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Foreword

Dr. John Beaulieu

It is said that the Buddha once gave a sermon without saying a word; he merely held up a flower to his listeners. I am sure Laura Aversano was in the audience and listening to every word of the Buddha’s flower. The Divine Nature of Plants is about the art of listening to the spirit essence of each plant. The alchemists called this type of intuitive listening the “law of signatures,” and shamans from all Indigenous cultures have learned the art of plant knowledge directly from the plants.

When I read Ms. Aversano’s writing, I am reminded of William Blake’s poem:



To see a world in a grain of sand

and heaven in a wildflower,

hold infinity in the palm of your hand

and eternity in an hour.





And like William Blake’s words, her plant spirit prayers rise to the intensity of poetry to communicate the highest essence of each plant.

In the spirit of Dr. Edward Bach and his discovery of the Bach flower remedies, Laura Aversano honors each aspect of every plant. She listens on many levels and integrates, with ease, her vast intuitive abilities with her knowledge of energy medicine and shamanism. She allows the message of the whole plant to come forward for body, mind, and spirit.

This book is a remarkable work of intuitive listening. Laura Aversano artfully draws us into a world where plants are animated and intelligent beings. Her words are like conduits for the energy of the plants to come to the reader. Something awakens inside of us, and reading and plant healing become one.

Dr. John Beaulieu, ND, Ph.D., is the author of Music and Sound in the Healing Arts, The Polarity Therapy Workbook, and The Seven Levels of a Still Point.


Preface

My communication with souls on the other side, and our united desire to share this marvelous, wisdom-embracing plant spirit medicine with others, is what led me to begin writing this book almost thirty years ago. With the third iteration of this work, my relationship to the earth, its inhabitants, and the enchanted realms imparted to us have increased my respect and awe of the inherent medicine within the natural world. Within these pages you will find the story of my journey, as well as intimate details involving my friends and teachers in the spirit world. You’ll read about how I learned to work with plant spirit medicine and how its magic helped both myself and others through difficult times. Following that is a special guide to some of the plants I have worked with over the years to nurture myself, my friends, my family, and my clients. The healing therein will open your heart and mind to a new way of respecting the healing that the natural world has waiting for you. As I have grown over all these years, so have my friendships with the plants and their spirits.

Because of my energetic sensitivities and openness to high frequencies, my physical body has been plagued by various mysterious ailments since I was a child. Traditional medicine only helped in part. As my relationship with the spirit world grew, I discovered that my life was not my own, in a way, since every experience was leading me closer to my destiny. I eventually came to recognize and align myself with the truth: that I was here to serve, to learn how to heal myself, and to be of assistance to others.

There is a special moment when you realize that there is a distinction between the heavenly world and its spirits, who roam freely, and the earth plane that we physically inhabit. That moment came for me as a child. I was intrigued by spirits, and with psychic abilities that run in my family, I befriended many at a very impressionable age. Some of those spirits later became my allies as I was groomed for what has turned out to be an unimaginable life . . . a life filled with purpose and healing, sorrow and strife, blessing and grace. A life that has embraced many spiritual and physical initiations, starting at the beginning many times over and on many different levels.

Through this book, it is my hope to show how plants and flowers are animate beings that have profound effects on every aspect of humanity and that nature may just be the key to the salvation of humanity.
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When I was a little girl, I would play in the alcove atop my bedroom closet. I often used to think that I was dreaming while awake, since I would see and speak with people that no one else in the house seemed even to notice. I remember telling my mom about my special friends, especially the Native American ones, who would visit and play with me.

By the time I was six or seven, I had developed a keen interest in the afterlife and in souls who could speak and connect with us from beyond the veil. I remembered lives I’d lived before and told my mom how I’d died in some of them. My curiosity about psychic phenomena was beginning to develop, and I am grateful to have had a mother who was gifted as well.

I was plagued with a number of ailments as a child, one of which almost took my life at the age of eight. I had pneumonia and a collapsed lung and was hospitalized for a number of weeks while antibiotics failed to alleviate any of the symptoms that presented themselves. That illness set a precedent for what would be a number of challenging physical conditions throughout my life, conditions that were initiated by the spirit world.

