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			​INTRODUCTION

			*****

			In 1953, the Central Intelligence Agency was authorized to begin the top-secret project known as MKUltra. It used people of all ages in a program that was largely focused on brainwashing and mind control. Through the use of LSD and other chemicals, hypnosis, electroshock, sensory deprivation, isolation, verbal and sexual abuse, and other forms of torture, they sought to find a portal into the mind through which they could completely control another human being. After decades of denial, the CIA finally admitted the existence of MKUltra, stating that the project was no longer operational. The program affected over two million Americans and Canadians, and I was one of them.

			Satanic cults use mind control on their cult members. The CIA enlisted the participation of satanic cult members who would willingly contract their children to this new project of experimentation. Combining the techniques of both organizations meant the CIA would have a greater chance of success with what they hoped to achieve.

			In 1955, when I was born, my parents named me Jennifer. In 1995, I legally changed my name to Serena. Before my birth, my father made arrangements to sign me over to the MKUltra project. He was the head of a satanic cult, so this type of behavior was standard for him. My parents’ intent, combined with the CIA’s plan, was to create a person with multiple personalities that they could control from the very beginning. The training started when I was three days old, and it affected every area of my life.

			When I was thirty-seven years old, I was diagnosed with multiple personality disorder, later termed dissociative identity disorder. I didn’t accept that diagnosis, but I knew something was wrong with me since I was in pain on a daily basis. I had lost my three sons to foster care due to my instability, and believed that if I were integrated, I could get them back. I was looking for a quick fix. I had it all planned out, I thought.

			Then I met the woman who would change my life. Unlike the doctors and therapists I had previously worked with, she was willing to step beyond the confines of accepted psychological methodology, in favor of something that would secure an authentic integration born of my Soul. I latched onto the idea of integration in shortsightedness. I could only dream of surviving, but my Soul knew a greater truth. With guidance from my Soul and a total commitment from this woman, I began my integration.

			*****

		


		
		

		

		

			This book is my story.

		
		


		
			​Chapter 1: A CRACK IN THE WALL

			I was diagnosed with multiple personality disorder when I was thirty-seven years old. I didn’t agree with the diagnosis, but I knew something was wrong with me. I was in constant emotional and physical pain, and struggled to make the simplest decisions. Every area of my life was in chaos.

			Six years before my diagnosis, I began working with my first therapist. During one of our sessions, he asked me if I had been sexually abused. I told him I didn’t think so, but as I drove home that evening, I asked God to show me the truth.

			Pieces of memory began to filter through the veil of my forgetfulness; flashes so unimaginable, I could barely cope. How could this be real? I would have remembered it, I thought. As the flashes became full-fledged memories, I was crippled with such overwhelming emotional pain that I cried every day. I had found being a single parent of three young boys very difficult, but now with these memories becoming more frequent, I could barely function.

			After a couple of years dealing with the memories of my father’s abuse, I began having memories of men being dressed in hooded, black robes. Pieces of memory flashed before my eyes—images so horrific I wondered if I were insane. With these images came the awareness that these men were part of a satanic cult. How could these things have happened to me without me remembering them?

			Julie, my younger sister, began having satanic memories as well. She would call me on the phone and ask me to listen to a memory she just had. She was concerned I would contaminate her memories with my own, so she asked me only to listen.

			In October of 1992, she called to share another memory with me. As I listened to Julie recount what had happened to our mother, it seemed as though an invisible wall crumbled, allowing me to see everything in shocking detail. Stopping Julie in mid-sentence, I pressed her for specifics. As she described what she was seeing, I could no longer push the truth away. Our memories matched exactly! Seeing my mother savagely raped by my father and his male cult followers caused chills to run down my spine. I felt like I was plunging headfirst down a dark hole, and I couldn’t do anything about it. Every satanic cult memory I had remembered up to this point had seemed too outlandish for them to be true. They were so outside the realm of normalcy that they were easy to repress. But now, I was seeing the memory in real time, and it hit me hard! My denial shattered. I knew I was in trouble.

			I scheduled appointments with different therapists in hopes of finding someone I could work with. But when I met with them individually, they all asked me the same question: did I know what multiple personality disorder was? I was offended and angry at their question. I left each appointment totally discouraged. But I had to find someone to help me. Walking into my seventh appointment, I tried to describe the memories I was having. Sobbing, I was incoherent. Once again, I was asked if I knew what multiple personality disorder was. I rebuked the therapist, telling him I knew what it was, and that I didn’t have it! Unlike the other therapists who had let the matter go, he disagreed with me and said that he had seen me switch personalities at least six times during the session. I left his office completely discouraged.

			Lying my head against the steering wheel of my car, I begged God for help. I told God if this were true, I would be willing to face it. Instantly, I saw a young girl appear on the seat right next to me. She seemed as real as I was, but since she materialized out of nowhere, I knew she must be a personality.

