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	eading and writing are gifts that very few give to themselves. It is such a powerful way to reflect and gain closure from the past; reading and writing are therapeutic processes. The experience raises one’s self-esteem, confidence, and awareness of self.

	I learned this when I collated the first book in the A Journey of Riches series, which now includes forty books with over 400 co-authors from over 50 countries. Writing about your personal experiences is difficult, and I honor and respect every author who has collaborated in the series.

	For many authors, English is their second language, which is a significant achievement. In creating this anthology of short stories, I have been touched by the generosity, gratitude, and shared energy this experience has given everyone.

	The inspiration for Whispers of the Heart was born from a deep desire to share quiet yet powerful stories that speak to the soul, stories that gently remind us of our inherent worth and the beauty of self-respect.

	Each chapter is a heartfelt whisper from a different author, offering unique perspectives on the tender, transformative journey of embracing one’s value. These personal reflections explore the subtle yet profound shifts that occur when we listen to our inner voice, confront self-doubt with compassion, and allow our true selves to be seen and honored.

	The contributors illuminate various paths to A deeper connection with themselves, through healing, forgiveness, resilience, and grace. From navigating emotional wounds to recognizing inner strength, their experiences offer comfort, inspiration, and a gentle invitation to turn inward.

	Whispers of the Heart is a journey into the quiet spaces where self-worth grows. It reminds us that the heart isn’t loud or boastful, but a soft, steady presence that deepens over time. This book encourages you to walk that path, slowly and bravely, living into the truth of who you are, one tender step at a time.

	I want to thank all the authors for entrusting me with their unique memories, encounters, and wisdom. Thank you for sharing and opening the door to your soul so others may learn from your experience. I trust the readers will gain confidence from your successes and wisdom from your failures.

	I also want to thank my family. I know you are proud of me, seeing how far I have come from that ten-year-old boy learning to read and write at a basic level. So, big shout-out to Mom, Robert, Dad, and Merril; my brother Adam and his daughter Krystal; my sister Hollie and her partner Brian; my nephew, Charlie, and niece, Heidi; thank you for your support. Also to my grandparents, Gran and Pop, and Ma and Pa, who now rest in peace. They accepted me just as I am with all my travels and adventures worldwide.

	Thanks to the team at Motion Media International; you have done an excellent job editing and collating this book. It was a pleasure working with you on this successful project, and I thank you for your patience in dealing with the changes and adjustments along the way.

	Thank you, the reader, for having the courage to examine your life and consider how you can improve your future in a rapidly changing world.

	Again, thank you to my co-authors: Christie Chen, Leland Daniel Holgate Sr., Sharmeen Baria, Chyla Charmaine, Shenan Charania, Andromeda, Anna Kay, Alice Roorda, Sevi Stam, Elle LaChance, Euphemia Moffat, Susan Walling, Catherine Kennard, Tanya McCorry, and Ada Tabensky.

	With gratitude,

	John R. Spender
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	“The A Journey of Riches book series is a great collection of inspiring short stories that will leave you wanting more!”

	~ Alex Hoffmann, Network Marketing Guru

	“If you are looking for an inspiring read to get you through any change, this is it! This book comprises many gripping perspectives from a collection of successful international authors with a tone of wisdom to share.”

	~ Theera Phetmalaigul, Entrepreneur/Investor

	“A Journey of Riches is an empowering series that implements two simple words for overcoming life’s struggles.

	“By diving into the meaning of the words ‘problem’ and ‘challenge,’ you will be motivated to believe in the triumph of perseverance.

	With many different authors from all around the world coming together to share various stories of life’s trials, you will find yourself drenched in encouragement to push through even the darkest of battles. The stories are heartfelt personal shares of moving through and transforming challenges into rich life experiences.

	“The book will move, touch, and inspire your spirit to face and overcome life’s adversities. It is a truly inspirational read. Thank you for being the kind, open soul you are, John!”

	~ Casey Plouffe, Seven-Figure Network Marketer

	“A must-read for anyone facing major changes or challenges in life right now. This book will give you the courage to overcome any struggle with confidence, grace, and ease.”

	~ Jo-Anne Irwin, Transformational Coach and Best-Selling Author

	“I have enjoyed the A Journey of Riches book series. Each person’s story is written from the heart, and everyone’s journey is different. However, we all have a story to tell, and John Spender does an amazing job of finding authors and combining their stories into uplifting books.”

	~ Liz Misner Palmer, Foreign Service Officer

	“A timely read as I’m facing a few challenges right now. I like the various insights from the different authors. This book will inspire you to move through any challenge or change you are experiencing.”

	~ David Ostrand, Business Owner

	“I’ve known John Spender for a while now, and I was blessed with an opportunity to be in book four in the series. I know that you will enjoy this new journey, like the rest of the books in the series. The collection of stories will assist you with making changes, dealing with challenges, and seeing that transformation is possible for your life.”

	~ Charlie O’Shea, Entrepreneur

	“The A Journey of Riches series will draw you in and help you dig deep into your soul. These authors have unbelievable life stories of purpose inside of them. John Spender is dedicated to bringing peace, love, and adventure to the world of his readers! Dive into this series, and you will be transformed!”

	~ Jeana Matichak, Author of Finding Peace

	“Awesome! Truly inspirational! It is amazing what the human spirit can achieve and overcome! Highly recommended!”

	~ Fabrice Beliard, Australian Business Coach and Best-Selling Author

	“The A Journey of Riches series is a must-read. It is an empowering collection of inspirational and moving stories full of courage, strength, and heart. Bringing peace and awareness to those lucky enough to read to assist and inspire them on their life journey.”

	~ Gemma Castiglia, Avalon Healing, Best-Selling Author

	“The A Journey of Riches book series is an inspirational collection of books that will empower you to take on any challenge or change in life.”

	~ Kay Newton, Midlife Stress Buster and Best-Selling Author

	“The A Journey of Riches book series is an inspiring collection of stories, sharing many different ideas and perspectives on how to overcome challenges, deal with change, and make empowering choices in your life. Open the book anywhere and let your mood choose where you need to read. Buy one of the books today; you’ll be glad that you did!”

	~ Trish Rock, Modern Day Intuitive, Best-Selling Author, Speaker,

	Psychic, and Holistic Coach

	“A Journey of Riches is another inspiring read. The authors are from all over the world, and each has a unique perspective to share that will have you thinking differently about your current circumstances in life. An insightful read!”

	~ Alexandria Calamel, Success Coach and Best-Selling Author

	“The A Journey of Riches book series is a collection of real-life stories, which are truly inspiring and give you the confidence that no matter what you are dealing with in your life, there is a light at the end of the tunnel and a very bright one at that. Totally empowering!”

	~ John Abbott, Freedom Entrepreneur

	“An amazing collection of true stories from individuals who have overcome great changes and who have transformed their lives and used their experience to uplift, inspire, and support others.”

	~ Carol Williams, Author, Speaker, and Coach

	“You can empower yourself from the power within this book that can help awaken the sleeping giant within you. John has a purpose in life to bring inspiring people together to share their wisdom for the benefit of all who venture deep into this book series. If you are looking for inspiration to be someone special, this book can be your guide.”

	~ Bill Bilwani, Renowned Melbourne Restaurateur

	“In the A Journey of Riches series, you will catch the impulse to step up, reconsider, and settle for only the very best for yourself and those around you. Penned from the heart and with an unflinching drive to make a difference for the good of all, the A Journey of Riches series is a must-read.”

	~ Steve Coleman, author of Decisions, Decisions!

	How to Make the Right One Every Time

	“Do you want to be on top of your game? A Journey of Riches is a must-read with breakthrough insights that will help you do just that.

	~ Christopher Chen, Entrepreneur

	“In A Journey of Riches, you will find the insight, resources, and tools you need to transform your life. By reading the author’s stories, you, too, can be inspired to achieve your greatest accomplishments and what is truly possible for you. Reading this book activates your true potential for transforming your life way beyond what you think is possible. Read it and learn how you, too, can have a magical life.”

	~ Elaine Mc Guinness, Best Selling Author of Unleash Your Authentic Self!

	“If you are looking for an inspiring read, look no further than the A Journey of Riches book series. The books are an inspiring collection of short stories that will encourage you to embrace life even more. I highly recommend you read one of the books today!”

	~ Kara Dono, Doula, Healer, and Best-Selling Author

	“The A Journey of Riches book series is filled with real-life short stories of heartfelt tribulations turned into uplifting self-transformation by the power of the human spirit to overcome adversity. The journeys captured in these books will encourage you to embrace life in a whole new way. I highly recommend reading this inspiring anthology series.”

	~ Chris Drabenstott, Best-Selling Author and Editor

	“There is so much motivational power in the A Journey of Riches series!! Each book is a compilation of inspiring, real-life stories by several different authors, which makes the journey feel more relatable and success more attainable. If you are looking for something to move you forward, you’ll find it in one (or all) of these books.”

	~ Cary MacArthur, Personal Empowerment Coach

	“I’ve been fortunate to write with John Spender, and now, I call him a friend. The A Journey of Riches book series features real stories that have inspired me and will inspire you. John has a passion for finding amazing people from all over the world, giving the series a global perspective on relevant subject matters.”

	~ Mike Campbell, Fat Guy Diary, LLC

	“The A Journey of Riches series is the reflection of beautiful souls who have discovered the fire within. Each story takes you inside the truth of what truly matters in life. While reading these stories, my heart space expanded to understand that our most significant contribution in this lifetime is to give and receive love. May you also feel inspired as you read this book.”

	~ Katie Neubaum, Author of Transformation Calling

	“A Journey of Riches is an inspiring testament that love and gratitude are the secret ingredients to living a happy and fulfilling life. This series is sure to inspire and bless your life in a big way. Truly an inspirational read that is written and created by real people, sharing real-life stories about the power and courage of the human spirit.”

	~ Jen Valadez, Emotional Intuitive and Best-Selling Author

	“If you are looking for an inspirational read, look no further than the A Journey of Riches book series. The books are an inspiring and educational collection of short stories from the author’s soul that will encourage you to embrace life even more. I’ve even given them to my clients, too, so that their journeys inspire them in life for wealth, health, and everything else in between. I recommend you make it a priority to read one of the books today!”