In energy medicine, a “miasm” is an imbalance in the energy field. It can interrupt or corrupt any variable that leads to healing. Miasms can travel with us through various incarnations, and some are passed down in the ancestral DNA of a person’s spiritual, emotional, and physical energetic matrix. It is my belief, from years of working with spirits and with clients in my healing practice, that imbalances in the energy field can come from various dimensions and understandings in the spirit world. At the appropriate time and place in a person’s life, they will be reconciled.

My miasm was already firmly established by the time I was rushed to the hospital one cold evening in New York City. My heart rate was slow, and I was barely breathing due to the fluid that filled my lungs. I remember being disoriented as nurses and doctors pulled me from the arms of my mother’s friend, who was carrying me. Limp and feeling forlorn, I held on to my mother’s hand as I drifted into the ethers. I remember the doctors working to find a vein to draw some blood for testing.

I knew that besides my parents, there were other souls around me, ones that no one else could see. And somehow, in the midst of all that chaos, I knew that I would be all right. I had to be. My mother and her father, my grandfather, both had had a spiritual sickness that manifested itself when they were young. As was the case with me, the traditional route to healing was of little avail for them.

As my mother remembers the story from her native Sicily, my grandfather fell ill at a very young age. His symptoms mimicked a coma in today’s pathology, but back then all the local doctor knew was that there was a young boy who would not wake up. After every method of waking my grandfather failed, a decision was made to call the witch doctor who lived on that part of the island. After many prayers, and with my grandfather still in a coma, the witch doctor summoned my grandfather to get up and get one of the family’s chickens, cut off its head, and then to come back to the bed.

That’s all my mother can recall of the story. Obviously, my grandfather eventually awakened from his comatose state. No one could have foretold that he would have a special child later in his life—my mother, who was never able to come to the fullest realization of her gifts, even to this day.

The spiritual pattern that afflicted my grandfather was passed on to my mother, and eventually to me. I don’t know all the genealogical history in my family, but I’m sure this spiritual pattern began before my grandfather was born.

When my mother was a young girl, she too went into a coma-like state and was actually being prepared for burial rituals when she awoke. She apparently had been “dead” for a number of hours. The local doctor could not get a heartbeat from her, and no one knew what had occurred. She says that when she awoke she was surrounded by faces staring at her, initially in horror at her resurrection. Then there was joy. Later on, they theorized that she might have had some sort of anaphylactic reaction to shellfish she’d consumed. But my mom has continued to gorge on shellfish all her life, without the slightest hesitation or consequence. She is indeed special, a chosen one of the gods and spirits. She still says that she thought she was dreaming every time the Holy Mother appeared at the foot of her bed, yet she traversed the streets of her town praying litanies to her. She never knew how she came to know the words of those prayers, but people would follow her and join in.

In my case, after a number of days in the intensive care unit, I was transferred to a regular bed at New York Hospital. There, I recovered slowly—the prescribed antibiotics still a futile strategy as far as I was concerned. When I left the hospital, I knew I was different. I couldn’t explain it then, as an eight-year-old, but I can explain it as I look back now. It is simple: I was no longer a child of this world only. I had been initiated into what would become an intense, intriguing, beguiling, and very challenging spiritual path for years to come.

The miasm had been passed to me not as a burden, but as an opportunity to heal the ancestral imbalances, if you will, of the generations before me. I guess God knew what he was doing, but I could never have imagined the life I was about to live.
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Years later, the fragmented pieces of my spiritual path began to make sense . . . especially after I befriended a 2,000-year-old shaman in the spirit world who would later come to guide and protect me.

One day when I was in my late twenties, I was walking the streets of New York, my physical body visible to the naked eye but my spirit lurking between the worlds. I was praying for someone to help me in the midst of my healing crisis. With my shoulders hunched against the rain-drenched air, I walked slowly, asking the spirits for a healer, for a magician imbued with the teachings of white magic. I needed an herbalist, a dreamer, a spirit walker. Carrying my medicine bag and gifts for the one I knew must appear, I meandered impatiently and hopefully, trusting that the spirits would soon send someone to assist me.

Despite my years of training in the healing arts, my studies in various spiritual traditions, my training in shamanic work, and my abilities as a medium, I had nothing but my faith to go on in asking for this help. The miasm was beginning to heal on a different level, and I needed a way to move beyond it.