			She told me her name was Candee. She couldn’t have been more than fourteen years old. She was thin, with blond, curly hair. Her eyes were blue, and she had the sweetest smile. I was so shocked that I didn’t remember driving home.

			I began working with the therapist who had insisted I was a multiple personality. I would go to his office for a session and be told only minutes later that it was over. He informed me I had been there for the full hour, but I didn’t remember a thing! I began recording the sessions so I could hear what was going on with me. When I listened to the cassette tape, I was surprised. I heard different voices, sharing things I had no memory of. Even though the therapist handed me the cassette tape after every session, I still didn’t believe what was on it. The stories told by the various voices were too far-fetched to be true; it was easier for me to believe I was crazy.

			I began taking notes from the recorded cassette tapes, and when each new personality presented itself, I wrote down its name in my journals. I did this for years. It felt like I was working with a jigsaw puzzle, with the pieces of me scattered everywhere. I believed that if I kept track of all the different names and stories, I would eventually find myself. I went back through my journals many years later and counted the names I had jotted down, and to my amazement, it exceeded three hundred different personalities.

			One day, while shopping with my sons, I heard a high-pitched child’s voice calling to them. I watched a four-year-old boy with freckles and brown hair repeatedly shout to my boys that they had to come and see the toys. He gestured wildly, racing back and forth through the toy aisle. As I stood there, blocked behind some kind of internal glass wall, I saw my sons’ confusion and was powerless to do anything about it. Intuitively, I knew this child was connected to me and my supposed multiplicity. In the next instant, I was back on the other side of the wall, trying to deal with my sons’ embarrassment. At the time, I believed what I saw was what everyone else saw. It was years before I understood that the little boy who was running up and down the toy aisle was me! My sons and others saw an adult woman frantically gesturing and shouting loudly, while acting like a small child.

			I was getting worse. Suicide promised a way out, but I couldn’t do that to my sons. I found a hospital that was willing to help me. It was described as one of the leading institutions in the country dealing with dissociative disorders.

			I went into the hospital on August 12, 1993, and what was supposed to be a twenty-eight-day program turned into eight straight months of hospitalization. I deteriorated so completely that foster care was called in to help. They told me that if I didn’t willingly sign my sons over to the state, they would take me to court and prove I was unfit, and then I would never get them back. This terrified me, so I willingly signed the papers.

			I also began having memories of the government experimenting on me. My doctor told me I wasn’t the first patient to share this kind of information with him. He told me that the government had admitted to experimenting on Americans years earlier, but at that point, I was overwhelmed and could not accept any more details about my past, so my Soul put them away until later.

			After being released from the hospital, I was re-admitted periodically for the next two-and-a-half years due to my instability. While living on my own between hospital stays, I attended the hospital’s outpatient program every day and met with my doctor three times a week, but nothing seemed to help. I was still behaving erratically, and the memories never stopped. I felt hopeless.

			In my therapy sessions, I began to hear the words there is something more. It began as a quiet whisper, and the more I felt stuck, the louder it got. Finally, in complete despair, I surrendered. Within weeks, I was meeting the woman who would help me integrate. Through compassion, Norma Delaney bridged my self-hatred with a love so pure that she opened the way for me to begin feeling and experiencing things I had never known before. I learned from her; she was my teacher in becoming real.

			Unlike the doctors and therapists I had previously worked with, she was willing to step beyond the confines of accepted psychological methodology, in favor of something that would secure an authentic integration born of my Soul.

			*****

			Using the word “I” in the previous text was only for semantics.

			In truth, there was no I. There was no awareness of myself as an individual. Instead, there was a physical body, containing fragmented consciousnesses, held together by my Soul to move the life forward. Imagine a revolving door, quickly ushering people in and out. Each personality that comes forward will pick up the conversation where the last one left off. There can be no indication of the switch, because that will attract your attention. There is a cohesiveness of awareness, which allows all the personalities to flow as one.

			When a baby is born, the parents (if they are loving), hold and nurture their newborn. This simple act invites the Soul, through breath, to come into the body. While I was in the hospital, I got that kind of nurturing from the hospital staff. But once I was brought home, the training regimen began.

			When I was three days old, my father took me outside and laid me in the grass. Standing back, he watched to see how I would react. As I became hungry and cold, my cries turned into fitful bursts of rage. Weakened from lack of nourishment, I would fall into unconsciousness, but he would have none of that. Kicking me awake would start the process all over again. This went on into the early morning hours.

			How many times did my father have to kick me to rouse me out of death? How long would I cry before I gave up? Whatever the criteria, I passed with flying colors. I was the fighter he was looking for.

			How do I remember this? My Soul showed me this memory many years ago. She began to share with me the intent of this lifetime. Before my birth, my Soul knew of the thousands of years she had lived in human form, experiencing life through a veil of self-hatred and forgetfulness. She chose that this lifetime would be different. By being born to parents who were masters in the game of fear, I would either get lost in it or discover the truth of who I really am. It was a huge gamble, but my Soul was willing to take it.

