, I hurried on.


  No one could say exactly how many people I needed to guide before I could become a Sixth Level, and then a Seventh. I hated not having answers. While the Clarity gave me an immense understanding, it also gave me a strong awareness of what I didn’t know.


  I’d already done more than any other Fifth Level Guide, and still had no idea what else was needed to move forward. I had asked Theo numerous times. Her response had always been, “The prerequisites are different for each Guide. We’ll just have to see how things go.”


  #


  Frustrated, I floated over to the Court where the Celestial Judges could be found. Surely one of them would have a direct answer for me.


  Deep in conversation with the Judges, Theo failed to notice me as I neared. I slowed my movement. Even though I had no intention of eavesdropping, I couldn’t help hearing my name mentioned, and then hearing one of the Judges say, “She can’t know.”


  “Then I don’t want her to take on the assignment.” Theo sounded agitated. “She’s not ready.”


  “She has to be the one. Besides, this will elevate her status,” another voice argued.


  “But—” Theo began.


  A commanding voice cut her off, “Joining this Perfect Pairing will be her next assignment. The decision of the Court is final.”


  I saw Theo’s aura fade to a dark dingy blue, the color of deep sorrow, but my breath caught. Excitement radiated throughout my body. A Perfect Pairing.


  A person can have many lovers, but only the truly fortunate find their Soul Mates. And a Perfect Pairing comes about only once in a great while, when Soul Mates complement each other to a degree so high as to put them in complete balance. To be chosen to guide a Perfect Pairing to their joined destiny is a great honor.


  Why did Theo want to deny me this honor? What did she think she was doing? She knew how much I wanted to move on. Just as I was about to search for her, Theo appeared.


  I couldn’t tell her I’d heard the Judges talking, but I had no need to.


  “Come,” Theo said, her voice somber, her steps slow, she led me to the Celestial Court of Records. “There is a special assignment. Much more difficult than the others you’ve had.”


  “I’m ready.”


  “Are you certain? It will require more than the usual procedures. It will require skill—and patience. And if you fail… well, the consequences of failing could be dire.” The sorrow, more deeply etched in Theo’s face, made me turn away.


  I was not about to ask what the consequences might be, because I would not fail. “I said I’m ready.”


  “Very well, then.” Theo sighed.


  Why did she sound so forlorn? Her response to my musing was a forced smile. She waved her hand over the page. I watched as the names rearranged themselves. Beverly Jamison came to the top of the list.


  


  


  


  Chapter Three


  


  


  


  


  When I learned that Beverly Jamison would be my Charge, I was both surprised and pleased. I had met Bev shortly before my death, and it was she who helped me to die. I remembered our brief time together so clearly.


  Near my end, I couldn’t get out much, so I had begun counseling women who were discovering their same-gender sexuality. I did it either by phone or in person at my house.


  Bev had called me. At first she spoke guardedly, in little more than a whisper. She’d finally come out to herself, and desperately needed someone to talk to. I invited her to my place. She said, in between sobs—yet with a hint of humor that I found delightful—“Jenna, I can only come if you have a large box of tissues, because I can’t stop crying.”


  I read Bev’s dossier, and then, because Anne Worthright, her Soul Mate, didn’t already have her own Spirit Guide, I was able to read hers, too. Anne was a bit headstrong, but I knew Bev was sensible, and they were both caring and compassionate: a good harmony.


  I had assumed that the women hadn’t yet reached their full potentials, and that I’d have to work with them to resolve their last major issues. But when I viewed Bev’s life, I realized that my assumption had been wrong. Bev’s life had come together during her previous existences. She had now reached her full potential. Anne, too, was just about ready for their eternal pairing.


  Although they had crossed paths numerous times as men or women in their prior lives, they had been on different plateaus; neither aware of the other, or of their joint destinies. Now they were on the same plane.


  My exhilaration grew as I pictured the great rejoicing on the Tableland once I had joined these two unique souls. And the Judges had said that completing this assignment would elevate my position.


