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Preface

We begin the journey back by setting out TOGETHER, and gather in our brothers (and sisters) as we CONTINUE together. Every gain in our strength is offered for all, so they, too, can lay aside their weakness and add their strength to us. (ACIM, Ch. 8. p. 184)

We Journey Together

Throughout my life, writing has served as an integral part of my learning process. It’s almost as though putting the words on paper makes it real for me—well, on a computer screen and then on a USB key, a backup drive, a printed page for my binder and, just for good measure, a second backup drive, sometimes a third—I wouldn’t want to lose one word of that precious insight. Writing functions as an anchor of sorts, marking the progress, clarifying the issues, making the questions and answers relevant—at least the writing part, more than the obsessive backups part. In over half a century, many words have been captured—the large pile of notebooks, loose-leaf pages, discs and drives being a testament to that fact. And so, as writing seems to be a significant part of my journey, I continue to put ink to paper and, of course, bits and bytes onto drives. 

Besides my astrology and numerology books, Astrological Crosses and The Power of Time, this is the sixth book in which I share my seemingly insatiable quest to uncover the true meaning of life, in particular, the journey of awakening. Perhaps I should say my quest for a full experience of the truth because I have come to “understand” that intellectual understanding, no matter how comprehensive—although a valuable part of the journey—is meaningless without the confirmation of that “inner knowing.” The books leading up to this one describe a search that began with the traditional Roman Catholic doctrines of my youth, moving on through Eastern, metaphysical, theosophical, occult, shamanic, esoteric and New Age teachings and eventually to A Course in Miracles (ACIM, the Course). 

While this book will cover some of the topics explored in the previous books, they will be presented in a different manner and then further developed. I have found that hearing or reading the same message in different words, at a different time or within a different context can trigger sudden flashes of understanding. Very often, it is these simple, sometimes unexpected flashes that make the learning and understanding meaningful. Also, this book is different from the previous books in that the guidance received has been mostly integrated with the writing. Although I continue to join with guidance, the goal is to learn to work in union with guidance and to connect with the inner Voice, the true Self or the I Am, so we can bridge the gap of separation and experience our Oneness with All that is. 

Astrology came into my life over fifty years ago, at the start of my quest to uncover the meaning of life, a story shared in Making Peace with God. My studies and consultation practice have provided me with a unique perspective on the journey of humanity throughout the Ages. This perspective can be helpful in understanding where we are now and how to proceed in order to make the changes that humanity is calling forth at this time. 

As we leave behind the Era of Pisces and transition into the Era of Aquarius, we move into new territory for which we do not have a clearly defined roadmap. Given that we are shifting into what appears to be unknown territory, it is essential that we develop our innate ability to gauge what is valid and what is not valid, what is relevant and what is not relevant and, most importantly, what is meant for us and what is not meant for us. Fortunately, clarity of perception and intelligent discernment is very much in harmony with the climate of Aquarius. 

As expressed in The Healing of Humanity, there are as many paths Home as paths that lead away from Home. So, in the matter of emerging consciousness or awakening, there is no one-size-fits-all formula. By the same token, if a particular path appeals to you, it does not make you any more likely to experience awakening than one for whom that path holds no appeal. Whether it includes a spiritual component or not, any path that leads to the full conscious awareness of Being is worthy of attention. 

This book presents one perspective, one person’s perspective of the shift. Each person will have their own unique perspective since each person’s experience will be unique. Please note that the teachings that have been appropriate for me are mentioned for reference purposes only and should not be taken as the only way. There are many wonderful new teachings emerging today as humanity calls out for more. Ultimately, all teachings that reveal truth—whether ancient, traditional or contemporary—will meet on some level. 

Furthermore, as we will see, the purpose of a teaching is not to fill a void or a lack. A worthy teaching will shed light and help us uncover our current level of knowing and, in so doing, will clear the way for our next step. What truly matters is the experience of the light, the wisdom and the unconditional love that guides our Being, something that can and will ultimately be achieved while going about our normal daily activities.

Although this is the sixth book on the subject of awakening to higher consciousness, it is not necessary to have read the first five before reading this one. While it includes a few references to previous works, it addresses the subject from a different perspective and is meant to stand on its own. If this book has called to you and you wish to skip over the previous ones, jump right in. Nowhere does it say that everyone must get on the train at the same station; you get on the train at the stop nearest you. Only the destination is the same for everyone—removing the barriers to the full conscious experience of Being. 

