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PREFACE


This book is meant to be a gift. It may seem wrapped up in strange paper and challenging string, but when you manage to cut through the ties and unfold the uneven, crinkled wrappings, there will be a treasure with profound beauty and depth, glimmering with hope and wonder.



I was given this gift, and I’m sharing it with you so that you’ll know what I know—that miracles are everywhere and Spirit is whispering messages of Divine guidance and love to you whenever you’re willing to listen. I wrote this book to help you remember how to enter the conversation and understand the language that Spirit has used since time began. This is a language that will send loving messages to help you on your spiritual journeys as you express Life in human form.

I come to this gift-giving place from long experience. For the past 20 years, I’ve made my living as an intuitive counselor, accessing the world of Spirit through my sixth sense in service to those who have sought me out for my Sight (my intuitive abilities), objectivity, and perspective. Because initially I was reluctant to commit to what eventually became a full-time profession, I eschewed advertising or promotion of any kind. I only had aspirations of being a musical recording artist and doggedly pursued that dream while resisting—yet accepting—doing readings to pay the bills. In spite of this, my client base grew through word of mouth to attract people from 29 countries worldwide. Although my singing career garnered me a record deal with EMI music, my work as an intuitive led me to Hay House. What began as skeptical, fearful reluctance is expressed here with an open mind, integrity, faith, and passion for what I now know to be a true calling.

I call myself an intuitive rather than a psychic in order to make the multisensory experience we all share more acceptable and hopefully more accessible. I refer to my work as an intuitive medium in the same way. This is because I believe that what’s known as supernatural or paranormal is about the immortal consciousness we all share, accessed and translated through the sixth sense. As I’ve immersed myself in this world these past 20 years, researching ancient spiritual traditions, studying shamanism and psychology, reading hundreds of books, teaching, and doing readings for more than 40,000 people, what I’ve come to know and experience often challenges the accepted illusion of separation.

My belief is also that what we deem the supernatural to be is just another vastly untapped, misunderstood dimension and resource naturally available to us all. I came to this conclusion because ever since I was a child, I saw and experienced consistent evidence that time, space, and the boundaries of consciousness weren’t limited in the way I was taught. Life and Death, the separation of humanity and Nature, and the concept of God being separated from us are all concepts that have been constantly challenged throughout my personal and professional experience. Although I was reluctant at first to accept that this was very real and not just a personal fluke, the repetition of the evidence has led me to conclude that there’s so much more to reality than we can possibly fathom. We’re more than we know, and so is the natural world.

Over the years, as I tuned my own senses to include Nature and all of Life as possible conduits for a dialogue with Divine guidance, I’ve seen miracles and wondrous things unfold. As I turned to Spirit for guidance and I learned to discern the messages I received, I came to believe that this force is immanent and everywhere and always willing to converse with us if we sincerely want to know the will of the Divine. All we need is to know how to read the signs and discern truth from fantasy.

This book offers you a way to explore this world through stories and interactive exercises. I hope they’ll ignite the memories in your own immortal soul of a time when you knew Spirit was speaking to you from the rocks and trees, the rivers and the sea, the birds and four-legged creatures, one and all. I hope that you may come to the open acceptance that your loved ones still “live” even when they leave their bodies behind. It’s my wish that this book will nudge your consciousness awake to the Unity we all reside within and to discover that Nature is another face of the Divine, longing to be in partnership with us.

Since the subject of oracles, omens, and signs as a means to access higher guidance is such a broad subject, the book is divided into three distinct parts, although they all relate to each other in some way.

Part I is dedicated to true stories that were chosen to illustrate the meaning of oracles, omens, and signs. I believe that all our life experiences are teaching tools, so I always tell my own tale, because these personal events have driven me to investigate the wonders around me. I want to have a deeper understanding of their meaning to the collective, and I share them so that you can walk a while in my shoes and see if they take you somewhere significant. My stories are all true, although I’ve changed some names and reconstructed some details to protect the privacy of certain individuals. Where I used real names, I’ve done so with written permission.

As well as being autobiographical, this book also features stories about and from some of my clients and friends. You’ll meet interesting characters from my life who first introduced me to the world of Spirit and to some divinatory tools that will be explained later in these pages. You’ll also be invited to explore a new perspective on the role of your animal companions and how they fit into the Divine conversation.

