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This is not where my story ends

Processes I use that I mention in the book.

The following techniques can be found in my second book, Going Within- Connecting to My Spiritual Wings.

The following techniques and activations can be found in my third book, Learning to Receive With My Spiritual Wings.

The following techniques and activations can be found in my fourth book, Embracing the Feminine With My Spiritual Wings.

The following techniques and activations can be found in my fifth book, Expanding My Energy With My Spiritual Wings.

The following techniques and activations can be found in my sixth book, Connecting to My Twin Soul With My Spiritual Wings.

Where to find me if you want to connect further:
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    First and foremost, I thank Source, my guides, my angels, and my soul for their patience and guidance on my journey! 
I thank my son, Nathan, for choosing me as his mother. For kick-starting my spiritual awakening that led me to my aligned path. For teaching the teacher. For opening my mind ever wider to possibilities.
I am also grateful for my incredibly supportive husband, Tim, for giving me the space to expand, heal and grow into my psychic abilities. He placed one of the major stepping stones for me on my spiritual path.
I thank my parents for being open minded and allowing me to be my authentic self. They have always been there for me, whether I needed them or not.  
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Nathan, my son, turned two in January, 2013. 

Just after that, my husband and I quickly realized he was “seeing” things.  He did not want to be alone in his room any more at bedtime.  He refused to go to sleep unless we were by his side. I was clearing the belief for him that he was afraid the “Giants” would come. (These were spirits.)

One evening, I was sitting with him in the dark, rocking him with my eyes closed.  Suddenly, I received this image of an evil-looking creature racing at us from across the room and lunging at us. I instinctively left the room with Nathan and asked Steve (Name has been changed.) to check it out. He disappeared into Nathan’s room and took care of things energetically.

Nathan would ask us to “safe” his room for him. I was getting that there were a lot of spirits and angels with him in there.  As we were sitting in his rocking chair reading a bedtime story, he would describe something moving in his bed. I would have to ask Archangel Michael to clear his room on a regular basis.

At this point, we knew we needed some help.  For some reason, spiritual activity had picked up in Nathan’s room. It was scaring him, preventing him from falling asleep and sleeping well through the night.  We realized that not everything in his room was negative, but, unfortunately, as a 2 year old, Nathan didn’t know how to tell the difference between the positive and negative he was witnessing.

Several friends helped Steve figure out there was a portal in Nathan’s bedroom that was allowing negative spirits in. We called another friend, and she immediately offered to close it for us.  She did this from a distance.  By the end of the day, it seemed to have worked.

Fearful for my child’s safety, I was constantly checking the house for anything negative.  Poor Archangel Michael was on call quite a bit at this time.  Unfortunately, I was getting that there was still another portal open in the house.

We decided to rearrange the furniture in Nathan’s bedroom to disrupt the usual flow of energy. We moved his bed out of the corner that the portal had been above. 

February 16th  T and A, friends of ours, came over for dinner and ended up working for us. They both noticed activity in the house while we ate and asked to check out Nathan’s room. 

As they walked down our hall, though, they stopped at a front bedroom we use as our client room. This room apparently also had an open portal in it.  I was concerned because Steve had been spending a lot of time in this room in the evenings. He had started noticing a heaviness in there, recently. 

After about 30 minutes, they declared the portal closed. T explained that upon walking in through our front door, energy had a straight line of flow because whoever designed the house had lined up 4 doors in a row to the back of the house where Nathan’s bedroom was located. He suggested doing something to break up this flow.

In Nathan’s room, we discovered a negative entity. T asked me to explain what I was sensing. I closed my eyes and noticed my heart beating faster than normal and a fluttering under my eyelids. I asked Archangel Michael to clear the entity from the room out the window, and it was gone. 

A explained that she was feeling a heaviness on the right side of Nathan’s bed. An entity had been sleeping with him on a regular basis.  Which totally made sense because, at that time, Nathan had been sleeping curled up against the left wall of his bed. 

After they left, I wasn’t sure they would ever come over again for dinner, but I was extremely grateful for their help!

