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Agnes Mary Emma Gilbert
my grandmother

a kind and gentle soul
a quiet and unassuming lady
who passed through life, almost unnoticed

She showed me that what runs in the family
and is called hereditary
is not necessarily a symptom or disease
but
a belief that can be readily changed
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About the Author
At first glance, this book may seem like my life story. In reality, it’s not. I
have simply used my own stories as examples to help you discover your
own. I cannot prove a lot of the conclusions I have come to, but the peace of
mind, order and understanding of life that they have brought to me has
encouraged me to continue along my own path of self-discovery. My ability
to look at life differently has been my greatest reward.
For the past fifteen years, as a reflexology practitioner, I have sat in the
presence of thousands of feet. As I sat, I learnt about life. As I pondered, I
recognized myself. As I opened my heart, I realized that every person who
belonged to those feet was a reflection of me. They were showing me areas
of my life, beliefs or dreams that needed my attention.
I realized that every client who came through my door was there to teach
me, challenge me, or encourage me. They thought they came for their own
healing. In reality, they came for mine as well.
As I continue to sit with many feet and reflect, I barely recognize the
person who sat there fifteen years ago, let alone the person thirty or forty
years before.
I sit here today with a calmness and acceptance of life, knowing that I am
responsible for everything that happens to me. I know that everything is in its
perfect place and perfect time, and that wisdom is often only found in
retrospect. I also know that beliefs are easily changed, and that what I believe
I think about, and what I think about with focus and emotion, I will create.

For many years, I kept the rules that others imposed upon me, having no idea
that I could make my own. My confidence and successes came from the
belief that God was always with me, protecting me, and doing everything for
me. I had no idea that I created everything in my own life at some level of
my consciousness. I had no idea about a lot of things. I lived inside a fence,
made secure and strong by patterns and beliefs that I hadn’t recognized at
that stage.
I had always believed that it was selfish to put myself first. Guilt had
convinced me that I had no choice, but I began to learn about choice through
my clients. Many told me they didn’t have one. I had come to know they did.
It was never really about choice; it was about consequences. I had chosen the
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consequences I knew rather than the consequences I didn’t know. I did have
a choice. I always had a choice, but it took me many years to realize it.
As awareness touched my spirit and I began to consciously evolve, I
realized that it was essential to put myself first. As I re-arranged my priorities
and made different choices, my life transformed.
I gave up daily Mass after twenty-five years because my understanding of
God and myself had changed. While I was grateful for all that the church had
taught me, I found my own philosophy and was able to listen and discern for
myself.
I moved away from the role of the good wife whose place was in the
home, to travel, practice natural therapies, and facilitate metaphysical
healing. Initially, my husband said that I had backed him into a corner with
all my changes. Later, he told me that it was one of the best things I could
have done for him.
I eventually wrote three books, spoke at conferences, and taught
workshops. I was prepared to put myself and what I believed on show. I was
ready to speak up and have others take notice, something that didn’t come
naturally to me.
The person I was thirty or forty years ago was putting into practice many
of the principles I am aware of today. Back then, I was doing it
unconsciously. I know now that there was a universal law at work whether I
knew about it or not. This law was not limited by my ignorance. It was not
limited by the words I chose, be it prayer, mantra or affirmation. It had no
preference for how I addressed it, be it God, Universe or Source. It simply
was, irrespective of whom, what, or how I thought.
I found that working with clients supported my conviction that symptoms
and illness, together with every other challenging experience was trying to
tell me something. There was a deeper, more complex meaning to everything
that happened. If I only looked from a physical perspective there would
always be unanswered questions, and much of what was happening in the
world would continue to make no sense at all. As I looked past the physical
reality to a more metaphysical approach to life, everything began to make
more sense to me.
Now, as I look from my perspective of sixty plus years, my eyes focus
differently from how they did in the past. I am ready to see wisdom, able to
notice insight, and express compassion. I observe and allow, rather than
judge. I see myself reflected in all those around, and connect with empathy.
By opening my mind and heart to concepts that I would have once utterly
rejected, I have come to realize that everything is exactly the way it is meant
to be. I now understand the essential purpose of chaos in life, and I am able
to make sense of things that logic could never explain.
I know all is well, and I hold great hope for the future.
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Foreword
I began writing this book for women like myself - born early in the baby
boomer generation - who have a sense of being trapped somewhere between
circumstance and possibility. We were a group of women, who, for the
greater part, did what our own mothers did, which was mostly what their
mothers did before them. At the end of World War II, a new world emerged.
Would the babies of those years evolve as their own individual person, or
would they be moulded, once again, by the patterns of past generations? This
would take many years to become obvious.
Women like myself spent our lives looking after our families, and always
putting others first. As the years passed and we grew older, we looked
forward to the rewards of our many years of hard work. But, life didn’t
always deal us the hand we expected. Illness crushed some dreams; elderly
parents drew on our time and energy, grandchildren needed to be cared for
while our children continued in the work force, and the stock market crashed.
Retirement often brought the unwelcome.
As I continued to write my stories, I also thought about people like myself
who had immersed their lives in religion, because they thought that religion
was the only place they could connect with God; these were people like me,
who never considered for a moment that God could be found in other places.
Finally, I realized that there could be many other people, of all ages, who
felt trapped in their own circumstances, and who may well enjoy the
alternatives that my stories offer.
Are you someone who…
Knows there is a purpose to your life but can’t find it?
Longs for change but doesn’t know where to begin?
Wonders if this is all there is to life?
Hopes that someday it will be your turn?

My stories are written to help you realize that your turn depends on the
choices you make. Discovering your purpose could be your next great
adventure, and change could unlock the wonder of life.
While these stories may make you laugh, confront you, or bring a tear,
they are only a means to help you remember your own.
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They are an encouragement for you to think about what life has taught
you.
They are an invitation to look at what you have set aside.
They are an opportunity to look at your life, once again, from a different
perspective.
They are written to help give meaning to your pain, awareness to your
past, optimism to your future, understanding to your chaos, and to help you
discover happiness in unexpected places.

I have learnt countless lessons in life, but have only included sixty-four, and
while I have numbered them one to sixty-four, that is not necessarily the
order in which they appeared in my life. Many of these lessons presented
themselves in my earlier years, when I was not aware of the role I played in
creating my life circumstances; this was when I believed in right and wrong
as absolutes, and I was enveloped by the beliefs of others. It was only in
retrospect that I could see the value that many of these situations had to offer
me, and how important the experience was to moulding me into who I am
today.
Each chapter is independent of the others. They end with my real time
thoughts on the story and life lesson, and offer an invitation for you to think
about your own. To help you do this, I have included a few questions and
promptings titled, Something for you to think about.
May you take this opportunity to once again revisit parts of your own life.
Remembering your stories is one thing. Acting on what you discover is
another.
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A Moment in Time
Life is so precious
Yet so short
Just a moment in time
Enjoy not your special days but enjoy all your days
Dream your dreams
With the optimism of your youth
The only thing that limits you is yourself
Give abundantly from your heart
So that at the end of your moment
You will have no regrets, no reprisals
But will have lived and loved to the fullest
Glenda Hodge 1994, a birthday greeting

I couldn’t wait to turn forty. I looked forward to it with enthusiasm and
excitement. I had heard Life begins at forty for many years. Maybe this
magic age would catapult me into something I never knew existed or had
never imagined in my wildest dreams. Pre-forty was a time in my life when
where I was going always seemed a better prospect than where I was.
I delighted in my birthday which was a sit-down dinner party for about
forty friends in my lounge room. I loved catering, so dinner for forty wasn’t
all that difficult to prepare. It was a memorable night, and as the celebration
was coming to a close, someone said to me, ‘Will you want to turn fifty as
much as you wanted to turn forty?’
‘Fifty,’ I said with a degree of horror. ‘That’s years away.’
My fiftieth birthday came and went over ten years ago. I invited people I
hadn’t seen for a long time. It was a reunion of reunions. Everyone sat in
familiar groups, and many hadn’t seen each other for years. I’ve never been
one for superficial chit chat, so for weeks prior to my birthday, I thought
about what I wanted to say in my speech. I decided to speak about the value
of friendship.
‘Most probably the next time this many people come together to celebrate
my life will be at my funeral,’ I began.
Some laughed, some weren’t sure, some just looked, and the barman gave
me a free drink.
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I have no memory of looking forward to turning sixty. It just happened. I
woke up one morning, and there it was. My life had not only changed
radically, but was continuing to change at a rapid pace.
My precious life seemed to be passing by so quickly that it would be over
before it had really begun. As a child, time passed so slowly. As an adult,
twenty years seemed to have just disappeared. How could my life have
slipped by so quickly, almost unnoticed, in an instant, nothing more than an
insignificant moment in time?
As I pondered those last twenty years, I asked myself many questions. I
realized that if I listened to the answers, and acted on what I heard, my life
could change dramatically.
Had I become so immersed in what wasn’t happening that I couldn’t
recognize all the wonderful things that were?
Had I celebrated only a few special days, and seen no reason to celebrate
just being alive?
Why did I believe so intensely that happiness was an illusion, like a
butterfly that flitted by every so often, and if I was quick and attentive I
would catch a glimpse, but only a glimpse, for it was transitory, momentary,
passing and belonged to others?
Had the limitations of others overtaken and contained me?
Had I forgotten to dream? And in forgetting to dream, had I ceased to live
and was simply existing?
Had the optimism of my youth abandoned me, to be replaced by
disillusionment?
Had I given so abundantly that my heart felt exhausted, cold and empty?

If twenty years had passed by so quickly, then the moment of my whole life
would pass just as quickly. When I faced my final moment, would I have
regrets and reprisals, or would I have lived my life to the fullest? Would I
have enjoyed all my days, or just a few special ones?
The very special days that offered opportunities of transformation didn’t
come on cue. They came at random, when least expected. Some would be
cathartic and painful, others would be filled with simple comments, events,
challenges and words that were hoping to guide me into new thinking and
different behaviour. Some of those special days caught my attention, while
others slipped by unnoticed as their transformational power was so subtle it
was simply missed.

As I asked my questions and listened to my answers, I made a promise to
myself that in my last moments, as I was preparing to leave this lifetime,
there would be nothing I wished I had done. I would have no regrets or
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reprisals, for in my heart I would know that I had lived and loved to the
fullest.
So, in early 1995, I dismissed guilt about what I should be doing, and
began making conscious choices that favoured me instead of everyone else. I
realized that true freedom was having the option of saying no as well as yes,
and not feeling guilty about my choice. I began with little changes, which
over the years evolved to bigger ones. I set out on a path of self-expression. It
was a path sometimes described by others as selfish, but a path intrinsic to
my happiness, peace of mind, and contentment.
As the years passed, unbeknown to me, I was weaving internal strength. A
depth and endurance was evolving during the process of living my life, and
only retrospect would unveil its true value and wisdom.
And now as I look back, I see how so much that made no sense to me fits
perfectly into its time and place. I see how so much of what I perceived as
being thrust upon me was in reality my own creation, drawing me closer to
an awareness of what I am doing here on earth, the possibilities I have before
me, and my freedom to choose. And while in past years I had achieved much
because I believed God was doing it for me, I was now moving quickly
towards taking responsibility for what was in my life, and understanding that
I was the source of my own creation.
The more conscious I became of the part I was playing in this game called
life, the more I wanted to share with others what I had learnt.
But how on earth was I going to be able to put it all together?

Something for you to think about:
Consider once again the opening verse.
How did you spend your last twenty years?
What happened to you in your moment of time?
Have you enjoyed all of your days?
Have you lost the optimism of your youth?
Do you have regrets and reprisals?
Are you living your life to the fullest?
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Cycles and Returns
Creation is a complex web of interwoven cycles and returns, some
recognizable, and some not so obvious.
Midnight chimes. The day begins and ends at the same moment.
The tiny seed grows to a great tree and gives up its seed once again.
The planets revolve around the heavens and you are wished many happy
returns.
The seasons return relentlessly and the moon unfailingly orders the tides.
Time may be only an illusion but it continues to measure the days.
One cycle ends, another begins.

If nature, a master teacher, lives within cycles and seasons, then it is more
than likely that people do as well. When we can find those cycles within
ourselves, recognize and name them, we tap into a wisdom that is far past our
logic and understanding.
Cycles, I thought, that’s how I am going to put my stories together!

I brainstormed every experience I could remember that had the potential to
change my life. I searched for places where I was stretched, challenged,
supported or loved, to discover the profound lessons that were waiting there
for me. Then, I wrote down every year of my life, and put the experiences I
had uncovered along this chronological pathway.
The only thing I knew about life cycles was what I had read many years
before in The Life You Were Born to Live by Dan Millman. He had talked
about life cycles being nine years long, and explained very simply how to
work them outi.
I had played around with these nine year cycles over the years, but not in
any great depth. I just checked out a few specific events to see which year of
the cycle they fell into. As long as I looked at individual experiences, I
couldn’t see the sequence, flow or themes that were emerging. Out of
context, some situations made little sense, but in relation to the whole,
everything fitted perfectly.
As I looked at my whole life laid out before me in one linear expression
of experiences, everything was clearer. I was able to see a much bigger
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picture, and it was bigger than I had ever seen before. What I was doing this
time was totally different to anything I had done in the past.
As I divided up my sixty plus years into cycles of nine, I could see a
pattern emerging. It was obvious that the most profound changes of my life
were being seeded at the end of a cycle in a year nine, or beginning in a year
one. I was also surprised to see how many of my long term commitments
ceased in a year nine. Closure seemed appropriate at the end of a cycle.
As I continued to divide my life into nine year cycles and added my
stories to this time line, one cycle in particular drew my attention. It was the
years between 1993 and 2001. During those years, many of my beliefs
radically changed. I was finally able to understand a lot about life that had
lain unexplained in the past. Many of my long term commitments ceased,
and numerous people left my life. This was the first time I had been able to
group together a series of common experiences and see an obvious
connection.
That’s an intense cycle of transformation, I thought, and because of my
interest in astrology, I immediately thought of Scorpio.
Astrologically, Scorpio is associated with intense change at a deep level,
for example death, endings, closure and rebirth. It can also bring to our
attention the fact that we can lose our sense of self-identity as we merge with
something or someone else. As I recognized and defined this particular cycle
of my life, I began to look for others.
I knew that once the old and outdated had been cleared away, there would
be space for the new to enter. When I looked at what followed this cycle of
transformation, I could clearly recognize all of the new and unexpected
experiences that immediately began to come into my life. In the very first
year of the next cycle, my horizons began to be stretched by all that was new
for me. I began to travel, became interested in all aspects of energy healing,
and embraced my own philosophy.
Then, as I looked backwards over the years, each cycle and its theme
became easy for me to identify. It was only from the vantage point of sixty
plus years that I was able to see, with retrospective wisdom, what I had learnt
and taken forward, and the lessons that had needed to be repeated.
Simultaneously, I could recognize areas of my life that needed clarification.
I was discovering the division between religion and spirituality, the rift
emerging between the role of the good wife and my essential self, and the
need to find balance between doing for others and doing for me.
As I divided my life experiences into these nine year cycles, I began to
make some sense of what had once seemed like chaos. As I looked deeper
and was able to connect them to each other, I added understanding to what
was no longer chaos.
I felt excited at what I had discovered.
If I was able to find a road map for myself, then I know there is a road
map for others. In reality, all road maps and experiences are different. In
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essence, they are the same. The ultimate destination is self. My unique and
special road map to self has taken many unexpected detours that I would
have once described as a mistake. In retrospect – retrospect always having
great wisdom – I realized that I was always on track, and if mistake was to be
used at all, it was only a perception of my mind.

Learning our lessons is not obligatory. We can spend our whole life going
around in circles, believing the same, thinking the same, doing the same,
feeling frustrated and angry, yet still insisting on making the same choices.
When we process and integrate the lessons of one cycle and take them
forward into the next, we might say we have grown. When we choose to take
only the negative from any particular cycle, we are simply staying on the
round-about of life, returning time after time to the same place but never
stopping for closure, so a new beginning can commence.
When you accept the invitation to make transformational change, it
doesn’t necessarily mean that you will have to give up everything from your
past. You don’t automatically leave your partner, give up religion, travel the
world, and embrace all that is new age and alternative. If the time is right,
some people, places and experiences will leave; others may re-arrange to a
more comfortable distance, and much will be pleasantly enhanced.
My challenges didn’t end simply because I had a greater understanding of
what my life was about. But my perception of the challenges changed, and
that was what made the difference.

Something for you to think about:
You too are able to divide your life into your own cycles. As you take the
time to look deeper and add your own stories, you will most probably
discover a theme and be able to name each one. Choose names that have
meaning and understanding, for example gathering information, learning,
exploring, open-mindedness, compassion, security and money, family focus,
freedom, commitment, abundance, disconnection, stuck, domination and
control, transformation, denial, voice of authority or anything else that holds
meaning for you. The names aren’t as important as the symbolism they hold.
Look for the interwoven threads and common themes. See how one flows
on to the other, recognize recurring patterns, and notice what needs closure.
Step off your roundabout, and embrace the new. Recognize your life
purpose, and live it.
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First Cycle – What I Value
I was born in the last year of a cycle that extended from 1939 to 1947.
Identifying the years within this cycle was easy, but without working
backwards from the cycle I had initially recognized and named
Transformation, I wonder if I ever would have found a theme or meaning for
these early years.
From a point of awareness, it is not all that difficult to retrace your steps,
and find where it all began. Going backwards can be easier than going
forwards, as we have the added wisdom of retrospect to make the pathway
clearer.
I discovered that by going backwards through my cycles, I could
recognize a natural flow that seemed to be present in all of lifeii.
Working in reverse, I discovered that my first cycle would be associated
with what I valued, which was primarily related to the value I placed on
myself, not forgetting the value placed on material possessions and money.
Sometimes, value and possessions get so intertwined that a person is valued
by what they possess, but then there are times when the physical aspects of
life over-power the spiritual, and the deeper meaning is lost.
In this lifetime, it would be important for me to learn about the value of
myself, as well as the value of the material world, without losing either in the
process.
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Here I am again; I must like this place
I was born in 1947 into an average family, and became part of what was later
known as the baby boomer generation. My sister was fourteen months older
than I was, and together, with my mother and father, grandparents, and
unmarried auntie, we lived together in the old family home until I was almost
seven.
I had chosen a family with parents who would give me the opportunity to
stay with what felt comfortable until I was ready to explore further. I chose
an older sister who would be a guiding light and a fountain of information
once I set out on my own path of discovery, a grandmother who would instil
in me beliefs that would carry me into adulthood, a grandfather who seemed
somewhat isolated, and an auntie who was more like a second mother. In
retrospect, I chose well.
During those early years, I would learn patterns of behaviour and beliefs
that would stay with me for many years. I would learn through words and
observations, consciously and unconsciously. My lessons would be about
survival. I would learn what children should do and should say. I learnt
quickly what was expected of me, and before long became the good child.

Describing my birth and my early years with the understanding of life that I
have today is very different to how I would have described those same events
at the time they were happening. As my understanding of God changed, so
did many of my beliefs.
For many years, the thought of more than one life time was utterly
inconceivable to me. Maybe I had closed my mind to all possibilities, other
than those I had been taught through my religious beliefs. Maybe the whole
experience of my life was such that I couldn’t understand why anyone would
want to come back and do it again. I’m not sure where this total rejection of
other lifetimes had originated, but I held on to it vehemently for many years.
I also had no concept that I was responsible for everything in my life. I
had no idea that on some level of my consciousness, I allowed, created or
drew to myself every situation. From a logical point of view, my being
responsible for everything that happened to me made no sense. Why would I
have chosen some of the things I did? Why would anyone give permission
for horrific experiences, or choose something judged as bad or evil.
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On the other hand, if I was not responsible for everything in my life, I was
powerless. Somebody was doing something to me. I was at their mercy. I
couldn’t change anything.

I now believe in other lifetimes, and that the totality of my physical
experience is far greater than what my conscious memory can hold or reveal
to me.
I also believe that in spirit, I made a contract. I agreed to certain events
before I came. Some positive, and others negative, which could well be
described by logic as good or bad. I then placed myself in the best possible
position to achieve what I had chosen, and put myself directly into my
unfolding story. I chose the family, the culture, the circumstances, the time
frame and the experience, all in advance.
I further believe that the human condition is God experiencing itself. To
know something is one thing, the experience of it, is another. Nothing exists
outside of Source, but every experience is relative to something. For
example: If I do not know what hot is, I will not recognize cold. If I have
never experienced good, I will have no bench mark to know what is bad.
Joining in the human experience and defining myself as an independent
entity brought with it the illusion of being separate from Source, but
definition was the only way I could experience anything; it was and still is,
the only passage to any experience.
And so I chose to come to earth - a plane of existence that was foreign to
my essential spiritual self - and become a part of God in experience.
As I began my earthly journey once again, I slowed down my vibration to
allow me to become part of this material reality. My physical body would
bring limitations. The density of matter and emotion might once again
convince me that I was disconnected from Source.
Conception came, and I sat in the darkness of the womb waiting.
What value would this human experience hold for me?
How richly would I benefit from this physical expression?
Did I want to change my mind?

It wasn’t the defenceless unborn child who asked those questions, but spirit
without form or encumbrance who was allowing a body to take shape, in the
expectation of an experience that would bring it ever closer to completeness
and Source. The evolving cells were vulnerable, but even in their
vulnerability, they were responsible. Everything was on my terms. Nothing
could be done to me without my express permission, no matter how tiny my
body might be.
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There were issues with the pregnancy. The transit to the material realm
wasn’t smooth and uneventful. Anything that threatened my stability was
merely an opportunity for me to confirm my intention to stay, or give me an
opportunity to change my mind and leave. Nothing could be done to me
without my consent.
If, for some reason, I changed my mind and decided not to continue with
the process of birthing, my family may well have questioned God’s goodness
and wisdom, but there would have been something much deeper happening
that wasn’t understood on a physical level: the spiritual contract agreed to, by
everyone involved.

Everything seemed to be in place for my next adventure. My mother got up
in the middle of the night to go to the toilet, and realized I was almost here.
The hospital was only two blocks away from where we lived. I arrived in the
blink of an eye.
Once it was my time, I wasn’t about to wait for anyone. Patience was not
going to be my forte in life.

Life Lesson #1
I chose the circumstances of my birth, including my family, timing and
lessons
There was a time when past, simultaneous or other lifetimes were utterly
unthinkable. Many other topics were also included such as aliens, extraterrestrials, life on other planets, space ships, astrology and divorce. There
were certain subjects I had somehow managed to remove from my life. My
religious upbringing as a child, and fervour as a young adult had obviously
shaped my thoughts and actions, but I know now that my life was very much
a reaction or habit, rather than a thought-provoked response.
As I continued to explore my understanding of God in relation to religion,
past lives were one of the first and easiest concepts that I embraced. The
more I thought about God and life, the more I realized that I couldn’t find the
answers to many of my questions within my current beliefs. That’s when I
began to look beyond them, to see what I could have missed.
Was this life of mine just another chapter of a much bigger story that I
couldn’t remember?
Something for you to think about:
Have you ever considered that you chose your family and circumstances
of your birth? If you did, would that make a difference as to how you thought
about them?
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Putting any negativity aside for a moment, what are the positives your
family has taught you about yourself?
Does your current belief system hold the answers you are looking for?
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Everyone has a reason for being here, and it’s not all that
difficult to discover
For most of my life, I had absolutely no idea what I was doing here. Life was
something that just happened. God was in charge, and everything depended
on Him. While I believed in prayer, I had no concept that my own beliefs and
thoughts were actually directing my life and circumstances.
Astrology threw more light on my life purpose than anything else I had
discovered in over sixty years. I didn’t take it seriously for many years
because my only contact with it was the zodiac sun sign column in the daily
paper or women’s magazines. I eventually discovered that my astrological
natal chart is a snap-shot of my energetic self at the moment of my birth, and
it was able to unfold my challenges and potentials.
Astrology would have to be one of the most accurate tools of selfdiscovery I have ever found, while at the same time, one of the most
misunderstood I have ever come across.

Based on my understanding of astrology, and without using unfamiliar
language, let me tell you what I am here for. As this description is so
accurate, I have added an astrological endnoteiii as confirmation.
There are certain lessons that I need to learn and assimilate into this
lifetime, which may very well stretch me and propose a challenge. They are
related to communicating my spiritual concepts and ideals, in a creative and
practical way, on a social and everyday level. The difficulty may be that in
my enthusiasm, I will be seen as someone who thinks they know everything.
I will need to listen attentively to others, and lead them to their own
knowing, rather than me telling them what it is.
If I seek to avoid this challenge, I could spend my life isolated in my own
thoughts, pondering the philosophies of others, rather than bringing wisdom
to the world in words and concepts that are easy to understand. If I refuse to
co-operate with my potential, I could remain aloof and separated, living in
the realms of my mind and contemplating possibility. I need to take my
developed theory and prove it by putting it into practice in a practical way,
and sharing the results with like-minded people.
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I will be noticed for my ideas and acknowledged for what I say. This is
not conducive to my nature. I would rather hide in the shadows, blend with
the nameless, or find respite in solitude.
Before I can begin to fulfil my life purpose, I must address any residue
left from my childhood. I must discover the behaviour, patterns and beliefs
that I took upon myself as a child, and address the ones that no longer serve
my higher purpose as an adult.
Astrology identified that these were related to power games,
manipulation, death and transformation. They also included a fear that my
life could change at any given moment, and that someone else had taken
control, and that I wasn’t able to speak up for myself. My perception would
be that someone else held the power of life and death over me, someone else
was controlling my life, and that I wasn’t able to speak with my own voice of
authority. Until I addressed these issues, I would experience feelings of
disempowerment, lack of control and vulnerability. I also needed to
understand and deal with matters related to my mother.
Trusting others would be paramount. I needed to learn to trust - which
would allow me to express my authentic self. I needed to learn to speak up which would allow me to share my deepest findings about life. Otherwise, I
wouldn’t be able to consciously step onto the pathway that leads to my life
purpose.

My life would be filled with a feeling of being pulled in two directions. My
innate spiritual nature would draw me one way, while my desire to be a part
of the material world would pull me the other way. The connection to spirit
and the human condition could appear to be worlds apart, but in reality, they
were one. I would be challenged to connect to the realms of spirit, and then
apply what I found to my life in a practical way. My nature would make it
relatively easy to connect with other worlds, but there could be a temptation
to over-stay my visits, and opt out of the apparent harsh reality of this life.
My extended times of prayer, meditation, fasting and retreat would
become no more than an escape if I couldn’t apply my findings to my daily
life.
My emotions would only be satisfied at the deepest level, nothing
superficial would be tolerated. On an emotional level, I would constantly be
looking below the surface, trying to find what wasn’t working, and making
changes so that I could be in a constant state of growth and transformation.
I would think, analyse and communicate in concepts and ideals, rather
than specific and individual ideas.
I would desire to be different, unconventional, and at times a little
rebellious. My serious and responsible personality would need to be careful
that it didn’t over-ride my non-conformity and free spirit.
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I may suffer a lack of direction and an inability to assert myself.
I would learn about power and control through my marriage.
I would find that sharing my deep and thought-provoking ideas with likeminded groups of people would help me expand and grow.
I would have the ability to suggest alternative responses, present visionary
ideals, and encourage freedom of spirit to others, as long as I remained loyal
to my authentic self. I had the ability to lead others past their boundaries and
into a new way of thinking, as long as I didn’t compromise myself.
A consensus of opinion would describe me as balanced, fair, just and
spiritual.
Another insight into what I was here for came through a time line processiv
that I did with myself.
I had always been impatient. Why was I so impatient? I was very tolerant,
but extremely impatient. Everything took so long to happen. Metaphorically
speaking, I only believed in running, walking if I had to, or crawling if there
was absolutely no other option. I definitely wouldn’t stand still. Where was I
going, to be in such a hurry?
I discovered through this timeline session that my impatience wasn’t
about going anywhere. It was about my fear of time – there wouldn’t be
enough. What if I died before I had finished living? How would I fit
everything in before it was time to leave? I didn’t want to be on my death
bed and feeling that I had left something undone.
My impatience timeline took me somewhere outside of time, to an
awareness of my being; this awareness was where I recognized that I was one
with God, and all was perfect. I needed to bring that awareness of perfection
forward with me, and realize that I didn’t need to be going anywhere, for I
was already where I needed to be at any given moment. If I opened to that
moment and what it was offering me, then I would grow. When I fought
against it, I would have to recreate it over and over, until I realized I was in
the perfect place for the perfect experience, which was what I needed at that
moment.
I realized that if I was in such a hurry to get somewhere else, then I must
be dissatisfied with where I was. If everywhere was a place of learning, and I
didn’t open to the lesson of where I was now, why would I open to the lesson
of where I was going?
If the Universe was offering me a precious life lesson at the moment, and
I was saying no thanks, why did I think a lesson of equal quality would be
offered somewhere else?
My conscious mind was telling me that I had to get somewhere, while my
higher self knew I was already there. I needed to bring my higher
understanding into this physical universe and live it. The time was now, and
the place was here. There was nowhere else. Impatience was an illusion that I
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was not on track, and that I would run out of time. Some part of my life’s
mission was to bring the awareness of perfection forward and ground it in
this physical reality, making it easy to understand and visible for all to see.

For many years, I had no idea that there was such a thing as a life purpose. I
didn’t know what I wanted in life or where my life was headed. What we
don’t want is often much clearer to us than what we do. To experience what
we don’t want and recognize that we don’t want it, is a good way to put
ourselves on the path towards what we want.
So there came a time when I needed to find out what I wanted from life.
Not what I should want, not what I thought I could afford, not what others
wanted for me, not what they thought was best for me, but somewhere,
somehow, I had to discover for myself what I wanted from life. Then, I had
to do something about it.
For most of my life, I would drop back into the habit of listening to others
and trusting their beliefs, before I would set out to find my own. My
discoveries would bring with them a huge transition, for it would mean that I
would need to let go of many of my beliefs about God, and embrace a radical
new understanding of who and what the Universe was.

Life Lesson #2
Astrology unfolded my life purpose, showed me my potential and where I
would be stretched
The main reason I overlooked astrology for most of my life was because of
its incompatibility with my religious beliefs. I was told that planetary
energies did not direct my life, God did. To look anywhere other than God
for guidance was sacrilege. In essence, there is nothing outside of God, so
my logic eventually realized that God can teach and guide me through
anything in creation, because in essence, there is nothing else.
Another reason astrology didn’t attract my attention was because of its
superficial presentation to mainstream. I wouldn’t take it seriously as long as
I thought it was nothing more than the sun sign column in the daily paper.
When I eventually gave it some serious consideration, I was overwhelmed by
how much I would have to learn to understand it. The temptation was to
ignore it. Besides, it appeared to be in a different language. Astrologers
seemed to isolate the everyday person with the use of exclusive jargon and
terminology.
Its hold over me was magnetic. It wouldn’t let go, and eventually, after
almost five years from when it first attracted my attention, I began my
serious studies.
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Something for you to think about:
Have you ever really thought about what you are here for? There is a
purpose waiting to be found, and a reason for all that happens. Do you notice
any clues, repetitive responses, similar types of people or situations
constantly showing up, or illnesses repeating down the family line? There are
hidden messages everywhere, just waiting to be discovered.
Have you ever seriously considered astrology as a self-development tool?
If you were like me and never took it seriously, I’d like to encourage you to
reconsider. It is well worth a little effort to find the depth of wisdom that it
contains.
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There will always be challenges, blocks, obstacles and
detours
Agreeing to be a part of the human experience would bring with it
challenges, blocks, obstacles and detours to stretch and extend me, and give
me the opportunity to reach my highest potential. As a child, I didn’t know
this, and for most of my adult life I didn’t understand that I was the one in
control, creating my life circumstances to learn about myself. I didn’t realize
that I had created and allowed what were described as hardships, to discover
my strengths and abilities. For many years, I saw them as a negative. I
eventually grew to see them as a positive.
Obstructions were always going to be par for the course in this adventure
called living. Where I would find them and how I would deal with them was
something I would discover in the years ahead.

I was almost fifty before I began to step outside of my religious boundaries
to find answers. Once again, I discovered that the unknown was my friend,
and not foe. It was my helper and not a hurdle.
When I began to do more self-development work, I went to visit a psychic
healer. Most of the work this lady did with me was through meditations. The
psychic was going to take me on a journey to my inner field - the place deep
within - which gave meaning and purpose to my life. I didn’t know where or
what that was, but she told me that I would recognize it once I arrived.
She also told me that I would find six obstructions along this path. She
didn’t name them, but told me I would recognize them when they appeared. I
needed to identify and resolve each one as I came to it, so that I could
continue along the path and reach my journey’s end.
With my eyes closed, I relaxed into the experience.

Obstruction #1: My attention was drawn to the back-pack and bundles that I
was carrying. They were cumbersome and awkward to manage, and as I
waned under their weight, I understood that they were not mine to carry.
They belonged to others. They were the responsibilities I had taken upon
myself to make someone else’s life bearable. I had absorbed the grief and
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disillusionment of others as I had tried to help them make sense from what
was senseless. They were fragments of disappointment and loneliness of
others that had attached to me as I walked with people through their
darkness. I was carrying their pain to help them feel better. Did I need to be a
martyr? None of this burden was mine. Most of what I carried belonged
elsewhere. The load was becoming too heavy. I must put down what didn’t
belong to me. Everyone must carry their own. Everyone must be responsible
for themselves.

Obstruction #2: There was a bridge made of wooden planks. My leg was
caught in a missing plank. I had a sense of being stuck, and not able to move
forward.
Stuck is somewhere I go when I refuse to consider the lesson, let alone
take it.
Stuck is when I prefer the pain of what I know to the pain of what I don’t.
Stuck is a place of denial, blame and excuses.
Stuck is a place I can escape from, but I will have to take action. I can
listen to my intuition and inner knowing for as long as I want, but
eventually, I have to do something, no matter how small or insignificant it
may seem.
The wooden planks were telling me that I could find excuses to stay stuck
where I was, if I wanted to. They also showed me that I had the resolve and
determination to get both feet back on the path, if I chose.

Obstruction #3: There were holes in the ground and I kept falling into them. I
was moving forward but kept tripping and getting up, only to trip and fall
again. I was moving forward so slowly that I had a sense of getting nowhere.
I had to move through frustration and impatience.
I had to learn to be present where I was, and with what I was doing. I also
had to become aware that there was a difference between persevering when
there was little hope of achievement, and persevering until I reached my
goal. I had to become wise enough to know the difference. While some
lessons I would learn very quickly, others would need repeating many times
before I would glean their wisdom and be finished with them. I may need to
stay in the same place longer than I thought was necessary.

Obstruction #4: This distraction came in the form of bundles of very fine
delicate cane, woven together to make a screen that blocked the path. It was
an extremely fragile structure. I had to be so careful, or I might damage and
break it. The bundles were telling me that while I might feel delicate and
fragile at times, I am actually very strong.
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It is only when I focus on my weaknesses, vulnerability, and all the things
I can’t do that I block the reality of all that I am. It is perfectly allowable to
feel my vulnerability, but when I acknowledge and call on my strengths, my
giftedness and my creativity, I can transform my fragile self without
destroying it.

Obstruction #5: On the pathway was a gate that had a rusty lock and hinges.
How would I ever get it to open? Force seemed the only option, but force
isn’t always the best method to choose when faced with a difficult situation,
because like attracts like.
The gate was telling me that if I exert force, then it is quite possible that
force will return to me. There had to be another way. There is always a
choice. Every choice has its own set of consequences, but there is always a
choice. If I wasn’t going to use a hammer to belt the lock open, then I could
use some oil to soften the rust. It might take a little more time than I thought,
but nothing would be damaged. Was there any part of me that I needed to be
gentler with? Was I forcing and pushing myself too hard? Was I enjoying life
and having fun? What did I need to give more time to?

Obstruction #6: Finally, when my destination was in sight, the path was
blocked by huge boulders. I looked with disbelief. Had I come so far only to
have my goal taken from me at the last moment? I pushed with all my might,
but even the smaller ones would not move. How would I ever move the
larger ones? How would I ever reach my purpose, and my inner field? How
would I get past? With a heavy heart, I sat and thought.
The boulders were telling me that there would always be blockages on my
pathway, but what I needed to learn was how to walk over them or around
them with the least effort. I didn’t need to exhaust and frustrate myself by
trying to get rid of them. I needed to save my energy and use it to bring me
what I wanted from life, instead of using it to get rid of what I didn’t want.

I eventually arrived at my inner field, a place called Knowledge. My life
would be spent searching for knowledge.
The detours, obstacles, blocks, challenges and redirections would always
be with me to let me know if I was on track, or if I needed to change
direction. They would be the road signs to help me discover what I wanted
from life.
How I interpreted them depended on whether I was looking for a reason
to continue or an excuse to give up.
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They would eventually all come together at the point of my death. I would
leave nothing unfinished when it was my time to leave, for everything was
exactly the way it was meant to be, and this would become my lifetime
journey of discovery.

Life Lesson #3
I have to learn to work with obstacles and not against them
Many times in life, I have needed to make adjustments. It’s my point of view
that determines whether they will be unpleasant or not. If I see these detours
as obstacles, then I may reject them and try to force them from the pathway.
If I see them as opportunities, then I may use my creative intuition, and
overcome them in ways I never thought possible.
The trick is to learn the difference between constructive perseverance, and
hitting your head against a brick wall. One is productive, the other is
exhausting.

Something for you to think about:
What are the blocks you recognize on your own pathway?
Do you persevere alone or ask for help? Often help arrives in the most
unexpected way. It might be the unknown person at the local shop, someone
who stops to ask directions, a work colleague or your boss. Books, television,
birds and nature are also very good at delivering messages.
When you ask for something, do you expect a direct reply? The Universe
is very creative as to how it will answer you. The answer definitely comes.
Be alert. Listen, and be ready to hear.
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Second Cycle – Gathering information and learning about
the things I value
1948-1956
Age 1 to 9 years

Once someone decides that something is of value to them, they focus on it
and bring it into their life. How passionate their desire is dictates how
quickly they will manifest what they want. Once that item of value is a part
of their life, the next stage in natural progression is to learn more about it.
So, if I valued an experience in the physical world enough to be a part of
it, the next stage of my evolution was to learn as much as I could about it.
Not consciously of course; that didn’t come for many years.
Hence, my childhood was spent gathering information on many levels:
behaviour patterns and beliefs in the home, general knowledge in the school
room, and the dynamics of how to interact with other children in the
neighbourhood. Some information was directly imparted to me, but most of it
came through subliminal messages. Much of it stayed for many years and
formed the basis of how I thought, analysed, and communicated with others
as an adult.
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Absorbing information; adults always seemed to know what
was best for me
As a young child, I was learning ways to behave that would keep me safe and
have my needs met within the family. I was learning how to survive and
interact with others so that I would make my life as pleasant as possible.
Many of the choices I would make later in life were made through the eyes of
that young child. Many beliefs I held over the years belonged to that little
girl, and until I could embrace beliefs and choices that were mine as an adult,
I would never be able to reach my highest potential, because I would be
living my life by the rules of someone else.
As time passed, I was creating memories that I understood, but I had no
idea about setting behavioural patterns that could last a lifetime.
Around the age of fifty, as I began to do more personal development
work, I decided that it was my grandmother, Clara, who was the dominant
female of the family. I was told in later years that it was my grandfather who
was in charge, but through the eyes of a small child, I saw things differently.
As far as I was concerned, she was the strongest person in the family and the
one who had the most influence over me. In the past, I would have blamed
Clara for teaching me certain limiting beliefs. With my knowledge today, I
would describe it more as: she drew my attention to certain areas of my life
that would need my focus as I grew older.
Maybe what I learnt from her was not directly implanted in me as I had
once thought. It could have been more the general conversation in the house
as three generations all lived closely together in those early post-war years.
Either way, certain words and phrases were deeply embedded within my
psyche, which would dictate my responses and choices for the greater part of
my life without my knowing.

The three sayings that had the greatest impact upon who I was becoming
were:
Children should be seen and not heard
Money doesn’t grow on trees
A woman’s place is in the home
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My grandmother taught me a lot about children and what was expected from
them: children should be seen and not heard.
Not that I wasn’t allowed to speak, I was, but I understood a lot of
unspoken innuendoes to be attached to that statement, namely expectations of
politeness and subdue. I remember my grandmother as kind but strict in her
own way.
As a child, going shopping with her was a painful experience. To my
absolute horror and embarrassment, she would always say exactly what she
thought to the shop assistant. She was never afraid to speak up and complain.
Children were to be seen and not heard, but adults seemed to be able to speak
up and say whatever they wanted. I thought she was rude, but then,
childhood perception and reality are not always the same thing.
Maybe this was one of the many lessons I was meant to learn through the
negative, and because I focused intently on the emotion and embarrassment
of the experience, I never got what I was meant to from it.

I most probably learnt that money didn’t grow on trees from the general
atmosphere of a post-war community in recovery. The two wars and a
recession had left their mark on society. I could well have learnt a lack
mentality through observing the financial situation of our family.
It would have been re-enforced by the fact that we couldn’t afford our
own home, and we had to live with relatives for several years. We didn’t live
an extravagant lifestyle, but there was always enough. There was never an
abundance that was obvious, and waste was unacceptable.
The credit card money tree didn’t grow in our household. It was only just
being planted in society, and besides, people were more interested in keeping
out of debt than getting into it in those days.

Many of the early baby boomer girls left school at the age of fifteen and
some as early as twelve or thirteen. Few in comparison to today continued to
a tertiary education level. Many became full time home-keepers and mothers
because a woman’s place was in the home.
The husband went off to work to support the family, while the wife stayed
home and looked after the children. It seems hard to believe that so few years
ago there were men who never fed a baby or child, picked up a tea towel,
made a bed, or knew how to turn the washing machine on. There were
generations of men and fathers who had done the same. Definite roles had
been projected onto each gender, and each gender played their specific role
with little or no complaint for many years.
But, the wars had made changes and family life was one that would feel
the impact. No wonder a woman’s place had been in the home; maintaining
the lifestyle was more than a full time job.
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While I had been unconsciously gathering information through the somewhat
subliminal words and actions of others, I was also trying to gather it directly
for myself by spontaneous adventure. That way didn’t always work.
I found out that standing up in a high chair was way too adventurous, and
fractured ribs weren’t fun. Imagine being smacked on the bottom to make me
inhale while the doctor slapped sticking plaster around my little chest, and
then a few weeks later ripped it off. That must have dampened my
adventurous spirit somewhat.
At two years old, I was always in a hurry; living in the fast lane began
early. I ran into the edge of a car trailer just at the right height to cut my nose
open. This little adventure fast tracked me to the hospital operating theatre
and a general anaesthetic.
At the age of five I had a stone embedded in my head. Imagine not being
able to control a big old-fashioned pram, with my older sister sitting in it, as I
pushed it down the hill on the bitumen footpath. It was supposed to be fun.
As the doctor scrapped the scalpel across the stone and it made a screechy
noise, I can still picture my father racing outside of the surgery to vomit.

I discovered that adventures weren’t always the best way to learn and gather
information. There might be a safer way. Caution might be a better option.
Maybe I needed to observe adults to gather information and see what else I
could discover.
Children didn’t shower or bath with their parents in those days. Well, not
in our family. So, I had no idea what a man or boy looked like without their
clothes on. I knew they were different, but I didn’t know any more than that.
I happened to walk past the almost closed door to my parent’s bedroom and
noticed that my father was getting undressed. I saw his bare bottom just for a
moment.
That’s the same as mine, I thought. If I hurry around to the opposite door
I might get a view from the front, and then I’d know what the difference was.
It only took me a few seconds, but when I got there he had put a shirt on.
Everything was covered. Some information just evaded me at five.
I observed how my family reacted to fear. At age five, a brutal murder
had occurred just four doors away from where we lived. A young woman had
been kicked to death. The point of conversation in our house, not that I could
consciously remember, was that many times this murdered woman had been
mistaken by the locals for my auntie. Both women had walked down the
street that night, only minutes apart. Even the tram conductor had mistakenly
called the victim by my auntie’s name on that evening. I wonder how my five
year old mind would have observed and interpreted all that information.
I did observe that my grandmother seemed to be associated with many
churches. She taught craft groups and made things to sell at church fetes.
While my parents sent me to Sunday school every week, they never went to
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church themselves. Maybe church was for children and social functions,
more than anything to do with God. I was too young to understand how all
my observations were being processed.
No matter how many times I asked my grandmother how old she was, I
got the same answer: as old as my fingers and a little older than my teeth.
My grandmother was highly indignant at being asked that question. It was
none of my business. Persistence got me nowhere with her.

If adventure, observation and persistence were ways of gathering information
and learning, then direct instructions were another.
Adults seemed to know what was good for me and what was not.
My grandmother seemed obsessive about my grammar and how badly I
spoke. She was always correcting me. Was I misinterpreting her words and
hearing criticism, when in reality, she was trying to help me express myself
in a more exact and dynamic way? Were my communication skills far worse
than I ever realized? Either way, I stood corrected, over and over again.
Pepper on bleeding cuts was good for me, so I learnt. It instantly stopped
the bleeding. That was something I tucked away and used to my benefit
many times.
My father reassured me that answering back wasn’t good for me.
And of course there were the camp fire stories that all families hand down
from generation to generation. Knowing what had been done in the past
could help me know what was expected of me in the future.
My grandmother welcomed anyone into her home with open arms,
especially during the war years. There was always a bed and a meal to be
found through her generous hospitality. She was an excellent cook, a trait
that I copied. I wonder if I was really trying to win her approval as I
developed my hospitality and cooking skills over the years.
Eventually adventure lost the battle and safe and cautious took control of
my childhood.

As I grew older, lots of memories were being created, processed, and stored,
as they slipped into my subconscious to sit in waiting. Even after many years,
the smell of stephanotis or the sight of a daisy chain gives me a feeling of
security and wellbeing, as it takes me instantly to my grandmother and the
family home. It was easy to connect some of my responses with a past
memory, but it took many years to understand that some of my unexplained
responses also came from a past memory. It was a memory I had preferred to
forget, but once triggered, brought up feelings that didn’t make me feel safe
and secure. It was a memory that drew forth a survival response.
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For most of my life, I didn’t know anything about behaviour patterns,
survival modes, reactive responses, and what was hidden in my
subconscious. I just took what life handed me, and if I couldn’t bring myself
to say thank you, I just existed through it with the help of God.
My goal in life when I was ten years old was to grow up and be an adult,
because I thought adults could do anything and knew everything. Here again
was the beginning of a pattern - I always seemed to want to be in a different
place to where I was.

Life Lesson #4
I learnt behavioural patterns and beliefs as a child that I never knew existed
If you don’t know which patterns and beliefs rule your life, then you can’t do
anything about them.
For most of my life, I had no idea that I was learning subtle lessons from
my environment and early teachers. I also had no idea that these had been
stored in my subconscious, waiting to be triggered later in life. I have now
discovered that many of my inappropriate responses were reactions to
something that happened a long time ago.
I needed to identify what I had learnt as a child that wasn’t serving my
advancement as a mature adult. Then, I needed to address it, and make some
changes. For many years, I never recognized the three patterns that ruled my
life. I never realized that the passing comments of another person could have
such an effect on me.

Something for you to think about:
Can you identify the behaviour patterns and beliefs you learnt as a child?
Do you ever catch yourself saying or doing something your mother, father
or grandparents did? Have you ever wondered why you chose that particular
saying or action over and above others, and why you still use it?
Can you recognize the effect these sayings and phrases from the past are
having on your life today? Are they helping you advance and grow, or are
they holding you back? When you focus on words, you empower them to
create. Not every saying learnt as a child needs to be discarded, only the ones
that no longer serve your highest good.
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Four basic beliefs that needed to be identified
While I had identified three of the major sayings that seemed to be a part of a
strong under-current for most of what wasn’t working in my life, there were
many others that had a less powerful effect upon me. Words are the most
ineffective form of communication, so most of what I learnt as a child came
in other ways. A pointed finger, a stern voice, or a smack on the bottom
taught me more than I ever realized.
We are inundated with what is not true for us. We believe certain things,
and change the focus of our lives to fit in with such beliefs, rather than
change what we believe to fit in with what we want to focus on in our lives.
The four basic beliefs we learn during childhood that are able to shape
everything else in our lives are:
I am powerless
I am not good enough
Love will bring me pain
The world isn’t a safe place

I heard about these beliefs - that held the key to me reaching my fullest
potential - in several of the self-development workshops I had attended later
in my life. As I began to expand them and find my own examples, it was
clear to see how they had impacted upon me as an adult. While these beliefs,
patterns and expectations were originally taken up in childhood, they were
reinforced in just about every area of life from then on. Not necessarily in a
direct way, but in subtle and indirect ways, over and over again.

To fit into the acceptable parameters that maintained the order or chaos in the
family, some children learnt powerlessness: the ability to contain the essence
of who they were, and suppress their authentic self in order to keep other
family members happy. They lost their true sense of identity by not being
able to express their deepest needs, desires and dreams. There were rules to
maintain order, but these more than likely squashed the child rather than
supported them, until they could stand in their own power and strength.
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Our power was disbursed and weakened until it almost disappeared, and
we feared it. As adults, taking our power back will give us the means to
change our lives.
When a child’s constant best effort was negated and judged as not
satisfactory, they might begin to believe that there was something wrong
with them. Did you ever think you were not good enough, unworthy, didn’t
deserve the best, or you were unlovable? Do you remember anyone ever
telling you that you would never amount to anything much, and that you
were useless? Was being the best all that mattered, not the effort you put in?
If you felt that no matter what you did, it would not be good enough, you
might have found yourself creating patterns of self-sabotage, self-destruction
and self-punishment later in life.
When your best effort wasn’t good enough, you might have become very
competitive in your constant plight to please. If rewards, praise and accolades
were connected to what you did, not who you were, then the doing mentality
could easily have created a workaholic. Doing something was more
important than being something. To be loved you must work hard. To be
loved a lot, you must work very hard. It was not about who you were, but
what you could contribute that gave you worth.

If you were taught that love will bring you pain, you may be isolated, cut off,
distant, and have strong emotional boundaries around yourself to keep others
out. You may choose the companionship of television, reading, hobbies,
sport or addictive habits to substitute for love. The risk of loss and
disappointment might be too great to take a chance. The vulnerability
attached to loving could be too painful to bear. It might be safer not to love.
The pain of not meeting up to the expectations of those you loved may have
been enough for you to withdraw from them, and begin to dislike them.
Pain has a purpose. It draws our attention to something in particular. It
can be the catalyst that takes us to the next level of awareness, but what little
child understands that? Pain hurts, and hurts need to be comforted. When
something or someone we love leaves, we hurt. When we don’t get
something we love, we hurt. Love and pain go hand in hand.

If we think the world isn’t safe, then we might protect ourselves with what
we love and trust, to reassure ourselves that everything is alright. We may
surround ourselves with possessions and things we like and enjoy to create a
safe environment. This could be misinterpreted as materialism, but in reality,
it may only be a safety net because we believe the world isn’t safe.
While much about the world being unsafe was learnt or gleaned as a
child, it was reinforced over the years as we grew up. Governments use
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legislation to reinforce how unsafe the world is. World news comes into our
homes every day bringing stories of death, murder, mishap, natural disasters,
wars, endangered species or the deteriorating state of the planet. We
constantly have put before us the conviction that the world isn’t safe or
sustainable.

These four basic concepts, which we have unknowingly taken into our belief
system, are promoted in many ways - some obviously, others so subtly they
are more subliminal messages.

Life Lesson #5
Most of what doesn’t work in my adult life is attached to an outdated belief
that I learnt in childhood
The three areas of my life that didn’t work for me for many years were
finances, speaking up for myself, and my need to do for others before I did
for myself. To discover why these areas didn’t work for me, I had to find out
what I believed about them. Sometimes it wasn’t obvious. I had to delve
deeply.
Making a list of five or six beliefs about a particular subject didn’t really
stretch me. I needed to find more like twenty, and keep writing until I had
found all of them. The more I wrote, the deeper I had to dig and the closer I
came to the real issue. Once I became aware of the underlying hidden belief,
I was in a position to change it.
Changing beliefs isn’t all that difficult. Firstly, I had to consider an
alternative, something I probably had never seriously contemplated before.
Then, I had to collect some evidence that suggested that this new belief
might work for me, and finally put it into practice. I would never know if it
would work for me until I tried it.

Something for you to think about:
What area of your life isn’t working? Make a long list of what you believe
about this part of your life, and notice if it is positive or negative. What
positive beliefs can you find to transmute the negative ones?
Where did you learn these beliefs? Were they taught by words, sayings,
actions, non-actions, comparisons, or were you manipulated by guilt because
of what should be done or what was expected of you?
How are you going to deal with the beliefs that are holding you back?

45

The dominant female, Clara, my grandmother
My maternal grandmother died when I was aged twenty-three, over fortythree years ago, and while I discovered her story much later in my life, I feel
it belongs here as she was an important part of my childhood. Her name was
Clara.
There was a time when I wouldn’t have considered talking to my dead
relatives. Maybe I would have offered them a rest in peace prayer or visited
their plaque at the crematorium on their anniversary or birthday, but I didn’t
talk to them, ask questions, or elicit their help for anything special. God,
saints and angels were for that purpose.
I had been talking to Jesus for years. He was a dead person, but that was
different.
Then, one day, I thought, saints are only dead people. They are just in a
category of dead people who the church has deigned as special or holy and
are able to do extraordinary things for you, once they are dead. Why did I
need affirmation from the church about who in the realms of the dead would
listen and help me, and who might not? I finally decided that as I had been
speaking to dead people for many years, directing my conversation to the
simple, every-day, ordinary dead people, which included my relatives and
friends even though they had not yet been beatified, would be alright by me.
And so began a new era for me, which opened my mind to the psychic
realms. Lots of people were psychic. Maybe it was time that I was as well.

In the early days of my conscious self-development, I believed that my
grandmother was responsible for many of my limiting patterns, so I decided
to ask her to help me identify and remove what had reached its use-by date,
and while she was helping me fix that problem, she might like to help me
with another - developing a greater psychic awareness.
I had finally realized that psychic ability wasn’t something special for
special people. It was something that anyone could access if they wanted to.
If other people could see their relatives who had passed over, their spirit
guides and all sorts of other phenomenon, then why couldn’t I? I had never
been one for patience. I wanted to develop this ability and I wanted to do it
without delay.
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And so with those thoughts in the back of my mind, I had a psychic
reading done at a Mind Body Spirit festival.
The first thing the reader said to me was that there was a very strong
woman standing next to me dressed as an Egyptian. She was saying that in
past lives, we had been husband and wife. She told me some more things
about what this woman looked like and what she was doing, and then said,
‘She’s telling you to put on the ring!’
I knew instantly that it was my grandmother, Clara.
I had worn her engagement ring for years and only taken it off recently.
Clara was telling me that she was around, and the ring was my connection.
When I wanted to connect with her for a special reason, I needed to put the
ring on.
Very interesting! I thought.
The next day, I was speaking on the phone to my mother who wasn’t, and
still isn’t, interested in any type of psychic phenomena. I almost didn’t
mention the reading, but something made me tell her what the reader had
said about wearing her mother’s ring. I was amazed at her reply. The day
before, while I was having the reading done, my mother was looking through
some old boxes and found another ring that had belonged to my
grandmother. This one was a black garnet.
‘Can I have it?’ I asked.
On that particular day, I was in between clients at my room across town
from where I lived. My mother lived about fifteen minutes from where I was
working. I was eager to get the second ring, so I jumped into my car, drove
over to her house, collected the ring, and drove back to my clinic room with
fifteen minutes to spare before the next client arrived.
‘Okay Clara,’ I said, ‘if this is really you, I want some sort of proof.’
‘Turn on the computer and search Google for black garnet,’ she replied
instantly.
‘I haven’t got time. I have another client arriving in a few minutes.’
‘Search Google for black garnet,’ she insisted.
When you ask for something, it’s a bit rude to ignore the answer. So I
booted up the computer and typed black garnet into the search engine. The
usual thousand or so replies came up for me to choose from. Looking at the
first screen, I chose one, clicked on it, and it opened. Nothing overly special
appeared until I scrolled to the bottom of the page and found a poem.
Black as the night
You can see forever.
Will it change my sight?
Never say never.
I was dumbfounded. Talk about getting a direct answer to a question,
keeping in mind that one of the things I wanted Clara to help me with was
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my psychic awareness. She was helping me change my sight, and
encouraging me to never say I couldn’t do or achieve anything.
The excitement of the answer passed within a few days, and I found
myself totally re-arranging two rooms in my home. I took everything from
one room to the other, and vice versa. I didn’t like it, so I put it all back. I
could hardly believe what I found in the process. It was another ring that
belonged to my grandmother. Undoubtedly, this was the ring she was
speaking of when she appeared as the Egyptian. This third ring was very
strange. It was handmade in silver with a cat’s eye stone and strange
hieroglyphic-like drawings on the inside. She always wore it on her little
finger, but nobody in the family seemed to know exactly where it came from.
They thought a soldier had given it to her during the war.

Some months after the ring episode, a client came to me for a reflexology
treatment. As she began to relax into the session, she asked if it was alright to
talk. Thinking that she was going to talk about the treatment, I replied, ‘Of
course.’
With that she said, ‘There’s a lady in the room who mentioned a ring.’ I
knew instantly that Clara had come to visit me once again. For an hour or so,
I sat working on this woman’s feet while she channelled my grandmother. I
was in tears. She even had a few tears. Not only had my grandmother
dropped in, but other relatives and in-laws who had passed over were there as
well.

There was a time when I would have totally dismissed anything to do with
psychic phenomena, occult or tarot. I wouldn’t have listened to anything
slightly related to channelling, because I believed that it wasn’t from God. I
was totally closed to anything that couldn’t be explained logically. When I
asked Clara to help me let go of limiting beliefs and behaviour patterns that
were holding me back, I had certain ones in mind. On the other hand, she
could see a much bigger picture from where she was and knew which ones
were more important for me to release. In letting go of many beliefs that had
outgrown their purpose in my life, I had let others in. Maybe the most
profound limiting beliefs Clara had helped me to release were those related
to psychic phenomena. These had been suppressed and tucked away so
deeply that I didn’t even know they existed.
My grandmother has a habit of making her presence known by the
unmistakable aroma of a fruit cake cooking, and the smell that comes from
the oven when the cake is ready to be taken out. She was a great cook, and I
was a great cook, so what could be more appropriate to attract my attention?
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I underestimated the value of her lessons to me as I child. She was
offering to teach me what I would need later in life. I was obviously too
young to understand the dynamics of what was happening. It is only as I sit
quietly, remember, change perspective, and write my stories that I move to a
deeper understanding of just how much Clara contributed to my growth and
evolvement, and how much more she helps me today.