Part II explores the unique history of divination, methods the ancients used to ask for Divine guidance, and the origins of spiritual traditions. You’ll also learn how current cultural prejudice and dismissal of oracles, omens, and signs has been influenced by old religious beliefs. Some of my views may seem a little controversial, depending on your own opinions, but my aim is to explore an ongoing dialogue rather than settle on outmoded dogma. All I ask is that you keep an open mind (then take what you like and leave the rest behind if you choose).

Part III is dedicated to illustrating how Spirit speaks to you and how you can enter the conversation. As well as plenty of stories, there are numerous modernized forms of ancient divination systems for you to explore and be amazed by. You’ll also find an extensive symbol guide to aid you in understanding the symbolic language of Spirit so that you can begin to experience this extraordinary part of ordinary life, long forgotten and longing to be remembered.

In parting, I asked Spirit to send me a message today to share with you as a gift of initiation into the world I’m inviting you to explore. I got into my car and turned on the radio, and my senses amplified as chills went up my arms. Just for you, a woman’s beautiful voice sang that we are all on a journey where the wonders never cease.

May you know how you are truly blessed.

—Colette Baron-Reid
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INTRODUCTION


Messages from Spirit




I went to the beach today and asked for a sign about this book. The process of writing over the course of this past year has brought many answers but also many questions still to explore. That’s a good thing, and representative of the true essence of looking for guidance. In fact, this is what connecting to the Divine is like. It isn’t static and limited by definition, because It is always evolving just as we are.



Whether we say Spirit, the Divine, or any other name, this emergent Awareness reveals Itself to us and through us, always changing and creating something new from what was. The true miracle comes when we recognize that this Consciousness is within and inherently present everywhere. Spirit speaks to us through Nature, through each other, and through all of Life in a constant ever-growing dialogue. The territory of oracles, omens, and signs is only one way to explore this language. It’s a realm of depth and beauty and revelation.

So what does this all mean in the grand scheme of things? What is it I’m trying to convey by inviting you to explore the spiritual territory of oracles, omens, and signs? How do I create a path out of the superstition, fear, and misinterpretations that have formed walls and created fences of barbed wire and broken glass separating us from Truth? There are so many complexities, colors, shapes, and symbols in this language. How can I make all of this simple?

I say only one prayer—the only one that has ever really been answered, and answered as simply as I’ve asked: “Please, Spirit, help me.”

As I walked by the lake today, I allowed my awareness to expand, inviting the natural world to be the vehicle for Divine guidance. The beach is like a sacred prayer path for me. It’s where I find many answers in what appears to be a simple stroll by the water’s edge.



Be Present



As my awareness began to focus on the walk itself, I received my first sign, which I knew was telling me to pay attention and be fully conscious in the present moment. First, let me explain. My nature is to take the same path. I start at the concrete pier near the off-leash area for the local canine citizens, where I greet the dogs by name (although I forget their owners’ names most of the time). I stretch, face the east, and usually smile. I stand at the same place, say my prayer, then walk to the water and follow the beach line about a half mile to another pier, this one made from natural stones all piled up. Here, I turn around and walk back.

So why notice this? Well, there are some days when I miss everything around me. I’m thinking about other things or am having make-believe conversations in my head with people who don’t know I’m working stuff out with them. Distractions aren’t difficult to conjure up, even if I start out praying, “What is Your will for me today?” I still can end up thinking, I am so freaked out that so-and-so said that! or I can’t believe it cost that much. In my thinking mind, sometimes I consider that I’m behind enemy lines. I miss the signs that are presented because I’m not in the moment. When I’m like that, my intuition can’t connect to the oracular consciousness—the higher awareness in every one of us that knows the language of omens and other forms of Divine guidance.

Being present and aware is the key here. The greatest power is in the moment.

My next sign reminded me of the ever-constant emerging and evolving changes of Life. As I walked, I noticed how different things were than when I did the exact same routine the day before. Then, the beach was quiet, the waves gentle and lapping. Today, the waves were rich and powerful, pushing new seaweed fronds to the beach, depositing all kinds of goodies for the seagulls, ducks, and swans. Today, my favorite perfume, “L’eau de Poisson,”  wafted in the breeze—and yes, that’s just a fancy name for “the air smells like fish.” It tells me the lake is alive. The wind doesn’t always smell like that, but this day it did and I love it.