			Norma held a space of loving compassion that allowed me to feel safe enough to face the truth of my life’s experiences, a memory at a time. Only after we had worked for over twenty years and I knew without a doubt that the memories were true, was I able to research online what the government had admitted. It shocked me to my core and validated everything I had remembered. I realized that my parents’ intent, combined with the government’s mind control program, had one purpose: to create a multiple personality that they could control from the very beginning, and that training affected every area of my life.

			This book is about my miraculous journey into integration and the light. It is about my transformation from living in darkness to being a person of higher consciousness. It’s about working outside the box to realize a choice that was made before my birth. The multiplicity that had worked so miraculously for thirty-seven years began to unravel because I allowed the first piece of truth to break through the barrier of my denial. That first truth created a small crack in the walls of my dissociation. What looked to the outer world like chaos was, in truth, the beginning of my new life.

			How is it possible that integration was finally achieved? Soul wisdom is so much more than what we humans realize. I, the human, needed another human to guide me, to help me see that there was another way. My Soul brought me to Norma to begin my journey of integration. In being able to touch her and speak to her, in feeling her love and compassion encompass me, I began to trust something other than fear. She was the rock to my instability. I knew nothing about my Soul, but through her, I was introduced to the light within me. I could only dream of surviving, but my Soul knew that life could be so much more. With guidance from my Soul and a total commitment from this woman, I began my integration.

			There were many naysayers who told Norma to give up. They said I would never integrate, but she knew that with Spirit, anything is possible.

			This book was written to show others that there is another way.

			No matter what has happened in your past, if you truly want to heal, you can through the wisdom of your own higher consciousness. You don’t have to have a plan. Just say yes to your Soul, and that will be a beginning.

		


		
			​Chapter 2: MEETING NORMA

			I’m meeting with Norma today to see if she can help me. Opening the door, she smiles and invites me in. Scanning her appearance, I examine everything, from the color of her pants and blouse to the jewelry that adorns her neck, wrists, ears, and fingers. I am a human computer, memorizing everything for future reference. But there is something beyond the physical that intrigues me. Her eyes emanate a life of their own. They invite me to trust, just by looking into them. Her whole being radiates an energy that I find comforting.

			Following her into the living room, I stop and turn around in amazement. Tall Ficus trees stand on either side of the room, with twinkling white lights interwoven between their branches. Various types of potted plants grow everywhere. The sound of a bubbling water fountain and the tinkling of a wind chime add the final touches to a room that is purely magical.

			Smiling warmly at me, Norma pats the couch, inviting me to take a seat next to her. Shaking my head no, I sit down on the floor with my back against the wall. Unfortunately, that doesn’t help to control my anxiety.

			Internally, many voices are speaking.

			Will she like me?

			Is she safe?

			She’s so beautiful!

			Don’t say anything. See what she does first.

			My hands fidget nervously; my breathing is fast and shallow. Norma speaks quietly; she asks me what I would like to accomplish.

			With a switch and a rush of words, someone cries, “I need to get my sons back! I have been in and out of the hospital since 1993. It was supposed to be a twenty-eight-day program …”

			Abruptly, the body transforms, as Roberta defiantly states, “I know they think I’m a multiple personality, but they’re wrong! I need to get stable, so I can get my boys back ...”

			Without as much as a hiccup, the head straightens, and an angry, high-pitched voice demands, “What are your credentials? Have you ever worked with a multiple before? My name is Charlotte. I don’t want to work with anyone, unless they know what they’re doing.”

			Before Norma can reply, Roberta is back, and without a pause, she implores, “I have to get my sons back. Can you help me?”

			Before Norma utters a word, Roberta is gone again.

			There are many who come. Most are unaware of the one that precedes them. Each one leaves before any cohesive conversation is established. Finally, Daniel appears and speaks in a deep voice. “I am a protector. I am thirty-three years old, and I stand at 6’2” tall with blond hair and blue eyes.

			I know that I’m part of a system that lives in a female body, but it’s important that you see me for who I am. I’m here to help you with the children. They don’t trust anyone, not even Dr. Barnes. I will do what I can to help. All you need to do is call my name, and I will come.” Without further ado, he leaves.

			The body sits motionless. Moments pass in silence before I come forward. “I am Sebrina, the one who made the appointment with you. I’m sorry if the switching scared you, but I knew they were anxious to meet you, so I let them be first.”

			“I wasn’t afraid,” Norma acknowledges. “I was just listening.” 

			“Do you think you can help us?” 

			“I have seen movies about multiples,” Norma says, “but I’ve not studied or read any books on the subject.”

			“I understand that,” I interject. “That’s not what I want. I have worked with professionals for years, and we are no closer to being integrated. I need someone who works with the psychic and spiritual realm. We have so many parts of our memory dealing with unusual things that I don’t know what to believe anymore. Do you think you can help us?”