Life Lesson #6
Relatives who have passed over were close by, keeping an eye on me
I used to believe that people went to heaven, hell or purgatory when they
died. They were off somewhere else doing whatever they did in those places.
I never thought for a moment that they were around me somehow, supporting
me, and wanting to help. I never knew I could talk to them and ask for things.
I only ever evoked the help of God, angels, saints and Mary, the mother of
Jesus.
I now believe that my grandmother helped me with many things,
especially developing my psychic awareness.
Relatives in spirit have amazing creative ways of attracting our attention.
If you are open to their help, they will get their message to you so clearly that
you couldn’t miss it. They can use anything as a medium: a book, a person, a
word, a song, an animal. Once you ask, all you have to do is pay attention.
There is a connectedness that stays as long as we need it. When you feel
their touch, their embrace, and their caress as real as if they were here in their
physical body, it is not your imagination. These spirits do not come to help
you escape from the physical world you live in. They come to help you fulfil
your purpose and potential that you are yet to experience.

Something for you to think about:
Is there anyone you had difficulty relating to who has passed over,
someone you blamed for some undesirable happening?
If you could put the emotion aside, what do you think they were working
with you to achieve.
It’s quite likely that they are still close by, and if you haven’t yet taken the
lesson from the circumstances that surrounded your relationship with them,
they will help you find it. It is always something positive and about yourself.
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I became the good child at a very young age
Have you ever found yourself doing something out of character? Something
so completely and utterly out of character it is as though someone else has
stepped in and taken over? I can remember that happening a few times.
I spent most of my early years working hard at being the good child.
Then, something I did when I was seven years old left my family and school
teachers wondering, and me puzzled for many years. It was the exact
opposite of what a good child would do.

I came home from school one day and told my mother that every child in the
class had been sent outside for being naughty, and the teacher read me a story
all on my own.
Who would have believed such a tall tale? Because I was such a good
child and never did anything wrong, let alone tell a fib (lie wasn’t used in our
house), some credence was given to what I had said. My father and mother
went to the school the next day to find out what had happened. They found
out alright. I had told a lie. I was in big trouble. I can even remember one of
the other teachers asking me why I had told this terrible lie. Everyone
seemed to know how bad I was, and I was only seven years old. From then
on, in my own mind at least, I would be known as someone who didn’t tell
the truth.
I thought about this occasion many times over the years but could never
fathom what it was really about. After I was introduced to the time line
process, I decided to take myself back to this event and see what I could find
out about it. It was a very simple exercise and I discovered to my surprise
that being the good child was central to the whole incident.

As I flowed backwards along my time line in search of a deeper
understanding of why I had told this lie, I stopped at a place that I
immediately recognized. I had named this place Disappointment on another
of my time line adventures. It appeared that disappointment was somehow
connected to the lie.
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While I don’t remember the following story, it had been retold to me
many times.
I was an adventurous little girl. Pushing the boundaries of what I did had
resulted in a few accidents, but by the age of three, I was beginning to push
the boundaries of what I was saying.
In one of my more adventurous escapades, I obviously did something that
I wasn’t allowed to do. I was smacked by my father. Testing my boundaries
and my strength of will, my come-back was, ‘Didn’t hurt!’
‘Try this one,’ my father replied, as I got another smack. As the story
goes, this one lifted me off the ground.
I think in that instant I somehow learnt that life wasn’t going to be all the
fun and excitement that I was expecting it to be. Safe might be a better option
than Adventure.
Unconsciously, I would decide to play it safe and become the good child,
keep the rules, and do exactly what I was told. It worked, because as far as I
can remember, I was never hit again nor was I ever yelled at. I was never
threatened, manipulated or coerced.
In that moment, something happened deep within my psyche. The sense
of adventure was dampened, and disappointment cast its shadow. For the rest
of my childhood years, I was a good child. I was reliable, sensible,
trustworthy, an excellent student, overweight and sensitive, but I was a good
child, except for that one incident I could never make any sense of. But now
in this moment, as I paused on the time line at the place called
Disappointment, everything fell into place. It all made sense to me.

My father was dependable, loyal, hardworking, honest, and a man of
integrity, whose health was far from good. My mother was a good dress
maker and made every dress I wore, prepared the daily evening meal with a
cooked pudding every night, washed, ironed and cleaned for us all. We were
well looked after, but somewhere on a deeper level, I must have felt my
efforts to be polite and well behaved were not noticed. In my childlike state
of mind, I deeply needed to be acknowledged, so I acknowledged myself. For
just one day, I became the best child in the class, and the only one to hear the
story.
Everything became so clear on that time line journey. The mystery was
solved. I finally understood why I had told the lie; I was just a little child
wanting to be acknowledged for all of her efforts to be good. Being read a
story was a reward, and an acknowledgment for effort made. Good children
needed to be recognized and rewarded in some way.

Starting at a new school in grade two and gaining the reputation of telling
lies within a few weeks, even if it was in my own mind, was the beginning of
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losing my self-confidence. Knowing what I know now, being over-weight as
a child most probably had something to do with wanting to hide away and
protect myself. I never made friends easily. The best friend I had at primary
school was the sister of my sister’s best friend. I really thought she felt sorry
for me and was just being nice. If she wasn’t sitting in a particular spot on the
playground when I arrived, I would immediately go into panic mode. But
children can be resilient - they hold it all in, suppress it, put on the bravest
face they can, and survive.

Life Lesson #7
Effort needs to be acknowledged
All efforts, irrespective of their results, need acknowledgment. I need to
acknowledge others, and I need acknowledgement from others. I need to
know that my efforts have made a difference. It is not about ego, and being
told how good, smart or efficient I am. It is about someone noticing that I
have tried.
We need to be careful when assessing outcome as to whose criteria we are
using. Outcome may not be as important as what is learnt in the process.
Failure may only be a value judgment belonging to someone else.

Something for you to think about:
Did you ever feel your efforts weren’t acknowledged when you were a
child, and so you pushed your children into those same areas so that you
might be acknowledged through them in your adult life?
Have you ever done something that is totally out of character and judged
yourself as lesser because of it? Did you take the time to find the deeper
meaning?
If you have children, do you know them on their terms, understand how
they think and treat each one differently according to their essential needs?
Are you able to evolve with your children as they grow to adulthood and
see them as your equals?
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Third Cycle – Turning theory into practice in the security
and comfort of my family
1957-1965
Age 10 to 18 years

After spending the first nine years of my life gathering information, the time
had come to do something with it and to see if what I had learnt in theory,
worked for me in practice. This cycle would teach me about relating to
others, and I would learn it through being a part of a family. The security and
safety of the family would hopefully help me to gain confidence in myself
and allow me to express myself in the world at large.
While I may have thought that I had learnt a lot during the early years of
this cycle and was well prepared for the world I was about to engage in, like
many other people, I didn’t have a clue as to what I was about to encounter.
Academic achievement was one thing, but it was a poor preparation for what
life was about and what the real world had waiting for me.

Life was passing quickly and my young adult life would not be what I had
expected. By the end of this cycle, without consciously being aware of it, I
would be looking for other ways to find the same protection and security that
I had grown accustomed to as a child.
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The angel of death makes random appointments
My father’s mother died in 1957. I was ten years old. She was a kind and
gentle soul who passed by almost unnoticed.
In recent years, as I helped my own mother pack and move house, I found
a photo of my father’s mother, and placed it on display where I could easily
see it in my bedroom. As I looked at her young face, her thick parted hair
that curled up at the ends, her right eye with a slight upward and outward
turn, and the necklace placed precisely inside the white collar of her floral
dress, I could only remember a stooped elderly old lady with grey hair in a
bun. The saddest thing was that I couldn’t remember her name. I couldn’t
believe that I couldn’t remember the name of my own grandmother.
My sister had spent years compiling a family tree. I was sure to find it
there: Agnes Mary Emma Gilbert.
Emma, I thought, what a beautiful name.
Not only had her name evaded me, but even on the family tree there was
no accurate record of her birth: about 1879 in Manchester England was all
that my sister had recorded. My mother thought she was born in April, but
she wasn’t sure. April would give her an Aries sun sign, meaning a person
who may jump into something without a second thought. That could have
been right because at sixteen, she left her family behind in England and came
to Australia with her second cousin and family. I wondered how much
thought she gave to making that decision or if it was a spontaneous gesture
that she later regretted.
After my grand-father died, she moved back to live with her second
cousin who had never married. My grandmother had very few earthly
possessions. Just about everything she owned fitted into one small bedroom
in someone else’s house.
Agnes Mary Emma died in the very early hours of the morning, and her
body was discovered by her older cousin when she didn’t come to the
breakfast table. The news came to my father via the neighbour’s phone early
in the morning. I was awakened to a sound that I didn’t recognize. It was the
only time in my life I heard my father cry.
My sister and I had to stay in our rooms. We knew something was wrong
but weren’t quite sure what it was. We weren’t allowed to go to the funeral.
Funerals were for adults.
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Wanting to be more open with my own children about death, I explained to
my four year old daughter what happens when a person is cremated.
Not long after that conversation, a friend of my mother’s died, and I
arranged to meet my mother at the crematorium. I had to take my daughter
with me. As we walked towards the chapel area, my four year old daughter,
in a loud voice that only a four year old can muster, asked, ‘Where’s the fire
Mummy?’
My mother almost dropped dead herself. She was utterly horrified, and
she couldn’t believe that I would have gone into such a detailed explanation
with such a young child.

While reminiscing, I thought about how fragmented our lives are. I caught a
tiny glimpse of my grandmother, and never saw anything else. Someone sees
one part of me and may never see another. They may meet me today, but
have no idea who I was in the past. When people tell me I haven’t changed, I
hope they are only talking about my physical appearance.

Death can come so unexpectedly. Last minute good-byes are never too late.
When I worked in a nursing complex some years ago, I was privileged to be
the messenger of someone’s last good-bye.
Two elderly ladies had shared close accommodation in the hostel for
many years. One had become very frail and had to be moved into the nursing
home. Within a few months, it was obvious that the lady in the nursing home
was close to the end of her life. I was speaking with the lady who remained
in the hostel and while she was older, she was still quite spritely. She
believed in God and was quite religious, and so she asked me to tell her
friend that every night before she went to sleep, she said a prayer for her. The
friend in the nursing home was slipping in and out of unconsciousness. I
stood next to her bed. The rails were up, her eyes were closed, and she hadn’t
spoken or eaten in days. I put my hand on her shoulder and passed on the
words that I had been asked to say.
‘Mrs. Brown asked me to tell you that she’s still thinking of you, and that
she says a prayer for you every night.’
As I spoke, I could see tears running down the side of her nose. She
mightn’t have been able to speak to me, but she heard every word, and she
responded from her heart. Words could not have said more. It hadn’t been
too late for the friend to say good-bye, and how important those words
seemed to be to someone who was dying.

A lady I had known from the church also came to live in the nursing
complex. She wasn’t happy about being there. Like many other people giving
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up their homes and going to live in a room with three other people and one
cupboard to hold all of their worldly possessions, it was more than she could
deal with. It was as though her whole life had been taken from her. She told
me that she didn’t want to be there. She’d rather be dead. Nobody could
convince her that once she settled in, she might feel better.
I literally watched her will herself to death. It took about four months.

Another day at the nursing home, I was speaking to an elderly Welsh lady.
We were talking about God and religion and I asked her if she believed in
God. To my utter amazement, she replied, ‘I haven’t decided yet.’ She was
ninety-one. When was she planning on deciding if she still hadn’t made up
her mind after ninety-one years? It never crossed my mind that some people
might never decide.

I watched a young man, in the prime of his life, slowly die. He had been
involved in a motor car accident. I thought how easy it is to give to others
when something comes back in return. But in this case, nothing visible or
physical was ever returned to the giver. How hard it must have been for his
family during those two years, as he lingered on and life slipped away.

In more recent years, I have come to understand life and death differently. I
believe that not only do we choose how, when, where and why we come, but
we also have the same control over when we leave.
I was working with a client, a young woman who had a chronic disease
but was not in danger of immediate death. She only came to see me a few
times, and on her last visit, her husband stayed in the room during the
treatment.
Sometimes I have the privilege of seeing things happen in a different
dimension. On this particular day, somewhere in my mind’s eye, I saw this
woman rise from the table dressed in a long orange robe. She moved to the
bottom of the table and stood next to her husband. There was a piece of paper
on the end of the bed that she picked up. They stood there having a
discussion over the contents, and then proceeded to write something extra.
They both signed it. This is some sort of contract they’re signing. They’re
making an agreement, I thought.
Less than two weeks later, she died very suddenly. While it was a great
tragedy for the family, I believe I saw them make an agreement for her to
leave. Each gave consent. I witnessed their farewell in spirit, which was
nowhere near as sad and painful as the physical farewell from her children,
husband and family.
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Life Lesson #8
Don’t leave important words unsaid
One farewell touched my heart; the other one challenged it. Watching the
tears roll down the face of the elderly unconscious lady made me realize that
even though a person may not be able to communicate with us on our terms,
that person can still be alert and aware right up until the moment they die. I
had read that hearing was the last sense to leave, and now I knew it to be
true.
On the other hand, I didn’t realize what the young couple were doing until
after the woman died. It was one of my earlier experiences of seeing
something happening in another dimension. I found it quite unsettling when I
realized what I had been shown.
Death is a subject I have been comfortable with for a long time. In more
recent years, I have come to believe that I am nothing more than a field of
energy, and energy cannot be created nor destroyed. It simply changes form.
Death is nothing more than changing form. I will not die; I will simply
change form.

Something for you to think about:
Do you have any good-byes waiting to be said, words locked in your heart
yearning to be expressed or feelings deep within longing to be shared?
Have you ever considered that on some level of your consciousness, you
gave permission to someone you loved to pass over? They left with your
consent.
Why do you think death and dying is a subject that many people prefer to
avoid?
Do you allow the quiet and insignificant to touch your life or do they pass
by without a second glance? The power of kindness and gentleness is
transformative when you allow it to subtly touch you.
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What I fear controls me
There must be something particularly significant about this story because I
have thought about leaving it out several times, but it just seems to keep
coming back to me.
My twelfth birthday brought with it an experience that would haunt me
for almost two years. It wasn’t anything that could hurt me, but my mind
began to convince me of dangers that weren’t there. I remember two things
in particular.
My family had taken me to see a movie in the city on the night of my
birthday. Those were the days when the programme usually included two
feature films, previews of movies to come and Movietone news.
On the night of my birthday, the second film was about a Scotland Yard
case. A man decided to murder his wife. He cut the brake cable on her car
almost through, so as she drove down the steep mountain, the brakes would
fail and the car would crash. She had been thrown from the wreck and was
lying on the side of the road, badly injured. The husband had followed her in
his own car to make sure his plan worked, and she had been killed. As she
lay on the road, he stopped his car, walked up to her, and they looked at each
other. I remembered the look in her eyes for many years. They were pleading
for help, but they were being ignored. They were asking questions and
searching for answers, only to be met with betrayal and hatred. He waited
until she died and left. It frightened me.
The other thing I remember was being given a pair of black sandshoes for
my birthday. In the middle of the night, I awoke to hear a creaking noise in
another part of the house. I had most probably woken up many times during
the night and heard noises, but this night, I felt especially frightened. Maybe
I was still thinking about the film, but for whatever reason, I was convinced
someone was in the house, and they were going to steal my sandshoes. I have
no idea how long I stayed awake, but eventually I went back to sleep to
awaken safe and sound in the morning.
From that night on, for almost two years, I would wake in the middle of
the night, hearing sounds and convinced that someone was in the house. I
would stay awake for what seemed like hours until I eventually went back to
sleep. As children, we never got into bed with our parents. We went to bed
and stayed there until morning. I did as I was told.
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Even though our home wasn’t very big, for almost two years, I wouldn’t
walk down the hallway after dark on my own. I wouldn’t go into my
bedroom if the light wasn’t turned on first. My parents knew there was
something wrong, but they never asked me too much about it. They just
turned the lights on for me if it was dark.
Towards the end of my last year at primary school, I was coming up to
fourteen and I was listening to other girls talking in the playground. They
were saying how they all woke up in the night hearing noises and thinking
someone was in the house. They actually thought it was funny. They were
laughing about it. For almost two years, I had been scared to death over
something that other girls thought was funny. I just kept listening. I wasn’t
about to make a fool of myself by admitting to being a scaredy cat.
After hearing that conversation, I became much braver. I began to walk
around the house at night in the dark and no longer lay awake in the middle
of the night frightened.
More often than not, when something scares us, what is happening isn’t
the real problem. It is simply stimulating a memory that has been hidden
away for many years. Maybe in the eyes of the dying lady, I recalled some
experience where I was left to die. Maybe someone had crept up on me once
and harmed me. I’m happy to consider explanations like that nowadays,
whereas I would have once completely dismissed them.

There was one more thing I remember about being twelve. I took upon
myself a belief that would affect me for many years.
Anyone who wanted to be in the school choir had to attend the choir room
and be checked by the singing teacher. All prospective singers had to form a
line and sing, holding a particular note while the singing teacher put her ear
near your mouth to hear if you could hold it properly or not. Apparently I
couldn’t, so I was told I couldn’t sing and I had to leave the room. It was a
very big room and I had to walk a long way to the door and all I could
imagine was the other children watching me leave and thinking: She can’t
sing, she can’t sing!
From then on, I hardly ever sang. Such a small insignificant statement
affected me for most of my life. I wonder how many other statements in
passing had such a negative and controlling effect on me as well.
It’s interesting what topics come up for discussion while I am working on
someone’s feet and for some reason, I found myself telling a client that story;
maybe it was because I knew she had a beautiful singing voice. To my
surprise, she told me that she had been subjected to the same singing test
when she was at school. She too was told she couldn’t sing but she knew she
could. She also was sent out of the room but returned through another door
and got back in the queue. Nobody was about to tell her she couldn’t sing
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when she knew she could. Isn’t it wonderful when children can recognize
their gifts and talents and pursue them?

Life Lesson #9
When you verbalize something, you define it and limit its power
When we contain a situation in our heads, it has the power to replay itself
like a cracked gramophone record. Our minds can have no boundaries and
little control. Our imagination can be our best friend or our worst enemy.
Once something is put into words, it is defined. It has boundaries placed
around it, loses a lot of its power, and takes on a new meaning. It is ready to
be worked with.
I had no idea of these dynamics as a child, but certainly found that when
the other girls talked about their fears at school, even though I didn’t join in,
my own fears dissipated.
Many clients tell me they are ‘stressed’, which is a vague expression of
what is actually happening. Undefined stress can easily lead to being
overwhelmed, and is often associated with a feeling of disempowerment
because a situation isn’t going the way the person would like. Once someone
is able to define what the specific problem is, rather than address it as a
collective immeasurable mass, it becomes something that they can often
successfully work with. When stress can be defined and addressed with an
open mind, the real issues might be more like:
I am trying to do too much at one time
Others won’t do as I say
I am very competitive and feel I am losing
I allow others to pressure me
I don’t have the money to purchase the consumer goods that peer pressure
says I need
In my reflexology practice, I have found that once someone talks about
something, they will often see it from a totally different perspective.

Something for you to think about:
Do you talk to someone when you are stressed, worried or frightened?
Verbalizing something changes the dynamics. Another person’s point of
view can give the situation a totally different meaning.
Without using the word stress, break down the event that is causing you
discomfort and tension. Re-define it to allow you to work with it and change
it.

60

Which of your talents have you always wanted to develop and never had
the opportunity to do so?
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Skin disease was hereditary, so my family told me
Commencing secondary school out of uniform was not a happy event. I was
convinced that every one of the fifteen hundred or so other students at the
school were focusing on me; they were noticing how funny and different I
looked. Wearing flip flops because my feet were so badly affected with
dermatitis that I couldn’t wear uniform stockings was not a welcomed option.
I was a typical Pisces sun sign who liked to blend and merge and swim in
the big ocean without fuss or fancy. Standing out, being on show and
attracting attention was not the natural environment for this fish, especially
this teenage fish who was already self-conscious about her weight.
My father’s side of the family had always suffered with skin problems.
Past generations had worked in hat factories and they all appeared to suffer
with an allergy to felt and green dye used for the hats. The skin problems had
stayed in the family line even though nobody worked in hat factories
anymore. Certain things seemed to set it off. My father couldn’t wear
anything that was green or use any green soap; suede was another problem.
He had been discharged from the army covered in dermatitis. Credit for that
was given to the green dye in the uniforms.
New suede shoes had triggered a minor foot problem for me and
combined with green bath soap, my feet were in a terrible mess within a very
short time. The rash on one foot couldn’t be contained nor would it react to
any treatment. It seemed to eat deeper and deeper into my skin and it became
septic. I can remember the red line creeping further and further up my leg. I
thought I was going to die of blood poisoning. It was many months before it
settled down and moved to my hands and even though it was only on one
finger, having it on my hands was worse. Everyone could see it. The nail was
infected, green and about to fall off; all the medications and creams made
little difference. Eventually, it was healed through radium when I was about
to begin my first job.
Being the only girl in the school not wearing stockings was bad enough,
but when I graduated to wearing cotton ones, they also had their own
problems. I looked reasonably normal as long as I stood straight and didn’t
bend my knees, but once I moved, I had big baggy pockets on the front of my
legs. What sheer delight when I could wear normal stockings and shoes. I
didn’t stand out any longer.
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I didn’t know much about disease and sickness in those days. Skin disease
ran in my father’s side of the family. It was hereditary, or so I was told.
With my understanding of disease and sickness today, I would have to ask
what exactly was being inherited. What was being passed down? If
everything in my reality was the result of what I believed and subsequently
thought about, then could it be that family beliefs and thoughts were being
passed down rather than the disease itself. The physical expression is at the
end of the chain of events, not the beginning. If I change the beginning of the
chain, then I change the result.
If the shape of our nose, our height and our structure are held in our
cellular memory and passed down through the generations, then it is quite
possible that what we believe and think about is there also.
We hold in our cellular memory physical information related to our
family line, so I would presume that we hold emotional information as well.
Could not the health issues that recur from generation to generation be
formed by unresolved beliefs and thoughts back through the family line?
Beliefs and thoughts that have been so compacted and suppressed until they
have become matter? Could the necessity for clearing any unresolved family
issues be passed forward to the next generation, something like a team effort
for the good of the family line?
The Bible tells us that the sins of the father would be passed to the fourth
generation. I think it’s more the limitations and fears of the father or mother
would be passed down through the generations, in the hope that someone at
some time would understand what was happening and clear them for
everyone.
What issues had been suppressed in my family line that surfaced as skin
problems? Skin irritations can erupt like a volcano as something deep within
pushes up and through in pursuit of expansion and change. Skin is my
outermost boundary, so it made sense that when my boundaries were being
pushed and extended and I was not comfortable with the result, skin
problems might appear.
Skin issues are about moving into unfamiliar territory and your ability to
manage what you find there. Skin is also about being contained, keeping
everything in its place, no room for movement, over protected. Skin is what
you show to the world; being on show may be out of your comfort zone.
At the time of my skin problem, I was about to venture into the wider
world of secondary school, which was about three kilometres from home;
this was a big change from the primary school that was just around the
corner. My boundaries were about to be stretched. This mightn’t seem like a
major problem to deal with, but to a young person, not much more than a
child, who already lacked confidence, it was huge.
Maybe something deep within was fighting against growing up and feared
having to move into a bigger world. Maybe there was safety in being
contained and keeping everything in a familiar place. The possibility of any
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deeper meaning evaded me as a child. I simply got on with it, wishing at the
same time that I could hide or just disappear so I wouldn’t be noticed.

Life Lesson #10
I inherited beliefs and thought patterns that either created a symptom, or
allowed one to manifest
Many clients have told me that their symptoms are hereditary, and that
they’ve been in their family for generations. I have to wonder if it is the
disease that has been passed down the family line or if it is more likely
thought patterns – the forerunner to any symptom – that have been passed on.
I believe that I took upon myself family beliefs about insignificance,
standing out and being on show, which in turn created the skin problem
explained within my family as hereditary.
In considering what is hereditary, one must also consider what is genetic.
Genes are passed from one generation to the next, but research would suggest
that although genes contain all the information an organism uses to function,
the environment plays an important role in determining the phenotypes (the
observable traits) that the organism displays. For example, a particular
species of shell may have different observable traits, that is, colour and
pattern. What is the cause, genetic variation or environmental influence?
Research also presents that genetic variations do not cause disease, but
rather influence a person’s susceptibility to environmental factors. We do not
inherit a disease state per se. Instead, we inherit a predisposition in certain
areas which results in a higher risk for certain diseases (Office of Genetics and
Disease Prevention http://www.cdc.gov/genetics/).

I think of genes and hereditary in a similar way as to how I think about
fate and destiny. Fate is what I chose to work, and destiny is how it unfolds.
Genes are the building blocks of a particular species, and how their story
unfolds depends on what is inherited.

If a person inherits a predisposition to a certain disease, the question needing
an answer is, “Why do some people develop the disease and others don’t?” I
believe that non-physical environmental factors, such as passionate beliefs
and family thought patterns can influence the gene just as surely as a physical
environmental factor, thereby unconsciously sabotaging, changing, distorting
or manipulating what they have chosen to work with.
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Something for you to think about:
Does your family line have any symptoms that have been passed down
through the generations? Do some research and learn about the function of
that particular part of the body, then look for a behaviour pattern that
matches it.
Do you notice anyone holding on to sickness consciously or
unconsciously and using it to manipulate others?
A clue to finding a deeper meaning for a symptom is to look at what else
was happening or about to happen in your life when the symptom appeared.
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If I was going to survive in the adult world, I had to learn the
game rules
I cringed at the fact that I stood out at secondary school because of my
dermatitis, but I delighted in the fact that I was competitive and won the class
prize for the years I was there. I seemed to have a dilemma about being
noticed; maybe it was only acceptable if it was on my terms.
Ever since I was a child, I had wanted to be a hairdresser like my auntie,
but the dermatitis on my hands had put an end to that dream. Then, I thought
I would be a shorthand typist, but the disappointing results for that subject in
my Junior exam had taken my confidence away and I don’t think I ever took
shorthand again.
So, with those dreams behind me, I began working in a small office
within a week of finishing school. The head girl seemed so old and cranky.
As I think back, she was most probably about twenty-five, and she was
always angry about something. One minute she liked me and would buy me a
can of soft drink. The next minute, I was in trouble and she was yelling. I
never knew what to expect.
Life in the big world was not what I had imagined it would be like.
I knew I was smart, intelligent and prepared to work hard, so I had no idea
what I wasn’t doing right and how I could please her. Failure seemed
inevitable. It was all becoming too hard, so I decided that I would only stay
in the job until I received my call up to a government position, which was
eventually offered to most girls at that time. I couldn’t get a job much easier
or safer than working in a typing pool at a government office.
However, the head girl at my first job introduced me to a new experience,
anger.
Anger hadn’t been a part of my life. It had not been expressed to me or by
me. But now someone was angry at me. I was doing my best. I knew I was
doing as I was told. I had no idea what it was about. Unprovoked anger was
new territory. I had never heard my father or anyone in my house swear or
yell. I must have lived quite a protected life and was rather naïve when it
came to relating to others. I trusted people and thought that trust would be
returned to me. I was nice to people and thought people would be nice to me.
I worked hard and always gave my best, but found it wasn’t always
appreciated. I soon learnt that everyone didn’t play the game by the same
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rules. If I wanted to be a part of the game, let alone survive it, I would have
to learn the rules.
I’ve discovered in more recent times that anger is a very creative energy.
It can be transformative if used appropriately, but more often than not, it
seemed to be connected to aggression and losing control. Anger would only
explode when it was ignored and allowed to build up. The heart needs to
express how it feels, just as surely as the mind needs to express how it thinks.
If I was angry about something at home and expressed it to those in the
workplace, it was just as inappropriate as if something in the workplace was
the real problem and I took my anger home and yelled at the family. Anger
would only bring change for the better if it was expressed appropriately, in
the proper place, to the person concerned, and at an opportune time.
In my later years, I have been angry enough to yell and scream a few
times, but it only brought yelling and screaming straight back to me. I’ve
been angry enough to do what I liked, when I liked, and how I liked; that
didn’t address the real and deeper issue that created the anger in the first
place. I could also passively ride over it and pretend it wasn’t there.
Suppression seemed the path of least resistance. Both the aggressive and
passive approaches haven’t seemed to work as effectively as an assertive
expression. When I looked someone in the eye and spoke with assertive
conviction from a place of non-judgment, positive results were possible. But
that took courage and many years before I was able to do it.
For the greater part, children of earlier generations were not taught to deal
with their feelings. Good children didn’t get angry. Boys didn’t cry. Being
brave was important no matter what. Feelings were best hidden. Mind over
matter was a good approach to life, so I learnt. Just a few simple beliefs and
sayings were able to give the mind absolute control over just about any
matter.
At fifteen, I had no idea that I could be an outlet for someone else’s anger.
Thinking as I do today that whatever shows up in my life is a part of me that
needs my attention, I was having a few lessons in appropriate anger. It was
something that I had become disassociated from and needed to learn about if
I were ever to prepare myself for the world ahead of me.

The same head girl also introduced me to other rules of the game,
manipulation and intimidation.
If she bought me a can of soft drink because she was in a good mood, did
I owe her anything in return and to what degree? Was there a sincerely nice
side to this woman or was she trying to buy me off? I wasn’t mature enough
to be able to pick the difference. In reality, I didn’t even know there was a
difference. Going to school and being a smart student was one thing, but it
certainly didn’t prepare me for life in any shape or form.
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Not only did it fail to prepare me for life, but it didn’t give me the vaguest
idea of what to expect so that I might be able to do some preparation for
myself.
How many kind gestures in life were to carry a secret price tag? Were
expectations to be attached to every simple gift? Would I need to protect
myself by becoming a cynic? At least as a cynic I may not get hurt because I
would always be expecting the worst. A cynic could keep disappointment
and hurt at bay.
By my mid teen years, the workforce was becoming a steep learning
curve.

In recent years, as I learnt more about manoeuvres in the game of life, I saw
others who allowed themselves to be bought with no obvious anxiety. Maybe
the anxiety was there but well hidden, or maybe they had sold themselves
before they realized it.
Generosity and kindness can be hard to resist in a difficult time, and it can
be easy to cross the line of accepting temporary help and putting yourself in a
place of permanent indebtedness.

Maybe the head girl was a very nice person, but I didn’t stay long enough to
find out. I left after about four months to accept the government position. A
government typist pool sounded like a safe place for any little Piscean fish to
swim around happily and not be singled out, but I was about to find out
differently.
I began my new job on the same day as another girl; we soon became
good friends. After several months, she decided to transfer to a much smaller
section of the office. I decided to follow. I wasn’t happy in the new area and
I often wished I had never moved there, but I did nothing about it. I knew in
my heart it was time to go back to the typist pool, but for some reason, I
wouldn’t ask to be transferred back. The Universe stepped in and drew my
attention to the fact that it was time to honour my own needs.
It was my friend’s birthday and as the group of girls left the office that
evening, my friend asked, ‘Are you coming?’
‘Where to?’ I replied.
‘We’re going out for dinner. It’s my birthday.’
I knew nothing about the evening out. I hadn’t been invited by the ones
who had arranged it. I was devastated.
I had never been happy in the smaller office. I knew I wasn’t happy there
and did nothing about it. The Universe stepped in and put me back on track.
The next day, I went to the section supervisor and asked to be transferred
back to the typist pool.
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Survival of the fittest becomes obvious when you consider the animal
kingdom. I remember watching a programme about wild animals. A lioness
was teaching her three older cubs about catching and killing prey. They were
playing with a young gazelle that had no idea what was about to happen to it.
The gazelle appeared to join in the game without any fear.
I think I played the survival of the fittest game for many years without any
knowledge of what was happening. I allowed myself to be pushed, coerced
and manoeuvred without awareness; I didn't know that I could run and
escape if or when I wanted to. Just like the baby gazelle, I had no idea what
was really happening.
The will to survive is so intensely strong that it can overtake us. It can
express itself with nasty power games, manipulation and intimidation. Being
aware is our armour; confronting any issue with truth and courage is our
ultimate weapon. It isn’t about who wins.
Often the winner is really the loser. It is about what we learn in the battle.

Life Lesson #11
I needed to be objective and not take things personally
There were times in my life when I was acutely sensitive. My teenage years
fitted into that category perfectly. I didn’t have the self-confidence to speak
up for myself. I didn’t have the maturity to understand life. I viewed
everything subjectively. I thought that when someone was rude to me, yelled
at me or was impatient with me, I had done something wrong. Becoming
objective took many years, but I eventually learnt not to take everything
personally. When I was younger, there were dynamics at play that I had no
knowledge or understanding of.
I now know that I gave permission for everything. Sometimes I was the
student, and other times I was the teacher. So, while I might have been
learning about how to assert myself by being involved with someone who
was aggressive, I was also teaching that person something at the same time.
Life is a complex game of interwoven relationships that I will most
probably never figure out while I am still alive, so I had to learn to stand
back and let it unfold without becoming emotionally overwhelmed by it all.

Something for you to think about:
What are some things in your life that have upset you because you have
taken them personally?
If you revisited those situations from the perspective of the student ready
to learn, how differently would your response be?
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Do you allow yourself to become involved in power games? If you are
able to recognize the survival techniques and behavioural patterns you took
up when you were a child, you may well be able to recognize those of others;
see them for what they are and refuse to play the game.
What survival techniques do you still use?
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Changing religion at eighteen
I was a few weeks off turning seventeen when I met my husband at a dance.
Strange as it may seem, I never went to another one.
The courtship, as it was described in those days, bounced between
watching him fix his car on a Saturday afternoon, watching him play
basketball on week nights and watching television. There were no candle
light dinners and very rarely did we go to the movies. There was nothing
vaguely extravagant or romantic; there were no flowers and only a few
presents that I can remember, which was quite unusual for a Leo sun sign
suitor, but I didn’t know anything about sun signs and astrology in those
days. My fantasy world of the Piscean fish let me see what I wanted to see
and interpret it any way I chose. I looked at life through rose-coloured
glasses.
I had never read a romance novel in my life, so I had little expectation of
romance. By the age of seventeen, I had read one novel cover to cover and
that was for a school exam. I didn’t begin to read seriously until I was
twenty-five.

One might say that the match of this fish and lion was not the most
compatible of unions. The lion’s roar could be very intimidating to a little
fish who liked to swim in the depths of the ocean and only hear what it
wanted to hear. But, maybe the depths of the ocean were so spacious and
frightening that this little fish might welcome a big lion to protect it. The
relationship might work as long as the lion didn’t roar too much or limit the
fish’s freedom to swim around where ever it chose. The fish would have to
show endless appreciation for this protection.
Lions are the most warm-hearted and generous of all the zodiac signs if
they use their potential in a positive way. Only when they feel unappreciated
do they prowl, snarl and pounce. The lion needed to be centre stage and be
noticed. The fish needed to blend in anonymously. The lion required absolute
devotion and loyalty, but the fish is intrinsically spiritual, devoted to the
oneness of creation, and its loyalties might have to be divided. The fish might
spend its entire life trying to be in two places at once and not be able to
muster the devotion and loyalty demanded by a regal lion.
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What was ahead? I had no idea. But the fact that this lion was also a Catholic
held some attraction. It was quite possible for the fish to confuse religion
with spirituality. Unravelling the difference was to be an almost lifelong
adventure.
In 1965, the last year of this cycle, I became a Catholic. I was seeding
something completely new, which would have a profound influence upon my
life for the next thirty-six years.
God and religion had always been a part of my life since I was very
young. I had been raised an Anglican and sent to Sunday school since the age
of four; I then began going to church every week.
I can remember saying to my sister one afternoon as we walked home
from school that if I ever changed religion, I would become a Catholic. I can
particularly remember that conversation because we never talked a lot to
each other, especially not about anything deep and meaningful. It wasn’t that
we didn’t like each other; we just didn’t have much in common when we
were younger.
From my perspective, the Anglicans were copying the Catholics.
Confession was being introduced, which had always been a very Catholic
thing as far as I was aware. I knew that I would eventually change religion
sometime in the future; the time was closer than I thought.
My father never yelled but at the same time, he was very strict. He
categorically made it clear that he would not be giving permission for us to
marry before I was twenty-one, which was the legal age at that time. I was
beginning to speak up a little more and I didn’t think that was fair.
There were some areas of my life that I would appear almost aggressive;
in other areas, I was extremely passive; becoming a Catholic was one of my
more vocal expressions. The Universe doesn’t always motivate us subtly
with a gentle prod. I don’t think it matters what motivates us as long as we
find the path that best serves our highest purpose. I told my father that he
might be able to stop me getting married before I was twenty-one, but he
couldn’t stop me turning a Catholic. So, off I went and began lessons. My
lion boyfriend was working overseas at the time, so I did it all on my own.
I didn’t have any issues with birth control, abortion or any other delicate
beliefs belonging to the Catholic faith. I believed that every club is entitled to
have its rules. If I wanted to join this one, I needed to respect the rules. If I
didn’t like the rules, then I’d have to find another club to join.
By 1965, a lot of the bigotry inside and outside the Catholic Church had
dissipated, but some still remained. A friend of my mother’s asked her, ‘How
can you possibly live in the same house as a Catholic?’ It was never a
problem for any of us.
Confirmation was a separate ceremony back then and only took place at
the cathedral. I was required to choose a confirmation name. I had to pick a
particular saint who would take special care of me in the years to come. The
person I liked the most was Mary Magdalene, but I had decided that I
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wouldn’t choose her because, according to the Bible, she had been a
prostitute. What might people think? Talk about a delusional Piscean fish! St.
Bernadette would be much less confrontational. She would be a safe choice;
she was a religious sister who died quite young and was a great inspiration to
many.
I filled in the application form and sent it off. A nagging voice deep
within kept telling me that I had made a choice inconsistent with what I knew
to be right for me. I listened to the uneasy murmurings for a couple of weeks
until the day before the confirmation. I had reached the deadline. If I wanted
to change the name to something that felt right, I had to act immediately.
I got on the tram and went into the city to the cathedral office and
changed the name. The minute I had done it, I felt so different. I was
honouring a knowing from somewhere deep within.
Even though the Bible suggested that Mary Magdalene had been a
prostitute, other lines of thought challenged the idea. There were many
women named Mary. She could have been the wealthy sister of Martha and
Lazarus; she definitely was a very close friend. As I was also intending to be
a good and close friend, she seemed to be the best person to have at my side
as a guide.
Why was I so concerned about what other people thought? Maybe
appearances were a big part of that era. Maybe I was more concerned with
what the neighbours thought than what I realized.
Was I mistaking religion for spirituality? Would I only be able to find
what I did want by defining what I didn’t? Was religion to be a necessary
stepping stone to finding God in my own way, through my own beliefs, in
accordance with my own spirituality?
Living with religious beliefs from the age of four gave structure to my life
until I was strong enough to look for God on my own terms. Religion played
an intrinsically important role in my life, and without its structure for many
years, I would not be who I am today. I am grateful for its formative role in
my life.

I progressed through this cycle I had named Family comfort and security and
left my childhood behind. I emerged from my chrysalis and found myself in
a world of harsh reality; it was a place I wasn’t prepared for. As this cycle
closed, I was looking for other ways to find the same protection and security
that I had grown accustomed to as a child when I lived with my family.
I had embraced the Catholic religion to keep me safe on a spiritual level
and found a boyfriend to protect me from a world I hadn’t yet adjusted to.
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Life Lesson #12
Presumption isn’t always based on a rational foundation
I knew in my heart that Mary Magdalene was a special person to me, but I
was overly concerned, just for a moment, about what people would think if I
chose her. When I changed my mind, I felt a weight lift from me, and I
experienced a lightness that I had not expected.
In the past, I had been concerned about what other people thought, and as
I let go of this particular fear, I felt many others leave at the same time. I
found a freedom that was expansive and new to me.

Many years later, I was having a psychic artist draw the guides and energies
she could see around me. I had told her nothing of my life experiences. She
told me that I had a multi-faceted group around me, something that wasn’t all
that common.
There was a strong connection to mother nature, expressed in a full
bodied female; an explorer who quite possibly led me to my South American
adventures; a young child with tied hands who looked about to be sacrificed;
Jesus was close by; and there was another person connected to St. Germaine
who would accompany me further along my journey. There were two aliens
who might well have been the guides to take me on a strange encounter yet to
come. There was one last woman; the artist pointed to her and said, ‘That’s
Mary Magdalene.’
The artist didn’t know my connection to her; she hadn’t heard my story.
Mary had stayed close by for all those years. Of course, I cried. Sometimes
tears are the only way I know to express that overwhelming sense of
connection to something far greater than my consciousness understands.

Something for you to think about:
Are you able to make choices based on knowing what is right for you, or
are your choices based on expectation, popularity or peer pressure?
What do you think the underlying issues could be when you make choices
not based on expanding your own highest potential?
Are there areas in your life where you are concerned with what others
think? Sometimes needing the approval of others is nothing more than a
lesson in needing to approve of yourself.
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Fourth Cycle – Becoming an authentic person by expressing
my unique creativity
1966-1974
Age 19 to 27

Having gathered information and tested it in the safety and comfort of my
family for some years, it was time to see if I had gained the confidence and
self-esteem to define and express myself as an individual in my own right.
The first few years of transition from childhood to adulthood hadn’t been
as comfortable and enjoyable as I had expected. I was totally unprepared for
what I had found.
Hopefully, during this cycle, I would take pride in who I was becoming
and have the courage to express that in my own unique way.
It was also time to focus on children.

The new cycle I was entering was concerned with ego in the truest sense of
self-expression. I would need to project and express my authentic self in the
most positive way. If I couldn’t do that, then possibly, another stronger ego
in a negative form might help me learn the lesson. What I am not defines
what I am. I had little self-confidence and I certainly didn’t speak up for
myself.
If creative expression and the confidence to put my authentic self on show
were to be the challenges of this cycle, then I was hiding from them before it
began. I was pulling back to escape the harsh reality of the real world. I had
embraced religion as my spiritual protection; before long I would marry,
once again surrounding myself with the protection of a husband. I would
become a devotee and a loyal subject until I was ready to be a leader in my
own right. Until then, someone else would play that role for me.
Unbeknown to me, great challenges lay ahead. What the price would be, I
had no idea.
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What was love? At twenty, I had absolutely no idea
The first year of this new cycle brought with it big changes. I became
engaged. There was never any proposal as such; it seemed to be something
that had always been taken for granted. We married early in the second year
of this cycle. My father had changed his mind and given his permission. It
was six weeks after I turned twenty.
If the lion was king and I had unconsciously chosen to be the loyal
subject, I was assured protection on the physical level. As a devotee of the
Catholic faith, I was assured protection on the spiritual. For all intents and
purposes, I was ready to step further into adulthood.

Like a lot of other people making wedding vows, I had absolutely no idea
what I was committing to when I said, for better or worse, for richer or
poorer, in sickness and in health as long as we both shall live. I believed that
words were a binding contract and if I gave my word, then I had to keep it. In
1967, keeping my word was essential to my integrity.
Learning to live with anything new, especially a new husband, brought
with it some adjustments. Finding harmony between a fiery lion and a
dreamy fish was another. There were constant arguments and tension for
months before we were married, but I always believed that after the wedding,
it would all change. Nothing changed.
I needed to come down to earth, live in the real world and honour the
choice that I had made. I had promised, till death us do part, so I had better
get on with it and begin to apply it.
What did I think marriage was? I thought it was the expected norm. An
institution for the purpose of raising children, an acceptable form of
relationship within the community or a sacrament within the church that was
going to get me to heaven.
What did I hope to gain from it? I didn’t really know. Children, I
supposed.
And love, what was love? At twenty, I had absolutely no idea.
Even if I had understood our personalities when we first married, I don’t
think it would have made any difference. I wasn’t ready to deal with life. I
know now that nothing happens by mistake. Everything is for a purpose. I
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think we owed each other a valuable karmic debt from another time, which
was about to be paid in full.

Understanding myself was imperative to understanding my husband, but that
didn’t happen for a long time. It wasn’t until I became interested in astrology
many years later that I began to see myself differently and understand why
others did what they did. Our authentic selves, emotional needs and
personalities were very different.
My husband had the potential to be generous and warm-hearted almost to
the point of default. He needed to be the leader and his leadership needed to
be acknowledged. He liked to take centre stage and if he didn’t, he could
become a little dramatic to attract attention to himself. He was very creative
around the home and could find a solution to almost any problem.
His emotional needs would impel him towards responsibility, not
necessarily for himself, but for everyone he ever came in contact with. He
was always telling others what to do because, in his own way, he felt
responsible for them. He knew what was best for them, and especially me,
his wife. He was responsible for everything I did and said, so he insisted on
telling me what to do and how to do it, over, and over, and over again.
His spontaneous personality was that of the humanitarian, who was
always working for the good of others. He was so intent on making the world
a better place for everyone else to live in that he sometimes forgot that there
were people close by who might like to share some of his time and energy.
Humanitarians can be so objective that they lose touch with their own
feelings. When looking at the bigger picture, they can stand back, observe
and plan rather than become emotionally involved in the experience.
On the other hand, I was different. In some ways, I was quite passive. I
thought in concepts and ideals, and found ways to escape the harsh reality of
the real world. I was able to see what I wanted to see, and ignore the rest if I
had to. I wore rose-coloured glasses for many years.
My quest for God led me to be more connected to the invisible world than
the one I lived in. I was pulled in two directions: on the one hand, I was
fleeing to peace and contentment, and on the other, I was being drawn into
the pain and emotions of others. My boundaries needed to be defined. I had
the ability to be self-sacrificing, which was something I did for many years.
Applying what I learnt in the spiritual realms to my everyday life would
be essential to keeping me grounded and stable. Disillusioned and confused, I
might never have understood the dichotomies of life; but then, understanding
was not essential; feeling was the experience I was here for.
My emotional needs would be satisfied by delving, searching and
uncovering what it was that life held for me. My feelings and passion would
drive me. Nothing would be ignored, and nothing left untouched in this
intense, unrelenting pursuit for meaning, change and transformation. There
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would be no half measures. I would probe the depths of my very being,
unearthing what no longer served my higher purpose. Sooner or later, it
would have to leave. This was not negotiable.
My spontaneous response to life was reasonably serious. It gave me the
qualities of perseverance and stability and helped me to live comfortably on
earth while exploring the realms of spirit. It supported my relentlessness in
all my pursuits, never allowing me to falter or give up. I was an achiever who
was prepared to wait many years to enjoy the fruits of my labour.
My husband used to tell me that I had my head in the clouds and that I
was no earthly good. Maybe my head was in the clouds, but I had the ability
to bring back what I discovered there and make it work for me in a practical
way in my everyday life.

I had chosen a protective lion for a husband to take care of me from the
seemingly unsafe world until I was strong enough, brave enough and happy
enough to stand centre stage myself and be noticed in my own right. He had
to understand that I needed space to swim freely and explore; for many years,
he was so filled with responsibility for me that freedom evaded me. I had to
learn about responsibility through the negative.
I would eventually recognize him as my master teacher; first, I had to
work through the emotion and disappointment I found myself wallowing in,
hold on long enough to see the bigger picture and eventually take the true
reward for my years of hard work and perseverance.

My husband was diagnosed with type one diabetes within two months of
being married. As other members of his family shared the condition, I had a
vague idea of what was before me. A vague idea was a good beginning; full
knowledge of how this condition would impact our relationship and lives
might have been more than a new bride could have dealt with.
I most probably never appreciated how huge his adjustment was to this
condition, but as the months went by, tension was beginning to mount. As
well as dealing with his health, he was also dealing with my grandmother,
Clara. We were back living with my grandparents, in the hope of saving
money for a deposit on our own home. He could well have felt that he had
been put into a cage.

Maybe his constant comments weren’t complaints and criticism. Maybe it
was frustration over his health condition that he would have to live with for
the rest of his life. Maybe it was patterns that he had learnt in his childhood.
Maybe it was patterns that I had learnt in my childhood. Maybe it didn’t
matter.
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Before too long, I was apt at simply not hearing what I didn’t want to
hear. It all just went in one ear and out the other, but somewhere in the
transition, something must have got caught. Some of it never came out the
other side but found a hiding place deep within and germinated. Time passed,
dreams faded, hopes were lost and disappointment set in. I began to exist
rather than live.

Life Lesson #13
Understanding myself was essential to understanding others
I never knew when I said, I do, that marriage was more about personal and
spiritual growth than happiness. Its purpose was to help each other stretch
our boundaries, embrace our challenges and evolve. A soul mate wasn’t
someone who was about to make my life happily ever after. A soul mate was
someone who might push me to almost breaking point, so that I would find
my higher purpose and experience my greatest potential.
It was my choice as to how difficult I made the learning process. I could
move quickly through the lessons, or drag them on for years.
If I left the marriage, I would take myself and the lessons I needed to
learn with me. I would have to recreate the circumstances all over again.
Maybe they would be a little different the second time around, but in essence,
they would be the same until I learnt from them; this wisdom evaded me for
many years.

Something for you to think about:
What did you hope for when you married?
How have your relationships stretched you to bring out your strengths and
reveal your potential? If you enter into a relationship with set expectations,
you may never draw from it the wisdom it has to offer.
What are the positives your partner brings to the relationship and what are
the challenges? When you understand that relationships are to learn about
yourself, you can begin to look for yourself in the other person. You are
always there, even when it is hidden or disguised.
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Stepping outside of the gender role; I learnt to be a
handyman
Our first home was a long way from my grandmother, but only a few minutes
from where my sister lived.
Moving across town made it impractical for me to continue working as a
doctor’s receptionist. I didn’t drive and public transport would take too long.
I gave up work to stay at home. My husband welcomed the idea. He hadn’t
married to become a bachelor, so he often told me. Now, instead of watching
him fix his car, I could watch him work on the house. Little did I realize that
watching was no longer an option! My days of side-line participation were
over. I was about to become a handyman’s apprentice.
Painting became an accomplishment. Not only did I paint inside my
home, but I helped paint outside; it wasn’t just my house, but the neighbour’s
house as well. I would climb to the top of ladders, hold tools and do the
simple jobs. I learnt how much paint to put on the brush and that drips were
totally and utterly unacceptable. I could set up trestles and take them down as
competently as any male could.
I became proficient at mixing concrete; I knew the right blend, how wet it
had to be and could shovel gravel as good as any man. Trowelling concrete
to a perfect finish was also a talent I developed, and my expertise with the
edger resulted in an almost professional look. I didn’t always learn these
things through choice.
My husband always took on too much. Inevitably, he would leave for
work with something still needing to be done, which I would have to finish,
or he would pass out because his blood sugar level was too low and he
couldn’t continue working. Handyman apprentice was one thing, but nurse
and carer was another.
I was very good at bagging and cleaning the bricks after they had been
laid. I would never have passed his bricklaying test, but I got good marks for
mixing mortar, filling the spaces between the bricks and brushing the wall
clean. I was always cleaning up after him in one way or another.
Making the mess was one thing, but leaving it there was another. Did
every male need someone to follow them around and pick up after them?
While he was becoming an ace handyman, he was amassing every
possible tool and gadget you could imagine. There was every size of screw
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driver and drill bit that had ever been sold in a hardware shop. If a piece of
sandpaper had one last rough edge, it was useful. He wouldn’t throw out any
off cuts of wood, steel, rope, cable or wire. He might need them later.
Needing them later was one thing, but finding them later would be another.
So the useful and useless things began to pile up. He was the classic hoarder.
I was good at mowing the grass and cutting the edges. I had the most
beautiful rose garden across the front brick fence that we had built. It was so
good; my husband built one for the neighbours as well. With my help, of
course. He had welded our wrought iron gates. I never tried welding. But, I
would hold the metal in place, close my eyes tight, and look the other way
while he did it. I didn’t like using the power saw. The chain saw was
definitely off my adventure list.
He was like a force driven when it came to working around the house.
One night, he came home from work at midnight and decided that he wanted
to finish laying some bricks. At 2 a.m. in the morning, we were downstairs
working. Was I mad or obedient? Was I enjoying all of this or only keeping
the peace? Either way, I was learning a lot.
I never needed to go to the gym because I shovelled and moved countless
wheelbarrows full of gravel, ash and dirt. Who would want to buy concrete
blocks when you could make them yourself? I lost count of how many I
compacted with a gadget he had creatively made. Why save time buying
blocks when you can have so much fun making them, hour after hour, day
after day? Maybe my hidden vocation was to be a home handy man and I
was discovering myself.
So what if I took ten goes to hit in a nail and it bent in the process. I could
always straighten it and hit it a few more times. He could never understand
why I couldn’t do it in two sharp, swift goes. I wasn’t a show-off.
He taught me so many things about handyman work; it was really sad that
I couldn’t return the favour. In those early days, I was never able to teach
him what a tea towel was for, let alone how to use one. Packing the
dishwasher must have been far too complicated, because he didn’t try that
either. He didn’t master a broom or the vacuum cleaner. He never took a
cooking lesson, but he could boil water if he wanted a cup of tea. He could
fix the washing machine, but he never learnt what it was used for. I guess I
just failed as a teacher.
A few weeks before we moved into our first home, he began insulin
injections. The day of the move was the first time he had a hypo (low sugar
reaction), and it was the first of countless to follow. I knew that physical
activity had an effect on how readily insulin was absorbed. I would learn
about the effects of emotions.
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We were settling into our new house and learning to live with diabetes;
finding a church to belong to came next. We hadn’t resonated with the one
closest to where we lived, so we went further afield.
My husband joined every Catholic men’s group he came across and made
many new friends. I was now driving, which opened up a whole new world
to me. Even though the house was well established, I hadn’t returned to the
work force. I was waiting and hoping for the arrival of our first baby. The
baby was taking its time, so we got a dog.
In all my years, I have never owned a dog that was obedient. Surely it
wasn’t a reflection on the owner. Susie never got the idea of doing what she
was told. She barked at everyone who walked by and ran from one side of
the back yard to the other, throwing the stones that were around the pool
everywhere. She often jumped the fence; she once managed to get hit by a
car and break her leg. If I was about to rear my children the same way as I
was rearing this dog, disaster could be pending.

Moving into our new home and away from my grand-parents meant that we
were finally independent; being on our own calmed the waters somewhat.
Even though we disagreed on most things, we always worked well together.
The only thing we never disagreed on was money; traditionally, the lion is
very generous. He handed me his entire pay packet each fortnight, no
questions asked. I paid the bills and could do what I liked with the rest.
Money was the only thing he gave me responsibility for.

Life Lesson #14
When it absolutely has to be done, do it graciously
In my early married years and for generations before, gender roles were welldefined. The woman’s place was inside the home and the man’s outside. The
man earned the money and the woman took care of the family. Simple rules!
Most people played the game in those days.
The gender roles are certainly less defined now than they were years ago,
but other definitions can hold people in uncomfortable or unsuitable places. I
still see adults in their sixties and older playing the role of the good child or
the good wife at the expense of meeting their own needs.
In early years, as I yielded to my gender role and what was expected of
me, I didn’t always do everything graciously. But, as I learnt to do so, I
discovered many things about myself and life.
I discovered that I would often be confronted with a difficult choice to
make and agonize over what was the right thing to do, only to find that it
would dissolve. Many times I would never have to do anything. It was almost
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like the whole event was nothing more than a test to see how I would react or
whose priority would dictate the choice. What a relief when it all went away.
But there were times when I was confronted with difficult choices and
actions that didn’t go away. I had to choose. They were the times I
discovered good things about myself that I hadn’t recognized before.
Graciously accepting the inevitable taught me much about myself.
I now know that when I have to do something that is well out of my
comfort zone, I have agreed to it on some level of my consciousness. I
cannot be intimidated or coerced without my consent. If I have set up
something unpleasant to learn from, I may as well enter into it graciously
with open arms; I have to embrace what it holds for me, and move on. I have
learnt that being gracious will help me recognize the positives sooner.
Maybe the good old days weren’t as good as they were made out to be.
Reminiscing is one thing. Living there is another. I often recall something
I heard in a movie many years ago, nobody will ever match up to the memory
of so and so, not even so and so himself.
We certainly have the ability to colour the past in any way we choose.