	~ Goro Gupta, Chief Education Officer, Mortgage Terminator,

	and Property Mentor



	

Foreword

	W


	hispers of the Heart is a delicate and soulful collection—fifteen authors who dared to step into the rawness of vulnerability and share their most authentic truths. Within these pages, you will find the courage of those who leaned into the unknown, who embraced the whispers of their hearts even when logic told them otherwise.

	So often in life, we feel lost, uncertain, or unsure of our direction. Questions about our purpose, our identity, and our potential can weigh heavily on us. In those moments, it is easy to lean on the mind, to map and control our lives through reason alone. Yet the mind does not always know the way. The heart, however, has always been there.

	My journey with A Journey of Riches began in just this way. Ten years ago, I listened to the whispers of my heart. At the time, stepping into publishing made little sense because I had been focused on teaching, NLP and developing my coaching online. While running trainings for a U.S. company in Bali, Indonesia, I never imagined books would become part of my path. When that contract ended, I hired a mentor who guided me in bringing my coaching practice online. She suggested something I had never considered: instead of offering a stand-alone six-month coaching program, why not give my clients the opportunity to share their stories in a published anthology?

	And so, A Journey of Riches was born.

	The first book was stressful, so much so that I swore I would never publish another. Yet the idea refused to leave me. People kept asking, and my heart kept whispering. Ten years later, what began as a single leap of faith has grown into a series of forty-two titles, touching lives all around the world.

	That makes Whispers of the Heart especially meaningful. This volume not only brings together fifteen inspiring voices, but it also marks the ten-year anniversary of the A Journey of Riches series. From one hesitant step to an ongoing movement of shared wisdom, this milestone is a reminder of what is possible when we follow the heart’s guidance, even when it doesn’t make sense at the time.

	It has been my absolute honor to walk alongside these authors as they took their own leap of faith, saying yes to the whispers within them. Each chapter is unique, yet together they weave a net of hope, vulnerability, and courage. A reminder of the importance of silencing the noise of the world, of cultivating a deeper relationship with oneself, and of listening with tenderness to the wisdom that speaks in stillness.

	A member of our team, Evi, whose insight gave shape to the heart of this book inspired the theme for this volume. From that spark, these authors poured their stories into being with authenticity and grace.

	It is with deep gratitude and humility that I invite you to step into these pages. May they remind you of the wisdom that lives within you, the whispers of your heart, and the courage it takes to follow them.

	With gratitude,

	John R. Spender



	
“Whispers of the heart and echoes of the mind are discreet yet powerful; pay close attention to them.”

	— Emmanuel Apetsi



	

Letting the Heart Lead: Awakening to the Answers Within
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	By Leland Holgate Sr.

	The Whisper That Was Always There

	W


	hat if everything you’ve ever called a “gut feeling” was actually a whisper from your heart, trying to guide you home?

	We’ve been taught to trust our mind. To “go with your gut.” But what if the greatest lie we’ve ever believed is that the brain is in charge? What if the truth has been beating in our chest all along?

	This chapter is a journey into the real main brain: the heart.

	Where science meets soul.

	Where coherence becomes clarity.

	Where whispers become wisdom.

	And where we remember how to truly live, love, and lead—from the heart.

	We live in a culture that worships thought. We’re taught to analyze, plan, and solve from the neck up. But how many of our most important life decisions have ever been made purely by logic? When we strip everything else away—fear, expectation, conditioning—there’s often a subtle knowing that lives underneath it all.

	That knowing doesn’t shout. It doesn’t argue. It simply is.

	The challenge is, we’ve never been taught how to trust it.

	That quiet voice. That whisper.

	That felt sense of truth that arrives without explanation.

	It’s not because we lack intelligence or intuition. It’s because we’ve never been shown how to listen in a world that’s constantly screaming.

	But now? You’re here.

	Reading these words is proof that something in you already knows there’s more—that the answers you seek may not come from the outside. They may come from inside your own chest.

	Your heart holds wisdom deeper than your mind can comprehend.

	And today, you begin the journey back to that knowing.

	My Awakening: A Story of Resilience, Redemption, and the Real Main Brain

	The heart doesn’t shout. It doesn’t scream for your attention. It whispers—quietly, consistently, lovingly. The problem is, most of us have learned to live so loud we can’t hear it.

	I was one of them.

	My story doesn’t begin with breathwork certifications or neuroscience credentials. It begins with pain. With silence. With the trauma that splits your life into halves—before and after. And in my case, there have been two defining moments like that.

	The first came in 1999, after returning from Kosovo. I was serving as a C-130 loadmaster in the U.S. Air Force. I had gone through S.E.R.E. training and was preparing for PJ/Combat Control selection—what we called Hell Week. I had built my identity around strength, precision, and control. I was on the path to becoming a special operations warrior. My body was a weapon. My will was unbreakable.

	Until it broke.

	A catastrophic neck injury left me immobilized. Doctors told me I’d never walk again. My career, my mission, my future—all of it was over. When you’re twenty-something and built like a machine, you don’t plan for paralysis. You don’t expect to have everything ripped away in a moment. And you definitely don’t expect the healing to begin with a breath.

	But that’s exactly what happened. I started breathing, not just to stay alive, but to be alive. To reconnect with something deeper. Something older than my training. Something wise. And through that breath, I found the first whisper. The quiet, persistent voice that said, “You’re not done yet.”

	I immersed myself in learning. I devoured everything I could about the nervous system, trauma recovery, and the science of the brain-body connection. I didn’t want to just heal. I wanted to understand. To reverse-engineer the miracle I was chasing.

	Two years of intense work later, I walked again. But the real miracle wasn’t walking; it was remembering who I truly was underneath the uniform, underneath the injury, underneath the fear.

	That’s what the breath gave me.

	That’s what the heart gave me.

	And that was just the beginning.

	The second fracture came years later, in 2016, when I received a single text message on my birthday from my father. It read: I can’t do this anymore. And that was it. He disappeared. No call. No explanation. Just silence. And on Father’s Day, I learned the truth. He had died by suicide.

	He was Army Special Forces himself, and everything that he had been through finally caught up with him. It was something he couldn’t get past. I wish I could tell you I was ready for that moment. But how do you prepare for losing your father, layered on top of the haunting finality of those words? The breath caught in my chest. The world went still. It felt like time stopped, and my heartbeat froze with it. It took me months to admit that I was drowning in grief. And yet, that moment, like the injury, was a gateway. A gateway into a deeper vow:

	No one should ever suffer in silence.

	That became my mission.

	To bring breath to the broken.

	To bring coherence to chaos.

	To bring warriors, and wounded hearts, back home to themselves.

	To help others awaken to the whisper they’ve forgotten.

	Today I hold a bachelor’s degree in psychology. I’m a neuroscientist finishing my master’s in biomedical neuroscience with a forthcoming doctorate in neurochemistry. I’m a certified HeartMath trainer, an integration coach, a breathwork guide, and a teacher of what it means to return to the heart—not in theory, but in practice.

	But I’m not here to tell you I figured it all out. I’m here to tell you I remembered.

	And in that remembering, I rebuilt my life.

	When people learn to listen to their heart, everything changes.

	It’s not about becoming someone new. It’s about remembering who you were before the world taught you not to feel. Before trauma taught you to shut down. Before stress made you believe you were broken.

	This is the medicine I offer now. Not because I read it in a textbook, but because I lived it. Who I was died, and I came back to life in coherence—with my heart, my body, and my soul. And now? I teach others to do the same.

	The Science of the Heart: Meet Your Real Main Brain

	Most people think the brain runs the show. But if you really want to understand your body, your emotions, your intuition, and your life, you have to start with the heart.

	This isn’t just poetic; it’s physiological. It’s anatomical. It’s neurological.

	And it’s revolutionizing how we approach healing, performance, and human potential.

	The heart is the first organ to form in the womb. Before your brain ever ignites into being, your heart is already beating. Already generating electrical signals. Already sending rhythm and coherence throughout your developing nervous system. It is the original drum of your existence. Long before you ever had a thought, your heart had a rhythm.

	And what modern science has uncovered is something the mystics and elders always knew: the heart is not just a pump. It’s a command center. An intuitive brain. A hub of intelligence, emotion, and energetic transmission.

	This is the science of neurocardiology, a field that explores how the heart possesses its intrinsic nervous system, complete with over 40,000 neurons (sometimes called sensory neurites) that can sense, feel, remember, and communicate information independent of the brain in your head.

	But here's where it gets wild…

	The heart sends more signals to the brain than the brain sends to the heart. Over 80% of the neural communication between the heart and brain is afferent, meaning it travels from the heart to the brain.

	Let that land.

	The heart isn’t waiting for instructions; it’s giving them. And the quality of those signals directly influences your brain’s ability to think clearly, regulate emotion, and make wise choices.

	When you’re in a state of stress, fear, or frustration, your heart rhythm becomes disordered and erratic. These incoherent signals travel up the vagus nerve to the brain and result in what’s called cortical inhibition—a decrease in prefrontal cortex activity. This shuts down logic, empathy, creative thinking, and impulse control. In other words, when your heart is stressed, your brain literally can’t think straight.

	But when you shift into a state of calm, appreciation, or gratitude, your heart rhythm becomes harmonious and coherent. This is when we see cortical facilitation, an increase in higher-order brain function. Your prefrontal cortex activates. Your decision-making sharpens. Your emotional regulation improves. You stop reacting and start responding. You regain access to your full potential.

	This is what we mean by heart-brain coherence—a real, measurable physiological state where the rhythms of the heart entrain the rhythms of the brain and nervous system into alignment. It’s not a mystical state; it’s biological alignment with your highest intelligence.

	The HeartMath Institute has spent decades proving this through rigorous peer-reviewed research. The evidence shows that with just a few minutes of coherence practice daily, people experience:

	
		Decreased cortisol and systemic inflammation

		Increased DHEA—the “vitality and anti-aging” hormone

		More stable blood pressure

		Optimized immune response

		Improved heart rate variability—a powerful predictor of health and emotional resilience

		Greater access to intuition and inner guidance



	And these aren’t just internal changes. People who practice coherence regularly also report improved communication, deeper relationships, more fulfilling work, and greater self-awareness.