Later on, we discovered there was still an open portal in Nathan’s room, but it was only allowing positive spirits through. So we decided to leave this one alone. We did, however, start discussing with Nathan what he was seeing, which was the right decision. 

It turned out he had felt there was something wrong with him because he was smart enough to know that others were not seeing what he was. I had noticed he had been having accidents in the last week involving his head, so I had to clear this belief for him-that he thought something was wrong with him. The accidents stopped. We could see this feeling of relief take over his face as he became aware that we knew he was seeing spirits. He had needed to know they were real.

For a time after this, if he became upset or started to throw a fit, I immediately asked him, “What’s wrong? What do you see?” Most of the time, he was afraid of something in the room. 

When he refused to come to the dinner table, it was because “The Caw” was sitting on it. 

If he didn’t want to be around me, either negative energy on me or my clothes, which he could see, needed to be cleared. Or my spirit guide was frightening him.

Nightly, I was clearing his fear of being alone in his room. I also discovered his fear that the “Giants” were going to harm Momma and Daddy. I would ask all spirits and angels to vacate his room at his bedtime, which they did. I also had to ask all archangels still behind to become silent to Nathan. He was hearing them move around, and it was preventing him from falling asleep.

One evening, we were having fun dancing in the living room. I had paused a video we had been watching on the DVD player. After a while, the player started bouncing colorful ovals across the screen as it always does when paused for a time. I noticed Nathan backed away from the TV and clung to me. That’s when it hit me he had already been seeing colorful orbs on a regular basis.

We went through a short phase where Nathan would not go to bed without wearing shoes. He was afraid something was going to happen to his feet. I determined he was seeing spirits that appeared as if they did not have feet, so he was worried they were going to harm his feet.

Another evening, I picked Nathan up off the living room couch and he mentioned the name Beezax. I didn’t catch what he was saying about her, but the unforgettable name stuck with me. I heard him mention it one other time.

March 5th  I felt the urge to go to K’s class, where we discover why we have aches or feelings, and then clear the beliefs associated with them. I was there because I had been waking up frequently between 4 am and 6 am for the last week. K checked a Chinese body clock, and we determined it had something to do with the lungs, which meant grief. Upon digging, we found I was still grieving over the loss of a spouse in my first lifetime. They had been killed by someone. I cleared the grief, but we found more still needed to be done.

K had me ask if my waking also had something to do with the beings in our house lately. Using muscle testing, I was told yes. It was related to Beezax, who apparently would not harm Nathan but could pose a threat to me. 

A had the foresight to have me ask if Beezax was the person in my first life that killed my spouse-YES! I couldn’t believe it. 

So, I honored her and accepted her path in life. At the end of the class, I took her up with me during a manifesting meditation. 

Driving home, I was told I could clear beliefs for Beezax, so I had her forgive herself as well as accept her own path in life.

The next night, lying in bed, Steve helped me “cut the cord” between Beezax and myself. After that, I was told she would not be back.

March 7th  On my way to work I did some more investigating. Nathan was still calling out between 4 and 6 in the morning, waking me.  Who was waking him? I had started specifying that everyone leave his room at night until 8 am to allow him a full night’s uninterrupted sleep. Who else could be in there besides the archangels? 

On a whim, I asked if God was in his room and amazingly received a “Yes!”

Why was God in Nathan’s room in the middle of the night, and why was he waking him up. I asked if he was there to talk to Nathan and got no. That could only mean one thing. 

With trepidation, I asked if God was there to talk to me. As my fingers came together in the sign for yes, I became overwhelmed and started to sob. 

“Okay, God, I’m listening,” I spoke aloud in the car. God had been talking to me through the baby monitor in the middle of night. He was also speaking to Steve, and neither one of us could “hear” him. The rest of my short drive to work, I knew I had to pull myself together to make it through the day as a 4th grade teacher.