These writings express snippets of one person’s life-long spiritual journey; however, it does not mean that others must pursue the same path. Thank goodness! To do so would likely add unnecessary length to a journey that need not be more than a moment in time. For, how long does it take to turn within to where truth awaits? As long as it seemed, this journey was appropriate for me; it was simply shared for those curious about another seeker’s experience. Ultimately, your journey—each person’s journey—is unique because each person is a unique expression of the Life Principle.

Another reason for jumping right in is that this book is written in a way that might be more relatable for people who are not particularly “religious” or into spirituality or metaphysics but who are nonetheless curious and ready to explore what might lie beyond the current boundaries of human understanding and knowledge. As a way of providing a different frame of reference, it places the current shift of consciousness—or awakening—in the context of the transition from the Age of Pisces to the Age of Aquarius. 

The Age of Aquarius has a very different climate or vibration than that of the Age of Pisces. This is causing many to question and wonder and reach out for answers. So it is that many new teachings are emerging, while significant clarifications and updates are being brought to ancient and traditional teachings. As we will see, concepts, terminology and language that may have been suitable in the past, as is commonly found in traditional spiritual, metaphysical or religious teachings, may need a little updating in the new climate of Aquarius. Long-standing beliefs, as well as language, will be examined to ensure that they facilitate our growth and learning so we can experience this much-anticipated, and above all, much-needed, shift of consciousness. 

Over the years, I have, on occasion, recommended A Course in Miracles and ACIM-related materials to friends and clients, a work that was most helpful on my journey. I can honestly say that very few have reported that they could appreciate, let alone understand, this work. I know many people who are familiar with the Course, even own a copy, usually tucked away on a shelf collecting dust. A few have read some of it, but more often than not, most have never gotten beyond the first few pages. As I was working on this section, one of my clients shared how she had purchased a copy, tried to read it, shrugged, immediately closed it, and never gave it another glance. When I asked one client, an avid three-year Course student, to explain the meaning of the “miracle,” I was met by a bewildered look, a couple of ers and ums, but no answer. I’ve met only a couple of people who were so blown away after having read the book that they went back to the beginning to do it all over again. 

During this highly significant time of shift for humanity, much is being revealed about who and what we are. What is interesting is the unique way in which different teachings can present the same core messages. This book will explore some of the essential elements of these teachings as they relate to the current shift in consciousness. The aim is to sow the seeds of curiosity in those who are beginning to wonder if there might be more to life. In so doing, they may begin to discover that there is far more to who and what we are than what we have been taught up until now. 

Humanity is crying out for more; humanity is ready for more, and so it is that humanity is being gifted with more. Fortunately, teachings are being made available in today’s language so they can easily be implemented in our lives. Right now, the world needs “miracles”—major shifts in consciousness or corrections to our perception of life. The world needs those who, having eagerly embraced this shift within themselves, will go out into the world, engage in their normal daily activities, all the while embodying a new message by being the intelligent, and always appropriate, presence of love, no matter the circumstance. 

If you are reading this book, chances are that you have not yet experienced full conscious awareness. You may be curious about how others are faring on their journey, or you may be looking for insights that may inspire you and help facilitate your journey. Due to the radical nature of the shift of consciousness facing humanity at this time, as we travel this unfamiliar path, it can be helpful to know that we are not alone and that there are indeed others who share our deep desire for a greater experience of Being. Rest assured, we are not alone. 

As we will see, the journey is made easier for everyone as more brothers and sisters join in. Ultimately, we are in this together. So thank you to those who are brave enough to undertake this journey. In so doing, you—we—each in our own unique way, contribute to the shift in consciousness that will light the way for every living being on planet Earth.

If you are awake and happen to be reading this book—and I welcome and feel your presence as I write these words—there is no doubt that you will express compassion and support for our valiant efforts. We are open to receiving your help as we seek to uncover the truth and experience what lies beyond the boundaries of the current human condition. You will send thoughts of encouragement and maybe even stand and applaud us for our bravery and dedication on our journeys. And since minds are joined, those loving thoughts will be well-received by us stirring sleepers. For your loving support, for your continued gifts of insight, we are eternally grateful.