			Norma’s face is aglow with love as she responds. “I work with compassionate energy that seems to know how to do things beyond what the human part of me knows. I call it Spirit, or the psychic realm. I have been working in that medium for many years. I truly believe there is no illness that Spirit can’t assist a person in healing.”

			Before I have a chance to respond, an attractive man walks through the front door. He is in his late forties, with long, white hair drawn back into a ponytail. The aroma of leather and pipe tobacco clings to him as he enters the room.

			“It’s alright,” Norma assures me. “That’s my husband, Garret.”

			Up bounds the body, as a young boy shouts, “Hey, I’m a boy, too!” Racing toward Garret, he exclaims, “I am four years old, and my name is Robbie!”

			Imagine if you will, the body of a forty-year-old woman, racing toward this man with the gait of a youngster. Stretching out his arms and smiling widely, Robbie stops within inches of Garret, waiting for his response.

			Taking it in stride, Garret graciously nods and responds, “It’s nice to meet you, Robbie.” Looking over at Norma, he smiles and politely excuses himself.

			Completely unperturbed, Robbie plops himself down on the couch beside Norma. Animated and bright, he waves his arms above his head. “Who is you? Do you know Barnie? I love Barnie! Oh ... Sebina is telling me to come back inside, because she wasn’t done yet. I was glad to meet you,” he happily declares. With that pronouncement, he throws his arms around Norma and gives her a hug before disappearing inside.

			Coming back to the front, I laugh while saying, “Robbie is an important part of the system. He’s a protector who brings laughter and joy to us all. He adores Dr. Barnes and calls him Barnie. So many of the other children are terrified of men, so they refuse to speak to Dr. Barnes, so large parts of our story are being left out. Don’t get me wrong—Dr. Barnes is the best doctor we’ve ever had. He’s able to see and hear things that the other doctors miss. He never judges, no matter what we share, but it seems that no matter how hard we work, there are always more memories waiting to be dealt with. That’s why I feel there has to be something more!” 

			Taking a deep breath, I add, “I feel that the spiritual realm is where our answer is, but don’t say anything yet! I need to tell you a bit about our history. Then you can decide if you want to work with us. We were born into a satanic cult, plus my father involved us with the government, where they supposedly did experiments on us, but to be honest, I don’t believe that. I don’t know what happened, but I know that it was bad! Do you think you can help us?” Holding my breath, I anxiously wait for her to answer. 

			Smiling warmly, Norma responds, “Yes, Sebrina, I will help you. It will be an adventure for both of us as we discover how Spirit will lead us.”

		


		
			NORMA’S OBSERVATION

			Each new client I agree to work with is an opportunity for me to open to further discovery. I’m an energy facilitator in partnership with Spirit, which I recognize as my own intuitive self. Over the years, I have worked with many individuals, each with different issues. I teach them to connect with their own Spirit self for their own healing. Spirit leads me in my work, continually assuring me that all I have to do is show up and I will be led.

			I had no idea what meeting with Sebrina would be like. We had met at a Kryon event in Seattle, Washington. These events are opportunities to align ourselves with others who choose to work with Spirit. Many are healers, channelers, and teachers of metaphysical subjects.

			Sebrina stood at the microphone and asked for help. I was referred to her as the person best suited to assist her in her healing. She stated that she was diagnosed with multiple personality disorder. My only experience with understanding multiplicity came from the movies The Three Faces of Eve and Sybil. Trust me, the movies are bland compared to the real-life encounter. Sebrina arrived, and my life-changing adventure began.

			It was one of the most unusual experiences I have ever had. I knew from Spirit that I had to be very still in her presence. I watched this woman come into my living room. Her attempt to appear normal was contradicted by the evident tension in her body. Her eyes darted everywhere. I had the impression that she was memorizing her surroundings, possibly looking for an escape route. Despite the time she had taken to apply her makeup, I could see the deep sadness in her eyes. Her whole body exuded a profound weariness.

			I invited her to sit on the couch next to me, but she preferred to sit on the floor with her back against the wall. As rapidly as I could talk to one person, another would appear. Some were adults, like Daniel. He displayed a depth of wisdom and kindness as he told me he was ready to assist me in any way he could. He good-naturedly informed me that he understood he lived in a female body, but it was important that I see him for who he truly was. The amazing thing is that, over time, as I got to know Daniel, I saw him for who he was. Despite the fact that he lived in a female body, his large male presence dwarfed the 5’5” frame.

			Children appeared, both male and female alike. I had the impression they were the brave ones who were coming out to gauge my reaction. Behind the children’s eyes, I could see many other pairs of eyes, watching, too afraid to come out and speak for themselves. I sat there witnessing a miracle of life. Within each human being is the capability to split into multiple fragments, just as anything else that is broken can be shattered. I felt humbled and ready to assist this person with whatever Spirit would lead us to do. It never occurred to me what a giant journey I was undertaking, and I never thought to ask how long it would take, or all the other questions people have asked me since.