The stones I saw yesterday weren’t the same ones I saw today. I noticed all these beautiful, smooth, glistening rocks that twinkled like tiddledywinks in the sand. I had never seen these before. Every step of the way was noticeably different.

Isn’t that what all of Life is like? Nothing remains the same, even if we retrace our steps over and over. Everything is changing and evolving and growing. The Divine force in all things is constantly creative. All is emergent from one state to another.

This is Nature, the Divine impulse, creating itself in manifest form, an emerging, ever-revealing Consciousness writing a new story from old ones again and again. No matter how the plots change, the Infinite essence that infuses Life is Spirit. We’re an integral part of this whole drama because we’re made of Spirit, as is everything in the manifest world. We’re also the translators of earlier stories and the ones who write new ones, many times borrowing pieces of what came before, changing them to illustrate what exists now.

I walked some more, clearly in the moment and contemplating the world around me, being part of it, immersing myself in the awareness within. Then my attention was caught by something bright white in the sand.

There, in front of me on the beach, was a huge feather lying half on the wet sand, half on the dry sand. One-third of it was pure white and fluffy like snow, and formed a wide base. Although it was lying in the dampness, the white strands were completely clean and dry, which I thought was odd. The other two-thirds of the feather was dirty brown in color and caked with dense, wet sand. It changed shade and shape from the point it emerged from the white base until it formed a twist at the end. It was as if something tangible, heavier, and completely formed came out of a fluffy, formless cloud.

The message was so clear: This is what all Life is like. The essence that allows us to fly, the fluffy white protective feathers of all of Life, is Spirit, without which there can be no flight. Yet Spirit can only soar through the bird’s wing, which is both spiritual and material. This is true for all of us, too. We’re also part of the ever-emerging consciousness of Spirit expressing itself through us.




Children of the Divine





I made myself comfortable on a rock and thought about how we find an intimate relationship with Spirit naturally. How do oracles, omens, and signs provide a bridge between the material world and its spiritual essence? I heard a voice within me say, We

are all sons and daughters of God.

If this is true, then there must be a God—a Source—behind all our various versions of the Almighty. Trying to define the Source is like trying to put a form around something that needs to evolve and emerge through the power of its own formlessness. I believe that Source is Love; I believe that Source is Light. I believe the expression of these things is compassion.

But there are so many different ideas and myths about God and how we’re supposed to relate to Him or Her. These are emergent stories, evolving as we evolve. They’re externals, though, and if we only compare our externals, we will never be able to identify with the common impulse behind them. We’ll be doomed to fight because our faith will be dependent on habits, rules, concepts, dogmas, and ideologies that represent our religion’s version of God or Spirit. These will only serve to separate us if those elements are just seen myopically as memberships to exclusive clubs. Spirit doesn’t rule out any methods of dialogue. It answers—no matter in what form we ask.

There’s a common spirituality behind all of these external differences. Through all of our stories, we’re all searching for Divine guidance. We’re looking for answers, and we want them in a form that’s familiar, consistent, and measurable to make us feel secure. Yet there isn’t any one form that will always be the same; no single way will answer all the time. Divine dialogue is always changing and emerging as awareness within us grows. A conversation with Spirit is immersed in activity, filling itself with life and Light.

We all struggle with the same duality of ego that stands in the way of the soul: good versus evil, right versus wrong. We want the same things: We want our families to be safe, we want to survive, we want to thrive, and we want to have what’s ours—whatever that may be. We want to love and be loved. We want to be happy, and we want peace of mind.

We long to know, Who am I? What’s my purpose? Why am I here? What’s the meaning of Life? Who is God? Why was I born? What happens when I die? Why must I suffer, and how can I be freed from it? And when we do receive our message from Spirit, how do we know that the guidance behind it is real? We all still need to differentiate between the voice of the soul and that of the ego. No matter how we describe the details and the steps that form the bridge, or what that bridge looks like, we still cross the same one. Essentially, we’re all looking for an intimate and personal experience with the Divine.

Many of the great spiritual traditions and wisdom teachings began with the personal mystical revelation of one individual answering these questions, be it Jesus, Mohammed, Abraham, Zoroaster, Buddha, Confucius, St. Francis of Assisi, Martin Luther, St. Teresa of Avila, or any of numerous others. All are different externally in habit, form, and method, but all are essentially the same in that they address the Source.