Another reason to keep writing, or more precisely publishing, is for my readers since I can write without publishing. At a writers’ group meeting, we were asked to take a few minutes and write anything that came to mind. Not one to be comfortable “writing on demand,” I tucked away my timidity, turned to the small voice within, and scribbled out the following:

What is this thing called writing? It is like the breath of my being seeking expression wanting only to be set free, without reservation, without expectation. It is the liberation of my soul, its blossoming into fullness, taking its place in this universe of infinite possibilities.

Although not necessary, feedback from readers today has been received as a blessing. It seems that my sharing of this journey of unfolding has been helpful for them too. In this way, writing ultimately flows in two directions: outward from my soul and back to me from the soul of my reader. The journey of writing is thus made complete. 

A while back, I received an email from a reader asking if there was another book on the way. If only for one reader, as a writer, and as one who is only too happy to serve, how could I say no? And so, I wish to express my deepest gratitude to those who have taken the time to share how helpful my books have been for them. Writing has long been and may continue to be a part of my function in this life. From guidance, I will take my cues.

This book might have been subtitled The Continuing Chronicles of a Recalcitrant Sleeper, Why Make the Journey Any Longer than Necessary, Why We Don’t Really Want to Wake Up or How Radical Do We Dare to Be. Feel free to make up your own. Our perceptions, interpretations, learning and understanding are unique, as are our journeys and experiences. Like you, I wish to wake up and experience the fullness of my Being as well as the unique fullness of everyone and everything I encounter at every moment. We are now being invited to abandon our old learning and choose something new—a revolutionary new conscious awareness for humanity—which is what we hope to explore in this book. With renewed peaceful dedication, we forge ahead. 

A Little Help from Above

Some of my readers have expressed that what they like most about my books are the personal stories. I must admit that there aren’t many stories at this time in my life, at least not big, dramatic, exciting ones—not that there ever were any. Besides, as a writer, I am quite content to hide behind my pen and paper, well, my computer. My life is simple, peaceful and serves mainly as a means to an end, though perhaps a somewhat different end than it once served. But, my inner voice nudges me to share my story, and so I oblige. Your life and that of every brother and sister is also a story, for each is an expression of Life, so each story is worthy of love and attention. Here’s one story I can share to get us started, which for me, once again, reinforced my function as a writer. 

One day I went for a walk to test a new raincoat. It was raining steadily, so perfect weather for testing the impermeability of the coat. I had learned that “water-resistant” was not quite the same as “waterproof”; I was in search of the latter. I grabbed my knapsack, threw in my recorder—just in case I should get some insights—snatched my keys and headed out into the rain. After a good 4 km walk, I was very pleased to conclude that my new coat was effectively waterproof. Unfortunately, to my great chagrin, I learned that my knapsack was not; it had soaked up rainwater like a thirsty sponge. I pulled out a packet of tissues, and, even in plastic wrapping, the tissues were soaked. I panicked as I reached for my recorder. Immediately, I pressed the Play button; it whirled a couple of times and then died. 

My heart sank. This little device was essential to my writing process, as I use it to grab insights and guidance whenever I am not at the computer. Of course, these priceless insights never come when I’m sitting in front of the computer; that would be too easy. Rather, they come in the middle of the night, in the wee small hours of the morning or while out walking. So I keep the recorder by my side at all times, just in case. Many years ago, I had suffered from an excruciatingly painful frozen shoulder. I developed the practice of recording my notes and insights. Then, while playing the recorded material, I dictate it into my word processor with the help of a speech recognition program. That’s my process for the first draft. It may sound complicated, but it works. It is much kinder for the health of my arms and shoulders than typing out thousands of words. Since writing is rewriting, this process significantly reduces keyboard time.

There were over fifty entries on the recorder that day, more than I usually collect before unloading. Even if the entries were brief, these snippets were the raw material I use for writing. Over fifty entries—gone! I pressed the Play button again—nothing. I replaced the batteries with new ones and pressed Play—nothing. I was devastated. I took a long, deep breath and chose to be at peace. I resigned myself to the fact that if these entries were necessary for my writing or simply for my well-being, I would receive the help I needed. 

On a hunch, not quite ready to give up, I grabbed a plastic bag, scooped in some rice and dropped the recorder in the bag. At least one thing I had seen on television might come in handy. I tested the recorder several times over the next couple of hours. Each time it just whirled and died. Eventually, I pressed Play and managed to hear one of fifty-five entries, which I immediately dictated into the notes file. Again I pressed Play, but the device whirled and died. After several attempts, I accepted that the material on the recorder would probably not be available. It was lost.