	Here’s what I’ve seen in my work:

	A combat veteran, hypervigilant, locked in a fight-or-flight pattern that made him snap at everyone he loved, sits in coherence for the first time and weeps. Not from weakness, but because his body finally remembered what safety felt like.

	A Fortune 100 executive walks out of a session and says, “I just made the clearest decision of my life, and I didn’t think it. I felt it.”

	This is the transformation that happens when we stop trying to “think” our way through life and start learning to feel our way into it.

	The heart gives us access to things the brain alone never could:

	A felt sense of truth.

	A signal that bypasses overthinking and delivers clarity straight to your core.

	This is why I call the heart the “real main brain.” Because it doesn’t just keep you alive—it brings you back to life. It’s not just a symbol for love; it’s a system of perception, intelligence, and guidance.

	It’s been speaking to you the whole time. You just may not have known how to listen.

	But now you do.

	Coherence: Where Energy, Emotion, and Intuition Align

	You can know something with your brain but feel it in your heart. Those are two very different experiences.

	One is logic. The other is truth.

	Coherence is the bridge between them.

	Heart coherence isn’t a metaphor. It’s not a vibe. It’s not a motivational poster or something that happens by accident during yoga class. It’s a scientifically measurable physiological state that you can practice, build, and eventually live from. It’s what happens when your breathing slows. Your heart rhythm stabilizes, your brain and nervous system come into harmony, and your body exits survival mode.

	In that space, your perception sharpens. Your inner world calms. And the static in your nervous system fades enough for you to finally feel what’s true.

	When I drop into coherence, I can feel the rhythm of my life again.

	My breath flows like it’s connected to something ancient.

	My nervous system uncoils.

	My energy gets still, but potent, like the pause before lightning strikes. It’s subtle, yet undeniable.

	This state doesn’t just feel good; it changes the way your entire body functions.

	HeartMath research shows that heart rate variability—the beat-to-beat variation of your heart rhythm—becomes smooth and sinewave-like in coherence. That rhythm sends a powerful safety signal through the vagus nerve that informs your brain that you’re okay now. You can stop bracing.

	Your fight-or-flight system downshifts. Your immune system reboots. Your hormones regulate. Your energy returns.

	But coherence is more than physiology—it’s energy.

	When I work with people, I often feel the moment they drop into coherence before they say a word. The entire field shifts. The surrounding space softens. There’s a stillness that radiates outward, like their body just remembered the frequency of peace.

	It’s not just internal. That state of being broadcasts outward.

	The electromagnetic field of your heart, already 5,000 times stronger than that of the brain, expands and organizes itself in coherence. You literally become more magnetic, more attuned, more connected.

	People feel you differently.

	You speak and it lands.

	You move and the room adjusts.

	It’s the frequency of trust. Of safety. Of truth.

	This is where intuition becomes more than just a hunch. It becomes a tool, a compass, a voice you actually learn to hear and trust.

	When you're in coherence, the noise of fear quiets. The mental loops soften. You stop running scenarios and start listening. Something wiser, something ancient, begins to rise up from within.

	I’ve had moments where, in deep coherence, answers dropped into my awareness like a message from the divine. Not as a thought, but as a full-body knowing. A pull toward truth that bypasses debate or doubt. I’ve watched clients feel their life purpose return, not through strategy, but through silence, through presence, and through the alignment of energy, emotion, and awareness.

	That’s the gift of coherence. It returns you to your most honest state. Not the you that was shaped by trauma or trained by pressure. The real you. The whole you. The you that remembers you’re not here to perform … you’re here to live. That’s why I created The Welcome Home Method; because most of us aren’t lost … we’re just out of rhythm. Coherence is how we find the beat again.

	Home isn’t a place—it’s a state. And coherence is the doorway.

	East Meets West: The Spiritual Intelligence of the Heart

	Long before electroencephalograms, electrocardiograms, and peer-reviewed journals, the ancients knew what we’re only just starting to prove:

	The heart is sacred. It’s not just a muscle. It’s not just an organ. It’s the seat of the soul, a transmitter, a portal. A bridge between the seen and unseen. And while the West is only recently discovering the heart’s role in intuition, energy, and emotional intelligence, the East has been building entire systems of medicine and philosophy around it for thousands of years.

	In Vedic and Yogic traditions, the heart chakra (anahata, meaning “unstruck sound”) is the central energy point of the entire chakra system. It’s the balance point between the lower three chakras (rooted in survival and action) and the upper three chakras (rooted in perception and higher consciousness).

	In this center, the physical and the spiritual meet. The warrior becomes the healer, the protector becomes the lover, and the doer becomes the feeler.

	In Chinese medicine, the heart is referred to as the “emperor” of the body, governing not only blood but also shen, the spirit, the consciousness, the radiant light within.

	In Egyptian culture, when a soul passed on, the heart was weighed against the feather of Ma’at, the goddess of truth. If the heart was too heavy, burdened with lies, resentment, or shame, it was believed that the soul could not move forward.

	Indigenous peoples across the world have always understood that the heart isn’t just vital for life; it’s central to spirit. In Native American traditions, the heart is often considered the true mind, the place of knowing, and the seat of wisdom that speaks when the rational brain falls silent.

	Here’s what’s extraordinary: science is finally catching up.

	We now know that the heart generates the largest electromagnetic field in the human body—5,000 times stronger than the brain’s—and this field extends eight to ten feet in every direction.

	This field isn’t just passive; it’s dynamic. It changes based on your emotional state.

	When you’re experiencing frustration, fear, or anger, the field becomes chaotic and incoherent. But when you shift into gratitude, appreciation, or compassion, the field becomes ordered, rhythmic, and harmonious.

	You’re not just feeling different; you’re broadcasting differently. That’s not a metaphor. That’s measurement. The heart is a tuning fork, constantly influencing not only your internal systems but also your external environment.

	This is what I mean when I say the heart has spiritual intelligence:

	It senses.

	It listens.

	It leads.

	I’ve felt this most powerfully in sacred ceremonies and in the stillness of solitude, when the mind has nothing left to cling to and the only thing left to trust is the rhythm in my chest. I’ve sat with warriors in silence who couldn’t explain what they were feeling, but when they touched their heart, the tears came. The memory came. The truth came.

	I’ve seen people access levels of forgiveness, insight, and healing they thought were impossible, not through more thought, but through dropping into the field of the heart.

	This doesn’t require ayahuasca. It doesn’t require a pilgrimage. It requires permission.

	Permission to slow down.

	To breathe.

	To feel.

	To listen.

	This is what I love about the heart: It holds both the most grounded science and the most profound spiritual truth. It’s the bridge between your brain and your being. Your logic and your longing. Your trauma and your transcendence. And once you hear its whispers, you stop looking outside for answers. Because the answer is always within.

	The real work isn’t finding the path. It’s remembering that your heart is the path.

	Letting the Heart Lead: Your Inner Guidance Is Not a “Gut Feeling”

	We’ve all said it: “I had a gut feeling.” It’s become such a common phrase; most people don’t even question it. But I’m here to tell you something radical, and backed by both science and experience:

	That knowing you felt? It didn’t come from your gut.

	It came from your heart.

	There’s a massive misconception in our culture that intuition lives in the stomach. We say things like “trust your gut,” or “I felt it in my gut.” But what we’re really describing isn’t digestion; it’s direction.

	And the true center of internal direction doesn’t live below the diaphragm. It lives right in your chest.

	Let’s break it down.

	Yes, the gut is intelligent. It’s called the enteric nervous system, and it plays a crucial role in regulating digestion, mood, and even neurotransmitter production. It’s incredibly fast at detecting danger or threat—which is why we often feel that pit in our stomach when something’s wrong.

	But let’s be clear: the gut is reactive. It’s built for survival. It helps us notice when something is off, but it doesn’t have the deeper wisdom to guide us through it.

	The heart, however? The heart is perceptive. It doesn’t react—it responds. It doesn’t scream—it whispers.

	And when you’re in a state of heart coherence, that whisper becomes clear. It becomes a guiding force that helps you navigate not just danger but also destiny.

	This isn’t just poetic; it’s been proven. In multiple peer-reviewed studies conducted by the HeartMath Institute, researchers discovered that the heart can detect and respond to future events before they happen.

	Participants were shown emotionally charged images in random order, and scientists measured physiological changes before the image appeared.

	The results?

	The heart showed measurable shifts in rhythm and pattern seconds before the stimulus occurred.

	Before the brain, before the gut, the heart knew. That’s not a guess. That’s intuition in motion. So what’s actually happening when you say, “I just knew?” Your heart is reading the energy of the situation. Your nervous system is translating that signal into a sensation. And your brain—usually lagging behind—is trying to make sense of it all after the fact.

	It’s not just a feeling. It’s a signal. A pulse. A transmission from the most intelligent system you have access to. But here’s the problem…

	Most people are so stressed, dysregulated, or disconnected that they can’t tell the difference between trauma and truth. This is why coherence matters so much. Without coherence, your system is static. You get false positives, hypervigilance, and overthinking.

	Your gut may signal danger, but your heart can’t deliver wisdom if the line is full of interference.

	But with coherence? You gain access to clear intuitive data, what HeartMath calls “the heart’s intelligent guidance.” You begin to move from reaction to resonance, from fear to alignment, from chasing answers to embodying them. In my life, I’ve seen the difference.

	When I’m dysregulated, every decision feels like a minefield. I second-guess, hesitate, or try to force clarity. But when I return to coherence, when I breathe, feel, and listen, I know.

	Not think. Not guess. Know.

	I’ve made life-changing decisions in that state. Choosing to walk away from toxic relationships, or deciding to lead a new program from a place of soul, not strategy. Even navigating dangerous situations during my service, because my heart whispered before the threat became visible.

	I’ve seen it in clients, too. The moment they drop into coherence, their posture changes. Their voice softens. Their eyes light up. And what are the words that come out? “I don’t know why … but I just know.” That’s not indecision. That’s alignment. So, let’s shift the narrative:

	It’s not about trusting your gut.

