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My Divine Assignment

A Journey to Awakening

Preface
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I have been instructed by Source, on several occasions, to write my book. My initial reaction was, “What book?” I had already written a children’s book which still lies on a shelf collecting dust. I should put it out there, but I digress. Fairly recently I revisited this book request. I thought about the idea of writing a book entitled ‘I Married a Lunatic’. A sort of self-help book for people with broken “pickers”. This is what the counselor suggested my problem was after fleeing a psychologically abusive relationship, that my ‘picker’ was broken. I’m not sure if that is a common diagnosis accepted in all States in the U.S., or just in Texas.

This book is about my life, as directed, “from the beginning." How an unwanted, insecure, shy child grew up to become a healer. I say unwanted because of my first recollection of my "Earth Mother." Also, because she reaffirmed that suspicion some twenty-one years later saying, “If I had birth control when I was younger, you wouldn’t be here.” My reply? “Well thanks, Mom, I love you too.”

I must add, at the risk of sounding insane, that I have been talking with God for quite a while. I have been trying to manifest communication with my Spirit guides two-way for the past eighteen years, I suppose. In the past few years, this has become a reality.

In one of our recent exchanges I asked, “God, why is it easier to talk to you than it is to talk to Janus (a guide I recently met)?” He said, “We have been talking for a long time. I know what you’re going to say before you say it.” In January 2023, I received a message from God/Source/Universe, whatever terminology you prefer, that “this book is about your spiritual awakening, not a platform for me to broadcast instructions.” I have had several angel guardians as well as one of my spirit guides tell me to write my book. They all seem to have a sense of urgency regarding getting this work out "to the masses." As God said, "time is of the essence."

I have been keeping an “angel journal” since 2005 which allows me to remember exactly what I hear and see. At my age, 69, I’m lucky I remember my own name. Looking back at my entries, I have mentioned writing a book for about the past seventeen or eighteen years. I can't help but wonder if the idea was mine or if it was a suggestion from spirit.

I see this text as a fine blend of nursing, spirituality, and awakening. Discovering the reason for my existence on this planet and meeting some interesting guides along the way. 
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My first recollection in this life is of myself as an infant in my crib. I was crying and remembered my mom coming in at which time I stopped. She simply looked at me, frowned, turned, and walked away. It’s going to be a long ride.

I did have some happy memories when I was very young though. Christmas, playing with siblings. Summers visiting my grandparents in the country. I remember going to my grandfather’s store. We would get to pick a five-cent candy bar and a cold drink. My grandmother would be minding the store while she and her friend knitted hats and dresses for dolls. Life was simple back then. Parenting, however, was very different than it is today. At that time the phrase "spare the rod spoil the child,” which came from the bible, (Proverbs 13:24) was the common practice.

I never remember my mother ever going to church, but she certainly adhered to that practice. I remember having to go select a switch, a branch of a tree or bush that was used as the “rod.”  I would pick one and test it out on my leg walking back to the house. If it hurt too much, I would pick another. If the one I picked wasn't satisfactory, she would get one that would deliver a satisfactory result.

Later in life, my dad said he thought she liked whipping me and that he had to “get her off of me” as he was afraid she was going to kill me.

My dad wasn't afraid of anything. I personally do not recall that event. I do remember a lot of other whippings though, some just making whelps and some drawing blood.

Once I fell in the front yard and landed on a piece of glass. I sustained a laceration that was about two inches long and an inch deep. Mother just opened it up and poured alcohol in it. I screamed bloody murder. At least it didn't get infected.

It was the first of several scars, some of which couldn't be seen on the outside. Like a lot of hurtful things, I would file them away somewhere in the recesses of my brain. I have always remembered that incident; but others, like being sexually abused, took over sixty years to resurface. They say the Universe delivers things you need to deal with when you're able to handle it. My work with Spirit guides helped me realize it wasn't my fault. 
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Dreams of Snakes

[image: ]


When I was a child, I had recurring nightmares of snakes. Not small snakes, the large ones, like pythons. Looking back, it may have been Shadow trying to take control. We will get more into “Shadow” later. This could have been a reference to a toxic person, situation, or relationship in my life.

