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To my husband: To the man who became my sanctuary. Thank you for being the steady ground beneath my feet while I traveled back into the shifting tides of the past. For twenty-nine years, your presence has been the safety that allowed me to heal. Your love gave me the courage to look at every shadow, to hold every memory with compassion, and to finally embrace the profound process of letting go, one page at a time. You are the anchor that ensures I always return home.

To my brother: To my first ally and the keeper of our shared history. Thank you for being the lighthouse in the storms of our childhood. You were my protector and my friend in a world that often felt chaotic and undefined. From the sun-drenched days of the Okanagan to the silent understandings that only we share, your unwavering love and kindness shaped the woman I became. This book belongs to your story as much as it does to mine.

To Nicole Roth: To my soul sister and partner in sovereignty. Thank you for holding the energetic container for this work. For reading my chapters with infinite patience, for offering the insights that lifted the story into clarity, and for walking beside me with a heart that truly listens. Your intuition polished these pages, and your belief in my voice helped me stand tall in my truth.

To the child I once was: To the little girl who hid in the cedar beams and learned to fly when the room became too heavy. I honor your genius. I bow to your resilience. You carried the light through every shadow so that I could stand here today in the fullness of the sun. Your spirit created this book. Your truth breathes through every line. We made it.

To the readers: And to you, who holds this book in your hands. For the stories you carry in the quiet of your own heart, for the embers that refuse to fade, and for your own beautiful rising. May these pages offer you warmth, validation, and a gentle reminder that your light is ancient, sovereign, and entirely unshakeable.

Always.

AUTHOR’S NOTE

This book emerged from a lifetime of truth held within the sanctuary of my body. For years, the memories lived like echoes, some sharp, some soft, all waiting for the divine moment to rise. When I finally began writing, the pages arrived in waves. Some memories emerged gently, while others arrived like storms moving through my nervous system. Every word required honesty, compassion, and absolute presence.

I crafted these pages for clarity. I wrote them for the child I once was, for the woman I have become, and for anyone who has walked through shadows with a light inside them that burned with an eternal brightness.

The Sacred Reunion

As I wrote, I felt my younger self standing close. I perceived her breath steadying, her energy softening, and her presence settling into a deep peace. This book became our reunion. It built a bridge between the child who endured and the woman who reclaimed our life.

Writing this was an act of sovereignty. It was an act of remembrance and an act of honoring every part of my journey, especially the experiences that were once held in silence.

To My Readers

If these pages land in your hands, may they meet you gently. May they remind you that your story holds immense value, and may they offer you a sense of companionship in your own remembering.

This is my truth. It is offered with an open heart; from the light I came from and the light I return to each day.

Candi Lin Robertson, M.Sc.
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Some stories arrive with the force of a storm. Others arrive as quiet visitors, sitting at the edge of the bed to whisper, “It is time.” This narrative chose the latter.

For decades, I held my history in the deep, sealed chambers of my body. I lived in forward motion. I raised my children, walked my path, built my work, and tended to the lives around me with every ounce of strength I possessed. My gaze remained fixed on the horizon. The past existed behind a veil, present but silent, until the day the veil thinned, and the truth asked to be held with open hands.

Writing this book became an awakening. Each memory rose from the depths in its own rhythm, arriving to be witnessed at last. Some came sharp and trembling; others arrived soft, wrapped in sunlight and small miracles. Every memory carried a pulse of meaning and a thread of the woman I became.

This is a story of alchemy. It is the chronicle of a child who walked through shadow and light with her eyes wide open. I was a child who perceived the energetic world long before I possessed the vocabulary for it, experiencing the test of life and the blessing of it in the same breath. I thrived through instinct, intuition, and an unbreakable connection to Source.

What you are about to read is truth, shaped the way memory shapes itself: nonlinear, vivid, sometimes jagged, and always real. My intention is recognition. If you have navigated your own labyrinth, or if you have sought to be seen, heard, and understood, may this story sit beside you the way a quiet friend would. Steady. Honest. Present.