	It’s about learning to live from your heart.

	To attune to the rhythm that’s been guiding you since birth.

	To stop outsourcing your wisdom and come home to it.

	Because here’s the truth no one tells you:

	You were never meant to live in reaction. You were meant to live in resonance.

	The next time you feel something stirring in your body, ask yourself:

	“Is this fear, or is this a whisper? Is this urgency, or is this the truth?” And then listen. Not for a sentence or a story. For a signal. It will be subtle. It will be powerful. It will be your heart. And once you let it lead? Your life becomes what it was always meant to be: aligned, guided, and deeply yours.

	Listen Deeper

	You’ve made it this far.

	Not just through this chapter, but through life. Through everything that’s tried to silence your voice, scatter your energy, and harden your heart. Here you are.

	Still beating.

	Still breathing.

	Still listening.

	That alone is evidence of your courage. But now, the invitation is to go deeper. Those whispers you’ve felt while reading this? They’re not coming from me. They’re coming from you. From your heart. The part of you that never stopped believing there was something more. That somewhere beneath the stress, the strategy, the pain, the performance … you were still whole.

	This journey isn’t about adding more to your life. It’s about removing what no longer fits. It’s about remembering what’s always been true. And the way we do that is through practice. Through intention. Through moments of pause that reconnect us to who we really are. That’s why I want to leave you with a practice I teach in every program, retreat, and private session—one I come back to myself, almost daily.

	The Inner-Ease Technique.

	One of the most practical tools I use in both my personal practice and with clients is called the Inner-Ease Technique, developed by the HeartMath Institute. It’s a simple, science-based process that helps bring the nervous system back into balance and restore emotional clarity in the moment.

	Here’s how I guide people through it:

	Step 1:

	Notice that you’re out of sync—maybe you're frustrated, anxious, overloaded, or just mentally gridlocked. That awareness is the first step.

	Step 2:

	Shift your attention to your heart and breathe slowly and deeply, as if the breath is flowing in and out of your heart space. I usually suggest five seconds in, five seconds out, but follow what feels natural. Just keep the timing of the inhale and exhale even.

	Step 3:

	As you breathe, invite the feeling of ease. Not as a forced emotion, but like you’re gently remembering what peace feels like. Let that feeling grow inside you.

	Step 4:

	Anchor that state. Hold it in your body and carry it with you into whatever comes next.

	Even just a few minutes of this can reset your physiology, restore access to higher thinking, and reconnect you with your inner guidance.

	In less than a minute, your heart rate variability begins to shift. Your brain reorganizes, your nervous system downshifts, and your intuition rises. This isn’t just emotional; it’s biochemical. This is how we reclaim our power from within. 

	Practice this daily. Practice it when you wake up, when you get triggered, and before big conversations. It’s not about perfection; it’s about presence. The more you listen, the more your heart will trust you. The more your heart trusts you, the louder the whisper becomes.

	So, here’s my closing prayer for you:

	May you never again outsource your wisdom.

	May you never again ignore your body’s truth.

	May you never again mistake your gut’s survival for your heart’s guidance.

	May you hear the whisper.

	May you trust it.

	May you follow it.

	And if you're ready to go deeper, to bring this work into your breath, your body, and your life, I’d be honored to walk with you.

	



	
“Your vision will become clear only when you look into your heart.”

	— Carl Jung



	

Rise
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	By Catherine Kennard

	To my children,

	to all the children of the world,

	and to the child still living quietly within you.

	Before you read these words, pause.

	Take a deep breath.

	Place your hands over your heart.

	Let yourself remember:

	You are more than your story.

	You are the light before words,

	the truth before time.

	Stay close to love—

	not something to chase or earn,

	but the quiet truth of who you already are.

	You are love.

	And the answers you seek

	will come as whispers

	from the soul within you,

	forever connected to the whole.

	Be brave.

	Be bold.

	Let the gifts you carry rise—

	unfiltered, unhidden—

	and touch the world in only the way you can.

	Do not turn away when it feels hard.

	Do not silence your truth to feel safe.

	The answers you seek are not out there.

	They wait within

	in the hush between thoughts,

	in the rhythm of your breath,

	in the soft pull of your own becoming.

	Listen.

	You are connected to the whole.

	You always have been.

	L


	ooking back, she just couldn't face it, living in her own mind. 

	The giggles, the big smiles, and the performing all looked like joy on the outside, and it did indeed make those around her laugh. Like, look at her, a performing monkey. What tricks will she do next?

	But underneath the show, a storm brewed. Layers upon layers of “good ideas” about how to be, what to say, what not to say, how to act in front of this person, how not to act with that person, all piled onto her forever spirit. And the storm took hold inside her breath, inside the blood pumping throughout her body. The heart was silenced.

	It is incredible just how quickly the beliefs of others, the age-old restrictions, second-hand ideas, and unseen burdens can settle into a child's spirit. How the spirit can get covered up with layer upon layer of old dusty embers from generations gone by, smothering a child's true calling; the messages from the heart that hold a promise of truth guided by something magical.

	Don't get me wrong. That girl was loved. She was cherished, clothed, fed, and played with.

	This isn't about a child who didn’t know love.

	Some people just give up and forget how to listen to their own voice, not even realizing that they have their own unique strand in the tapestry of life, a sparkle given just to them to share in life's journey.

	[image: C:\Users\user\Downloads\CATHERINE'S ILLUSTRATION\Jacket.jpg]

	Some will spend the rest of their lives wearing a hand-me-down patchwork jacket, a creation of other peoples’ good ideas, beliefs, and intentions never realizing that their own incredible jacket for life was waiting in creation, just underneath.

	This little fire starter with her cute blond bunchies and massive blue eyes would spend her life uncovering, remembering, re-learning, and igniting the fire inside so that she could listen to her voice, through the whispers of her heart.

	Something deep inside knew. There were places to go, things to master, and gifts to share with the world—magical gifts.

	First, she would need to learn how to take this ridiculous, massive jacket off, as it felt stitched on. Suffocating.

	Day after day, year after year, she would experience the most penetrating anxiety. It felt all-consuming, engulfing her entirety, like a swirling storm that never ended, causing chaos and mayhem to everything in sight. This girl really wanted to be good. But good to the world wasn't what she showed. In fact, she remembers she had just “one good day.” That day, she was not too loud, or too over the top, or too silly, and she didn't get upset.

	That girl learned it was hard going against the grain. The grain has strong roots in societal norms. She was learning that there was a promise of survival if you conform, if you listen to authority, and buckle up for life.

	Something felt wrong. Her heart knew.

	But if she behaved, listened, and did as she was told, then there was a promise of security in all the wrong places: money, a job, a marriage, a house, and a car.

	Something would keep trying to connect with her. The voice of her heart whispered. It was a heartfelt song that doesn't know how to lie. It would become a message so loud that she just couldn't ignore it anymore. Her heart knew deep down that security never came from following the herd. Her heart wanted to speak up, so it asked, Why? Why did it have to be like this? Why do we have to eat like this, speak like that, behave like this, do school that way, learn it that way? The answer was always the same. Because that’s just the way it is. Something inside her screamed, That is not true, that is not the truth! Yet, her childish vocabulary could not find the words to articulate the wise whispers of her powerful heart. A heart that knew of other worlds, with magic spells, divine connection, and lasting love.

	Her heart had known lifetimes of joy, peace, and heaven on earth. She had seen mystical worlds. Her heart knew what was possible. She danced with fairies and had endless rides on her dragon's back. She had danced naked by the fire in full freedom and expression of who she was and why she was born. She knew of lifetimes where she had spoken to the world, and her voice could be felt through all the timelines. The truth. Pure power. Stillness. Certainty. The energy speaking through the heart does not lie. It is part of a greater whole. A cosmic heartbeat. The one light of the entire cosmos. She knew that when you dare to walk away, to separate, to listen to the whispers, stand up, stand out, trust your unique spark, and speak the truth from the one, as the one. That is why she was here.
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	Somewhere deep inside, she knew she needed to allow her priestess to show up, to be listened to. This was her spark, her gift, and her enchanting jacket for life. She knew she had to share her voice.

	What she did not realize was just how hard it would be to separate from the herd in this lifetime, how incredibly painful and heartbreaking it would be in her life to do things differently. To find the whole. The truth. The flow that held her. That was her. To remember how to contact that majestic heart calling.

	At school, “pizza face,” “weirdo,” and “concord” became a mantra repeating in her head, and getting herself to school became a fight within her body. She knew that once inside, the unkindness and mental torture would start all over again until the school bell rang. She would sit with a sunlamp on her face until it slightly burned, hoping the next day the huge acne spots on her face would not be such a colorful pizza. Her teenage heart was desperate to feel calm, feel like she was okay and safe inside her body. The nasty notes, the lies created—her heart knew that life did not need to feel like this. But she couldn’t find the words to share.

	She learned that being yourself, wearing different clothes, and liking different things, came at a cost. She could almost hear the thoughts of others. The little Saturday job in the bakery would trap her inside her body even more, and shame her into not sharing her heart. At 13, she had attracted a 22-year-old and found herself trapped inside a room where he could not control himself. She was touched, but she could not speak, and his manhood ended up all over the young girl's apron. She left for home, her light dimmed. She pushed her voice in, held her heart, sucked the pain down, and got shouted at for having a dirty apron. Weeks later, she told her friend and the police spoke with her. Her heart did not want to punish this man. She didn't want his life smashed apart, or his family in pain. She listened to her heart and, in a grown-up manner, had him cautioned, telling him on a police-controlled call, “Don't you ever frighten another child like that again. This is your second chance.”

	At 13, she remembers feeling everything; any room she entered, she could sense the emotions of those in it. This felt so excruciating because the words that people said, their body language, rarely seemed to line up with the emotions being transmitted. Her body ached for the truth her heart kept telling her. It spoke to her.

	She would spend her weekends deeply in love with animals. A local animal shelter had her volunteer there, and she would connect with rabbits, monkeys, donkeys, about 40 dogs running free in the backyard, mice, and hamsters. Animals couldn’t lie. Her heart could feel this so deeply, and she felt so peaceful. She cleaned out cages and shared precious moments with Olive the donkey, who seemed so grateful for her love. She would raise money for the shelter by selling cakes and old items on the front lawn.