			We were drawn together by a mysterious force; my mind was never present enough to question it. The only thing I know these many years later is that I still feel the same way. It’s like I’ve been in training in a university program, unlike anything I could have ever imagined. I feel and know I’ve been blessed to be part of this miracle.

			I think back to our beginning and realize how unaware we both were. Innocence has been our strongest suit. It has allowed both of us to be led by Spirit. I truly believe this is a story of a shattered human being, commonly known as a multiple personality, being led to fully integrate.

			The reason this integration is so unusual is that it was led by Kuan Yin, who is the goddess of Divine Compassionate Love. When I met Sebrina, I knew I had to channel more than just Kuan Yin’s words. I opened myself fully to Kuan Yin’s energy, which awakened the compassion already living within me. This solid connection enabled me to easily communicate with Serena’s Soul, opening the door to a new, healed human being.

		


		
			​Chapter 3: LEARNING TO BREATHE

			Knocking on the door, I listen for the sound of footsteps. Hearing nothing, I knock louder. Still, no response. Standing there aimlessly, I wonder what to do. Finally, after what seems like an eternity, Norma opens the door.

			Smiling, she takes my hand, saying, “Just come on in. You don’t need to knock, sweetie.”

			“Are you serious?” How can she trust us? 

			“Of course, Sebrina. I have nothing to fear. If you don’t see me, I’m upstairs working with another client. Make yourself comfortable, and I’ll be down shortly.”

			Bewildered by her remark, I remain silent. Following her into the living room, I sit down in the upholstered chair across from her.

			“Come sit beside me,” Norma suggests.

			Taking a seat next to her, I wonder where I should begin.

			No need for deliberation: out pops Robbie. “Hi! It’s me, Robbie! I missed you. I is glad we is here. I telled Dr. Barnie about you.”

			Stopping to inhale, he rushes on. “There is lots of kids waitin’ to see you.

			How come we had to wait so long before we could come to your house again?” Smiling broadly, he waits for Norma to respond.

			Before she has a chance to answer, the face transforms, and the eyes grow round with innocence as a switch occurs. “I have to go pee pee,” a child’s voice whispers. Grabbing her crotch, the child wiggles in discomfort.

			Smiling and without comment, Norma gently takes her hand, leading her to the bathroom. The child’s gait is stiff and unbalanced, just like a toddler learning to walk. The closer she gets to the bathroom, the more rigid she becomes. Pulling her hand out of Norma’s, she curls up on the floor, whimpering.

			“I will pee for her!” Robbie exclaims, stepping forward. “I is not afraid.” Striding out of the bathroom minutes later, he triumphantly exclaims, “Jennifer is scared of lots of things. She don’t talk much, but I always try to help her.” With a skip and a hop, he lands back on the couch.

			“Barnie don’t care if we sees you. I is glad. I want to have time with you today, okay?” Scooting closer, Robbie leans in for a hug. “After all the others talk with you, can we be together?”

			“Of course we can, sweetie. I want to be with you, too.” Holding him close, Norma gives him a bear hug before letting go.

			Looking up at her, he laughs. “I think you had better talk to them, because they is having a hard time.” Happily, he steps back, making room for Sebrina.

			“I don’t know where to start,” I remark, rubbing my forehead for clarity.

			“Let’s start by breathing, so your body can feel more at peace. Sit back and close your eyes. Listen to my voice as you breathe deeply through your nose.” Speaking slowly, in a gentle cadence, Norma continues. “Let your shoulders relax as you drop deeper into your body. Keep your mouth closed as you inhale and exhale slowly.” Stopping, she allows me to breathe a bit before continuing. “Notice if your breath is coming all the way down into your belly. Feel your belly rise and fall with every breath you take. This type of breathing tells your body that it is safe. Give yourself the time you need to really settle into the sweet rhythm your breath has for you.” After a few minutes of leading me to breathe, she asks if I am ready to begin.

			“Yes, listening to your voice really helped me feel better. Thanks, Norma.”

			“Good, now what do you want to talk about today?”

			“I’ve always believed that I chose my parents for a reason. I don’t know what that reason is, but I feel it. I’ve yearned for a spiritual connection for as long as I can remember. It’s what led me to try different things in my life. A few years ago, I began meditating. One morning in meditation, I saw a candle flickering underneath a bushel basket. My eyes were closed, but I swear I saw it, Norma! Then I heard a voice say, ‘Don’t hide your light under a bushel basket.’ Even though I knew the words came from the Bible, that didn’t change how real that moment was for me. I’ve had many experiences like that, most of them before I was diagnosed.”

			“Tell me about another such experience,” Norma suggests.

			“Well, a few months ago, I began feeling that to truly integrate, I needed to change my legal name. At the time, I had no idea what that would be. When I shared the idea with Dr. Barnes, he thought it was silly. But Norma, the feeling didn’t go away—it grew stronger! One morning, when I was still half-asleep, I heard that voice that whispered to me about the light under the bushel basket, say, ‘Your new name is to be Serena-Faith Masterson, which means serene faith master of the Christ within. You will need to legally change it for the work that is to come.’ And so I did. I legally changed it, but no one calls me that.