I was shielding my face from a cool drizzle that felt more like ice crystals when I heard small footsteps behind me. I knew they were coming from the spirit world. I stopped, held my breath, and waited to hear the footsteps again. There was silence. I waited another moment before I began to walk again . . . and there they were: tiny, mysterious, yet effulgent footsteps. Then a bright light began to emanate as an indomitable soul came forth: a shaman.

He looked at me quizzically, and through telepathic means let me know that he followed the traditions of his grandfathers. That meant that speaking to women was somehow inappropriate, but because of all the work I had done on behalf of the spirit world in the past, he deemed my “call” worthy enough to be answered. (As a medium, I expect spirits simply to talk to me or give me visions—this was the first time a spirit used telepathy to relay his intentions.) He let me know that he was fully aware of why I was there; I didn’t need to repeat myself. I was so in awe of his impeccable demeanor, and of a discipline I knew I could never harness, that I was trying not to laugh. He continued our “conversation” telepathically, letting me know that he would help and showing me how things were beginning to come full circle. Our conversation seemed to last for hours, yet in this earthly reality it was only minutes. He knew of my work as a medium and healer and was seemingly pleased about my work with plant medicine. After all, he was trained as a shaman in the ritual use of plant spirit medicine. As a spirit walker, he continues to utilize these gifts, imparting them to those of us in this earthly reality and also to his fellow brethren in the ethers. As we talked, he was accessing my memories on a soul level, letting me know through clairvoyant and clairsentient means what he was seeing . . . pictures of my childhood, of my initiations, of all the souls who stayed near me from beyond, and of the many remedies that had been given to me over the years to help me heal myself and those who came to me. The plethora of remedies and natural healing cures I had always used in my work came from souls like this shaman. I like to think of these souls as the plant gods.

The plant gods are the teachers and medicine healers of the plants. They have numerous responsibilities. They can summon plant spirits, or plant elementals (fairies, elves, devas, gnomes, and other spirits of nature) at will. They perform plant magic, encourage the relationship between humans and elementals, and facilitate great depths of spiritual healing within and between the worlds. The plant gods are travelers and exist anywhere in the time and space continuum where souls reside. They are granted certain privileges to heal karma and to work with negativity. They act as a conduit between altered states of reality—this is what enables humans to work with the elementals surrounding the plants. My shaman is himself a plant god, and he came to help me. To this day he has never given me his name, and he still does not communicate with me verbally, only through telepathic means.

As far as plant elementals go, the main thing to remember is that a different elemental will come to each person who works with prayer and plant magic. And a different elemental will come to each plant god who invokes it. Each elemental will have a different teaching on how to best utilize the healing properties of the plant medicine, and the way in which one elemental connects with the plant will be different from how another connects. Likewise, how a human being receives, interprets, and utilizes plant magic will vary from person to person. The manner in which a plant god allocates higher meaning and the vibrational connection between a human and an elemental is up to that plant god.

That cold rainy day was the first time I stood in the presence of my shaman, that sentient being, as he held me in his magic. My body was somewhat erect as I felt his “words” penetrate me. My spirit, weak and sullen, was somehow made stronger by the energies this plant god imparted. The dreamlike state I was in was surreal, even more so because I was utterly exhausted from the spiritual work I had been doing lately. The city block where I encountered the shaman was lined with magnificent pine trees, and I could feel him invoking the trees as he worked with me, calling upon the elementals that he felt could bring me healing. They listened, and they came without hesitation. It was as though the leaves and branches positioned themselves in my direction to protect me, and you could hear the sound of soft whistling in the wind. The air had an etheric feeling and a sense of light pulsation to it, something I am familiar with and attribute to the presence of spirits hovering. He called upon them, one and all, to breathe magic into me and give me hope. It was his prayer, undeniably and exuberantly so.

The shaman’s prayer was unspoken, and its vibration traversed every state of consciousness, both tangible and intangible to human senses. Its power was illuminated by the purity of the shaman’s intention. And it all happened so fast, as I was passing in and out of some kind of altered state. Something else was unfolding here—a higher level of communication, another level of consciousness and healing.