	It was such a passion, helping. She knew that her heart was meant to help. She felt free when she helped. She felt like herself.

	Learning and studying did not come easily. She had to spend every hour she had studying for “the most important exams of her life.” She wanted to do well, be good, and succeed. She did not want to fail. After all, this would affect the rest of her life. Well, so she was told. Yet it was not where her heart was.

	Performing, singing, and speaking were such a deep, natural love, it made her heart feel like she was dancing with the gods because that is where this gift came from. Her heart. The heart of the gods.

	But she was told there is no future in the arts. She did what she was told and stuck to something safe. Her head continued to learn that to listen to what you are told was the right thing to do, to obey, even if it came at the cost of ignoring your heart's calling. She would watch other young people, following orders too, wearing their patchwork jackets, being good obedient citizens.

	That something that spoke to her kept whispering. It knew of a sacred magic, a language unknown to so many. It kept tugging at her heartstrings, guiding her on her path.

	Becoming a teacher felt like the right thing to do, like destiny whispering her name. Her heart had such a huge drive to be there for children, to hold space for them to discover their true calling. She didn’t much care for lessons, forced information, but moments to embrace the quiet (or loud) unraveling of their hearts and minds. She wanted to stand still in the chaos, in the center of their fire, and bring love and pure trust to something greater. To help them listen to their souls' calling, to the gentle whispers of their hearts.

	She saw and felt everything was wrong about school. She knew that sitting still, forcing information in, and separating learning into boxes (and hours into days), all day, every day, only covered up the shiny little souls' hearts that had once come skipping through the school gates believing they could do anything and be anything.

	That whispering deep inside knew she wanted to show up differently as a teacher, so she trained and studied the mind, well-being therapies, and brought little sparkles of wisdom back to the classroom. She would create well-being events for parents. She knew in her heart that the main thing children need is love.

	She remembers writing at the end of each child’s report, “Sending you on your learning journey with my love.” She was told by the headteacher that this was not professional and must be removed. Her heart felt different, so the rebel in her wrote it neatly with a calligraphy ink pen into little farewell cards and popped a little rose quartz crystal into each one. Some parents were moved to tears, commenting on how touching the message was. Children learn naturally when they are happy, secure, and loved. She felt happy, she trusted her heart. A moment in time where listening to the head would have resulted in being too frightened to go against the norm.
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	There was a year of travelling, finding love, falling out of love, and falling in love again. She experienced incredible sights and beautiful scenery. Sliding door moments. Destiny? She lived on an island, walking barefoot, swimming with dolphins, creating friendships, having adventures on a boat with a local elder, feasting on fresh fish for supper, and horse riding on the beach. Day by day, she was searching for herself more and more, leaving with one boyfriend and coming back with another after the year ended. (By chance, they were both ginger, so it confused a lot of the village locals when she returned home!)

	Becoming a mum felt like it happened to her. She fell pregnant and the connection that she had with the growing baby inside her was overwhelming. The whisper from her heart said yes, now is the time, you will be a mother now. The heart knew that this little being would bring insights and growth into her soul. Her heart was part of the whole, and it knew that this little soul had to come to the world to bring her heart and beautiful jacket to share with the world. Knowing this baby was growing inside her, the responsibility was so great, and she did all she could to strengthen her body and mind. She ate good foods and swam daily like a dolphin.

	A protective energy overtook her. Taking care of her unborn baby would feel so easy compared to taking care of herself. Those moments in pregnancy would leave imprints etched into her soul, where her heart would help her listen to her voice.

	She knew she wanted her baby to be born as naturally as possible. Her heart told her that babies didn’t have to be born in all the horrific ways she had learned. She listened to the whispers of her heart, and she took courses, researched, and fell upon hypnobirthing (an empowering method that helps mothers release fear and trust the natural process of birth) and despite the opinions of so many around her, birthed her baby into water unaided and with the sheer power of life-force energy. If she is honest, she remembers the exact moment that she stopped listening to the whispers of her heart, which told her the baby was coming very soon. After hours of deep breathing, movement, and relaxation, it felt like she was about to meet her baby.

	However, she listened to the midwife, who checked her and said she was dilated, but at 1/10. Her whole body shook at the fear that she still had 9/10 to go. She wouldn't have succeeded if she were only 1/10. That version of success was learned from an early age.

	She would learn in subsequent training sessions that her heart was right. She realized a baby could enter the world within half an hour, once at 1/10, if the body stays fully relaxed. Well, she didn't stay relaxed, and when the midwife said that innocent 1/10 comment, the earth shook and her body went into huge rushes of excruciating pain.

	Yet despite that, something carried her, her soul, and a heartfelt connection to something way bigger. And this could hold this pain. This could hold the raw vulnerability. The loudspeaker of her mind told her she was dying, and the gentle whisper of her heart said, You're okay. Trust, breathe, and keep going; you're taken care of.

	She felt that whisper calling her: You need to share about birth with women. With women everywhere, tell them how powerful they are, and speak about birth. About its sheer power, about the life force that moves through you as you give birth.

	So she listened. She trained and taught and passionately spoke to mums and midwives about the power of birth. She attended births as a doula, side by side at this most extraordinary divine moment.

	Whilst teaching birth classes, she fell pregnant with her second baby and experienced a birth which felt divinely orchestrated, light codes flooding her being, complete connection with the magical little soul that had been blessed upon her.

	Her body felt powerful. She felt in harmony with her mind and body. Her soul was on fire with pure love. Her head would say one thing, and she knew to listen much more carefully this time to that gentle sound, that beautiful, timeless whisper that her heart would share. She listened for eight hours, and she birthed her beautiful baby herself into the water. The birth was shown to midwives and inspired many couples moving forward with their birthing experience.

	Postnatal depression hit her. Experiencing such massive highs, she felt she could do anything, reckless, destructive, or wild. Then crashing down to states of mind where she couldn't get out of bed, and putting on socks felt like the biggest task of the day.

	Everything became confusing and lost its meaning. She couldn’t hear her heart, she acted terribly, and hurt people she loved. And underneath it all, she felt beside herself, guilty.

	Lessons in break-ups, pain, deception, lies, heartache, abuse, and death pushed her to her breaking point.

	Witnessing the birth of a baby girl who needed oxygen to live, life came back into this little tiny angel, and relief and joy filled the room. Only later, to hear that the mum saw her darling newborn baby take her last breath less than 24 hours later. After the call, she remembers falling to the floor in disbelief, shock, and heartbreak. The baby's angelic face was stored inside her heart forever. Her spirit would show up later in the soul learnings that would follow this young woman's path.

	Looking back, there was a piece inside her heart that always knew, on some level, that this outside-in, upside-down way of moving through life wasn't true, or remotely helpful. It created doubt about the actual answers that would arise from within to create peace and calm. She had become clever at pushing it down and away. Her voice was too big, too loud, too much, too against the norm. Her heart had always yearned for more, to live the way she had before in other lifetimes.

	Her heart whispered of love, truth, and heaven on earth. Yet, destructive behaviors took precedence. Wine became her best friend, and she sought refuge in courses, training, and certificates, trying to find out how to do life better, feel better. How could she rid herself of this awkwardness, the chronic anxiety, and soul-destroying jealousy? What would fix her? Every course she took did indeed have a little gem inside of it, but nothing seemed to reveal anything about how she could actually do life better, be better. Or find lasting peace.

	A new chapter began with marriage and becoming a mom to three step-children. Both she and her husband had just come out of relationships. They had a bit of baggage, and it didn’t look good. She moved six times, felt sick most days, and grieved her nine-year relationship. Something inside her heart told her to follow this path, this love. Along came her third and final pregnancy. She questioned it. In her head, none of it made sense: little money, no house, five other children, grief, pain, upset. Her head said, No. Yet in came that ever-honest whisper of her heart that said, This baby needs to be born. Trust. So she did and she has never once looked back. Destiny brought her darling little angel boy to this planet, this family, and to her as his mummy.

	However, postnatal depression would hit her hard again. She would experience the most debilitating jealousy. Every woman on the planet was a threat. Every corner she would turn, there was one! Like a snake phobia, her fear confronted her every single day, in every place she went, in every movie and photo. Hyperventilating and crippled with panic attacks, it was all-consuming. One thought would lead to another, and another, snowballing out of control, and she was obsessed, not for days or weeks, but for years.

	She loved her stepchildren, and she focused all the energy she could muster in the world to help them as teenagers, however messy it might have looked, and it was not enough. She recalls listening to her heart when her stepson said, “I want to go to that private school.” He sobbed on the bed, his top lip quivering, hurt so deeply by the failings of the school system.

	As a blended family, they were in a three-bedroom house with six children. Private school was a definite No in her head. Then her heart whispered, But what if it was possible? What if there was a way? The magic was penetrating the timelines, and she could hear it. She got the four youngest children a place there. Magic happened. Something greater than her head was at work. There was another possibility, another frequency to tap into that could make things possible. Listening to her heart brought about magical happenings.

	She and her husband had no money, a continuing theme for many, many years. They would take walks late at night, reflect, discuss, and love each other deeply. She found her passion for performing again. Singing in his kitchen one day soon into their relationship, he heard that voice inside her she left behind at the school gates, when she didn't listen to her heart’s whisper. It would take more life lessons. It would take more learnings, more pulling away from the patchwork jacket, for her to get quiet enough to listen to how to fully take it off, to truly listen.

	In 2020, the unthinkable happened. Her beautiful youngest daughter began a journey of extreme mental health issues. It was what appeared to the National Health Service as psychosis and bipolar attached with various other labels, although the labels changed each year that passed. Everything would fall apart. She spent the first two years trying to find answers, blaming herself repeatedly, and looking everywhere for anything that could help. Day after day of little sleep, the house was broken and items in it smashed repeatedly. Exhaustion became a very familiar part of her life. She would continue to listen to something inside her heart that gave her the greatest strength, guided her to answers and solutions, and moved mountains. She felt like she could hear the whispers of her daughter's heart, too. Believe in me. Don't give up on me.