			“Isn’t that strange? Hearing voices? Sometimes I wonder if I’m just plain crazy. I leave out parts of my history on purpose. I never share them with the therapists, because it’s too uncomfortable.” Grabbing a pillow off the couch, I push it into my stomach, hoping it will stop the anxiety I’m feeling.

			“Let’s slow this down, so we can look at your concerns one at a time, Sebrina.” (Norma frequently speaks my name, saying it loudly to help bring me back to the present moment. She knows I live in a constant state of mental confusion caused by internal voices clamoring to be heard. She uses this method to help me focus so we can continue talking with minimal interruptions.) The first thing I heard you tell me is that you’re aware of an intuitive sense that guides and directs you from within yourself. I understand that. Through the years, I have learned that even though my mind has no idea about any given situation, Spirit fully knows what a person needs for their own healing. Discussing Spirit or psychic phenomena does not intimidate me. I believe and know it to be true. It’s how I do my work. As we work together, we will discover the truth about what happened to you.

			“Now this is important, and I need you to listen to me,” Norma emphatically states, while raising her voice. “You are not crazy! In fact, you’re a remarkable human being who used your psychic ability to keep yourself alive. Most people would have succumbed to the life you had. Do you realize how brilliant your Soul is?”

			Since I don’t like compliments, I pretend I didn’t hear her question. “I don’t know the difference between real and pretend most of the time, and that really bothers me. I know Robbie is real, because I can see him. We are two very different people. I remember when he raced up and down the aisles of Target, yelling for my sons to hurry and come see the toys. People stared, and my sons were mortified, but I couldn’t stop him! He does what he wants. I see his freckles, and his upturned nose … and his smile makes me feel happy. But other people don’t see him at all!”

			Stopping for breath, I wrap my arms around my middle to repress my mounting anxiety. “When the others come into the body, I usually don’t remember it. I know I’ve lost time, because others tell me about it later. I constantly question myself. I wonder if I want attention so badly, I’d do anything for it.”

			Brushing the tears off my face, I push on. “I’m always angry with myself, and feel frustrated that I have difficulty with the simplest things! Telling you this much makes my body scream in pain!”

			“I’m proud of you for sharing this with me,” Norma says encouragingly.

			“Do you think it might all be a lie?” I hopefully ask. “I’ve told you, I don’t know what to believe, and it’s hard telling the difference between what is pretend and what is real, so maybe what I remember is all a lie ...”

			“Why do you think it might be a lie, Sebrina?”

			“That thought always pushes at me. How do I go from believing my life was one way, then poof — I discover a totally different story that’s so outlandish, anyone would question it?”

			“I know you want answers, Sebrina, but this will take time. Can you allow yourself to discover the truth gently?”

			“When I’m with you, I believe anything is possible.” Squeezing Norma’s hand, I add, “Yes, if you will do it with me.”

			“Of course I will. Now let’s go upstairs to do more of the breathing I showed you earlier.”

			*****

			Norma smiles at me, inviting me to lie down on the massage table.

			No one’s going to touch me! 

			Can’t lie on my back— no, no, no!

			“I want to go back to the couch,” a young child pleads.

			“I know you’re afraid,” Norma gently responds. “I won’t hurt you. If you lie down on your back, I can help you breathe easier.”

			“I will!” exclaims Robbie. Climbing up onto the table, he scoots to the far end and hangs his head off the side. “Like this?” he playfully asks, giggling.

			Laughing, Norma centers him on the table.

			“See, I breathe real good.” Pointing to his stomach, he pushes it up and down, exaggerating its movement with his breath for effect.

			“Yes, Robbie, you do breathe good,” Norma gently croons. “But did you know that you breathe backwards?”

			Pulling back, he frowns at her questioningly.

			Placing her hand on his stomach, she smiles and guides him to slow his breathing down. “When you inhale, your stomach goes in, and when you exhale, your stomach goes out. Did you know that?”

			“Yes, that’s the right way. I know it!” Robbie insists. 

			“Actually, it’s backwards, sweetie.”

			“No, that not right, Norma!” 

			“If you have breathed one way your entire life, it would feel wrong to breathe differently,” Norma calmly replies. “But I can assure you, it is backwards. Would you like to learn to breathe in a way that will help all of you?” Speaking in a quiet, melodic voice, she leads Robbie to breathe in a new way. “Play with me and inhale, while pushing your stomach out. Notice where your breath stops. Is it in your chest, or are you bringing it down, deep into your stomach? Allow your stomach muscles to relax. That’s it. Now, as you exhale, bring your stomach in.”

			With the next inhale, I switch in, exclaiming fearfully, “This is too hard!”

			“It’s alright, Sebrina. We’ll do it slowly.” Speaking gently, Norma asks, “Have you ever tried something new, and at first it feels so different that you know it must be wrong, but the more you do it, the more comfortable it becomes?”