I offer this book as an invitation to possibility. The human spirit possesses an innate knowledge of how to rise. This is the story of how mine did.
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Some childhoods are shaped by soft hands and steady laughter. Mine was carved from a different texture. I grew up walking the thin, vibrating edge between realms, living beside spirits and shadows. I navigated a home where my mother's pain filled every hallway like a dense fog, and I moved through it with a sensitivity so vivid it felt like living without skin, every shift in energy understood by instinct alone.

Yet, through it all, a radiant light moved with me. It guided each step through places that asked more of a child than any child should have to hold. This book moves far beyond memory; it unfolds as the map of a soul waking up to itself. It is a path through homes that shifted like seasons, through presences felt in the corners, and through the unseen strands that stitched each moment of my early life into something meaningful.

This story also carries immense beauty. It holds the wide beaches that sheltered me and the oceans that taught me how to listen. It carries the warmth of my brother’s laughter, the golden sweetness of Okanagan summers, the steady companionship of a horse with wise eyes, and the quiet blessing of snowflakes patterned with sacred geometry.

It is the story of a child who perceived what many overlook, who sensed what others turn away from, and who navigated experiences that reshaped her inner world. And it is the story of the woman she becomes steady in her center, sovereign in her being, and aligned fully with Source.

You are about to enter a landscape where light and shadow walk together. It is a place where innocence holds its shape through every challenge, and where gifts rise even while bound by circumstance. It is where endurance grows into strength, and strength evolves into embodied wisdom.

This memoir is crafted with specific intention. Each memory and lesson carried onto these pages is chosen for its medicine and its purpose. Many experiences remain held in sacred privacy, honored within my own healing. What you read here is the part of my story that feels ready, aligned, and meaningful for the journey we walk together.

This is a book of remembering. A book of rising. A return to the truth of your essence, especially in a world that often tries to bend it into smaller shapes.

Welcome to my story. Welcome to the path of the child who kept seeing, and the woman who finally understands the purpose of every step.

THE LIGHT I CAME FROM

A Childhood Memoir of Sight, Spirit, and Survival
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Wave One: The Early Sight

	The Light I Came From

	The Light Around My Crib

	Learning to Trust the Warnings

	The House That Never Stayed Still

	The Descent

	The Open Door

	The Blank Tape

	The Body’s Mercy

	The Harvest in the Living Room

	Sarah and the House That Breathed

	The Attempt

	The Foster Home

	Learning to Read the Room

	The Return and the Choice

	The Bathtub

	The Endurance of Light

	The Fireplace

	The Sight That Never Closed


Wave Two: Guardians and High Frequencies

	The Command

	Known by Name

	The Song Without a Name

	The Lights Above the House

	The Arcturian Light

	Guardians In the City

	Everyday Miracles

	Summers in the Okanagan

	The Shift in the Air

	The Left Hand

	The Hand That Knows Its Own Way


Wave Three: Brotherhood and Small Rebellions

	Jericho Beach

	The Teacher of Water

	My Brother

	The Gift of a Brother

	Adventures with My Brother

	The Shape of Courage

	Flintstone Park

	Freedom in Small Acts

	The Lie Detector

	The Shape of Wonder

	The Day I Met My Hero

	The Light Behind the Myth




Wave Four: The Rhythms of Nature

	From Crystal to Grass

	Tatlow Park

	The Surface That Holds Us

	The Turning of Light

	Halloween

	Seeing Both Worlds

	The Final Mask (Note from Future Self)