Something for you to think about:
Are there any areas of your life where you expect someone to play a role?
Is anyone so intimidated by you that they are not comfortable to be
themselves?
Some career roles are still gender-oriented, even though work place
policies might dispute it. Have you ever tried to succeed in a career that is
dominated by the opposite gender?
Do you ever play a role rather than be yourself? What are you afraid of?
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The world wouldn’t survive without its volunteers
If my own children weren’t forthcoming, children certainly became a focus
for me in other ways. As my husband joined in the men’s groups at the new
church, I volunteered to teach religion in the state school system every week.
I began with the intention of helping out for a short time while someone went
on holidays; I found myself still there twenty-five years later.
The one belief that kept me talking to children about God for all those
years was, I was there to get results, not necessarily see results and if it took
ten years for one thing to sink in, then I hadn’t wasted my time.
Catechists, as we were called, were hard to find and even harder to keep.
The job didn’t have a good reputation. It was as though the children were the
enemy and the catechist had to tame them for the duration of the lesson.
Children were just children and they would try you out to see how far they
could take you. The boundaries were up to you. There were a few incidents I
remember well:
• In my earlier days, when I had fixed religious beliefs, I had one class
take up a petition against me. The whole class signed it. I hadn’t said
that dogs didn’t go to heaven, but then again, I hadn’t categorically
said that they did. It was inspiring to see the attachment the children
had to their pets and the leadership skills that came to the fore as they
expressed what they believed. Every child was happy to have their
opinion known. Children were seen and happy to be heard. What a
change from when I was a child.
• I spent a few years at a school that educated children from a low socioeconomic background. Because the class was large and time-limited, it
didn’t allow me to get to know each child. I bought them a notebook
and decided to write to them each week. These children were about
twelve years old. I was amazed to discover that most of them couldn’t
communicate through the written word.
• Every year, I would have my class put on a Christmas pageant. I wrote
the script, which included carols, poems and stories, and I made all of
the costumes. Someone asked me if they could borrow the costumes,
which were two suitcases full. There was no reason not to lend them,
except that they had taken so long to make and I didn’t want anything
to happen to them. I learnt, to my great disappointment, that the
suitcases had been left in the rain. Everything got wet and when this
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woman finally decided to open it, all of the costumes were covered in
mildew and most of them had to be thrown out. I was so angry, but I
didn’t say a word because the person who borrowed them was a
religious sister. Would I ever learn to speak up and say what I really
thought and felt?
In more recent years, I asked one class to write three things they were
good at. Only one child wrote nothing. ‘There’s nothing I’m good at,’
he told me. He was termed the troublemaker of the classroom. ‘I bet I
know something you are really good at?’ I answered. His face lit up. ‘I
bet you are really good at driving your teacher crazy.’ He laughed.
That was the first time I had seen him smile.
Lessons eventually evolved to be more about personal growth than
religion. So, one day, I was talking to the same class about being
objective, and not taking everything personally e.g. if a friend couldn’t
come over to play, don’t immediately think that the friend doesn’t like
you. Maybe the friend had to do something for their mother; take the
objective approach rather than the subjective. In trying to get them to
understand this, I had a three letter word written on a piece of paper.
Each child had their own piece of paper. Normally, lettering is in black
and the surround is white but in this case the lettering was in white and
the surround was black. Whoever discovered the word was asked not
to call it out until everyone had found it. Would you be surprised to
know that the troublemaker was the first to get the word? The only
person in the room who couldn’t figure it out was the class teacher
who always sat in.
I wanted to teach them about forgiveness, so I took a backpack and
filled it with hand weights. It was quite heavy. The idea was that a few
children could carry it around the classroom, but of course every child
wanted a turn. I asked each of them how they felt when they put it
down and their comments were quite similar. Phew. That feels better.
That was heavy. I was trying to get them to see that when they held a
grudge against someone, it was like carrying a heavy weight. They
were the ones who felt the weight of carrying a grudge or hating
someone. Forgiveness was when they put it down and they all agreed
that it felt better.
A particular secondary school class had a child who was extremely
capable of disrupting everything. On this particular day, my group was
outside because there weren’t enough rooms to go around when the
classes were divided for religion. He was all but doing cartwheels
around the group on the grass. He wouldn’t stop the antics, and so I
told him I was taking him to the principal. He insisted that he had been
listening and proceeded to tell me, almost word for word, what I had
said over the past ten minutes. I tried not to show my absolute
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astonishment, but in a flash, I realized, never ever judge or presume
the results of what I was doing.
I always put on a class party at the end of each year and brought the
food and gave every child something. On the last day that I ever taught
religion, I took the usual useless fun junk for everyone. One child gave
it back to me and said, ‘I don’t want this.’
‘I know it’s useless,’ I said, as I gave it back to him, ‘but put it away
somewhere and one day you might remember that the religion lady
told you that you can be anything you want to be if you believe in
yourself.’

Over those twenty-five years, I taught all age groups at several schools, with
only a few short breaks when my own children were born. My sister always
helped me out and minded my kids so that I could go each week.
On my return one day, my four-year old greeted me with, ‘Auntie Clare
says naughty words Mummy!’
‘What naughty words did Auntie Clare say darling?’
‘DON’T!’

Thinking back, I underestimated how much teaching religion helped me to
clarify my own personal beliefs about God. I had to be able to put what I
believed into simple language so that a child could understand what I was
saying.
Why did I persevere for all those years? I wasn’t persevering. I actually
liked what I was doing. And maybe my underlying passion for God saw
religion as the only pathway. And why did I continue? My purpose was to
get results, not necessarily see them.

Life Lesson #15
I did what I did to get results, not necessarily see results
If I had wanted to see the results of what I was doing, I might have given up
after a few months. I was of the conviction that what I was doing was of
worth, so I was happy to continue even when I couldn’t see visible proof of
it.
Results can be very subjective. Expectation can be a blindfold that hides
your achievements and persuades you to give up. Following your inner
guidance will bring forth powerful results when you trust that the unfolding
process is exactly the way it should be.
I did not follow my inner guidance when it came to lending all of the
costumes to the religious sister. I felt intimated by her position and went
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against what my intuition was telling me. Why was I so willing to please
everyone else?

Something for you to think about:
In the areas of your life where you want to get results, notice how you
persevere and endure all that comes in the pursuit of them. Then, look at the
areas of your life where you want to see results and notice if you have the
same commitment to stay with it to the end.
Have you ever felt obliged to contribute simply because you have the
ability? Freedom is the ability to say no as well as yes and not feel guilty.
Has an unexpected outcome ever convinced you that you have
underachieved?
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What did my children hope to learn by choosing me as their
mother?
One of my unconscious limiting belief patterns that I’ve talked about
previously was that a woman’s place was in the home. So, to marry, look
after my husband and have children seemed to be the main purpose in life.
With two young children sixteen months apart, the early years of
motherhood were a blur. When I finally began to get my head above water
five years later, it all started over again.
Our three children were all very different. One was self-conscious and
quite shy; one an adventurer from birth, and the other a cute little toy who
rarely spoke for several years because the rest of us could read his mind.
In recent years, as I recognized the patterns I had learnt as a child, I began
to think about what survival techniques and behavioural patterns I had taught
my own children. I also wondered what dynamics existed within the
relationship with my husband that enticed my children to join in. What were
the lessons specific to us that they chose to participate in?
It wasn’t until they were adults and I had discovered astrology that I could
understand their purpose, find their comfort zone, and discover where each of
them would be stretched.

By the time the children were born, the mother fish no longer swam in the
ocean, but was living in a gold-fish bowl. The father lion had certainly left
the wide open plains of his natural environment and was living in a cage,
frustrated in a dimension that contained him.
My husband did try his best, but I couldn’t recognize his efforts as long as
I looked through the distorted focus of my own emotions.
As the lion roared louder and more frequently, the fish swam slower,
taking notice of everything in its pathway, and finding distractions at every
turn to deafen itself to the lion’s roar. The fish lived in a world of make
believe, a fantasy world of denial with a solid wall of protection around the
pain of reality.
Somehow, we must have been aware of the effect our relationship was
having on the children, but we chose to ignore it and made no conscious
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effort to change. The survival patterns I taught my children were obvious
once I began to look for them.
One learnt to put up protective brick walls and keep people out.
Another learnt to be self-willed and determined.
And the other discovered that pondering life was a great escape from the
harsh reality of the real world.

I’m sure their learning experience included issues related to control. In many
ways, my husband had lost control of his health after being diagnosed with
type one diabetes. Balanced control of his blood glucose levels was almost
impossible for him to achieve. His frustration could well have led him to try
and gain control in other areas of his life. Control issues turned into power
games, which drew forth stubbornness and fixed positions between us. One
parent was aggressive, while the other was passive. There certainly weren’t
any examples of assertiveness while the children were young.
Another topic of interest for them would have been communication. It had
been a decisive factor between the two of us for a long time. I expressed
myself in somewhat vague terms that weren’t always in chronological order.
But, if my husband waited until I had finished speaking, I believed that it was
easy enough to put together what I had said. The words I used were not as
important as the concept I was expressing. On the other hand, he was
pedantic about the English language; he was worse than my grandmother
ever was. I was expected to use the same form of expression that he used, no
filler language was allowed and I had to communicate in a specific and
logical order. Most conversations with him usually included a grammar
lesson and many of them were actually a soliloquy; I simply wasn’t listening.
A few years ago, a friend told me that when she first knew me, she always
felt uncomfortable with the way my husband and I spoke to each other, until
she realized that we had our own communication game rules. We must have
been giving massive subliminal lessons to our children without knowing it.
Material possessions and how we valued them could also have attracted
the children’s attention. My husband was very generous; he was generous to
default. At times, he would give away things that I still used because
someone else needed them. I had to wonder where the spirit of generosity
ended and the need for acknowledgment began. Guilt seemed to be attached
to even owning the most basic necessities of life. When many people in the
world were poor and starving, how much should we own? Were there lessons
here about the morality of owning material things? Was this an opportunity
to learn that wealthy people could also be spiritual?
Religion was the core of the family unit, so something to do with God
would seem to be relevant to the children’s choices. One of my life lessons
was to find God outside of religion, so that maybe they were to be my
teachers. They were definitely the first people who made me question myself
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as to why I went to Mass. When their attendance at church became somewhat
spasmodic, I began to wonder, what is it that they can see that I can’t? What
have I missed?

Astrology described the children perfectly, but I didn’t discover that until
they were all adults.
The lion cub was here for issues related to his inner-child, recreation and
fun, creative expression, being authentic, standing out, warm-heartedness and
generosity. Essential to his purpose was the need to be self-reliant. He
needed to have the experience of doing it for himself, rather than having it
done for him. He needed to draw forth his abilities and experience the results
and know that he could succeed on his own. His temptation would be to
withdraw back into the safety of the family because of his acutely sensitive
nature and the memories he held from other life experiences.
The adventurer would explore the realms of the outside world, take on
almost anything, try anything and be truthful to the point of bluntness. She
would be excellent at gathering information and would have the potential to
be a great teacher. How she taught was especially important. First, she would
need to listen. Her role would be to lead the other person to find their own
answers and wisdom within, rather than tell them what it was, without being
blunt or self-righteous. If it all got too hard, she could fall back to the safety
of the superficial chit chat. Here were the makings of a wise woman with the
ability to teach.
The philosopher would explore the realms of the inside world as he sat
silently and pondered the meaning of life. His temptation to live in an
esoteric wonderland would be challenged in order to stay in the real world
and focus. He needed to be involved in the repetitive boredom of everyday
living and pay attention. He might not feel particularly comfortable in groups
of superficial people, but being involved with deep thinkers like himself,
considering new and inventive ideas could well draw forth his potential. He
had the ability to bring what he had learnt from the Universal into this world
and put it to use in an innovative way for the good of the human cause. That
is, if he applied himself to life and tried not to escape it.

As the children grew, it became obvious how each one interpreted events
differently and responded just as differently. There were complex, if not
inter-dimensional lessons being learnt. I will never know the dynamics of it
all, but I’m sure they learnt much about tolerance, patience, forgiveness, selfexpression, speaking up, the value of what they owned and the value of self.
God, friendship and family support would have been included, not to forget
money; that was the only subject that never brought forth an argument.
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Life Lesson #16
If I chose my life circumstances, then it followed that my children chose
theirs
I was happy to embrace the idea that I had chosen my experiences, family
and placement before I came, but it didn’t cross my mind for a long time that
my children had done the same with me. If I could identify patterns in them,
then I might well recognize the same ones in me. Were they reflecting back
to me that part of myself that needed some attention?
If my children chose me, it was worth thinking about the reason. Did they
come to learn from me or teach me? The older I get, the more I believe that
the younger generations are our teachers. They might need a few years to
mature, but once they arrive there, they are worth taking notice of.
Did my children choose me to help me break repetitive behavioural
patterns and beliefs that had been held in the family line for many
generations, and give me the freedom to be myself?

Something for you to think about:
Why do you think your children chose you to be their parent? What
infrastructure did you have in place to benefit their higher purpose?
Remember that sometimes we need to define who we are not before we have
a clearer picture of who we are.
Are there issues that have followed your ancestral line that your children
might be addressing on behalf of all the family?
What are the dynamics of the relationship with your partner teaching
them? Many of our most transformative lessons are learnt in the negative.
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Children and animals have a lot to teach us
I believe that the greatest expression of creativity comes from listening and
acting on the intuitive knowing that comes from deep within. Risk is often
involved. The risk of being ridiculed by others because what you are about to
do doesn’t make any sense, and the risk of being challenged by the mind
because your logic likes to be in control.
I’ve heard it said in interviews with film directors that children and pets
are generally the hardest to work with. They seem to respond intuitively at
times, which overrides logic and all else that has been planned or expected.
Children and pets have a lot to teach us about intuitive knowing. They allow
it. They don’t fight it.

One story that brought tears to my eyes for many years is about my father.
He worked in a shoe shop from the day he left school until the day he died. It
was interesting considering I eventually found a career in reflexology.
His health hadn’t been good for many years, but he wanted to stay at work
until he turned sixty so that he would be eligible for the aged pension. Six
months before his planned retirement, he fell from a ladder at work as he
reached for a pair of shoes.
By the time our daughter was born two months later, he still hadn’t
recovered. He came to visit me in the hospital and I couldn’t believe how
sick he looked. I must have been so overwhelmed with my own state that I
hadn’t noticed his. Under his eyes were dark. He had lost so much weight
and was walking with a stick. He was now only four months away from
retiring.
My mother and father were eager to visit their new grand-daughter, so a
few days after I came home from the hospital, they came for dinner. It was a
Sunday night. The new baby girl was eleven days old and our little boy now
sixteen months. Children under the age of two are often shy and mothers are
often the favourite. Our little boy wasn’t overly demonstrative to either of his
grandparents at his young age.
I think my father was a little disappointed, as he loved the interaction he
had with my sister’s children. He looked forward to the day when our kids
were a little older and could play with him as well.

92

After dinner that evening, the little grandson sat on his grandfather’s knee
for a long time, talked to him in his own special baby talk, smiled, laughed
and played with him. It was so out of character. We were all quite surprised.
At 8.00 am the following morning, my mother was back at my front door
to tell me that my father was dead. He had suffered a heart attack in the early
hours of the morning.
She said that the only thing he had talked about while driving home the
previous night was his little grandson and how much fun he had been to play
with. It was like this child knew that my father would be leaving early in the
morning and made his last night on earth one of the happiest he could
remember in a long time. This little boy, no more than a baby, knew what
was about to happen and said good-bye in the most wonderful way.
I’m not sure if my father was shy or just a very private man. He had few
friends; only two come to mind. At the funeral, I overheard them reminiscing
about the times they had all spent together.
I never knew that man, I thought, how sad.
I was never someone who visited cemeteries and crematoriums, but I did
make the effort to take my mother on birthdays and anniversaries. I’m sure
over the years she thought that I didn’t think very much about my father, but
I actually did.
Because he loved to have a bet on the horses every Saturday, I decided
that Melbourne Cup day would be my father’s special day of remembrance.
This would be the day that I celebrated his life in my own way. And for
many years, that’s what I did.

In 1996, I became interested in alternative ideas and philosophies and began
to consider all forms of psychic phenomenon. It was a few weeks before the
Melbourne Cup, and I was out walking early in the morning. I wanted a new
car, but I didn’t have any money to buy one. Winning money on the up and
coming Melbourne Cup seemed the best option available, but to win the
amount I needed, I would have to take a trifecta and win. Picking the winner
of a race was hard enough, but to pick the first three sounded a little
impossible. I thought it would be a good idea to ask my father to give me
some clues about which horses to bet on.
People had told me I shouldn’t ask for things like that, but at this stage of
my life, I wasn’t about to be distracted by what others believed. So, on my
morning walk that day, I asked my father to give me some clues about the
three horses I would need to bet on.
The first clue came instantly. A group of white cockatoos flew overhead
and perched themselves on a television antennae in the shape of a square. A
white square. From another perspective, a white diamond, I thought.
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As I was coming home, I walked around the corner as the sun was rising.
The sky was magnificent, and the colours were vibrant; I knew that I was
being given the second clue, and it was something to do with a beautiful sky.
The third clue didn’t come as readily. I would have to do what all
accomplished punters did - use a pin.
The pin gave me my first leg, Count Chivas. There was a horse called Sky
Beau, which was so obvious I couldn’t miss it. I had my second leg. The
white squares, and from another perspective, a white diamond was baffling
me. Common sense said it would be in the silks the jockeys wore, but I
couldn’t find white squares or white diamonds on anyone. I can’t remember
how I eventually interpreted that last clue, but I placed my bet and didn’t
win. But, I did get two out of the three correct.
I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw the winning jockey flying home
down the straight. The horse was named Saintly; the jockey had black and
white squares all over his shirt. How had I missed something so obvious?
If I had have been able to interpret the clues, I would have won more than
enough money to purchase my new car.
As the years pass by, I continue to remember my father on Melbourne
Cup day and I always laugh at how close I came to unravelling my first
psychic cryptic challenge.

My cat Jessica also taught me about intuitive knowing. A few years ago, I
awoke one morning feeling as though there was a heavy cloud hanging over
my head. I didn’t want to get up. It was like I didn’t want to face the day. I
stayed in bed for a while longer, but the heaviness wouldn’t leave. It was an
unusual feeling I was experiencing. It was different to anything else I had
ever felt. I knew something was happening, but that was as far as my
understanding went.
I spent an hour in meditation, but there were no insights or messages that I
recognized. The foggy cloud persisted to hang over me. I intuitively knew
something was unfolding, but I still had absolutely no idea what it was about.
This feeling wasn’t going to shift easily.
I had only ever smudged my house once and I still had some smudging
sticks left. I got them out and lit them, hoping that the smoke would clear the
atmosphere. I smudged the whole house just in case there was some heavy
energy around that needed to be moved. No change whatsoever.
So, I decided that I would just have to persist with my day and get
through it the best I could.
About an hour later, I had to go out. I got into my car, turned on the
engine and began to drive off. The instant the car wheels moved, I heard the
crunch. I knew exactly what I had done.
I had run over my cat.
I was hysterical.
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She only took a few minutes to die.
She never went under the car.
What was she doing there?

Animals have a consciousness about them that I didn’t always understand. I
believe that Jessica had chosen that particular day to leave the earth and I had
agreed to help her go. The heaviness I was feeling was me not wanting to cooperate with her on a soul level.
I intuitively knew from the moment I opened my eyes that morning that
something was happening, but I didn’t know what it was.
The fog around me lifted the moment Jessica died.

Life Lesson #17
Intuitively we know, so why do we doubt?
The common factor to these three stories is being in touch with your inner
knowing, your instincts and your gut feelings, and allowing them to work for
you. That voice within has the ability to explain the unexplainable in the
blink of an eye; by-pass many detours so you arrive refreshed and ready to
continue; deliver to you many of the things you want, not need.
Children and animals seem to be able to co-operate unknowingly.
There is often no preparation or warning that something profound is
happening, but if logic doesn’t rule your life, it is more than likely that you
will follow your inner guidance and arrive at a very special point in your life
with the understanding that whatever is happening is meant to be and all is
well.
My sixth sense was working for me at the Melbourne Cup, but I couldn’t
tap into it. Maybe my lesson was about looking and not seeing. I couldn’t
believe that something so obvious was staring me in the face and I missed it.

Something for you to think about:
How well do you know your family and those closest to you? How well
do you want to know them? You can often find a common interest that will
change the dynamics of any relationship if you really want it to.
How readily do you listen to your intuitive guidance, your sixth sense?
What answers and solutions are literally staring you in the face and you
can’t see them? Are you looking with the intention of seeing, or hoping not
to see because you might have to make some changes?
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Religion would be my safety net in a world I wasn’t
prepared for
In the final year of any cycle, I might expect to seed a new experience that
would develop in the following cycle. This was no exception. Early in 1974,
I was introduced to Cursillo, a movement within the Catholic Church. It was
to have a huge impact upon my life and introduce me to new concepts that
would grow and flourish over the following years. It would radically change
how I thought about God and eventually bring me to an almost fanatical
expression of my religious beliefs.
Cursillo was a three day and three night experience. It was the first of
many renewals in which I would become involved during the next few years,
but it was the one that would have the greatest impact upon me. After the
experience, I was never the same person again.

Like other life changing experiences I have undergone, I was encouraged to
the point of coercion to attend the weekend by my husband. One of the ideas
behind the movement was that the man in the family needed to attend before
the woman. Women, being more spiritually oriented, may come home and
talk so much about the experience that the poor man would be discouraged
by her enthusiasm and would never go. If the husband attended first, the wife
would naturally follow. This was an era where a lot of women did as they
were told or at least did what was strongly suggested, if only to keep the
peace.
While I was religiously oriented, I was also stubborn. By 1974, I didn’t
like being told what to do. I didn’t want to go to this Cursillo, but it looked
like my attendance was non-negotiable. The fact that I had a four month old
baby and a toddler didn’t appear to be a problem to anyone but me. After my
father died, the grandchildren had become a big part of my mother’s life. She
was ready and willing to move in for three days and three nights to look after
them.
If I had to go, I may as well go in style. A shopping spree seemed like a
just reward; the new slacks and shirts would recompense giving up my three
days. Everything was always left to the last minute and so I didn’t try on any
of the new clothes until I began to pack. Of course, none of them fitted me;
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they were all the wrong sizes. Maybe I was getting a lesson in what this
weekend was about and it wasn’t about clothes and fashion.
The Friday night arrived and off I went. As I sat with the group, I kept
thinking, What on earth am I doing here?
After a few hours, I decided that if I was going to be stuck in this place
for three days, I may as well give it my best shot and at least listen with an
open mind. I went to confession, as all good Catholics did in those days, and
I had just finished reading The Exorcist. I rarely, if ever, read a book at that
time, and I certainly didn’t read novels. So, if reading this book was a sin, I
had better confess it and start the weekend afresh.

That weekend totally and utterly changed my life. While I had gone to
church weekly since turning a Catholic at the age of eighteen, this was the
beginning of twenty-five years of almost daily Mass attendance.
One of the talks was based on the Bible parable of the vine and the
branches. I can remember sitting there thinking, Not the old vine and
branches again! I had listened to that story so many times, and it was boring.
This time, I actually heard the words. This time, I understood the message in
a way that I had never understood it before. This time, I let those words
transform a part of me.
There were many unforgettable moments on the weekend, but one in
particular stands out. It wasn’t a light bulb that was turned on, but more like
flood lights. The simplest experiences can be the most profound.
I had spent several hours talking to another lady. Sharing was the way a
deep and meaningful conversation was described in those days. We were
upstairs in her room and it continued into the early hours of the morning. She
told me her life story. She lived through many difficult years and had given
up on God many times before this weekend, but had always given him
another chance. This weekend was God’s last chance to get it right. I had
never heard anyone speak about God in those terms before. What I realized
was that no matter what I thought or said to God, he would never ever give
up on me.
In the early hours of the morning, I walked out of her room and stood at
the top of the staircase. In that moment, I paused and realized God loved me.
For the first time in my life, I was experiencing what that meant. In a
moment, I had moved from understanding God loved me to actually feeling
God loved me. In an instant, God had moved from my head to my heart. I
would never be the same again.
God had become a personal God who cared for me twenty-four hours a
day. I could ask for anything and know he was there to look after me. God
had always been my protector and helper, and now he was my friend.
I went home from the weekend with unbounded enthusiasm. I could think
of several friends who I would have to tell immediately because I couldn’t
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bear the thought that they might miss the opportunity to experience what I
had just experienced. To my amazement, nobody was particularly interested.
They were polite, but not interested. I found it difficult to understand their
lack of zest, gusto and eagerness. It only took me three days to see that I was
becoming a fanatic. How could I possibly explain something that was beyond
words? If the change was as real as I thought it was, then I didn’t have to tell
anyone. All I had to do was get on with my life and people would notice. My
actions would speak louder than my words.
This experience in the last year of this cycle seeded for me a new
understanding of God. It opened for me a thirst for reading, which was
something that I had never been interested in before. It was time to live with
the passion that I was discovering.

Life Lesson #18
Knowing about God was one thing, the experience was altogether different
Knowledge seeks expression, but we sometimes have a tendency to keep it
safely locked in our heads and talk about it rather than put it into practice and
experience it. To know something is one thing. The experience is totally
different. Risk is involved.
I had known about God for as long as I could remember. I knew God was
love, but to experience that was something different. Cursillo introduced me
to a relationship with God that I hadn’t experienced previously. A door had
opened to something completely new.
In the years ahead, many other doors would open, bringing many other
insights. Eventually, my understanding of God would change radically. But,
that was a long way off. For the moment, I would enjoy this new friendship I
had discovered. It would be nice to have a close friend to talk to. It felt
refreshing, pleasant and almost fun.

Something for you to think about:
Is there anything that has attracted your attention but you haven’t been
brave enough to try it? Is this the time to turn knowing about something into
the experience of it?
Are you a person who has to solve everyone’s problems? Support them,
but try not to take it from them. They will only have to re-create it.
Has stubbornness or a closed mind ever slowed down your great rewards?
Sometimes you give the Universe permission to use strong persuasion, if not
coercion, to get you to a specific point of learning.
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Fifth Cycle – Putting what I had learnt and who I had
become to practical use in my daily work and busy lifestyle
1975-1983
Age 28 to 36

My previous cycle had been an opportunity to develop my sense of self,
expand my ego, gain confidence and explore my creativity. Looking back, I
can see where I had matured, was strong, self-expressive and stood out as a
leader. But, there were many other areas of my life where I was acutely selfconscious, lacked confidence, felt intimidated and barely opened my mouth.
This new cycle would give me the opportunity to analyse how I was going
in life. The temptation would be to be overly self-critical, but if I was able to
pay attention to the details of my everyday life without destroying myself
through disapproval, I would be able to see where constructive change would
benefit me. Once I was able to recognize what wasn’t working, I would have
a choice. Do something about it or pretend it wasn’t there.
I knew I needed to make changes in my life, but I chose to ignore the
most urgent ones and I escaped the pain of everyday living through religion,
keeping busy and fixing everyone else’s problems.

The religious experience in the previous year opened a doorway to intense
searching, which would border on fanaticism as the years progressed. This
cycle would be without a doubt the time in my life where God, religion and
church overtook everything.
Prayer, fasting and service to others became my priorities as I transformed
enthusiasm and devotion for God into a cause filled with zeal and passion. I
would throw myself vehemently into everything I did over the next nine
years and keep so busy that I wouldn’t have time to stop and think about me.
This would be the distraction I needed until I couldn’t ignore my
dysfunctional life any longer. This cycle would take me from being the
victim to being the martyr. I didn’t know at the time that they went hand in
hand. One is disempowered. The other disempowers.
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Most people only saw the outward appearance, which was strong, calm
and self-assured. This was a far cry from what was happening on the inside.
Looking back, it was as though I was two different people.

I was now married with two children, living in my own home and becoming
enmeshed in religion. The church was not only my place of worship, but my
only social outlet. I rarely mixed with anyone outside of it. I hadn’t realized
that I was beginning to hone a very narrow perspective on life. Without
knowing it, I was becoming a religious snob.
I still had no idea that I was creating the circumstances that surrounded
me, nor was I aware of anything such as self-development. I doubt if I had
even considered the word spirituality; religion was the only pathway to God.
The only thing that mattered was trusting God. He would take care of me.
I just had to get on with life. And so I did. I kept actively involved in as
much as I could so that I would not feel the effects of the disillusionment and
disappointment that was hanging over me like a heavy cloud.

This period of my life had a very heavy, religious over-tone. I was tempted to
delete some of the stories as I felt I could put the reader into a religious
overload, but without these experiences, I wouldn’t be the person that I am
today. Without writing about these experiences, I may not be able to convey
how entrenched in religion I had become and how profound my future
changes would be.
At the end of this cycle, my pathway would turn away from the familiar. I
wouldn’t be ready to embrace radical change as yet, but I would be able to
face up to what no longer worked in my life and finally do something about
it.
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In my search for meaning to life, I wouldn’t look outside of
religion
This was also a chapter I hesitated to include, but I felt it was important for
the reader to understand how deeply ingrained in religion I had become.
Once my passionate desire to discover more about God had been
triggered, I was relentless in my search. I began going to Mass almost every
day for the next twenty-five years. I would often say the fifteen decades of
Rosary every day. I fasted every Tuesday. If my spirit could desire God as
much as my body desired food, then I might find what I was looking for. I
read with thirst. That still wasn’t enough. I needed to find more.
My zealous religious involvement in many of the renewal groups within
the Catholic Church almost took over my life during this cycle. In retrospect,
I can see clearly that it was contained to these nine years with a noticeable
beginning and an obvious end. I must have learnt the lessons well because
the next cycle would take me in a different direction altogether.

Charismatic Renewal seemed to be the natural flow on from Cursillo, but I
wasn’t particularly interested in it at first. For all intents and purposes, they
were a weird lot. They believed in healing, spoke in strange languages and
hugged and kissed each other. That didn’t appeal to me at all.
For reasons only afforded to a higher power, my husband decided that he
wanted to go along to a charismatic prayer meeting. He had shown even less
interest in this than me, but all of a sudden he wanted to go, which meant that
I would also be going.
Out of my comfort zone didn’t come close to describing how I felt at this
prayer meeting; people were singing at the top of their voices in strange
languages and throwing their arms in the air. I must have had more control
issues than I realized.
My husband believed that if you were going to do something, you did it
properly. So, to my utter amazement, he decided that we would go back the
following week on Pentecost Sunday and ask for Baptism in the Spirit. I had
no idea what that meant, but I would find out when it happened.
So, back we went the following week and with about eight others, we
went to the back room after the service to be prayed over. The expected
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result, though not expressed directly, was that everyone would begin to pray
in tongues as it was termed.
I must have got it, whatever it was, because I began going to the weekly
prayer meetings with a few of the more open-minded parishioners. My
husband never returned.
I did begin to pray in tongues, which was simply speaking in what
appeared to be another language, at will, and within my control. It sounded
really fake at first, but as I got used to it, I did recognize that it had a purpose.
It was some sort of connection with God that I hadn’t known before. If I
wanted guidance on something, I prayed in this strange way and things just
happened. It was somehow by-passing my logical mind, which was tied up
with words to reach God directly at some other level I didn’t understand.
Maybe this was the beginning of allowing things into my life that I couldn’t
explain because I could recognize the positives they brought with them.
In later years, I came across others who could speak a strange unlearnt
language. They weren’t connected to the church in any way. They called
their words Star language, a truly inter-dimensional means of
communication.

By the middle of the 1970s, physical healing was a very contentious issue
associated with many of the renewals in the church. It was a hot topic in the
traditional church and an even hotter one in our home because of my
husband’s health. Discussing healing usually ended in an argument.
If the Bible said, ask and you shall receive, then what was wrong with the
person who asked for healing and didn’t receive? Did they lack faith? Were
they not good enough to receive this gift? Why were some healed and others
not?
I eventually gave up what I called my halleluiah days of my prayer
meeting era. My involvement only seemed to cause more arguments in the
family, driving us further apart. I can remember thinking, God and religion
are supposed to be bringing us together and all it was doing was causing
more fights. Maybe we needed to do something as a couple that wasn’t so
confronting.

Teams of our Lady was something we tried next. If I remember correctly, it
was specifically designed for couples to discuss spirituality in marriage and
everyday life. It was a nice enough group, but I really only joined for the
social experience. I didn’t know the couples all that well and I wasn’t about
to bare my soul and be honest about our relationship to strangers. For all
intents and purposes, we were happily married.
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The Neo-Catechumenate was another fundamental renewal I considered. It
had the potential to create a separate group within the parish that could
isolate all those who belonged to it. I was already isolated in many ways.
How much more isolation did I need?
The process involved fifty or so interested people from the parish meeting
nightly for a week of teaching and prayer. This culminated in a weekend
together at a retreat venue. At the end of the weekend, we had to vote if the
group would join the renewal or not. Only three people spoke against it. I
was one of them. It was obvious that these good church-going people needed
something more than what they were receiving. They were yearning for
change, but didn’t know where to turn to find it. Their spiritual needs were
not being met and they couldn’t see how the mainstream church would be
able to accommodate them. The vote was really a non-event because the
parish priest held the power of veto, which he exercised. It all seemed to be a
waste of time. The following day, the fundamentalist preachers symbolically
shook the dusk from their sandals and left.

Marriage Encounter was the only renewal we attended together that we
immediately agreed upon - the concept was utterly impractical. I understood
its purpose as building better communication with each other and doing
things as a couple rather than as an individual; this was taken to extremes. A
large part of the process was writing to each other, which evolved two
abbreviations: DILYVM or IHYG. I would need to learn a new language.
Doing everything together wasn’t workable from both our perspectives,
especially when there were children that had to be looked after.
I came across couples many years later who had embraced it fully. I
couldn’t help but think that they had lost their individuality, but then maybe
that was what marriage was about.
The only thing that touched my heart that weekend was the song The
Impossible Dream from Man of La Mancha. Maybe I also needed some
encouragement with my own personal quest to keep striving till my last
ounce of courage so that I could reach my unreachable star.

I also began what was called the Life in the Spirit seminar. I found it very
narrow and boring, even for me. I didn’t finish it.

So, for most of this cycle, I searched for deeper ways to know God and find
meaning for life; I then kept myself busy and totally absorbed in trying to
apply what I had found to my daily life.

103

I hosted several groups that introduced non-Catholics to the Catholic
faith. When I turned a Catholic at eighteen, I met one on one with a priest for
several months. The newer way was for one or two interested people to meet
with a group of Catholics and discuss the faith. I was a part of these
discussion groups for three years. The last group I facilitated gave me a book
as a thank you gift. I can still remember the name of it. I never read it. It was
the middle of 1983, the final year of this cycle. I had reached the saturation
point of renewals and reading religious books. ‘Thank you,’ I said, as I
accepted the gift. I put it down and never picked up another religious book
ever again.

Life Lesson #19
What I was searching for was always within, but it took years for me to
discover it
It took me many years to discover that everything I was searching for was
within. I never found it because I was always looking outside of myself for
the answers. For most of my life, I didn’t separate God from religion, so I
looked to religion for my guidance. For the greater part, I thought that priests
were more in touch with God than I was and that their life experiences
afforded them greater wisdom. I knew for a fact that they were better
educated than I was, which all resulted in the belief that other people had the
answers that I was searching for.
I eventually realized that while I might need other people to get me
started, there actually came a time when I had become strong enough to
continue on my own. I might need someone else to introduce me to a new
philosophy or belief, but once I understood the basic concepts, I could
develop them myself if I listened and trusted my guidance from within.
It wasn’t until 2001 that I decided I no longer needed someone to interpret
God’s word for me. Universal guidance was so specifically fine-tuned to my
personal vibration that no one else could interpret it for me the way I could.
No one had the understanding of me that I did. Others could offer advice and
opinion, but in the final analysis, I was the best person qualified to interpret
my own direction.
Everyone who is able to believe in and trust their own inner guidance is
their own best advisor.

Something for you to think about:
Do you think you have sufficient knowledge and wisdom to be your own
best guide?
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Is there anything that you are passionately searching for? If you can’t find
it, you may need to look in a different place.
Do you have a personal quest, a mission, a purpose? If you haven’t found
it, look back to what you were passionate about as a young child and you
might find a clue about what it is.

105

What on earth was I thinking; how much was I supposed to
be doing for others?
While my husband compulsively looked after those less fortunate, I was
doing my own version of saving the world. I paid detailed attention to
everyone else’s problems, which kept me so busy that I didn’t have any time
left to think about me. I needed to fix everything for as many people as I
could.
Looking back, I may have been doing more harm than good. I know now
that we all create our own circumstances on some level of our consciousness,
for the opportunity of personal and spiritual growth. So, my stepping into
someone else’s life even with the best intentions may not have been what that
person needed at the time. It may have been what they wanted, but not what
they needed at a higher level of understanding. I eventually had to learn
about personal responsibility and how we create to learn. If my intervention
helped to dissipate the pressure of their current circumstance, then they
would only have to recreate the scenario again and again until they were able
to learn from it. I had to learn how to support someone through their choices
without taking the consequences away from them.
I didn’t understand those principles at that time in my life, and so I had to
do what I had to do. As you did it to one of the least of these my brethren, you
did it to me (Matthew 25:40). Everyone was Christ and how I would be judged
depended on what I did for others. I shudder when I remember how involved
I became in some people’s lives.
I met a woman who told me how cruel her husband was to her. She and
her four children stayed with us for a few weeks until she could find
somewhere else to live. While she was with us, she said that she wanted
something from her family home; it was some evidence that would help in a
divorce and property settlement. She didn’t want to go to her home on her
own in case her husband was there. She devised a plan. We would go to the
house one night about 8.00 pm when she thought he would be out. She would
stay in the car and I would knock on the back door. If he was home and he
answered, I would ask fake directions somewhere. If he didn’t answer, she
would get out of the car and break in as the back door had a broken panel.
All went to plan. She got what she wanted and we both went home safely. It

106

didn’t cross my mind that he might have been home and hiding inside,
waiting for us to break in.
Her husband eventually found out where I was living and came to the
house. I wasn’t game to go to the front door. I spoke over the veranda. He
was polite and suggested that I ring a few other relatives to get the bigger
picture of what was happening. I did as he suggested.
This woman, who I had taken into my home, had stared me in the eye and
lied to me while she bled my heart with her story. I must have been so naïve
in those days, believing everything everyone told me.
Another time, I drove someone to a farm in the middle of nowhere late at
night. The woman wanted to see someone she had been having an affair with.
There was a man there who was suffering with some form of giant’s disease.
He was very, very big and very, very tall.
What on earth am I doing here? I thought. But it wasn’t enough to deter
me from my quest of saving the world.
There was a family of four we sheltered and fed for a couple of weeks
while a friend gave the father work. This should have set them up with
enough money for a bond and rent, but the father said he lost the money
within a couple of hours of being paid.
A father and daughter stayed many months, while I became somewhat of
a surrogate mother to the child. I even went to parent teacher interviews at
the school.
There was also the elderly gentleman living in the local caravan park, and
who rarely bathed. He was quite possibly suffering with dementia. In my
misguided dedication to God, I thought that if I didn’t bring God to these
people, I had given them nothing. One day I was there, I asked this man if he
would like to pray. He thought I had said, like to play. God only knows what
he thought I wanted to play.
There was a lady who took it upon herself to feed and collect many stray
cats. She was about to be evicted from the caravan park where she lived. She
would spend most of her pension on cat food and then turn up at our place
looking for food for herself. She gave the appearance of a little old helpless
lady, but she was sharp as a tack, good at tall stories and knew how to
manipulate people’s emotions.
There was also the woman with a drinking problem who rang me one
night after midnight. She was having nightmares and wanted some company.
‘Call a taxi, come over here, and stay the rest of the night.’ I volunteered.
Then, I put all the lights on at the front of our house, and waited for her. She
must have been half asleep, or under the influence of alcohol, because she
got straight out of the taxi, and went to the neighbour’s front door.
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There was also someone else who lived with us for a few weeks. She was on
a methadone programme. She forgot to mention a few vital details about
herself and her friends growing marijuana. There was police involvement and
over-dosing issues, but it was Easter at the time and my husband felt sorry
for her, so I agreed to a short stay. Her medication, mixed with excess
amounts of alcohol that she drank throughout the night while we slept, was
not a good combination.
Feeling confident that I could handle the situation, my husband went off
to a St Vincent de Paul conference in another city for the weekend. Or,
maybe he needed to escape from what was happening for a few days. Early
on the Saturday morning, I knew the situation was deteriorating and getting
out of hand. She’d been up and down all night drinking, was now depressed
and threatening to kill herself. I rang a friend to come and help me.
The ambulance wouldn’t take her to hospital; they couldn’t use force, so
the police were called. For some reason, there were two police cars needed to
keep the situation in hand. In the middle of the trauma, while she was
threatening to cut her wrists, I thought I had better get the children - aged
about nine, eight and three - out of the house. I took them next door to the
neighbour’s house.
When the woman was finally taken off to hospital, I went to get my
children. I was apologizing for what had just happened.
‘I hope you weren’t too scared.’
‘No,’ answered my nine year old son, ‘I see it on television.’
God Almighty, what am I doing to these kids.
They didn’t know the difference between television and real life. Why
was I allowing strangers into my home near my children? Why was I moving
them out of their room to give their beds to someone I didn’t know? Why
was I so ready to trust everyone who came along? Why was I so obsessed
with saving other people?
I discovered later that this woman had been searching through every
drawer and cupboard in my home and had taken many of my things. I found
them hidden inside containers, which were inside other containers, which
were hidden inside bigger containers and boxes. They were very well
concealed in her own belongings, which were in our garage. They were so
cunningly concealed that it was obvious she had done this before.
What must I have been thinking throughout those years?
Was I so naïve and trusting I had lost touch with reality?
How far was I supposed to go?
How much danger was I supposed to put my children in?
Was common sense involved here? Sometimes common sense wasn’t all
that common.
Was becoming emotionally involved with these people my problem?
Did my ego want to feel good as it fixed something for someone?
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This type of behaviour of mine began at the beginning of this cycle and
continued until the last year, when I would re-think what I was doing and
why.

Years later, when I studied astrology, I learnt that the essence of
humanitarian work is to have the ability to be objective, stand back and help,
but not be overwhelmed by it all. I certainly wasn’t doing that in those days.
As I learnt how to sum up a situation, put it into words and present my
findings to those involved, many people moved out of my life and
surprisingly enough, I eventually stopped attracting a complete category of
people to myself. I didn’t know anything about the Law of Attraction until
many years later.

Life Lesson #20
My values needed to be re-assessed and my priorities changed
My priorities were ordered by what I valued. I valued God’s approval, so I
focused on what I thought God wanted me to do. I was so blinded by my
mission that I couldn’t see the repercussions it was having on my children.
I wouldn’t change my priorities until I could re-evaluate what was
important to me.
For the whole of this cycle, I was attracting people in dysfunctional
relationships with financial difficulties. I didn’t know these issues really
belonged to me. I didn’t know these people were reflecting back to me what I
needed to address in my own life.
Rather than distract myself with the problems of others, I needed to look
at my own relationship issues and my own financial situation as the top
priority. I wasn’t ready or confident to do that, so I continued to side track
myself with others in crisis.

Something for you to think about:
Has your passion ever put anyone at risk? Zeal out of control doesn’t
always bring positive results.
Have you ever thought about how your value system orders your
priorities? Does your value system keep up with who you currently are?
Notice if there is any consistency amongst the people who are regularly
showing up in your life. If there is, can you identify their collective issues?
Can you see what they are reflecting back to you about yourself?
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The religious zealot who rarely said, ‘No!’
The zealot, the perfectionist and martyr never missed an opportunity to serve
others; they were all relentlessly at work. Besides taking care of the poor and
homeless, I was becoming more involved in the church and liturgy.
I can remember having an animated debate one Sunday about women
reading at Mass. While I would never have called myself a feminist in the
broadest sense of the word, I did believe that women had an important role to
play in the church. Not that I ever intended to volunteer to read myself, I just
held strong opinions that women should be welcome to participate if they
chose to. A few weeks later, when a new reading roster came out, my name
was on it.
Oops! I thought. I’m going to have to put my money where my mouth is.
To this very day, I can remember the dress I wore, the endless visits to the
toilet, and I can remember taking the baby to a friend to be minded. But
above all else, I can remember how terrified I was.
This was well outside my comfort zone. I didn’t like the idea that I would
have to stand up in front of several hundred people and read with feeling and
intent. It was not about a good performance, since performance was about
ego. For me, this was about speaking from my heart with meaning.
Small children were always a great excuse for anything I didn’t want to
do, but I knew my name was on that roster for some reason. I could have
easily asked someone else to read for me, but I somehow knew that this was
one of those things that I had to do myself. I needed to find my courage and
reassure myself. I had my favourite verses that I would repeat over and over
to myself. Repetition instilled in my mind an indelible belief that rendered
me unshakable. Sometimes there were a few wobbles before unshakable, but
I usually made it to unshakable. I was unconsciously arriving at the same
point of awareness that conscious choices and affirmations would lead me to
many years later.
On this particular day, I recalled one of my favourite verses; it was a few
simple words that became a mantra for many years on the unconscious level,
and the verse evolved with me as I learnt to create on a conscious level. It
was simple words with a profound result: And all that I do, I shall prosper
(Psalms 1:3).
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I was told I read beautifully. Thank heavens I stood behind a solid lectern
so nobody could see how much my knees shook as I stood there. My
nervousness hadn’t shown through in my voice. The more you do something,
the easier it becomes. I prospered through all that I did.

As a consequence of my greater involvement in the liturgy, I was asked to
become a minister of the Eucharist. This meant that I could give out the host
and offer the chalice at communion. Holding the chalice was not a problem,
but offering the host was a different story. For month after month, possibly
even a whole year or more, my hand shook. I am not talking about a little
subtle vibration. I am talking about a full-blown shake. I tried to control it,
but I couldn’t. All the self-talk in the world didn’t help. I was embarrassed,
yet still continued. Maybe my ego was having a lesson in humility.
My hand was regularly before my gaze. Maybe the uncontrollable shaking
wasn’t a lesson about what others thought; maybe it was about control.
I eventually reached a point where I was past trying to figure out what
was going on. I said to God that if for some reason my hand needed to shake,
then it was finally okay with me. I am not exaggerating, but after my
acceptance speech, my hand never shook again.
Why had I fought my response for so long?
Why had I judged it to be wrong? Maybe it was actually humility in
disguise.
What I do know is that in the instant of acceptance, the situation changed.
With acceptance, I got what I wanted. I got what I couldn’t make happen on
a physical level. I got my hand to stay still and stop shaking.

Maybe the situation was also related to what other people thought of me
because that was a big issue at the time. What others thought was one of my
first beliefs that I became aware of and worked on consciously to dismantle.
Some groups can have a tendency towards conservatism, with rules and
expectations of others in the group. I was being criticized for some of my
outside the square responses and I had absolutely no intention of changing.
Call it stubborn or focused, but I certainly wasn’t about to let what someone
else thought dictate how I would act. Well, not in the church community at
least. I didn’t realize that while I experienced a sense of disempowerment in
one area of my life, I may have been over compensating for it in another.
I came to believe that in the long run, what others thought about me didn’t
matter. It was nice if people liked me, but at the end of the day, it didn’t
really matter.
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By this time in my life, I was becoming an avid reader. I had six different
versions of the Bible as well as a Concordance and a Commentary. I had
never studied psychology, nor read any self-development or personal growth
information. Religious books were my only interest, except for one. I had
read Jonathon Livingstone Seagull. My sister was a Neil Diamond fan and I
only read the book because of the music. It stimulated something. I didn’t
know what. I didn’t understand parts of it because I had never thought
outside of religious boundaries.
Was my religious focus distracting me from God without my knowledge?
I wasn’t about to visit that question. I didn’t even know that question existed.

Life Lesson #21
Acceptance holds the ultimate power
My life held more complexities associated with control than I realized. I
obviously had very strong opinions on many subjects. Outside of the home, I
didn’t feel that I had to contain them. Inside the home was different. I felt I
was under control and always had to give in. In many ways, I was still the
child who didn’t speak up for herself.
I never thought for a moment that my shaking hand was connected in any
way with what was happening in my marriage. As long as I pushed against
control, it would push back, like a battle fought at will. I wasn’t able to see
the wisdom of acceptance quite as clearly back then, but once I did and
applied it, the dynamics changed. I reached the point of control through
acceptance, but I hadn’t thought to apply the same principle anywhere else.
I seemed to be a combination of extremes. Possibly, the only reason I
stood my ground so defensively in some situations, was that I needed to let
myself know that, if necessary, I could make a stand.

Something for you to think about:
Do you have situations in your life where you feel threatened if you are
not in control? If you let go and surrendered, the results might be totally
different to what you expect.
Have you ever found that your strong opinions have backed you into an
uncomfortable position? Do you try to escape or stand firm and face the
result?
Have you ever not done something because you thought you may make a
fool of yourself? Every great achiever started out as a student at some stage.
A few mistakes are permissible on the way to greatness.
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While I was rarely sick, living with sickness was something
else
While my body was busy doing for others, my mind was also busy searching
for answers. My passionate search for meaning to life challenged me to think
about sickness and what it was really all about.
There appeared to be inconsistencies between what the mainstream
church taught about sickness and how Jesus dealt with it. If God had sent
disease and sickness to make us strong, as I had been told many times, then
Jesus was working against the plan by healing everyone. Sickness had to
come from another source. I didn’t have the answer to that question and it
was many years before I discovered one. All I knew was that God was
getting a lot of bad press and being blamed for many of the bad things that
were happening in the world. I always thought of Him as the good guy, so I
wanted to find out what was really going on.
If Jesus’ mission was to save the world, he didn’t do it through personal
sickness. I decided that I wouldn’t be sick either. I wouldn’t be sick, but
living with sickness was to be another story.
While I read the Bible regularly, I didn’t accept that it held the answers
that I was looking for. If the answers were there to be read and understood,
then an intelligent person had an advantage over someone who couldn’t read
and comprehend them. That didn’t make any sense to me either, as I believed
that God was accessible by everyone. So what I was looking for couldn’t be
found through reasoning, intelligence or logic. Logic could take me only so
far in understanding. So where else was I to look? The deeper insights and
the hidden messages would only come from listening with the heart. I would
only begin to understand sickness as I intuitively listened with the intent of
hearing. There was something much bigger happening that I would
eventually learn about in the future.

A few years ago, I was telling someone about my belief in sickness and that
it would never be a part of my life, meaning that I would not be personally
sick. Maybe I’d have a few minor ailments from time to time, but nothing
chronic or debilitating. To my surprise, she pointed out to me that sickness
had been a very big part of my life. While I may not be sick myself, my

113

husband had been sick since shortly after we were married. I spent most of
my life caring for him.

I thought injections would be the greatest difficulty associated with
managing Type 1 diabetes. I was wrong. Keeping the blood sugar levels
under control and stable was to be a life-long battle. In the early days, there
were no machines to instantly read the blood glucose levels. It was done with
urine strips. He did very few tests for many years. He didn’t want diabetes
and food controlling his life. He lived in denial.
I don’t think people in general realize how difficult it can be for the
family of someone with the disease. My husband would often say to me,
‘You don’t have to live with diabetes.’
‘Yes I do,’ was always my reply.
When his blood glucose level became low, he was often irrational. We
couldn’t have a sensible conversation, and usually he was absolutely
convinced there was nothing wrong with him. He definitely didn’t need
anything to eat. I learnt that forcing the issue could become dangerous – he
was only trying to protect himself in his own irrational way.
While I can look back and almost smile at some of the antics that he got
up to, other situations still leave a cold chill up my spine.

Some years ago, I mistakenly thought my husband was tired and allowed him
to drive the car late at night with me as the passenger. Of course he wasn’t
tired. His blood sugar was very low and I was about to have the ride of my
life. We were travelling at 80kph or more on an expressway with other cars
all around us. He was totally confused, irrational and screaming while
refusing to take any directions from me because he believed there was
nothing wrong with him. He had no idea where he was. I needed to stay as
calm as I could and figure out how to get control of the car. The only way I
knew how to do that was to pray.
We were three exits past where I wanted to get off the expressway before
I was able to talk him across the three lanes of speeding traffic and down an
off ramp. He was only able to take one simple instruction at a time. Thank
God for the red light. I talked him through how to take his foot off the
accelerator and put it on the brake. As the car came to a stop, I turned the
engine off and pulled the keys out. Guardian angels worked overtime in our
family.
Another night, when he was found wandering around the city, presumably
drunk, and taken to the watch-house, he gave his name as ABCD over and
over again. Most times, low blood sugar will eventually correct itself because
the liver releases glycogen once it recognizes that the levels are too low. As
he began to come around in the watch-house, he recognized many of the
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inmates. He had met a lot of homeless men working with the St Vincent de
Paul Society and knew most of them by name. It was well after midnight
when he finally attracted someone’s attention. He phoned to say he would be
home soon. I can’t remember where I had thought he had gotten to. Maybe I
also lived in denial.
Another vivid memory was when he was painting the roof at my mother’s
house. I was over her side of town and decided to call in. He was so rude to
me when I arrived that I only stayed about ten minutes and left. About a
kilometre up the road, I thought: It’s not fair to make Mum pay because he’s
being difficult. I drove back to her house only to find him perched on the
roof, obviously out to it, as I called it. It was a high set house and he was
doing push-ups on the edge of the roof to show me that he knew what he was
doing. Then, he would sit and dangle his feet over the edge. My mother was
well into her eighties. She couldn’t climb a ladder with food to bring him
around, so I climbed up onto the roof and stayed there, trying to calm him
down; I was praying of course. In my precise moment of need, the girl who
lived next door when we were children just happened to drop in on her
mother. She came to my aid. I had only seen her about three times in the past
thirty years. She got a soft drink and sugar and brought it up to me on the
roof while I tried to convince him that he needed something to eat. Recovery
is almost immediate once something sweet is absorbed into the system. As
always, my prayers were answered and someone came to help me.
There were other incidents. He pulled a chest of drawers on top of himself
and cut his head repeatedly as he tried to stand up while his legs kept
collapsing underneath him. He has fallen in the shower and broken the
ceramic soap dish off the wall, leaving a very sharp piece jutting out. He fell
in the toilet and in the days when toilet doors opened inwards, he locked
himself inside. I have stood behind him countless times in the middle of the
night and supported his body weight with my body weight so that he would
not fall into the glass shower screen, as he tried to use the toilet while his legs
were collapsing underneath him. I have found him almost unconscious
walking in the swimming pool, not knowing how to get out. He also
managed to cut through a live power cord attached to his electric saw and
couldn’t figure out what had happened. Life was never dull.

Life Lesson #22
Never say, ‘Never!’ It’s like throwing down the gauntlet to the Universe
The fact that I passionately believed sickness would never be a part of my
life held my focus on sickness, and I drew it into my life, not in the way I had
expected, but in a very real way none the less. I wonder how the dynamics
would have changed if I had focused on good health instead.
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I have learnt over the years never to say, never. The Universe just seems
to be waiting for an opportunity to show me there is absolutely no
containment. The unexpected can arrive at any moment, every barrier can be
dissolved and the most original solutions will present themselves. I
sometimes think that the Universe likes to be given the opportunity to show
how utterly creative and original it can be in resolving a given situation.

It’s quite common for the carer of a person with a chronic disease to get sick
and die before the person with the disease. It’s easy to wear yourself out
because you are so busy and stressed looking after someone else. I
persevered for many years without respite, believing that it was my
responsibility to do so. Then, I realized that my responsibility was to put
myself first. I had to make choices that honoured me and not feel guilty.
Ironically, the more I withdrew from over-caring for my husband and
made him stand on his own two feet and look after himself, the better he got
at it. Sometimes we are our own worst enemy.

Something for you to think about:
How do you feel when you make choices that favour yourself? How do
you feel when others think you are selfish because you put yourself first?
Sickness is an effective tool that can be used for gaining attention, escape,
drama, and many other purposes. Does anyone use it this way in your life?
And if they do, how do you respond? Being less accommodating forces them
to be more responsible.
Sickness can bring profound understandings of life so long as you accept
it as a teaching medium. Once you slip into being an unwilling victim, its
wisdom is often concealed.
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Help is closer than you think; ask an angel
I not only spent these years being busy doing for others, and busy thinking
and searching for God, but I was also busy talking to angels. Through their
actions, they reassured me many times that they were always on guard and
listening, especially when it came to the children.
The Leo cub didn’t have any life-threatening accidents in his childhood.
He saved those for later.
The little Sagittarian adventurer might have been more aptly called Miss
Adventure.
I was visiting my sister and without realizing it, I put a freshly poured cup
of black tea on the table too close to her. At twelve months or so, Miss
Adventure wanted to explore everything. She had a yellow, towelling, all-inone suit on. It only took a fraction of a second and one leg was soaking to
above the knee and the other just below. She was screaming. I didn’t know
anything about cold water in those days. I didn’t know much about anything
except to pray. I was more frightened that she would have a heart attack from
shock. Not thinking to phone an ambulance, we raced her to the hospital.
When the nurse took her jump suit off, the skin on both legs came with it.
I had to take her to the hospital daily for dressings. There were never any
scars. I think that was because one of the registered nurses chose to use a
different burn cream to the one that was prescribed. It was far superior, kept
in the back of the fridge and only used on serious burns. In the nurse’s
estimation, this was a bad burn, so she used it.
As a little child, Miss Adventure didn’t like swimming very much. Maybe
because she fell in our pool once and her brother, all of four years old, held
her up by the straps on her pants until her father got her out. The angels
worked overtime at my house.
We lived next door to a chirpy little redhead who would have been about
three years older than Miss Adventure. He raced up our front stairs one day
saying, ‘Get this place cleaned up. You’ve got visitors!’ The visitor being
him!
But it was another day that still sends shivers down my spine. The chirpy
neighbour and my two children were in the kitchen, aged about six, four and
three. I was in the toilet. I heard the back screen door open and didn’t think
anything of it. The children were going downstairs to play. But on this day,
the chirpy redhead decided to slide down the railing instead of walking down
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the stairs. My two children decided to follow the leader. They weren’t about
to be left behind. If he could slide down the railing, so could they. The fact
that they were much younger wouldn’t have entered their heads.
I heard the most dreadful thump while I was still in the toilet. Miss
Adventure was one week off turning three. I knew instantly what had
happened.
She climbed up the railing, lost her balance, and fell to the ground below.
It wasn’t ground. It was concrete.
The railing she toppled over was about four metres from the ground.
Below, at right angles to the stairs and railing, was a waist-high garden made
from concrete blocks. Below, parallel to the stairs and railing, was a long
wooden table with fixed bench seats on either side. There was only about a
metre between the edge of the garden and the end of the table, leaving a very
confined spot for her to fall into. She cut her chin open on the corner of the
landing as she fell, but could easily have broken her neck or any other part of
her body. Undoubtedly, angels had placed her as carefully as they could on
the concrete below.
I raced downstairs. I didn’t think. I picked her up. I can’t remember if she
was crying. I don’t think she was. I didn’t think to ring an ambulance. We
took her to hospital.
She had put her teeth through her lower inside lip, and there was a large
cut underneath her chin that allowed the bottom lip to recede into her mouth.
She didn’t break one bone in her body. The emergency department at the
hospital wasn’t even going to X-ray her, but they eventually did after I
insisted. She needed a general anaesthetic to stitch her mouth. As soon as she
woke up, she was hungry and ate some finely chopped chicken. She came
home later that afternoon. The wound became infected, and it burst open a
few days after the stitches were taken out. She was left with a scar under her
chin. It marginally changed the shape of her face, but that was a small price
to pay and a good reminder that someone is always there to look after you.
There must have been memories stored within her from that fall. You
can’t experience something like that and be left totally unscathed
emotionally. Many years later, her father was doing some house renovations
for her; he was putting on a new roof and extending the patio. The rung on
his old ladder broke. He fell. He rolled off the roof and fell onto the patio,
then rolled off the patio to the ground. This house was much higher than our
first home where she had fallen, and the patio would have been close to six
metres from the ground. As she watched, she said it all seemed to happen in
slow motion. I wondered if in some way, she was reliving her fall many
years before.
My husband didn’t hurt himself in any visible way. He was back on the
roof a few days later. There always seemed to be someone looking after him.
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On the other hand, the young Sagittarian philosopher gave me a few scares.
One night, a few hours after I had put him in his cot, I went in. I have no idea
what made me go into the room, but he had pulled the blanket over his head.
I shook him, and shook him, and shook him, and he didn’t respond. I could
feel my heart in my mouth when he finally stirred. What invisible force took
me into his room at that precise moment? Not only can angels help in
arranging circumstances, but they also whisper in your ear.
We rented a house for a few months before we moved into our third
house. The Sagittarian philosopher, the youngest child, was turning four. I
heard a noise in the kitchen that I couldn’t recognize. I went in to find that he
had pulled a chair over to the toaster, and was poking a knife inside it, so that
the part that held the bread was going up and down. I had always turned the
toaster off at the wall, but on this day, I had forgotten.
About fifteen minutes before, I heard this noise coming from the kitchen.
Some inner voice told me that I had left the toaster on, and that I needed to
go straight to the kitchen and turn it off. I’ve never put a knife onto a live
toaster element. I believe it would kill me. I was thankful that my four year
old hadn’t tested the theory for me. Was that another whisper in my ear?