  I understood that being given this project was a great honor. What I couldn’t understand was why Theo had been so opposed to my taking it on. And what had she meant when she said, “the consequences of failing could be dire”? Was there more going on here than I could see? It all seemed so simple. Once Bev and Anne acknowledged their true love for one another, the rest would follow naturally. They would become a Perfect Pairing for all eternity.


  All I needed to do was to get the women to meet.


  Even the logistics couldn’t be better. Both Bev and Anne lived in Brooklyn, New York.


  #


  Using thought transference, a form of telepathy, I convinced Bev to join a women’s discussion group that met in Marine Park. And I had no problem steering Anne to the same group. On this particular evening, the facilitator brought up the topic of feeling different. The other women all had so much to say about their own experiences that when the session ended, they adjourned to a local diner to continue their discussion. Although Bev and Anne, new members to the group, had sat quietly during the meeting, I saw to it that they were invited to join the others. Hovering above, I directed the women to seats, making certain that Bev wound up beside Anne at the large round table.


  At one point during the casual conversation among the group, Bev’s eyes caught Anne’s. For the briefest of moments, their worlds stood still. Then, embarrassed by the strange emotion that swept over her, Bev looked away. Through the rest of the evening, furtive glances passed between her and Anne.


  If anyone had asked me the exact moment those two women fell in love, I would have said the instant their eyes met.


  Long after the others said their good nights and headed home, Bev and Anne lingered at the table. Neither talked until Anne said, “So tell me about yourself.” Her words broke the awkward silence that had settled between them.


  Bev shrugged. I gave her a mental nudge and got her to begin talking.


  “I was different than most girls,” she began. “It was the summer I turned twelve, that I realized it. When my seventh grade friends were learning to dance at each other’s homes, I pretended I wasn’t interested. Actually, taking a hand or putting an arm around any of them made me feel weird—but in a good way.”


  A shy look crossed Bev’s face when she said that. One I recognized and could identify with. Anne also nodded in recognition.


  “I kept my secret all through high school and college. Wanting to be like the other girls, I hung pictures of male actors all over my bedroom walls, but I had pictures of Angelina Jolie and Jennifer Lopez on the inside of my closet door.


  “Wherever we went,” she said, “the girls were always looking to pick up boys. They flirted shamelessly. I never did, and for some reason, that seemed to draw the boys to me.” Bev laughed. “I actually ate raw onions and foods with lots of garlic to keep them away.” She confided that she had friends, but afraid of being hurt again, never formed any close friendships.


  “Again?” Anne asked and leaned closer. “I want to hear all about you and… how you found out that you were a lesbian.”


  Bev took a sip of coffee and told Anne about summer camp and her bunk mate June, who she insisted was the instigator of all their pranks. Her face took on a warm glow as she spoke of June and one of their practical jokes: wrapping saran wrap across the opening of the toilets so when the girls went to pee, their pee ran down their legs.


  I laughed as I hovered in the air above them. That was one prank I’d never thought of when I was alive.


  The more Bev talked, the more animated she became. She told Anne about the secret club she and June had created, and how they got the other campers to repeat a silly chant they had made up and, in the dark, rub the underside of a plate and then their faces. What the others didn’t know was that they had held a candle under the plate to create soot before they started their ritual. The next morning, she and June rolled with laughter as one by one the girls went to wash, and shrieked at the blackened faces that looked back at them from the mirror.


  “June sounds like a wild kind of girl,” Anne said.


  “She was the best—until that night.” Bev sighed, and stopped talking.


  Anne topped Bev’s coffee from the carafe the waitress had left on the table, and poured another cup for herself. Then she leaned forward, “And…?”


  “The very last night of camp, the counselors left the campers unsupervised. Some of the girls snuck off with the boys. But June and I, holding hands, walked down to the dock to watch the sun set together.” Bev’s voice caught. “Everything was perfect until Kevin rowed over to us.