Later, I cleared that I was afraid to talk to God and that I was afraid to hear what God had to say.  (The reason this was so overwhelming for me was because I hadn’t allowed “God” to be in my life a whole lot. I didn’t talk to God, and I never noticed God talking to me before.)

March 8th  We made the decision to close the open portal in Nathan’s bedroom. Even though it was only allowing positive entities through, we felt it was in his best interests.

Nathan and I were sleeping better through the night at this time.

March 9th  Steve and I discussed closing the portal that was in our bedroom. I was also concerned because there were portals open at my parents’ house, where Nathan spent time at least one day a week. Steve discovered that there were three, all in rooms that Nathan frequented the most. He used his pendulum to close all three at the same time, calling on Archangel Raphael, Michael, and Uriel to help.

At this time, I had to wonder why all these portals were opening around our son. We asked if Nathan was causing them to open. He was apparently doing it unknowingly.

Great, how do you teach your 2 year old how not to open portals to spiritual worlds?

Later, as I got ready for bed, I closed the portal in our bedroom. It was, of course, on the floor on my side of the bed, which may explain why my cat had been sleeping on that side right up against my pillow, as if protecting me.

In the next day, I muscle tested to figure out why Nathan was opening the portals. I was told that he was looking for friendship. He also missed Beezax who had been the spirit that was sleeping with him in his bed.

About this time, I had begun reading Angel Therapy, by Doreen Virtue, which had been amazingly helpful. It opened up a whole new realm to me of guidance that I never knew existed. It also helped me to improve my clairvoyance and notice signs that had been there all along.

So, one Tuesday morning, I got into my car to drive to the hair salon for a trim. One of my overhead lights was on, which was pretty strange. Even more so because this was the second time in 4 days a light had been left on in my car. Previously, Steve and I had been awakened in the middle of the night by a hail storm. He had felt the need to go check on the vehicles, discovered the light, and ventured out into the inclement weather to turn it off. One time, it might have been an accident. This second time, I knew immediately there was more to it.

What’s going on? Since someone was trying to tell us something, my first question was, “Is there something wrong with the car?” No. My intuition gave me my next question, and I asked with irritation, “Is there a portal in the car?” Yes. There was also one in Steve’s truck. No wonder Nathan had been fairly quiet in the car lately. On my drive, I closed both portals and asked if there were any more Nathan had opened up.

Later that same day, I was on my drive back from the vet with one of our cats. Getting close to home, I spotted a ladybug crawling around on the windshield. I got that this was a sign. So, I started asking questions pertaining to our sick cat. At one point, the ladybug shook its wings at me, so I knew it was answering yes to one of my questions. The cat started throwing up in its carrier, so that distracted me from finishing my conversation.

Steve got home around 3 pm with Nathan asleep in his vehicle. I went to pick him up like I normally do and carry him into his bed. From a sound sleep, he started to say, “No,” and pushed me away. He didn’t want to get out of his car seat, but I couldn’t leave him in there for his nap in the hot, Texas heat. I pulled him out as he started crying and walked into the house. 

He was screaming and struggling to get out of my arms. I laid him in his bed, and he started yelling he wanted up. But, he didn’t want me; he wanted Daddy. I asked if I had negative energy on me and did not. I carried him back outside to get Steve who was talking to a neighbor. I explained what was happening and walked away; since, I was obviously causing the problem. 

It occurred to me to ask if I had a negative entity on me, and I did! I must have brought it home from the veterinarian’s office. I immediately cleared it off me with Archangel Michael’s help and then showed Nathan I was all better. 

Whatever it was had been so loud it woke my son from deep sleep and scared him so much he was literally trying to jump out of my arms!

The next morning, on the advice of a good friend, I had a serious talk with Nathan about the portals he’d been opening. I explained that Momma and Daddy did not want him opening them anymore.  He was too young to do it, and he needed to be playing with Earthly friends. 

He told me he wanted to keep opening them and that he wanted one in his bed. This shocked me and made it clear to me how much he missed going to sleep with spirits next to him. I did some clearing of beliefs for him that I hoped would give him an easier time going to sleep by himself.

