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			I am dedicating this book to the memory of my late mentor, teacher, and friend, Pat Longo. 

			Pat was a beacon of light in my spiritual journey and I will miss her more than words could ever convey. She was a huge part of this book and I am so grateful that she got to read it before she passed. Her approval meant the world to me. 

			

			Dear Pat,

			For the last eleven years you have been a constant source of support and strength for me. Throughout the years you went from mentor/teacher to friend and lastly to family. Although you weren’t old enough to be my gramma, that is the energy we had together, so that is the role you stepped into. You opened your home, your heart, and even your recipe book to me. Thank you for the years of memories and for teaching me how to cook and bake like a Longo. I will be baking your signature chocolate and banana cream pies this Christmas in your honor. Speaking of Christmas, a holiday we both loved, I will never be able to watch a Hallmark movie without remembering how you would always fall asleep halfway through, then wake up about twenty minutes before the end. You always said you knew you didn’t miss much since they all pretty much follow the same storyline . . . then you would ask me to fill you in anyway. 

			You were always excited to be my guinea pig when I developed a new spiritual gift and always cheered me on when I accomplished something new. You were my cheerleader and because of you I am the person I am today. I will always remain humble and work with integrity just like you taught me, and I promise to continue to share with others all I have learned from you. 

			I miss and love you so much. Although I would rather have you here on Earth, I am honored to have you as one of the angels watching over me and my loved ones. Those in Heaven referred to you as the Dove, so until we meet again, I will look for doves to know you are near. Please send a few every now and then and say hi. 

			Love, 

			Heather

		


		

		


  [image: Light gray angel wings illustration]
		
Introduction





			Like many kids, I grew up with a wild imagination. My parents always told me I could be whatever I wanted to be, and I believed them. I spent hours upon hours in my room imagining how my life was going to turn out. Depending on the day, I would dream of being a ballerina, hairdresser, model, teacher, or princess. I even had a whole magical crystal kingdom to rule over.

			One thing I never dreamed of being, however, was an angel. Not only did it never cross my mind, I don’t recall ever giving angels much thought at all. They simply weren’t on my radar. When I look back now, I believe it was because as a child, a part of me remembered that I was an angel, so there was no need to dream or imagine being one.

			Yes, you read that right: I am an incarnated angel. It wasn’t until recently, however, that I learned to accept who I was and why I came here. You see, I didn’t think angels incarnated on Earth. I had believed everything I read about them, including that they had no free will, had no personalities, had specific jobs to do that fit into nice little categories, and that they never walked the earth as humans. All of those assumptions were wrong. Through my years of channeling angels as an angel medium, I have discovered why I am here now, at this time. I am here to be a voice for the angels, restore faith, and help mankind build a relationship with the angels.

			Before I go any further, there are some things I want to get out of the way. All the information I receive about angels comes from the angels themselves. I did not rely on what has already been written about them for this book. In fact, as I was writing this book, I was instructed not to read any books on angels. The angels didn’t want me to be swayed or to seek validation from others. They wanted me to go straight to them, and since a lot of what I’m going to be covering in this book is new, they told me I wouldn’t be able to find relevant sources anyway. Instead, the information in this book is meant to be validation for others who have always felt there was more to angels than what has been written. To say that this took a lot of trust is an understatement!

			The topics in this book were chosen by the angels because they feel they are important for mankind to understand moving forward. We are in a time of huge transition and are currently laying the foundation for a new type of Earth and a new way of being. This next phase involves unlearning old belief patterns and focusing more on what brings us together instead of the fear that divides us. We were never meant to live in fear; we were meant to live in faith. God doesn’t want His children brought to Him out of fear. He wants them brought to Him out of faith, love, and hope. 

			Although I work with all the angels, the angel I work most closely with, and who has been my partner in writing this book, is Archangel Michael. Throughout this book I refer to him simply as Michael. I also use the name God in this book. This is how I grew up referring to Him and not about a specific religion or gender. In the chapter about religion, I go over why God and His angels were never meant to be placed into a religious category. God and His angels are not exclusive; they are inclusive.

			As you’ll soon notice, I’ve included my story of spiritual awakening as well as the challenges I faced along the way. The angels felt it was important for you to get to know me as well. So please sit back, relax, keep an open mind, and let the angels and me take you on a journey of the way our creator intended things to be. A journey out of the age of fear and into the age of clear.

			

			Angel Message

			“There is no time limit on childhood dreams.”

			The angels want to remind you that you are never too old to pursue your dreams, so keep dreaming.

			—Heather Sprigg
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In the Beginning




			
			“Children see magic because they look for it.”

			—Christopher Moore

			It may come as no surprise, but I didn’t grow up knowing I could talk to angels, or that I was one. In fact, my first encounter with a spirit was rather traumatizing, enough so that I remember all the details to this day. I’m also pretty sure my parents remember it in detail too, although I’m sure they have tried to forget. (Sorry, Mom and Dad.) The first time I remember seeing a spirit, I was three years old. My baby sister, Gina, newly home from the hospital, was sleeping soundly in her crib in the room we shared. One night I heard voices, so I sat up and looked to my right. I saw two shadows shaped like two plump, older women. I still remember what they looked and sounded like to this day. 