Join the Exploration



I’m inviting you to explore what motivates all spiritual inquiry and the Source of the inquiry. And I’m calling you to look at this through the dialogue of Divine guidance bridged by oracles, omens, and signs. Infinite Spirit reveals itself to us, through us, in many ways. These methods and traditions are all legitimate ways to experience Divine guidance.

Although we’ll never truly know who or what God is intellectually, we nevertheless can have a personal experience of God that is powerful and extraordinary. In this book there are many ways to achieve this intimate connection with the Divine, but these aren’t the only methods. There are countless other ways and forms in which to ask the same questions that have existed since humankind first began to inquire. The ones I’ve included here are interesting, fun, and engaging—and best of all, they work.

Does it matter how we get there? Isn’t it amazing that Spirit will give us guidance using the natural world as a medium in the dialogue? Isn’t it absolutely fantastic and wonderful that we’re all connected to the entirety of Life? Isn’t it wonderful that we’re here at all, that we’re aware and conscious and able to be part of the infinite dance?

So I was amazed and humbled when I prayed, “God, help me, please,” after asking for a sign, and I saw the feather as if it were placed directly on the beach for my benefit.

After all these deep thoughts and revelations that came to me on that walk, it was time to go home and write this down for you. And as I approached my car, I received another message.

A disheveled old man with matted hair and filthy clothing was leaning into the recycling box at the edge of the beach. I could smell him from a good 30 feet away. He had an odor of rotting garbage and human sweat, as if he were decaying in front of me. The stench was unbearable.

As I got closer, I could see he’d soiled himself but didn’t seem to be aware of this at all. He was muttering and engrossed in taking cans out of the bin and smashing them flat with his foot. He then placed them meticulously in a pile beside him. I had to walk past him, and as I neared my car, I noticed my senses amplifying again. I knew it meant that I was to pay attention, but to what? The stinky old man?

Opening my car door, I heard him, loud as can be, yell, “Everything fits! It’s all perfect! Perfect! Perfect! Perfect! Perfect! He made it that way! He did, He did!”


I got in my car and recalled a song that I hadn’t thought of for years and years. It was a hymn we used to sing in my church choir when I was little:




All things bright and beautiful,

all creatures great and small,

all things wise and wonderful,

the Lord God made them all.



For a while, I sat in my car overlooking the beach and watched the man walk away, muttering to himself about how perfect the world was.

And then I looked up at the clouds that were just beginning to form ahead of me on the skyline above the water. It was perfect. Beams of light streamed through clouds that seemed like heaven’s curtains being parted by the angels.

Then I noticed that the clouds were forming a huge edifice with domes and another cathedral-like structure beside it. Of course—this is what it’s all about! The world is the sacred temple of the Divine. We’re all made of God and Divine breath; the consciousness of God is Spirit, and it’s within all of us. All of life can be used as a means of communication between the Divine and ourselves.

Spirit speaks through all of life, and this book will help show you how to join in the conversation.

So come with me and see . . .

How forever shall we all . . . blessed be.
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PART I





True

Encounters

with Spirit







CHAPTER 1


COFFEE, TEA, AND ME




Turkish coffee was more than just a drink in my home—it was a portal to other worlds. It was a cup in which we could know the unknown, understand the past, reveal the present, and point to the future. It was also something my mother made my father promise he would never have again at a party after he let the proverbial cat out of the bag (while he was in a trance) about the secret love affairs of the neighbors. From then on, the Turkish coffee was to be drunk only on special occasions, and not be utilized as anything other than a beverage.



Still, those tiny painted cups with gold leaf at the edges and the dark, rich, thick aromatic coffee in them were swirled on our table with mysterious potential many a Sunday when I was growing up. My father remained ever curious about the patterns left by the coffee grounds caked to the insides of the cups, although he never encouraged us to learn the language of symbols that linked us and Spirit with those magical vessels. I did that on my own while failing at the law profession and other academic pursuits my parents chose for me, when I was a little older and a lot more rebellious.

Although my father spoke very little about the cups, he did say one thing when I was about ten years old that stuck with me all my life. I asked him one day why they had so much power that Mom said he couldn’t look into them anymore. He said the cups and the coffee themselves had no power at all. He told me that the energy lay in the invisible relationship between the soul of the drinker and the patterns left to tell the story that the soul already knew. It was a way that the soul could speak to the thoughts of the person through symbols and images that I’ve come to understand as the language of Spirit.