Later during this week, he was pretty quiet. He was upset with us for taking his “friends” away from him. He was also acting clingy around Steve. I deduced that he was worried I was going to harm Steve after the entity incident earlier in the week. I had to do some more clearing of beliefs.

March 15th  I started to notice how Nathan was deliberately holding his hands in a particular fashion with his thumbs and index fingers touching. It makes a sort of diamond shape. I muscle tested if there was a reason for this. I was told that it helps him call spirits. How does he figure all this out?

March 17th  I had a conversation with Nathan. I knew he was still having issues with me, so I asked him if he was mad at me. He told me yes, so I asked him why. 

He stated that he didn’t want to be with me. I couldn’t get him to tell me why on his own, so I asked him if it was because I took some of his spirits away. Later, I made sure to tell him that he can talk to spirits all he wants, and he can even do it in front of us, which he has not been doing. I wanted him to know that I can’t see what he sees, but I know the spirits are real. He told me I could see them. I explained that my eyes cannot see what he sees. He took his two little hands and placed them over my eyes for a second and exclaimed, “I fixed your eyes. You can see now!”

As we arrived a few minutes late to church that morning, a ladybug, looking exactly like the one from 5 days ago, appeared on the side of the car door. It attached itself to our diaper bag. 

Nathan did not approve, so I gently encouraged the insect to fly off. I dropped Nathan in the nursery and headed into the sanctuary to sit alone, a rare occurrence. 10 minutes later, I’ll be darned if that ladybug wasn’t crawling across the top of the empty pew in front of me, just in my line of sight. I used a service bulletin to transition him over to where I sat. I asked if this was an angel or a spirit talking to me. 

No, it was God. I was told I needed to be paying attention to the sermon. I began to listen intently as the preacher discussed how we needed to fertilize ourselves and others. Within a minute, she paused in the middle of her sermon and announced that a whole page was missing. She collected her thoughts and continued with what words I knew God wanted her to say instead. I had to smile. Apparently, I needed to allow more nurturing into and out of my life. Got it. Message received.

March 21st  We took Nathan to our little neighborhood park we’ve been to many times before after dinner. After close to an hour of family playtime, we headed home to start the bedtime routine. 

Within 15 minutes or so of being in the house, he started acting unusually fussy. He worked himself up into such a fit that Steve finally just put him in his crib and walked out. 

Steve got out his pendulum and started doing some clearing. He asked me to do some checking. I was shocked to discover that Nathan had negative energy on him. This had never happened before. Throughout all of his spiritual experiences, never had anything attached to him before. We cleared it out, and then I did some digging. His belief that he was protected by God was no longer there, so I had to clear that for him.

March 27th  Nathan and I were just pulling into our neighborhood, coming home from his babysitter’s. He told me emphatically that was not our street and insisted I not turn. Of course, I did anyway, and as we approached our house, he demanded that was not our house. He refused to get out of the car and stated there was something in the house. What was bothering me the most was that he sensed the problem several streets away. It made me realize his abilities are probably even stronger than we realized.

So, I muscle tested, and he was right. There was a negative entity in there with Steve. I asked for it to be cleared out. Then, Nathan told me it was on top of Steve’s truck. At this point he didn’t seem frightened, just amused as he pointed out it did not have any shoes on. So, I spoke aloud asking for it to be cleared away from our house. I wanted Nathan to start learning how to do it; since it is so easy.

We had a normal evening, but later, in the middle of the night, Nathan called out several times. At 3:45 am, Steve and I both went in to check on him in the dark. He asked for a bottle, so Steve hurried to the kitchen. Then, Nathan told me he didn’t want me; he wanted Daddy. 

So, I walked out to switch with Steve, and then, he started crying that he wanted me. At this point he started thrashing around in his bed and screaming, like I have never seen before. I immediately thought to check if he had a negative entity on him because he was acting possessed. 

He did, so I cleared it and asked it to be sent home, as Steve had suggested earlier in the evening.

He was not feeling protected by God again!

