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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT

ON DRAGONFLY WINGS

On Dragonfly Wings may be the least threatening, most touching and thoughtful explorations of past life regression a reader can experience. Starting with the death of her brother, Daniela Norris follows her heart to find what she already intuitively knows: We maintain connections with those we love who have gone before and we will meet again. We have only to listen, and to remember. In this outstanding, concise, easily readable book, Norris provides a remarkable journey into this ‘remembering.’ She melts the barriers between life and death in a gentle, loving way. Through her experiences, and with tears and laughter, Norris guides us toward our inner selves and helps us remember who we truly are.

Jim PathFinder Ewing, author of Reiki Shamanism: A Guide to Out-of-Body Healing and Conscious Food: Sustainable Growing, Spiritual Eating

Daniela Norris takes the reader, with warmth and grace, into the discovery of another reality. On Dragonfly Wings is an amazing read, very well written, where from the start we know we are in the hands of a trustworthy and sensitive writer. The pages start to turn on their own as if scenes in a dream sequence. Norris is a master at opening doors and explaining what awaits us. She bids us to accompany her on her journey to mediumship. And we are the richer for having been given this opportunity.

Susan Tiberghien, author of Looking for Gold and One Year to a Writing Life

Dragonfly Wings is filled with education, wisdom and hope for everyone who has lost a loved one or needs information to heal their personal grief. Daniela Norris’ journey has expanded her own life and will definitely inspire yours. The death of her brother is Daniela’s spiritual gain. The ripple effect is that anyone who reads this book will be similarly blessed!

Lo Anne Mayer, author of Celestial Conversations: Healing Relationships After Death.

A delightful book that you will find hard to put down once you start to read.

Andy Tomlinson, author of Healing the Eternal Soul and Exploring the Eternal Soul

On Dragonfly Wings is at once the story of a journey and a guide to entering the realm of the spiritual. Inspired by the tragic death of her brother, Daniela Norris recounts how this life-changing event opened up her heart and her mind to a whole other perspective on the world and thereby to another way of life. Poignant and practical, risk-taking yet with a dose of skepticism that we can perhaps all identify with when first considering such concepts as past-lives, the afterlife and the power of positive thought and energy, it is at once comforting and thoughtprovoking. This illuminating book guides the reader with gentleness and understanding to ask ourselves the questions that Daniela Norris has asked herself.

Sharon Pollack, writer-director of Everything Relative
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“Elementary logic requires that, in order to discuss an issue, one should be familiar with it. The opinion of a critic has no value unless they talk about something they know perfectly well.”

(Allan Kardec, Book on Mediums and Evokers, 1861)





For Michael 





Preface

My brother Michael died on a late spring day in May. He was just a week short of twenty. I was thirty-eight. I believe this is when it all started, or perhaps it started some twenty years earlier – or maybe even twenty years before that – but I was always told that stories don’t necessarily have to start at the beginning. So the question of when it all started becomes futile, especially if you believe in the elasticity of time.

Michael went swimming a week before his twentieth birthday, and drowned. It was a hot Thursday and steam rose from the white sand like an omen from the mouth of an oracle. Pale blue linum flowers withered in the afternoon heat, and he decided to go to the beach with a few of his friends. Michael was tall and strong. In fact, he was on a weekend’s leave from the military – my brother was a tank commander. Tank commanders are not the most likely people to drown in the sea on a hot, sunny day. But the sea was rough, and the group chose a spot far away from the lifeguard. Some of the guys went surfing and another fell asleep in the sun. It was Michael and another friend who volunteered to accompany one of the girls who wanted to go in for a dip despite the turbulent waters.

The water was angry and murky, and even though they only went in waist deep, it very quickly turned into a swirling rip current. The girl got out; Michael’s friend made it back as well.

Michael didn’t.





One

regressing

There are twenty of us in the large room. The ceiling is high and imposing and the large carpet soft and inviting. Some of us are seated on the comfortable sofas that are arranged along the walls, while others sit at the foot of the sofas, on the plush carpet. Four large chandeliers hang over our heads, while we all watch Bob, who lies on a mattress in the middle of the circle we’ve formed. His eyes are closed, but his eyelids flutter. Even I – being myopic – can see it clearly. And I don’t really know if I believe in hypnosis – or in life after death, or in reincarnation for that matter – but I am there, watching with curiosity and a mixture of awe and apprehension.