Sometimes, angels come in the form of other people. A few years earlier on
my thirty-third birthday, when this little child was fifteen months old, the two
older children had a virus. Just about every child at the school had a virus.
When the younger one got sick, I didn’t take particular notice. He had a
runny nose in the morning. I can’t remember if he had a cough or not, but he
had a temperature. As the day progressed, the temperature persisted and so
did the neighbour’s advice, ‘Take him to the doctor.’
I was never one for going to the doctor for what seemed like a minor
discomfort, so I didn’t do anything. As the afternoon wore on, he got drowsy
and by late afternoon, he began to jump and flick himself around. When he
began to vomit, I knew I needed to do something. At the hospital, I watched
him deteriorate quickly.
The alarm bells were ringing for the doctor because he had a very high
temperature, but no throat infection. They were going to do a spinal tap, not
that I had any idea what for. I had to wait outside. When they were finished,
they put him in a cot in the emergency ward, and told me that I could go back
in. I walked into the room, where there were about six other sick children,
and looked around. I didn’t see him. He had deteriorated so quickly in such a
short time, that I had to look a second time before I recognized him.
Thankfully, my neighbour had been an angel in disguise.
He was diagnosed with bacterial meningitis. I didn’t know much about it,
except it had something to do with the brain, and it wasn’t good. He stayed in
hospital for ten or twelve days. I stayed with him all night, and my mother sat
with him all day. One of the nurses was supportive, but most of them
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couldn’t understand why we stayed the entire time. I had seen one of them
force-feed a child; she pinched his nose closed to make him swallow
breakfast cereal. Nobody was going to do that to my kid, so we stayed.
Another nurse told me that I was spoiling him, and he wouldn’t let me leave
his side once we got home. The night I took him home, I put him in his cot,
kissed him good night, turned off the light, and we were back to normal.
He didn’t speak much when he was little, most probably because we all
seemed to know what he wanted, but, because of the meningitis, I had to be
sure. He had every test available to see if he couldn’t talk, couldn’t hear, or if
there had been any long-term brain damage. Apparently not! He eventually
left secondary school with an OP1 and gained 1st Class Honours at
university. I’m sure my children survived with lots of help and protection
from their guardian angels.

In 1975, my husband and I went to a St Vincent de Paul conference in
Singapore. We left our two children at home. My daughter was about
eighteen months old, and stayed with my mother, who she knew quite well.
The Leo cub, who was quite shy and very much a home person, was sent off
with one of my neighbours to North Queensland to stay with my auntie, who
he would have only seen maybe two or three times in his life. He flew free of
charge because he was under three years of age.
It never crossed my mind that he would be scared or want to come home.
He just went along. I never really thought about it until my grandson was
born, and even at the age of nearly five, he wouldn’t sleep over at my house.
I had to wonder how my children’s emotions survived some of the things I
did.
When the younger child, the philosopher, was almost three, the rest of the
family, along with my mother, went to New Zealand, and we left him behind.
We thought he was too young to come. An acquaintance of mine, not
someone I knew particularly well, was going and returning to North
Queensland where my auntie lived on the exact same dates we were
travelling. They were flying, which meant a child under three years of age
could fly free of charge. I took that as a sign, and asked this lady and her
family to take our youngest son to my auntie.
What must I have been thinking? To send these tiny children off to an
almost stranger and expect them to be happy and adjust without any
problems. I never thought about my own emotional needs and I didn’t seem
to think about the children’s either.
My philosophy of life was: Get on with it.
Thank goodness for their guardian angels, who were always on call and
ready to help.

120

I used to focus on guardian angels, but in recent times, I talk to every kind of
angel I can imagine. But, I have learnt to be polite.
One day, I was driving over a busy bridge maybe two kilometres long,
which peaks mid-river to let ocean liners underneath.
I can’t remember what I wanted the angels to do for me, but I can
remember being very demanding, almost rude. I wanted something done and
I wanted it done immediately. At that precise moment, there were no cars
anywhere near me on the bridge, which was six lanes wide. From nowhere, a
stone flew up and cracked my windscreen.
Before I learnt how to intuit the hidden meaning of incidents myself, I
often referred to Annette Noontil’s book, The Body is the Barometer of the
Soul, so I went home to see what a broken windscreen meant.
I almost laughed when I read it, not believing that you can do your
direction. How accurate was that? The angels were giving me a double
lesson. Not only was I capable of doing whatever it was that I wanted them
to do for me, but if I had been more polite, I may not have needed a broken
windscreen to draw my attention to my lack of courtesy.
Angels are ready and willing to help. They won’t step in unless invited.

I talk to all sorts of angels these days. The real estate angels can be extremely
attentive and most of us have talked to the parking angels at some time or
other. I wrote to the air pilot angels once. I was very impressed with their
response.
My son was a pilot and wanted to fly for a particular airline. So, I wrote a
short note to the angels of that airline. I asked that he would be flying for
them by a particular date. I wasn’t pushy. I gave them about three and a half
years to work it out. He had sent his résumé to them and was updating it
regularly. The company invited him to an interview which coincided with the
date I had written in my note to the angels. He actually flew the simulator as
part of his interview process on the exact day I had asked that he be
employed by. He got the job. That was also my second Saturn return;
astrologically, it was the culmination of all my years of hard work and
responsibility coming to fruition.

Life Lesson #23
Angels are on-call; they don’t impose, they wait to be invited
I remember hearing somewhere that angels were the servants of the Most
High. If the human condition is God in experience, then it must follow that
angels are our servants. I think they have proved that to me over and over
again. They are always close by, waiting to be of assistance. They don’t
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intrude. You have to invite them into your life. You have to ask them for
help. They are very accommodating.
Think of them as the chef in a restaurant while you are the customer
perusing the menu. They wait until the order is placed before they begin to
prepare it for you. They don’t do anything until you have made up your mind
as to what you want. We have a lot to choose from and we have great
expertise waiting to help us get it.
I have discovered that for just about anything I want, there is an angel in
charge. I simply ask for their help; nothing long and drawn out is necessary.
Many times, I only have to put my attention on them and the situation is
resolved.
They are very good at miracles, which are nothing more than cutting
down the time between asking and manifesting.

Something for you to think about:
Is there anything you are struggling with on your own? Why are you so
vehemently independent? Help is just a thought away.
Do you wait for something to go wrong before you ask for help?
Prevention is better than a cure. Whatever it is that you might be doing, ask
your angels to protect you each morning and night.
It’s alright to ask for a sign to help you believe in them.
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Catering, the disasters honed my skills more than the
successes
If God was my first passion, then catering was my second. I seemed to have
developed the ability not only to throw down the gauntlet, but to have
someone there to pick it up. My volunteer catering days, which began in this
cycle, prepared me for the corporate work that would follow.
By 1981, the older children were at primary school and like all good
mothers, I was involved in school committees and fundraising. We went
along to the school dinner dance. Not many people went and the food wasn’t
all that nice. I was now a self-appointed food critic and pedantic about taste,
presentation and ambience. I must have passed some comment about the
evening that found its way back to the Parents and Friends Association,
because when the next dinner dance came around, I was asked to offer a
quote for the catering. It was accepted.
One thing I knew about catering was to pick a menu that was within my
capabilities and suited the kitchen facilities. Only about sixty people were
expected, so I chose crepes followed by apple slice. It was a raging success
and I was asked to do it again the following year. I was delighted to be of
service. It would be a push over.
However, word had gotten around how good my first effort had been, so
when the numbers came in for the second attempt, there were just over two
hundred people coming.
I accepted, because I was never one to be discouraged even by the almost
impossible. A French theme was the plan, so I scourged French cookbooks.
If my memory serves me correctly, the main meal was beef burgundy with
pomme noisettes and stuffed tomato. I decided to make four different pastries
as dessert and a variety of quiches and tarts as starters. It isn’t all that hard to
cook for two hundred people, if you choose a practical menu. Getting it
plated and on the table while it is still hot, in a presentable manner, is
another.
This was the first big catering function I had taken on. I saw it more like a
few friends and relatives and I was going to cook a meal for a couple of
hundred other friends. I was doing it for almost cost price. It wasn’t as
though I was about to make any money from the venture. I was a good cook,
but on this scale, was I being realistic?
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The entrée must have been a relative success, since I have no horror
memories about it.
Frozen pomme noisettes for this many people seemed a good choice to
include in the main course. There would be five for each person, making a
total of about a thousand that had to be heated. That didn’t sound like a
difficult task, until I arrived on the night. I wasn’t allowed to use the deep
fryer. Why had they not told me this when I had come to check out the
kitchen? Shallow frying in a couple of fry-pans was the first disaster of the
evening. The fuses blew several times because too many electrical appliances
were being used at once. The oil wasn’t heating and the results were soggy.
There was a problem with the stuffed tomatoes, but I can’t remember
what it was. I had partly cooked the beef but underestimated how long it
would take to finish off. I didn’t realize how tough the meat was until I saw
how much was returned to the kitchen uneaten. I have vivid nightmare
memories of how many bunches of shallots we all chopped on the night. That
was something that could have been done in advance, but by the time the
evening came, I had run out of time.
Always the optimist, I thought the sweets would top it all off and appease
for any mistakes and delays. I was wrong! The sweets were to be a choice
from four: éclairs, crème puffs, palmiers and filled meringues. I received
deafening criticism that there were not enough to go around. The expectation
was: one of each variety for every person. That was the only unjustified
complaint of the evening.
Serving tea and coffee was also a disaster. I was trying too hard to please
everyone. Self-service would have been a better option than trying to push
through the couples on the dance floor.
Cleaning up took what seemed forever. Hearing the door close behind me
as I left was the best thing about the whole night. I wasn’t asked to do it the
following year.

Another of my catering skills waiting to be discovered was donut making.
After I went back into the workforce, I had many contacts with
representatives in the food industry. They lent me all of the equipment and
donated all of the products that I would need to become the donut lady.
These donations made the stall at the school fetes a viable money-making
event. If the ingredients and hire had been paid for, we would have lost
money on the venture, but as fate would have it, I could get it all for free. So,
I began a donut career for six or seven years at two schools.
Who would think that sweet batter deep fried in fat and covered in sugar
would be a favourite food of the masses. Making donuts would have been the
messiest, stickiest and dirtiest hard work I contributed to my catering
adventures. At each fete, we would cook two bags of pre-mix, each weighing
twenty-five kilograms. I would mix the entire product to batter by hand, in
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the tent at the fete, while other volunteers dropped and cooked at the front
line. It was hard work.
By the time I entered my donut career, I was much better at organizing
and over-seeing. We always seemed to have fun. Only once did I have an
accident. I have no idea how it happened, but at the end of the day, when I
was tired and exhausted, I somehow half submerged my left hand into the
fryer. It didn’t initially hurt very much but by the time I got home I was in a
lot of pain. I had aloe vera growing in the garden. I cut it open and smothered
my hand with it, bandaged the gel side of it to my skin and took some pain
killers. The next morning, to my amazement, there was no pain, no redness
and no blisters. It was as though nothing had happened to my hand at all.

When I re-entered the workforce, I prepared and cooked a ten course Chinese
banquet for seventy people. I had people on the night to plate and serve it,
but for the greater part, I did all the cooking myself. I definitely was not a
team player. I would rather work in searing heat than have fans blow the food
or fryers cold. There were quite a few people who didn’t like working with
me.
When I began working at the nursing complex, it wasn’t long before my
reputation in catering spread and I began to impress the right people. I
became responsible for most of their catering functions throughout the city. I
knew I was a perfectionist when it came to working with food and I would
only do things my way. People just didn’t pay enough attention to detail as
far as I was concerned. I produced morning teas for up to three hundred
people, sit down lunches, and farewell breakfasts. I enjoyed it immensely,
but as I became more confident, I also became more outspoken. I reached a
point where I refused to work with volunteers unless I chose them.
Organizations couldn’t survive without their valued volunteers, but when
I was preparing food for a hundred people or more, I needed to be
surrounded by others who were focused. It wasn’t a social occasion in the
kitchen. Eventually, I would only work with a few of my hand-picked staff
who would be paid. This changed the dynamics totally and made it even
more enjoyable, because I could attain the results I wanted.

Life Lesson #24
I learnt by doing; the more I did it, the better I got
The dinner dance fiasco was a baptism of fire for my budding catering
career. I was barely game to show my face at the school for the weeks
following. Maybe it wasn’t quite as bad as I judged it to be, but one thing
was sure: I learnt more about catering on that one night than I ever could
have done from books and study.

125

As I eventually found the courage to attempt more functions, I realized
that this one disastrous experience was the makings of me, at least catering
wise. My ego was well bruised, but it survived.
I have fine-tuned many of my skills by doing. Firstly, I have to commit to
something. Then prepare, practice and learn it if I have to - then do it. Doing
is the only way to discover how to improve it.
Doing became my platform for learning. Over the years, I have listened to
my intuition and figured many things out for myself. Then, I have put what I
have discovered into practice. Then and only then will someone or something
come along to support my findings.

Something for you to think about:
Have you ever judged your first attempts at something to be a failure and
given up? What if you had created an intense learning situation to fast track
you to where you wanted to be and the results were simply places that
needed improvement?
How easily are you able to coax a wounded ego back for a second try?
Playing on the team can be challenging. How well do you work with
people who do not have the same focus and intent as you? You can develop
tolerance by acting tolerantly, and patience by acting patiently. Eventually,
they may become a part of your natural expression.
How confidently do you express your creative talents? There is no right or
wrong way to do it, so long as it makes your heart sing.
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Reflections of myself were all around me, but I wasn’t ready
to recognize them
My daily life was full, if not hectic. I tried to help as many people as possible
on a physical level, not forgetting to bring God into the conversation at every
opportunity. I was constantly in the presence of people in dysfunctional
relationships and financial difficulties.
Without knowing that like attracted like and that everyone who showed
up in my life was a part of me trying to attract my attention, I pushed through
these years without any comprehension that the real issues were to do with
me, not them.

We had moved from our first home in early 1978. Actually, I moved. My
husband had become very involved with the St Vincent de Paul Society and
at the time was in India. So, in January 1978, while he went overseas for six
weeks, I packed and moved.
If he was going overseas, then I may as well have a new house. The
relationship was having more than its share of difficulties and a new house
might make a difference. Besides, I was tired of walking up and down stairs
all the time. I had seen a low-set house that I liked; we could build something
similar. We bought the ground, stored our belongings and began to build.
Being overly economical, I didn’t put our things into storage. I divided them
between my friends and put them into their garages, sheds and under their
houses. I had furniture and boxes at ten different places. My husband never
missed some of his treasures that got lost in the move.
I never liked the new house from the day I moved in. It seemed to mark a
turning point where we were stretched to the limit in every way possible. It
was about five kilometres from the church and the constant trips back and
forth became tedious from the first month. Adding to the travelling problem
was the fact that the cost of the house had soared over budget because of
excavations we hadn’t planned for and I was unexpectedly pregnant.
In 1978, my re-entering the work force was unthinkable, not so much
because I was pregnant but because it had always been a bone of contention
since the day we were married.
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All of a sudden, we had little money. Our friend who built the house was
extremely kind and carried our debt until we could pay him off a little at a
time. What we didn’t realize until we sold the house four and a half years
later was that my husband was paying tax as a single man not a married man,
which made a huge difference to our finances.

Like many of the people I met on a day to day basis, I felt stuck. I had
somehow become a victim of my own circumstances and could see no way
out. Becoming even more involved in the church and other people’s
problems was a good hiding place.
While we lived in this house, more than any other time in our lives, we
were intensely involved with other people and their misery. These would
have been the most miserable years I can remember. We experienced
spiritual poverty as I searched desperately for a deeper meaning to my life,
material poverty as the new house far exceeded our financial capacity and
emotional poverty as we existed through power games and denial.
These were definitely my poverty-stricken years, reflected back to me by
just about everyone who came into my life.
I couldn’t afford to go to the hairdresser, so I used to tie my hair in a
scarf. I can remember making a doll cake for my daughter to give to someone
as a birthday present and I even gave my older son underpants for his
birthday. Times were tough and I was having hard lessons about living
within my budget. I was managing, but only just.
The bills were always paid on time and we never went without a meal, but
the kids would wear a lot of hand-me-downs. We had enough but that was as
far as it went. I never realized at the time, but I used to repeat the verse of a
psalm over and over to myself. I can’t remember which one it was, but it
basically went like this: Lord don’t give me too much, lest I will turn from
you and forget you; don’t give me too little for I might become angry at you,
just give me enough.
Enough was what I got, just enough.

Late afternoon one day, I was standing in the kitchen wondering what I was
going to give the kids for dinner. There was almost nothing to eat in the
house. You couldn’t use credit cards to purchase groceries back then and pay
day wasn’t for a few days.
I had a picture of Jesus on the wall called The Hippy Christ. It was a
modern interpretation and I liked it. As I glanced at it in anguish and thought,
what are we going to eat for tea, a popular song came on the radio. When
will you ever learn? When will you ever learn?
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As I looked at the painting and listened to those few words, someone
knocked on the door. It was the neighbour and she had a plate in her hand.
Her daughter had just dropped in with a big dish of lasagne, far too much for
her to eat. ‘Would you like this for your tea?’ she asked.
When would I ever learn? When would I ever learn? I repeated to myself.
I knew after that day that I didn’t have to worry about anything anymore.
Once again, I had drawn to myself just enough, having no real
understanding of the dynamics that belief and thought created my
surroundings.

I’m sure, the people we helped individually or through the St Vincent de Paul
Society thought we were well off but in reality, we were most probably doing
it tougher than some of them. As I took food or vouchers to their homes, I
couldn’t help but notice that some of them had better televisions than I had or
the latest Atari games. Watching people smoke or drink away their wages
and then ask charities for extra was drawing my silent comment. I had to live
on a budget. Why couldn’t they? Was I beginning to judge others? Was I
becoming a cynic?
During the few years we lived in this house, we were very cut off from
our friends and support groups. We had moved into an established area
where the children and families had formed close ties and weren’t welcoming
any newcomers.
Was the Universe drawing my attention to the fact that I was cutting
myself off from the mainstream of society?
Was I becoming closed, unwelcoming and narrow-minded?
Was I clinging to my own little world, and entry was by invitation only?

There were a lot of similarities between my lifestyle at that time and the
community I had gone to live in, but I couldn’t see them because I didn’t
know what I was looking for.
Then again, this community I had come to live among may have been
showing me that there were some people and places that may not have
wanted my involvement in their life. I thought I was sensitive to others and
their needs. Maybe I wasn’t.
On the other hand, this community may have been challenging me to
make my presence known in areas where I would have preferred to stay
hidden. They may have been teaching me to believe in myself and have more
confidence.
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Life Lesson #25
Like attracts like; I needed to identify the core issue shared with others not
focus on its expression
As I looked back, it was obvious that everyone was reflecting my
circumstances back to me, but at the time I wasn’t aware of it. I didn’t know
what I didn’t know.
I didn’t recognize myself in any of the people who I was helping, nor did
I see myself in the community where I was living or know that I was creating
just enough by my beliefs.
I would learn in the years ahead that I needed other people to reflect back
to me myself. This would be a key principle in identifying what needed to be
addressed in my life, but before it would work for me, I had to understand
that while I may share a core issue with someone else, the expression of it
would most probably be different. As long as I concentrated on what the
other person was doing to me, I would never identify what the common issue
was that we shared. I wouldn’t see the situation as a valuable lesson nor be
open to benefit from the potential growth it held for me. I had to stop
thinking that someone was doing something to me and try to discover what
they were doing for me. Remember, other people draw our attention to the
positives that we fail to acknowledge, just as much as the negatives.
As I work with clients now, many are adamant that they have absolutely
nothing in common with people who are causing them untold pain and stress.
They are utterly blind to the fact that people they dislike intently are
reflecting something of themselves back to them. That is because they are not
focusing on the issue they both share. They are not looking past the obvious
expression.

Something for you to think about:
How do you feel when I say to you that the person you dislike the most in
your life is reflecting back to you something about yourself? Once you pick
up on what they are trying to tell you about yourself, many difficult people
will disappear out of your life or the dynamic will change so that they won’t
be a problem any longer.
Do you think avoiding someone will solve a problem in the long term? If
you haven’t understood the lesson they are bringing you, then someone will
come along and do the same.
How do your beliefs work for you in a time of crisis?
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I loved the house, but it was out of my price range
We moved into our third home in the last year of this cycle. I had not only
found a new place to live, but as the next cycle unfolded, I would also
discover a new way of living.
When it came to buying our third home, I wasn’t aware that I could talk to
real estate angels, but someone was looking after us because we ended up in
a house that I loved and still love and have lived in for over thirty years.
I didn’t know what I wanted, but I knew what I didn’t want. There were
two houses under construction that had caught my attention, but they were
well outside our price range. We kept looking.
A week before Christmas, we went to a Christmas pageant at the church.
Some people who I didn’t know very well wanted to sell their house; we
went along at the end of the evening to have a look. I didn’t particularly like
the kitchen, because it was too big. I also did not want the sauna downstairs,
but the pool made it look inviting. So, at about 11.00 p.m., we committed to
buying their house.
I prepared the contract as I had worked in a conveyancing office some
years before, and I also set up an appointment with the bank manager on the
morning of Christmas Eve.
The vendors were to sign the contract on the 22nd of December, but for
some reason, that didn’t happen. There was still the 23rd for them to sign, so I
could keep the appointment at the bank on the 24th.
During the afternoon of the 22nd, I had a call from a real estate agent who
I had dealt with previously; the two houses I had watched being built but
knew I couldn’t afford were now up for sale. They had been built next to
each other by a family trust and something hadn’t turned out as expected and
the trust wanted to rent both or sell both. One already had a contract on it and
the other was on the market. The owners had dropped the price by $40,000.
Would we be interested? $40,000 was a considerable amount of money in
1982. It was now in our price range.
That night was the first night of my life that I didn’t sleep. I somehow
knew we were going to own this house, a house I had watched being built, a
house that I loved but thought I could never afford. I also knew why our
other house had taken so long to sell. We had to wait until circumstances
were right so that we could purchase this particular one.
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The test of my integrity was to come. I believed in keeping my word. I
had said that I would buy the house from the lady at the church, even though
I didn’t particularly like it. I was really buying the swimming pool. At the
last minute, I was being offered a house that I truly loved. Was this some sort
of intervention by God to prevent me doing something I would regret, or was
my prayer for the perfect house being answered?
There were no guidelines for me to follow. Do I buy the house I love and
keep myself happy; do I honour my word and buy the one I don’t really like
to keep someone else happy?
I would have to leave that decision to God. I was going to the bank on the
th
24 with whichever contract God would arrange. I thought that was the best
way out of a difficult situation.
We had to move out of the rental property; the deadline had arrived. It
was time to purchase something.
The agent arrived on the 23rd with a signed contract from the vendor on
the house I loved. As fate would have it, the prospective vendors never
signed the contract on the Christmas party house.
I was extremely stressed going to the bank the next day. I explained my
dilemma to the bank manager, saying how disappointed the first vendor
would be. To my amazement he said, ‘A lot of growth can come from
disappointment.’ That was a very wise statement, but would the lady who
owned the house understand it?
‘I was really only buying the swimming pool,’ I replied.
Although the house we were buying was 98% fenced, he suggested he add
an extra $5,000 to the loan to finish the fences. He was actually giving me
the money to put in a pool. He was truly listening to what I was saying,
understood my problem, held no judgment and supported my decision.
The only thing left for me to do was tell the owners of the Christmas party
house that we had changed our minds. What an unpleasant experience for
Christmas Eve afternoon, but then every high point has a corresponding low.
She was disappointed and said she knew she should have signed on the 22nd
because it was a lucky day.
As I drove away, tears rolled down my face. What a wonderful Christmas
present!

Life Lesson #26
Obstacles are mostly an illusion, sometimes a redirection and often an
excuse to give up
As I watched my house being built, I never dared to dream that one day it
would be mine. Maybe my belief that I would find the perfect house overrode the obstacle of price.
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Faith, belief, hope or focus, whichever way you describe it, can pierce
through any of the barriers we erect. The most unexpected things can rearrange the dynamics and open a way through what might otherwise seem
like a brick wall.
The passion you bring to your choices and decisions dictates how quickly
you create them. Half-hearted doesn’t seem to hold the intensity you need to
draw something to yourselves. Indecision holds the power of diffusion.

Something for you to think about:
Has your optimism been squashed because a dream didn’t manifest? Did
your high hopes fade as you introduced insurmountable obstacles to them?
Don’t give up on something because the first few attempts didn’t work as
planned. The Universe could be offering you a redirection, which will end in
a better result in the long run.
How willing are you to change your mind as you gather more
information? Some changes can’t wait for long, drawn out debates.
How often do you think you can’t live without something, only to find a
few months later that it is of no interest to you any longer? If only we could
see into the future.
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Sixth Cycle – Learning about myself through relationships
1984-1992
Age 37 to 45

By the beginning of this cycle, my zealous religious involvement had slowed
and almost ended. Looking backwards, there was an obvious beginning and
end to those all but fanatical years of living out my religious beliefs.
This new cycle would take me in a different direction all together and
herald a new era in my life.
Great change was about to happen, and opportunities that I would have
once dismissed without a second thought now brought from me
consideration. I must have been ready.
In this cycle, I would learn more about myself through relationships and
bring an element of balance into my life, not only in my daily work load, but
in the type of people I would mix with. I was about to step out of my
restricted Catholic environment into a world that I had avoided for many
years. I’d been there on short visits in the role of the do-gooder; now it was
my turn to meet the world as an equal. I had lived in an extremely protected
fish pond. I was about to be released back into the ocean.

My days of having just enough were about to change. We consolidated our
debts and while we didn’t have a lot of spare money, our financial situation
improved considerably.
The many people in dysfunctional relationships and financial difficulties
who had been such an important part of my life over the previous nine years
quickly faded away.
I re-entered the workforce in the first year of this new cycle and would
resign nine years later in its last weeks.
During this cycle, I would turn forty, an age I had always wanted to be.
Our 25th wedding anniversary would arrive, but would I be ready to
celebrate? I could finally recognize that I was beginning to change. I liked
who I was becoming.
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Back in the workforce after fourteen years at home; the
timing was perfect
At the beginning of this cycle, I knew I couldn’t continue to live the way I
had been. I needed to make urgent and profound changes. In some areas I
had begun to make them. In other areas, I had no idea I could. Appearances
were misleading. I was not what most people thought I was. A friend likened
me to a dog on a chain, sitting at heel, waiting for the next command.
I had occasionally thought about going back into the work force, but had
never done anything about it. My husband was vehemently against the idea. I
hadn’t been employed for over fourteen years.

I’d been involved with a group of elderly ladies at our church every Friday
morning for many years. On this particular day, it was their Christmas party.
Christmas party or not, I knew that I had to go to the local nursing complex
and apply for work. Applying for work wasn’t something that I had been
thinking about or planning. It was more a spur of the moment decision made
earlier that morning; it was more like a compulsion. It was as though I had no
choice. I had to go and I had to go on that day.
I didn’t have business or corporate skills, only a lot of practical
experience and common sense. I thought I would be suitable for domestic
work.
At about 10 a.m. on that Friday morning, I presented myself at the front
desk of the nursing complex, and asked to speak to someone about
employment. I was directed to the housekeeper. She was very busy at the
time because the complex was also celebrating its Christmas party on that
day. Eventually she arrived, and I explained to her that I wanted work. Oncall domestic duties were all that was available. Considering that my husband
wasn’t in favour of my going back into the workforce in the first place, and
that I had three children to look after, I knew that the unpredictability of oncall work wasn’t suitable. Disappointedly, I had to decline the offer.
Almost as an after-thought, as I was about to leave, she asked me if I had
seen the morning paper. She told me she had resigned, and the complex was
advertising for someone to replace her. While I hadn’t been employed for
many years, I had been involved in many areas in a voluntary capacity,
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especially catering. I knew about food and special diets because of my
husband’s diabetes. She said the greatest part of the job was public relations
with the fifty or so domestic staff. She suggested that I apply for the position.
The newspaper advertisement seemed to be asking for a person with a
much higher profile then myself, but I was encouraged by what the
housekeeper had suggested. I wrote an application, took it back to the
complex, was given an interview, which was successful, and then I began
work a couple of weeks later on the 9th January 1984, the first year of this
new cycle. My life was about to change.

Who would have believed that after all those years out of the workforce, the
very day I went looking for work, the nursing complex had advertised for a
housekeeper/domestic manager. I went looking for work as a domestic, and
ended up being the supervisor for the next nine years. I was led to that job at
that complex on that day; it was a day that was so busy with the ladies’
Christmas party that it wasn’t logical to try to fit anything else in. Common
sense would say that I had waited all those years to go back to work, so to
wait until after Christmas seemed a reasonable thing to do. Going to an
impromptu interview made no sense, but it was something I simply had to
do, and I had to do it on that day. Maybe angels were whispering in my ear.

Going back into the workforce was the beginning of putting balance into my
life. For almost sixteen years, I had stayed within a very close circle of
friends who thought and did very much the same things that I did.
At the time, a new principal had been appointed to a notable Catholic
girls’ college in my area. I remember reading an article in the local
newspaper. She had introduced many new ideas and opened up the school to
more non-Catholic students. She said that she didn’t want to be in charge of a
Catholic ghetto. That was a perfect description of my life up to that point. All
of my social activities were associated with the church. All my friends were
Catholic. Everything I read was Catholic literature, and most things I talked
about were related to God. Going back to work was a step outside of that
state of existence, but I still had a long way to go because the nursing
complex was also owned by another church organization.

I moved from knowing almost everyone I mixed with into a world of
strangers. I now had to earn respect, whereas in the past it had been afforded
to me. Everyone wasn’t open and welcoming. I was being tested first.
Looking back, I was extremely naïve. I trusted people without question. I
confided in a few without foundation. Management wanted a person who
was intelligent, while at the same time, could be controlled. While I appeared
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to have some say in what I was doing, in the early years, I didn’t. In the
beginning, someone else would hire the domestic staff, and I was expected to
manage them. As the years passed, the dynamics changed and so did I. I
began to hire my own staff, organize and prepare food for all the major social
functions, and speak up. As I found my feet and stood up for myself, I began
to fall from favour.
I was learning a lot as I went. Being in charge of fifty-eight women
demanded diplomacy and peace-keeping skills on a day to day basis. I had to
find a balance between what staff wanted and what was workable. I had to
please myself as well as please everyone else. I had to take action when
required, and not procrastinate with indecision. I needed to assert myself.
Without understanding what was happening at a much deeper level, I was
being groomed and prepared to become my own person, not just in the work
place, but in my home and broader community as well.
I was learning a lot about relationships from my staff. There were the ingroups and the out-groups, the romances, affairs and gossip, and let’s not
forget the back stabbing, betrayal, manipulation and all the mistakes that
were hidden. Information became a great tool in every battle, and the
win/lose mentality was paramount. Maybe I was playing those same games
at home and didn’t recognize it.
I found myself in a whirlpool of powerful women, and if I didn’t quickly
learn how to swim, I would sink. I needed to define the line between
manager and friend. It took me a long time to understand that I couldn’t be
on both sides.
I had no idea I had created these circumstances to learn about my
strengths, so I clung to God’s help. Whatever I had to face, He would be
there to help me overcome it.

My husband wasn’t happy about me going back to work, even though it was
only part time. I would come home from work about lunch time, and
regularly find him almost unconscious on the kitchen floor because his blood
sugar level had dropped very low. It was as though he was trying to use his
ill health to manipulate me into doing what he wanted - give up my job.
I wouldn’t. Before long, I increased my working hours. Before long, he
took better care of himself. Little by little, I began to stand up for myself, and
slowly the dynamics of home began to change.
It was the perfect job for me. I started late every Tuesday, which allowed
me to continue teaching religion in the state schools. Since my father had
died, the grandchildren had become the focus of my mother’s life, so she
moved in every school holidays to take care of them. I did feel guilty about
that at times, until I went to a seminar on ageing and heard that older people
need to have a purpose. I never worried about it after that.

137

Management was changing, the complex was changing, and I was changing.
I was no longer timid, and my strength of character was becoming obvious,
but I was still naive and trusting, which was my downfall. I wasn’t able to
tell the difference between a real friend and an imposter. I should have
known that any level of management stands alone or confides in upper levels,
not lower. Without realizing it, I had confided in someone who, in retrospect,
I believe was jealous of me. I gave her every means she needed to use against
me and try to discredit me. I had unwittingly created a workplace for myself
that I no longer wished to belong to.
The writing was not only on the wall, but the knowing was in my heart. I
knew it was time to leave. I had learnt volumes about relationships,
diplomacy, balance, assertiveness, trust, and discretion from the many
women I had mixed with. I had completed this series of lessons. It was time
to move on to the next ones.
I began this job in the first weeks of this new cycle and nine years later
when it had run its course, I resigned.

Life Lesson #27
Divine guidance knows no logic
Going to inquire for work on that busy Friday morning made no sense at all,
but it was something I simply knew I had to do. Some of our most profound
guidance comes at the most inappropriate time. If we think about it for too
long, our logic will talk us out of it. The Universe doesn’t seem to use a lot of
human logic, nor does it have a good sense of timing as we know it. It’s in
our interest to trust and follow the promptings, rather than have to know the
big picture before we co-operate.
Logic also told me that applying for the position was well outside my area
of expertise, but the timing seemed to indicate something different.
I have learnt to trust my intuition. It may not make any sense at the time,
but it has always taken me exactly where I am meant to be. Universal
guidance does not seek to be popular. The knowing of my heart no longer
needs the approval of my mind. Logic may eventually get me to the same
place, but intuition puts me on the fast track.

Something for you to think about:
Do you allow yourself to follow your own inner guidance even though it
may not make any sense to you? Do you ignore it because it isn’t logical?
If you notice resistance when you challenge your mind, do you recognize
its origin or where it has come from?
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Can you recognize what needs closure in your life?
Is there anything in your life at the moment that keeps reappearing
because you are rejecting what it is trying to teach you?
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Imposing my values; I wasn’t treating others as I wanted
them to treat me
Up until this time in my life, I only considered religious renewals, but early
in this cycle, I discovered personal development. Most probably, the only
reason I considered this was because it was presented at the local church.
I had heard about Myers-Briggs’ personality type indicator and thought it
would be interesting to find out what personality type I was. The course was
only one morning a week for a few weeks so it wasn’t going to be too much
of a problem to take time off work.
I was excited about going and looked forward to the first morning. The
presenter was late. It didn’t appear to be a problem to the others. We were
invited to have a cup of tea and wait.
The second week the presenter was even later. He will be arriving
sometime soon, we were told once again. Just have a cup of tea and chat till
he gets here.
I was becoming annoyed. I had made the effort to be there on time, so
why couldn’t the presenter?
I decided that the whole point of the programme as far as I could see was
that we were all different. I might be XYZ type and the presenter ABC.
Everyone looked different, thought differently, responded differently. So
what was the point of knowing which different I belonged to? Maybe it had
worth in the corporate world, but I was failing to see the value for me.
Everyone was different. We all just had to learn to get on with each other and
live together. I didn’t go back after the second week.

I tested as INFP, which is only found in 1% of the general population. I
might be a little different and have some unusual ideas compared to most
others.
Strongly Introverted: I would relate more easily to the inner world of
ideas than to the outer world of people and things.
Strongly Intuitive: I would rather look for possibilities and relationships
than work with facts.
Feeling: I would base my judgments more on personal values than
analysis and logic.

140

Perceptive: I like a flexible spontaneous way rather than planned order.

I could easily see myself as introverted and intuitive preferring the inner
worlds of possibilities rather than the outer world of fact. Perceptive seemed
accurate because I could calmly deal with any last minute change to any
situation. The fact that my feelings had been upset because of the late starts
of the course could well have been a judgment of the presenter based on my
personal values; keeping to time was important.
Not that I was aware that my attention was being drawn to the issues of
judgment and personal values, but after these few weeks, I did begin to
change. Not that I could see it then, but I can now.

This introduction to personal development had been more to help me realize
that I was judging myself. Once I could see that I was making value
judgments on others, I could recognize that I was doing the same to myself.
The presenter turning up late to the course was my teacher in disguise, not
someone trying to upset me.
Value judgments were about what was right and wrong. I hadn’t drawn
the conclusion that right and wrong were relative at that time, so I was still
thinking in definites and absolutes. This was a time when I was not only
learning about value judgments, but also extremes.
Eventually, I would conclude that right judgment was no judgment and
that no judgment was allowing. I had to allow others to be who they chose to
be. If I wanted the freedom to be intrinsically me, then I had to allow others
the freedom to be intrinsically themselves. I would have to learn to live and
let live.

At work, I had been imposing my personal values on women who came to
me looking for domestic work. I wouldn’t employ a mother with young
children. My values dictated that she should be home looking after her
children, particularly early in the morning and around dinner time. I had to
allow others to live by their own values.

These were the years that brought balance to my extremes. A person either
loved and supported me, or they didn’t. There was no in between. If you
loved and supported me, you would show it by certain actions. My values
dictated what they were. Anything else was a statement in opposition. There
were no changing sides once the line was drawn.
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Success and failure was one such line I had drawn. I was a harsh judge of
myself regarding failure. There were certain things I was very successful at,
and others I judged as failures. Relationships fell into the failure category.
I wasn’t ready or able to deal with the relationship issues on the level they
needed to be addressed at, so they went on hold. I got on with life, closing
out what I didn’t want to see, and escaping the harsh reality of life for the
next few years through alcohol. Not that I drank enough to affect my daily
work, but I drank enough to dull the criticism that my extremist mind
constantly threw to me because of perceived failure.
In many ways, it was good to see myself as a failure. Despite all of my
efforts and best intentions, there were areas in which I couldn’t achieve what
I wanted. Perceived failure somehow helped me to accept myself as I was;
effort was worth something, even if it didn’t bring the results I had hoped for.
I began to be less judgmental. I began to have compassion for myself. I
began to understand others and allow them to be themselves.
As long as I judged myself harshly, I judged others in the same way. As
soon as I extended compassion and understanding to myself, I passed that on
to those around me.
Was there a message for me here from the last cycle? Was I finally
changing my understanding of the Bible verse that had driven me for so
many years: as you did it to others you did it to me. (Matt 25:40). What if me,
referred to in the verse, actually meant myself? What if I changed the verse
into the first person: as I do it to others I do it to myself.
Was the other person reflecting back to me how I was treating myself?
Did I need others around me to show me where I needed to make some
changes?
Another verse that had a strong influence on me was: whatever you wish
that men would do to you, do so to them. (Matt 7:12).
Had I also completely missed the deeper meaning of these words? I
certainly didn’t want to have to live my life according to other people’s
personal values and here I was forcing mine onto them. I needed to take
better notice of how I treated people, because that was exactly what was
coming back to me.

Somewhere deep within, change was taking hold, but not yet on a conscious
level that I could recognize. I was beginning to soften as compassion slowly
crept in. Something was happening that was allowing me to find more
balance.
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Life Lesson #28
If I wanted the freedom to be me, I must allow you the freedom to be you
If I want the freedom to grow, evolve and expand, then I must afford others
the same freedom. If they choose to use their freedom of choice to go
backwards, stay in the same place or move forward so slowly that nobody
could notice, I must honour their choices. I don’t necessarily have to approve
and accept it as part of my life, but I must allow it.
By forcing my value judgments on to others, I was negating their freedom
of choice. How could I have possibly thought that my values far surpassed
those of everyone else? How could I have possibly thought that principles
and beliefs that were of value to me were of equal value to everyone else?
Was I arrogant and superior or naïve from living within such enclosed
parameters for so long?
While I had read the Bible for many years, there was a tendency to
approach it with the understanding that I had been taught in the past.
When something is planted in your mind, it can be difficult to put that
idea aside and begin afresh. I think the Bible has many new age concepts
hidden within and they were taught to us as rules and parameters for life,
rather than encouraging us to find our own creative interpretations and
hidden messages. To make something your own, you need to sit with it and
process it without bias, to find its personal and unique message.

Something for you to think about:
Do you impose your values onto others without their consent?
If you do, how do you react when your attention is drawn to it?
I think of freedom as having the ability to make a choice without
implication, guilt or retaliation. How would you describe it?
If you gave others the freedom to be themselves, how would it affect you?
What are your values based on? If they were inherited, they may need to
be adjusted to your own personal beliefs?
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Taming my mind, the secret to running my first half
marathon
After being back in the workforce for three years, I could see how much I
had changed outside of the home environment. Inside the home was
different. Little was changing or if it was, it was happening so slowly that I
couldn’t recognize it. I gave myself full marks for all I did for the children,
but the relationship with my husband needed attention. Failure was a word
that came to my mind often.
I was stressed. Exercise was good for stress. Walking and running were
something I could do on my own when I chose to. I tried walking for a while,
but that wasn’t satisfying. I decided to run.
I didn’t do anything logical that a potential runner would do like
exercises, weights and muscle building. I just started to run. I remember
hearing some wise words many years later. You get fit, then run. You don’t
run to get fit.
I was pretty much a headstrong loner who liked the solitude of running, so
off I went. I built up to five kilometres and convinced myself that I had
reached my limit and couldn’t go any further. This was when I began to
figure out that my mind had a lot to do with what I believed I could achieve.
I was absolutely convinced that if I ran any further than five kilometres, I
would fall over in exhaustion. I came to realize that the only thing limiting
me was my mind.
One Saturday morning when I arrived home, before I gave it a second
thought, I kept running to repeat the five kilometres.
With ten kilometres being a comfortable run, I decided to run my first half
marathon. I needed to prove something to myself. I might be a failure in
some areas but I was an achiever in others. I ran my first half marathon a few
months after I turned forty.
If life began at forty, as the saying promised, I would most probably need
more than a magic wand to make it happen. Life wasn’t going to change all
by itself. I would have to do something.

At forty, I realized that my mind was controlling my results and if I wanted
to change my results, I needed to change my mind; before I could change my
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mind, I had to control it, tame it and convince it to go along with what I
wanted.
And so at the age of forty, I began what I called my own personal mind
control programme. Years later, I would discover the inner child who I
would also need to have on side if I hoped to make major changes.
One particular thing I used to do to let my mind know that it no longer
had total control was to take cold showers. I loved swimming in the ocean,
but that was different. Standing under hot running water was so relaxing; my
well-earned reward for hard work.
I began by turning on the cold water and standing at the door of the
shower and having a conversation with myself.
‘You don’t really expect me to get in there, do you?’ an inner voice would
complain. ‘I’ll get the death of a cold!’
That was just some old programme dictating its beliefs about cold water
and death.
‘You won’t get a cold!’ my conscious self would reply.
‘I will!’
‘No, you won’t.’
This conversation would banter back and forth until I finally threw myself
in.
After a few minutes, my body adjusted to the temperature of the water
and I began to enjoy the invigoration. It didn’t take very long until the old
programme about cold water had been disabled. I began to look forward to
cold showers. You have to walk directly into your boundary to be able to
immobilize it.
As you push out of your comfort zone, to your surprise, you often
discover the experience wasn’t as bad as you thought it was going to be.
It is much easier to push on a boundary when you are standing right next
to it, but before you can get that close, you have to control your mind. It is
very difficult to push on any boundary from a distance. The Universe knows
this and will sometimes send the extension we need in the form of another
person, an illness or a life changing situation.
If we can’t reach the boundaries that contain us, then it’s more than likely
that someone or something else will stretch us so we can. If we aren’t paying
attention or only looking at the physical reality we may not understand what
is happening.
The only place to push through your boundaries is right there next to
them. Just imagine the difference between standing in the middle of a circle
trying to knock something over at a distance with a long stick, and standing
right next to the object using your whole body to move it. Once you are close
to whatever it is you need to move, it becomes much easier, but to get close
you have to be able to control your mind.
If you think that physical action is the only way to move a boundary or
obstacle, you may believe that extending yourself and your parameters is
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difficult and exhausting. There is support and strength around in the spiritual
world. Angels are very helpful. You may be amazed at the difference they
can make by putting something in your pathway, or taking something off
your path, and changing the dynamics.
Extending yourself can be very upsetting for your subconscious or your
inner child, especially when that inner child has lived most of its life in a
comfortable environment unchallenged by change. When I began pushing
my boundaries, moving outside my comfort zones and stretching my logical
mind, I was aware that if I had my subconscious on side, it would be so much
easier. Rather than pull my inner child along with me kicking and screaming,
I decided that it was better to comfort her first, hold her hand and bring her
along gently.
I had a stuffed toy that had belonged to my children. It was an Alf doll.
Alf, the alien, was a delightful lovable television character but totally selfindulgent. Alf became the equivalent of my stubborn inner child; he was
lovable, caring and gentle but only wanting to do what it wanted to do. I
would hold Alf and talk to it with all the love and kindness I could find as I
described what I was going to do, ‘This might be a bit scary, but it’ll be
alright. I’ll be here. I’ll protect you if you’re frightened.’
The conversations with my inner child through Alf must have worked, for
I was able to do many uncomfortable growth experiences over the years with
support.

One very profound insight that I had about comfort zones, boundaries and
horizons was a few weeks after I had given up my paid job. I was on a
holiday before I began my reflexology career in earnest.
I was standing on some huge rocks on a beach overlooking the ocean. I
felt so alive with expectation of what was to come. Taking a deep breath, I
thought to myself, I can see forever, but the little voice in my head gave me a
jolt. No! You can only see to the horizon and if you want to see any further
you have to go there first.
Such profound words! If I wanted to expand and discover my life, I would
need to extend myself way past anything I could see or understand at the
present moment. I would have to step outside of everything that was
comfortable and explore. It was only in the doing that I would learn who I
am and where I might be headed next; only when I reached the horizon
would I be able to see further. From there, I could look ahead to see what
was before me; I could look behind me to see where I had been. One thing
would be certain: the view and perception would have changed.
Alf still sits close by, next to my bed or on my desk. We’ve built a firm
relationship of trust and expectation. While there will always be things to
stretch us, I think we’ve learnt how to do it together rather than pull against
each other as we go.
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After my first half marathon, running became an obsession. Even the doctor
asked me how I felt when I couldn’t run. I had no idea that I was creating a
major adrenal rush from the experience. As I persevered, I was beginning to
do some serious damage to my knees. I would have acupuncture to relieve
the pain and begin running again the next day. After my second half
marathon two years later, my knees were in such a state that I would
regularly wake during the night in pain. I had to stop running. Surprisingly,
letting it go didn’t cause me the trauma I thought it might, possibly because I
had achieved what I wanted to and saw myself in a different way. A few
years later, I began weights on my legs, and began running again. But, I
never attempted the longer distances.

Life Lesson #29
My mind can be my best friend or my worst enemy
When I first began running, I had no idea of the power of my mind. I was
still very much connected to the belief that God was doing everything for me
and I would prosper because of it. Determined effort contributed to my
results without any connection to thought. Running was the first time I
recognized the powerful effect my mind was having on my achievements.
I didn’t realize until many years later that to manifest what I wanted, I
needed to be able to control what I thought about. And if I couldn’t control
what I thought, then what I continued to think about would appear in my life.
I needed to dismiss limitation and focus on possibility.
I also realized that if I wasn’t on constant guard, my vivid and powerful
mind could convince me that just about anything could be true. It would go
off on tangents, leaving me wondering what was real and what wasn’t. If I
was to have any control in my life, it had to begin with my mind.

Something for you to think about:
What creative ways can you think of to control your mind?
Have you ever talked to the child within and reassured him/her? Having
them onside makes change much easier.
Is there any reasonable goal that your mind has convinced you that you
cannot achieve?
Can you recognize any outdated beliefs that present themselves when you
set out to extend your boundaries and strive towards new horizons? You
don’t have to listen to them.
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Whatever it takes to reach the goal, even if it’s three jobs
In the last year of his school, one of my sons decided that he wanted to be a
pilot. A new university course was beginning the following year, and it
included a commercial pilot’s license and science degree. University fees
could be deferred until the student was employed, but the upfront fees for the
pilot’s license were different. The advertised cost of the course was well
outside of what we could afford. We didn’t have any money in the bank, but
my husband had been promised a redundancy package for the past few years
and it seemed likely that it was very close to happening. If we could make do
until we received the money, then we could afford to set our son up in the
career that he wanted.
As the time to begin the course came closer and the redundancy still
wasn’t offered, I decided to get another job. I put my name down with the
commercial cleaning company that cleaned the local shopping centre. Within
days, I was offered a job to clean the car park. One car park was undercover
and housed about five hundred cars and the other one was about half its size
out in the open.
I began work each morning at 5.00 a.m. In winter, it was pitch black and I
had to work with a torch. I asked if the lights could be turned on and they
were for a few days, but a neighbour complained about the noise they made
when starting up, so they were discontinued. I was not supposed to miss a
thing, which was difficult in the dark with a torch.
Easter was the worst time because of the foil packaging discarded at will.
Dirty disposable nappies were quite often tucked neatly next to concrete
columns and condoms were another regular pick-up. Rain didn’t worry me
unless I was out in the open, then I would have to put a black rubbish bag
over my body with holes cut for my head and arms. There were no excuses.
Rain, hail or shine the car parks had to be cleaned.
I was also offered some work inside the shopping centre in the evening.
This meant I would clean the car parks from 5.00 a.m. to 8.00 a.m., work at
the nursing complex from 9.00 a.m. till 3.00 p.m., go home prepare tea and
come back to work inside the centre for a few hours in the evening.

If this cycle was bringing balance back into my life, it hadn’t showed itself as
yet. My life was still vacillating between extremes. One year I am not in the
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work force and before long I am working what could only be described as
ridiculously long hours.
Starting inside the centre around 6.00 p.m. meant that some of the tenants
were still there. One of my jobs was to vacuum the floor. The cleaning
machine was over a metre wide and difficult to manoeuvre.
I went to a particular hairdresser at the time and she was friendly enough
when I was a client in the salon, but when I became the cleaner in the
evening, things changed. I remember one night when I was using the vacuum
cleaner and I was going directly towards her and two others, chatting as they
were leaving the centre. They could obviously see me from a distance and it
was also obvious that they were not going to change direction. They were
expecting me to go around them because I was the cleaner. I could have
changed direction if I really wanted to but it was difficult to manoeuvre such
a large machine, so I just kept pushing it straight ahead as if I hadn’t seen
them coming. It was to be a battle of wills and of course I won.
As a cleaner, I found many people treated me differently. My heart went
out to people who were cleaners because they believed they had no other
options. If a cleaner didn’t have good self-esteem, they could easily have
been devastated by the way some people treated them. I might have been
cleaning the shopping centre, but in reality I was educating my son.
I would clean for hours, often in the dark, and then be criticized because I
missed a discarded food packet or overlooked a few fingerprints on the
stainless steel lift walls. I think that no matter what people do in life,
appreciation for effort goes a long way. Cleaning the shopping centre made
me acutely aware of my domestic staff at the nursing complex. It helped me
appreciate their efforts.
I knew I had taken on a very heavy work load, but I also knew that it was
temporary and that I would give it up once the redundancy package came
through. This pace of work lasted all of 1990 and half way through 1991,
which is when I finally gave up the cleaning job. The cleaning company lost
its contract shortly after. The extra work I wanted was there while I needed
it. I always seemed to be able to pull off what I wanted when I wanted it.

The redundancy experience was interesting. We had never had any spare
money. When it eventually came through, we paid the house loan off, bought
a new car and over the following years, gave most of it to our children. That
was something I have never regretted. We had the opportunity to give them a
good start in life. They all worked hard and have done well for themselves.
I definitely know money is important, but I didn’t believe money in the
bank was any guarantee of my future security. Unexpected things happened.
History had proved it. God was my future security and I believed that I
would be financially safe even if I spent this money on my immediate needs
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and my children’s future. It was to be a test of putting my beliefs into action.
It hasn’t let me down.

Life Lesson #30
What I believe about something is more important than the something itself
When I consider the global financial crisis (GFC), it reaffirms once again that
money is not my ultimate security. It is necessary for lifestyle choices, but it
carries with it no guarantees. What I believe about money and security is far
more important. What I believe about them is what will eventually show up
in my life. What I believe, I think about, and what I think about, I create.
Ultimately it’s my beliefs about myself that will be my protection in the
world at large. They will help me to feel secure wherever I am and whatever
situation I find myself in. If I believe in myself, I won’t compare myself to
others, and I won’t feel I have to compete. I’ll be happy with the results of
whatever it is that I have attempted. I will feel at home in any situation and
always carry a sense of belonging with me.
In my role as a customer, I was accepted. In my role as cleaner, I was
ignored. I was categorized by what I did and not by my intrinsic value as a
person. If my self-esteem had not supported me, I could have felt very
threatened and intimidated.
In real time, I was cleaning the shopping centre. In essence, I was
educating my son. It was all a matter of perspective.

Something for you to think about:
Do you gauge a person’s value by what they do or contribute?
Self-worth has nothing to do with others. You form your criteria over
many years, based on patterns you learnt as a child. Those patterns and
beliefs will decide who assesses your self-worth, the child from the past or
the adult of today. Who owns the voice that speaks to you about your selfworth?
Do you find it easy to commit to something? It can be more comfortable
to leave your options open in case something better comes along.
Do you have any projects that need completion? Has anything fallen by
the wayside? Has your attention been diverted? Why did you lose interest?
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Knowing it’s time to move on is one thing, which path to
take is another
Three things in particular happened in the final year of this cycle. We
reached twenty-five years of marriage. I finished teaching religion in state
schools after twenty-five years, and I resigned from the nursing complex.
I had been thinking about the wedding anniversary for several years and
had decided that I wouldn’t be celebrating. I had spent the first twenty years
of our marriage concentrating on the negatives, and not the positives. But, as
the years advanced and I got closer to the anniversary, I changed. By 1992 at
the age of forty-five, I was becoming comfortable with who I was. I liked
being me. I also realized that it was the experiences of the past twenty-five
years that had helped me get to this point. Personal growth alone was worth
celebrating. I wasn’t ready to re-take any wedding vows, but I was becoming
more content with life. Maybe the changes had been so subtle that I had
missed them, but when I compared myself at this time to myself even ten
years before, I could see an amazing difference.
We celebrated our wedding anniversary with a family sit-down dinner in
our lounge room similar to that on my fortieth. I was going to prepare all the
food and have a friend come in and serve for me. Everything was going
according to plan until 5.00 p.m. on the night before. The oven stopped
working. The next day being a public holiday, there was no way we could
have it fixed before the dinner. We had been married on Anzac Day, my
parent’s twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and our celebration was set for the
same date.
Not fazed in the slightest, as God always got me out of any unexpected
mess I found myself in, I devised Plan B. I would just have to cook the roasts
in the BBQ. I can’t remember how I cooked the vegetables. I had hired a pie
warmer to heat the starters, so that played a greater part than expected. So
without any fuss or drama, fifty people sat down to a roast meal, prepared
without an oven. I never, ever got caught out. Maybe it was the psalm I used
as a mantra, and all that I do I shall prosper.
This was also the last year I would teach religion in state schools. After
twenty-five years, it was coming to an end because my workplace was
changing. It had been a big part of my life and finishing in the last year of a
cycle followed the pattern.
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I also knew it was time to leave the nursing complex. There was a passing
thought to stay another twelve months and be eligible for long service leave,
but I had learnt that when it is time to do something, it is time to do it.
Everything has a use-by date and extending this one would only bring me
emotional pain.
There was only one problem. I wanted to work in catering. One of my
long-time dreams had been to be a maître d’ at a reception lounge. While I
hadn’t had any formal training, I had extensive experience from working at
the nursing complex. I had gained a reputation for my catering skills and I
desperately wanted to work in the catering industry.
I tried many avenues over several months. I even thought of entering on
the ground floor as a cleaner, but the restaurant required two years’
experience in the catering industry before they would look at me. I applied
for another position naively thinking that I had an individual interview.
About twenty or more people arrived at the same time. After filling in a form
and waiting for over an hour, I decided I didn’t want to work for anyone who
was so rude and inconsiderate. My time was just as important as theirs. I did
have an interview with the manager of a well-established reception lounge,
but in retrospect, he must have thought, who is she kidding? Fearlessly, I
kept trying.

During that period of my life, I was very committed to the timing of the Lord.
When the time was right, the job of my dreams would present itself. I had to
learn to wait upon God’s time. I had to learn to wait until God was ready.
Many years before this, somebody used to talk to me about the timing of
the Lord ad nauseam. I remember thinking, If I hear about the timing of the
Lord once more I’ll scream! Strangely, I learnt about timing. Eventually, I
realized that everything comes in perfect time.
After several months of waiting, I was beginning to wonder if I would
ever work in my much-loved catering industry. I was beginning to lose hope
because it seemed like an industry where you had to start at the bottom and
work your way up.
Then one night, I woke up at about 1.00 a.m. with alarm bells ringing in
my ears. They were so loud that it’s a wonder they didn’t wake the whole
house. It was one of those light-bulb experiences, when you have to ask
yourself, ‘How come I didn’t see this before?’
Early hours of the morning seem to be a good time to get someone’s
attention. Hopefully at that hour, the mind is taking some time off and is
quiet enough to hear the messages that the active logical mind won’t listen
to.
At 1.00 a.m. in the morning, I realized that it wasn’t about me waiting for
God’s perfect timing to set me up in a catering job. It was about God waiting
for me to let go of my determination to only work in the catering industry. I
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was the one holding up the progress because I was the one so fixed on what I
was going to do next.
What on earth could be more important than catering? So, in the stillness
of those early hours that morning, I silently said, ‘Whatever it is that I have
to do, I’ll do it.’
Where I would end up for the next eight years was not a part of my life
plan. It didn’t even come close, but in retrospect, it was perfect.