I’m sure a psychiatrist or psychologist would have a field day with this as it could have well stemmed from the sexual abuse. It may have also had something to do with the volatile relationship between my mom and dad.

I still don't remember a lot. It seems that I remember hearing a story about a three-year-old child who had been swallowed by a python at a zoo somewhere. I only include this because Janus suggested it. If you figure it out, let me know. At this point in my life, it is insignificant to me as is the abuse. I have dealt with it and moved on. I would suggest looking into shadow work if something like this resurfaces in your life.
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When I was growing up, I remember going to my grandmother’s house on the weekends. I loved getting out of the suburbs and into nature. Playing by the creek and being outside. We had cousins there, lots of cousins to play with.

My grandfather was a large man, very tall, like a gentle giant to me. He would have to bend down a bit to walk through the door. Always chewing spearmint gum, I remember the smell of him, even now. He was kind and had white hair.

They say when he went off to war (WWI) it was brown, and when he came home it was white. He fought in the Meuse - Argonne offensive which I understand was quite horrific, as all wars are, in my opinion.

I remember making ice cream on the front porch with a hand crank type ice cream maker.  My favorites were peach and banana.

Occasionally we would visit my mom’s sister at her house. We always had fun there and would be entertained by our cousin, who took dancing and baton twirling lessons.

Every now and then the men would go to the garage and bring this huge wooden table in the living room. Two people would sit on one side of the table with palms down on top of it. Their thumbs would be crossed over each other and their 'pinky' finger crossed over the 'pinky' finger of the person sitting next to them.

Everyone would decide on a question to ask, and we all would get quiet. A person at the table would ask the question and tell the table to rise once for “yes” and twice for “no”. When this happened the opposite side of the table from where the two were sitting would come up off the floor by itself. We thought it was a trick but were told it was supernatural. It was kind of scary.

They would conduct seances and try to talk to spirits. As a child, I was in awe watching that huge, heavy table come up off the floor with no one on that side to lift it. To see an inanimate object answer questions was a little spooky, to say the least.

My grandmother would have to leave the room because she didn’t “believe.” The adults would say “you have to believe, or it won’t work.” Isn’t that the way it is with just about everything, including manifesting?

Another fun activity was playing with a Ouija board, which would spell out answers by moving a triangular shaped piece of wood around the board to the appropriate letters or numbers. This would enable us to see what spirits we called to the room and the answers they gave to the questions asked.

We would also hold seances with every participant sitting around the table with hands on the table and thumbs and 'pinky' fingers overlapping, joining each person at the table to the next to form a complete circle. This formed a sort of closed circuit of energy if you will. If they didn’t have enough people, I was asked to fill a spot at the table.

My family, on both maternal and paternal sides, have seen spirits. My father would recount stories of seeing his Uncle Charlie in his bedroom when we lived in east Houston. Daddy said he would wake in the middle of the night and see the transparent shape of Uncle Charlie at the foot of his bed. My mother said she had seen this spirit as well, as did my sister, Glenda.

When I was thirteen, I went to a friend's house for a slumber party. The girls at the party wanted to do a seance. During the seance we called spirit. I remember everything went black. Then I saw my great-grandfather, my dad’s grandpa. His body wasn’t complete, it was just the top half. Like Charlie, he was transparent. At his waist, he just trailed off to a point. I could make out his face. As he started floating towards me, his face menacing, he reached out bringing his hands closer together towards my throat, as if to choke me.

I started screaming. At that time, I couldn’t hear the others calling my name or feel them slapping me. In a bit, I came out of the trance with someone over me slapping my face and calling my name. I was terrified and crying. I felt that was
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