	As years of this progressed, she could feel herself becoming stronger, more resilient, and more powerful. Despite the absolute chaos of her circumstances, she was finding a new level of calm and presence. She knew in her heart that meditating in a temple in India for two years couldn't create such presence for a person. Pure, palpable presence. There was no thought for what was about to happen, and no looking back at what had already happened. She had been taught in the most painful, excruciating, and soul-destroying way, the power of being here now. The power of presence. Every tool, technique, or course she had ever undertaken could never fully prepare her for the ride she was now on. The priestess within her was rising. Like the phoenix rising from the ashes. The patchwork jacket was coming away at the seams.
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	I am Catherine Kennard, that little girl with bunchies, that spotty big-nosed teenager, that destructive, reckless young woman, now a 46-year-old mother. I am not writing this to give you a big bunch of good ideas, tools, and techniques about how to live, who to be, and how to do this life. Because, trust me. I am now, as I write this, just on the cusp of finding my jacket underneath.

	I write this as I am hearing the whispers of my heart more clearly, and I am stepping into my Priestess energy more fully. My head would have told me not to write this; it is very familiar, that anxious, worried little girl with that big, heavy patchwork jacket, scared she’s going to mess it up, not be good enough, not do it right, say it right, or get the right reaction.

	I write this chapter with all of my heart, my love, and my connection to something that I believe is way bigger than we can ever fully know. I write with all the fire, passion, and energy that I have ever had access to so far on my life's journey to share my understanding of my heart’s whispers with you. I do it all in the hope that you, too, will listen to your indescribable, absolutely crystal-clear heart whispers.

	This writing aims to convey the energy for you to feel that no matter how much pain you are currently experiencing, whatever chaos or struggles you are facing: addiction, grief, relationship issues, exhaustion, illness, death, mental health challenges, jealousy, self-doubt, lack of self-belief, or anxiety, just know, I am certain.

	The heart’s whisper knows something way bigger than what your head is telling you.

	There is something inside that will always hold you, love you, and take care of you.

	It is always here.

	You are always connected to it. 

	You are it.

	You might feel like you can’t hear it, that you somehow have missed the call, or the phone number to call wasn't given to you.

	Just know that is not the truth.

	You are not alone, drowning in the sea of your life. You are the sea. Your heart is connected to the sea, to the whole. And its heart whispers to your heart, always.

	Every single answer you have ever been searching for, to anything you have ever faced or ever will face, is inside that whisper.

	Our invitation is to listen.

	Our invitation is to rise.

	Dedication

	To my children, I write this in pure vulnerability, with my open heart, in the hope you will feel inspired to listen to the whispers of your heart, dream big, and believe that something inside will always carry you. Know that you are forever loved in the depths of me.



	
“When your head tells you one thing and your heart another, listen to your heart. It tells no lies.”

	— Catherine Anderson



	

Tuning In to the Whispers of the Heart
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	By Euphemia Moffat

	T


	here is a whisper that does not come from the lips, a voice that needs no words. It is subtle yet profound, perhaps an echo from ancient times. It’s wise and has been communicating with us since the dawn of humanity. It is the whisper of the heart.

	Today’s world bombards us with noise. We are taught to follow logic and to listen to the constant chatter of our overactive minds. Beneath that noise and chatter, our hearts are communicating with us. Our heart does not shout, does not demand. It simply whispers ever so softly, waiting for us to be still enough to listen.

	The Heart’s Whisper from Beyond

	The ties of love remain unbroken by death; our hearts keep hold of the memories of those dear to us who have passed. These connections transcend time, living on as whispers in our hearts.

	I always felt a deep connection with my gran, whom I adored. As a child, I made clothes for my dolls while my gran crafted clothing for me. This time with my gran was precious, for it shaped my future career in the clothing industry.

	Recently, however, I managed to quiet down the noise and chatter of my mind, allowing my heart to whisper softly, guiding me toward a new direction in life. One evening, while contemplating this new direction, I found myself in need of guidance. I questioned if I was truly following the right path. Before going to bed, I whispered a question to my gran, just as I had done so many times before: “Am I following the right path, developing an online healing business?”

	As I drifted into sleep, I held on to the hope that somehow my gran would hear me and provide me with some guidance. When I woke the next morning, a message was imprinted on my mind so clearly and vividly that it felt as though it had been spoken directly into my heart: Remember the power of sound healing.

	It wasn’t just a fleeting thought; it was a knowing, a truth that resonated deep within me. I had been immersed in healing work, drawn to alternative treatments and the incredible healing ability of sound frequencies that complement bioresonance therapy. But this whisper from my gran was a reminder, a gentle nudge to ensure that sound frequency healing was at the heart of my new direction.

	This experience left no doubt in my mind that our loved ones continue to guide us, their love and care for us transcending from beyond the physical world and right into our hearts. Their whispers come not through loud declarations but through subtle messages, sudden insights, moments of synchronicity, and the quiet knowing that appears when we least expect it.

	Since that moment, I have continued to follow the path my heart has laid out for me, trusting that I am never alone. My gran’s whisper remains with me, guiding me toward the work I was born to do in this lifetime. And so, I listen to my heart daily with much gratitude and appreciation for the whispers it receives, and the comfort and assurance those whispers give me.

	Healing Frequencies of Our Hearts, Love, and Mother Earth

	Everything in existence has a frequency. Every organ in our body, every flower, every weed, every animal and insect, literally everything on our planet vibrates with an energetic frequency. Frequency is energy; without frequencies, we would not be here today. These frequencies shape our interactions with the world, influencing our health, our emotions, our connections with others, and our connection with nature.

	Our hearts are no exception, emitting their own frequency which carries an energetic signature that contributes to our physical, emotional, and spiritual balance. The frequency of love is commonly linked to the Solfeggio frequency of 528 Hertz (Hz), also known as the “miracle tone” as it’s believed to facilitate DNA repair and personal transformation. Our heart chakra, which governs love and emotional harmony, resonates at the Solfeggio frequency of 639 Hz, healing relationships, bringing harmony, fostering self-love, and promoting positivity. Listening to these frequencies opens your heart and brings it into balance, perhaps even enabling you to tune in to those heart whispers more easily.

	These frequencies, particularly 528 Hz, are said to promote healing, not only within the body but also in the environment. Water, for example, has been shown to change its molecular structure when exposed to harmonic frequencies. If water responds to sound and we are mostly water, then it makes sense that our hearts are influenced by vibrational energy. This opens up a profound possibility: by consciously tuning in to certain frequencies through sound combined with breathwork and positive intentions, we can bring our hearts into alignment with the greater whispers of life itself.

	You can try this at home. Prepare some water and a few ice cube trays. With one tray, practice gratitude as you pour the water in. With another, play 528 Hz or a frequency that resonates with you for at least twenty minutes before filling the tray. For comparison, you can even direct negative thoughts or emotions toward a third tray. Once the water freezes, hold an ice cube from one tray and an ice cube from the other tray toward the light and observe them with your naked eye; you will likely see visible differences between them. It is quite magical. I personally discard any ice cubes that were exposed to negative energy. This simple exercise is a powerful reminder that our words and intentions carry weight; they influence us far more than we realize.1

	There is a connection between our hearts and Mother Earth that runs deeper than we often realize. Just as our hearts emit frequencies, so too does our wonderful planet, creating a rhythm that influences all her living residents. Understanding this resonance allows us to appreciate the profound relationship between human consciousness and the planet we call home.

	The earth generates a natural electromagnetic frequency known as the Schumann resonance, which resonates around 7.83 Hz. Studies suggest that exposure to this natural resonance can positively influence our human brainwave activity, thus reducing our stress levels and promoting our mental clarity. The connection between the human body and Earth’s resonance implies that when we align with these frequencies, we enhance our overall well-being and feel perfectly grounded.

	Take a moment to go into nature. Stand barefoot, then close your eyes, slow down your breathing, and place a hand over your heart; can you feel that Earth heart connection? Allow this energy to support your overall well-being.

	Isn’t it time for our planet to experience more heartfelt love and compassion from us? As human beings, we are intrinsically connected to our planet, which offers us an abundance of natural beauty. Just as our hearts whisper wisdom to us, so too does planet Earth. It calls for balance, encouraging us to live in harmony rather than in conflict with the natural world. Our hearts should yearn for a planet filled with clean air, lush green forests, and crystal-clear oceans, not one burdened by waste and destruction. The more we align our hearts with Earth’s frequency, the greater our collective power becomes to create meaningful change. When we listen to these whispers, we begin to take conscious steps toward healing both ourselves and the planet we are lucky to call home.

	One of my happy places is sitting on the ground beneath the shade of a beautiful tree, surrounded by flowers, trees, butterflies, bees, and many other wonderful creatures. I also find great peace in scuba diving, surrounded by the powerful ocean and all its wonderful marine life. It is a different form of nature, yet equally beautiful and enchanting. However, it saddens me when I return from a dive with pockets full of plastic waste, or when I see garbage growing on trees.

	Our relationship with Mother Earth is not passive; it is alive and reciprocal. Just as she supports and nourishes us, we are called to care for and protect her in return. We must become guardians rather than mere inhabitants, protectors rather than silent observers or, worse still, mere users of her. If we learn to listen closely enough, the whispers of our hearts can align with the whispers of Earth, leading us back to the balance in nature that was always intended.

	Modern day-to-day life often pulls us away from this natural relationship. Concrete replaces soil, artificial lights replace the cycles of the sun and moon, and the noise of daily life can drown out the subtle whispers of our hearts. Many people feel restless, anxious, and perhaps even disconnected not only from nature but from their hearts. Yet, the whisper never truly fades. It calls to us in the longing to be near the ocean, in the deep sigh of relief when we breathe in mountain air, in the way our hearts instinctively know that we belong to something greater.

	Whenever life feels overwhelming, pause for a moment and spend some time in nature. Allow yourself to become grounded, and gently tune back in to your heart. It is always there, patiently waiting to support you.