Being the domestic manager of the nursing complex set me apart from most
of the staff, but there were two people who were very supportive and good
friends. One of them was of the conviction, almost to the point of coercion,
that I should apply for the position of secretary that she had seen recently
advertised in the local Catholic newspaper. While I was still a devoted
Catholic, working for the Catholic Church at the Diocesan Seminary was not
on my life’s agenda. My friend never let up until I agreed to apply. I hadn’t
worked in an office for over twenty years, but I must have written an
impressive application because I was one of four people who were offered an
interview. Considering I had been out of an office environment for many
years, I was computer literate. I had purchased one for my younger son to
play games on and decided I may as well learn how to use it.
The interview came and went. I wasn’t successful with my application,
but it lead to another church secretary’s position, which I was offered and
accepted. A few weeks later, my life as a Catholic parish secretary began.
It was amazing! Almost the minute I conceded, whatever is next I’m
ready, everything fell into place at mind spinning speed. When you are on
the right track, hold on. While I would never have consciously contemplated
being a parish secretary, it was where I needed to be at that point. I was
literally taken there in 1993, the first year of the next cycle, which would
prove to be the most transformational nine years of my life.

Life Lesson #31
There is a fine line between perseverance and stubbornness
There is a difference between fixing your mind on a goal and being
inflexible. One is based on persistence, and the other insistence. By this time
in my life, I was beginning to realize that I didn’t necessarily know what was
best for me. If I wanted to fast-track my learning experiences to the next
level of awareness, then it was in my best interest to trust a higher power to
guide me there.
Often the guidance we get is so obvious that we can’t miss it, but that
doesn’t necessarily mean that we will follow it. We are not led into certain
situations until we are ready to address them. We might think that some of
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the places we find ourselves in have nothing to do with our life plan, but
then, we can’t see the big picture.
If you aren’t listening because you think you know what is coming next,
others may have to tell you the message. Someone you might think is
interfering could be the one helping you listen.
I wanted to move on, but I wanted to do it on my terms. As soon as I
relinquished my hold on how it was going to happen and surrendered, the
next pathway opened quickly. I was on it before I realized.
The aha response rises from within when you finally get it, whatever it is.
Your understanding changes in a split moment and you see more clearly than
you ever have before. It heralds a major shift. Change is not negotiable
because you have been touched at the deepest level.

Something for you to think about:
Can you tell the difference between persisting to achieve, and insisting
because you are stubborn? Is there any situation in your life where you need
to let go of insistence and be more flexible?
If persistence isn’t bringing you the results you want, could you be
insisting on something that isn’t for your highest good?
Is there anyone who is persistent about something in particular?
Can you recognize an aha experience when it presents itself to you?
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Seventh Cycle - Insights, endings, transformations and new
beginnings
1993-2001
Age 46 to 54

When I originally divided my life into nine year cycles, this was the cycle
that stood out clearly. I initially named it Scorpio because the symbolism of
the scorpion embraces death, rebirth and transformation.
These years were to be the preparation that would enable me to begin
consciously working on my own self-mastery and transformation. As I dealt
with the situations presented to me, I would emerge from my chrysalis as a
person I could barely recognize, to a freedom that I had never known before.
The experiences of this cycle would shepherd me through a change of life,
not just in the physical sense, but in the broadest, highest and deepest levels I
could imagine. I would need to address everything that wasn’t working for
me. All of it would be assessed. What I could fix and was of use to me, I
would retain. What no longer served my highest good would leave. This was
to be a time of closure.
Many of my beliefs would be changed and clear the way for me to look at
life differently. I would not only give up daily Mass but I would give up
religion. I would walk away from paid employment to support myself. I
would begin to make choices that honoured me, rather than others.
I would accept these vital years of transformation and use them to my
benefit. Nothing of the past would be lost. It would be transformed. The
painful lessons and everything I hadn’t understood would change into
valuable life lessons that had only ever served my highest good.
By
the
end of this cycle, I would be able to see wisdom and order in my life, which
is something that evaded me for many years.
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Becoming a parish secretary was not on my life plan
What I didn’t realize when I took the position of parish secretary was that I
was the sixth secretary in less than two years. Within a few days, I was
introduced to reality through one of the parishioners. She knocked on the
door and when I opened it, she just looked at me. She didn’t say anything
like, hello, welcome or how are you? All she managed to blurt out was, ‘Not
another secretary!’
God, I thought, what have I let myself in for?

I would stay in this job for almost eight years and in that time, I would hone
and fine-tune many of my skills. I would discover a part of me that I had not
known previously, look deeper within than I had ever done before, and
confront myself with an honesty that was frightening.
At the time, I had absolutely no idea why I had been led to this place, but
as the months and years rolled by, it became increasingly obvious. One of the
more practical benefits I gained was learning how to run a small business, for
in reality, the parish was a small business. This would serve me abundantly
when I set up my own business in 1999.
I was learning about the internet and email, which was relatively new in
1993. In the first few months of my new job, the parish bought a new
computer, and I had to learn five new software programmes. I only had a few
days to get them right. I paid attention. I read the books. I could absorb
information easily. I taught myself how to use Word in preference to Word
Perfect, prepare weekly newsletters with desktop publishing, use MYOB,
and find my way through a specifically written programme for parishes in
relation to data and planned giving. I eventually taught that programme to
other parish secretaries. A frustrated student asked me one day, ‘Will I ever
learn this?’
‘It depends if you want to or not,’ I answered.
I was learning how to write and format newsletters for two parishes. This
information would be essential for me when I began writing my own
newsletters to promote my business in the future.
I was gaining confidence with accounting software and learning about
budgets, projected income, balance sheets and trial balances.
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I believe that the business skills I acquired during those years helped me
to self-publish my first book and successfully run my own business for many
years. I was learning all the business basics I would need for later on, not that
in those early years I ever thought for a moment I would become involved in
natural therapies, let alone open my own business. In trust, I opened to the
lessons being offered and absorbed as much as I could.
While I was learning practical skills, I was also being surrounded by
religion. I would become so immersed in the politics of the church and what
was happening behind the scenes that I would once again reach saturation
point, a place for me to rethink what place religion held in my life.
If I had been receiving lessons in non-judgment and unconditional love
over the years, this was to be the culmination of everything to date. I don’t
really know whether I passed or failed. There were many times I wanted to
leave, but knew that unless I addressed what was before me, I would only
find it somewhere else. My awareness was telling me that I was not there by
mistake.
I definitely developed endurance as I entered over fifty years of data into
the new software programme. I had to enter every birth, marriage and death
that was connected to the parish in their entirety. Repetition builds
endurance, and endurance builds character. This was an exercise in character
building. It was the only approach I could take, or else I would have given up
in despair. If you want to finish something, you do a little every day and that
is what I did, until every last entry was made.
I discovered not to take people seriously, especially myself. Life was a
game. I knew it. Many I came into contact with didn’t. The majority of
people in the area were wealthy and influential. Most of the older generation
was gracious, while some of the nouveau riche could be competitive and
superficial. I was entertained by their power games as I watched from the
side lines. I saw how people changed what they didn’t like and made up what
they didn’t know.
During those years, I gradually learnt to get in touch with my feelings,
something that I had been denying for most of my life. I would cry, scream
or swear when something didn’t work. Get it out, and get on with it was a
much better approach to life than suppression and denial.
I was ready to take responsibility for my actions or oversights. What
didn’t work was my fault. There was nobody else. I found it was better not to
hide anything, be up-front, deal with everything that wasn’t working, make
changes and move forward. I was less critical and able to accept the best
effort rather than hold out for perfect results. Overall, I realized how multiskilled and talented I was.

Not that anything in my past had been done consciously in preparation for
this position, but I could see how everything was now coming together to
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enable me to do this job well; it was a job that held vital lessons to take me to
the next stage of my evolution. My computer skills, which had been
developed through voluntary work, were essential. The diplomacy of dealing
with women served me well. My past involvement in the church had kept me
well informed. My catering skills were taken advantage of. My management
role made it easy for me to accept responsibility. My loner personality left
me happy in the office on my own.
I was still very religion-oriented. I hadn’t discovered any new age
philosophies or begun reading anything that was outside the parameters of
the church, but that would soon change.

When it came to major shifts in my life, I needed to follow my intuition, and
make some initial changes. Then, all the information I would need somehow
seemed to find me. I had to listen to my inner voice and be prepared to make
the first move. It was as though I had to crack open the shell that surrounded
me, so that information was free to enter.
By 1995, I was beginning to make a few irreparable cracks in the armour
that surrounded and protected me, and as I approached menopause that same
year, I would discover an opportunity to change my life in a way I had never
thought possible.

Life Lesson #32
I must fall into temporary chaos before I reach a higher order
This would have been a period in my life that I would have described as
somewhat chaotic. What was no longer functional was falling into chaos, and
was forcing change.
I didn’t understand the theory of Chaos before Order at the time, nor had I
heard of Ilya Prigogine. It would be several years before I discovered this
man and his work, but once I did, I found myself constantly speaking about
him to my clients.
He was a Russian-born Belgian, who was awarded the Nobel Prize for
Chemistry in 1977 for his work in non-equilibrium thermodynamics.
Prigogine proved that order emerges not in spite of chaos, but because of it.
Evolution and growth are the undisputable result of an open system falling
into temporary chaos and then reorganizing at a higher level of complexity.
(Thresholds of the Mind, Bill Harris, Centerpointe Research Institute, 2002)

Humans are part of that open system.
Next time your life is in chaos, remember that you are reorganizing to a
higher level of functioning. Growth cannot happen without it. Understanding
this vital principle enabled me to look at the chaos of all life in a different
way. Chaos must happen, otherwise higher order is not possible.
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There are many examples in the community of how chaos pushes forth a
new order; traffic was a good one. Chaos pushes to the forefront that which
isn’t working, so it can rearrange at a higher level. The problem is that
because we don’t like our lives to be disturbed, we try to disperse the chaos
before it reaches the point of transformation.
I had often compared my life to a jigsaw puzzle. When I put a puzzle
together, I would begin on the edges, and build it piece by piece. Once I had
the picture contained by its perimeter, I would begin to find the other pieces
one by one, and fill in the centre.
On the other hand, God/Universe did jigsaws differently to me. God
would take any piece at random and put it in its place, which obviously made
no sense, for some time. It wasn’t until many years later when a few pieces
began to fit together that I could see they were in the right place. God could
see the big picture. I couldn’t. He/She knew what was coming. I didn’t. Some
reasoning stayed hidden for many years.

Something for you to think about:
How do you deal with chaos in your life?
Can you appreciate the role it plays in your new order?
How many times have you said, ‘In retrospect, it was the best thing that
ever happened to me?’
Many times we can’t see the wisdom of an event because we are so
immersed in our emotional response. What can you look back on and be
thankful for, something that turned out differently to how you wanted it to?
What didn’t you plan for on your life path but in the scheme of things
now know was absolutely necessary?
Are you able to trust the wisdom of the Universe even when you are not
able to see any connection between events in your life?
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When is it my turn? Putting myself first is essential, not
selfish
Have you spent your life looking after your family, working hard to pay the
bills and putting others first? As retirement approached, did your partner
become ill or pass on and your dreams and hopes were shattered? As your
elderly relatives became frail, were you torn between keeping them happy
and knowing what was best for them? Did your children need your time and
energy to provide day care for the grandchildren? Did the stock market crash,
taking with it your savings that were finally going to bring you the rewards
for all your years of hard work?
Have you ever asked, ‘When is it my turn?’
You have to make your turn happen yourself. It may not happen
immediately. It may take several years but if you plan on being alive in a few
years, why not make some choices now that will make those future years the
best years of your life.
When is it my turn? Whenever I choose!

The first radical choice I made where I put myself first was when I went to
Israel in 1995. I had been working as a secretary for two years and the parish
priest was planning to take a group of parishioners on a pilgrimage to the
Holy Land and Greece. The preparations for the tour would take about a year
and while the priest had all the knowledge of what had to be done, I would be
doing most of the hands-on work. After all my efforts, I could not imagine
everyone getting on the plane and me staying behind waving good-bye. I
decided that I was going with them. I don’t think anyone in my family took
me too seriously at first. I don’t think they actually believed that I would go
until I got on the plane.
Over the years, I had always been readily available to my family’s every
need, so to tell them that I was going away without them for a month was a
radical change. At the time, my youngest child was almost seventeen, my
husband hadn’t been well for many years, and I was still firmly attached to
my religious beliefs.

160

Once I made the commitment to go, nagging voices deep within began
reminding me of how I should be living my life and what I should be doing
for my family.
In retrospect, I was daring to challenge some of the strongest behavioural
patterns that had hovered in my subconscious since I was a child. I knew they
were there. I had done some work on them. They had reached their use-by
date. It was time they left. There was no place for them in my adult life.
Money doesn’t grow on trees, so how did I think I was going to fund this
trip?
A woman’s place is in the home, so how could I possibly just go away for
four weeks?
Children should be seen and not heard, so how confidently would I be
able to express my needs about going?

The money problem was solved quickly. I found extra work as a cleaner,
which lasted all year and funded everything. The family finances didn’t
suffer.
A woman’s place was with her family; that was different, and not so
easily dealt with. Guilt was welling up inside of me whenever I thought
about going away. Everything I should be doing for the family was very clear
in my mind. I decided that guilt only presented itself when I was trying to
live up to other people’s expectations and standards of what I should be
doing. Guilt was the emotion to tell me the difference between what I wanted
to do for me and what others wanted me to do for them. It was the gauge of
how much pressure I was applying to myself to do what someone else
wanted me to do, rather than what I wanted to do. Guilt was the emotion that
was trying to force me to compromise me in favour of them. The more aware
I became of what guilt actually meant to me, the easier it was to ignore it.
Who amongst us is brave enough to speak of our deepest needs? Who
amongst us even knows what our deepest needs are? While some who knew
me may have thought I always spoke up, in reality, what was intrinsically me
was often well hidden. I may have been adventurous in some areas, but when
it came to sharing at soul level, very few were trusted and allowed to know
me. Challenging myself to speak my deepest beliefs openly and honestly had
been the horizon that I had been journeying towards for many years.
To voice my wants and desires may not be accepted by others. Thinking
about them was too frustrating and feeling them was too painful; it was better
just to get on with life and forget about it all.
If I were to go on this pilgrimage, I would have to speak up for myself
and tell my family why it was so important for me to go. I would have to
make a choice for my needs instead of their needs. By 1995, I knew that I
needed sweeping change to enter my life and sweeping change meant radical
choices.
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It wasn’t so much a choice about whether I went to Israel or not, but a
choice about which set of consequences I wanted to live with. Did I want to
go on this trip and experience something totally new to me and if I did, was I
prepared to accept the consequence of that choice? The consequences were
extra physical work to earn the money, disapproval for leaving the family
and finding the courage to speak out about my needs.
If I chose not to go, I would have to live with the alternative
consequences: work hard and organize the trip for the other thirty-two
people, wave them good bye and feel isolated and angry that I had been left
behind. My life would continue on as normal, keeping everyone happy and
meeting their needs and forgetting about mine.
This was the first time I consciously chose for me, knowing that I would
be upsetting others, but also knowing that if I wanted my turn, I had to do
something about it myself.

I never thought about it until I began to write these stories, but menopause
literally was my opportunity to change my life. I never connected it with the
trip until now. Unlike a lot of people I know and hear about, change of life
came and went for me with almost no physical discomfort; the lifestyle
changes were another story. They were huge.
Menopause started for me early in 1995 as I began to work on the trip to
Israel. I had a few night sweats over a couple of weeks and eighteen months
later, menstruated one last time; it was all over. These dates in relation to
what was happening at the time were important. Early in 1995, I committed
to the most radical change in my life, which would culminate in the middle
of 1996 when I was introduced to new age thinking. During those months, I
would clear away the main childhood programmes that had dominated my
life for many years and be ready to reassess my religious beliefs and their
role in my future. If that wasn’t a huge change, then I was missing
something. But of course, I didn’t put it together in 1996.
Menopause is about change, not shut down. If we change at that time of
our life and redirect our creative ability from child bearing to some other
form of expressing our creative self, then that energy is transformed.
Menopause is our time to pause, reflect and rethink our lives. It is our
opportunity to express ourselves if we have failed to do so in the past. It is
our second chance.
Those eighteen months offered me the opportunity to turn my life around.
I did. That’s why I believe I had such an easy transition. I redirected my
creative energy and literally changed my life. I put aside what wasn’t
working and followed new paths. The creative power was still within. I
needed to redirect it, not suppress it. I needed to expand my creative abilities,
and not shut them down.
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Making such a radical choice in my favour definitely changed me. When I
came home from Israel, my son asked me to iron him a shirt.
‘I don’t do that anymore,’ I said. There were a lot of things I didn’t do
anymore.

Very few people in your life will give you permission to change because as
you change the dynamics, the relationship will change. You will treat others
differently as you begin to put yourself first. Putting yourself first is not
selfish. It is a necessity. As you begin to make choices that favour you, your
old survival patterns and outdated beliefs will rise up to meet and challenge
you. It’s your choice as to who wins.
In recent years, my husband said he resented the fact that I changed
because he felt that it backed him into a corner. ‘But,’ he said, ‘it was the
best thing you could have done for me.’
Not that my husband has embraced any of my current beliefs or even
knows what planet I come from or what dimension I live in these days, but
somehow it all works for us.

Life Lesson #33
In every situation I had a choice, but every choice had its own set of
consequences
Many of my clients over the years have told me that they don’t have a
choice. I believe they do. They have the ability to choose at any given
moment but everything they choose has its own unique consequences. What
people were actually saying to me was that they preferred the consequences
of one decision to the consequences of the other. They do have a choice.
They can choose between what will best serve them and what will best serve
another. They can choose between what they know and what they don’t
know. Changing my priorities and putting myself first literally changed my
life.
The first time I challenged my three dominant childhood patterns was the
hardest. I seemed to have a battle on my hands. They were about to be
displaced. They were fighting to survive and stay in control. I know now that
they can only be in control if you allow them to be. They still raise their
voices every so often, but the more I ignore them, the weaker they have
become.
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Something for you to think about:
Have you ever asked, ‘Is this all there is?’
Have you ever questioned, ‘When is it my turn?’
If you want something to change, you must do something differently.
What things are you able to do differently?
How able are you to stand up to the voices that contain you to your
childhood survival patterns? Is it possible for you to step outside of their
control?
What strategies are you going to use to achieve it?
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Israel, it was as though I had come home
In many ways, I likened the Israel trip to going home. I had been reading the
Bible for many years and had my favourite characters, stories and places. It
was like I was going in search of the family tree.
The trip was planned to follow the life of Jesus in a chronological order,
not forgetting the places of interest mentioned in the Old Testament.
One of the first places we visited was Mt Carmel, the place associated
with my greatest Old Testament hero, the prophet Elijahv. Forgive me for
telling his story in such detail, but it is so much my own story as well.

Elijah was a great and powerful prophet. He was forthright in speaking to the
king about his wife, Queen Jezebel, and her association with prophets of the
false god, Baal.
At the top of Mt Carmel where we were headed, Elijah had challenged
over four hundred prophets of Baal to a contest to decide which god was the
greater. Each camp would offer a bull as a burnt sacrifice. Fire from heaven
would decide which sacrifice was acceptable.
The prophets of Baal called on their god all day, but nothing happened.
As the day wore on, Elijah’s one prayer drew forth a fire, which consumed
the offering, the wood and the stones of the altar.
Because Elijah was so zealous, he had all of the false prophets of Baal
killed after the contest. The queen was furious and gave orders to have Elijah
killed. He fled. He ran all day into the wilderness, fell exhausted on his face,
and asked that he might die.
He wasn’t thinking about what he had just achieved, but about what he
hadn’t. In his mind, he was a failure because his great feat hadn’t succeeded
in converting the queen from the false god. Elijah had an ego problem that
needed attention before he could move to the next level of his work.
As he lay exhausted on the ground, wanting to die, he said to God, ‘I am
no better than my fore-fathers.’
Maybe he would never have consciously thought for a moment that he
was better than others, but in this moment of deep despair, his words told his
real story.

165

Elijah was that part of me who thought she was superior to others, maybe not
consciously, but somewhere deep within. In my doing to the least of them for
so many years, I had developed an ego that believed: If I can do it, why can’t
you?
Elijah was that part of me who was zealous for the cause and couldn’t
understand why others weren’t as well. The Elijah within hadn’t realized that
there was a fine line between zealous and fanatical, and that some of the
more zealous escapades I had undertaken in the name of God could be more
harmful than productive to my cause.

As Elijah lay on the ground wishing to die, an angel came to him and
comforted him, giving him food and drink to strengthen him for his journey.
‘Rise up and eat,’ the angel said. ‘Your journey is about to begin.’
Everything in his life to that point had merely been a preparation for the
great work to come. Had everything in my life to this point also only been a
preparation for what was to come?
He ate and drank, and as the story goes, he regained his strength, and
walked for forty days to a cave at Mt Horeb. The Word of the Lord came to
him once again, and directed him to go forth, and stand on the mountain.
The wind came and broke apart the mountain and cracked the rocks to
pieces, but the Lord was not in the wind. After the wind came an earthquake,
but the Lord was not in the earthquake. After the earthquake came a fire, but
the Lord was not in the fire. After the fire came a still small voice, and Elijah
covered his face for he recognized the power of the Lord in the quiet stillness
of subtle whisperings.
Elijah had to learn that gentleness, humility and compassion defeated fire
and brimstone. He needed to experience apparent failure to bring him to such
an understanding.
I had to learn the same thing. The power of strength and doing can destroy
like the wind, earthquake and fire. The power of being listens to quiet
murmurings, takes direction, and transforms without leaving devastation in
its wake.
Like Elijah, I had to move from great feats without, to even greater feats
within. I had to learn to play my part, and leave the results in God’s hands. I
had to learn to trust. I had to learn to focus on what I had done, not what I
hadn’t.
And as the bus drove slowly uphill through the wilderness, I felt the tears
running down my face. I too had experienced failure in my own mind, but I
had also felt the angel standing beside me saying, ‘Rise up and eat. Your
journey is about to begin.’
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Another place that left its indelible imprint was a statue of Mary, the mother
of Jesus, next to the place of the crucifixion. The expression carved into this
piece of wood was so intense that I could feel her pain.
I’m sure as she stood beneath the cross, she must have wondered:
Couldn’t you have done this some other way?
Maybe that’s the question many mothers ask their children, ‘Couldn’t you
have done it differently?’

Going to Israel was a major turning point for me; a new phase of my life was
about to begin. Everything to that point had been preparing me for what was
about to come.
And once again, I heard the angel say, ‘Rise up and eat. Your journey is
about to begin.’

Life Lesson#34
I had confused spirituality and religion; one was home where I belonged and
the other a transient dwelling I could move away from
Israel was a land of contrasts; there was the barren desert and the lush oasis,
the busy traffic of Jerusalem, and the solace of the holy places. The old and
the new, side by side; there was tradition and contemporary hand in hand,
making it a land of opposites.
In some of the places I have visited in recent years, I feel an instant
connection to the land as soon as my feet touch the earth. Israel and Hawaii
were two such places. Not having heard of energy vortexes at the time, I
wasn’t quite sure what the feeling was. The closest description I could find
was home. I had come home.

Home is a place of belonging; it is a place where treasures are safe and
everything precious is protected. It is deep within, sometimes hard to
discover; it is never lonely, for the heart is a constant companion.
On the other hand, my houses always had something of a transient nature
about them. I could change or relocate them when they no longer suited my
lifestyle. They were places I could move away from, leave far behind and
begin anew.
Had I got home and house confused somehow? Had I thought that
religion was my home, the place I belonged, when in reality it was only my
house, something that could be left behind when it no longer fulfilled my
needs?
I was being shown that the structure necessary to build a house would
eventually restrict the freedom that could be found in the home.
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Did I need to move out of the house I had built and finally move into my
own home? Was it time to move away from religion, and discover my own
philosophy? Did I need to dismantle the structure to allow me freedom?

Something for you to think about:
Do you have structures needing to be rearranged to allow you to
experience freedom? Are you ready to stand alone?
Are there doors to your heart that need unlocking, boundaries to be
dissolved, or fetters to be unchained?
Apparent failure was the softening I needed to enable me to see with
compassion and empathy. How has apparent failure served you?
Do you recognize strength and power in gentleness?
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So much in life is not important; death has a sobering impact
In a cycle about endings and new beginnings, death would be an expected
visitor. It has a sobering effect on most of us.
The death of my uncle, even though he was ninety years old, had a
profound impact on me. What would I be thinking when my turn came?
While he had lived in Australia for many years, he was an Irishman at
heart. He married my auntie later in life and they never had any children. He
always talked about his home country as if he had been there yesterday,
when in fact, it was over forty years before. He always wondered what had
happened to the family cottage he lived in as a child. Repeated inquiries to
his relatives in Ireland had not brought forth any information. I decided to go
to Ireland before I went to Israel. I would leave home a week early and meet
up with the group in London where the tour was beginning. I would go to
Ireland, find the cottage, and bring back the news that he had long awaited.
His Irish niece had been my pen-pal for many years when we were
children, so it was time to renew the acquaintance. She was wonderful. She
met me at Dublin airport and drove me around for the whole week. I would
never have found what I was looking for without her help. The country lanes
and farmhouses didn’t have names, nor did most of the wider streets.
She was hesitant about taking me to the cottage, but she eventually
agreed.
‘It’s a little overgrown,’ she mentioned as we got closer.
I was taking a video of the road and surrounding area as we approached.
As I got out of the car, I had to turn the camera off. I began to cry. My voice
doing the recording was faltering and I couldn’t speak.
A little overgrown was a gross under-estimation.
‘This will break Jack’s heart,’ I said, pushing through the tears.
I recognized the front door from a photograph I had seen but it was
covered in dead bushes and vines. It wasn’t accessible. The walls were
collapsing and the back doors had fallen off. There were a few stray animals
that called it home.
Once I composed myself, I continued making the video, explaining what I
was seeing in a much calmer voice. Even though I was filming the video, I
wasn’t sure if I was going to show it to anyone once I got home. I could
always say, ‘I couldn’t find the place.’
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I did give it to my uncle when I got home, explaining that it mightn’t be what
he expected. He watched it repeatedly for a few months. During that time, his
health deteriorated and about three months later, he was admitted to hospital.
His health hadn’t been good over many years, but now it was changing
rapidly.
Over the next four months, he gradually grew weaker and it soon became
obvious to all of us that he was dying. Over those months, I fed him every
evening and as I sat with him day after day, I began to think about death.
Maybe for the first time in my life, I began to seriously think about death.
He asked me one day how old he was. ‘Ninety,’ I said.
‘I can’t believe that ninety years can go so quickly,’ he replied.
As the weeks went by, his coughing increased. His vital organs were
shutting down and he was eventually diagnosed with pneumonia. His whole
body was bloated because his kidneys had ceased to work efficiently. He had
given up talking to most of the other relatives but would always find a few
words for me. I remember arriving late on a Monday afternoon to yet another
coughing spell. My auntie and my mother were sitting by the bed. They told
me he had barely spoken all afternoon. When he finally stopped coughing, he
said to me, ‘I’ve had enough.’
The others thought he was talking about the coughing. I knew what he
was really saying.
He was telling me that he’d had enough of his illness; he’d had enough of
living under these circumstances. He was telling me that his life was close to
its end; it was time to leave. He was ready to die. The following afternoon
when I arrived to feed him, I knew he would not be eating. I knew from his
breathing that he was close to leaving. When I left, I kissed him good-bye
and on that particular night, I didn’t say, ‘See you tomorrow.’ I knew I
wouldn’t. A few hours later, he passed over.

What was so important that I would remember this event as transformational
for years to come? My uncle’s death taught me:
Life is so short
So many things are not important
When I lay on my death bed, what will it be that I wished I had done?

If ninety years had passed so quickly for my uncle, then I would be
celebrating my 90th birthday before I could blink an eye. I was forty-nine
when he died in 1996.
If so many things in life were not important, then I needed to look
seriously at my life and my priorities. Maybe I needed to do some serious rearranging. I had to decide what was important to me and what had reached its
use-by date.
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Above all else, there was one question I asked myself over and over,
‘When I lay on my death bed, what will it be that I wished I had done?’
‘Nothing!’ was the answer that resounded in my ears, over and over and
over. I made up my mind there and then that as I was dying, I would not be
regretting anything. I would not be on my death bed wishing that I had done
such and such or so and so.
I would not be leaving this earth with any regrets or disappointments.
My life took on change once again, but now, change seemed much more
urgent.

The funeral was a great occasion. Previously, when my uncle had been in
hospital, an elderly Catholic chaplain came to visit him. It turned out that this
priest and my uncle had grown up together in Ireland. Even though the priest
was much younger, he had vivid memories of the things their families had
done together long ago even though my uncle was a Presbyterian.
The funeral was a wonderful opportunity to reminisce about old times.
The old priest began by telling Irish tales of their earlier times together, and
ended by singing a drinking song that was well-known in the pubs of Ireland.
I did the religious side of it and the eulogy. When it was over, I wanted to
clap. Of course there was sadness at the funeral, but there is always sadness
with joy. There is a perfect balance in everything if we take the time to pause
and look.
Within a few weeks, another friend died; it was the friend who had built
our second house. Death came so unexpectedly.
Would I be prepared when it came to my own door?

Life Lesson #35
The only way to have no regrets when I am dying is to live my life to the
fullest now
I’ve found that death is a subject often avoided, while others feel
uncomfortable around anyone who is dying. When I worked in the nursing
complex, one of my domestic staff was in hospital, dying of cancer. Her end
was coming quickly, and I thought it would be nice if one or two of her work
mates would visit her while she was still conscious. Nobody would come
with me. They said they would prefer to remember her as she was. I thought
that was a cop-out, but if you can’t deal with your own death, you won’t be
able to deal with someone else’s. I went on my own.
She looked so peaceful all tucked up in white sheets and comfortable
pillows. Her face was serene. An air of calmness filled the room. Her gentle
smile expressed her gratitude. It was such a difference to the hard-working
cleaner I knew. She was about to reap her rewards and somehow she knew
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all was well. There was no better way I would have chosen to remember her.
It was strange how paths cross. I first met her many years before when I had
taught her children religion at school.

Something for you to think about:
So many things in life are not important. Do you need to re-arrange your
priorities? Is there anything you need to let go of? Is there anything needing
to be said?
Life is so short in comparison to eternity, but time is not the issue. We
have all the time we need to achieve what we came for. Evolution is the
issue. Are you using your energy to evolve and reach your potential?
Is everything in place so that you are ready to leave at short notice? Now
is the time to prepare so that when you say your final good-bye, you will
have no regrets, for you will know that you have lived and loved to the
fullest.
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I was certain I wasn’t co-dependent, even though I had
absolutely no idea what that meant
My introduction to the new age philosophy came through a parishioner when
I was working as a parish secretary. She had taken me to lunch, which lasted
all of six hours, and given me four books, written by Stuart Wilde, as a thank
you for something I had done for her.
In the course of the conversation, we were talking about a local religious
sister who had several degrees in theology and other subjects. The subject
moved quickly on to discussing spiritual journeys. My friend had suggested
that before anyone began such a journey, they needed to read The Celestine
Prophecy. I somehow got confused and thought that the religious sister had
recommended that everyone should read this book before they began.
Always open to the next spiritual adventure, I phoned the sister to inquire
about the book. She had never heard of anything by that name.
‘It’s such a strange title, dear,’ she commented. ‘Are you sure you have
the information correct?’
At least the Universe had got my attention. I went and bought it
immediately. My children had already read it but never mentioned it me.
They had also discovered The Way of the Peaceful Warrior and never
mentioned that either. I was taking my first steps into a totally new world.
I began reading again with passion. At last I had found something to
interest me. I quickly discovered authors who I liked and pursued my new
interest with fervour. I had only read a few novels since 1983 after I had
reached saturation point with religious content. I had finally opened the door
to philosophies and possibilities outside of religion and church. It was the
middle of 1996.
When the student is ready, the teacher appears, so the saying goes. This
student must have been ready, because many teachers in many disguises
began to appear almost simultaneously.
Before long, my attention was drawn to Spirit guides. I had some vague
idea about who they were, but I had never spoken to them. Saints and angels
were about the only ones on the other side that I communicated with. I was
also introduced to energy healing, which brought with it concepts that I
hadn’t experienced before. I had come across the laying on of hands in
relation to healing in the church, but this energy work was something
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altogether different. Healing, as I understood it, had always been associated
with the physical body, western medicine and drugs. All of a sudden, it was
connected to the non-physical realm and heat pouring out of someone’s
hands.

At this time, a well-intentioned person was trying to contact someone I knew
who had severe back pain. They wanted to pass on information about a
practitioner who had helped them considerably with pain relief. However, the
person in question was only interested in western methods. I somehow was
the go-between.
As the phone calls persisted, I became interested. There wasn’t too much
information given about what would happen at a consultation, so one day I
asked, ‘Is this some sort of energy healing?’
‘Yes,’ the person replied. I instantly knew that the perseverance was to
get my attention, no one else’s. I would be the one going to see this
practitioner. These phone calls had been for me.
I remember sitting down at this woman’s desk and saying, ‘I don’t exactly
know why I’m here, but I knew I had to come and see you.’ It wasn’t too
long before I was in tears talking about my father.
What was all that about? I wondered, not realizing how much had been
suppressed and held beneath the surface over the years.
I had a slight back ache, more discomfort, just between my shoulder
blades. It was a good place for someone to have stabbed me in the back. She
said she would do some healing on it.
I lay face down on her massage table and she put her hands on my back.
Heat immediately poured from her hands.
This is really cool, I thought. I hadn’t experienced anything like it before.
As she stood there, she proceeded to describe a guide who was standing
next to me. That was cool as well. I hadn’t experienced anything like that
before either.
When it was finished and I once again sat at her table, she asked me if I
knew about spirit guides. As fate would have it, about two days before I had
found a little book and read all about spirit guides, so with all the confidence
in the world I answered, ‘Yes.’
So far, the consultation had included energy healing and a description of
one of my guides. I wondered what else I was there for.
I’m not sure how we got around to it, but the subject of co-dependence
came up. She suggested I read Codependent No More by Melody Beattie. I
didn’t really have any idea what co-dependency was and I didn’t think for a
moment I had it, but I bought the book and began reading it. While the book
had an emphasis on alcoholism, I was able to glean from it information that
was very relevant to me.
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Sometimes what is said isn’t what you hear. I’m sure you have said
something to someone and they have taken it a different way and heard
something totally different. Maybe when someone says something to you,
you also take a different meaning to what was inferred, but either way, you
hear what you are meant to hear.
As I read the book, I was hearing that I was co-dependent. My good days
were dependent upon whether people close to me were having good days as
well. If they had good days, I had good days. If they had bad days, I had bad
days. My state of mind, happiness and peace was dependent on someone else
and their state of mind. My peace of mind didn’t exist apart from what others
were doing to me.
I needed to learn that I could exist in a peaceful state of mind. Happiness
didn’t depend on who was doing what to me. I could be happy, even if those
around me weren’t happy. That was another of my light bulb experiences.
All big changes don’t come at workshops and conferences. Life-changing
impacts can hit you in the most powerful ways through the simplest means.
I was beginning to learn that my quality of life depended on my state of
mind, and my state of mind was under my control, not anyone else’s.
A few hours later, I ran into my sister at the local shops. I told her where I
had been and what had just happened. I asked her if she had ever heard of
spirit guides. Of course she had. She had been reading about ancient
civilizations and trying alternative therapies and medicines for years. She
could answer just about any question I had.
This simple conversation on the footpath outside these shops opened up a
completely new relationship between us. Maybe she had never talked about
all of her alternative experiences because I had been locked into church and
religion for so many years and had developed tunnel vision without knowing.
Once I opened the door, the dynamics of our relationship changed.

Life Lesson #36
My happiness and peace of mind do not depend on someone else
For many years, I had let what was going on around me have a profound
effect upon me. I was being moulded by the emotions of others without
knowing what was happening. I began to realize that just because someone
else was having a bad day, I didn’t have to have one as well. I could step
outside of the emotional turmoil that others lived in. It only became my issue
if I allowed it to.
I had obviously reached the point in my life where I was able to separate
myself from another’s emotions and be more objective. I was finally strong
enough to address the deeper issues in my life, the ones that I had been
hiding from for many years.
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I never went looking for my first new age literature; it was given to me. I
never went chasing an experience in energy healing; it also presented itself.
When this student was ready, the teachers appeared. I was now ready, and it
wasn’t just a new day dawning, it was a new era altogether.

Something for you to think about:
Does your peace of mind depend on what someone else is doing or
saying? Does your good day depend upon someone else having a good day as
well? It doesn’t have to.
Victimhood is something we fall in and out of all day. Do you recognize
when you become a victim?
Another person’s lessons are not necessarily yours. Are you able to
support others without being overwhelmed in the process?
When the time is right for something new to come into your life, it will
continue to reappear until you take notice of it. How does the Universe
attract your attention?
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Every family has its critical age, and twenty-five was ours
I had never heard about critical ages until a friend gave me a book that talked
about how every family has a special age that something happened at.
Twenty-five seemed to be the age for our family. Everyone in the family had
something profound happen either at the age of twenty-five, or on the 25th of
the month. We had been married on the 25th of the month, the day of my
parent’s 25th wedding anniversary. My mother married when she was twentyfive. I turned a Catholic on the 25th June, and graduated from College on the
25th June many years later. Our first child was born when I was twenty-five,
and my husband began insulin injections at that age. Twenty-five was a
major turning point in my life.
When I began exploring energy healing, natural therapies and personal
development, I really had no idea what I was doing, what might happen, or
ultimately what I was hoping to achieve. I had not read or studied
psychology, and I had no concept of suppressed emotions, the subconscious
or behavioural patterns. Freud and Jung were names of people who belonged
in another world.
Once again, my sister had found something interesting, and I thought I
would go along and try it out. The therapy was called Body Talk, something
I had never heard of. I can remember being on a massage table, and the
practitioner was asking questions. I think she was asking the Universe or my
innate wisdom questions on my behalf. I know I had to hold certain spots on
my face or somewhere, and breathe. Then she began working with my age.
She started young, and as she got to twenty-three, I was feeling
uncomfortable. At twenty-four, I was responding and at twenty-five, I had
my hands over my ears screaming hysterically, ‘No, no, no!’
The only thing I can remember thinking was, What if I can’t stop?
It seemed like the sobbing lasted for ever. The only thing I was conscious
of was the practitioner’s voice repeating my name. I was extremely
distressed, shaking my head from side to side, while my whole body shook
and trembled.
Eventually, the sound of my name calmed me and brought me back to the
room. I had no idea what had happened. Trying to make light of it, I sort of
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joked, ‘I didn’t like being twenty-five, did I?’ I was very shaken by what had
happened.
‘I hope nobody was outside listening to all of that,’ I followed up.

Obviously something had happened at age twenty-five, because a similar
reaction was to occur a few years later.
I had gone to a healing day to learn about different modalities, and I was
lying on a massage table. The teacher had diverged from the subject several
times and was standing near me, talking about how I protected myself –
something to do with my left shoulder. She must have known that something
unusual was about to happen, as she backed away three times, and each time
I asked her to continue. She too began working with my age, and as she got
close to twenty-four, I was feeling uncomfortable. At twenty-five, I sat up,
turned to her and said, ‘I didn’t like being this age the last time I did this.’
When she got to twenty-six, I almost threw myself off the bed.
My body was now half way down the bed with my legs hanging over the
end. I felt as though I was a skeleton, stretched out straight, about thirty
centimetres above the bed. Every bone felt like it was in its right place, but
disconnected from the others, and my body was shaking violently. I don’t
think I would have been able to consciously make such movements.
Something was happening that I didn’t understand. It lasted for what seemed
like forever, but was only a few minutes. We were working in pairs, and
when I calmed down, I said to my partner, ‘If my head had turned around
three times, I would swear I just had an exorcism.’
The teacher agreed with my ideas of what had happened. I cried for about
two hours, and was extremely disoriented for another two weeks. I had no
idea that I had anything stored somewhere deep inside that needed to be
released. Was it trapped energy, suppressed emotions or part of me that I had
denied? Whatever was happening, I didn’t understand it, but believed some
sort of healing had taken place.
I was very unsettled for a few weeks, so I decided to go and see a psychic
healer who my sister knew. There was nothing outstanding about the reading,
but the lady mentioned my twenty-five year old son about four times. I didn’t
have a twenty-five year old son at the time, but I was interested in her
persistence, and thought, What happened when he was twenty-five?
The plane crash of course!
One of my sons was a pilot and began flying in the highlands of New
Guinea. This was the Leo cub who didn’t have any brushes with death as a
child. He saved it all until he grew older. It is said, If you can survive flying
in that country, you will be able to fly anywhere in the world. That was to be
truer than anyone knew.
After working in New Guinea for some months, his plane crashed as he
was coming in to land. The strip was nothing more than a dirt track on the
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side of the mountain often surrounded by low cloud. He rang me later that
afternoon after he had left the hospital to tell me about it. I took the news
quite well, until I saw the photo on the front page of the newspaper. I cried
for nearly three days. How could anyone have survived a plane that was
upside down and broken into pieces.
He told me he had lost consciousness as the plane hit the tree tops. Once
again, angels were on duty. Some years before, when he still lived at home,
he was at a pub and found a plain gold ring on the floor. Nobody seemed to
own it, so he wore it for many years. He said that the last thing he
remembered as the plane was coming down was this ring being caught on
something.
It seemed that the ring had got caught, and helped to release the seat belt,
which made it easier for him to get out of the plane. He survived with a burn
the size of a twenty cent piece on his arm. Nothing was broken, nor was the
passenger hurt.
Within a few weeks, he was flying again. He was twenty-five at the time
of the crash.
The psychic healer went on to say that she kept seeing him moving from
one dimension to another. Back and forth he went between these two places.
She didn’t understand what it meant, but the plane crash explained
everything. He could well have died, but chose to come back. The movement
between the two places was somehow the point of his choosing. She
explained, ‘In the crash, the slate was wiped clean for him to begin again.
That’s why he’s behind everyone else; he’s a late starter.’
The crash happened in the first year of a new cycle in his life. It certainly
heralded a new beginning in more ways than one.

Life Lesson #37
I can suppress my emotions, but eventually they will rise up to meet me
In recalling my two healing episodes at the age of twenty-five, it was obvious
that something deeply emotional occurred at a time when I wasn’t ready to
face it. Around that age, I can remember thinking that life wasn’t going to
deliver to me what I had expected, and marriage certainly wasn’t anything
like I had hoped it would be. With motherhood approaching, I needed to
ignore my unhappiness and disillusionment, and get on with life. Suppressing
my emotions seemed the only way to deal with them at the time. I didn’t
realise that they would sit somewhere, waiting to reappear at some future
date.

Many years later, I spent a week at a personal development course. On the
first evening, a volunteer was required, and I was always willing to put my
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hand up. I was asked to kneel on the floor, bash a pillow with my fists, and
scream. That didn’t seem all that difficult. My first attempt was met with the
comment, ‘You can do better than that.’
‘I’ve never screamed in my life,’ I replied.
Taking a deep breath, I tried again.
As I screamed, I found words pouring out of my mouth; they were the
exact words I had said to someone a few years before. The words might have
been spoken out loud, but the emotion had been well and truly buried. This
was the emotion coming out, and it was leaving none of its fury to the
imagination.
‘Wow!’ I said. ‘I thought I’d dealt with that.’
Many people have told me that they have dealt with certain issues. After
some of my experiences, I have to wonder if they really have. Emotions are
like a light-house beacon, drawing attention to something that needs to be
addressed. They can arise in a moment, and also be dispelled just as quickly.
So, when we suppress them and refuse to let them lead us to the problem
needing to be addressed, they will disappear, but the problem will remain.
They will most certainly re-appear to be addressed some time later, often
many years later.
When you are deeply emotional and your response could be described as
irrational, it’s usually not what is happening at that time that is the issue. It is
more likely that something that has been sitting unresolved for many years
has been stimulated, and is re-appearing. Usually suppressed emotions come
up with intense fury as they have been held in for so long.

Something for you to think about:
What is the critical age for your family? Is there a consistent age when
something happened to several family members?
Are there any emotions, that you have pushed down, that might rise to
meet you one day? It’s better to deal with them on your terms, rather than to
wait for someone to trigger them for you at an inopportune moment.
Some people are not able to accept responsibility for their own actions, so
they blame others. Have you ever been the outlet for another’s emotions? It
may have been the catalyst to something bigger and better for you. What did
you learn from it?
Some suppressed emotions are cleared through cathartic experiences, but
now, as I work in this field myself, I know it can be done in a much gentler
way. When you are ready, ask an angel to lead you to the perfect person to
help you clear them calmly.
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Developing new skills, writing my first book
In 1997, I was still employed as a parish secretary. I knew changes would
soon be made in my work place and I was concerned that I would be out of a
job. At fifty years of age, the prospect of being unemployed was extremely
uncomfortable. I can remember sitting at my computer in absolute horror. I
made a commitment to myself that day that I would take responsibility for
myself and not rely on anyone to support me in the future.
So where did that leave me?
I decided that anyone who wanted to be financially independent must get
involved in multi-level marketing. That was all I could think of. I sent away
for every possible opportunity I could find, from selling fake perfumes to a
betting system that was guaranteed to make me money. I also came across
some guys in Adelaide who were promoting direct marketing. They said that
mail order was the way to make money and information was what people
want.
And going even further, if I could come up with my own information, I
would do very well. That sounded all very interesting, but what information
did I have that other people would pay money for?
With some encouragement from these people, I decided that I would write
a book.
At the time, I was compiling three newsletters almost weekly and I was
always looking for some meaningful saying to fill a space. I decided to write
my own book of sayings.
I brought everyone I had ever known to mind, thought about what they
had taught me, and summed it up in a sentence or two. I divided these
sayings into thirteen categories, formatted the chapters, had someone draw a
picture for the front cover, and took it to the printers.
Walking up to the counter at the printers was one of the most challenging
moments I have ever put myself through. Did I really think that anyone
would pay money to read this stuff?
Who do you think you are kidding, the voice within jeered.

I also purchased a direct marketing advertising course from these people.
This would be a good test to see if I could put into practice what I had learnt
about marketing. I decided to target schools throughout Australia. Schools
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usually put out newsletters and maybe they were also looking for a thought
for the day to put on the staff notice boards. It seemed like a good group to
begin with.
I formulated my brochure and advertising letter, keeping in mind that
twelve replies out of one hundred leads is a good response. My first mail out
of one hundred letters sold one book. I needed to make some changes. The
second mail out sold a few more. I kept fine-tuning the marketing letter until
after a few months, I averaged around forty-seven sales on one hundred post
outs. The most sales I made were fifty-two for one hundred advertising
letters. Not bad for a beginner, I congratulated myself.
When I look back and think about how differently I understood and
explained things then, I know I must honour the me of that time, because she
was an integral part of who I am today. That particular me was just beginning
to evolve into a new spirituality and a greater awareness. Ten years after I
wrote the book, I re-evaluated all the sayings and realized how differently I
saw life and how differently I would describe those same people and events
today.
Something to Think About was the name of the book. The first draft was
ready for my sister to proofread in August, 1997. The date is easy to
remember because it was the weekend I attended level I and II Reiki. Little
did I realize that Something to Think About, Reiki and my future in
reflexology were all interconnected just waiting for the perfect time to unfold
and reveal themselves to me.

My sister had invited me to a Reiki weekend. I was still very connected to
the church and hadn’t heard of Reiki. Before I agreed to go, I asked my
husband what the church thought about it. There had been a lengthy article
published about it in the local Catholic newspaper the week before. With
nothing overly negative being said about it, I decided to join the group.
There were about eight people at the weekend course, all with different
stories. One elderly gentleman had recently completed a course in
reflexology to help his wife in her disability. I knew very little about
reflexology at that time. The weekend was interesting, and filled with new
experiences. Some of the meditations took me to places of stillness and of
being, places I had never experienced or visited before. The weekend came
and went and I got on with life.

Three months later, I had my book printed and ready to sell. The Reiki
Master had taken a stand at a Mind Body Spirit festival and was asking
anyone who had anything to promote if they wanted to be part of her space to
share the cost. I went along with my books, not that I sold many copies, but it
was a good experience.
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Since the Reiki weekend, I had been taking a little more notice of
alternative therapies and thought that if I studied any particular one, it would
be kinesiology. As fate would have it, the elderly gentleman who had been at
the Reiki weekend visited the stand and began talking to me about
reflexology, its benefits, and where to study it. I had no interest in
reflexology, let alone studying it. He was insistent. He literally took me by
the hand to the reflexology stand, introduced me to the principal of the
reflexology college and put an application form in my hand. All the time I
was thinking, I don’t want to learn reflexology.
Being a weekend festival, I was back on the stand again the following
day. This time, I took more notice of what was going on. There were no
queues waiting for kinesiology, Reiki, massage or many of the other
alternative therapies, but there was a queue waiting to have their feet done.
The market was telling me that reflexology was more popular than any other
therapy at the festival. If I was going to study anything, then it may be in my
best interests to follow the market. Not that I ever had any intention of
making it my career when I began but then, some of our best laid plans can
go astray. I enrolled in the reflexology course before I had ever had my feet
done. So began another episode on my life journey.
What I didn’t know when I wrote Something to Think About was that it
would fund all the study I was about to undertake. I had discovered what my
sale percentage was, so when a module in the course was due for payment, I
would send out a certain number of advertising letters, knowing how many
sales they would bring in and how much money I would make.
I was beginning to allow my creative self to support me.

Life Lesson #38
I needed to believe that I had something of value to offer others
I will never forget the moment I walked into the printers with my book. I
wanted to have it printed, but I wanted to run and hide at the same time. I
thought they would be laughing at me behind my back once I left.
Thankfully, the person I always dealt with when I needed to have it reprinted
was always nice to me. I would most probably have given up if he wasn’t.
We are all very creative, but all too often we don’t have confidence in
ourselves and our abilities. I always thought that I didn’t have a creative bone
in my body. I could reproduce something well, but that was as far as I
thought it went. I have learnt differently. We might just need a mentor in the
beginning to show us how to allow our own creativity to flow.
While I only spoke to the two men in Adelaide about direct marketing a
few times, they were all I needed to encourage me to believe in myself and
do something with what I had discovered.
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Something for you to think about:
We all have information that can inspire and encourage others. How do
you share yours?
You may have creative talents that were squashed when you were a child.
Can you find the confidence to reconnect with them and put them on display
for others to see?
Sometimes others can recognize our creativity long before we can. In the
process of fine-tuning it, we can become lost in self-criticism and give up.
What do others see in you that you don’t?
If you don’t believe in yourself, then how can you expect others to?
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I wasn’t trying to find excuses; I wanted to understand my
behaviour
It would be easy to avoid this story because it was so out of character for me,
and if I had not grown in some way, I would be too embarrassed to talk about
it.
After the Reiki weekend, I began to think that I might go to a particular
new age shop that my sister visited often. I had never been brave enough to
go inside one. New age philosophy had been as opposite to me as black is to
white or good is to bad. I felt like I would be stepping into another world. I
had a fear of standing out and being so obviously different that people would
think I was strange. I eventually summoned the courage to go into the shop.
My visit triggered such a response from deep within that it stunned me.

My life was busy, bordering on frantic. I hadn’t quite learnt about balance at
that point. As usual, on this particular day I was rushing, trying to fit in way
too much. On the spur of the moment as I drove past this shop, I decided to
stop and go in.
At first glance, everything seemed ordinary enough. There were lots of
books, crystals, candles, some strange statues I didn’t understand, and the
woman who owned it seemed normal. I browsed around and chose a book on
Reiki. When I went to pay for it, the price was more expensive than it was
marked. I became suspicious.
It was as though I was expecting something untoward to happen to me the
minute I stepped inside this place. As I asked her about the difference in
price, I became obsessed with her eyes, especially the whites of her eyes. The
pupils seemed so small and the whites were so large. All I seemed to see was
the whites of her eyes. I was beginning to become frightened. Frightened
didn’t last very long and soon I was totally freaked out. All I could focus on
was the whites of her eyes and all I could hear ringing in my ears was: The
gypsies are going to get you. Don’t let the gypsies get you.
I had no idea what was happening to me. I could feel my heart pounding
and my shortness of breath was distressing me. I just wanted to take the book
and get out of there. As I walked towards the door, I realized that the ring I
wore every day was not on my hand. All logic, rationale and common sense
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aside, I was utterly convinced that somehow this gypsy had slipped the ring
off my finger when she gave me the book and sales receipt with some sleight
of hand that only gypsies were good at.
I caused a scene.
I caused a huge scene.
As fate would have it, just at that precise moment, my sister walked
through the door of the shop. She was a frequent customer and knew the
owner well. My sister didn’t know I would be there and she certainly didn’t
expect to walk into the performance I was putting on. She came to my aid,
reassuring the owner that I didn’t normally carry on like this and there must
be an explanation.
I left the shop convinced that I had just had my ring stolen. I drove off but
I still had the gypsy warning resounding in my ears. I needed to calm down,
so I stopped the car and sat for a few minutes. In those few minutes, I looked
at my wrist and saw that my watch was missing as well.
What had I just done?
Had my life become so frantic that I couldn’t recall what I was doing or
not doing? Was my life so out of control that I couldn’t remember that I had
forgotten to put my watch and ring on that morning?
I had to apologize.
I drove back to the shop; my sister was still there having a treatment in
one of the therapy rooms. I offered my apology with no excuses or
explanations. The owner invited me in to where my somewhat bewildered
sister was, asked me if I was alright, and then offered me a seat and a glass of
water. I felt inexpressible embarrassment. I remember saying that I had just
written a book and the very first quote in it was: Your ego will survive a
lesson in humility. My ego had just had a huge lesson in humility. Actually, I
had just experienced a huge learning curve on many levels in an instant.
I had always thought that Christians, especially Catholics, had a
monopoly on compassion and forgiveness. In my very first new age
adventure, I learnt the exact opposite.
I also learnt that if I were to become involved in a more open philosophy
than religion, I had to have more control over my mind and imagination.
That day, I found within myself courage and strength that I hadn’t known
before. I recognized integrity. I could easily have gone home and put the
episode behind me, but I knew that I needed to accept responsibility for what
I had said and done, and face the consequences. I cried in disbelief for the
next three days at how rude I had been. It was all part of the healing process.

A few months later, I read two books written by Rosemary Altea. She spoke
of a similar type of out of character experience where a past life event had
been triggered and her reaction was inappropriate. I began to understand
what had happened and stopped judging myself. I wasn’t looking for excuses
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for my behaviour, I was looking to understand it and from the peace of mind
that followed reading that book, I believed that I was on the right track. I
began to understand that hidden deep within my cells is a memory that, when
triggered, can impact in a very real way upon my everyday life. Whether that
memory is from my childhood or from a time beyond childhood doesn’t
matter. It’s there. If that memory is holding fear within me or holding me
back in any way, it needs to surface and be healed so that I can move on.
Catholicism had definite beliefs about reincarnation and for many years, I
held fast to them. It was something I had never considered and for all intents
and purposes, I could not ever see myself taking it seriously. It didn’t fit in
with my belief system, but I was reaching the point in my life where I was
beginning to rethink many of my Catholic beliefs. A lot of what I had learnt
through religion was not making sense anymore.

Life Lesson #39
My ego will survive a lesson in humility
As we listen and act on our intuition, our mind and logic begin to lose
control. Some small part of the ego dies every time we take away its power.
It could well feel that it has to fight for its life. The mind is in absolute panic,
trying every means possible to regain control. Under such stress, it is
understandable that we might do some things that are totally illogical.
I seemed to enter most new experiences through a baptism of fire. Who
would have thought that walking into a shop would trigger such a response
within? Obviously something much deeper that I didn’t understand had
surfaced. I had stepped into the unknown. Would I have the courage to
continue?
I never did anything by halves. The pace of my life needed attention. How
could I be putting so much into a day that I couldn’t remember what I was
doing?

Something for you to think about:
Are you living your life at a pace that you cannot sustain? Are you trying
to do too much? Have you ever stopped and wondered why you are doing
this to yourself? What are you trying to prove and who to?
When you react without rationale or reason, how readily are you able to
apologize for the inappropriate response?
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Do you ever think about the rules of life you follow and where they came
from? Did you inherit them or form them for yourself? Holding on to
patterns that you know are no longer of service to you can draw difficult
circumstances to yourself to help you let them go.
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Other philosophies, the blindfold was about to be taken off
The Reiki Master who had attuned me to level I and II had decided to have a
celebration with all her past and present students as a way of saying thank
you. If I paid attention, this would turn out to be one of my special days.
The Reiki attunement in 1997 not only opened the pathway to college and
reflexology, but it opened my mind and changed my direction.
I had spent my life immersed in my own religion except for helping my
daughter with an assignment in the study of religion some years earlier. I had
no recollection of meeting Buddhists, Hindu or even Jewish people, let alone
psychics and clairvoyants; my plane of experience was anything but broad.
Going to the Buddhist centre for this celebration day was a horizon I had
never broached. I wondered if all those strange statues were compatible with
my Christian beliefs. The Catholic Church had many statues, but that was
different. I understood their stories. Ignorance was a blindfold I had chosen
not to take off.

The morning was quite fun. One of the gifts the Reiki Master had hoped to
give to this gathering was to help us increase and trust our intuition. We
divided into smallish groups and each had a pack of inspirational cards. We
had to ask a question about ourselves, pick up about six cards, and tell a story
from the pictures and words on the cards. I picked my cards, trusted my
intuition, and told my story so quickly that I even surprised myself.
As I listened to the others, this exercise seemed to be more psychic than
intuitive, because the stories were so accurate. I thought psychic powers only
belonged to special people. I couldn’t believe that I might be able to do the
same.
After lunch, a guide took us up to the temple and explained one statue in
particular, the Buddha of Compassion, with many arms and many eyes. To a
closed mind, the arms and eyes made no sense, but to an open one, the
explanation was simple - many eyes to see the pain and needs of this world,
and many arms and hands to reach out with compassion.
Compassion, I thought, that’s what’s missing.
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At lunch that day, I was comparing the group I was presently with to the ones
I had mixed with over the years. My older friends seemed to lack dynamic
direction and control of their life. There was never any consideration that
they had any psychic gifts, let alone used them. There was a sense of
disempowerment around them. They were good living people, keeping the
commandments as best they could and attending church. They were
embracing their own sicknesses, and reaching out in compassion to their
fellow human beings. Compassionate was the one word I would use to
describe them.
On the other hand, this group I was with appeared to have a far greater
sense of direction, purpose and personal power than I had experienced
before, but they weren’t particularly friendly or inclusive. They were
somewhat self-opinioned and not particularly interested in listening to each
other.
What if I could embrace the positives of both groups within myself?
What if I could combine personal power, psychic ability and self-direction
with compassion, caring and generosity? If all these energies worked
together rather than against each other, the point of balance would be a place
I would like to be at.
I was being shown opposites, and at the same time, I was being shown
possibility and potential. I was being shown that I could take what I had
learnt from the past, and use it in my future. Just because I was about to
follow a different path, didn’t mean I had to leave everything behind. I just
needed to do a little sorting and take along what would benefit me.
I’d recently had a profound lesson that new age people could be
compassionate and forgiving. Compassionately powerful could be a possible
path worth following.
I would have to be compassionate on many levels not just on the physical
sense. I would have to develop compassion and empathy for the beliefs of
others as well - not just religious beliefs, but everything that others held
sacred.
My value judgments would have to cease. I would have to put my theory
of right judgment into practice. I would have to allow others to be. I would
have to learn to focus on the deeper meaning rather than only see the
superficial. I would have to expand my vision to see perfection in all of
creation. I would have to look at life differently.
I was learning that looking at life differently could be easier than I
expected if I opened my mind a little and took the time to understand what
was hidden in other people’s beliefs. The statue was a perfect example.