Before going to bed that night, I prayed to our buddies “out there,” our awakened friends who always remain ready to help should we dare to reach out and ask for help. If this material was essential to my writing, it would be available. One last press of the Play button—nothing. The recorder was dead. I took another deep breath and called it a night. The next morning, the first thing I did as I stepped out of bed was to reach for the recorder. I pressed Play. It worked! I ran to the computer, played all remaining fifty-four entries, one after the other, dictating them into my doc file, and of course, making the required backups and printouts along the way. Once the last entry had been transcribed, saved and printed, the device whirled a couple of times and died. That was it. I had been able to recover several days of recorded material. Relieved and profoundly grateful, I went online and ordered a new recorder. The message was loud and clear: time to get back to writing.

 


Chapter 1. Let There Be Light

Health depends on being in harmony with our souls… We each have a Divine mission in this world, and our souls use our minds and bodies as instruments to do this work, so that when all three are working in unison the result is perfect health and perfect happiness. (Free Thyself, Dr. Edward Bach)

I Could Write a Book… Uh, Maybe Later

In the summer of 2019, when I told my friend Helena that I had started to work on another book, she asked, “What will you write about?” Honestly, I had no idea, and I was very much okay with that. “I’m not awake,” I replied. “So, I gotta keep going.” In recent years, I have come to appreciate that, at least for me, writing opens the way for the inner voice of my soul as well as for that precious connection with guidance. Having learned that this journey cannot be undertaken alone, there was no stopping now, or so I thought.

There was never any doubt that I would always journal and gather notes, whether to give way to inner guidance or to capture insights from the higher Self, okay, and maybe the occasional tiny bit of venting. But I did wonder if The Healing of Humanity might have been my last published work. As much as I tried, I simply could not see a clear direction for another book. Hadn’t all been said? Did I have anything new to contribute? Was anyone actually interested in my musings? Yet, that persistent inner voice nudged me to continue, pointing out that the notes I was gathering would be helpful for other souls on the journey. 

Early one morning, I grabbed the recorder and caught the following insight: “It is becoming clear now, today, at this moment, that I may be ready to write another book. It’s not that I have a book ‘in me,’ but I will allow a book to come ‘through me.’ This relieves me of the pressure of being the author of a book; rather, I am a vehicle for the transmission of a book.” That was back in January 2018. And so, despite not having a clear direction, basically not knowing what I was supposed to write about, I continued to gather notes, trusting that I would be guided when the time was right. 

In the preface of The Healing of Humanity, I shared how distraction had hijacked my attention as soon as I started working on the book. Did I encounter resistance this time around? Well, yes, and no. If writing allows me to connect with guidance and inspiration—a connection I deeply cherish—why would there be resistance to writing another book? For a student of A Course in Miracles, an initial response might be to chalk up the resistance to the ego, that aspect of self that will not support what will ultimately lead to its undoing. Those familiar with this journey are aware of how fiercely this small self will resist the shift toward awakening, something it will do with surprising cleverness and creativity. And so, this was true to a certain extent.

But this time around, it was not so much resistance as a necessary timeout while I fine-tuned my learning. Despite that I believed to have, once again, found the ultimate teaching in A Course in Miracles, there would be more teachings to be explored. This idea of an “ultimate teaching” is a deeply ingrained pattern that had been played out many times throughout my life. Whenever I encountered a teaching to my liking, I would assume that that would be the end of it. No more need for learning; I had found the truth. Well, not quite, for, as A Course in Miracles says, “This course is a beginning, not an end,” and so the journey continues.

Despite having often wondered when this lifelong quest would end, I would discover that learning was an ongoing, never-ending aspect of the life experience. As an expression of Source, Being is in constant movement, and learning is a natural by-product of this movement. This means that, at times, some past learning—especially irrelevant, redundant or outdated beliefs—may need to be released to make room for the new. Fortunately, for someone not really interested in taking on yet another course of study, I was shown that true knowledge comes from within. Teachings only help facilitate learning by supporting and validating our understanding as we move through the experiences encountered in the school of life.