			“Yes, but how could I have been wrong all this time?” I anxiously shout.

			“Sweetie, you’re not wrong. People who have been traumatized at an early age tend to breathe up in their chests. They’re afraid to come deep into their bodies. They blame their body for their pain and want nothing to do with it.

			Let’s make a game out of it. Pretend you’re on a surfboard, on top of a wave, and feel yourself move deeper into your body with each breath. Feel how easily the breath can move.”

			I try to imagine myself on a surfboard, riding a large wave, but no matter how vividly I see it, I’m unable to go any deeper into my body; my breath catches in my throat, and my body feels like granite rock. There’s no way I or anyone else will come into the body like this. “I can’t do it, Norma. I’m sorry!”

			“Don’t apologize, you’ve done nothing wrong. Practice it as gently as you can without forcing yourself to do it, Sebrina. Lay your hand on your stomach and practice inhaling and exhaling, while letting your stomach move as I showed you. Make it a game, where you discover how it feels to breathe in this new way. You don’t have to rush it, seriously sweetie, let it be, and it will become yours naturally.”

			“Okay, I’ll try, but can we go back downstairs to talk?”

			“Yes, but it would be helpful to get something to eat before we do anything else today.”

			Uh-oh, another glitch. There will be more switching, since food is an issue for all of us.

			Leading the way into the kitchen, Norma responds to my unspoken dread. “I know you would prefer to keep going and ignore the fact that you need to eat, but we have been working for quite a while, and your body would appreciate a snack before we delve into any other subjects. Can you allow someone who wants to eat to come forward, please?”

			“That’s me!” Robbie happily declares. 

			“What would you like?”  

			“I want dessert, like cake or cookies!”

			Rummaging in the refrigerator, Norma answers, “I know sweets sound good, but let’s start with something more substantial. Would you like a chicken sandwich or a ​peanut butter-and-jelly sandwich?”

			Running over to where Norma is standing, Robbie shouts, “I want peanut butter and jelly!”

			Taking Robbie’s hand, Norma leads him back to the table. “I want you to sit and talk with me while I prepare our snack. Can you do that?”

			Immediately, Robbie withdraws.

			“Hey, you did nothing wrong, sweetie, you’re okay. I just need room to make our snack. Tell me why you like sweets so much, and I will listen.”

			“Well … I likes to eat sweets because it tastes so good! At the hospital, I sneak dessert all the time.” Covering his mouth with his hand, Robbie laughs mischievously.

			“Why do you have to sneak it?”

			“Because the big people say it makes me hyper.” 

			“Is your favorite food anything that is sweet?” 

			“Yes! I love all sweet things!” he wildly exclaims.

			Norma sets the plate with the peanut butter-and-jelly sandwich down in front of him. Robbie grabs it and bites it in half. Leaning directly over his plate, he finishes it almost without chewing.

			“Would you like a cookie?” 

			“Can I have more than one?”

			“Let’s start with one and see how you feel.” Deciding he will have more, Robbie nods obligingly.

			Before he finishes, a timid voice asks, “Can I have something to eat, too? I’m so ... hungry.”

			Smiling, Norma replies, “Of course, you can have something to eat.

			What would you like?”

			“I want peanut butter-and-jelly, just like Robbie.” 

			“Alright, I can do that. Were you watching him eat?”

			“Quietly nodding, the child answers, “I wanted something to eat just like him.”

			Going back into the kitchen, Norma continues talking, knowing that the sound of her voice is comforting. She knows it took courage to come forward and ask for food. Walking back into the room with half a sandwich, Norma sets the plate down in front of her.

			“What is your name?” Norma asks, sitting down in the chair next to the little girl.

			The child looks around the room fearfully before answering. “I’m Priscilla. I was wanting to come, because I like how you talk.”

			Leaning back, Norma smiles at her. “I’m glad you came.”

			Picking up the sandwich, Priscilla takes a bite and swallows quickly. She barely breathes. Keeping her head down, she furtively looks around the room while shoving the rest of the sandwich into her mouth. No sooner does Priscilla finish than another child comes forward to take her place.

			Picking up the plate and returning to the kitchen for a third time, Norma makes another half sandwich. Returning to the child, Norma guides her to feel the food as it goes into her tummy. Norma knows that it’s important to balance the body’s needs while attending to each child who comes forward.

			Calling Sebrina to the front, Norma suggests they move back to the living room to talk.

			Sitting down on the couch together, I gather my thoughts before speaking. “I feel the medications we’re taking aren’t good for us. I’ve felt this for a while. When I take them, it feels like I’m putting a lid on the top of my head, bottling everything up inside.”

			“The medications you’re taking were prescribed to support you through this difficult time in your life,” answers Norma. “Their purpose is to keep your emotions in check so that you can cope. That’s why you’re feeling bottled up, Sebrina.”

			“I know it helps with our anxiety, but sometimes, it feels wrong to use them.”