As time passed and I became interested in other statues, I began to recognize
symbolism all around me. Life was full of symbols and parables; it was only
when I paused to consider them that I would be able to unravel their
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mysteries. Maybe in some way the lessons of this day helped to open my
mind to the signs and meaning of astrology, which would enchant me in the
future. Maybe this day helped me to look past the obvious physical
expression of life to what was hidden. Maybe this was the day that opened
the door to the metaphysical. Everything was a part of everything else, and if
I took the time to look, it was so obvious I couldn’t miss it.
This day was to be another turning point. Compassionate power was
calling to me. I had learnt enough about power at this stage of my life to
know the harm it could do, but I had never thought about the good it could
do. I had experienced power wielded over another many times, but extending
power combined with compassion to another would be something else.

Life Lesson # 40
I needed to reserve my judgment until I had all the facts
I realized on this day that I rejected things because I didn’t understand them.
There were many things that I had refused to look at and consider because I
didn’t understand them. It wasn’t about taking the time to learn about them.
It was about opening my mind to possibilities.
I was living my life back to front. I was rejecting without adequate
information. I needed to consider a few more possibilities. Look at them
from a distance if I had to, for as long as I had to, so that when I rejected
them, at least I would have some idea what I was closing out of my life.
Once I considered, looked and understood, I began to find wisdom in places I
had never considered before.

Something for you to think about:
What new groups and ideas are you being drawn towards? Sometimes
what you believe is a barrier to where you are going.
What might be of benefit to you if you took a closer look? You will never
understand something if you don’t at least consider it to be a possibility.
If there is something or someone you don’t like, you may be focusing
only on their negatives. Find the positives; they are there somewhere. Focus
on them and see if that changes how you feel.
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Back to college, a student of reflexology
After being introduced to reflexology at the Mind Body Spirit festival, I
decided to begin the course. I don’t know what I thought I would do with the
knowledge, but in the beginning, I certainly wasn’t planning on making it my
career. Going to college at night fitted perfectly into the family dynamics.
My husband usually went to bed straight after tea, so it wasn’t as if my
company would be missed.
I began to mix with women who had completely opposite ideas to just
about everybody I had ever met in the past. I was thankful that I had read
some new age literature and gone to a few workshops, or I might have found
the differences too confronting.
Everything that had gone before was setting me up for what was to come.
The order of my life had been perfect, and I was getting closer to
understanding that concept.

After I attended the first night at college, I thought I had better go along at
least once and have a reflexology treatment so I would know what it was all
about.
By far the biggest challenge of the course was the massage module. I had
been very good at keeping others at a distance and massage was well out of
my comfort zone. I didn’t know much about anatomy and physiology either.
I can remember thinking in one of my more confused moments: This may as
well be in another language.
Will I ever learn this, I wondered. That depended on how much I wanted
to. It’s interesting what a spirit of perseverance and reading a book a few
times can clarify.

Some of the people I met and the way they thought stretched me somewhat.
One girl had RSI but didn’t want it to heal. She wanted to be paid out from
her company and receive enough money to set herself up before she found a
second job. I’d never met anyone who wanted to hold on to discomfort
before. I was realizing how cut off from the real world I had become.
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I hadn’t done an exam or written an assignment since leaving school
thirty-two years earlier. I had read, but not studied. I was beginning to realize
there was a difference.
The supervised clinic with practical work was uncomfortable. I felt I was
invading a person’s privacy by asking personal questions, but this was
something I would have to do later, so I had better get used to it.

I have successfully run my own reflexology practice since 1999. When I
began to write my stories and put them into my time line, I was surprised to
find that reflexology didn’t fall into the first or last year of a cycle. I realized
that reflexology was to be the foundation for what was to come. It would be
the stepping stone to something else I would do.
Before I could move on to the next phase of my life, I needed to be able to
stay grounded. I needed to visit the spiritual realms, discover information,
bring it back, and make it work for me in my daily life. Spiritual practices
were fine as long as they made a difference to my everyday life. If they
didn’t, they were nothing more than an escape from the harsh reality of the
world. Ironically, Pisces is said to be the most spiritual sign of the zodiac,
and it also rules the feet; that seemed a perfect place to build a foundation for
the work that was to come, not that I knew about it yet.
Reiki introduced me to reflexology, which opened the doors to everything
esoteric. Reflexology would make it possible for me to explore this new
stimulating wonderland and stay living as a practical, stable and grounded
person at the same time. It would also teach me about anatomy and
physiology, which would be essential to how I would think and work in the
future. Knowing how the body worked on the physical level would be the
means to understanding what was happening on the metaphysical.
Eighteen months came and went quickly and I gained my Certificate IV
on the 25th June, 1999. A new era in my life was about to begin. Thirty-four
years previously on the 25th June, I had turned a Catholic, when another
profound change took place. Connecting the two dates brought tears.
Was my life about to turn upside down again? I would have to wait and
see. One of the clients at the supervised clinic had said to me, ‘Don’t give up
your day job now that you’re finished.’
I hadn’t thought about it till then, but maybe that was the Universe once
again throwing down the gauntlet. I could never resist picking it up.

Once I had decided to open a reflexology practice, I couldn’t wait to get
started, part-time to begin with, and I’d see where that led to.
The dilemma: Where do I begin? I had come to know many people in the
area where I was working as a secretary, and then again, I knew many more
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around where I lived. I was becoming more comfortable asking the Universe
for material needs. So that’s what I did.
The neighbouring parish priest let me have a room, free of charge, in a big
old hall that hadn’t been used in a long time. Refurbished, the room was
exactly what I wanted. It was a quiet area, a perfect place to begin. Never
being one to do things by halves, I also set up another clinic at my home. I
swore I would never work from home because my husband always had tools
and junk around the front door, but we had a double garage that was separate
from the house and would be perfect, except our youngest son lived out
there. He moved inside into the family room. I set up my second clinic about
a month after my first. I had begun my reflexology career in earnest.

The crunching reality of running my own business, even part time, hit me
quickly. Everyone who had shared my excitement, encouraged me along the
way, and promised to be my first client, didn’t come near me. I learnt quickly
that friends and family wouldn’t be my client base. I had to find people who
were looking for the service.
Everything I could have gotten wrong, I got wrong. I jumped into so
many things head first, it was a wonder I didn’t drown, but I always held fast
to my mantra, and all that I do I shall prosper.
Not being put off, I set about to succeed.
I ran advertisements in the local papers. I even got those wrong. I was
offering reflexology and massage. One night, a guy rang. He needed a
massage and he needed it right away. The tone in his voice was saying what
his words weren’t. I was dumbfounded. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t do
that sort of massage. After a few more similar calls, I delete the word
massage from all my advertisements. I did thousands of letter box drops,
good exercise if nothing else. If anyone was vaguely serious about finding
something in 1999, the hard copy of the Yellow Pages was where they
looked. Advertising was expensive, but without it, nobody would get to
know me.
The first thing I did was buy myself a new car. I was working in a wealthy
area, and most of my clients were wealthy. My car was so old and battered
that I used to park it around the corner so nobody would know it belonged to
me. I worked out that I could afford three pairs of feet each week as a
repayment. I knew that I could easily meet that goal, and I always did.
Everything began to be costed by how many pairs of feet it would take. I
gradually worked up my clientele until I believed I could make my business
work for me full time. It was becoming more and more difficult to work for
an institution that I was distancing myself from so quickly.
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While my husband was often challenged by some of my new beliefs, he was
supportive of the more practical ideas I came up with. We agreed that I
would give this venture of my own business six months, and if I hadn’t
begun to make it work by then, I would go back to paid employment.
I finished my career as parish secretary in October 2000. I got out of bed
the following morning and the cold harsh reality hit me, Oh my God, what
have I done?
I started to cry. I was going into overwhelm at what I was expecting
myself to achieve.
But I was expecting a client in a few hours. I had to go to work. Those
few words were enough to pull me out of it. I was going to work. I did have
work. And I would make it work for me. I had forgotten, just for a moment,
that in all I did, I would prosper.

Life Lesson #41
Endurance and perseverance eventually bring their rewards
College was well outside my comfort zone on many levels. I was physically
stretched by having to work so closely with others. I was spiritually extended
to accept everyone else’s philosophy as equal to mine. My mind was
challenged for I was introduced to subjects that I had absolutely no previous
knowledge of. My emotions were challenged because much of what
confronted me brought up issues I had long suppressed that were now ready
to be dealt with.
Quite a few of the experiences I didn’t enjoy, but I knew they hadn’t
arrived by accident. I needed to persevere. I knew perseverance brought forth
endurance, and endurance built character. I could see my character was
changing. Who I had been was evolving into somebody new.
My past was conspiring with my future, for they knew what I needed to
get to where I was going. I needed to pause in the moment of now to learn, so
that I would be ready.
Nothing in our life is an end in itself. Everything is connecting to
something or leading us to somewhere else. Sometimes we know where we
are going, and other times we don’t.

Something for you to think about:
What paths have you followed not quite knowing where they are leading
you? Did you struggle and try to free yourself along the way or gradually
become immersed in the wisdom slowly unfolding itself?
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Many people won’t keep their promises to you. Your success doesn’t
depend on what others say or do. It depends on your commitment to yourself.
How strongly do you believe in yourself? Excuses for giving up are all
around you, but so are the reasons to continue.
Look back and see from where you have come.
Pause and notice what you are learning now.
Look ahead to see where it all might lead you.
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Self-employed at last, jumping into the unknown
Before starting my new career, I had planned to attend a reflexology
conference in Tasmania, have a holiday with my sister, and come back ready
and refreshed to begin my new life.
Above anything else I wanted to do when I was away was a bungy jump.
It was to be a form of ritual; leave behind the past and leap into the unknown
with the surety that I would come to no harm. It was one way I could show
my mind that we would be safe and no harm would come from this radical
decision to give up my paid job. The jump never happened. In the two weeks
I was away, I couldn’t find a bungy jump anywhere.

It was almost the end of year eight in this cycle. There were many new
theories and ideas coming to my attention. A lot was being seeded which
would begin to immerge and flourish in the next cycle.
At the conference, I was introduced to shamanism. I had no idea what it
was about, but the idea of a power animal that went with me sounded a good
idea. I had always loved seagulls. So, a water bird was the obvious choice for
me to make. The presenter said that the animal would show itself to me very
soon. A few days later, we were walking around the lake at Cradle Mountain
and I began pulling drift wood out of the water. I collected three pieces in
quick succession. When I looked at them, I laughed. They all could have
been hand carved likenesses of birds. I didn’t need a vivid imagination to
recognize them.
I attended one of the workshops associated with the conference but had
absolutely no idea what it was about. However, I did hear someone mention
something about Conversations with God. Maybe that was why I needed to
be at the workshop. I bought the books. The concepts were light years away
from what I believed at the time, but I was proving to be a fast learner.
Maybe the reflexology conference was to introduce me to another level of
healing. I had been reading a lot of alternative spiritual books, but after the
conference I became more aware of the connection between symptoms and
thought.
I had obviously heard about Louise Hay at some stage, because I found
her name written in my own hand writing in my cheque book. When I found
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her name a second time, again with no recollection of my writing it, I was
ready to read her books and listen to what she had to say.
Someone gave me a book written by Caroline Myss, which I had politely
put on the shelf and ignored. Several months later, I received some
promotional material in the mail. I put it straight in the bin. The second time
the material arrived, I read it and thought, sounds good. Then I realized that
one of the books this woman had written had been sitting on my shelf for
several months. I was ready to listen to her as well.

While my sister was not particularly interested in God and spiritual concepts
in the same way that I was, she had beliefs that worked for her in her own
way. She had suggested to the Universe that if she was at the casino one day
waiting for me while I was at the conference, it would be nice if she could
win enough money to pay off her credit card. She did have to wait for me one
day and she did put in a keno entry and then forgot about it. When she
eventually took her ticket to the cashier, the lady became very excited.
‘Do you know how much you’ve won?’ the lady asked.
‘No,’ my sister replied. $1600 was the exact amount owing on her credit
card. So you can guess how much the keno entry won for her that day.

My sister was an avid bush walker and still is. We decided to climb Cradle
Mountain but would only go as far as Marion’s look-out, as that would take
us most of the day to get there and back. There were two ways up: the short
track and the long track. Common sense would tell a person that the shorter
track would be steeper and more dangerous, but we thought the quicker we
got there, the more time we would have to sit and enjoy the scenery. We
signed our names in the safety book and set off.
The lower part of the walk was fine but as we began to ascend, we
couldn’t find the orange pegs that were marking the track. They were
covered in snow.
We kept walking, thinking that we were going in the right direction, but it
wasn’t long before we were sinking in the snow up to our knees. Once we
got as deep as our upper thighs, we decided that we were off the track. The
bushes under the snow were making it unstable for us to continue. We were
obviously off the track but not lost, as we could see one lonely orange marker
further up the mountain. If we could get to it we would be back on track, but
it was a very steep climb of about six or seven metres.
It was our only hope because with every step, we were sinking deeper and
deeper into the snow.
We back-tracked a little, changed direction, and headed towards the
marker. While we shared Capricorn traits in our zodiac signs, we were no
mountain goats. This would be a test of our courage, skill and agility.
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I didn’t like the idea of this short steep climb up the rocks, but going back
wasn’t an option. Retracing our steps was not only very steep, but slippery
and mushy. The only way out seemed to be up and over the rocks.
I went first. I managed the lower few metres without any problems, but as
I got closer to the top, I froze. I don’t know why I became so frightened. I
couldn’t think. Fear seemed to utterly destroy any hope I had of safely
reaching the top. I couldn’t find a safe foothold. I didn’t know what to do
next. I just clung to where I was for what seemed like forever.
As I focused on the rhythm of my breathing, I began to calm down and
regroup. I couldn’t allow myself to think about falling. Broken bones up here
weren’t an option.
I eventually hauled myself up and over the top. I sat dazed for a few
minutes. I think I was in some sort of shock response. I was extremely
grateful that it was over and I was finally safe.
However, I could see my sister below me and she seemed stuck; she was
attached to the rocks with no obvious next move. I had no desire to go back
down. I felt safe and relieved that I had made it without any major incident.
My first thought was, of course I’ll go back; it’s my sister down there.
My second thought was, no, that’s not my sister down there; that’s me.
I don’t know how I did it, but I climbed back down. I can’t remember
what she was hanging on to, but she seemed stuck just as surely as I had
been. I don’t remember how she took her back-pack off, but I know she took
several attempts to swing it up to me. I couldn’t believe how heavy it was but
then she did carry every camera, lens, tripod and attachment that she owned
with her everywhere she went. She was a camera buff and always went
prepared.
Together we got ourselves back to the top of the ridge again, right next to
the orange marker. We were back on track.
Who needed to bungy jump after that?
We came back down by the longer track and sat for a while near some
flowing water, digesting what had happened earlier. It was a great lesson for
me, not only about awesome respect for nature, but about waiting for myself.
Sometimes when I came across a new thought or idea, I wanted to race with
it. I can only go as fast as my slowest component. If my inner child had
issues to resolve before moving on, dragging her along would only cause
disharmony and create frustration. I had to go back to my inner child,
comfort her, help her, reassure her and encourage her. Only when my body,
mind and spirit were in harmony would I be ready to move forward.
As I sat memorized by the flowing water, I asked the Universe what was
next. I noticed how the water flowed in channels. No, No, No, I silently
protested, I won’t be channelling anything.
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I was ready to expand my new life. After a few months, I moved from my
room in the church hall and leased a shop. When I inspected it, I closed the
door to hear if the traffic on the busy road outside would be a problem. I
couldn’t hear a thing. What didn’t cross my mind was the fact that it was
next to a restaurant. It was next to the kitchen area of the restaurant and the
walls were paper thin.
I had signed a contract for six months, which would pass reasonably
quickly, but in the mean time, I needed to avoid working there when anyone
was in the restaurant. I thought that would be easy to figure out, but it wasn’t.
They had to do their grocery shopping, preparation and cleaning at times
when the restaurant was closed. I knew before I even saw my first client that
I wouldn’t be staying. I had never heard about due diligence.
While leasing the shop may not have been a bright move on one level, it
affirmed my belief in myself on another. There were three other natural
therapy clinics in close proximity, but I wasn’t about to be deterred. I knew
that I wouldn’t be in competition with any of them because I didn’t have
their product. Nor did they have mine. I was unique and so were they.
Leasing the shop was the action I needed to put my beliefs about myself and
my no competition policy into action. I had made a start. I had put myself out
into the public arena. All that was left to do was build a reputation.
I had gotten to know a few of the local business owners and getting
towards the end of the six months lease, one asked me how I was going. I
told them the shop was too noisy and I wouldn’t be staying. I would most
probably be going to rent a room in another suburb. The owner offered me a
room to rent in her premises. Reflexology fitted well with her business. I
stayed there for another six years.

Life Lesson #42
Shortcuts are often the long way there
Common sense said that the short cut on the mountain would be more
difficult than the long way. Why couldn’t I see it? Why did I think I was
bigger than anything that presented itself? Maybe being stretched was my
way of finding my own strength.
I’ve always been in a hurry to get to where I am going, but I’ve had to
learn that it’s the process of getting there that is more important than the
destination.

Something for you to think about:
How far you have come is a better benchmark to consider than how far
you have to go.
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What mountains do you have to climb to reach your goal? What shortcuts
have you taken that have extended the journey?
What part of you is stuck on the mountain? What do you need to take out
of your back-pack?
Are you able to accept the outstretched hand and trust another with your
life, just for a moment?
Have you ever asked the Universe, ‘What’s next?’ Do you seriously
consider the reply?
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It was time to leave; Rome was the off-ramp that led to the
exit
The final year of this cycle brought with it changes that I had seen coming
for some years, which in the distant past, would have been unthinkable.
I know now that if I want to have the freedom to express myself as I
choose, then I must afford the same freedom to others. If I choose to do
unusual things that others don’t understand or approve of, then I must allow
others the same freedom, with courtesy. It took me a while to reach that point
of awareness. I hadn’t realized that right judgment is no judgment and no
judgment is allowing. Therefore, I was somewhat more intolerant and
judgmental than I am today.

Wanting a place of quiet retreat each morning before I met the busy day head
on, I would go off to daily Mass. As a matter of fact, every morning the same
group of people would go off to morning Mass. Every morning the same
people would do the same things. Then, one morning, as I sat there and
looked around at what I could only describe as a circus, I asked myself,
‘What am I doing here?’
This was not a place of quiet retreat. It was more of a meeting place or a
social get together. It wasn’t peaceful for many reasons.
A few people would say the Rosary at a side altar, out loud, right up until
the moment when the priest entered the church. Then, they would scurry over
to the front seats and catch up on their lost conversation, as he walked in.
Often, they wouldn’t stop talking until after he had begun to speak. There
was an older lady who couldn’t speak English and sat in the front row. She
said the Rosary under her breath, which was more out loud, for at least half
of the service.
I often did the readings. I wanted to speak with meaning and expression,
but there were a couple of families, who belonged to a religious community,
and they all came late every morning. They would arrive towards the end of
reading, sit together at the front of the church, and acknowledge each other,
not always with a subtle nod. I found them very distracting.
Then there was the grandfather, with his son and two or three
grandchildren, who sat in the back row. I think grandparents and
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grandchildren are a wonderful combination, but my logic said they may as
well have been at the playground for all the talking, playing and running
around that took place.
None of this seemed to worry anybody else, but on this particular day, it
all got too much for me. I decided that I would have more chance of
connecting with God by walking in the fresh morning air, listening to the
birds, and talking to the trees. That was the last weekday Mass I attended. I
never looked backwards with regrets or second thoughts.

I remember there was a retreat at the local church, about the same time that
my interest in religion was fading. I thought I had better go, at least just once.
I had known most of the other people who had gone along for many years.
I was surprised to hear them asking the same questions that they had asked
over twenty-five years before. The real tragedy was that they were still being
given the same answers.
Technology had evolved amazingly in twenty-five years, and so had
science and medicine. My awareness of who I was in relation to God had
evolved as well. Surely, I was not the only person in the church thinking as I
did. Surely, some of the questions should be different after so many years,
and definitely the answers must have changed. Nothing stands still. Nothing
is stagnant. What does not change is dead. The church couldn’t have been
left that far behind.

I believe that every club is entitled to have their own rules. If you don’t like
the rules, go and join another one. If you don’t like the rules, don’t complain,
just don’t play the game. Find another game you enjoy playing.
The church still had an important role to play in the lives of many people,
but it was quickly disappearing from mine. As I began to see everything in a
new light, I moved away from religion without any guilt or self-reproach.
When I first began to think outside the parameters of Catholicism and
explore other possibilities of spirituality, I became angry. Why hadn’t the
church taught about awareness, consciousness, and that I create my own
reality? Why had the church told me certain things were of darkness and evil,
when I knew through experience, they were not?
I was richly blessed with a quick succession of lessons to remind me that
if I didn’t want to play the game any longer, walk away, and let things be.
Religion had been essential to my life, sanity and prosperity for many years,
and it definitely was still that to many others.
I likened the church to scaffolding around a building under construction.
The unstable building needs support until it can stand alone. Then, the
scaffolding is taken down. It is never left around a finished building. It would
disfigure it. I saw the church as scaffolding that had supported me for many
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years, until I was strong enough to stand on my own and be seen in my own
right. I couldn’t have gotten where I was without it; I needed to be grateful.
The church was also like Santa Claus. When I was young and trusted
what everyone told me, I believed in Santa. When I got a little older and
found out that Santa Claus wasn’t real, I got angry. Then I got wiser, and
realized that if Santa Claus gave so much happiness to so many, it was good
to play the game.
I trusted and believed.
I made discoveries and got angry.
Then I saw wisdom and let it be.

By the time I went to Rome in 2001, I had completely lost interest in
religion. I didn’t believe most of what the church preached and rarely opened
my mouth at Mass. I wasn’t going to say words I didn’t believe.
Going to Rome was like the off-ramp leading to the exit. I visited church
after church. I was churched out as the saying goes. The Papal Crest was
everywhere. The mitre and keys were quickly becoming a symbol of
ownership, rather than one of encouragement; I am in control, do as I say,
this is my domain. It was like the stamp of power everywhere I went. I soon
began to see a skull and crossbones in its stead.
‘That’s sacrilegious!’ I scolded myself.
There was very little about Rome that I liked. The Pantheon, a temple
built to all the Gods of ancient Rome, was the most spectacular building I
visited. Nearby was a serene and peaceful church where the body of St
Catherine of Sienna lay. She had long been one of my heroes. The casket and
body of Pope John XXIII in St Peter’s Basilica had an indefinable spirit
around it.
So why did I ever go to Rome?
It was a spur of the moment decision. A friend rang and asked if I wanted
to go to an international reflexology conference. Rome wasn’t a place I had
ever wanted to visit. I found it emotionally cold, unfriendly and impersonal.
The conference wasn’t what I expected. Understandably, many people
wouldn’t get on planes a week after September 11. Numbers were down, and
several speakers couldn’t keep their commitment. But I got what I went for.
It was one sentence from a stand-in speaker, and it had nothing to do with
reflexology. It took me several years to process those few words that were
delivered with such conviction. I could feel myself take three paces
backwards as they fell upon my ears, even though I was sitting down. I felt I
had just been given a massive punch to my gut. Five little words, so far
outside my boundaries that it would have been easier not to hear them: You
know you are God! Then the speaker looked at us, with almost disbelief that
we may not have agreed. I was thinking: No! No! No! You’ve got it all wrong
Luv. But we all have to hear something new for the first time.
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As an Irish friend of mine often says, ‘Once you hear something, you
can’t ‘unhear’ it!’ It’s easy to listen and not hear, but this was my time to
hear and after hearing, I was never the same again.
A few months after I arrived home from Rome, I knew that I could no
longer attend church. Going to Rome had speeded up that decision and made
the transition seamless. The time was right for me to move away.
As fate would have it, when I came back from Rome, my sister asked me
if I wanted to share a stall at the local market on a Sunday morning. She
would sell her products, and I could do reflexology sessions. Going to the
markets would mean that we would have to get up at 4.15 a.m. to arrive and
be set up on time. Promoting my new business was quite acceptable. I never
discovered what the response would have been if I had gotten up one
morning and announced, ‘I’m not going to church anymore.’
When the decision is right, and the timing is perfect, everything just falls
into place.

Life Lesson #43
Once you hear something, you cannot ‘unhear’ it
If the speaker at the conference had said, ‘You are divine,’ it wouldn’t have
had the same impact as saying, ‘You are God.’ I had read The Tibetan Book
of the Living and Dying twice, and had learnt that the nature of the mind is
God, but somehow that didn’t have the same impact either. You can listen to
the same words many times over, and not hear the message. Then someone
will come along, and say the same thing using different words, and it literally
hits you over the head. That was what happened to me.
If I was God, then much of what I had previously believed about God
must change. The process of understanding those words took a few years,
and it was sometime before I could take them to myself and live them as my
own.

Something for you to think about:
How do you feel when I say to you, ‘You know you are God?’ Do you
shake your head, like I did at first and say, ‘You have it all wrong,’ or do you
feel a sense of empowerment and ask, ‘How can I apply this to my life?’
What have you heard that you wanted to close your ears to? Did you
begin to process the information or pretend you didn’t hear?
Are you still asking the same questions of life that you asked years ago? If
you are, then your searching hasn’t been satisfied at the level of knowing. If
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you continue to receive answers that don’t bring a sense of peace and
closure, then you might like to consider looking somewhere else to find a
different perspective. You might need to ask a different question.
You can believe whatever you choose and change it at any moment.
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Venturing into the unknown, and exploring the things I once
avoided
For many years, astrology, tarot, runes, fortune telling, ouija boards, séances
or anything associated with the occult was a taboo. They were all somehow
connected with darkness and evil. Tarot was something I had stayed well
away from, and all I knew about astrology was my sun sign. I never took the
zodiac seriously.
My husband could understand my reasoning in some areas of my change,
but astrology was one thing that he couldn’t accept. He seemed to need some
sort of scientific proof that it was authentic and where it had originated from
before he would ever consider that it offered anything of worth. The fact that
astrology was so old that its origins had been lost didn’t count, or that it had
been passed down by word of mouth for centuries wasn’t a consideration.
Interesting isn’t it, how many of the Bible stories had come to us in a similar
manner. Stories of creation had been passed down by word of mouth, nothing
in writing for many years. The Dreamtime of the Australian aborigine and
many of the traditions of the Native Americans were all taught and passed
down through word of mouth. Why was it acceptable to pass some
philosophies and beliefs down through the generations in that way and not
others?
The birth of Jesus had been predicted by a star, by the wise men who
came from the east. East of Jerusalem is Iraq, the place where astrology is
said to have originated centuries before. All things considered, it is more than
likely that the wise men were astrologers because astronomy and astrology
were once closely connected. I thought it was interesting that astrology was
associated with wisdom back then, but in current times, it had just about been
ostracised.
Everything about astrology changed for me when I went to the conference
in Rome in September 2001. It was a week after September 11 and a lot of
people cancelled because they thought it was unsafe to travel. Maybe my
desire for personal growth was so intense that I did not think logically.
Maybe I had become overly stubborn and so intent on my own pursuits and
desires that I didn’t listen to advice. Much to the concerns of my family, I
went.
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Travelling was chaos, and after missing two connections in London
because all baggage had to be claimed and then re-checked, I finally arrived
in Rome. After the Conference, I stayed on for a further week to have a look
around and do all the tourist things.
Of course I visited the Vatican. As I walked out of the Sistine Chapel, I
found myself in a hallway filled with hundreds of people. The corridors were
wide and ornate with masterpieces painted above me, and other magnificent
paintings filling every empty space. It was easy to imagine priests and
cardinals in days gone by dressed in long flowing robes roaming these
passageways.
My imagination aside, I walked along this hallway and came to a
junction. In the centre was a shop counter, maybe three metres square. It was
a glass display case filled with jewellery. To my utter amazement, every
piece of jewellery was made in some form of the zodiac. There was nothing
in that shop that was not astrologically designed. I was dumb struck.
Actually, I was so dumb struck that I didn’t even think to take a photo. All
these years I had believed that the church has disapproved of astrology and
here, right in the middle of the Vatican, was a jewellery shop with nothing
but zodiac jewellery. This shop had a huge impact upon me. I could barely
believe what I was seeing.

More than once I’ve been asked, ‘How can where the planets are at the time
of your birth have any effect on your life?’
I believe that what I am here for is captured at the moment of my first
breath in the planetary configuration of the heavens. When this configuration
is unravelled and understood, I have a blue-print, a map as it were, a
guideline to what my life is about. The placement of the planets at the time of
my birth will also tell me how freely my energies will flow and where I
might find blockages.
There is fate and there is destiny. One is set; the other is a variable. Fate is
contained in my birth chart; it’s the set parameters I have chosen to work
with in this lifetime. Destiny unfolds; how I use and apply my chosen
energies is a variable. Whether I choose to use the negative or positive
qualities will define my destiny.
If the electromagnetic omissions of a mobile phone or a computer can
affect me even though I cannot see them, then it is well within my field of
possibility that the energy emitted from giant planets, as they transit the solar
system, can do something similar.

While my attention was attracted to astrology in Rome in 2001, it would be
another five years before I would study it seriously. I made several inquiries
about teachers, which all came to nothing. When all else fails, ask the
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Universe, or as I would have said in the past, ‘When all else fails, pray!’ As
fate would have it, a client purchased a gift voucher for her friend. I knew the
friend and hadn’t seen her for some time. When the lady arrived for the
session, we caught up on many things. She had been studying astrology for
the previous two years. She was the link to the teacher I had been looking
for.
Studying astrology has been one of the most rewarding adventures I have
embarked upon thus far. I see my life in a new light, which disperses the
shadows and brings focus to areas that I hadn’t previously recognized. The
planets are the actors, the energy force within each of us. The signs are the
costumes, how we address our issues. The houses are the stage, the areas in
our lives where we notice the scene unfolding.

The astrology jewellery shop in the Vatican got me thinking about the occult
in relation to the church. Why was fortune telling and divination frowned
upon these days? It was all part of the past. It just had a different name now.
The Bible was full of prophecies and oracles and guidance from dreams.
Things belonging to the occult appeared to be part of daily life in centuries
past. What happened to change all that?
I found that the tarot answered my questions with amazing accuracy, but
only when I was serious. It is not interested in, Pick a card to pass the time of
day. It can be confrontational because it is direct and to the point; it can be so
direct it is uncanny. I like to use my own cards with an explanation book. I
ask a question, choose a card, and then read the explanation. I am usually
amazed. You can find inspirational answers in a comic book if you are
sincerely looking. Answers will come from whatever medium you choose to
use.
Each message, whether it comes through tarot or a psychic reading, is
fashioned exclusively to the person concerned and can be very symbolic. A
good psychic reader will pass on exactly what they see, but the message can
come unstuck when the reader tries to interpret it. The person can come
unstuck if they don’t have control of their own minds.

I was once told there would be litigation in my work place. My uncontrolled
mind took flight with the idea. I dreamed up an extravaganza of dramatic
scenarios that were about to happen to me. The litigation in my work place
arrived and it was nothing like what I had imagined. What I came to realize
after a while was that delving any further into the occult needed substantial
mind control. If I wasn’t able to control my mind, my imagination could go
off on a tangent that was almost unstoppable.
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An untamed and unrestrained mind that takes off on fantasy trips at will is
no place to invite the power of the occult into. I think the church knew its
true and transformative power. I think they also knew how vulnerable and
impressionable an uncontrolled mind could be. As I began to step into what I
previously called, go to hell for forever experiences, I felt a sense of
expansion and empowerment. There was no fear, guilt or regret. In reality
occult and esoteric simply mean something hidden. Maybe they were hidden
because they were so powerful.
Life Lesson #44
I needed to find my own answers, not continue to believe what others told me
For many years, I had allowed the limitations of others, as well as those of
the church, dictate the parameters I would live within. I believed what I was
told. I had no reason not to.
I had stayed away from many things that I later found to be enlightening,
because I believed what others believed about them. I thought that beliefs
were fixed, and stayed in place for a lifetime.
I didn’t know how easy it was to change a core belief. Changing it was
one thing. Whether I was prepared to live with the results of that change was
another. I didn’t realize that change would affect so many other dynamics in
my life.
Exploring other philosophies and beliefs as a study was one thing.
Exploring them with the intention to embrace them to make them my own
was another. People distanced themselves from me. Was it because they
believed that I had fallen from grace, and I would try to lead them astray, or
was it that I brought forth from deep within them, their own desires to
explore which were too great a challenge for them to deal with?
Something for you to think about:
Why do you hold firm to your strongest beliefs? Do they draw you
forward and stretch you, or have they become no more than a habit?
How would your friends react if you made radical changes to your
beliefs?
How do you challenge your friends who might want to make changes in
their lives but don’t have the courage?
How afraid are you to venture into the unknown. The further you travel,
the more opposition your mind can present to you. Remember, the great
explorers weren’t free of fear, concerns and criticism; they simply overcame
them on their way to discovering a brave new world.
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Eight Cycle - With renewed vision and understanding, I
expanded all of my horizons
2002-2010
Age 55 to 63

In my previous cycle, I cleared away much of what hadn’t been working for
me or had lay stagnant over the years. Many people and groups left my life.
Old patterns and beliefs were released and I stepped away from religion. I
had made space for the new to enter. I was different and I felt different. It
was time to apply the newly refreshed me to living.
I was ready to expand my horizons on every level, through philosophy,
education and travel. It was time to explore and develop my own beliefs and
ultimately live them. I was about to discover a philosophy that was my own,
forged over many years from my own experiences.
From the first few months of this new cycle, I found myself attending
courses and workshops in quick succession, learning and discovering with an
intensity that drew me further and further into the unknown. I would stretch
my mind in ways I had never thought possible.
I also began to travel. The trip to Israel in 1995 was more my breaking out
of a mould; Rome in 2001 could well have been the seed for all the trips that
were to come.
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Energy healing, the fact that I had no idea what was
happening made it no less powerful
By 2002, my reflexology practice was well established, and I was becoming
more interested in what was generally called energy healing.
I had two clients who weren’t responding to their foot treatments, so I
asked the Universe what I needed to do next.
Within twenty-four hours or so, I received some advertising brochures in
the mail. A perfect stranger had chosen natural therapy practitioners at
random, asking them to display some information about a man called Eric
Pearl who was coming to Australia. I knew when I asked for anything, it
always came in lightning speed, so I instinctively knew that this package in
the mail was the answer to my question, What do I do next?
I went along to the Mind Body Spirit festival to learn more about this
person and decided to become involved with the work called Reconnective
HealingTM. It was explained in The Book of Knowledge: The Keys of Enoch,
Key 3.1.7. by JJ Hurtak. It was reconnecting the meridian lines in the body to
the grid lines on the planet, which connected us to the stars and other planets;
that’s my simple explanation.
In his book, The Reconnection – Heal Others, Heal Yourself, Eric Pearl
talked about a light in his home going out and other odd things happening
with electrical appliances when he first began working with this frequency.
He suggested that when other people were introduced to it, the same sort of
things might happen.
Just before I left home on the Saturday morning to begin Level I, I was
sitting with my husband at our front door when I heard a noise that I thought
was traffic on a nearby busy road. It turned out that the washing machine had
re-programmed itself and flooded the laundry. The next day, I was going to
relax in a hot bath. I turned on the taps and went away while it filled. I came
back and put my foot in, to find the water was cold. The hot water system
had blown up. Mm mm, this is interesting! I thought.
Reconnective HealingTM was the first of many workshops, courses,
conferences and programmes that would encourage me to work with energy
and vibrations. It didn’t matter that I couldn’t understand what was
happening, nor did it matter that I couldn’t explain it. I was beginning to
realize that some of the things that passed logic were powerfully effective.
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I also became interested in Horstmann Technique, Thought Field
Therapy, Orion Healing and NLP, as well as several levels of the
Melchizedek Method. I did work within the respective disciplines for some
time, but eventually tended to mix everything together. There was only one
Source and I thought that by naming anything I was limiting it. I began to
work in the highest frequency that my body could experience, and leave it at
that.
Most of my reflexology clients were eager to hear what my latest
adventure was, so there was always a lot of interest in what I was doing.
Undoubtedly, the most asked question about this new energy work was:
Will it work?
I categorically knew that something profound would happen, but whether
or not the person recognized it, time would tell.
Everyone responded differently. Some felt intense heat or intense cold.
Others recognized definite smells. Some shook violently and I had to hold
the bed as their arms would often move into unusual positions. Beautiful
colours were common. Aliens dropped in a few times. Angels were always
visiting and their presence could be overwhelming. Some people were given
explicit directions.
Some sessions seemed like a few minutes to clients while others seemed
like they would never end. Concepts and scenarios were painted for some,
while others relived earlier times. Many would jump or flick their limbs;
others would feel a re-adjustment inside their body as real as if a surgeon was
at work on them. Some would feel nothing. Others couldn’t get out of the
room quickly enough. I liked that group because something was happening
that the mind didn’t understand, and so it convinced the person that this was
the dumbest thing they had ever done and it was time to go. The ones who
said they felt nothing were usually in the group of people who were sent
along by a friend or relative who had a memorable experience, and wanted
them to have the same. I understood why they left feeling they had wasted
their time.
Working in the energy around the feet or body helped to find the cause of
a problem or direct someone to an issue that needed to be addressed. The
lesson I needed to learn most was to pass on what I saw as clearly as I could
without trying to interpret it.

I was working with one client when I became aware that I was in an old
fashioned country kitchen. There was a short, stocky lady in a white apron,
cooking a meal, in a large metal pot, on a big wooden stove. There was a
long wooden table in the centre of the room. When the meal was ready, she
called for everyone to come and eat, but no one came. She waited and waited
and then became very angry, and decided to throw the meal out. When she
took the lid off the pot, she saw that she had been boiling the washing, and
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not cooking a meal. While she thought she was cooking the meal and
nurturing them, she was actually doing their washing and picking up after
them. This client needed to learn how much was enough when it came to
what she did for the family. She knew about doing too much, and the little
scene that had unfolded was again drawing her attention to making some
changes and adding some boundaries.
Another time I was watching a person dig two holes. The first hole was
dug with a shovel. Its shape was a square. A lot of hard work and sweat went
into digging it. It was so hard going, the person almost gave up. The second
hole was dug with a mechanical digger. Its shape was round. The digger had
it dug in seconds, with no effort at all. What was the message? There is the
hard way and the easy way. There is the hard, logical, linear way of the ego
versus the intuitive way of spirit, which often gives you shortcuts and makes
the job much easier.
Another time, I was aware of a school room with a platform at the front
near the blackboard. The teacher sat at a table. She was somewhat old
fashioned with a cane in her hand. She was belting the cane on the table
saying, ‘Come on! Get on with it! What are you waiting for?’
I explained the picture to the client who didn’t know what it meant at first.
Then, it dawned! He had been thinking about being a volunteer English
teacher to help people learn the language. The Universe was simply telling
him to get on with it.
Another time, I was watching a lady. At first I saw her face, in particular
the texture of her skin. Then her hair cut, with very specific lines to the style;
her dress showed intricate detail in design. As this was unfolding, a second
face jumped in and out of the scene. The second face was of an older person,
worn out and exhausted, with hair pulled back in a bun. It seemed like a
comparison between someone young and old, someone sick and well. I
wondered what it was about, but I knew not to try to figure it out, and just tell
it as I saw it. The client immediately recognized the person in the scene. The
description of the younger person was exact in all details. The two faces told
the story. This woman was two faced, had betrayed my client’s confidence,
and caused her untold grief, resulting in months of counselling.

When I first saw people in black capes and pointed hats, I wasn’t too
comfortable with them. I later realized that this was part of the shadow
showing itself. It was a part of the self that had been hidden and disowned,
but now wanting to reveal itself and be healed. I got quite used to them
coming in.
Another woman who suffered with profuse sweating for many years
finally had an operation to cut the sweat glands to the upper part of her body.
While I was working on her feet, I saw three scenarios. She was being burnt
at a stake. She was a large fish left to die, and she had been locked in wooden
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stocks, with her head and hands held in small holes and her feet anchored.
She was left to die. No wonder her body was ceaselessly calling for water
with all those memories from other lifetimes imbued in her cellular memory.

Working consciously with vibrations, frequencies and energy changed my
life dramatically. Funny how it all began in year one of this new cycle!

Life Lesson #45
Energy and matter are interchangeable; science has proven many
metaphysical concepts
Working with vibrations and frequencies confirmed to me that there was
much more going on in the physical body than the mind could ever
comprehend or understand. If I could identify the underlying cause of the
symptom, then quite often the effects changed. Sometimes a physical healing
would follow, but sometimes it wouldn’t.
Healing wasn’t always about getting well. It was about clearing the
emotions that surrounded a particular situation or symptom, so that a person
could recognize the lesson they had created to learn from.
Albert Einstein’s equation E=mc2 proved that energy and matter were
interchangeable. If something wasn’t being dealt with on an energy level, it
was within my realm of possibility that it would change form to matter,
making a greater impact and gaining undivided attention.

My enthusiasm for what I was discovering led me to many workshops in
quick succession. A well-meaning person told me that I was heading for a
crash. I couldn’t keep up the pace, and I needed to slow down and allow time
for processing as I went. I never slowed down, nor did I ever crash.
Working within specific disciplines and religion were very similar. I
needed structure and guidance when I began, but once I began to understand
the underlying principals, I was able to listen and trust my own guidance and
work within my own parameters.

Something for you to think about:
Albert Einstein wasn’t just a brilliant scientist, but a great philosopher.
It’s worth taking notice of what he said as well as what he discovered.
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Is there any situation or symptom that comes to mind that if you stepped
outside of the emotion attached to it, you would be able to see it in a different
light?
When you release the emotion that is holding discomfort in your body, it
is quite possible that the symptom will change or even disappear.
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I never took visiting other dimensions and meeting aliens
seriously, until….
Towards the end of the previous cycle, a client told me about a particular
self-development programme she had done. I knew that someday I would do
it. It took about two years before I finally got there. It was year one of this
new cycle and I was about to step outside anything that I could understand or
explain. There was a time I would never have told this story to anyone who
didn’t know me well because I thought people would think I was making it
up.
Having absolutely no idea what the weekend was about, I thought I would
take along a bottle of brandy and chocolates, just to top off a hard day’s work
if it turned out like that. Little did I know that this was more than personal
development! It was spiritual, mental, physical, emotional stretching as I had
never been stretched before in my life. There was fasting and cleansing,
amongst other things. I could have cheated and had a drink and some
chocolates in the evening; nobody would have known because I was staying
in a motel room on my own, but if I was going to play the game, I may as
well give it my best shot. So by the end of the week, I hadn’t opened the
brandy, nor eaten any chocolate.
Alcohol had been part of my survival mechanism over the years, but by
the end of this programme, I felt so alive, free and empowered, I decided that
it didn’t need to be such a large part of my life anymore. So, before I left the
area, I wanted to do some form of ritual on the beach as closure.

The beach was contained between two headlands, maybe two kilometres
apart. I had parked my car at one end and taking the brandy, walked to the
water’s edge. I began walking northwards. I could see two people much
further up the beach, maybe a kilometre away. It was a quiet secluded area
with few people around.
I had walked for maybe fifteen minutes along the edge of the water when
I stopped, opened the full bottle of brandy and tipped it into the ocean. I felt
so good I wanted to mark this spot somehow. I walked from the water to the
back of the beach, stood there for a moment, and tried to do a gorilla call; it
was the sort Tarzan did as he beat himself on the chest; the sort we had been
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doing on and off during the past week. The first one didn’t come out, so I
tried again. I vaguely remember falling backwards as I heard my voice
resounding out loud. Lucky nobody was close by or they would have
wondered what on earth I was doing.
I fell backwards into soft white sand for what seemed like a few seconds.
When I opened my eyes and looked around, I was puzzled. There were now
about eight people on the beach further up from where I was and they
couldn’t have got there in a few seconds. It wasn’t possible. I sat in the sand
for a few moments with my jeans rolled up to just below my knees and the
sleeves of my shirt rolled up to my elbows. If I felt alive, free and
empowered before I began, I felt twice as good now. I did something I would
never have done in the past. I stood up and left the empty bottle on the beach.
There was a sense of leaving something behind, something from the past that
wouldn’t be part of my future.
I ran back to the water’s edge and began jogging back to the car. I started
flicking at my hair thinking, I’ll have to get all this sand out of my hair
before I get back into the car.
I had fallen very heavily, so I knew I would be covered in sand. I flicked
my hair a second and a third time, and was surprised that not much sand
seemed to be falling out.
All I was thinking about was getting the sand out of my clothes, off my
feet, and out of my hair before I got back into my car. As I neared the car
park, I headed away from the water, across the beach and towards the car,
looking around for a tap, as I wanted to wash my feet. As I was washing
them, I realized there was very little sand on them, only some on the soles
where I had just wet. I had walked on beaches many times and knew that if
my feet were wet from the ocean, sand would stick to them and cover them.
The strange thing was that there was very little sand anywhere on my feet.
It was about a two hour drive to get home, and I thought, I’ve gotta get
this sand out of my clothes before I get into the car.
I began rolling down my right trouser leg to shake it - not a grain of sand
was caught in my clothing. I am not exaggerating! When you fall backwards
into soft white sand and lay there for what I later estimated to be up to thirty
minutes, there must be some sand in your clothes, at least a small amount
somewhere.
I rolled down my right shirt sleeve – not a grain of sand anywhere. I
didn’t check the left side of my clothing for any sand as I was sure it would
be the same as the right side.
I was beginning to become a little spooked as I got into the car and began
to drive home, but at the same time I felt so invigorated, rejuvenated and
revitalized that I was able to put the unexplained aside for the moment.
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The feelings of exultation soon changed to something close to horror. The
drive home was one of the most frightening experiences I can remember. I
never thought that I would arrive home safely. I was convinced I was going
to have a major accident. I was sure I was going to die. I was driving as I
would usually drive on a busy highway and keeping to the speed limit. Cars,
trucks and semi-trailers around me didn’t seem to be driving at great speed,
but somehow I had a feeling of being left behind. Something odd was
happening that I didn’t understand - something strange and frightening. It
was as though I was physically in my car but actually somewhere else. I was
very confused and disorientated, and didn’t connect how I was feeling with
the experience on the beach a short while before.
As I arrived home, I noticed the time. The clock must be wrong.
I remember exactly what time I had left the motel because I sat in the car
talking to someone, and the news had come on the radio. I knew how much
conscious time I had spent on the beach. I knew how long it would take me
to drive home, so I couldn’t be home as yet. There was about an hour
missing. I couldn’t possibly have done what I did and be home in such a
short space of time. I was beginning to become very confused.
Just then my eldest son drove in. Only then did I roll down the left side of
my jeans and my left sleeve. Like the right side of my clothing, no sand. No
sand in my clothing combined with a journey that should have taken at least
another hour. What was going on?
My mind was being asked to step outside of anything it could possibly
explain.

What I hadn’t initially known about the course that I had been on for the past
week was that it had been held in an area that was in some sort of portal or
vortex, an entry point to and from other dimensions for other life forms. This
was well outside of my logic and reasoning, and if I had known about it in
advance, I may not have gone. But go, I did, and now it was over.
As I sat in the comfort of my own lounge room still somewhat confused
and apprehensive, I began to recall a few others things that had happened in
the last few days. Maybe they were relevant. I had prayed to saints and talked
to angels most of my life and more recently I had communicated with spirit
guides, but I hadn’t quite gotten to be friends with beings from other
dimensions. I still had a few reservations about them.
The night the idea of inter-dimensional beings had been introduced to the
group, we were all together in a large room. We were told that beings often
visited this place and they would be invited to come again very soon. There
was no response from my logical mind that I could remember. I think it was
so challenged that it just went directly into shut down mode.
All the lights were turned out and the room was in pitch black, and then
some strange lights began to flash. For the sceptic, it would have been easy
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to explain them away as a fake light show, but as the events unfolded, I was
becoming more convinced that something unexplainable was happening. I
saw amazing patterns of light that others didn’t see. The other thing I saw,
that nobody else saw, was a huge sand castle in the middle of the room. It
was more like a fortified city, regal, bold and inviting. When the strange
lights finished shining, once again the room was in pitch black. There may
have been a dozen other people in the room. Nobody was standing within
three or four metres of me.
I began to feel a presence near my left ear. At first, it felt quite
comfortable, but as it came closer I became anxious. It felt like someone was
standing next to me and breathing into my ear. It was freezing cold and I
heard a muffled voice and a word sounding something like, Petunia.
Whatever was happening, it was happening against the side of my face. It
was a real sensation, a real sound and real fear that was beginning to encase
me. If I had been in that room on my own, I would have been terrified, scared
witless.
Now that I was back home, sitting in my lounge room with all that is
familiar around me, I was safe enough to explore what had happened over
the past few days. I believe that somehow I fell through a portal on the beach
and fell into the great sand castle that I had seen a few days earlier.
Something strange and unexplainable happened on the beach that day. I
couldn’t fall into soft white sand and not have a grain of it anywhere on me.

Life Lesson #46
There are some things that cannot be explained within the limits of the
physical universe
There is much more going on in this world than I could ever begin to
imagine. My mind tended to negate what it didn’t understand in the past, but
it was fast realizing that it couldn’t do that anymore.
Portals, aliens and other dimensions had been on my to do list. In an
instant, they had queue jumped and sat there glaring at me.
I had seen movies where people had travelled to places and arrived hours
earlier than time permitted. They had somehow travelled outside of time.
This experience helped me know it could happen, but I still had no idea how.
If time was something that measured and contained our earthly experiences,
then I could understand why I felt like I was going to die as I drove home.
Somehow, moving out of time gave me a feeling of death, while coming
back into time, disorientated me.
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Something for you to think about:
If you fell into soft white sand and there wasn’t a grain anywhere in your
clothing, what would you think? How does your mind deal with the
unexplainable? It does have the capacity to convince you that you could be
going mad. You aren’t mad; you have just stepped outside the limits of the
mind’s understanding.
Are there things in your life that you have dismissed simply because you
didn’t understand them? Have you bypassed any quality opportunities for
growth because they were outside of your comfort zone?
Have you ever seriously thought about beings from other dimensions here
with us and what they would look like?
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My reflexology practice, the career I never planned on
having
By early in this cycle, I had worked hard to establish myself as a practitioner.
I had shared a stand at the local Sunday markets with my sister for eighteen
months; given complimentary sessions for almost two years to customers
who purchased personal care products in a large shopping centre; done
countless feet at carnivals, fetes and exhibits; delivered hundreds of
pamphlets to letter boxes; placed advertisements in local papers and health
magazines, and worked each week on the teaching staff at a local school. I
was running two clinic rooms and decided to open a third.
I found myself repeatedly saying the same things to clients: Your body
and your feet aren’t sore or in distress just to give you a difficult time. They
are trying to draw your attention to something in your life that needs to be
addressed.
Pain and discomfort come at the end of the chain of events, not the
beginning. I often told a story to my clients to explain what I mean.
If you simply sat in a comfortable chair and thought about a lion tearing
you apart, you most probably wouldn’t have any physical response
whatsoever. But what if the lion actually walked up to you and stood a few
metres away, snarling and watching you, and there was no place for you to
hide. He hadn’t done anything to you at that point but the thought of what
was about to happen is now charged with emotion. Fear has combined with
thought to create an unconscious physical response. Your bladder or bowel
could release. Your breathing could change or blood might drain from your
skin. And the lion hasn’t even touched you.
If fear can create such a strong bodily change in only a few minutes, then
is it not possible that other emotions such as resentment, envy, hatred, anger
or guilt could have a similar effect when attached to thoughts over a long
time?
A person once said to me, ‘You’re telling me it’s all in my mind?’
‘No,’ I replied. ‘The pain and symptoms in your body are real. Tumours
are real. Cancer is real. Kidney stones are real. I’m just saying that the mind
and strong emotions can play a role in physical sickness.’
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The metaphysical approach to my work was an area that I entered with some
reserve, but I soon came to realize the undeniable connection between the
mind and sickness. Over the years, speaking with clients while I worked on
their feet has brought me many insights.
A lot of people will tell me that their condition is hereditary. I tend to
think more along the lines that the family beliefs and thought patterns are
passed down through the generations, and that any passionately held belief
about health could be the catalyst to setting off a predisposition held in the
genes, which could result in a particular disease. What you believe, you think
about. What you think about with emotion, you create.
A client once told me that every male in her family died at the age of
forty-five: her father, his father, and other male members of the family. Even
her twin brother had died at age forty-five, and she was still alive over thirty
years later.
What we deny, the body can express in other ways.
A very elderly gentleman had an ulcer on his leg that had been weeping
for fourteen years. The relatives thought that reflexology may help with
circulation and allow the ulcer to heal. I asked what had happened
fourteen years before. Nothing came to mind immediately, but in the
course of the conversation he told me his wife had died fourteen years
ago. The stiff upper-lip approach to life of this elderly man didn’t allow
him to weep for his wife, so his leg did it for him.
Listening to people’s words can tell you a lot.
An expectant mother of twins who also had a two year old came for a
reflexology session to try to control the nausea and vomiting. Working
her feet immediately relaxed her, and she began talking. Somewhere in
the conversation she said, ‘Just the thought of having twins makes me
sick.’
She was telling me what the origin of her problem was. She had never
adjusted to the fact that the twins were coming. When I drew her attention
to her words, she said, ‘You sound just like my mother. She’s always
telling me to change my attitude.’
‘I’m not telling you to change your attitude. I’m simply repeating back
to you your own words.’

Someone else had extreme lower back pain. He had continued on in the
family business for many years. His words were: I have made a rod for
my own back. He was creating in his own body what he thought about his
business.
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A man came to see me about twelve months after he retired. During that
period, he had developed quite a number of symptoms. He told me that he
had been healthy most of his life but knew that life would be all downhill
from the day he retired. And it was. Had his focus contributed to his
symptoms?

Some people need to be ill.
A lady came for a reflexology treatment as she was recovering from an
illness. She wanted to feel less tired and exhausted. This lady had cared
for a sick husband for many years and surprisingly enough when she was
sick, he got much better. She recognized a pattern that had happened
twice before. While she wanted to feel better, she felt sure that as soon as
she was back on her feet again, the husband would revert to his old
illness. It seemed in her best interest not to improve her heath. Sometimes
there are good reasons why a person will hang on to symptoms and
illnesses.

The most difficult client I have had to work with is the one who wants me to
fix them; those people who see no connection between what is happening in
their bodies and the rest of their lives.
The body wants to heal itself. I try to help people look past the obvious
effects of the symptom, pain or disease to find a possible cause. In looking
from a different perspective, often the most unexpected connections appear.
The body and feet are never wrong, if only people could learn to understand
their messages.

Life Lesson#47
Sickness isn’t trying to make a person’s life difficult; it is trying to draw their
attention to something in their life that needs addressing
Among other things, the Universe uses health, relationships, finances or
careers to alert us to the fact that there is an area in our life that needs our
attention.
Having some knowledge of anatomy and physiology will help solve the
riddle of body symptoms. If you know only the basics of how the body
functions, it is relatively easy to parallel that understanding to a metaphysical
perspective and discover what your body is trying to tell you.
I pay attention and listen intently to the words being used by the client.
They are telling me more than they realize. The biggest clue to the puzzle is:
When did the problem begin and what was going on in their life at the time?
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Many people don’t connect the two.
Think about the lion story once again. The lion is roaring and the person
is in distress. If I try to comfort the person in such a situation, it will be
almost impossible as long as the lion stays close. If I tranquilize the lion and
take it from the equation, the cause of the person’s distress is no longer there,
and the bodily symptoms will soon disappear. The same principle applies
when I work with people. Find the cause and disperse it, and the symptom
may well disappear. Not always, but quite often.

Something for you to think about:
Do you believe that thoughts charged with emotions can cause a physical
change within your body?
Someone else may help you find the cause of your discomfort, but you
will have to address the issue yourself. Not everyone chooses to do that. Are
you ready to address the issues that are affecting your lifestyle?
Have you ever talked to a specific part of your body and asked what it is
trying to communicate to you through its discomfort? Cells are intelligent
and communicate with each other, so I think it is possible that they can
communicate with the collective, the person themselves.
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Uluru, climbing the rock with respect and dignity
The first thing that jumped up at me as we came in to land at Yulara in
Central Australia was the deep red earth and tiny bushes, or was it bushes
that had been burned? Either way, black spots dotted the backdrop of the
earthy colours in patterns that had to be the inspiration for aboriginal dot
paintings. But how would these ancient people have gotten up so high to see
this? Maybe the original dwellers of the earth had come from the skies after
all. By 2002, my mind was opening to all possibilities; everything was being
considered.
The landscape from the plane as we flew to and from Uluru was
spectacular. I had never seen colours of the earth like this before. The
channel country could have been an impressionist’s masterpiece. The salt
pans of Lake Eyre appeared so flat and white they could have been the
canvas it was painted upon.