There is no time boundary when among the spirits, and the hours that passed in my mind lasted only a few minutes in reality. I was in a stupor when the elementals departed. The shaman, as indomitable as ever, left quietly and walked off into the ethers. He didn’t even say goodbye. The gift I had prepared, of stones, hair, and flowers, was now for him, and I sang a song as I looked for a place to lay these intricacies down. I found a home for my offering by one of the trees and didn’t even notice the myriad of people walking to and fro, passing me without observing my bewilderment.

I went home and rested. My meeting with the shaman had been extraordinary. Over the next few months, he returned to show me how my work with the spirit world, specifically with the plant gods, was to release me from the miasm, from the pattern I was born into. This work with plants would also assist me in my efforts to help souls on the other side who are bound to this earth by their own struggles; I would be able to ask the plant spirits for intercession on behalf of souls, and would learn more about the vibrational healing capacities that each living plant embodies, and how that vibration can mirror a thought, emotion, or illness in the earth realm.

But while is easy for me to call upon spirit guides or other souls in the ethers, such is not the case with my shaman. He is a busy soul and respects the hierarchy of grandfather healers from which he descends. In recent years he has not visited as often as he did during that turbulent and inspiring time when I first met him, but I know where to find him if I have need of him.

In my many years working with clients before I met the shaman, I had received remedies from various healing spirits. These remedies embraced every aspect of human nature and originated in the plant, mineral, and animal kingdoms. I’d always had a relationship with the spirits who imparted the knowledge. But rarely did I have a relationship with the remedies themselves—and that is what my shaman came to teach me. He wanted me to develop a more personal relationship with the remedies, especially those that came from plants. Meeting the shaman seemed to open a new dimension of the spirit world to me; I now had access to the spirits within this dimension, their healing powers, more remedies than I’d known before, and many new truths about working with plant elementals and spirits of that nature. My awareness was greatly increased, as was my potential to work on another level. For this I am profoundly grateful.

My shaman let me know that, in order to build a more personal relationship with the plant remedies, I needed to be initiated into another dimension of the spirit world and go through a series of healing crises and upheavals. Only after those experiences could I convey my new knowledge. My shaman wanted the new knowledge to heal me and also wanted me to draw on it to heal others.
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I had begun to experience various healing crises and upheavals before I ever met my shaman, which is why I was walking the streets of New York, searching for a soul who could help me. Physically, I was having a severe allergic reaction to pesticides that were being sprayed in my area for mosquitoes, and spiritually, I had been working with the souls of some lost children who were somehow stuck in the ethers, more or less earthbound and not knowing how to be released into the light.

Every summer, for several years, spray trucks had ventured into my neighborhood to kill mosquito larvae. The pesticides were sprayed with little concern for human health and well-being or for the environmental devastation they caused, and with little or no advance warning. The first year that the government sprayed, a strong neurotoxin was used that affected many people. My immune system couldn’t take the harsh chemicals that seeped through my nervous system, and I was sick for months. The second year, they changed the pesticide, but it still left me debilitated and working hard to clear my body of the harmful residue. By the third year, I thought that I might have built up a resistance to it, but I hadn’t. A month after they sprayed, I developed seizure-type episodes. I spent months trying to repattern my nervous and immune systems and hours receiving acupuncture treatments and cranial-sacral work. My nutrition focused on increasing essential fatty acids in my diet and any other brain foods I could think of. I also worked with herbs and homeopathy to cleanse out my liver.

Throughout this time, I knew that my work with the lost children in the spirit world also had something to do with my physical condition. I knew that my prayers had to be strong, both for myself and for those whom I was asked to help. Although I had some sort of plan, holistically speaking, it still felt like I was chasing my tail. Something was missing—so I sat down one day and came up with a new strategy. I needed to invoke the spirit world as only I knew how and ask what they needed from me to help me move beyond my malady. I also wanted them to teach me how to work with the toxins in my body on a different level.


Crazy Horse dreamed and went into the world where there is nothing but the spirits of all things. That is the real world that is behind this one, and everything we see here is something like a shadow from that world.