			“Oh, look at the baby,” one of them said. I jumped out of my bed and ran screaming at the top of my lungs across the hall and into my parents’ room. I screamed that someone was in our room with the baby. They, of course, were very alarmed and ran across the hall to find the room empty with Gina, surprisingly, still sound asleep. 

			After that, I don’t remember seeing spirits as a child again. I do, however, remember my magical kingdom in the clouds. Whenever I had time, I’d escape to my crystal castle in the sky. I named it Crystalia and called the people Crystallines. Now, keep in mind I didn’t know anything about crystals or crystalline light bodies. My parents weren’t into crystals or spiritual theories and thought I just made the word up. I just knew this magical kingdom in the sky was a place where I felt comfortable, like I was at home. I would sit on my bedroom floor with my legs crossed and rock back and forth. My parents actually thought there was something wrong with me since I’d spend hours rocking. I believe it was my younger self’s way of getting into a meditative state. But hey, whatever it was, it worked for me! It wasn’t until years later that I realized I wasn’t imagining my magical kingdom at all. I had actually been there many times. I believe I was remembering my time in the seventh dimension (more on this later) with the angels. I go there often when I meditate now (minus the rocking), and guess what I see when I do? I see crystals!

			Besides magical kingdoms, my childhood was pretty ordinary. I was born in Olympia, Washington, and lived the first sixteen years of my life in a sleepy little town named Chehalis. Most of the people in Chehalis and the surrounding areas were farmers. When I was sixteen, my family moved to an even smaller farming town in the middle of nowhere, called Winlock, Washington. This is where they live to this day, and where I consider home. My dad was a police officer, firearms instructor, and sniper on the SWAT team, and my mom was a stay-at-home mom for the first part of my childhood, until she became a commissioned police sergeant at the local jail. As you can see, helping others runs in the family. I actually have a criminology degree to fall back on if this angel thing doesn’t work out! I decided a while ago that instead of a gun and Kevlar vest, I would carry sage and crystals. Gina is also spiritually connected, and as a child she, too, would see spirits, but so far it has not become part of her path.

			Going to School

			I was a homebody even as a young child. I didn’t attend playdates or even preschool, so kindergarten was my first experience away from home and my parents. Boy, was that a shock to my little system! It was overwhelming to be around so many other kids. To say I was a shy child would be an understatement. I was so shy I was afraid to talk in class. Being called on was my biggest fear and not because I didn’t know the answers (I usually did) but because people would look at me, which made me so uncomfortable. By the time I was in third grade, I was diagnosed with dyslexia and placed in a class with others like me. I was also put into speech therapy since I had trouble pronouncing words. I could hear them in my mind, and say them in my mind, but there was a disconnect between my mind and my mouth. The words just never came out sounding right. This made me even more self-conscious as a child. Eventually, I learned a new way to read, write, and do math so that no one could tell I was dyslexic, and by the fourth grade I was placed back into regular classes. The year of separation, however, left me feeling like I didn’t fit in and that something was wrong with me. I always felt no one liked me. I did have friends, and no one was telling me they didn’t like me, but I just didn’t feel comfortable. It reached the point where I was picking up on everyone’s vibes, which often conflicted with my own. This caused me to feel like every angry person was angry at me, every sad person was sad because of me, etc. It made being at school simply overwhelming. I often stayed home due to having an upset stomach. I couldn’t really explain it; I just didn’t feel right. Does any of this sound familiar? It turns out I am a sensitive empath, and unfortunately, no one really knew what that was back in the 1980s.

			According to my mentor and spiritual teacher, Pat Longo, an empath is someone who is highly sensitive to the energies of others. They can feel the emotions, energy, mood, and pain as if it were their own (The Gifts Beneath Your Anxiety, Pat Longo). Since I didn’t know I was an empath, I also didn’t know how to differentiate between the energy and emotions of others versus my own. As you can imagine, that created a lot of challenges in the most important stages of my early life.

			By the time I was in high school, I had learned to cope with, even suffocate, what I thought were my own feelings. After all, I assumed everyone felt the same way I did. When I became too overwhelmed, I would sit on the floor, rocking back and forth, and visit my magical kingdom. An interesting fact: Divine energy enters our crown chakra (top of our head) in a circular motion, like a funnel. That’s why many channels and mediums sometimes rock back and forth, side to side, or in a circular motion when working with energy. So my rocking meant I was really getting into the flow! 