While waiting for clarity on how and when to proceed with this book, I engaged in my favourite activities. Doing something you love is very centring, and so when not busy with consultation work, I listened to lectures while experimenting in the kitchen. As the weeks turned into months, I became somewhat of an expert on vegan cheesecakes, tweaking my recipes to increase the protein, reduce costs and simplify preparation. I experimented with flavours, including cranberry, blueberry, chocolate and matcha. Fortunately, I have neighbours who are only too eager to test my creations. One morning, when I messaged my young upstairs neighbour that I had a slice of mango coconut cheesecake for his lunch, he was at my door in forty-five seconds, barefoot, still in his pyjamas, holding up an empty plate. I think he may have teleported down from the fourth floor. When I had exhausted my creative options with cheesecakes—except perhaps a mochaccino version and maybe a maple one—I returned my attention to the book. Still, nothing was clear; the book project remained on hold.

At the start of 2019, I had the most unusual urge to purchase a piano. After a second client shared a positive experience with online piano lessons, I thought, why not. Whereas throughout the difficult years of my youth, books had been my friends, music had been my medicine. My younger brother was a gifted pianist, and my father was a fabulous guitarist, but all I could play was vinyl on the turntable. While I may have felt somewhat intimidated by the talent around me, that didn’t stop me from listening. I dove into jazz and blues, enjoying everything from Stan Getz to Sonny Terry and Brownie McGee, the classics, from Chopin to Rachmaninoff, and the occasional Bach Cello Suites, just to get my thinking straight. There was nothing like a shot of Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto No. 2 to uncork deep-seated emotions, although Piano Concerto No. 3 did a fine job too, as did the beautiful Diana Ross singing “Good Morning Heartache” or “God Bless the Child.” Admittedly, I have odd musical tastes; but the fact remains that music was—and still is—such wonderful medicine.

Apparently, I was now in need of medicine. Not that I had ever stopped listening to music; quite the contrary. There was always music playing in the background in my home, usually smooth jazz—does it get any smoother than Kenny Rankin?—and, of course, the Standards, my favourites of the last couple of decades. Who can resist Rod Stewart singing “The Very Thought of You”? So when I learned that a new session of beginner piano lessons was starting the following week, I got busy. There was research to be done on which piano I should buy, and then there was the matter of shuffling furniture around to fit the instrument in my closet-sized condo. In less than two weeks, I had begun my first piano lessons, there was a brand-new Yamaha P125 in my living room, and, strangely, the furniture managed to flow even better than before. Go figure; feng shui at its best!

By the winter of 2020, I had progressed through several online beginner jazz and blues piano courses, posted a mini-eBook of my cheesecake recipes on my blog, gathered up over 90,000 words of notes, written a preface and made a rough list of topics to be developed for the book. While the music and cheesecakes were doing rather well, such was not the case with the writing. I had collected a lot of notes but still did not see how to put it all together. There was no clear direction; something was missing.

Detour into Darkness

Then along came the global crisis known as COVID-19. As “normal” life came to a halt, like many, I headed to the Internet in search of information. What I discovered was that there was no shortage of information in today’s world. Besides daily updates from our prime minister and the evening news, I listened to talks by scientists, traditional and non-traditional doctors, as well as messages from various channellers and spiritual teachers. I also stumbled across the rants of a few conspiracy theorists and, although some of what was being said was somewhat interesting, I decided that these were not for me. I was neither a scientist nor a medical professional, and therefore could not correctly distinguish fact from fiction. I needed to be able to discern for myself what information would be helpful for me.

I discovered that many of the teachings that have emerged since the turn of the century were very interesting, all the more so that they supported my insights on the shift from Pisces to Aquarius. A few of these messages even corroborated—nearly verbatim—items in the notes I had gathered over the past couple of years. However, while some of the material was in harmony with my current understanding, the more I delved into teachings on awakening or enlightenment, the more I became confused. There were disturbing discrepancies and outright contradictions among the works of popular teachers, which, even when allowing for variations in the use of language, context and terminology, simply could not be reconciled. As the weeks passed, I grew more confused than I had been in a very long time; in fact, I couldn’t recall ever having been so confused. 

Overwhelmed by doubt, I began to question everything I thought I knew and understood until one night, it all came to a crashing halt. The page I had been reading on the Internet suddenly disappeared. It was as though something in the heavens had cried STOP—and it stopped. All that remained was darkness. I had reached a point where I doubted everything I had ever studied, everything I had learned and believed, and worst of all, everything I had written about in my books. I doubted even the existence of God—the God with whom I had begun to enjoy a peaceful, loving connection. Nothing could be proved. Nothing could be validated. I was lost. Everything I had learned over a lifetime of study no longer made sense. Life no longer had meaning. Only darkness remained.