	Between the Shadows and Light

	Christmas

	The Snow’s Secret Language


Wave Five: The Awakening of the Hands

	The Return to Routine

	School Days

	Grade 6

	Fierce Love

	The Quiet Gift

	The Hands That Remembered

	The Remembering Hands

	The Woman Made of Light

	The Memory of Gold

	Where Light Meets Water

	Boundary Bay

	Between the Worlds


Wave Six: The Shattered Shield

	The Current Shifts

	The Bookstore

	The Silence That Spoke

	The Edge of Freedom

	Fires at The Beach

	The Broken Shield

	The Echo of Departure

	The Weight of the Unspoken

	The Wounded Homo Sapien: Sensory Overload

	The School of Concrete and Glass

	The Shift from Sky to Earth

	Fast Cars and First Love

	West End Girls

	The Language of Frequency

	The Sound of Absence




Wave Seven: The Mastery of Transition

	The Summer That Changed

	When the Earth Stood Still

	The Listening Light

	Knowing the Departure

	The Vision Through the Screen

	The Journey to Ecuador

	Threads of Time

	The Divided Path

	The Distance of Grace


Wave Eight: The Tribe and the Rescue

	The ML’s

	Unlikely Angels

	The Shield of the Tribe

	The Shadow of the Crown

	The Raid

	After the Smoke Cleared

	The Rescue Plane

	The Years of Fire Rising

	The Fire That Protected Me

	The Edge of a New World

	The Road Between the Cities

	The Final Alchemy

	A Breath of Stillness (Epilogue)


––––––––
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Attuned to the Shimmer

I WAS BORN SEEING BECAUSE of a soul design, rather than pain, shock, or loss. I arrived that way, eyes wide to more than one world, already attuned to the currents between realms. The light, the sound, and the movement beneath surfaces were all familiar. Before I had language, I could feel energy speaking through vibration. I could sense the hum behind a tree, the quiet pulse of a person’s thoughts, and the shimmer of beings who lived between breaths.

Everything about it felt natural. It was simply the way I perceived. The trauma that came later only challenged the sight I already carried. The density of this world pressed against the clarity I held, attempting to make me forget, yet I stayed true to that memory. Even when fear surrounded me, the sight stayed clear.

I was born connected to Source as a memory rather than a belief. The gift was mine from the first heartbeat. It was a gift I already possessed, with nothing to earn, prove, or find again. It has always been who I am. I could hear sadness in the wind, anger in the walls, and fear in people’s words. When someone spoke untruth, the sound cracked like glass and pierced through me.

The nights were the hardest. The dark felt alive, full of frequencies that slid across my skin, heavy with distortion. I would close my eyes and call to my star team, the ones who had guided me before this life. They had sung to me once, their voices like shimmering light across the void.

In this space, they were quiet. The dark had taken them out long before I arrived. I felt their absence like a missing heartbeat. Loneliness became my first teacher. It taught me to listen deeper, beyond sound, beyond pain, until I could find the one constant frequency still clear: Source. That whisper saved me. Even when the planet’s heaviness pressed against me, I would find that thread and hold it. In a world that prized noise, I learned to hear silence. In a world that rewarded blending in, I learned to disappear and observe. In a world that forgot the stars, I learned to keep them alive inside me.

The child that I was belonged here in a unique way because she carried a frequency that would one day help others remember what they had forgotten: the sound of home.

The Light Around the Crib

My stepfather came into our lives when I was still a baby, barely able to stand in my crib. He told me later that the first time he saw me, he did not fall in love with my mother first. He fell in love with me. He said the room itself seemed alive, with sunlight moving through the curtains like liquid gold and the air humming with presence. He had the sight too.

Where others might have seen only walls and shadows, he saw an entire kingdom layered through the space. Black panthers paced at the edges and lions were watchful. A white tiger lay there with its energy wrapping around the crib, while dragons coiled in light and griffins hovered near the ceiling. Fairies drifted like dust made of stars, and angels arched their wings above them all. It was a living menagerie of guardians, each radiating a different tone of strength and grace.

He said that when he looked into my crib, he saw the same light pulsing inside me, an old, radiant intelligence that was golden at the center and threaded with rose and white fire. He rested his hands on the rail and felt warmth rising through them, an echo of home. He told me there was a light within me so magical he could hardly look away. It was not a baby’s light; it was the light of someone who had travelled through many worlds.

My mother did not like that kind of seeing. She carried her own wounds and, through her eyes, his tenderness toward me looked like rejection. Resentment took root early, and I grew up in that tension: the devotion of one heart and the anger of another. Even as an infant, I could feel both fields pressing
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	I have become ambidextrous.

	I can write, paint, build, and bless with either hand.

	Each knows how to create.

	Each knows how to feel.

	Each remembers the intelligence of Source moving through me.
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