Black Elk



A major part of this new plan was meeting a spirit who would come and assist me. I knew I would have to go through a metamorphosis, and I balked at the idea of having to endure some of the trials I knew would come, but I had no choice. I was stuck. My body wasn’t able to rebalance and rid itself of the pesticide residue, and the lost children were constantly around me, sometimes playing, sometimes crying, attaching themselves to me to such a degree that other clairvoyant mediums could see them around me. Their energies were very heavy, since they were frightened and their souls were very old. I was stuck, they were stuck, and we were going nowhere together.

After I met my shaman, I could always tell when he was present, since the vibration and energy in the air around me would shift. The light would deepen, and the walls would look like shadows in a multidimensional structure that enclosed me. I always waited patiently for his visits, and little by little, he imparted instruction and healing—my initiation into the work with plants had begun. I was addled by his methodology, but it didn’t matter; I needed his help and took down some notes. I was still bewildered as to how the lost children could help my physical body convalesce and how the plant magic would play into all of this.

To explain my relationship with the lost children, I should first share some of my own spiritual practices. When I pray in the morning, I always pray for the souls in purgatory and in other dimensions of the spirit world. I was raised Catholic and revere the teachings of the Christian saints and martyrs, especially when it comes to the repose of a soul. I also embrace the Buddhist teachings of reincarnation and have somehow intertwined the two so that they fit my understanding and development. Many times during prayer and in my state of contemplation, souls come and go around me, asking me to pray for them. Simple enough. As a Catholic, I draw from the many wonderful prayers that have been passed down through the ages, especially prayers for souls who are not at rest. I also devote time to creating my own sacred words for the heavens.

One memorable day, I was saying a prayer to St. Joseph to benefit children, specifically the ones who had been coming to me. One by one, they entered the living room where I sat silently and began to laugh and move in concentric circles around me. They made me laugh, and I tried not to pay too much attention to them as they watched me. I wasn’t sure why I was even praying for them, since they seemed so happy. New children always came each day, and some of the ones who had visited me previously would return. I usually would laugh with them for a moment, then return to my novenas.

But on this day, my curiosity got the better of me and I sat with them for a while, wondering where they had come from and why they were there. One of them took me through the spirit world to an orphanage in Europe during the late 1800s or early 1900s and showed me that some of the children who had been visiting me had died there of the plague. The care they received was dismal, and most of them longed for companionship. Their clothes were thin and tattered, their stomachs distended from starvation, and their teeth rotting from malnutrition. They came to me “happy” because they lived each day in the orphanage in a state of make-believe. They pretended to be joyful and carefree, with warm meals filling their tummies and shoes with laces that were as strong as steel, ones that wouldn’t break during their free-spirited play. They played both by themselves and with one another, but often were sickly. They mostly stayed inside the orphanage, looking through the dirt-stained windows to get a glimpse of the outside world.

There were other children who visited me as well, from various places and times in earthly reality. The common thread seemed to be that they had all been abandoned in some manner. Some had been abused, many had lived on the streets, and many died from disease. All in all, I got to “meet” them and hear their stories.

But how were these children connected to my physical condition, and how was the shaman going to help me? How was I going to learn what he wanted me to learn about his work with plant medicine? It all seemed overwhelming to me, but as the children kept coming and staying near, my body would feel their illnesses, and their emotions would run through me. There were days I was stronger and days I was weaker. I continued to do the same self-care things I’d always done, while awaiting the next steps from my new spirit friend.

The shaman came every so often at the beginning, bringing me healing energy. He would use his prayers and plant magic. The first time he asked me to lie down on my living room floor, so that he could do some healing work on me, was memorable. As he came near, other souls began to come out of the ethers and gather with him around me. He called upon them, and then, with his prayers, he called upon the plants. He summoned one plant in particular: Phytolacca americana. Poke.

The spirits and souls around me were preparing the plant for me. It is a miraculous thing to behold spirits bringing you healing. Although I wasn’t able to see the plant elementals who were present, I could perceive them through clairaudience and clairsentience; the spirits and souls around me all seemed to be aware of the elementals springing forth. Their relationship with the elementals was one of beneficence and complete trust. I then understood that these spirits and souls were plant gods. And the elementals—the spirits of many different plants—were their joyful cohorts.