“Where are you?” asks the man sitting next to him, in a soft voice. This is Andy, our instructor.

“A field,” mumbles Bob. “A field, it is dry, very, very dry…”

“Tell me more,” says Andy.

Bob is silent for a few moments, as if he is observing something important. People under hypnosis often take a while to respond.

“It hasn’t rained for months,” says Bob. “We have no food. Everyone’s hungry.”

“Do you have a family or are you alone?”

“I think I do…yes…a wife, I have a wife. And a small child. They are hungry. I need to find a way to feed them.”

Bob is breathing hard, and we cannot take our eyes off his face and his wildly fluttering eyelids. He sees images, images that cause him pain, that affect him deeply. For him, at that very moment, these images are more real than the twenty people sitting in a circle around him. For Bob, we are all thin air at this moment. The dry field, the wife, the hungry child, are real. And he is struggling, struggling with finding a way to get food for them.

“To the count of three, I am going to take you to the next significant event,” says Andy. “One, two, three. Where are you now?”

Bob starts crying silently. His lips quiver. We all hold our breaths.

“I am standing by their graves…” he whispers. Some of the people in the circle inch forward, struggling to hear.

“What happened?” asks Andy, his voice low and compassionate.

“I couldn’t help them, I couldn’t…” whispers Bob, tears rolling down his cheeks. His eyes remain closed.

“What happens next?” asks Andy, and Bob proceeds to describe an uneventful end of a life, which seems to be all about coping with failure, death and grief. It is difficult to watch him struggle with his internal demons, but when Bob is brought back into the here and now, his eyes shine.

“Now I understand,” he says. “I understand some things about my current life.”

Andy smiles and nods. He doesn’t ask Bob to share his insights with the others.

“All we need to know is that Bob has something to work with,” Andy says. “This has achieved his session’s objective.”

We all take a break and gather outside, nursing our warm mugs in our hands. This is rural England, after all, and an afternoon break for a cup of tea on the lawn is part of what one does regularly when attending a past life hypnotic regression course.

Not far from the Dorset coast, in a beautiful old mansion now used as a spiritual retreat center. The Regression Academy runs training courses for Past Life Regression Therapists.

I am now one of the students.

Clutching my cup of tea, I approach Janet, one of the teaching assistants in the course. I’ve heard she is a talented medium, and I want to ask her about the previous night’s events, as they’ve been on my mind all day.

“Hi, Janet,” I say gingerly, not sure how to approach the bizarre question I am about to ask. I am certain that anywhere else such a question would get me some very strange looks, but I have the feeling that I might get away with it here, in this magical estate where the floors creak and the paint on the ceilings peels in long, crumbling strips.

This magnificent place carries a very tangible out-of-this-world quality, one where anything is possible.

“Hi,” she says. “How are you doing?”

Janet used to work in Investment Management in London for many years, until one day she’d heard her true calling. She had a natural gift for mediumship and as a child she regularly conversed with spirits and ghosts. Her family wasn’t too impressed so she tried to ignore these gifts when she was younger; she even thought of them as a curse at various points in her life. But once she learned how to harness and use her special gift to help others, she abandoned her job in the City and started working as a therapist. She now specializes in releasing dark energies.

“Fine,” I say, “really good. I just wanted to ask you about last night…”

Janet smiles, and takes a long sip out of her mug.





Two

bad news travels fast

When someone tells you to call them because they have bad news, you hope that perhaps you didn’t hear correctly. Then you hope that maybe it is something relatively minor like a broken arm or a stolen car.

I was in London with my friend Shireen when I got the news of Michael’s death. Shireen is Palestinian, I am Israeli – and we’ve written a book together. It is an exchange of letters between two women on both sides of the Israeli-Palestinian divide. In it we discuss history and politics, but also music, recipes and the education of our children.

We’d been asked by our publisher to come to London to attend a series of events related to the book launch. Although we’d both been to London before and appreciated all the city has to offer, it was the first time we were there as representatives of our respective people and cultures. Truth be told, we never thought of ourselves as representatives of anything. We are simply two women, two mothers, who think that all the fighting and bloodshed are unnecessary: that our two peoples can live together in the same land, and that it is the extremists on both sides who hinder the process. But when you write a book on the subject, you somehow immediately become responsible – in the eyes of many – for every stupid action or unintelligent word from your people and your government. We were just discovering this universal truth, but we did find some time for shopping and socializing between the various literary events and interviews our publisher had organized. Overall, we were having a good time.