I remember asking him why the soul had to speak to the thoughts. He replied that it was because the person’s immortal soul knew everything but the mortal mind didn’t. And at that point, I recall, he spent a long time philosophizing about death and immortality, which I listened to only halfheartedly because I was watching one of my escaped gerbils, Linus, wander around the back of his chair. However, I do remember listening intently to this: He said that life was all about getting those two parts of the person together so that the individual could experience peace and be aware of God. That was such a simple yet profound thing to say to a child. (Of course, it’s all I think about these days.) I didn’t really understand it at the time, but I sensed that all would be revealed one day as my intuition stored his words in a special place in my memory.

My mother didn’t seem to like oracles back then, and my father and his coffee grounds weren’t the only spirit messengers that she had to contend with in our home. Allow me to introduce Mrs. Kelly and her oracle cards. She was, besides my father, the strongest influence in my life regarding the subject of Spirit, and her wise words still echo around me today.


The Nanny Oracles




 Mrs. Kelly was Scottish, and she was in her late 70s when she came into our home to be our nanny. She was an eccentric character, full of contradictions and surprises.



A psychic and a spiritualist with a penchant for horse racing, she made her way in the world by babysitting, gambling, and chatting with the deceased. (She listened to the spirits in the hopes that they’d tell her which horses to pick!) I briefly introduced her in my first book, Remembering the Future, but I’d like to expand on her importance in my life and my earliest introduction to the subject of oracles, omens, and signs.

I remember her vividly. She was small and slender with dark blue rheumy eyes and the crinkly white skin typical of an aged Scotswoman. I recall that she had silver white hair curled tightly around her ears, but with unruly strands that stuck out all over the place like Einstein. Her teeth, yellowed and grayed with age, were pushed together as if there wasn’t enough room in her mouth. The bright pink slash of lipstick that bled into the many lines around her pursed mouth always seemed to emphasize her least attractive features. She was strange, and she fascinated me, particularly when she pulled out the deck of ordinary playing cards that she referred to as “my special oracle.”

We’d sit together at the kitchen table, and Mrs. Kelly would gaze glassy-eyed at the cards spread out on the antique-lace cloth my mother had brought over to Canada from Germany. Then Mrs. Kelly would look somewhere in the air above the playing cards as if she were seeing something floating there.

Next she’d begin to ramble in her heavy Scottish brogue that at the best of times was tough to understand. But in those moments, it became even more difficult because she croaked like a frog between breaths. What I heard sounded like snippets of prayer, so I’d sit quietly, making sure I didn’t fidget. I didn’t dare interrupt a conversation with God, even though I was looking forward to tea and “biscuits” (cookies) afterward. Continuing to gaze from her cards to a mysterious unseen place just above them, she’d find her pace after a while. I traced the patterns in the lace while I listened intently as she told me things that wouldn’t make sense for another 30 to 40 years. Even though I was only five when this first occurred, I vividly remember the gifts she left me with.

Using her playing cards as an oracle tool, Mrs. Kelly did what most adults never had—she distracted me from the cookies she’d promised to give me. Instead, I was captivated by the way her eyes changed, as if they were looking inward and far, far away at the same time. I was mesmerized by the physical shift as well: Her features softened as if the very bones underneath them took on another, more beautiful, shape. Her blue-veined hands, normally twisted and bent with arthritis, had a youthful suppleness when she effortlessly shuffled the cards. What I know now—which eluded my five-year-old sensibilities—is that I was witnessing Spirit alter the features of an old woman as she expressed her intuitive vision.

When Mrs. Kelly read her cards, I felt the room become active with another kind of energy. My senses were focused and amplified as I heard her speak my story. It made no sense to me at the time, but I knew that every word was important. It was as if I were hearing it through “different” ears. I didn’t know I was experiencing her words through clairaudience, an amplified sense of hearing that occurs when receiving messages from Spirit. I didn’t know intellectually or consciously that there was a higher meaning. I did understand that I was experiencing something very old within myself—older and wiser than what I was at the time. It was truly another kind of knowing; the awareness of Spirit within me was listening.