To climb Ayers Rock was the reason I went to Central Australia. Even
though it was not encouraged by the indigenous owners, I believed that the
earth belongs to all people and as long as I trod with respect and dignity,
nature would welcome me. She was also going to make me wait. There were
strong winds and dust storms and the rock was closed. We would spend our
few days doing other things in the meantime.
Neither my sister nor I liked crowds and groups, so we hired a car and did
things at our own pace. While the tourist buses would interrupt our quiet
meditative stays at some places, we knew that they would be gone in a very
short time and once again we would have the silence and solitude of the open
spaces to ourselves.
A tour group took about an hour and a half to walk around the base of the
rock; we took six. There were many parts that couldn’t be photographed. My
first reaction was different to my second. In not taking photos, we sat and
absorbed. We paused, spent time with it, felt its energy, and allowed it to
touch our souls.
Nature is powerful and catastrophic and at the same time, silent and still.
Bushing walking is one thing, but connecting with the earth and its creatures
is another. Nature is timeless and we had to put aside our sense of hurry and
pace to experience its touch. Little animals and lizards entertained us, rocks
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gave us comfortable rest, the sun scorched our skin, and the trees offered
welcome shade.
It was a magnificent new experience for me. In the past, I had only ever
chosen the beach, swimming pools and comfortable hotels. I had never been
interested in the Australian outback, but I was changing, which meant just
about everything I did was changing with me.
Dinner in the Desert was a five star dining experience under a cloudless
starry night and a must for anyone who visited the area. The food and wine
were first class, but nothing compared to the night sky. Part of the evening
was a presentation by an astronomer and then an invitation to view the stars
through a telescope; that was something else I had never done before. The
two pointer stars to the Southern Cross seemed to be as two rings
interlocked. They danced and sparkled more than any diamonds I could have
imagined. They held a magic and a beauty that you would expect to find in a
fairy tale.
I had been frightened of horses all my life, but camels didn’t hold the
same fear. I walked into the yard and felt as though I had met a group of old
friends. The camel train was sitting on the ground waiting to take us on a ride
to watch the sun rise over Uluru. I went up to each one and rubbed its nose.
Only one said, ‘No thanks!’
‘He’s always grumpy,’ the driver told us later.
I couldn’t believe how strong their flanks were. It was like sitting on a
piece of steel padded with carpet. It was a great ride. Where had my
adventurous spirit been all these years?

The wind and dust settled on our final day. Our last adventure before we left
for home would be to climb the rock. Nature had finally extended her
invitation.
I had looked forward to climbing it for some time, but as I stood at the
base gazing up, it was much steeper and much higher than I had first thought.
The lower part was steep, with no hand support. I had to climb a couple of
hundred metres before there was a chain to hold onto. If a person could get to
the chain without any trouble, then it was quite likely they would make the
top. As we began to climb and got further from the ground, I don’t know
which was worse, looking up to where we were going, or back to where we
had come from. Either way seemed dangerous and threatening.
I was starting to freak myself out. Taking a deep breath and gathering my
thoughts, I decided that if I didn’t look up or down, I would be fine.
I was sure that I would get to the top safely. I just needed to stay focused
on what was happening as I went. I needed to stop thinking about how I
would get there and just enjoy the experience, concentrate on the colour and
texture of the rock, and feel its support and strength beneath my feet. A few
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steps grew to a metre, a metre to half way up, and before I knew it, I was on
the top.
Coming down was even better. I had gained my confidence. I stood
upright and walked; I took little steps, one after the other with the sure
footedness of a mountain goat. The view was spectacular. I rarely held on for
support.
Someone told us that eighty-eight people had died on the rock. Some fell,
others gained momentum while trying to catch their hats and rolled off; a few
had heart attacks.
Once again, I was challenging my mind and the fear it was trying to limit
me with. Little by little, it was losing absolute control. Hopefully it was
learning that intuition wasn’t its enemy but its companion, and together they
could enjoy every experience.
We arrived in the car park to bow in gratitude for the experience, change
our clothes, and make it the airport just in time for our flight home.
Once again, I had learnt to have the most awesome reverence for nature
and its power.

Life Lesson #48
The time was now, and the place was here; I needed to be present
Climbing Uluru was a good lesson about staying present to what I was doing
and not allowing myself to become overwhelmed by looking too far ahead at
what was yet to come. Life can be intimidating when we are not able to break
the end goal down into small, achievable steps.
While I might glance up every so often to know that I was still on track, it
was more important to stay focused on the next small step. Little steps,
placed firmly on the ground would eventually get me to where I was going.
Not just on the rock, but in life in general.

For most of my life, I had been more interested in the destination rather than
what happened on the way. I needed to pay attention to the moment. An
experience wasn’t a means to an end any more. It was an end in itself.
Climbing the rock showed me my general approach to life. I was either
living somewhere out in the future and missing what was happening at my
feet, or looking backwards too often and stumbling because of how I did it in
the past. I needed to withdraw from the future, pull back from the past, and
stay where I was.

I was learning that if my mind focused on what my body was doing,
identified and dealt with any emotions as they surfaced, I would enjoy the
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experience much better. If my mind wanted to escape the experience because
of fear or any other emotion, my energy would be darting all over the place
and I would be exhausted and frustrated.
The trick was to keep my logical mind on side; it liked to understand what
was happening. It didn’t like to be taken too far outside its comfort zone to
where it became fearful. Talking calmly to myself and reassuring that part of
me that was afraid helped to bring a level of composure as it waited for
understanding to catch up.

Something for you to think about:
Do you ever worry about the future and what might happen? Be mindful
that it might not happen and you have expended a lot of energy that could
have been directed to something more creative.
Can you think of a time when you allowed yourself to feel oppressed and
fell into overwhelm because you focused on the end result and had no idea
how you were going to achieve it? When you break something down in little
pieces, it becomes workable, if not enjoyable.
You can learn a lot from connecting with something rather than trying to
understand it. Do you have the patience to be still?
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I put a picture of the Inca Trail on my wall and knew that
one day, I would go there
Towards the end of the previous cycle, while I was still working as a
secretary, I came across an article in a Catholic magazine about a religious
order who took people on a spiritual journey, walking the Inca trail to Machu
Picchu. The article was inspiring. I tore it out and put in on the wall. What
you focus on, you create! I was going. I wasn’t sure when, but I would be
going.
Months went by and eventually one day my sister was at my place and
she saw the article. ‘What’s that doing on the wall?’ she asked.
‘I’m going,’ I replied.
‘I’m coming with you,’ she added.
And so the planning began for our trip in June 2003. She did the research,
found the information, and made the bookings. All I had to do was pack and I
didn’t even have to be too particular about that. I knew that whatever I
forgot, she would have.
We could have visited Machu Picchu by train and bus, but that was never
an option. Walking the trail was something we both wanted to do.
Just about everything was carried by the porters; the tents to sleep in, the
utensils to cook with, the tables and stools to sit at, all the food and water, the
shovels to dig the toilet holes and ten kilos of personal effects for each
person, which included our sleeping bags.
Their ages ranged from seventeen to seventy two and some of them had
been walking the trail for many years. Most of them wore the same foot
wear: a piece of car tyre cut to the shape of their foot, padded with straw and
tied on. These men were packed like mules and carried our belongings. We
couldn’t have done the walk without them.
They would hurry ahead of the group because the meal tent had to be set
up, food prepared and the toilets dug. They went to bed late as they had to
clean up, and rose well before everyone else to prepare breakfast. They
worked so hard for what seemed a tiny remuneration for their efforts.
The first night, we camped on the edge of a high mountain looking over
the most beautiful valley. Clouds floated down and danced for us. The guide
knew every star and constellation in the heavens by name. They seemed to be
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his personal friends. The temperature that night was -1ºC. My sister had
taken her ground thermometer.
We had been told that day two would be the hardest day. We would be
walking through a pass 4,215 metres above sea level. While we had been in
Peru for over a week, gradually making our way into the mountain areas in
the hope of acclimatizing our bodies to the thinner air, it wasn’t enough to
prepare me for the effects that the high altitude would have on me.
As we got higher and the air got thinner, the going got tougher.
I’d taken snacks in my back pack to eat along the way, but I couldn’t
chew, eat or barely speak while I walked up this steep incline towards the top
of the pass. I needed all my energy to breathe. I would take a few steps and
have to stop. Most of the other people were the same.
The porters with their huge back-packs also had to make regular stops, but
still had to walk faster than the tourist group to arrive and prepare the rest
area. It was hot and dry while we walked, but very cold at the top of the pass;
stopping for a rest wasn’t practical. After a few minutes pause, we pushed
on, descending into yet another valley only to face another mountain before
the welcomed rest of nightfall, dinner and sleep.
The third day, we were up early again so we could walk all day and make
the final campsite by late afternoon. I was utterly exhausted when I finally
arrived. I was beginning to lose interest in all the amazing ruins around me.
Hopefully a good night’s sleep would refresh my enthusiasm.
This last campsite would be the set-off point for the dawn walk into
Machu Picchu the following morning. With five hundred people walking the
trail each day, this place was congested and busy, but it did have toilets,
showers, food and a bar; it was all basic, but very welcome.
Rising at what seemed to be the middle of the night, everyone set out in
the hope of arriving at Machu Picchu to watch the sun come up. We had
torches to find our way along a narrow mountain track in single file. Even
though we all walked quite quickly, there were the odd few who had to push
past everyone else. The sides of the mountain dropped steeply away beside
us; most probably it was better we couldn’t see where we would end up if we
fell.

The tour we were with had planned to arrive at Machu Picchu at dawn and
spend six hours exploring the ruins and climbing Wayna Picchu before
leaving in the mid afternoon to return to Cusco for a few days of
recuperation.
My sister and I hadn’t come all this way and walked all these kilometres
to stay a few hours. We wanted to spend an extra day here rather than back in
Cusco. The tour company wasn’t very happy with our idea, but my sister had
been persistent before we had left home and convinced them that we
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wouldn’t get lost and would be able to find our way back to Cusco and meet
up with the group the following day. We got our way.
My sister was very eager to climb Wayna Picchu, the tall mountain
behind Machu Picchu. For some reason, I wasn’t too keen on the idea. All I
had heard for days from the other people on the tour was how difficult the
climb would be, together with everything else that could go wrong. There
was one junction where you absolutely couldn’t take the pathway to the right.
What if we missed it? What if we got lost?
I was told that there were parts so steep that I would have to pull myself
up and over the rocks. What if I slipped or fell over? What if? What if? What
if? I had no idea why I was allowing the fears and apprehensions that
belonged to others in the group affect me so much.

The day at Machu Picchu passed quickly. We climbed up and down the
ruins, rested on the lush green grass, gazed into cloudless skies and
befriended the llamas.
It came time for the rest of the group to leave. As they went, so did all my
anxiety and hesitations about climbing Wayna Picchu on the following day. I
felt like I had been trapped in a cocoon of their fears, and wrapped up in stuff
that wasn’t mine. As soon as the group left, I stood still and performed a little
ritual. I grabbed handfuls of whatever from the energy field around me and
threw it away. I felt I was clearing something that had stuck to me on an
etheric level. As odd as it may have looked, I felt great when I had finished. I
couldn’t wait until the next day to climb the mountain.
For someone who was young, healthy and fit, the round trip was supposed
to take an hour and a half. It took us over an hour and a half to get to the top.
It was an invigorating and enjoyable walk with spectacular views. There
were so many people on the track, there was no way we would have got lost.
My last hurdle to the pinnacle was a huge rock formation; all I had to do
was pull myself up through the narrow opening in it to reach the top. I was
having a mental block; how could I get my leg high enough to reach the
opening? I don’t know whether I was more pulled from above or pushed
from behind, but I emerged.
I was there. I was standing on the tip of the very high peak that sits right
behind Machu Picchu.

My sister and I were two people who always enjoyed the fruits of our labour.
We weren’t in a hurry to leave and so we sat on the top for some time. We
couldn’t go back through the hole in the rock, so we had to find another way
down. We followed some people from the top. They must have walked
quicker than us because it wasn’t long before we lost sight of them.
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We kept walking and without knowing it, every step took us further and
further away from where we were meant to be going. Two hours passed and
we saw nobody. We couldn’t go back because some of the steps had been
little more than slits in almost vertical rock. We would never be able to climb
back up. We had to keep going. What was more disturbing was the sound of
running water. It was getting louder and louder. Being so close to the river
meant that we were a lot lower in the valley than we were supposed to be.
We had made a steep descent without realizing it. It was very hot and I had
almost no water left.
We kept going and eventually came to a cave that looked interesting.
Having no idea where we were, we sat down to regroup.
To our absolute pleasure, two people arrived shortly after we did. They
came from the opposite direction. We weren’t lost after all, but we had no
idea how long it was going to take us to get back to Machu Picchu.
It was going to be a long, hot, uphill haul all the way, made even more
difficult because I had almost no water. Once again, I was utterly exhausted.
We couldn’t stop to rest because we had no idea how long it would take us to
get back. We had to keep pushing our limits to make sure we didn’t miss the
last bus back to Aguas Calientes and the train to Cusco. The round trip took
us just on six hours.

By the end of the third week, we stayed with a local family for a night on
Eros, an island in Lake Titicaca. This was to give us some idea of the local
culture.
We had been walking up and down mountains for almost three weeks and
had just walked to the top of yet another dry, dusty hill to see another sun set.
That evening, we were supposed to be dressing in local clothes and going
to a social with the tour group. The thought of going out again before I had
even got back to the house was too much for me. I sat down in the dirt on the
side of the pathway and sobbed, ‘Why am I doing this to myself?’
This holiday was meant to be enjoyable. I had pushed myself almost to
the point of exhaustion. I was ready to go home and I didn’t mean the house
on the island.

Life Lesson #49
I draw to myself what I focus on
This was the first time I had consciously put something on the wall for my
constant attention. Every time I saw it, I would say to myself, I’m going
there.
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I didn’t know how or when, but I knew it would happen. The more I grew
to believe in the principle, the quicker I could draw what it was I wanted to
myself.
It wasn’t only the major things I concentrated on but the little things that
made my life flow on a day to day basis; walking into a shop and asking to
be led to the perfect gift for a person or knowing how to do something on the
computer without any prior knowledge.
I began to focus on what I wanted and left the rest up to the Universe. I
once needed a purple skirt five minutes before closing time. My desperate
plea was answered immediately as I looked to my right and found a purple
leather mini-skirt. I laughed and thought, That’s really funny. Now find me
something I can actually wear.
Three minutes to close, a shop assistant told me that they had one purple
skirt in the store, but I most probably wouldn’t like it. It was perfect.

Something for you to think about:
What experience would you like to manifest? Draw it, write it, collage it
or capture it in some way and put it on the wall. Keep looking at the picture
until you see it in reality.
If you have an underlying belief that it won’t happen, your doubting mind
could well sabotage your plans. Catch your thoughts. What are your thoughts
about the things you want to manifest but don’t seem able to?
Have you ever thought about visiting ancient ruins or taking holidays in
places you have never been before?
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Sedona, my second chance; I knew I had to go
When I came back from Peru in June 2003, many people asked, ‘Where are
you going to next?’
‘Sedona,’ was the automatic answer.
I wasn’t quite sure where such determination came from, but I knew that
Sedona in Arizona was very important on my must do list.
From the beginning of this cycle, I had been attending seminars,
workshops, conferences and practitioner courses. I had also studied much in
the metaphysical realm and was involved with vibrational healing. I was
becoming more convinced that I created all the circumstance that surrounded
me, even if I didn’t quite understand how. I was beginning to take
responsibility for what was happening in my life.
It was not uncommon for me to look around the internet to find what
conferences my favourite authors were speaking at. A friend had told me
about someone she liked who would be in Sedona in May 2004. I hadn’t
heard of this person, but I thought I would check it out anyway. The website
advertising the conference was magnetic. When I opened the site, the energy
jumped out of the screen and possessed me. I felt I needed to take a few steps
backwards so I wouldn’t be blown away. I was being called, not to the
conference, but to Sedona itself. Lush green grass, back-dropped by the
contrasting red rocks and rugged countryside; I was being seduced. The more
I looked at that photo with such desire and wanting, the more it was begging
me to come. But of course logic stepped in reminding me, Don’t be stupid,
you haven’t got the money.
Keep in mind that I never had the money to travel, but when I needed
some funding for a specific trip, it always arrived.
At this particular time, I had not long returned from Peru, my son was
soon to be married in another state, and I was planning to go back to South
America with my sister in January 2005. So in May 2004, to give this
conference in Sedona a second glance, let alone a second serious thought,
was not very practical from every angle possible.
May came and went and so did the conference. A few months later, I was
still playing around on the internet, keeping up with what was on offer. I
decided to have a look at where the next Reconnective HealingTM conference
was going to be. I checked out the website, clicked the link to seminars and
guess what came up? The conference was not only to be held in Sedona, but
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it was to be at the same hotel as the previous one I had been looking at and it
was advertised with exactly the same photo.
I knew this was my second chance. I knew I had to go.
I knew I had no money. This time I knew it didn’t matter; it would come
as always.
My logical mind still didn’t see eye to eye with some of my new beliefs.
It was usually somewhat stretched when I did things like this, but it was
slowly getting used to being freaked out. It was slowly learning it wasn’t in
control like it used to be. While I believed I could draw this money to me,
my old patterning was so entrenched that it wasn’t always easy to put into
practice what I believed.
The conference was to be in October. I had about three months to get
organized. I immediately went to the travel agent to book the flight. I thought
I’d have about a month before I had to pay but that wasn’t to be the case. As
I finalized the details, the agent told me that to hold the booking, I would
have to pay for it within twenty-four hours.
‘Okay,’ I said. ‘I’ll be back tomorrow.’
Tomorrow came. The seeds of doubt had begun to break through and
sprout during the night.
Logic said, You are mad to even consider it.
Intuition confirmed, This is your second chance. You have to go.

The following day arrived and I thought I would stop at a coffee lounge
before I went to the travel agent. The only possible way I could pay the fare
was on my credit card. I sat in the coffee lounge telling myself, I can’t
believe I’m doing this.
I most probably would have sat there for some time longer, but I felt this
invisible force on either side of me literally pick me up and deliver me to the
travel agent. I felt I was being propelled along without being able to stop.
I paid for the trip on my credit card and then decided to go straight home
and calm down. I couldn’t remember where I had parked my car. I had been
known to forget where my car was in the past, but this time, I couldn’t even
remember which car park it was in. I think I had terrified myself so much
from what I had just done that my mind was in hiding just in case I came up
with something else it couldn’t handle. I walked around for about thirty
minutes and found myself in a downstairs car park. I was hopeful I was in the
right place, but had no idea where to begin looking. I thought if I walked
home and came back at about 7.00 p.m. in the evening, all the other cars
would have gone and I would be able to easily find it. I eventually found it. I
didn’t have to walk home.
Of course the money came for the trip. It always did. I have this
arrangement with the Universe that all of my trips would be fully paid for or
funded before I leave home.
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I came home thinking I had been short changed by a couple of hundred
dollars, but I had put something on my credit card while bringing home cash.
The amount I needed for that trip was supplied almost to the cent.

Life Lesson #50
Intuition battles logic, as I follow the knowing of my heart
I’m sure many of us have prayed or asked for a car park at a busy shopping
centre and have found one. Many of us stop at car parks and don’t expand to
bigger things. It’s as though drawing little things to ourselves is our limit. If
we can do it in small things, we can try bigger and as we gain confidence in
the theory, bigger again. It has been a step by step learning curve.
Logic can be a tiresome opponent when intuition holds firm. The battle
between the two may take a lifetime; one gains, only to retreat, and then
leads again at another time. They are constant companions who need to work
together to produce the results we want. My mind can be unyielding when
threatened, and a powerful saboteur when caught off-side.

Something for you to think about:
Have you ever discovered something you know is right for you but find
every excuse as to why it will not happen?
If you have the conviction that something is on your life path, then follow
it through. Logic doesn’t always go hand in hand with intuition; they are
often at odds. The aim is to get them to work together rather than against
each other.
Have you ever stroked a teddy bear to calm down a frightened mind?
If you refused your first invitation to something you really wanted, do you
think you will be able to accept it when it comes around again?
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The Sedona conference, I wanted to stand on the seat and
clap
The lush green grass, the contrasting red rocks, and the rugged mountains of
Sedona didn’t disappoint me. Soon after I arrived, I found the spot that had
captured my imagination and stolen my heart on the internet. It was only
about a hundred metres from the hotel. I was finally there.
Apart from the conference, I don’t know why I was so attracted to
Sedona; maybe it was the energy vertexes I had heard about or beings from
other dimensions that were said to visit. It didn’t matter. I was there to
explore and I would find whatever I came for.

I was only staying a day either side of the conference, so I had to pack a lot
of sight-seeing into a few days. For some reason, my top priority was to get
myself into the air. Anything would do: a balloon, a light plane or a
helicopter. Nothing fitted into my schedule, so I set aside my intention to get
into the air before I finally went home and left it at that.
I did the usual town bus tour to have a general look around in the
morning, and booked a tour of the vertexes in the afternoon. It turned out that
I was the only person going on the vertex tour, so I could change the itinerary
to suit myself. A rock called the Courthouse attracted my attention. The
guide didn’t usually take people there, but seeing as I was the only person on
the tour, she made an exception. I have never felt energy pulsing from the
ground as I did in that area. I stood tall, raised my arms parallel to the earth,
and felt the energy bouncing between them.
I also had time for a quick visit to the Grand Canyon. I thought about
flying up there, but no flights were available, so I took a bus. I couldn’t even
book a short helicopter flight through the canyon. The Universe was certainly
keeping me on the ground.

Over and above the scenery that enticed me to Sedona, Richard Gerber
author of Vibrational Medicine, had been my draw card to the conference.
Lee Carroll, who channelled Kryon, was another speaker. This man had an
amazing presence about him that attracted and calmed, as he radiated
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goodness that reached out to everyone. I hadn’t read any of the Kryon
publications but after hearing Lee Carroll, I was inspired to look further.
I’ve often found that when I am at a conference or reading a book, there is
usually one or two lines that have a huge impact on me. Sometimes I have to
wade through thousands of words, written or spoken, to find them. It is
always worth it. My take-home from the Sedona conference, that one piece
of information I would applaud and embrace, came from John Demartini. He
said something like this:
There is nothing but love, only sometimes it comes in a form we do not
recognize. Marriage is not about happiness. Happiness is an emotion.
Marriage is about love. And love is about bringing the positive and
negative into perfect balance. Marriage is not about right and wrong,
good and bad. Marriage is about support and challenge. It is about
allowing the other to bring up your disowned self, so you may own it, love
it and grow.
Without understanding the principle, I had been working with this
understanding of love and marriage for most of my life. Everything was
slowly beginning to make more sense.

The conference finished on Sunday afternoon, which left time for a cooling
swim, a leisurely dinner, and a few hours the following morning before I left
for Phoenix and home.
I don’t know why I was so obsessed to get into the air. Maybe I knew that
the conference would take me to a spiritual high, and I wanted to match that
with a physical experience.
One last try to get up in the air was successful. A helicopter flight had one
spare seat. I had planned an early morning walk with a guide to the top of
Cathedral Rock. She would drop me at the airport for the helicopter ride and
afterwards, I would get a taxi shuttle back to the hotel. I would be cutting it
fine, but I was sure I could make it work.
Small airports in the middle of Arizona don’t function with the same
efficiency and time frames as they do in larger cities. My flight was booked
for 11.00 a.m. I was dropped at the airport early, but nobody wanted to help
me. It seemed a matter of putting my name on the list and waiting until they
were ready to take my particulars. An hour had passed and I was beginning
to wonder if I should cancel the whole idea and go back to the hotel.
A limo shuttle to Phoenix was picking me up at 1.00 p.m., which meant I
would need to have transport arranged so I could leave this local airport the
moment I got back from my helicopter flight. Allowing half an hour to get
back to the hotel and an hour for the flight, I estimated that I had to be in the
air no later than 11.30 a.m., and even that was cutting it very fine.
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I must have been getting nervous because I began talking to another lady
who had arrived well after me and was just sitting, waiting. Her flight was
booked before mine, and it appeared that everything was running late.
I was also beginning to realize that I wouldn’t be able to phone a taxi or
shuttle and have it arrive at will. Everything seemed to happen in its own
time here. I mightn’t make it into the air after all.
We chatted as we waited, and eventually got to the topic of where we
were staying. I was at the Hilton some distance away from the airport and as
fate would have it, she was staying a few minutes from my hotel. She had a
car. I knew the Universe had it all in hand.
Somehow in the next few minutes, a lot of things were re-arranged. I was
going to go on a shorter flight with her and she would drop me off at my
hotel. By now, I was beginning to lose track of time but I was sure I would
be able to take my helicopter flight and be back at the hotel on time.
The flight was magnificent. How could people live in caves on the side of
vertical cliffs? Did they stay there for their entire lives? Did anyone ever
leave? How did children not fall off? What did they eat? I had discovered yet
another world.

When I arrived back at the hotel, I asked the porter the time. ‘Ten to twelve,’
he replied.
Great, I thought, I have a whole hour to spare. I’ll go to the Day Spa. I
don’t know why, but as I collected the towel from the desk, I asked the time
again.
‘A few minutes to 1.00 p.m.,’ the receptionist told me.
I was being picked up by the Phoenix shuttle in a few minutes. Why did I
think I had a whole hour to spare? I had been almost paranoid trying to work
out times all morning. I knew I was cutting it a bit too close for comfort. I
must have gotten confused with the shorter helicopter flight and thought I
had extra spare time.
The Universe always keeps me in the loop. It makes sure I get the
information I need when I need it. It’s very creative how it re-arranges
circumstances to give me what I want as well.
As I quickly gathered my bags again to go outside the hotel to wait for the
shuttle, I mentioned to the porter that it was an hour later than he had told
me. ‘I just guessed,’ he replied.
Surely he hadn’t told me the wrong time deliberately because I had lifted
my own bags earlier. This was my first trip to the US. I had a lot to learn
about the service industry, together with the roles of porters and bellboys,
and not to forget the rules of tipping.
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Life Lesson #51
There is nothing but love, only sometimes it comes in a package we don’t
recognize (John Di Martini)
I knew I would need to stay grounded once I started working with vibrational
medicine. I wasn’t quite sure what grounded meant at first, but I would now
describe it as connecting to an energy, understanding or frequencies in
another dimension or level; it would mean bringing back what I was shown
or learnt, and making it work for me in my everyday life in a practical way.
The esoteric was of little use to me or anyone else as long as it stayed hidden.
Metaphysically speaking, the Universe was physically grounding me in
Sedona until I got the connection to grounding my spiritual discoveries. I
needed to give them form and make them work for me so that others could
see and understand.

The physical high point of Sedona was the helicopter flight over the canyon.
The spiritual high point, which I needed to ground and apply to my everyday
life, was: There is nothing but love, only sometimes it comes in a package we
don’t recognize.
There were many times when I hadn’t recognized love, possibly I had a
predisposition as to how it would appear and what it would look like. Maybe
I was so focused on presumption, I missed reality. Had I thought it was fuzzy
and romantic, charming and alluring? Had I been distracted by its superficial
expressions without appreciating its transformational power?
If love is the highest expression of who I am, I need to connect with it,
bring it to live with me, and put it to work for me. I needed to learn about it,
understand it, respect it and ground it; maybe then I would have an
appreciation of its true essence.

Something for you to think about:
Are you able to recognize love when it comes in a disguise?
Do you put what you learn into practice? Think about one profound
principle you have discovered and how you applied it to your life.
Are you able to set an intention and leave the details up to the Universe?
Sometimes the result is different to what you might expect, or maybe it
arrives in a different order.
How do you feel about last minute changes? Are you flexible and go with
the flow, or rigid and fixed, slow to adapt?
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The dilemma of forgiveness: someone did something for me,
not to me
When I arrived back from Sedona, I wanted to share what I was learning. I
was driven to write and present a workshop. I called it The Dilemma of
Forgiveness versus the Challenge of Gratitude.
Wanting to give value for money, I tried to cram everything I had learnt in
my life into one day. I’m sure I put everybody into information overload.
What I realized on that day was that we can only absorb so much, and
then we have to process it before we can absorb any more. Some people
process their stuff quicker than others. There is no set pace or speed. There is
no need to stop if you don’t feel you need to. There seems to be an innate
knowing about the timing of these things and if you listen to your innermost
wisdom, you will know what to do and when to do it.

I had thought a lot about forgiveness over the past twenty years and had
recently come to see it from a different perspective.
Was forgiveness a feeling, an emotion, something of the mind, or an act
of will? Did my mind, body and spirit have to be in harmony to achieve it?
Surely being outwardly polite must account for something, even if there was
still some dissent within.
How did I know when I had forgiven someone?
Some years ago, I came to realize that as the emotional charge towards
the other person reduced, the issue was being dealt with. When I was no
longer upset every time I met them, the lesson was being learnt. When I
eventually reached the point of the observer, I had found closure.
As my understanding of life changed over the last few years and I realized
that I was the instigator of every event I experienced, I had to wonder, If
forgiveness was necessary in the first place?
It depended on how I viewed life in general. If I needed to forgive you,
then I perceived that you had done something to me.
Acceptance put me on a higher plane to you. You still had done
something to me, but I would rise above it and accept it.
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When I could acknowledge that I had allowed, created or drawn to myself
a given situation, I would be grateful. There was nothing to forgive, for I had
invited the lesson into my life to evolve.
The dictionary describes dilemma as a choice between a difficult or
undesirable alternative. I only have a dilemma with forgiveness when I am
unable to open my mind to a greater awareness of who I am, what I am doing
here, and the role the other person is playing in my evolution.

A dilemma: Do I forgive my primary care givers and early teachers because
they did not supply my perceived needs or do I extend them gratitude for the
situations they helped me to create so that I could learn positives and
strengths about myself?
The survival patterns I learnt as a young child form the basis of the value
system I adopted as an adult. If these patterns have not been updated as I
have grown, it is quite possible that I will sabotage my adult life and blame
my primary care givers as a result. If I only dwell upon my perceived
physical needs and do not consider my authentic spiritual experiential self,
then most things in this life will make no sense at all. When my perceived
needs are not met, it can be easier for me to blame another rather than take
responsibility for the result, grow in awareness, and make some changes.

A dilemma: Do I forgive those who wielded power and authority over me, or
do I extend them gratitude because they showed me that power and authority
were available to anyone who would embrace them as their own?
Most of my deepest transformation came from lessons I learnt in the
negative. I learnt about power from others who wielded their power over me.
I learnt about strength from those who tried to control me. As long as I asked,
‘Why is this happening to me?’ I was a victim of circumstance.
If I asked, ‘Why does God let this happen?’ I was a victim of God.
When I asked, ‘Why did they do this to me?’ I was a victim of others. As
long as I afforded control of a given event to another, I was a victim.
I became the martyr by doing for others when it was not appropriate. As
long as I acted out the role and said, ‘You are not strong enough, smart
enough, well enough, tough enough; therefore, I must do it for you,’ I was a
martyr.
When I took responsibility for others because I didn’t believe in their
courage, strength, wisdom or constitution to deal with the situation on their
own, I was a martyr. When I took away the pain and discomfort of a selfcreated lesson in the life of another because I didn’t like suffering myself, I
was the martyr.
It was much easier to intervene and suffer myself than watch someone I
love go through it. I had to learn to honour and respect the choices and the
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framework that others had set up for themselves, so that they could learn
their own lessons. I had to offer support, but not interfere and manipulate the
consequence. I had to learn how to say, ‘You have chosen a difficult lesson.
Let me help you with it,’ without taking it from them.

A dilemma: Do I forgive those who challenge me and appear to deliberately
annoy and aggravate me, or do I extend gratitude to them because they are
reflecting back to me that part of myself that needs to be acknowledged and
healed?
The people who press all my buttons are the people who reflect back to
me that part of myself that I do not acknowledge, love and accept. I may
disown those parts that are too painful to revisit, but they may be the very
parts where I will find great opportunities of growth.
I may disown my own greatness and my need to excel. I may disown what
no longer works for me and choose to ignore it.
When it is time for me to let go of a habitual pattern or reactive
behaviour, someone will come along to draw my attention to it. It is easy to
miss the opportunity because I can be so focused on what the other is doing
wrong that I don’t consider for a moment that the situation is actually about
me. I am allowing them to bring my issues to my notice through their
behaviour because it is time for me to deal with it.
Forgiveness is only a dilemma when you look at the material result of a
physical event. When you view a dilemma from a higher perspective,
everything is perfectly in place.

Life Lesson #52
Ultimately, there is nothing to forgive, but gratitude often seems
inconceivable
I agonized for years as to whether I had forgiven someone because I had
absolutely no idea what forgiveness actually was. It was only when I could
embrace responsibility for everything in my life that I could see there was
nothing to forgive.
If forgiveness was necessary within a relationship, then it was for me to
ask the other to forgive me, because I had judged them as doing something to
me, blamed them for a perceived disruption to my life, or not understood the
role they were playing in my evolution. They were doing something for me,
not to me.
While in essence there may be nothing to forgive, it may take a few steps
to arrive at being grateful for something. Acceptance may be the first step,
forgiveness the next. Sometimes the gap is too great to make one huge leap.
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Something for you to think about:
Could any of your emotional pain be associated with postponing choices?
A dilemma is a choice, often a difficult choice; postponing a difficult choice
can cause emotional pain.
Have you ever unintentionally destroyed the infrastructure of someone’s
lesson with your good intentions? Sometimes we just want to help, but
maybe it might be more beneficial to help from a distance; support without
disruption.
Which of your adversaries can you now recognize as your wise teachers?
Many of our most profound lessons are learnt in the negative.
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Climbing the volcano; a surreal experience
The second trip to South America in 2005 took my sister and myself from
Santiago to Ushuaia, the most southern town in Argentina, back up to
Buenos Aires, and across the River Plate to Uruguay.
Chile is a beautiful country with wild flowers growing for kilometres
along the sides of the road. Argentina is rugged, vast, tenacious, empty and
daunting.
The highlight of this trip came in the first few days when I climbed
Villarrica, an active volcano in Pucon, which is about twelve hours’ drive
south of Santiago.
Night time brought a spectacular show from the volcano. We could see
lava and flames jumping from the top of the crater from our beds.
Considering that I had done very little exercise in preparation for this trip,
I was extremely adventurous and optimistic to attempt the climb to the top of
the volcano. There were about five or six groups of twenty people or so,
climbing on the same day as us. Early in the morning, everyone gathered in
the town centre to collect their gear and get ready. Each group wore a
different colour so the guides would know who they were looking after. We
went in buses to the base of the volcano. The chair lift whisked us up several
hundred metres over the cold, black rock to the base of the snow.
I had rarely been in snow during my life and I had never seen a crampon
before, let alone know how to attach it to my boots. When in doubt, copy
everyone else. I had no idea how to use an ice pick either, but after about an
hour of struggle, someone eventually told me to keep changing hands and
keep it on the top side of me. Those few instructions made such a difference.
Even so, I still fell several times and lost a lens from my new glasses.
The guides spoke mostly Spanish, so the safety instructions in English
weren’t very clear. What we discovered after about half an hour was that if
you heard a whistle blowing, get out of the way because rocks were rolling
down the mountain at a fast pace and gathering momentum as they came; a
few people almost got hit. The wind was very strong and I had to bend over
to stop myself being blown around. The zigzagging all the way up through
the snow had been a battle with nature and I was tiring quickly.
The short stops were my respite; a few minutes pause to look around
connected me to an experience that could only be described as surreal. Was I
really here, almost at the top of a volcano? How could I have walked so far
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that I was above the clouds? If I rolled over the edge, where would I go? The
snow just seemed to fall away to nowhere. Was there still something far
below or had we somehow entered a strange and beautiful new world? Only
nature could hold the contradiction of such power and beauty as one.
Looking up, the white cone of the snow covered volcano rose to greet the
heavens before a backdrop of exquisite blue. Looking down, I seemed to be
walking on clouds.
The higher we got, the more exhausted and slower I was becoming. I was
so close and yet so far. The last two hundred metres to the top was going to
be the steepest and most difficult. The slower ones in our group were asked
to seriously consider not going on any further. I knew I had reached my limit.
I knew I couldn’t go any further.
I’m a failure, was my immediate thought as I slumped into the snow.
As I sat there feeling sorry for myself, I could hear another voice in my
head telling me how ridiculous such a comment was. Get over it! Think
about what you’ve just achieved, not what you haven’t.
As the sense of defeat was replaced by utter exultation, I began to take
photos; the snow covered mountain leaned to about 45°, with a line of
climbers wending upwards; full white clouds danced below covering the
ground somewhere far away, and an endless blue horizon gave a promise of
eternity. My business name was Energy for Living and what picture could
better capture the concept?
Coming down held its own special challenges. We were encouraged to
slide down rather than walk. This didn’t seem like a good idea to me. I did
try it a couple of times. The flatter I lay, the faster I went. Stopping was
supposed to be easy; all I had to do was dig the ice pick into the snow, but
that was easier said than done for a novice. When my first and second
attempt to pick myself to a stop didn’t work and I continued to slide, panic
made sure the third attempt dug in firmly. I decided I would rather walk
down.
After about five hours on the volcano, we finally made it back to the chair
lift. I could see from a distance that it wasn’t working. There would be a
good reason; they were waiting for everyone to arrive and we would all go
together. Then I realized that we were pretty well the last of the climbers. I
needed to face the hard cold facts of reality; the chairlift didn’t work in the
afternoon, which meant we had to walk for another hour to get back to the
bus.
I fell into bed at 5.30 p.m. and I had aches and pains for the next few
days. Luckily, I had packed my old glasses. I don’t usually do just in case,
but this time it paid off.

There were lots of special moments in the trip.
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The tall ice walls of the Merino Glacier were breath-taking as the
backdrop to the tiny boats that ferried the tourists close by. They creaked and
moaned as parts cracked and fell in the lake with a deafening crash, drawing
attention to yet another extraordinary demonstration of the power and beauty
of nature.
The trip to the Grey Glacier over the lake was one of the roughest boat
trips I have ever experienced. I’d only ever seen big waves in the ocean. The
frozen deep blue ice with its caves, crevices, peaks and age lines etched
unforgettable images into my memory. Every effort I made was worth it.
Our hikes across the loose ash on the steep mountain terrain needed
attention to every step; slipping would mean rolling, and rolling meant to the
bottom, and that was a long way down.
People had been killed at one of the waterfalls where the wind tunnel had
blown them over. I had never been in such ferocious wind.
By the time we had arrived in Ushuaia, the tour guide was repeatedly
commenting on the weather. He had never seen it so good down there. No
wind or rain, and cloudless skies. It was so unlike what he usually
experienced. He hadn’t realized that my sister and I were very good friends
with the weather angels and we’d been talking to them for months before we
came.
No trip to Buenos Aires would be complete without a Tango show. I’d
seen the Tango danced in Australia, but there was no comparison when it
came to the people who invented it. I couldn’t believe how two people could
dance so passionately, intertwine their legs so quickly in every imaginable
kick, flick and tangle and not trip each other over.
As we flew out of Buenos Aires in the evening, it was as though we were
leaving a kingdom in fairyland. The city lights extended for miles. They just
didn’t seem to want to end. Maybe that’s how I was feeling too.

Life Lesson #53
I needed to focus on what I had achieved, not what I hadn’t
How could I have possibly thought, even for a moment, that I had failed by
climbing almost to the top of the volcano?
Life is full of challenges and we can easily fall into overwhelm if we
concentrate on what we haven’t achieved instead of what we have. Our lives
can become so intense and demanding that we sometimes need to take time
off and climb a mountain of our own choice, rather than one someone else
has set before us.

In recent years, one of the achievements I do acknowledge is allowing myself
to take time off from caring for others and go away with my sister.
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Over the years, I had spent most of my holidays at the beach with the
family. While the venue was different, I basically did the same sort of things.
I discovered that time out was essential not just in a physical capacity, but
mentally and emotionally as well. It was okay for me to need my own space.
Many people my age have elderly parents or ill partners to care for. Too
often it is the carer who becomes ill and dies because they become exhausted
by not addressing their own needs. They direct all their energy to others. If
that energy is given in a begrudging manner, it puts an even greater strain on
the giver.
Caring for others can be like climbing the volcano; it can be a constant
uphill battle, keeping your wits about you all the time, never being able to
fully relax, and with no end in sight.
Give yourself permission to acknowledge how difficult the task of caring
for another can be. Resist feeling guilty. We need to honour our own needs,
take time off, energize ourselves and feel refreshed. Then we are able to
continue with the often difficult task of caring for someone else. Putting
yourself first is not selfish; at times, it is essential.

Something for you to think about:
Where do you have unrealistic expectations of yourself? High goals are
one thing. Unrealistic ones are another; they can crush your self-esteem.
Are you able to acknowledge how difficult it is to care for another? Do
you feel guilty when you admit your limitations?
When did you last give yourself permission to take time off? Others may
not give it to you. When you feel you need respite, take it.
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The Stock Market, an addictive and costly game
When several people bring a particular subject to my attention within a short
period of time, the Universe is usually trying to draw my attention to
something.
In 2004, three clients, within the space of a week, all began talking to me
about trading and the stock market. I knew very little about the stock market.
About the same time, I received some information in the mail about a free
seminar. Maybe this was an introduction to something I needed to take notice
of.
A few days later, I was sitting in my lounge room with some of my family
and maybe just to stir them a little I said, ‘I think I’ll become a Day Trader.’
I would have got the same response if I had said, ‘I am going to marry an
alien.’
I could read their minds, here she goes again.

I went off to the free seminar with absolutely no intention of buying any of
their trading programmes, but they gave away a lot of good free information.
I was impressed. The cost of the course was out of my price range, but I
decided to trust that this had not come to my attention for no apparent reason.
I signed up.
Before I went to any classes, I thought it would be in my best interests to
at least buy a few books and get an idea of what trading was about. I got
something on Options. I had heard the word but had no idea what it was. The
book could have been written in a foreign language for all the sense it was
making. I read the first chapter four times before I began to understand it; I
read the second chapter repeatedly and so on, till I finally finished the book.
Once I got an idea of what the market was about, I was hooked. The more I
read, the more I began to understand the basics of trading. I was ready to do
the course.
It was very comprehensive and unlike other courses I had considered; it
actually taught me how to understand the market, not just how to use
intricate software. It was based on technical analysis, which I eventually
decided didn’t work on its own. There were hours and hours of homework;
hundreds of back trades had to be done and presented to the tutor as I decided
which parameters I wanted to trade within. So after six or so months, I was
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ready to trade. I’ve never been one for patience, so paper trading didn’t
exactly appeal.

Because I didn’t have much money, I decided to trade Contracts for
Difference (CFDs), a derivative product on-line. I opened an account with
only $1000. I knew instantly that this wasn’t enough money. I would need at
least $5000 to start. I can remember standing outside my clinic room in the
sun and saying to the Universe that $1000 wasn’t enough to begin trading
and I needed another $4000. The next day, I had the money.
If I thought for a moment that telling my story to a friend the next day
would have induced her to offer me the money, I wouldn’t have opened my
mouth. I’d no sooner told her that $1000 wasn’t enough when she asked me
how much I wanted. I had never taken that amount of money from anyone. I
found it unsettling that it had even been offered, but the thought was still
fresh in my mind that I had seriously asked the Universe for $4000 only a
matter of hours before. Could this be the Universe answering me? At first,
she said she would give it to me.
‘I won’t take it unless I can pay it back with interest,’ I said.
We cut a deal. I added 15% interest, which she wouldn’t have got
anywhere else, and I would work it off however long it took me to do. I was
set to trade.

Part of the course was to write my own trading system based on technical
analysis, test it by back trading, and stick to it religiously. My first trade
made me a profit of about $400 in twenty-four hours. I lost half of that in my
second trade and made another $320 on my third attempt. I went through
consecutive losses and gains, until gradually, the losses far outweighed the
profits. Within six months, I had lost 60% of my float. I was following the
rules, so what was I doing wrong?
I would take every opportunity throughout the day to watch the trades and
see how they were going. Then it struck me. I listened to the words I was
using, I’ll just check to see if I have reached my Stop.
What on earth was I thinking? In reality, the word Stop was telling me
that I expected my trade to fall. If it was to reach my Stop, or I was to be
stopped out, then the price had to be coming down. All my trades were long;
the price was supposed to go up not down.
If thought created reality, I needed to change my thinking. I needed to go
and look at my trades with the mind-set, I’ll just check to see if it has reached
my Limit.
My trading turned around. Talk about change your thinking and change
your outcome.
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For the next three months, I was trading much better. I increased my float
by 70%. These weren’t huge amounts, as I only began with a small float, but
for a raw beginner, I was happy with what I was doing.

One of the things trading re-enforced was never to say, ‘I haven’t got enough
money.’ I had borrowed my son’s camera a few times and wanted to buy one
of my own. I found a great discount deal and while I knew I had manifested
money in the past, for some reason I was hesitant. Maybe money doesn’t
grow on trees hadn’t quite left my belief system completely.
‘I don’t have $500 to spend,’ I convincingly told myself.
‘You don’t have $500 to spend,’ repeated the Universe. ‘Watch this!’
In the click of your fingers or even faster, I watched one of my trades
drop $500. It fell so quickly it gapped through my Stop. I couldn’t believe
what I was seeing.
I think in some sort of way, the Universe was telling me it was time to
stop thinking, I couldn’t afford something or I didn’t have enough money.
I got the point. If I believe that I live in a world of abundance, then I
needed to make that belief work for me. I got the message. I went out the
same day and bought the camera, at a great price, just where the Universe
had led me to.

I could never say I seriously took up trading. I more played around with it for
most of 2005.
Maybe I began listening to people telling me that I was gambling more
than trading.
Maybe I lost my nerve and believed I would eventually lose my entire
float.
Maybe I was spending too much time in front of my computer.
Maybe it had become incredibly addictive.

I’m not quite sure what the reason was, but when autosurfing attracted my
attention, I took all of my money out of the trading account and invested it in
my new interest.

Life Lesson #54
My words were creating my results
The words we use are critical to what we create. If we don’t seriously want
something to happen, then don’t encourage it by saying or thinking it
repeatedly.
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I loved the thrill of trading. It became very addictive. Obviously, the
passion I followed it with was attached to my thoughts about it. Passionately
expecting to lose resulted in exactly that and changing my thoughts to
expecting to win did the same.
Words and thoughts are the framework for what you will create. The
passion and emotion you add will dictate how quickly you will manifest it.
The fact that you may not know the principle that is at work doesn’t stop
the process.

Something for you to think about:
Notice your words. Pay particular attention to them. Do you ever say
things like, ‘I am sick and tired of something?’ Do you ever catch yourself
saying, ‘I’m fed up? I need a break. I can’t do it.’
Creative expression collects what comes after I am and takes it to the
physical realm. How can you change your expression so as not to call in
something unintentionally that you don’t want?
Become pedantically exact when it comes to saying what you are, what
you need and what you can and can’t do.
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Too good to be true; there are none so blind as those who
wear rose-coloured glasses
If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck and quacks like a duck, it’s
usually a duck.
If it looks too good to be true, it usually is.
So if it was so obvious, why couldn’t I see it?

I have realized in recent years that I had obvious repetitive patterns in my
life, especially when it came to writing something. I always found something
to distract me which took me away from pursuing what I wanted to do. I was
able to fill in months with trivia as I delayed developing my creative side. I
had mistakenly thought that I needed money, when I actually needed selfexpression and acknowledgement.
I didn’t recognize this pattern until after I lost a lot of money on yet
another adventure called autosurfing while I delayed writing my reflexology
workshops. Over and above everything else that autosurfing taught me was
the profound lesson to stop running away from myself and to get on with
expressing my creative potential and write something. Another thing it taught
me about was the value of money.

There were several reasons I got involved in autosurfing. The money was
readily available. Synchronicity came into play. I didn’t trust my own
creative abilities to support me.
By this time, I knew that if I wanted money for some project, I could
manifest it pretty easily, but it always came at the last minute or the eleventh
hour. Being human with a mind that could easily find traces of outdated
limiting patterns, I could become stressed about funding my holidays at the
last minute if I wasn’t on full alert. I wanted a little extra for those little
extras. I wanted a little put aside for just in case, but the Universe knew that I
hadn’t lived in the space of just in case for many years, so why would I want
to go backwards now?
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By 2005, right or wrong had been replaced with negative or positive.
Everything was a lesson I had agreed to take. So, I had nothing to lose.
A series of events that begun almost ten years earlier unexpectedly came
together and my very open mind was willing to give almost anything a try. I
was about to get a lesson on the value of money and it wasn’t about to come
cheaply. If I paid attention, I would get value for that money. If I didn’t, I
would be feeling sorry for myself for a long time to come.

Almost ten years before, when I was trying to escape from writing Something
to Think About, I had joined several matrix schemes, bought internet products
that could be on-sold, and joined an on-line shop. The on-line shop was
based in America and had little or nothing that I would be interested in
buying, but the idea seemed sound and there could be other people who
would be interested in the products. If they joined, I got paid for introducing
them. I had to pay so much per month to stay in it.
After about six months and nobody had joined me, I decided to pull out. I
went to the website on a particular day to cancel my subscription and
someone from Australia had joined. I had just introduced another person. I
was meant to mentor them and get them started. I couldn’t leave after all!
It only took a few months until my one down-line decided that it wasn’t
for him and withdrew. I followed quickly behind.
During those few months, we had communicated regularly enough
through email but once he left, all communication ceased and I got on with
writing my first book.
Ten years later, the pattern repeated itself. I was trying to escape writing
yet again. A friend of a friend of a friend was making money on the internet
with something called digots. The whole idea didn’t make any sense to me,
so I had to find out what it was about. It took weeks of reading before I could
begin to understand anything, but I finally decided to put some money into it.
Putting money in was one thing, getting any out would be another. But, that
was all part of the lesson.
While watching my digots grow and supposedly making me money, the
same friend of a friend of a friend discovered autosurfing.
As fate would have it, I was at my friend’s place and the second
generation friend arrived. Just then, her phone rang and it was the third
generation friend who had introduced us all to digots. He had recently joined
several autosurfing programmes. Before I knew it, the phone was put in my
hand and I was talking to this man about autosurfing and its benefits. He
wasn’t being pushy or anything and in closing he gave me his name and
phone number in case I wanted more information. It was an unusual name. I
had only ever heard it once before and that was ten years before when a man
joined the on-line shopping club the day I was going to leave.
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Of course it was the same person. What were the odds of that happening?
Was it coincidence or synchronicity? It didn’t matter. I was about to trust his
judgments or was it that I still felt guilty about being so naïve years before.
Either way, it sounded attractive. I was ready to join.
Autosurfing paid you money to watch a certain number of internet
advertisements each day. Of course you had to invest in the programme first.
You were paid a set percentage of your investment for a given period. One of
the more well-known ones paid 12% on your investment for twelve days if
you watched a certain number of advertisements. Keep in mind that if you
belonged to ten programmes and had a fast internet connection, you could
have them all running on automatic at the same time, so you weren’t really
watching anything. You could take out all your money or roll it over for
another period. In the beginning, people were getting paid and were able to
take out their money. As the stakes got higher, it was more difficult to get
your money out.
One autosurfing programme after another collapsed. Finally, when the
biggest player in the game was closed down for investigation, it all began to
fall apart. When my last programme collapsed and I knew there was no way I
could recover my investments, I felt a huge weight lift off my shoulders. In
that fleeting moment as I sat at my computer, something shifted deep within.
It was so real I could feel it in my physical body and only then was I free to
invest my energy in something more productive.

The second reason why I became so quickly involved in autosurfing was that
the money was readily available. When autosurfing arrived on the scene, I
took whatever money I had in my trading account and put it into my new
venture. The initial capital had come to me so easily that it was like I was
trading with play money. Autosurfing felt the same. It was like I was playing
a game. The money wasn’t real. It was all pretend. I had come by it so
effortlessly that I didn’t appreciate its value. I hadn’t exchanged my energy
for it at that point; I had no real appreciation of what it had cost me.
After some months when the programmes appeared to be doing well, the
same friend who had given me money to trade with put more money into my
account. I was paying her higher interest than the bank, so we were both
happy.

The third reason I so quickly became involved in autosurfing was that it was
a distraction. It distracted me from doing what I knew I was meant to be
doing. It gave me something to consume my time and focus upon. It provided
an excuse to avoid writing. It was something I could fill in my spare time
with until I found the confidence to unashamedly project my ideas into the
world.
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Life Lesson #55
If I’m looking for distractions, delays and diversions, I’ll find as many as I
need
I could allow myself to cringe as I write this story and think of how naïve I
was. I could be tempted to judge myself as utterly stupid for my involvement
in these schemes, but I would be judging the younger me by the wisdom of
the older me.
I was looking for distractions and I found them. They were all around.
Encouragement and perseverance were there also, but I wasn’t looking for
them at the time. A pattern was evolving. This was the second time I allowed
distractions to play a major part in delaying my creative expression.
Everything is so much clearer in retrospect. Autosurfing was an
experience I needed to have to learn about the value of money and the value
of myself, and that was exactly what I got!

It took me about three years to work off the money that my friend had given
to me, plus 15% interest.
During those years, I understood how precious the resource of me was and
how I had thrown it away because I had failed to appreciate the value of my
creative self. It wasn’t about the value of money. I had to learn about the
value of me before I was able to share that with anyone else.

Something for you to think about:
Are there areas of your life where you only see what you want to see?
Is there anything obvious to others that you refuse to recognize? It’s easy
to live in denial when you don’t like the solution to the situation you find
yourself in.
Are there areas in your life that have been made so easy for you that you
may not appreciate their value? I found that because the money came to me
so readily, I didn’t afford it the value it was worth, at least not until I had to
exchange my own energy for it.
Do you have recurring patterns of behaviour that you fall into to distract
yourself from doing what you know you are meant to be doing?
Awareness is the beginning of change.

257

Dubai, once again facing extremes
Once again, I found myself in a land of opposites, extremes in temperature,
wealth and lifestyle. The month was August, and the temperature was close
to 50°C (122°F). Surprisingly, the desert sand wasn’t all that hot. It was
warm, almost nurturing, and comfortable to stand on. I thought about the
beach back home and how temperatures much less would burn my feet
intensely. There was no water in this sand, and this made the difference.
Contrary to the atmosphere in the desert, the same heat along Dubai Creek
almost annihilated me. The narrow crowded alleys of the old souks, with no
ventilation, were stifling. I was on my own and carrying no identification
except for a credit card, so I couldn’t collapse, even though I was utterly
exhausted.

On my early visits to Dubai, I did all the tourist things, which included a
safari over the sand dunes, and finishing with an Arabian dinner in the desert.
The meal was sumptuous with memorable entertainment, henna tattoos,
belly-dancers and hookah pipes. Traditionally, we sat on cushions at long
tables. Everyone was on the verge of settling down when one group jumped
up from their table amidst screams. A scorpion had paid them a visit.
Architecture is always a topic of discussion for those who visit Dubai.
Burj Al Arab (the building that looks like a yacht under sail) was the face of
Dubai in 2006, and visitors weren’t welcome to go inside to look around. If
there was no purpose for being there, entry was blocked. A booking for high
tea got me to the top floor. The colour scheme surprised me. It was more like
something I would have expected at the local clubs back home, but then the
clubs back home didn’t offer genuine French perfume and skin care products
to their clientele.
The Palm Jumeirah (an artificial island) wasn’t finished on my first visit.
Driving out of Dubai on a bus trip, I noticed countless trucks coming towards
me, filled with boulders from the near-by mountains. I stopped counting at
two hundred. This went on day in, day out, until the foundation of The Palm
was established. I couldn’t help but wonder what effect it was having on the
local environment.
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Taking a cardigan to the movies in such hot weather seemed odd advice
from the locals, but sure enough, the theatre was freezing. They also gave me
ear plugs, which I would have used if the sound had been a decibel higher.
Mobile phones rang repeatedly, and no one seemed to have a problem talking
on them. It was all part of the movie experience; I only ever went once.

I’ve never been one for retail therapy, but the summer sales were enticing,
and besides, staying in air-conditioning throughout the day was essential. I
couldn’t quite understand why anyone would need a ski slope in a shopping
centre, but maybe the cold was a welcome change from the searing heat, and
besides, the kids seemed to be having a great time on the toboggans.
Souvenir shopping taught me a valuable lesson. I wanted to find
something special for a friend who always brought me back something
unusual from her travels. I wanted to find her something nice in return. There
was one problem; she had everything. Finding her a present was my first
shopping priority. I thought hard, looked long, and found a beaded carry bag,
just big enough for a few books.
I was excited to give it to her when I got home. I hoped she would like it.
She said she did.
‘But,’ she added, ‘I’ll never use it. You’d be better to give it to someone
who would.’ Holding up her favourite bag, she continued. ‘Haven’t you
noticed this is the only one I ever use?’ With those comments, she gave it
back to me.
I had hoped my devastation at getting the present choice so wrong didn’t
show. I took it back as graciously as I could, saying, ‘No worries.’
I would have preferred she took the bag, put it in the closet, and never
looked at it again. My ego had been bruised.
Why was it so important to me that she liked the present? Was I actually
seeking her approval without realizing it?
Was I not able to receive without having to give in return?
I never intended any further discussion, but a few weeks later, the subject
came up again. She had felt bad about giving the present back to me and told
another friend who replied, ‘I can’t believe you did that!’
Such a comment made her feel even worse. As we talked about how we
both felt, I realized that her forthright honesty was something I needed to
value. Not everybody tells you the truth. Not everybody says what they really
think. While I felt a blow like a sledge hammer, it was never intended.
Honest friendship is to be valued. I know if I ask her advice, she will say
exactly what she thinks, and not what I want to hear. Strong minded people
can be intimidating, but she was in my life for a reason, which could well
have been to teach me to speak up and say exactly what I thought. Truth is a
friend of immeasurable value, only welcomed by the bravest of hearts.
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While in Dubai, I washed a pair of jeans in the shower one night and hung
them in the bathroom. In the morning, they were completely dry. I thought, if
air-conditioning can dry my jeans so quickly, what is it doing to me? I was
becoming dehydrated; the evidence would begin to show itself once I
returned home, but in the mean time, I continued to enjoy my sight-seeing
and shopping.

Life Lesson #56
Honesty can be confronting
By wanting my friend to take the present and put it in the closet, I was
wanting someone to be something they weren’t. I wanted friendship on my
terms. I needed to look at where else in my life I was not allowing others to
be themselves.
If I was challenged by truth and honesty in this relationship, then maybe I
had a lot to learn about relationships in general. Was the focus of relating to
others based on truth and honesty, or keeping the other person happy?
I was learning to step outside of emotions and discover the wisdom of the
event, rather than allow the emotional pain to linger, and the situation to
remain unresolved. This was an opportunity to learn through the profound
teacher, negative feed-back. I wondered if a less extreme response would
have taught me the same lesson.