When I got that message from my mom, Shireen and I, together with our four-year-old boys Mohammad and Adam, were on a bus near Marble Arch. We’d just finished eating at Wetherspoon’s, a local pub chain. It is perhaps not the most obvious place to eat when an Israeli and a Palestinian visit London, but it is a great place to eat when you’re dragging a couple of little boys in tow and are desperate for something tasty, quick and affordable. So we ate a huge curry with heaps of white rice, surrendered to the children’s requests for a humongous warm chocolate cake with vanilla ice cream and then got onto the bus to go back to our hotel.

The red double-decker bus struggled through the afternoon rush-hour traffic, inching its way among taxis and cars driven by people keen to get back home and start the weekend. Adam and Muhammad sat like two little statues, which was not at all typical of them – they are the kind of boys who’d normally be spotted climbing on chairs, emptying out the cupboards or rearranging the furniture.

But they were fascinated by what went on around them – the people, the colors, the foreign landscape of a bustling city in a pre-weekend frenzy. I smiled at Shireen, recognizing the shared pleasure of a few moments of relative quiet for two mothers who’ve just had a hectic week. We’d already agreed a long time ago that the things we shared were greater than the things that divided us, even if without any doubt those latter existed. I then peeked at my mobile phone. There was a missed call from my mom, and a message on the answering system.

It is strange how certain events in life get broken down into the ‘befores’ and the ‘afters’. ‘Before’ things are as they are, no more and no less than what you experience at a certain moment and then forget. The ‘after’, or that specific ‘after’, was the afternoon of a sticky day in late May. It was my mom’s strained voice that sounded in my ear, with the background of white noise of people, cars, passengers on the bus.

She said, “Call home as soon as you can, I’ve got bad news.”

“I have a ninety-five-year-old grandmother, a wonderful stepdad who underwent heart surgery last month and a brother who is a soldier. Who do you think it is?” I asked Shireen, already feeling the beginning of a lump in my throat and a pain in my stomach.

“Don’t think like this,” she said. “Maybe it’s something else.”

I normally trust Shireen’s analysis of things, but even she didn’t look convinced.

We waited until the bus spat us out on a busy street dotted with Middle-Eastern restaurants, and I ducked into the entrance of one of them to dial my mom’s number. Shireen grabbed the two little boys by the hand and took a few steps back.

While I pressed the keys slowly, the smell of deep fried falafel drifted towards me, and it made me feel sick. My mom picked up the phone on the third ring.

“I don’t know how to tell you this,” she said in a strained voice. I took a deep breath.

“What is it, Mom?”

“Michael drowned.”

I didn’t dare exhale, but then I had to.

“Drowned? What do you mean ‘drowned’?”

This didn’t make any sense, or maybe it did but my mind refused to accept the two words – a subject and a verb – that formed an entire sentence; a sentence that was about to rock my world. They just didn’t connect together –“Michael” and “drowned”. After all, Michael was a soldier. Soldiers don’t drown, do they? They get killed, they get bombed, they get shot. They even get kidnapped in certain parts of our mad world. But drown? This was surely some kind of mistake.

Later Shireen told me that as soon as she heard it was my brother, she just hoped it did not have anything to do with ‘them’ – with Palestinians. She knew that my brother was a soldier in the Israeli army and felt ambivalent about this fact. On one hand, this was her good friend’s little brother. On the other, he was part of what she always referred to as ‘The Occupation Forces’. She could deal with me being Israeli, a civilian (she managed to push the fact that I am a former officer in The Occupation Forces out of her mind – most of the time), but that I had a brother who was a soldier – that was a different story altogether. But now he was gone – even if it still felt as if it couldn’t be part of reality, not just yet, and I was stuck in London at the end of a book tour with a friend who was not just any friend, but one who some people would consider to be my enemy. This ‘enemy’ threw her arms around me and helped me get through that first sleepless night.

Anyone who has experienced the sudden loss of a loved one knows that the first night is the most surreal. All the thoughts that rush into your head and prevent you from sleeping bang against each other like a bag of pebbles, creating so much chatter and noise that make it impossible to sleep.

Finally, in the early hours of the morning when my exhaustion forced me into the comforting arms of temporary oblivion, I surrendered, only to wake up a few short hours later with the new reality hitting me with the impact of a car crash.

Somehow, I managed to get through that night and through the next day before I got the first available flight to Tel Aviv.
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