	Heart Resonance: The Heart's Electromagnetic Whisper

	“Much like the discovery of electricity changed the outer world, learning to harness the power and intelligence of the heart can change our inner world.” — Howard Martin, HeartMath Author

	Our hearts whisper, not just to ourselves but also to each other. It is an electrical organ that produces by far the strongest source of rhythmic bioelectricity in our bodies. This energy is sent from our heart to every cell in our body. Every heartbeat sends out an electromagnetic pulse, an energetic signature, a frequency that resonates beyond the physical body. Just as sound or Wi-Fi waves ripple through the air, our heart’s electromagnetic field extends beyond us, influencing everything in its reach. This field not only envelops our entire body but also extends outward, interacting with the fields of those around us.

	Research indicates that our heart’s electromagnetic field becomes more coherent during positive emotional states, such as love, gratitude, care, appreciation, or compassion, which can be detected by others and may even influence their emotional states. These vibrations are more than emotions; they are energy.

	Our hearts are capable of transmitting and receiving information through these electromagnetic fields, a process I like to refer to as “energetic whispers.” This form of communication allows us to sense the emotional states of others, contributing to feelings of empathy and understanding. For instance, when entering a room, you might immediately sense tension or warmth even though there are no verbal cues. This sensitivity is due to your heart’s ability to detect the electromagnetic emissions from other hearts, enabling a form of communication that transcends words. The image below shows how our hearts radiate energy.
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	By tuning in to our heart’s electromagnetic field, we can enhance our intuitive abilities and deepen our connections with others and with nature. This awareness allows us to navigate social situations with greater empathy and understanding, fostering a sense of unity and shared humanity. Recognizing our heart’s role in energetic communication opens up new possibilities for personal growth and collective harmony.

	Furthermore, when we maintain coherence, our heart’s electromagnetic field can influence the fields of others positively, promoting social harmony and deeper connections. This interconnectedness suggests that our individual emotional states can contribute to the collective emotional environment, highlighting the importance of personal coherence.

	Heart Coherence

	Heart coherence is a state of alignment between our heart, mind, emotions, and physical systems. When we experience positive emotions such as love, gratitude, appreciation, or compassion, our heart rhythm becomes stable, smooth, and harmonious. In this balanced state, we can increase our personal heart coherence. In contrast, emotions like fear, anger, or frustration create irregular heart rhythms, triggering stress and reducing our heart coherence. The image below shows the impact our emotions have on our heart rate.
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	Heart coherence benefits more than just our personal health. It elevates our emotional state and radiates a sense of calm and positivity to those around us. When I practice heart coherence daily, I see a fifty percent increase in my heart rate variability, evidence of greater physical resilience and emotional balance.

	Imagine being able to shift from fear to courage, or from frustration to contentment. Now imagine having access to peace of mind not occasionally, but as part of your daily life. This is entirely within your reach. You already possess the ability to regulate your emotional state; you may simply not have learned how to activate it yet. By slowing your breath and consciously focusing on the emotions you wish to feel, you can guide yourself into states of calm, joy, inner strength, and peace. These emotional shifts influence your thoughts, shape your behaviors, and deepen your connections with others.

	For centuries, science positioned the brain as the primary control center of the body. However, modern research reveals something astonishing: the heart is not just a follower, it is a powerful leader. The heart and brain are in constant communication, yet the heart sends more signals to the brain than the brain sends to the heart. This makes the heart a key player in shaping our thoughts, emotions, and perception of the world.

	The vagus nerve serves as a vital communication channel between the heart and brain, carrying signals that regulate our nervous system, stress response, and overall well-being. When we experience stress or fear, the heart’s rhythm becomes erratic, sending disorganized signals to the brain. This disrupts our clarity, activates the fight-or-flight response, and clouds our judgment. In contrast, when the heart is in a coherent state, it sends clear, steady signals that create a sense of calm, clarity, and emotional stability.

	What’s even more remarkable is that these coherent heart rhythms unlock our higher brain functions. They support cognitive processes such as problem-solving, creativity, memory improvement, and intuition. In this state, we can literally become smarter. Our ability to think clearly, make wise decisions, and access innovative ideas is greatly enhanced when the heart and brain work in harmony.

	Studies show that the optimal frequency for heart-brain coherence is 0.1 Hz. When we reach this rhythm, emotional regulation, intuition, and cognitive function all improve. It is in this state that we feel more connected to ourselves, others, and to something much greater. Practices such as breathwork, meditation, and heart-focused gratitude exercises are powerful tools for cultivating coherence. When we engage in them intentionally, we not only calm the nervous system but also retrain the brain to operate from a place of balance, awareness, and love.

	At the end of this chapter, we will practice a heart coherence meditation using a specially designed frequency created by Rose Hart Remedies. This will gently guide our hearts and brain into a coherent state, helping us feel grounded, emotionally uplifted, and fully present.

	The Intelligence of the Heart: A Knowing Beyond Logic

	Heart intelligence is not just about feeling; it’s also about knowing. Many of history’s greatest minds, from Leonardo da Vinci to Nikola Tesla, spoke of receiving insights in moments of deep intuition, receiving sudden, clear whispers of truth that seem to emerge from nowhere. Scientists are beginning to recognize what ancient wisdom has always taught: our heart is the center of intelligence, one that processes information beyond logic and linear thought. When we learn to listen to the whispers of our heart, we gain access to a higher form of wisdom, one that is deeply intuitive, profoundly clear, and aligned with our highest path.

	Within our heart is a complex network of neurons often referred to as the “heart brain” or the intrinsic cardiac nervous system. This network can process information, deciding on and even storing memories. The heart can act independently of the brain, regulating itself in ways that challenge traditional scientific understanding. More fascinating still, research from the HeartMath Institute has shown that our hearts can detect and respond to events before they even happen. In controlled studies, participants were shown images that were either calming or emotionally charged. Surprisingly, the heart responded to these images before they appeared; this suggests an ability to sense the future, a phenomenon known as pre-cognitive awareness.2

	So, what does this mean for us? It means that our heart is more than just a physical organ. It is an intuitive guide, a source of wisdom beyond logic. When we say, “I just knew it in my heart,” we are speaking a truth that is now being proven by science. The heart’s whispers are not just emotional; they are deeply intelligent.

	Decisions made from the heart are more aligned, not only with our personal truth but also with the greater good. Unlike the mind, which can be influenced by fear, doubt, and external pressures, the heart operates from a place of clarity and inner knowing.

	Heart intelligence allows us to:

	
		Sense truth beyond logic—sometimes the best decisions are heartfelt instead of being the most logical ones.

		Trust our intuition—our heart picks up on subtle energies, guiding us toward people, places, and opportunities that align with our highest path.

		Strengthen resilience—heart intelligence allows us to remain calm in chaos, trusting that we are being led in the right direction.

		Enhance creativity and flow—many artists, musicians, and inventors describe moments of pure inspiration as coming from the heart.



	The more we attune ourselves to these whispers, the more we realize that our heart is not simply reacting to the world; it is actively guiding us through it. If we can quiet the chatter of the mind and tune in to our heart, we unlock a level of intelligence that is not only deeply personal but universally connected. And when we listen, we realize that the heart has been whispering all along.3-8

	The Memory of the Heart: Whispers of the Past, Echoes of the Soul

	The heart does even more than what we have discussed; it remembers.

	We often think of memory as a function of the brain, a collection of thoughts and experiences stored in the mind. But emerging research, plus countless published experiences, suggests that the heart carries its own form of memory, whispering stories of the past in ways we do not always understand.

	One of the most fascinating pieces of evidence comes from heart transplant recipients. Many have reported profound changes after surgery; they develop new tastes or preferences, or even have memories that seem foreign. Some recipients suddenly crave foods they never liked before, while others acquire skills, interests, or personality traits that mirror those of the donor. This phenomenon, known as “cellular memory,” suggests that the heart holds information beyond what science can currently explain.

	Here are some examples of heart memory transfer from heart transplants:9-12

	
		The young girl who inherited memories of her donor’s murder



	An eight-year-old girl received the heart of a murdered young girl. After the transplant, the girl began having recurring nightmares about being chased and murdered. The details of her dreams were so vivid and accurate that they helped the police identify and arrest the deceased girl’s murderer.

	
		The man who developed a new passion for classical music



	A middle-aged man who had never been interested in classical music suddenly developed a deep passion for it after his transplant. Later, he learned that his heart donor had been a young musician who loved classical compositions. The recipient even recognized some pieces the donor used to play, despite having never heard them before.

	
		The woman who adopted her donor’s cravings and personality



	A woman who had always eaten healthily and disliked fast food began craving chicken nuggets and junk food after receiving her transplant. She later discovered that her donor had been a teenage boy who loved fast food. Additionally, she started displaying some of his mannerisms and humor, which her family and friends noticed.

	
		The man who fell in love with his donor’s wife



	A man received the heart of a donor who had died tragically in an accident. After the transplant, he felt a strong emotional pull toward the donor’s widow. They eventually met and formed a deep bond, falling in love. He later learned that the donor had had a deep, intense love for his wife, and some speculate that this transferred to the recipient.

	
		The woman who took on her donor’s artistic talent



	A woman who had no prior interest in painting suddenly developed a passion for art after her heart transplant. She later discovered that her donor had been a talented artist. Despite never having painted before, she began creating artwork in a style remarkably like her donor's.

	But heart memory is not limited to organ transplants. Many of us have felt emotions rise from deep within memories, sensations, or even intuitive knowledge that do not seem to originate from the brain. Could it be that the heart stores its own unique form of memory, one that transcends time and logic?

	Integrating Heart Wisdom into Everyday Life

	If the heart is such a powerful source of communication, healing, and connection, how can we cultivate a deeper relationship with it? Here are some simple yet profound practices:

	
		Heart-centered breathing: Slowly breathe in for five seconds, and then breathe out for five seconds. Slow, rhythmic breathing while focusing on the heart helps bring our bodies into a state of coherence.

		Gratitude practice: feeling genuine gratitude shifts our heart’s energy and creates positive effects.

		Enjoying nature: spending time in nature helps us realign our heart with Earth’s natural frequencies.

		Sound therapy: listening to healing frequencies or chanting can harmonize our heart’s vibrations.