			“It’s not wrong, Sebrina. It has helped you when you needed it most, but now that you’re sensing it’s time for a change, trust that.” Patting my hand reassuringly, she asks, “What medications are you currently taking?”

			“We take Prozac for depression, Klonopin for anxiety, and Ambien for sleep. But none of it really works; we still wake up several times a night, and the anxiety is out of control. I wonder if any of them really help. I like the Prozac, though, because it helps keep the hunger at bay.”

			“You said you believed I could help you,” Norma replies. “In order for this healing to occur, can you trust that you could be all right without medication? The medication is a temporary fix that covers up the real problem. I know it’s been useful in the past, but if you’re sensing it’s time to come off it, you need to trust that. I’ll be here to help you. It’s important that you tell Dr. Barnes what you want to do, and ask him what he suggests.”

			Nodding in agreement, I decide I will bring this up the next time I see him. “I need to talk to you about the boys. Is there time?” I anxiously ask.

			“Yes, sweetie. I told you we have as much time as you need.” Taking my hand, she looks into my eyes. “It will help everyone if you can hear me when I say, we have as much time as you need. Rushing creates fear, so take your time, I’m not going anywhere.”

			“Okay, Norma. I’ll trust what you’re telling me.” Smiling, I inhale slowly before beginning. “Like everything else in our life, the situation with the boys is out of control. They fight with each other most of the time, so when I have them on the weekend, it’s absolute chaos. I have no downtime.

			“Aaron is depressed and stays by himself most of the time. Stephen is angry and ends up yelling at everyone, and Tim …well, I don’t know what happens, but all of a sudden, the other two have ganged up on him, and he’s screaming … it’s utter chaos! They blame each other, so I don’t know who to believe. I can’t cope with it all!” I hysterically wail. “I end up feeling overwhelmed and guilty. I want to make it right for them, but I don’t know what that is!” 

			“Stop a moment and breathe with me,” Norma suggests. “Just focus on your breath, and feel yourself relax.”

			As I relax, I’m able to speak more easily. “I love them, but I dread the weekends, because I know I hurt them by switching. When I was driving the four of us to the store the other day, something on the side of the road caught the attention of one of the children in the system. She moved to the front of the body, while pointing and telling everyone to look. The boys were upset that I had switched, but for me it was both upsetting and dangerous because no one was driving the car, Norma!”

			Without as much as a hiccup, Roberta appears and picks up the conversation from where she left off during the last session. “Do you think you can help me? Dr. Barnes is sure I’m a multiple personality, but I think he’s wrong. The boys have been in foster care for a long time! I’m frustrated because I end up getting hospitalized again and again. I have problems, but being a multiple is not one of them!” 

			Norma has witnessed how quickly Roberta retreats, so she holds very still, while asking, “Why are you so sure you’re not a multiple, Roberta?”

			“Because … I just know it!” Jumping up off the couch, she furiously shouts, “I don’t want to be a multiple!”

			“I understand that you don’t want to be a multiple, but what is making you so afraid, Roberta?”

			“If I’m a multiple, then that means what the others have shared could be true!” Screeching the last few words, she then whines, “Can’t you understand, I don’t want that?” Struggling to stay, Roberta ponders Norma’s question more fully and realizes that the stories she has heard over the past few years were so awful that it was easier to reject them rather than to believe them.

			Patting the couch beside her, Norma invites Roberta to sit down. “I know that what you have heard from the others seems unbelievable, but you don’t have to do anything with that today. Can we begin with the truth that you’re not alone? I can tell you honestly, you are a multiple.” Raising her voice, Norma commands, “Don’t leave, Roberta!”

			Rubbing her forehead, Roberta looks at Norma through a cloud of haze.

			“Stay here for one more moment. Can you be honest with yourself first? You don’t want to be a multiple, so you can continue to deny the stories. But if we leave the stories out of it, can you tell me honestly that you don’t believe you’re a multiple?”

			Crying softly, Roberta shakes her head no. “At the hospital, there are times when hours have gone by without me knowing it, or all of a sudden, I’m meeting with Dr. Barnes, and I don’t even know how I got there, and that scares me!”

			“I can understand why, Roberta. If you accepted that you were a multiple, you wouldn’t need to be scared anymore, because you would know you had switched.”

			“Oh, Norma, do you really think I’m a multiple?”

			Leaning in and taking Roberta’s hand, Norma looks directly into her eyes. “I know you are a multiple, sweetie. I have seen it first-hand. You are a remarkable human being who found a brilliant way to survive. I have met with many of the others. You are not alone.”

			Turning her head away, Roberta sobs, and without another word, she is gone.

			Calling Sebrina back to the front, Norma picks up the conversation where they left off. “I know you’re set on making it work with all three boys, but that might not happen. For this coming weekend, would you let yourself feel what it’s like having them all together? At the end of the weekend, ask yourself, was it worth it? Were they happy? Were you happy? Then we can talk about it at our next meeting. I want you to open to the idea of choosing what is for
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