The shaman wanted to show me one of the lifetimes where this miasm of mine began. I was one of them, a medicine woman in the Native American tradition. I was suffering from what looked like a bout of tuberculosis. A healer was making an herbal preparation for me, and I went through a cathartic healing crisis before I became well. It looked like they’d called upon the poke plant back then, as well. There were children around me in that lifetime, playing. Some of them had stayed with me; their lightheartedness was what had attracted some of the lost children who also were now at my side. Apparently I’d never let them go. Then the vision of myself in that lifetime dissipated, and I continued to stay present with the healing that the spirits were facilitating for me.

The spiritual energies of the poke plant were like an aphrodisiac. The spirits seemed to dance around me with the preparation that they made, and their laughter was so voluminous that I couldn’t contain myself and joined in. I could tell that they were releasing some kind of held energy within me, physically, emotionally, and spiritually. My laughter turned into coughing and a metallic taste formed on the tip of my tongue. I knew that I was ridding some of that pesticide residue from my system. My coughing went deeper, until I was able to push up some mucus, and then it subsided. There was an emptiness within and around me. Something had given way in my chest, and all I could feel was the emptiness.

My past life as a medicine woman no longer seemed to hold any energy in my energy field, and I knew that some of the lost children had made their way into the light. It was only a handful, but it was a start. I felt empty, even sad, and I realized how tightly I was holding on to souls that I didn’t even know were attaching to me so strongly. I’d probably been doing this since the day I was born. I wondered whether, if my thinking had not been so myopic, I could have helped these children into the light any earlier, through prayer.

I guess it didn’t matter. The timing was right, and perhaps there was more meaning than I realized in their attachment to me. As I lifted myself up, the shaman was still around me, but the other souls had vanished. The etheric mist that accompanies the spirit world was very profuse. I could breathe better—I could definitely feel that—and something had shifted for me physically. Later, when I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw that my coloring was not as yellow as it had been since the spraying of the pesticides began. I had many questions, but the shaman wasn’t about to give me many answers. This was going to be a memorable relationship and apprenticeship.

When those few lost children crossed into the light, they had taken some of the poison out of my body so that I could really begin to heal. And some of the internal inflammation that I had tried to calm through other means had shifted slightly. Even my eyesight was a little better, for a while. I knew that there had to be reasons why the children had been with me for all those years, but it didn’t really matter. Now just seemed to be the time to start healing this miasm. The teacher had appeared, and the work had begun. I did want to know more about the poke plant that day, since it was obviously very strengthening for me. When I asked the shaman about it, he prayed, as though getting permission from a higher source to impart the knowledge. He then began to show me some of its healing properties. He didn’t call upon the elementals again to dictate the plant magic; rather, he simply funneled it in a way that I could see it for myself. He was trying to teach me not just about connecting to the plant elementals, but also about connecting with the gods who have dominion over them.

When the shaman invoked poke, his lips formed subtle syllables as he raised his head toward the sky. I could hear only what appeared to be mumbling . . . perhaps a song, a prayer. He sang what came to him; he sang what came through him. I felt the energy come down through my crown chakra, into my heart, and ground through the earth. His prayer was as melodious a chant as I have ever heard. Even though its words would seem inane, if even audible, to a normal person, they made sense to me because of their vibration.

He let me see for a brief moment into the window of his world, of his spiritual makeup, of his gifting from the One Creator. And I saw poke through his eyes. Tears started to roll down my cheeks as my own prayer began to form, words like butterflies flying effortlessly from my lips to God’s ears:

Great Creator and Spirit of the Buffalo, we surrender to your powerful medicine. We stand here before you, seeking guidance and direction. Bring to us your wisdom, Great Spirit, so that we may follow in the trails you leave behind. Show us the way, for we are your children.

I was hearing the words in my head, and the melody was ringing in my voice. Wow—that was my prayer. When my spirit reached out to the soul of the poke plant, the prayer just began to emanate from my lips. The joy I felt in this sacred communion was illuminating. The emptiness I’d felt just a few moments before, after the healing, was now filled. My heart and soul felt whole. I had released something back to spirit—some of the children—and it felt like this connection, this joy, was their gift to me in return.

The soul is an empty vessel, but the Creator looks at emptiness much differently than we do. There is great splendor in finding union, and
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