  “I told him to go away, that we were busy. But he pulled alongside the dock anyway. He said, ‘I want to take June for a ride.’” Bev picked up a napkin, blew her nose, and tucked the napkin into her jeans pocket. “I told him she didn’t want to go with him, but June tugged at my arm. ‘Of course I do. He’s the cutest boy in camp.’”


  “Kevin held the dock with one hand, and reached his other out to June. She climbed into the boat.” Tears ran freely down Bev’s cheeks as she continued her story. “I watched, devastated, as Kevin rowed my best friend across the lake to what the kids called Make-Out Island. And she didn’t even look back.”


  There was silence at the table for a minute or two. Then Bev wiped her cheeks with the back of her hand. “I can’t believe I told you this. I’ve never told anyone else.”


  Anne smiled. “I’m a good listener.” She reached across the table to take Bev’s hand, but Bev pulled away as she’d pulled away from everyone ever since that night at camp twenty years before.


  The busboys were preparing the tables for breakfast by the time Bev and Anne left the diner. But before they left, they exchanged phone numbers, and arranged to meet for lunch the following day.


  #


  Anne, sophisticated in her black slacks and tweed jacket, got to Park Slope first. She was waiting in front of the Mexican restaurant on Seventh Avenue when Bev, in jeans, a pull-over sweater, and the cuff earrings she thought made her look more like a lesbian, arrived. With my guiding force behind him, a waiter led the way to a table in a quiet alcove.


  Anne had chosen her lunch hour for their first get-together. That hour turned into two, and then into three. Anne removed her jacket. Her white, cotton knit shirt hugged her rounded breasts. Bev’s eyes went to the scooped neckline, which revealed just the right amount of cleavage.


  I knew that she wanted to touch Anne’s breasts, and I smiled.


  


  


  


  Chapter Four


  


  


  


  


  Once again, I wondered why Theo had been so concerned about my assignment. It had been so easy to bring Anne and Bev together. Even their auras blended beautifully. Bev’s was bright pink, indicating a loving, sensitive, compassionate personality. Anne’s, orange-red, was the color of confidence. From what I could see, my job was almost finished. It would be just a matter of Earth time before Bev and Anne realized how deep their love for each other was, and one proclaimed to the other, “I wish we could be together for all eternity.” Those were the magic words.


  I laughed to myself. This was a real no-brainer, easier than most of my other assignments. There had been so many that they had all blurred in my memory, except for a few.


  #


  I came into Hillary Brightman’s life because she was at a crossroads. At forty-two, her natural time wasn’t up yet, but she refused to believe in premonitions and had never learned to trust her intuition—two instincts human beings are given for self-protection and safety. If she did not overcome her close-minded attitude, she would die an untimely death. This was her last chance.


  A premonition told Hillary not to go to her investment club meeting on this particular evening. I could read her every thought, so I knew that. But she disregarded her feeling and tried to go anyway.


  I knew the scaffolding erected in the front of the building was going to fall, so I hid her car keys to delay her departure. Although she was meticulous about putting them in the bowl on the hall table each time she came home, Hillary never questioned why they were elsewhere on this particular evening. She found them fifteen minutes later in her coat pocket, and hurried to her car. But it was too soon. I still had to delay her. I had a truck drive through a puddle and splash her with mud. A fastidious woman, she ran back to her house, changed her clothes, and ran back to her car again.


  When she finally arrived at the meeting hall, the scaffolding lay in a dusty heap, and police were cordoning off the area. Hillary sat in her car and stared. “Oh my God,” she whispered, “I was so lucky. I’ll never doubt my intuition again.”


  #


  The senses of some individuals are so strongly imprinted by uncommon occurrences during earlier lifetimes that they have inexplicable reactions to present stimuli. Only by delving into those past lives can they be healed. I observed Theo working with a boy who couldn’t see. No medical explanation could be found for his blindness but, during the regression hypnoses on which Theo led him, he remembered witnessing his parents’ horrific murders. This act of violence had left him with psychosomatic blindness, which reappeared three lifetimes later. After the session, he woke, and could see for the first time.