Indeed, I had fallen into a very dark funk. A trained astrologer would immediately recognize the pileup of planets in Capricorn transiting over Chiron (also known as the wounded healer) in the 12th house of my astrology chart, locking me into a dark, seemingly endless tunnel. I casually—or perhaps not so casually—refer to the 12th house as the house of garbage, that place where we shove stuff out of sight to be dealt with later. Judging by the mess in the dark tunnel, later had arrived, and it demanded attention. What was this thing called awakening, anyway? What was this nonsense about enlightenment? Had I wasted my entire life on a senseless quest? Who was I kidding! I was living in a world that was more insane than ever, I had lost faith in everything I thought I knew, and I couldn’t see my way through the darkness. 

As though it wasn’t enough for my spirit to be blinded by confusion, the day following a Mother’s Day online video dinner with my daughters, pain suddenly began to creep into my left shoulder and arm. During the day, the pain grew so intense that I could no longer use my arm. Desperate for relief but not inclined to make my way to the hospital during the pandemic, I called the emergency health line. I jotted down recommendations for pain relief medication as well as instructions for icing the affected area. Unable to go to the pharmacy, I reached out to a neighbour for help. Fortunately, she had the recommended items; no need to go to the store. 

To add panic to pain, the ON Switch on my computer started to fail. A broken computer was the worst thing that could happen to a self-employed consultant and writer. My entire life was in that device. Although I had a backup PC on standby, I hadn’t turned it on in quite a while. There was no guarantee that my software would work smoothly or that it actually would boot up since it too had suffered mechanical problems. 

This was indeed a very dark tunnel, and there wasn’t a song in the world that could relieve the anguish that infused every corner of my mind. I couldn’t move, couldn’t write and obviously, couldn’t practise the piano nor have fun in the kitchen. There was only pain and darkness. All I could do was settle in my armchair as comfortably as possible and meditate. And so it was that I meditated for hours at a time, joining with the tall poplar tree outside my window, enjoying the beauty of nature, enfolded by the warm, loving, healing arms of the Source of Life.

Not accustomed to allopathic remedies, the recommended pain relief tablets made me feel dizzy, and the cream did nothing to alleviate the pain. The following day, a friend picked up some homeopathic granules and Bach Flower Remedies for me at the local health food store. I figured I’d address the dark funk as well as the physical problem. My work with the Bach Flower Remedies dated back half a century, so it was easy to pick out the ones I needed for my current situation. I started with my usual, basic personality type—Water Violet, for the quiet, monk-like isolator personality—and added Pine for self-appreciation and Larch for confidence in my ability to finish this book.

Remarkably, within a couple of days, the pain had subsided considerably. I let a few more days pass before making normal use of the arm, not wanting to aggravate the situation. My recovery was so rapid that some of my friends asked for help to select Bach Flower Remedies for them and their family members, something I was all too pleased to do. I even dusted off the Certificate from a course I had taken over twenty years ago and put it up on my wall. 

During the following week, very slowly, I began organizing the notes for my book. Since I was still resting my arm, I worked with pen and paper while comfortably seated on my balcony. I also got help from my tech guy on how to deal with the computer problem temporarily. While my arm and shoulder continued to heal, Rock Water and Impatiens were added to my Bach Flower mix, addressing my need for flexibility and patience. 

While perusing my notes from 2017, I came across an interesting entry. Although I do not recall the issue being addressed at the time—likely some channelled work recommended by a friend—I was surprised by its relevance and helpfulness. This is an example of the main reason I record the guidance as it comes to me; I tend to forget it. So I was very glad for my neurotic process of recording, dictating and printing, and, of course, multiple backups.

“If you are thinking of these things, you are thinking and not listening. So already, it is a distraction. You may also be thinking of things or placing your attention on things that are not appropriate or not needed by you. You were picking up on information that is currently being circulated. It is okay to let it go now. You will be shown what you need to see; you will be told what you need to know for your own growth. 

“If you persist in this direction with these materials, if you get tangled up and caught up in it, you could be putting your attention in a direction that would actually delay your unfolding, pointing you in a direction that is not needed or is even inappropriate for you. Not all of the information that is currently circulating is appropriate for you. While you pursue these avenues, you will strengthen the imagery associated with the messages. You will maintain these pictures in your mind, again, very likely causing a distraction or delay in your own unfolding.