The next morning, in the car, I did some digging. He was not feeling worthy of being protected by or loved by God. I deduced that he thought God was sending all the spirits, good and bad, to him. So, I cleared all of this for him, and I asked Archangel Metatron to help him with guidance in any way possible.

That same evening, we were also bothered by the incessant barking of the neighborhood dogs. This had been a continual problem for several years. The weird thing was, no one else seemed to be upset by the noise. That got me thinking. Were others even hearing it? I asked if some of the barking we were hearing was coming from spirit dogs, and, of course, I got yes. Well, that explained a lot. 

Some of the barking was real, though, and after asking, I determined that many times it was because there were spirits around scaring the animals. Plus, they feel it is their duty to protect the house from intruders. Since the high amount of spiritual activity in the area is probably due to how bright Nathan shines, I felt an obligation to start helping the dogs. Now, on occasion, I will ask the spirits around to make themselves silent and invisible to the animals.

March 30th  Steve and I were putting Nathan down for a nap. I was trying to give him a bottle of milk, but he kept pushing it away and feeling his tongue. So, we got out a flashlight and tried to find the hair we thought was annoying him, but there was nothing there. 

I felt the need to ask any spirits in the room to leave, and Nathan said his tongue was better. After laying him down and walking out, I checked if he had been feeling something because of a spirit. When I got a yes, I asked if it was because the spirit was trying to communicate with me. It was my Guardian Angel, Becky, my grandmother.

A few days later, I had more time to determine what she was trying to tell me. She wanted Steve and myself to spend more time communicating with Nathan about what he sees. He can’t truly verbalize what he needs to, yet, so the more we talk with him, the more vocabulary he will have and the better he will be able to tell us what he needs.

April 2nd  While Steve and I were finishing eating dinner, Nathan commented from the adjacent living room that there was a “monster” on his toy truck he was playing with. I quickly checked, and it was nothing negative. But, Nathan didn’t want it there. I told him to tell it to go away. He did, and he claimed it was still there. He asked us to clear it. I had to smile because he is starting to use our vocabulary.

April 4th  I shut the door of my Toyota Camry at 7 am and immediately noticed the light on over my head. Okay who’s talking to me I asked as I clicked it off. 

It was my Grandma again. I asked if she was trying to tell me not to respond to an email I had received. I was told yes. 

Even though I had already determined it was not going to be helpful to reply to this letter, I had been going to do it anyway. After hearing from my grandmother, I chose to follow her advice and leave it alone.

April 10th  We were all in Nathan’s bedroom around 8:30 pm playing. Steve left the room to get Nathan’s milk while I sat with him on the floor reading a book. All of a sudden, across the room, a stuffed, toy monkey of his started giggling. 

You have to push on its stomach for it to make noise, and this had never happened before. It did it multiple times. I asked if it was a spirit. 

After getting a yes, I asked if it was trying to get the attention of one of us and got no. It was just playing! Since it seemed to freak Nathan out a little, after a few minutes, I asked everyone to leave the room for the night.

April 14thI was again reading Nathan his bedtime story because, right now, he only wants me to do it. As we were finishing up, that same toy monkey started giggling again on its bookcase. This time Steve had just walked into the room, so he got to hear it, too. 

I asked him to take the monkey out of the room, just in case. I didn’t want it making noise in the middle of the night. I muscle tested later and determined it was a child spirit playing with it.

April 15th  Spiritual activity has picked up around the house, so I made sure no portals had been reopened. Nathan did not want to be inside. I had taken him outside for a few minutes to play while Steve cooked dinner. I asked him to tell me why he didn’t want to be in the house. He was able to explain that the monkey was scaring him. So, I asked him if he wanted me to put the monkey away. He said that would make him feel better.

After reading Nathan his favorite bedtime book that evening, I stood up to put him in his crib, and he told me there was someone in it. I wasn’t getting that there was, but I cleared it just the same. Then, he declared there was a monster screaming and asked me to make it stop. I asked him to point to where it was, and it was on the other side of the room.

I called for Steve to come
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