Something for you to think about:
Are you able to address an issue that has upset you or do you ignore it and
pretend it hasn’t happened? Addressing problems is essential to the growth of
any relationship, but everyone isn’t able to do that.
Do you say what you think or what others hope to hear? How do you feel
when someone says what they think to you? Sometimes we don’t hear what
has been intended.
Have you ever repeatedly put yourself out trying to please someone? Why
do you need their approval? Is the intention to please the other person, or
satisfy a need within you? Are you seeing the other person for who they are,
or do they remind you of someone else you have not been able to help in the
past?
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Ageing relatives have a mind of their own
Like many thousands of baby-boomers by 2005, I had elderly relatives. My
mother and her sister lived reasonably close to each other on the other side of
town to me. I had given up trying to convince them about the benefits of
living closer to me more than ten years ago. My mother wasn’t ready to
move house because her friends were close by, and at eighty-six, she was still
playing tennis.
As fate would have it, my daughter drove my mother and the newly born
great-grand child past a retirement village close to where I lived. There was a
residential development next to it that my mother mistook for extensions to
the retirement village. As soon as they arrived at my house, my mother told
me that she had seen the extensions to the retirement village and had decided
that she was going to put her name down and move over here. I couldn’t
believe what I was hearing.
‘That’s great. You’d better put your name on the waiting list,’ I said.
‘What about your sister? Is she coming as well?’
My mother and her sister were very close in a strange sort of way, I can’t
live with you but I can’t live without you. I didn’t think that my mother would
move house unless her sister came also, but that was something they had to
work out between themselves.
I was still baffled. What had happened to change my mother’s mind?
My mother had lived in the same house for over fifty years. The suburb
was a new area in the post war years and most people came to live there
about the same time. In those days, once you settled, you stayed put. While
friendships weren’t always close, there was a connection between the
neighbours, especially the original few who were still living there. One had
recently died and another with dementia had been put into respite care while
the family discussed options. Somehow, the neighbour being put into care
had quite an effect on my mother, who was still vehemently independent and
strong-minded.
My auntie decided to join in the move, so not wanting them to change
their minds, I took them both into the retirement village the next day to pay
their deposit and put their names down. To our disappointment, we
discovered that it could be eighteen months or longer before a unit became
available. Once making such a life changing decision, they were eager to
make the move, but twelve months later when nothing was forthcoming, they
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were beginning to give up hope of it ever happening. My main concern was
that they had left the move too late and would change their minds.
The village also offered a compact one bedroom with a kitchenette. If the
wait extended much longer, we might have to consider that. At that point, I
went overseas.
The morning after I arrived home, I was woken out of my jet lag to a
phone call from the manager of the village to say that the compact one
bedroom units were being turned into fully serviced apartments. While my
mother and auntie were ready to change their homes, they weren’t ready to
have someone else cook and clean for them; shopping for food was still a
large part of their social outings.
As nothing else was forthcoming, I had to do something and do it quickly
in case they became so disappointed they decided to stay where they were.
It was time to call on the Universe for some serious help.
I instantly thought of a demountable village in the opposite direction; it
was still only three minutes away from where I lived. I hadn’t considered it
previously because I thought it was too close to the expressway with too
many cars and too much noise, but when you are desperate, you begin to
open your mind a little. I knew there had been some extensions done to this
other village about a year before, but they were most probably all filled by
now; it was worth a look.
I needed two homes or units close together, on ground level, and available
about the same time.
Firstly, the manager showed us two of the older style demountable homes.
They were quite small and not suitable, but worth keeping in mind if we were
desperate.
Then once again as fate would have it, there was one brand new two
bedroom unit in the new section still available for sale after many months on
the market. When I say unit, I actually mean a small house. It looked like it
was rendered on the outside; inside was bigger than the home my mother had
lived in most of her life. I didn’t think twice about why it hadn’t sold. I knew
it was waiting for us. That was my mother taken care of, now I needed
something for my auntie.
On second thoughts, the manager recalled that there might be a possibility
of one of the newer units coming up for re-sale. After a few phone calls, we
were told that the second home, just four doors from the one my mother was
going to purchase, was also for sale.
I had found exactly what I was looking for in a matter of hours.
The village would accept a deposit, but the deposit wouldn’t hold the
units indefinitely. I needed to put the two houses on the market and get
contracts on them both as soon as possible. The manager told us that if
anyone else came along and wanted to purchase either of the units and was
able to settle before us, there was a possibility that we could lose them; firm
contracts on their current houses would avoid that situation.
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We needed to move quickly. I came home and began to phone real estate
agents. They weren’t encouraging and told me it could take at least six weeks
to negotiate a sale. This was not what I wanted to hear.
Ask and you shall receive! So, I had a chat to the real estate angels.
Within twenty-four hours of listing my mother’s house, she had signed a
contract. Developers were eager to purchase anything in her street.
Everything was coming together. I hoped my relatives could see it as
clearly as I could.
Now came the next step: selling my auntie’s house. You can be very
specific when asking the Universe for things. I asked for the contract to
become firm on a specific date, two weeks after the day my mother’s house
would settle. The second contract went unconditional on that exact day.
All that was left to do was pack up fifty-four years at one house and
twenty-five at the other. My auntie had a tendency to throw most things out
before she even looked at them. My mother tended to keep it all without
looking. I had said to my mother that if she ever moved, she wouldn’t have to
throw anything out. I didn’t quite mean it literally, but that’s how it was
taken. And so, after living all those years in the same house, the day of my
mother’s move came. The only hidden treasure we found was $300 under the
floor covering. My auntie moved exactly one month later.
If I had tried force or coercion years before, the move may never have
happened, but when the time was right, it all fell into place so quickly, I was
flat out keeping up.

Life Lesson #57
Forcing the issue isn’t always the best option
Elderly relatives can be a cause of worry; many of them are not open to
discuss moving or what lies ahead. Introducing the subject can stir such a
variety of emotions in everyone concerned that nothing is gained. When I
met such strong resistance ten years earlier, I left the subject alone, knowing
that it would work out when the time was right.
What is best for someone and what will keep them happy doesn’t always
go together. There is a perfect time for everything and sometimes it is better
to let things be for the moment.
Handing a difficult situation over to a higher power takes the load from
your shoulders and allows for a solution that you may not have thought
about.
Who would have thought that I could find two units close together in the
same complex, sell the two houses, and help both of them pack and move, all
within the space of eight weeks?
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Something for you to think about:
How do you deal with stubborn relatives? Have you ever tried
approaching a difficult subject from a different perspective?
If someone in your life is resisting change, you may well find that you are
doing the same thing. Once you identify the common issue, the dynamics
could well change.
Have you ever considered that the stubbornness displayed by your elderly
relatives might be nothing more than fear of the unknown? A lot of people,
especially the elderly, find it difficult to talk about their fears. A lot of elderly
people find it difficult to talk about any emotions.
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Ho’oponopono,
reconciliation

the

ancient

Hawaiian

practice

of

I first heard about Ho’oponopono in September 2005. I couldn’t get my
tongue around the word, nor my head around the concept. I persevered with
the pronunciation and read and re-read the website. I was interested enough
to find out more, so a friend and myself registered to go to a conference in
Hawaii in November 2006.
I had known from past experiences that when I attended a Conference or
workshop that would take me to a higher level of awareness, my body went
through some sort of detox in preparation. I usually came down with a cold;
the respiratory system was the easiest way for the body to detox. The body
would let go of physical stuff, taking the emotional stuff with it and ridding
itself of old patterns and beliefs to make way for the new.
The experience in preparation for this conference wasn’t going to be any
ordinary detox cold like in the past; something huge was about to shift and it
would need something huge as a lever.

I hadn’t realized how dehydrated I was when I came back from Dubai a few
months earlier. I also didn’t know that nose bleeds were one of the
indications of dehydration; it’s funny how the Universe slips things in at
unexpected times.
I was watching a programme on the dwarf planet Pluto and the presenter
began talking about the connection between nose bleeds and dehydration. It
just shows how we need to keep our ears open and stay focused all the time.
So at the end of August, I had a nose bleed, which had only happened
once before when I walked the Inca Trail. The nose bleed came and went and
I didn’t take too much notice of it, but the inside of my nose didn’t heal.
A few weeks later, it rained and the skin cancer weed (euphorbia peplus)
burst forth in my garden. I had been waiting eagerly for it to shoot. The dry
weather had kept it under the ground and the sun spot on my nose had been
waiting patiently. I had used this weed several times and it always worked. I
was more than generous with its milky substance, and as usual, it blistered
and went to a scab, but this time it didn’t heal. It just kept weeping gently.
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Mm mm, I thought, maybe I overdid it.
Inside my nose had not healed either and was becoming a problem. It
reminded me of what my feet had looked like many years before; they had
crusty, weeping sores that wouldn’t heal.
About the same time, cold and flu symptoms presented themselves, which
didn’t disturb me too much because that usually happened before any major
personal growth work I did for myself.
I had been particularly restless the night after the flu symptoms had eased;
the Ho’oponopono process had been flowing through my mind most of the
night. I woke up with a very sore throat and swollen neck. It was like I had
tonsillitis, except they had been removed when I was young.
I still hadn’t asked the obvious question, ‘What’s this all about?’
I was sure it was all connected to the conference in Hawaii that I was
going to in two weeks, so I left it at that.
A few days later, I looked in the mirror and thought, my nose looks pretty
red…. like I’ve been in the sun.
Within a few hours, my nose was twice its normal size. After a few more
hours, my face was beginning to swell. It was hot, red and hard to touch.
What if it spread into my eyes and I couldn’t see, or further down into my
throat and I couldn’t breathe?
All of my symptoms now had my fullest attention. What were they trying
to tell me?

The progression of events seemed to begin about the time I had registered for
the conference. There had to be a connection. It had to be part of the multilevel detox my body was going through in preparation. I had expected
something, but not anything like this.
I stood in my bedroom and had a serious talk to my nose. It was time I
knew what this was really all about.
Answers often come in concepts; something like a deeply complex
explanation, appearing in flashes of intuitive knowing that are interconnected
on many levels with your entire being; an explanation that you absolutely
understand in an instant, but could never put into words and explain fully.
As I glanced at the photo of my father’s mother which was now on
display in my room, I instinctively knew that she was involved somehow and
was helping me do something.
As I looked for clues, I thought about recent events, but more importantly,
took note of what words I had been using to describe them? I realized that
many times during those few months I had thought, everyone’s stuff is in my
face.
My husband was a hoarder and everywhere I went in the house, his stuff
was in my face. There were also a lot of relationship issues which had come
to the fore recently and were literally in my face waiting to be dealt with. I
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had just packed and moved my mother and my auntie. There were boxes and
boxes of stuff to pack, move, and fall over in the process. My daughter had
stored a lot of her things at our house for many years and had just moved into
a new home. I had gathered all her things together in our lounge for her to
collect.
Everywhere I seemed to go, I had someone else’s stuff in my face. So if
any issues were about to be processed, it was quite possible that it would
show up in my face. The fact that the stuff belonged to everyone else could
be the clue that it would be a collective issue of some kind; while the stuff
belonged to them, it also belonged to me.

The antibiotics made almost no difference, and as I lay in bed early on
Saturday morning, I knew it was only a matter of hours until I would have to
go to hospital.
Not that I thought for a moment I was going to die, but as I lay there, my
mind flashed to my father. He had died four months before he turned sixty. I
was four months off turning sixty. Bells rang and lights flashed. I knew that
all my bodily discomforts over the past few months were related to clearing
something in my father’s family line that he wasn’t able to do before he died.
The beliefs that had held skin problems within this family line for many
generations were being addressed.
As I looked up once again to see the photo of my grandmother, I knew
that the skin issues in this family line had a lot to do with confidence and
self-expression. The time of insignificance and hiding away had come to an
end. It was time to extend my boundaries in a way I had not done before. The
time was soon coming when I would be on show, and have to stand out and
be acknowledged.
I spent a few days in hospital on intravenous antibiotics. My face took
several months before it lost its redness and was back to how it used to be;
deep within, I would never be the same. I had changed. I had cleared the way
for something new to enter. I had done my preparation and was ready to go
to the conference. A week or so later, we set off for Hawaii.

The conference brought with it an invitation to take full responsibility for
everything that had ever happened to me. While at the level of logic that
principle can make little or no sense, at a deeper level of knowing, it is a very
freeing concept to embrace.
I am responsible. On some level of my consciousness, I have allowed,
created or invited every situation into my life.
I had created my experiences in one of two ways. I could be guided by
divine inspiration, or connect to a memory. Good or bad memories were
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equally limiting because they both came from the past; intuition was
imaginative and powerful because it flowed directly from a higher source.
The conference also re-enforced my belief that everyone who shows up in
my life is a part of me. When I address that part of me, the dynamics of any
difficult situation will change.
Ho’oponopono seemed to go a little further, and show me how to change
what I didn’t like or what wasn’t working for me. To any negative thoughts
or responses I would have to a given situation, I would say, ‘I’m sorry, I love
you.’
Who was I speaking to and what was I sorry for? Somehow that wasn’t
really important. I was learning that the mind didn’t need to have an answer
to everything.
Choosing thoughts of love, forgiveness and gratitude transformed
memories and judgments to love, allowing creative solutions and possibilities
to present themselves.
There were other simple and subtle processes to help the mind shift, but
they were exclusive to attendees. The conference was very Hawaiian; calm,
gentle, unrushed but to the point; it was different to all the other personal
development work I had ever done.
Life Lesson #58
I am responsible; on some level of my consciousness, I have allowed, created
or drawn to myself everything in my life
As I persevered with reading the website and understanding Ho’oponopono, I
realized that it was pretty well what I had come to believe over the years, but
explained in different words. I was responsible for everything in my life
because on some level of my consciousness, I had allowed, created or drawn
to myself every situation, person and event to learn something about myself.
Everything and everyone was a reflection of some part of me that I either
owned or disowned.
Many things in life make no sense from a logical, physical and linear
perspective, but I know now that I was never a victim; nothing ever
happened to me by accident. On some level, I gave permission for it all.
Aloha is a humbling greeting when you understand the derivation. In
greeting another, you are acknowledging that you are in the presence of God
simply by being in their presence.
Alo…. In the presence of
Ha…. God
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Something for you to think about:
How do you feel when someone tells you that you are the one ultimately
responsible for a difficult situation in your life? Are you able to dismiss the
emotion, find the lesson, and apply what you have learnt?
How do you feel when someone believes that being in your presence is
being in the presence of God?
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Expectation and results don’t always match; my first attempt
at presenting workshops
Many people had said to me that they wished their partner or children could
learn how to rub their feet. When I came back from Hawaii, I included an
article in my newsletter to gauge any interest.
One client I hadn’t seen for some time was very enthusiastic about the
idea; she had been looking forward to my doing something like this for a few
years. She contacted me immediately and paid up-front several months in
advance. I began writing; I wrote not one workshop, but two. One was called
Relax with Reflexology, practical hands-on information for use in the home,
and the other was Esoteric Reflexology, for the practitioner looking at the
metaphysics of foot pain.
I had decided to offer them at a weekend and also over several nights.
There was a reasonable amount of interest showed, but as the dates drew
closer, the times I had chosen didn’t fit in with other commitments that these
people had made. It looked like only a few would be coming along. I needed
to decide if I would cancel them or continue.
Because I had done hours of work in preparation, I decided that I would
put them on even if the original lady was the only person who came. Writing
them had been something I had wanted to do for a long time and it was her
enthusiasm and belief in me that had finally encouraged me to get on with
them. To present the practical workshop, if only to her, would be a way to
say thank you. I had taken over two hundred photographs and turned them
into diagrams and written pages of explanation. It all couldn’t be for nothing.
The morning of the practical workshop, Relax with Reflexology arrived.
The original lady was the only one coming and she was late. I phoned, but
she didn’t answer. I tried to contact her several times, but wasn’t able to. She
never came and I never spoke to her again. The Universe motivates us to do
what we have to do in many ways. I couldn’t let all my hours, days and
weeks of work go unnoticed, so I decided to turn it into an e-book.
Preparing an e-book wasn’t as easy as I first thought. I had to repeat the
whole process. In my first attempt, I didn’t compress the photos and the
resulting PDF file was too big to transfer efficiently. Compressing over two
hundred photos took its time and then I had to re-draw all the diagrams and
directions onto them. Once that was done, I could re-insert them back into
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the text. I had learnt endurance very thoroughly over the past years and this
was one more time when it was being put to the test.
It’s no use having something if people don’t know about it. I had to write
my sales page and then advertise. Before I could do that, I had to learn about
Google AdWords and secure internet payments. When I included a shop
page on my website, it cancelled out my old website and I had to rewrite a
whole new one. There always seemed to be something extra I needed to do.
Everything seemed to bring with it a steep learning curve.
I had been to several seminars about selling e-books on the internet and
they all made it seem very simple. I suppose I could have paid someone to do
it for me, but I wanted to persevere and do it myself. I never managed to get
the e-book to be an automatic download, but I did manage to finish it and
send it as an attachment to a file. I thought it was pretty cool to get orders
from the other side of the world.

The Esoteric Reflexology workshop was not only to do with the metaphysics
of the feet, but the body as well. I wanted to help people discover the hidden
messages in their feet, disease and symptoms. Their story is always there,
sometimes obvious, and sometimes well hidden. I wanted to help others learn
how to interpret it. I approached the workshop from four directions:
• I believed that if you understood the basics of each body system, you
could easily transfer that understanding to what was happening on a
metaphysical level in other areas of life. Helping people to make the
connection would hopefully help them see what needed to be
addressed in their life in general. Sore feet and pain held secrets and I
was hoping to unfold them.
• Pain and foot discomfort was interpreted through the Chakras.
• I discussed sore feet and disease through the eyes of astrology.
• The last section was a client study from a metaphysical perspective.
While I compiled huge amounts of information, I lacked effective teaching
skills. My desire to give value for money ended in information overload.
Only three people came and we all decided at the end of the day that it could
be turned into three, if not four, separate workshops; then again, more ebooks.
Teaching something has always been more beneficial to me than the
student. While it puts me in a position where I risk criticism, it brings forth
from me what I truly think and believe. It makes me clarify what I
understand and when a person truly understands something, they are able to
explain it simply.
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I was also asked to give a talk to the Reflexology Association about my
journey. I think it was meant to be my journey through my reflexology
career, but true to my nature, I chose to speak from a metaphysical
perspective of what I had learnt. Not wanting to be bland and boring, I
designed a postcard and took it along on the night. It too could fill out to a
spiritual workshop of self-discovery.
Everything I need to know about Life, I have learnt from Feet
When you make a stand, use a big foot ◊ Every step is in the right direction ◊
It’s always the shoe’s fault! ◊ Walking and running are the only options ◊
When you stand up to be counted, you are usually on your own ◊ Foot in
mouth can taste awful ◊ When you follow in someone’s footsteps, be sure to
wear your own shoes ◊ When you dig your toes in, you might find yourself
stuck ◊ Your soul mate isn’t necessarily your best friend ◊ Stand up for
yourself or get walked over ◊ Other people’s shoes aren’t always
comfortable ◊ When you jump in feet first, be sure you know how to swim, or
at least know how to tread water ◊ When you finally get a foot in the door,
make sure it doesn’t slam shut ◊ Sock it to me now before I change my mind
◊ Putting your feet up is a necessity, not an indulgence ◊ Reflexology, a great
way to heal ◊

Life Lesson #59
Failure can be the foundation for success
I could have judged myself as a failure because nobody came to the first
workshop or because constructive criticism was offered at the second one. I
no longer measure success by results. It is measured by effort afforded.
I learnt a lot from the few people who came because I knew deep within
everything is exactly the way it is meant to be. I could have wallowed in
disappointment, but that would have been my ego taking over. Instead, I
moved through the emotion quickly to find the wisdom of the moment.
I had good content, but I needed to change how I presented it. I had to
cater for the variety of ways that people absorbed information, and break it
down into smaller components so that I didn’t leave people in information
overload.
Constructive criticism is a great tool for improvement if you are open to
it.
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Something for you to think about:
Do you interpret constructive criticism as personal rejection? An objective
point of view can be beneficial, but sometimes we are too close to see it
clearly.
What projects have you undertaken that haven’t eventuated the way you
expected? What benefits did the unexpected bring with them? It’s always
possible to rearrange the results to your advantage once your ego is under
control.
Who or what inspires you? Where do you learn everything you need to
know about life? There is no single learning platform. The lessons keep
coming until the day you die. Being aware of what is happening and applying
the information as quickly as possible is the most effective way to move
forward.
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I could take the easy lesson or the hard lesson; it was my
choice
As I approached the age of sixty, my clientele began to slow. Was the
slowing economy the reason that people were becoming more careful in how
they spent their money, or was the Universe trying to attract my attention and
direct me towards something different?
My hands were in good condition considering how much I had asked of
them over the years. I had decided to work them as much and as hard as I
needed to, knowing that the Universe would look after them. When my hands
gave in and I could no longer work the way I wanted to, I would know it was
time to move on to something else. My hands were fine, so I didn’t feel I was
being asked to give up my work completely.
Where else could the Universe be directing me?

When I am listening and cooperating, the Universe needs something as
gentle as a feather stroke to attract my attention and guide me. If I am not
listening, it will use something less subtle to get my attention.
A slowing clientele was a reasonably gentle direction, but true to form, I
found a distraction. I mistakenly thought that money was the focus. I joined a
domestic services company and cleaned houses and did home catering for the
next twelve months. Once again, I had fallen into my pattern of distracting
myself so I wouldn’t have time to sit and write.
As I had ignored the subtle promptings from the Universe, I was about to
have myself reflected back to me with the subtlety of a sledge hammer before
I recognized the pattern I had fallen into for the third time.

Have you ever been associated with someone who has the ability to stretch
you to extremes on occasion; someone you are certain is not a reflection of
you in the slightest way? The Law of Attraction says they are but you are not
about to look for or recognize the slightest resemblance. You could not
possibly be like them. You categorically know there is nothing of you there.
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I had to experience the full fury of someone exploding in anger before I
was able to see myself clearly. My focus was on the utter lack of discipline
that revealed itself. The mind lacked discipline in words and attitude, and the
body through actions and non-actions. As I used the word discipline, I saw
myself. I realized that I was looking at a mirror image.
I also lacked discipline, but in a different way. I lacked the discipline to
sit and write. Each person had expressed their lack of discipline in a different
way, but the core issue was the same. It always is. I didn’t recognize myself
at first because I focused on the expression of the issue that we shared rather
than discover what it was that we held in common.
This time I got the connection. I couldn’t miss it. If I had paid attention to
the initial subtle guidance, I wouldn’t have needed such a violent lesson
before I responded.

What I had been doing as I fell into this pattern for the third time was live my
life back to front. I had been talking to clients for years about the Do Have
Be principal and how most of us lived it in reverse.
While I knew how it worked, I wasn’t putting it into practice. I was
insisting on living my life back to front. Why had I missed something that
was so obvious?
I was doing something (house cleaning, auto surfing or get rich quick
internet schemes) to have some money, which would bring me the means to
be happy (doing things I had always wanted to do, but thought I couldn’t
afford).
I needed to reverse the order. I needed to begin where I wanted to end up.
When I seriously thought about it, money wasn’t what I really wanted. It was
only the distraction.
Over and above everything else, I wanted my work to be acknowledged
and taken seriously; I needed to look at what I had to do to achieve that, and
as I put my heart, soul and passion into doing that, I would be successful and
the haves would flow to me.
Reversing the order wasn’t all that hard.

Maybe acknowledgement and recognition was what I really wanted, but what
I hid from at the same time; standing out was something I had never been
comfortable with.
Why had I been so willing to find distractions to delay the process as long
as possible? Why did I shrink from expressing myself? What was I afraid of?
If I was going to write, I had several options to choose from. I had
abandoned many of my writing projects. They were sitting unfinished
waiting for my return. I certainly had the love of writing and the imagination
to begin all these things, but I never had the discipline to finish them. I seem
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to need a commitment and a dead line to keep me moving and force me to
the finish line.
So finally at the age of sixty, I realized that I needed to change the focus
of my life from what I was doing to what I wanted to be; in that redirection
of intention, I would finally have what I wanted but thought had evaded me.

At sixty, my fortieth birthday seemed like yesterday; eighty would be just
around the corner. Was I on track? The only comparison was to myself; who
I had been to who I had become. Looking back, I could hardly recognize the
two women as the same person.

Life Lesson # 60
I was living my life in reverse: doing something, to get something, to have
something
Gathering information is one thing. Putting it into practice is another. I had
talked about the Do Have Be principle to many of my clients. I had applied it
to my life in many situations, but once again, momentarily, I had got it out of
order. Awareness of what we are doing gives us the opportunity to get back
on track.
Being conscious of the Universal laws that have the most effect on us
doesn’t mean that we will always apply them immediately, but it does give
us a reference point when things aren’t working. When our attention is drawn
back to them, we can redirect our actions and change our results.
Money is an intrinsic part of living, but it is nothing more than an
exchange of energy. How many hours of your time and energy are you
prepared to exchange for something you want?
Taking the focus from money and re-directing it to what you really want
can bring you what you really want quicker than you may think; it can be in
the most unexpected and amusing way.

Something for you to think about:
Do you need to re-arrange the Do Have Be principle?
Are you doing a job you dislike, to have money, so that you can be
something or somewhere else? The emotion attached to disliking the job may
be so intense that it will negate every other passion you hold. If you are not
happy with where you are at the moment, make some changes.

276

Are you doing diplomatic communication to have peaceful co-existence
so that you can be happy? If what you are doing isn’t getting the results you
want, then make some changes.
Choose what or where you want to be; a physical place, a status, an
emotion. What do you have to do to attain it? The doing may not be a
physical action. It may be letting go of a pattern or belief that is holding what
you want at a distance. And in doing with joy and passion, the haves that you
want will begin to flow to you.
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Connecting flights at one of the busiest airports in the world
My daughter was going to America with a nine month old baby and an
almost three year old. Travelling on her own could be difficult, so I decided
to go with her, stay a few weeks in Michigan, go on to New York, and return
home through Dubai. There were four separate times on the trip when I was
conscious of being looked after by a loving higher power. We had two
physical angels to help, one light bulb experience, and something put in our
pathway that was too big to miss.

We left Australia at noon on a twelve hour flight to Los Angeles. The three
year old’s time clock registered, I don’t go to sleep until 9.00 pm. So, at
exactly 9.00 pm Australian time he fell asleep, which just happened to be
about an hour before everyone was woken to eat breakfast and prepare for
landing.
So with a little bloke who was more asleep than awake, a baby, hand
luggage and coats, we faced Los Angeles immigration.
Watching the slow movement through the gates, I estimated forty-five
minutes to an hour before it was our turn, if we were lucky. We had two
sleeping children in our arms who were getting heavier by the minute. The
hand luggage was on the ground, being pushed along with our feet. I had put
my coat on, making less to carry, but was feeling hot and uncomfortable, and
concerned I was going to pass out. I had run out of water.
The line before us just didn’t seem to be getting shorter; there were
hundreds more people arriving in the area.
I remember thinking to myself, this isn’t working; we need help.
Almost immediately, and for no apparent reason, an employee came along
and asked us if we were from Australia, and then told us to go through the
gates reserved for people with US passports.
We had filled out the immigration forms as per instructions on the plane,
which put the three year old responsible for all of us. That wasn’t how it was
supposed to be, so we had to re-do them all.
Once through immigration, we came to quarantine. My daughter had one
banana. She could have thrown it out, but she doesn’t usually throw any food
away, so instead, she chose to declare it. They were never going to let her
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keep it, but another half-hour saga would occur before the banana was finally
binned.
I still had my coat on and no water. The baby was fast asleep and a dead
weight and I remember saying, ‘If I don’t sit down, I am going to fall over.’
One of the staff at a computer overheard and insisted I have her chair.
Everyone was helpful and friendly, but rules are rules.
When we finally cleared quarantine, we were pretty well exhausted, but
we had to collect our luggage before continuing on to Chicago. We had two
large cases, one large duffel bag, a collapsible cot, a collapsed pram, two
sleeping children and hand luggage.
My daughter and I had a trolley each, packed with cases and bags, and a
sleeping child somehow draped across the top near the handle, so we could
hold the child and push the trolley with our body weight. We had to get to the
top of the ramp where the transit luggage point was. The ramp might have
been 60 metres long and the incline made the transit very difficult. When we
finally got to the queuing point, an elderly porter noticed our plight and came
to our aid. He took our baggage and bypassed the queue.
I think he must have been a grandfather himself, or at least an angel in
disguise.
We arrived at the departure gate for Chicago with thirty minutes to spare.
So far it hadn’t been particularly stressful, just tiring and exhausting, but a
voice in my head was becoming louder and more persistent, there’s no way
you’re going to make the Chicago/Detroit connection.
I couldn’t let that thought take over and create a missed connection for us.
I had to dismiss it. I knew the help we needed would come to us.
Minutes before the flight to Chicago boarded, we had what could only be
described as a light bulb experience.
I can’t remember the exact details, but my daughter realized that only part
of the luggage had been checked through to Detroit; the rest would only go
as far as Chicago. We would never have time to collect the bags in Chicago
and re-book them to Detroit.
Thank you, thank you, repeated in my mind as I hurried over to the
counter at the boarding gate.
It wasn’t a simple exercise, but the boarding staff eventually managed to
cancel all the luggage tickets we had, and re-issue them. We boarded a few
minutes later for Chicago.

Some months after we had booked the Chicago/Detroit flight, the flight
departure time changed, giving us less time to make the connection. It meant
we had thirty to thirty-five minutes from when our plane landed until the next
one took off. The international airport in Chicago is the fifth busiest airport
in the world; to disembark and find our way through such a huge maze, in so
short a time, was going to be a challenge.
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I wasn’t looking forward to it, especially since our plane had been late
leaving Los Angeles.
Every time my mind entertained, we’ll never do it, I put out a plea for
help. I wasn’t about to create a missed plane connection that could mean
spending the night in Chicago.
O’Hare airport is built with concourses, huge arm-like structures, with
arrival and departure gates on either side. I can’t remember how many,
maybe ten. First, we had to know which concourse our Detroit plane was
leaving from, and then we had to find the gate; keeping in mind that a lot of
planes begin to load thirty minutes prior to take off. So by my reckoning, our
Detroit plane would be loading as we landed.
Please work it out for us, was my silent constant plea.

As we walked from the plane up the walkway into an ocean of people in the
arrival area, parked right in front of us was a vehicle with the words written
on it, Emergency People Mover. My daughter didn’t see it. She just took off
with the older child as quickly as she could.
I knew instantly that if we were to have any hope of making the next
plane, this, without a doubt, was the answer to my prayer.
The vehicle could seat about fifteen to eighteen people. Nobody was on it
and the lady driver was just sitting there, waiting.
I knew the Universe had sent it. I knew she was waiting for us.
I was carrying the baby and a lot of hand luggage. I explained our
situation to the lady driver and asked if that was a big enough emergency for
her to help us, and could she take us to the gate to catch our plane. All I knew
about our next flight was that it was going to Detroit, leaving in about fifteen
to twenty minutes, and would have commenced boarding.
My daughter and the three year old had walked about sixty metres before
we caught them. They had become so well mingled with the crowd it was
hard to spot them.
I will never forget the look on my daughter’s face when we stopped next
to her. I don’t think she could believe what she was seeing; for a moment I
thought she wouldn’t get on, but I knew that this was our only hope of
making the flight.
If a person was easily embarrassed, this was not the place to be. The lady
driver obviously knew how far we had to go and how quickly we had to get
there. She drove so fast through the crowds of people it’s a wonder that she
didn’t knock someone over. Her hand stayed on the horn the whole time,
warning everyone to get out of our way, while lights flashed, drawing even
more attention to us. The driver knew which concourse to go to, only
stopping at the departure board to check the gate number.
When we got to the gate, there was a very quick visit to the toilet with the
three year old, and by the time we got back the final boarding announcement
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had been made. My daughter said if we didn’t get on immediately, our seats
would be given away to the standby passengers.
We had just made it. There was no way we could have run the distance,
even if we knew where we were going.
Someone was definitely looking after us.

It was dark when we landed in Detroit. A limo had been ordered to take us on
the final leg to our destination, but we were held up trying to find our
luggage. I wasn’t surprised to find that half of it hadn’t made it onto the
plane.
All that was left to do was load what we had, and go.
Nothing had prepared me for the cold. We were all just about freezing.
A disagreement over the standard of the children’s safety seats caused
some disruption that resulted in misplaced passports. For about twenty
minutes, nobody could find them. It was one of those I can’t believe this is
happening experiences. I had put them on the floor of the hire car, and the
driver had turned the seat down to install the safety seats for the children. In
the cold, freezing temperatures and exhausted state of mind, I couldn’t
remember what I had done with them.
About forty-five minutes later, we arrived at our destination, reuniting
two precious little children with their daddy.

Life Lesson #61
To create what I want, I must control what I think
To create what you want, you have to be able to control what you think
about. If I had let my mind continue along the path of the missed plane
connection, then that is what would have happened for us. Because I refused
to focus on that thought, it wasn’t able to draw on my energy to create itself.
It is so important to pay attention to where your mind wanders; just refuse to
focus on something that isn’t going to serve your highest purpose.
A week or so after we arrived, my daughter commented on how emotional
I was at the airport when I saw the people mover. Seeing how creative the
Universe is at solving our potential problems fills me with overwhelming
gratitude. I was thankful to my higher consciousness, who was able to focus
and create the plane connection, and of course the angels who are always
around to help out. You just have to remember to ask them.
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Something for you to think about:
Do you allow yourself to become so overtired that you do not function
properly?
Remember a time when you were worried about something; try to recall
your thought patterns. Did you indulge the worrying thoughts, or refuse to let
them dominate you? Were you able to banish them from your mind each time
they presented themselves? Can you remember how the situation resolved
itself?
What difficult situations could you be grateful for? Gratitude is a key that
opens many locked doors, and dissipates much unpleasantness. Being
grateful for the situation of the moment can bring amazing transformation in
an instant.
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Wind chill aside, -25°C (-13°F) was very, very cold
After arriving in Michigan, jet lag had a much greater effect on the children
than we had expected. After a few days to settle down, we aimed at having
them out of bed by 11.00 a.m., feeding them, and then going out for the
afternoon. On this particular day, the outside temperature was -13°F. I was
used to Celsius, which made it -25°C. It wasn’t snowing early in the
afternoon, nor was it windy. It was just freezing. We rugged up and decided
to go to an adventure playground (inside of course) with a jumping castle so
the three year old could expel some energy.
Getting my grandson to put on four or five layers of clothing was
becoming more difficult by the day. Why would he want to put on all that
clothing when he wasn’t cold? Inside was warm and cosy; outside was of no
concern to him until he got there. Children appear to live in the present
moment. Adult logic didn’t seem to make any sense. He would deal with
cold when he was cold; in the meantime, he was fine. Cold usually hit a few
minutes outside the front door. He had never been in freezing temperatures
before, so it took him a while to understand about extra clothes.
Once we got them dressed, we had to get them into the pram. The baby
fitted underneath at the back, and the three year old sat in the front. We had a
plastic cover that went over everything to keep the wind chill and snow out.
This became known as the cubby house. Once we got them into the pram, we
had to get to the bus stop because we didn’t have a car.
The house we were staying in was about three hundred metres from the
main road and the bus route. Some of the sidewalk had been cleared of snow,
some hadn’t, and other parts were nothing more than ankle deep sludge.
Crossing the smaller roads needed skilful manoeuvring.
This particular adventure required us taking two buses each way. We
weren’t quite sure where we were going and the temperature was -13°F.
To board the bus, we had to take both children out of the pram and
collapse it. It became easier to push the pram onto the bus with the baby
inside and take her out once on board; that held everyone up as the bus driver
wouldn’t begin moving until she was on someone’s knee.
We caught the first bus to a large shopping centre and changed to the
second bus. We got off the second bus on a narrow loop road not far from
where we were going. We had arrived early, and the indoor playground had
not yet opened. It was freezing. Standing outside to wait was not an option.
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There was a fun parlour for teenagers a few shops away, so we escaped to the
warm interior to wait.
After a great afternoon of jumping, climbing and running, it was time to
go home. It was now just on dark. The receptionist at the jumping castle had
no idea where we could catch a bus, so we decided to wait on the loop road
where we had got off the bus earlier in the afternoon. We had to stand on the
road because the shoulders and sidewalk were covered in snow.
As it got darker and colder, we realized that no traffic was coming past us.
We agreed that we were in the wrong place.
If we knew which direction the city was, we could walk to the main road;
from there, we should be able to figure out which side of the road to catch the
bus on. I walked back to the receptionist at the jumping castle to ask
directions once again.
With a little renewed hope, we began to walk towards the main road and a
bus stop we could see in the distance. It was now dark, beginning to snow,
and I was colder than I had ever been in my life. I didn’t think there would be
much difference between -3° and -13°, but I was finding out that I was
wrong. Buses were about thirty minutes apart and we had no idea how long
we would have to wait.
My main concern was that it was so cold something would happen to the
children. We had taken them out of the pram so we could board in a hurry.
Finally, the bus arrived.
We were on the wrong side of the road; we were heading outbound.
We had to begin again.
The children were put back into their cubby house and off we went again
along the slippery footpath, in the dark, back to the traffic lights to cross this
busy main road. Why did people drive so fast in such dangerous conditions?
Once across the road, we headed towards another bus stop, knowing that we
were now on the right side of the road and heading homewards.
I had only been in snow a few times in my whole life. Freshly fallen snow
looked so pretty in photographs, but pretty wasn’t proving to be practical,
and melting snow was definitely a different story altogether. My shoes were
beginning to take in water. I needed to take care that I didn’t slip, and I was
very hungry. I had planned to have lunch at the castle, but they only sold
water, nothing else, not even coffee.

I have no idea why, but the bus that we needed to catch drove down the road
in the inside lane. My logic would have said that if the driver expected to
pick up passengers, he would have travelled next to the gutter. Maybe that
was too sludgy.
Unlike where I live, buses don’t have right of way, so when the driver
realized that there were people who wanted to get on, he had to change lanes.
It wasn’t a simple matter of putting on his indicator and moving across. He

284

put on his indicator to change lanes, and had to stop and wait in the inside
lane until there was space for the bus to move across. The space for the bus
to move into took a while in coming because every car behind the bus
quickly changed lanes. If they all had stayed in the inside lane and let the bus
move to the outside lane, they could have then driven on unencumbered
within a few seconds, but that didn’t happen.
The car directly behind the bus was the last one to change lanes and the
driver was obviously annoyed at being held up for a few minutes. When he
noticed a short gap in the traffic, he put his foot on the accelerator and took
off around the bus at break-neck speed. The road was wet, icy and slippery.
His car skidded and swerved. For a few moments he lost control, and in those
few moments his car was doing sideway twists and turns, and had come
within metres of where we were standing. As I sat down on the bus, I said to
my daughter, ‘This is madness.’
‘No it’s not,’ she replied. ‘It’s an adventure.’
We finally got back to the shopping centre where we had to run to catch
the connecting bus. There was no time to put the children back into the pram.
Someone was pushing an empty pram, and someone ran with a baby in one
arm, dragging a little hand in the other. I had never been so cold in my entire
life. Thank God this day was almost over.

My idea of adventure was very different to my daughter’s. New York was
more to my liking. Initially, I wasn’t going to stopover there, but the
Universe thought differently, and sent along three clients in the space of a
couple of weeks who had all just returned. Every one of them loved the
place. I decided not only to stay five days, but to time it so I would celebrate
my birthday there as well.

Life Lesson #62
My evaluation is only one perspective
Just because I find something difficult, it doesn’t mean another person will.
Similarly, what I find comfortable others may find unapproachable. Madness
or adventure is all a perception; it depends on how you choose to look at it.
The mind interprets a given situation through the lens of what it values,
what it is comfortable with, or what it believes, so it’s easy to understand
how different people will evaluate the same event in different ways.
Intense focus destroys other possibilities, while a closed mind refuses to
see them.
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Something for you to think about:
What has created the lens you view your life through: family values,
religion, peer pressure, ego, expectation, desire or presumption?
If you change the lens you look through, how differently would you
evaluate a given situation?
Are there areas in your life where you expect others to think and do the
same as you? Freedom of expression is your basic fundamental human right.
It belongs to others as well.
How difficult is it for you to be tolerant of others? Just because your level
of tolerance is at one point, it doesn’t mean another person’s is there also.
Theirs may be lower or higher.
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Sixty plus but who’s counting?
When my clientele began to slow, I somehow knew that my life was about to
change. I also knew that I had to somehow bring closure to all that had gone
before. I had to write my story, not from the point of what I had done, but as
an example of what was possible and how differently each one of us
interprets life.
I had to gather everything I had learnt and experienced up to that point,
put it into practical language and examples, and offer it to others as
encouragement and inspiration.
When I had closed these chapters of my life, the next step would present
itself.
And so I began to write down every experience I could remember in as
much detail as I could recall. I singled out the most profound lessons over the
years, consciously and unconsciously, and recorded them.
As I divided my life into cycles and watched how they flowed into each
other, and as I connected experiences that otherwise stood alone, I could only
think about how some form of higher guidance was at work in my life. My
linear mind, with its logical thinking, had never been able to show me the
order of my life so clearly.

I randomly began writing my stories. After about thirty or so, I was
beginning to search deeper. As I wrote, I delved. As I delved, I remembered,
and some of those memories brought with them unprocessed emotions, rising
to be dealt with after many years of hiding.
I found myself pulled in two directions. I wanted to use accurate examples
in context, while at the same time, respect the privacy of the other people in
my life.
My integrity said there were lines not to be crossed. The challenge was to
work within the parameters I had set for myself. Finding the fine line of
balance was going to be difficult and complex. I began to sink into
overwhelm. I was feeling angry and stressed at the unresolved issues I had
stirred up from the past.
Stress was nothing more than a dark cloud that was trying to contain me.
It needed to be broken into smaller pieces, and dealt with at a workable level.
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I realized there were only a few stories that were becoming a problem.
Reassured to stay with what I had already begun, I found a new enthusiasm.
It took a few months to work through the anger that had surfaced. I kept
coming into contact with people who were stirring my emotions, and
bringing forth a negative response. The anger I was feeling was not directed
towards them. It was directed at me. I had revisited many places in my past
in quick succession, and was processing the residue that was still hanging
there.
How could I have done such things to myself over the years? Why did I let
things happen the way they did? Why had I never put myself first?
I began to judge the younger me with the wisdom of the older me. I had to
forgive the older me with the childlike acceptance of the younger one. It took
some time and caused some delays, but once I began to write again with
passion and purpose, I knew I was bringing gratitude to what I had
uncovered.

In the years I was devoted to religion, there was a natural flow from prayer
through discernment to charitable works. Now, I would call that same
process grounding; it was connecting to Spirit, bringing back wisdom and
applying it to my everyday living. Whatever I called it, or however I
described and lived it, it was basically the same thing.
Working with feet has been my saving grace. It has been the force that has
kept me grounded over many years. It enabled me to effectively process the
results of the many personal development courses I had attended, and keep
moving forward with little disruption.

For many years, as I held to beliefs from the Bible, I was unknowingly
applying Universal Law. Either way, they worked for me.
I focused and created without knowing what I was doing.
I learnt about myself through those around me.
I knew there were unseen forces to guide and protect me.

As I grew in awareness of what life was about, I discovered possibilities,
beliefs, understandings, concepts and ideas. I processed them to find what I
intuitively knew and trusted, integrated my findings into my daily life, and
observed what the changes brought with them.
Because time is only an illusion, I could take what I had discovered and
relocate it to the past or future, changing my perception of any event. I could
change the reality of any situation by clearing the inherent emotion.
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It’s easy to remember random happenings and events throughout your
life, but to put them in order and watch how they flow on to each other and
connect brings with it a knowing that everything is in its perfect place.

Much of who I am today would have been inconceivable to me thirty years
ago. Gestation takes time; a seed can stay dormant in the earth for many
years.
Once there was a time when I couldn’t imagine not going to church every
day, going overseas regularly, and speaking about controversial issues with
conviction.
I have changed, which meant everything around me changed as well. The
ripple effect is unstoppable.
If you change how you play the game, the game must change. If you don’t
respond in the same old way, a new game starts, or the other person finds
someone to play the old game with. If you want change, it begins with you.
We have all heard it said many times, you can’t change others. You can only
change yourself.
For years I listened to those words, and for years I lived in the hope that
others would change. My focus was on them changing, not me. As long as
my focus was on other people changing, then I didn’t notice what needed to
be changed within me.
When I finally stopped wishing others would change, and accepted them
for who they were, I accepted myself as well. I began to express who I was,
not what others expected me to be. I gained the confidence to write and say
what I believed, not what kept others happy, or what was traditional or
acceptable.

Relationships are about change and growth, and helping each other address
their limiting issues. Love isn’t really about feeling good, it is a decision to
support the highest choice another is able to make. Love can be a painful
trial, born of wisdom and intuition.
Words are a way to the heart. Once the heart embraces the concepts that
words introduce, change is unstoppable.

Life Lesson #63
Change is inevitable; what doesn’t change is dead
Change is an intrinsic part of life. What doesn’t change is dead. It’s not so
much the change that is unsettling, but the fear of the unknown. If we can
learn to read the signs, then we can make our transitions more comfortable,
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maybe no less challenging but more comfortable. If we cling to something
well past its expiry date, we are setting ourselves up for a difficult lesson.
Change is a constant, and if we refuse the invitation we might be forced
by something or someone outside of ourselves to rethink our position. We
know that nothing is done to us, therefore in reality, we are not being forced;
we are simply inviting transformative opportunities into our lives in a way
that we cannot consciously recall.
Change will happen whether we co-operate or not. Too much change at
once can be overwhelming for the conscious mind, as it has to process and
integrate the change, before it can move on. It’s like we are putting a tiny
part of us to rest. It is almost like a tiny part of the ego has to die. It needs
time to grieve before it is ready to move on. How strongly we resist can be
the measure of pain that accompanies the change.

Something for you to think about:
Do you need to rearrange your priorities? You can change your lot in life
if you change your choices, but to make different choices, you need to
change your priorities.
Do you ever say that you haven’t got enough time to do something? Time
is an illusion that you can use as an excuse. We make time for what is
important to us.
Comparing you of today with you of years ago, where are the areas you
notice most change? Where are the areas you notice little or none?
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God, the gift of divinity
When I name, I define; when I define, I exclude.
To speak of God, I may exclude those who say Universe.
To use the word Him, I may offend those who choose Her.
To explore religion I may ostracize those who embrace other
philosophies.
To talk of occult I may lose those who do not understand its essence.
Whichever words I choose, they all mean the same.
There is only One, who has no parts, no divisions, no sections.

When I eventually began to think for myself about who and what God was, I
remembered something I had heard a priest say many years before: You
can’t have a part of God. So if God couldn’t be divided into parts, then
everything that is, is God. That one thought began to challenge my mind. If
nothing is outside of God, then everything is God. Everything is a valid
expression of God, from the highest expression of the human condition to the
lowest. Everything, without exception, is an expression of God.
I was beginning to stretch my boundaries further than I had ever dared
before. If there was nothing outside of God, then it must follow that I was
God. If there was nothing outside of God, then it must also follow that evil,
death and the horrors of this earth, were all a part of it as well.

This was the point where science came to help me understand what my mind
couldn’t. I realized that I wasn’t trying to solve this puzzle with facts. I was
trying to make sense of it with fiction; it was well-intentioned fiction, but
fiction none the less.
I was looking at the evil and horrors of this world from a perspective of
morality and justice, which were rules and values devised and orchestrated to
protect society. These could change or be changed at will, depending on
culture, beliefs and who was in charge. I had to look past this to the facts
supplied by science. Science would tell me that everything in the physical
universe cannot exist outside of its negative/positive polarity.
Everything must have an opposite to exist, and hold it in balance.
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Somewhere over the centuries, the negative and positive was confused
with good and bad, right and wrong.
Once I could look at the world without moral judgment or expectation, I
began to understand that nothing could exist without its opposite. Polarity
was essential for definition and experience. One was neither right nor wrong.
They simply were.

To understand the principle further, I imagined positive and negative as
extremes on a see-saw. From a fictional perspective, some events weighed
heavily at one end, while other events weighed heavily at the other. I began
to understand that balance was the issue. As each end became less extreme
and moved closer to the centre, the see-saw came into balance. At the exact
point of balance where positive and negative held the exact same weight,
where they were equal, I found the pivot point. At that pivot point, I will also
find a portal that opens me to Universal light and understanding; it will be a
portal so positioned that it can only be found at the exact point of no
judgments, where good and bad once again become positive and negative,
and fuse in perfect union.
Only then will I understand the difference between fact and fiction, what I
am doing here, and that I am god, the gift of divinity.

The first time I heard the statement, You are God, was at a conference in
Rome in 2001. It was delivered with such power, authority and conviction as
I’d rarely heard before. My first response was utter disbelief. I wanted to turn
my back, and block my ears. It had an enormous impact upon me, more than
I had expected.
While I didn’t embrace that concept fully for several years, the process
must have begun almost immediately, for within a few months of first
hearing those words, religion moved out of my life.
After the initial shock of hearing such a blunt statement, I began to
recollect other information that had come to me over the years. Little by
little, things that had made no sense in the past, fell into place.
I thought about The Tibetan Book of the Living and Dying, which I had
read twice. I remembered that the nature of the mind is God; in essence, I am
God. I had arrived at this critical point of understanding several years before,
but I hadn’t recognized it.

I came to believe that we are all One, irrespective of what name we use to
address it. I also came to believe that everything in the universe, including
the human condition, is the experience of that One, often called God.
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I likened my understanding to a piece of chocolate cake. I could look at
the cake, and know it would taste delicious, but the experience of eating the
cake was something altogether different. In the experience, there had to be
something other than the chocolate cake, so that I could define the chocolate
cake and appreciate its unique qualities.
I eventually came to realize that something other than was the illusion
necessary for definition. Every experience can only be had in relation to
something else. Polarity or opposites are needed for identity. Apparent
separation was the only way to define and identify a specific experience,
especially when it came to the human experience of God.
I had been taught that there was a time when I was separated from God.
Science reassured me that couldn’t happen.

So where did those conclusions leave me in relation to the church, religion
and Jesus? If we were never separated from God, then Jesus didn’t need to
die on the cross to save humanity. Original sin was merely an illusion,
without substance.
I have no doubt that Jesus was a highly evolved soul, choosing yet again
to come as a master teacher. If like attracts like as Universal Law proposes,
then it would follow that Jesus was reflecting back to the human condition
the essence of who we were.
The star that heralded his birth, the darkness that consumed the land at his
death, and the huge rock that moved from the mouth of the tomb were all
ways that nature paid tribute to a great man. Nature was making a statement
that something profound was passing through the human experience.

So as I thought, re-thought and defined what I believed, I not only stepped
away from the Catholic religion, but I had to seriously question if I could call
myself Christian any longer. The core of the Christian message, as I
understood it, was: We were born in original sin, Jesus died on the cross to
forgive our sins. Now we are saved. Without the intervention of Jesus, we
would all be lost. I no longer believe that.

And so I pondered yet again one of my favourite Bible quotes, Wisdom is
justified by her children.
The wisdom of my choices and decisions is not always instantly obvious.
Wisdom comes with time, as the events unfold. It is only in the aftermath,
that which follows, or in the child, that which comes forth, that I will be able
to recognize the events in their fullness.
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As I stepped outside my religious parameters and began to think for myself, I
found much to confront me, especially when I transposed good and evil back
to positive and negative. I held to the facts as I had come to know them, and
searched for examples to bring me understanding. I did not know if my
conclusions were wise or not.
Some saw them as folly. Others distanced themselves. Only time would
bring clarification.

Life Lesson #64
Wisdom is justified by her children (Luke 8:35)
Many people have spoken to me about the purpose of their life, but can’t find
it. They feel stuck, but don’t know what to do next. They are often tempted
to think they are off track, when in reality they aren’t. They are learning who
they are, by defining who they are not. There may be no logic to what is
happening in their lives, and it is only as they live through the events that
they may have preferred to avoid that they will come to see the wisdom of
the apparent detour.
If you follow a path that doesn’t seem to make any sense to you, give it
some time to see what eventuates. Wisdom can arrive in a flash of knowing,
but can also unfold slowly, so that you are not frightened by the power and
transformation She brings to you.
Where you are in life is often different to where you would like to be, and
where you think you should be is not always where you find yourself. Clarity
and understanding are good friends who often wait in the shadows.

Something for you to think about:
May you be slow to judge your efforts, and allow the fruit of your labour
to be your measuring stick.
May you find the courage to change your life, especially if you have
allowed your logic and mind to control you.
May you always remember that the knowing of your heart will never lead
you astray.
May you recognize the gift of your own divinity; welcome it, embrace it
and invite it to transform your life.
May you wait in trust as your life unfolds before you.
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As I rest from my labours
And I taste the fruit
I know it is good….
Peace and knowing consumes me
For my wisdom has been justified by my children
I meet her in the aftermath of my choices
And I wonder…
Where will she lead me to next?
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Epilogue
I finished the first draft of the book in 2008, and put it aside until early 2010.
Unintentionally, I went back to it in the final year of that cycle, an
appropriate time for completion. When it was almost finished, once again it
set aside. Completion would have to wait.
There was another book I had to write, and time was running short. I had
three months to put it together, have it published, and launch it at a
reflexology conference where I would speak. It described my holistic
approach to reflexology and my metaphysical connection to the body. I had
written the content some years beforehand for workshops that never
eventuated. It was time to recycle the information. It was more complicated
and time consuming than I expected, but the Universe sent perfect people
into my life to help me. Together, we pulled off the almost impossible, and
finished it in three months. The books were delivered to me the day before
the conference. It has subsequently sold in many countries, in hard copy and
electronic form. The book evolved into a two day workshop. This has also
been a great and challenging success. I was told that my stories have become
my signature; many of those same stories I have shared here. I love talking
about alternative ideas, and I know there is more to come.
I also teach the basics of astrology, as I want people to understand that
astrology is more than what is printed in the daily paper.

It would be 2013 before I came back to this manuscript. In retrospect, I
needed to have a long and honest look at my life, and process any residue
before I was ready to move any further ahead. I had to revisit my past in
great detail before I was ready to stand before others and speak with my own
voice of authority.
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Ninth cycle – Speaking in my own right; reaping the
rewards of my hard work
2011-2019
Age 64 to 73

The cycles have continued to follow an established pattern that I recognized
through astrology. I have not been disappointed. I knew that in this cycle, I
would reap the rewards of my many years of hard work. I was finally ready
to speak with my own voice of authority and present my own ideas and
concepts, whether others agreed with me or not. This would be intrinsically
connected to my career, and I would receive public recognition for what I
had achieved.
I had toiled long, endured much, and never given up. Whatever it took to
cross the finish line, I found the reserve within. While I knew that I had
achieved what I set out to do, in this cycle, others would know it as well.
The fruit on the tree is ripe, the crop is abundant, and harvest time is nigh.

I might never consciously unravel the complex web of connections my life
has embraced, but I know that part of the experience so far has been to
identify what has been passed down through the generations, and deemed as
inherited. It was important that I identify any underlying beliefs that have
been manifested in the family line, clear them, and open the coming
generations to new and exciting possibilities.
Identifying the difference between religion and spirituality was also an
important part of my experience, as was containing the wisdom of my years
into simple words, and sharing it.
The child who was once seen and not heard is no longer silent.
The woman whose place was in the home now travels the world and runs
her own business.
The person who thought money didn’t grow on trees now understands
that money is merely an exchange of energy, a means to an end, an end
which depends on belief, thought and focus.
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As I healed, I found a gift which was not just for myself but for everyone else
who touched my life. The gift was the key to the paradoxes of life, which
gave meaning to all that was unfathomable. The one thing that made sense of
the senseless was the fact that I was responsible; nobody ever did anything to
me without my consent. On some level of my consciousness, I gave
permission. There was no one to blame, for I agreed to everything. Not only
did I give permission, but so did everyone else. No one suffered at the hand
of another. Nothing happened by mistake. We all agreed to all of it.

Some of us were the students, while others were the teachers. Some of us
were good, while others were described as bad. In retrospect, I have enjoyed
the role I chose. But then, it’s usually only in retrospect that we discover true
wisdom.
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Endnotes
i

Dividing your life into nine year cycles
To find the energy of any year in relation to yourself, you break down into single digits the
day and month of your birth and add to it whichever year you want to look.

If you were born on the 18th November and you wanted to look at 1969, the energy for that
year, specific to you would be: 1+8 for the 18th, 1+1 for November and 1+9+6+9 for the year
of interest. This leads you to 1+8+1+1+1+9+6+9 = 36. Reduce this number to a single digit.
Add the 3+6 to make 9. This is telling you that 1969 would be a Year 9 for someone born on
the 18th November. This would be a year of endings, and possibly a year of seeding what is to
come in the next cycle.
If all of your numbers added to 56, then add the 5+6 to make 11. To reduce 11 to a single
digit, add the 1+1 to make 2. In my book I have divided my life into nine year cycles. I have
not dissected each cycle into specific years. For further information on specific years within a
cycle I would recommend: Millman, Dan. The Life You Were Born to Live, Tiburon CA: H J
Kramer Inc, 1993.
ii

Natural flow based on astrology. I will discover something; give it value; learn as much as
possible about it; test and clarify what was learnt; integrate the knowledge into my authentic
self-expression; apply that authentic self to my everyday lifestyle - if a person doesn’t do that
then sickness can result. Then I am ready to learn more about myself as others reflect it back
to me through relationships; merging deeply with another could bring a sense of loss of self
but also transformation and new insights into who I am. With renewed vision and
understanding, I seek to expand or teach what I have come to know. I speak with my own
voice of authority; seek to serve the good of the whole; pause and reflect on the experience.
Then the cycle begins again.
iii

Personal natal chart information for those readers who understand astrology. Without
making this explanation into a lesson, I have included the planet or point, sign and house.
North Node/Gemini/5
South Node/Sagittarius/11
Chiron/Scorpio/10
Sun and Mercury/Pisces/3
Moon/Scorpio/10-11 cusp
Mars/Pisces/2-3 cusp
Venus/Aquarius/1
Jupiter/Scorpio/11
Saturn and Pluto/Leo/7
Neptune/Libra/MC
Capricorn Ascendant
iv

Time line process takes you back to the source of the emotion being experienced and
discovers where it began. Then it finds the positives within the experience, and brings them
forward to the present, or applies them to any other incident that may be relevant. It changes
the perspective of what has happened in the past, and helps a person to experience the event
through different emotions.

v

I Kings 18:20-19:13
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