			During my freshman year I tried out for the cheerleading squad. To my surprise I made it, but I wasn’t particularly skilled at it. I could do the cheers and dance routines on my own, when no one was watching, but once I got in front of an audience, all the energy of those around me would hit me and I’d become overwhelmed and get sick to my stomach. You see, not only was I feeling my own nervous energy, I was feeling the whole darn squad’s nervous energy. As you can imagine, that combination didn’t make for a good cheerleader. Nonetheless, I remained a cheerleader until my senior year, but I did what so many empathic children do: self-medicate. You see, the empathic child is feeling all these feelings that no one understands and so they try to control it themselves to numb the spiritual gifts they don’t understand and to try to feel “normal.” A lot of children turn to alcohol, drugs, self-harm, or even overexercising (to name a few). For me, it was an eating disorder. I may not have been able to control what I was feeling, but I could control what I was eating. I could eat anything I wanted to suffocate the feelings and then throw it up later so I wouldn’t get fat. This feeling of control continued for fifteen years and created a sense of relief for me. Once I graduated from high school, I enrolled in a local community college. It wasn’t long before the feeling of overwhelm from high school came back full force. I also became sick frequently and ended up dropping out after two terms. Remember the energy absorbed from being an empath? Well, according to Pat, the energy has to go somewhere once it enters your physical body. Many times, this energy comes out as an illness. Apparently, mine was coming out as kidney stones, one right after the other. Once I dropped out, the kidney stone pain subsided. I remember thinking, “What a coincidence.”

			All Grown Up

			When I was twenty years old, I moved to Colorado. This is where I met a handsome blue-eyed boy named Davie. Davie was my knight in shining armor. He never judged me and loved me just the way I was. When I was twenty-one years old, I became pregnant with our first son, Cameron. It is important for me to mention that the only time I was able to quit my eating disorder was when I was pregnant with my boys. Caring for them gave me a sense of purpose and direction. For those amazing months, my eating disorder completely vanished—I felt free to be me. My only focus was on my baby. It was like the universe was giving me a break so that I could be a mom. After a few years in Colorado, Davie and I moved to Beaverton, Oregon, and welcomed our second baby boy, Dylan. Now our family was complete. I happily threw myself into being a stay-at-home mom and wife. 

			Once the boys were both in school full time, I even enrolled back in college. This time as a fully online student (baby steps) at a local university. Things were beginning to look up! Until they weren’t. In November 2014, nothing out of the ordinary was going on in my life; I was just busy with school and being a mom. Then, all of a sudden, I developed an extreme case of anxiety. I’m talking about the kind that paralyzes you to the core, and provides you with enough mom guilt to last a lifetime. I was inexplicably anxious and scared, and I had no idea what triggered this deep fear. It appeared during the holiday season, which is usually my favorite time of year. While I was in the middle of planning all of our holiday crafts, baking, and adventures, I became too anxious to do anything. All my planning came to a sudden stop. Instead of making pumpkin bread and Christmas cookies with the boys, I would just sit on the couch for hours, afraid to do anything. Thankfully, the boys were too busy with school activities and friends to really notice Mom was acting strange. At this point I’d been back at college for a couple of years, working on my criminology and criminal justice degree. I had lost interest in my school work and, for the first time, thought about quitting. My anxiety was really messing with my mind. Then things got even worse when I became too anxious to leave the house. We live a mile from the kids’ school, but I couldn’t make myself leave the house to go pick them up. Instead, my husband had to leave his job, drive twenty minutes to pick them up and bring them home, then drive twenty minutes back to work. Davie never complained and just did what he had to do to help me. He was so worried and felt so helpless. Either the guy is a saint, or he did something really bad and I was his punishment. Looking back, I realize that I should have reached out to my friends and neighbors for help. But I was ashamed, and I had become paranoid that they didn’t like me anymore. I had hit rock bottom and was more alone than ever, even while surrounded by loved ones. I would sometimes sit on the couch and open and close my hands over and over while softly whimpering to myself. It was my strange way of trying to cope and comfort myself when my anxiety was at its worst. I later learned those episodes were most likely panic attacks.

			Along Came Pat Longo

			Eventually, I decided to go to the doctor for help. Up until this point, I had hoped that my episodes would just end, but they continued to get worse. The doctor prescribed a powerful medication called Klonopin. Klonopin has many uses and side effects, but for me, it was to treat my anxiety. My prescription was for one to two pills a day, as needed. They helped for a while, but a couple months later, I was taking three to four a day just so I could function as a wife and mom. I began desperately praying for help. Every time I would pray for help, I would hear, “Call Pat Longo.” I remembered thinking, “Great, now I’m hearing voices as well as going crazy.” I had heard the name Pat Longo mentioned previously in Theresa Caputo’s books (the Long Island Medium). Pat was Theresa’s spiritual adviser and mentor. This intrigued me, so I started researching her. It turns out, Pat was a spiritual healer and teacher. I noticed on her website that she offered phone appointments, but I just couldn’t wrap my head around her being able to help me over the phone. My anxiety, as well as my financial situation, was also stopping me from flying to Long Island, New York, for an in-person session. I tried to forget about it, but her name kept popping into my head every time I prayed for help. So, I took a leap of faith and decided to email her office to ask about getting an appointment over the phone. My expectations were pretty low to be honest, but little did I know, this appointment was about to change my entire life. I’d been told some people have had to wait months to reserve time with Pat. However, the angels had other plans. I messaged her office on a Friday, and as fate would have it, she had a cancellation for the following Monday. She had just received a call from a client who postponed their visit. Talk about a sign from above! My appointment was on April 18, 2015. This
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