Long before I was aware of my own intuitive blessings, I was fortunate to have experienced wisdom from Spirit relayed to me through this truly gifted woman. Her prophecies for me, spoken on many different occasions, took years to unfold and only came to mind when they manifested. But each time they did, that same “older awareness” would seem to come awake and speak to me. When something happened, I’d say to myself, Holy moly—Mrs. Kelly told me that. Wow! And sometimes I even heard her voice in some distant place in my mind. (Imagine a really old Scottish lady with a heavy accent when you read the following words.)

• “You have the Sight.”

• “There’s music all around you.”

• “You’ll be on stages all over the world.”

• “You’re meant to help many people in a very unusual way.”

• “Don’t ever forget that what makes you different is a blessing.”

• “You have a special kinship with animals, and they with you.”

• “You will love life, and life will love you back.”

These statements meant nothing to me when I first heard them. Imagine my young brain trying to wrap itself around the phrase “meant to help people in an unusual way.” At that age, that meant helping somebody pick up worms off the playground after it rained—that was it, worm picking. And as for the talk of “music,” I did love it, but I didn’t know what a “stage” was. On the other hand, I was learning to bang a xylophone before nap time at kindergarten. That must have been what she meant.

Kinship was a strange word, which is why I remembered it, although I believed it had something to do with a special boat. I did understand that I loved animals, because I was surrounded by them. Our golden retriever Rascal had a litter of puppies, and we had a budgie named Schnookyputz. Then there was our guinea pig (whose name I forget), who hung out in one of my mom’s apron pockets. Mickey the mouse got to ride in the other one. And there were all the other cool friends in the garden, some of whom my mother insisted were imaginary. So when Mrs. Kelly spoke of my life, that fresh five-year-old point of view was pretty limited. Yet she saw these things, all of which have transpired in my adult life.



Mother

 My mother begrudgingly allowed Mrs. Kelly to use our house to read the oracle cards for visitors while she (my mom) was out with my father. She tolerated Mrs. Kelly’s “tea parties” because our nanny was a strict disciplinarian and made family life easy. Truth be known, although she’d never admit it then, my mother liked getting her cards read, too. She loved it, but she didn’t want her own family members communicating with Spirit.

I know my mother was deeply conflicted about my intuitive gifts. I had recurring nightmares from the age of three until I was about five that were permeated with details of real events of my mother’s life before she came to Canada, long before I was born. My dreams intruded upon her hard-won safety and new identity. (I spoke at length about this in my first book, Remembering the Future.) My mother hid the fact that she was the daughter of a Jew killed in Dachau and that she’d experienced the atrocities of war in Berlin. How could I—a small child living in the safety of the New World and raised as a Christian, never knowing anything about war or my mother’s ties to the Holocaust—dream about these true and intimate details? My mother wanted to protect me from others and from myself . . . and she wanted to shield herself from me. She had too many secrets to keep from her little girl’s invasive Sight.

She considered Mrs. Kelly’s cards only slightly acceptable as they, too, had the power to speak about the past and uncover secrets my mother wanted to forget. Safety and security in the present and in the future were acceptable topics for the cards to reveal. The past was forbidden.




Life with Mrs. Kelly




Mrs. Kelly was sometimes difficult to understand, too. She had rules, and boy, were they ever followed. I went to bed on time and always ate my dinner right down to the roses on the china plate, even if I hated the yucky shepherd’s pie on it. On the other hand, she reassured me that the fairies in the garden weren’t just my imagination, and she encouraged my young mind to embrace such mysteries. But then she’d turn around and instill her strict discipline. In her own way, Mrs. Kelly was setting up valuable lessons for me regarding the oracular path. There’s no excuse for breaking rules in the spirit world.

But she, too, was only human. As I mentioned, she loved to gamble and was convinced that talking to the dead helped her pick winners. She didn’t win a lot, so I’m not quite sure how she got around that rather glaring fact. She was hard of hearing, though, so perhaps that was the main reason. “Oh my goodness, the spirits said ‘Vanilla Bean’ not ‘Manila’s Dream’!” Regardless, win or lose, she loved to bet on the horses as much as she loved to read cards for anyone who needed guidance or who was indulging a forbidden curiosity after church.

Sometimes when my parents were visiting friends on Sundays, I had to go to church with Mrs. Kelly. That was fine because I loved it. There she’d be, huddled together with a couple of other old ladies with violet and blue hair, wearing big funny hats and white gloves in solemn and pious solidarity. Then she’d invite them to come to our house, and that’s when the party started—a
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