  Isabel McKinsey was my first experience with past-life regression therapy, and a really challenging one. She had worked her way up from a clerk to a supervisor in a large Chicago novelties firm, but she could go no further. The next position in line was that of account executive. As such, she would be expected to oversee development and production of new product lines. The manufacturing was done in Hong Kong, and Isabel would not fly. She had a paralyzing fear of flying.


  Then I had an idea. She wouldn’t fly for work, but maybe she would for her kids. Each year, her firm had a drawing, and one employee won a family vacation: a week in Disney World, all expenses paid. I saw to it that Isabel’s name was drawn. She was ecstatic. She’d been widowed when her sons were young, and she’d never been able to afford a real vacation for her family. Then she realized she’d have to fly. She put the letter into her pocket, determined to say nothing to her children.


  I made sure that the letter fell out. Her boys saw it, and their eyes opened wide. “We’re going to Disney World,” they shrieked excitedly.


  She couldn’t let them down. When the day of the trip arrived, she made it to the airport, and boarded the plane. Just as she reached her seat she broke out in a cold sweat. She began to tremble. A stewardess tried talking to her, and then another passenger, a doctor, tried to calm her, but nothing worked. As the plane taxied down the runway, her anxiety grew, and she screamed, “I’ve got to get off.” The plane was forced to return to the terminal.


  I could find nothing in her current life to account for her fear of flying, so I went back through her past lives looking for a trauma. Sure enough I found my answer in 1903, the year the Wright Brothers had flown the first airplane. Isabel had no recollection of her past life as Ida, but she had been five, and her brother Sam, eight, when they watched the plane fly. Afterward, Sam, using scraps of wood, had built his own airplane. He and Ida dragged it up to the roof of their two-story home, and he climbed in, but Ida couldn’t budge the heavy plane. So they changed places and Sam pushed the plane off the roof. Ida barely survived the fall, and lived the rest of that life crippled and in severe pain.


  The thought transference techniques Theo had used on the blind boy failed to work on Isabel. She was not receptive but, knowing that she was always trying to improve herself, I left a flier on her desk announcing the demonstration a noted psychiatrist was giving on hypnosis. She went. Once she heard him speak, her resistance vanished, and she made an appointment with him.


  As I’d known would happen, Isabel succumbed to the doctor’s suggestive voice, and found herself back in North Carolina. Her body contorted, wracked with the pain she had lived with through that lifetime. She spiraled back in time, becoming younger and younger. And then she reached the age of five, before she’d fallen from the roof. Suddenly she relaxed. Her body straightened out, and all of the pain was gone.


  Isabel woke up feeling rested and refreshed. “Doctor, I’m sorry I fell asleep. I guess I wasn’t a very good subject.” On her way home that evening, she stopped at a travel agency, and four days later, she and her sons were in Disney World.


  


  


  


  Chapter Five


  

  

  

  

  I let my mind wander briefly; daydreaming of the adulation I would receive on the Celestial Tableland when I floated by in my golden robes.


  Up until now, I had worked quickly, helping my Charges to reach their destinies and then moving on to new Charges, and taking on several at a time. But the rules for Perfect Pairings were different, and as Bev was a part of a Perfect Pairing, I could take on no additional Charges until her destiny was sealed with Anne’s. So I decided to take a vacation while the women moved forward with their relationship.


  #


  As Spirit Guides, we have the ability to create our own personal paradises, in our after-lives, or on Earth. We can take on human appearance or simply observe, unseen by the living. I’d never taken advantage of these opportunities. Making Exalted Celestial Status had always been foremost in my mind, and I would not be deterred. Besides, my work was vastly rewarding and energizing in itself.


  I felt no need to refresh myself now, but I was becoming restless. Things were moving along so well between Bev and Anne that I had little to do.


  I remembered a travel brochure I once read about Bora Bora. “A Polynesian paradise in the South Pacific,” it said. “No roads, no traffic—just peace and tranquility.” Going there had always been a dream of mine when I was alive.


  I thought of Bora Bora, and found myself there. This small island
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