“Information can only be harmful if it causes fear, doubt, uncertainty, divisiveness, I’m right you’re wrong, you’re not following my path, hatred, etc. Only pursue these interests out of simple curiosity; do not let any of these images or ideas dwell in your mind, dwell in your awareness. They colour your view or your vision, and hinder your progress. As we have seen, your vision is growing increasingly clear. There is no need to push it or attempt to accelerate the process. 

“There is nothing wrong with being aware of what is going on because you will have clients who are aware of these things and will ask questions of you. However, simply do not dwell on them. Be aware that all information is not appropriate for everyone at the same time. And yes, you are right in thinking that some of these messages may not be reflecting the truth. While you are thinking and perhaps adjusting your belief structures, you are not in a clear, open position to sense what is right and what is wrong, to sense the truth.”

Yes, indeed. Needing to get back to my peaceful path, I turned to those teachings that brought me comfort—those that were anything but confusing and contradictory. In a moment of quiet contemplation, I heard—and felt—the loving words “welcome back.” I breathed a deep sigh of relief. Yes, peace is so much better than confusion and darkness.

Meeting the True Self

Over the weeks that followed, the darkness faded, and I began to see very clearly, as though with fresh new eyes. Everything I had learned over a lifetime of study started to come together and make more sense than it ever had. The meaning of life was shifting. It became clear that as we transition into the Age of Aquarius, humanity is at a major crossroads—perhaps the most significant one we have encountered in a very long time—and we are in the driver’s seat. It is time, now. As the weeks turned into months, my perspective continued to shift, but the book remained on the back burner. How could I write about what I saw in a way that would be easily understood, let alone accepted, by those who had never pursued a spiritual path—the ones I felt needed to be reached? How would those who were not familiar with or even remotely interested in astrology receive this work? 

What might initially have appeared as resistance to writing turned out to be a vital timeout allowing for new learning to be discovered and appreciated while clearing out what was no longer relevant. Old, deeply buried beliefs about who and what I was, those beliefs that stood in the way of further progress, were released. As the vibrant colours of summer yielded to the golden hues of autumn, I swept away chunks of garbage from my tunnel, particularly the sticky doubts about my credentials as a writer that crept up from time to time. I wasn’t a doctor; I wasn’t a scientist or a pastor; I wasn’t a channeller; I didn’t have a Ph.D. or any other fancy degree. Plus, according to some, as an astrologer, I was performing the work of the devil. Garbage! All garbage. Out it all went. It was all garbage. I may not be a doctor or a scientist or a pastor, but I Am. I Am, and You Are, and that is all that matters. We are Life expressed; therefore, each one of us has a voice, a voice that deserves and needs to be heard.

In December, just as I was getting back into the writing, my life was put on pause once again. This time, the flare-up was in my right arm, with pain that was worse than it had been back in May—if that were even possible. Being right-handed, as might be imagined, that put a stop to everything. I was stunned. Why had this happened again? What was I doing wrong? What more did I need to learn? 

Very simply, this time around, I was reminded of a significant attribute of the human soul. Maybe I study and write about strange, spiritual, New Age, esoteric topics—at least to some, actually just about everyone I know—but there is one lesson that is not esoteric. It is a lesson that everyone has learned and, above all, experienced: that we are all capable of giving and receiving love. As friends stepped up to help with groceries or to help me put on my coat when I was ready to go for a walk or help retrieve the phone that had fallen behind my dresser, I knew that love surrounded me. And that is the greatest lesson of all, the perfect lesson for the Age of Aquarius. We are never alone, and love is in everyone and everything, even in a challenging health issue.

Interestingly, a post I had shared a couple of years earlier popped up as a memory on my social media page.

As humiliating as it may seem, when you ask for help, you provide an opportunity for a kind soul to make the gift of helping. So please ask, so someone can open their heart and discover all that they have to give. To ask is to make a great gift.

Once again, I prepared some Bach Flower Remedies. This time I included Vervain—I tend to overwork once I get started—and Scleranthus to address the remaining ambivalence about writing. Again, the pain and inflammation went away remarkably quickly. In just over a week, I was able to flap my arm up and down like I was ready to fly. My friends were so impressed that once again, I
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