		Heart-focused meditation: placing attention on our heart and visualizing green light or warmth expanding from it strengthens our intuition and inner wisdom.



	Crystals have long been revered for their ability to hold and transmit energy. Just as the heart whispers, certain crystals hold vibrations that resonate with the heart’s energy. For centuries, healers and spiritual traditions have used specific stones to amplify love, emotional healing, and deep, heart-centered awareness.

	Some of the most powerful crystals associated with the heart include:

	
		Rose quartz: known as the “stone of unconditional love,” rose quartz nurtures emotional healing, self-love, healing, and a deep heart connection.

		Green aventurine: this stone of renewal helps our hearts release old wounds and embrace new beginnings.

		Rhodochrosite: carries the energy of emotional healing, helping us dissolve past traumas and restore a sense of inner peace.

		Emerald: a stone of wisdom and truth, emerald deepens our heart’s intuitive knowing.

		Malachite: helps us clear emotional blockages and open the heart to transformation.

		Clear quartz: the crystal that covers every aspect.



	Just as Earth whispers through its frequencies, and just as our heart whispers through its beats, these crystals serve as quiet anchors, holding the resonance of love, memory, and healing.

	The Heart’s Whispering Legacy: A Guided Return to the Heart

	Our hearts have spoken. They whisper through love, intuition, memories, deep-rooted connection with Mother Earth, and through the silent vibrations that bind us to one another. Our hearts remember and guide us; by listening to and following them, we can lead the lives we were born to live, rather than follow the modern-day noise that can create an overspill of chatter and a lack of clarity in our minds.

	If you find yourself caught up in the noise of modern-day life and feel disconnected from your heart, slow down, go to one of your happy places, and practice integrating heart wisdom into your life, using exercises such as the one featured at the end of this chapter. Daily practice will banish the noise and unnecessary chatter from your life.

	Throughout this journey, we have explored the profound intelligence of the heart, its ability to communicate with others, and its deep connection with the rhythms of nature. We have seen how the heart’s energy influences our brain, our emotions, and even our sense of purpose. Science is only just beginning to understand what ancient wisdom has always taught: far more than a physical organ, the heart is a bridge between worlds, a compass leading us on our life journey.

	As you reach the end of this chapter, tune in, toward the whispers. They have always been there, just waiting for you to listen.

	Heart Wisdom Guided Meditation: Listen to the Whispers of Your Heart

	Find a quiet space where you will not be disturbed. If you have a device that measures your heart rate variability (HRV), check it before and after this meditation for a few days. You will start to see an improvement in your HRV; that’s your heart showing you gratitude for tuning in and listening.

	Meditation

	Sit or lie down in a comfortable position, with your headphones on and volume on low. Access the Rose Hart Remedies (RHR) Heart Earth frequency audio, which can be found at https://rosehartremedies.com/. This frequency has been designed to open your heart, increase your heart brain coherence, and help you feel grounded.

	The frequency includes the following frequencies:

	
		The Heart-Brain Coherence Frequency (0.1 Hz): the rhythm of alignment between your heart and mind, bringing clarity and inner balance.

		The Schumann Resonance (7.83 Hz): the natural rhythm of Earth, grounding and balancing your energy.

		The Love Frequency (528 Hz): the frequency of unconditional love, deep healing, and transformation.

		The Heart Chakra Frequency (639 Hz): the vibration of heart-centered communication and harmony.



	If you have a heart chakra crystal, take it in one of your hands and gently place that hand over your heart. Tune in to the Heart Earth frequency from RHR.

	Close your eyes and take a deep breath, in for five … and out for five. Slowing down your breathing sends a signal to your body that you are safe, calm, and present.

	Continue with this breathing. If you lose your place, just stop and take time to align your breathing. As you breathe, bring your awareness to your heart; feel its rhythm becoming more and more stable, more coherent with every slow breath.

	Remember times when you felt appreciation, joy, care, love, gratitude, compassion, or any combination of these heart emotions. Allow yourself to smile gently in appreciation of these memories. If you are currently feeling negative emotions, focus on the opposite positive emotion. Visualize how this positive emotion makes you feel; really feel that emotion, and reach out for peace of mind.

	As these frequencies resonate, listen to your heart beginning to whisper…

	Perhaps it speaks in feelings, in images, or through a quiet knowing. Whatever arises, trust it. There is no right or wrong way to listen. Simply allow your heart to whisper to you.

	Rest here for as long as you need. When you are ready, take a deep breath in … and slowly exhale. Bring your awareness back to the present moment, carrying with you the whispers of your heart. You are now in tune with your heart’s wisdom.
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“Let your heart guide you … it whispers, so listen closely.”

	— Walt Disney



	

Melting the Layers: Embracing the Warmth of the Heart
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	By Chyla Charmaine

	W


	hen someone’s heart is cold, you can feel it. It’s as if Antarctica has moved in and she’s breathing down your neck while running her icy fingers down your back. Your whole body feels tense and constricted. Your nervous system starts to twitch, and it’s impossible to relax.

	But when someone’s heart is warm, you can feel that too. It’s what I imagine being kissed by a koala would be like, those creatures bathed in sunlight. When they tenderly kiss your cheek, a rush of warmth soothes your soul, allowing it to surrender and come to life so that you’re ready to dance with the kangaroos.

	When you choose to open your heart, an expansion happens that spreads like wildflowers. It ripples through the valleys, planting its seeds along the way. Its whispers echo as it journeys through the forest and up into the mountains, moving gracefully and unapologetically.

	When it arrives at the top of the mountain, it shouts instead of whispers, “I am here. You can stop now. Stop your crying. Stop your flailing. Stop all your grasping and your nonsense. You can stop your trying and stop your doing. You don’t need to do it anymore. You’ve done enough, and you are enough, perfectly as you are. There’s no more need for masking, and certainly no need for hiding.”

	This is what it feels like when you find your heart. When you don’t listen to the whispers of your heart, you stay stuck in suffering, or end up in a lot of trouble.

	What if I were to tell you that by listening to the whispers of your heart, you could sail across oceans, conquer wars, build empires, and live with wild passion, no longer holding yourself back? 

	What’s currently stopping you?

	Take a moment now to imagine what could happen if we all learned how to listen to our hearts. What could we achieve if we linked our hearts together?

	Growing up in Regina, Saskatchewan, Canada, I was surrounded by cold and ice, experiencing winter temperatures that would drop to -30 degrees (yes, Celsius!).You learn at a young age how to dress warmly to avoid freezing.

	When it snows, everything gets covered by a layer of delicate snowflakes. They often come down gently or while you’re sleeping, so that you don’t even notice they’re there. You wake up in the morning, look out the window and—surprise—there they are to greet you.

	Then the next layer comes, sometimes a bit more apparent and fierce. The next snow falls and the next, sometimes dumping while the wind is also slapping you in the face. This continues all winter long, building layer after layer of snow and ice. As this happens, the people in the city become more miserable. Darkness sets in and you see less and less daylight.

	During the day the sun melts some of the snow, but at night what’s left turns into ice. Try as it might, the sun just doesn’t have its full warming power until spring.

	The heart is like this. Layer upon layer, it gets covered due to our emotions, values, biases, expectations, past experiences, and cultural conditionings. We are told what we “should” and “shouldn’t” do, what we “can’t” do, and what we “should” believe.

	Our heart gets covered when we get hurt or when we’re embarrassed by emotions. It especially gets covered when it becomes so heavy from all those layers. It can’t hold any more layers, and so it breaks. Then we scramble to pick up the pieces.

	And then comes more layers to mask what’s broken. Layers of anger, fear, envy, pride, jealousy, judgment, and most of all, resentment and shame. And as these layers build (and we continue to let them), eventually they turn into ice.

	Have you ever tried to yell through an igloo made of thick snow? I can assure you that if you did try, the snowman that sits outside wouldn’t be able to hear you. The snow muffles the sound in the same way that the layers around your heart muffle its voice when it tries to speak to you. You won’t be able to hear its words, let alone hear its whispers.

	So, how do we melt the snow and shed back the layers?

	Well, with the sun of course! The sun with its beautiful golden rays, though they sting like a scorpion if we’re not careful to protect ourselves.

	What if we tried melting the layers around our heart by introducing the sun?

	Suppose we could heat ourselves up to over 100 degrees so that our hearts become so hot they melt all those layers away. Imagine what we could do with hearts that are blazing and ready to ignite.

	What if I told you that I have a recipe that could do that?

	Would you like to melt the snow surrounding your heart? Or do you find it more fun to let the snow keep falling so you can keep building that snowman?

	After a decade of searching the realm of personal development and wellness, I have found the right R.E.C.I.P.E. for hearing and healing the heart. The recipe that melts away the snow is…

	
		R—Ritual: develop a daily ritual.

		E—Embodied I Ching: embody the practice of neigong movement, alchemy, and divination.

		C—Coaching: commit to journeying through the Results Breakthrough Coaching Program. 

		I—Intention: start every morning with purpose, imagining who you want to be and the outcome you desire for your day. 

		P—Practice: put your tools into practice. Become a master.

		E—Expansion: don’t stay stuck or stagnant. Challenge yourself to grow, and keep expanding until your creativity knows no bounds.



	Daily Ritual

	My mentor and teacher of Ayurveda, Roopa Rao, was the first to guide me to develop a daily ritual. During my time of study, I was deeply ill and can recall her saying to me, “The best thing for you to improve your health is through ‘muhur muhur,’” which in Hindi means “little by little, again and again”—using a gradual, slow and steady process (instead of my usual method of hitting everything hard and fast like a jackhammer).

	Beginning your ritual at 4:00 a.m., during the time of nectar, is one of the best ways to hear the whispers of your heart, because when the world is quiet your heart will be able to speak the loudest. The truest moments of peace, clarity, and inspiration appeared to me during this time, including the writing of this chapter.

	Living in alignment with your body can create a natural alarm clock. Before bed, I simply ask my body to wake at 4:00 a.m., and—voila!—there I am, up and ready.

	The Embodied I Ching

	The Embodied I Ching was the next best thing that further developed my ritual and led me down the path to better health and better days.

	The practice provides a living, breathing system of embodying the eight elemental forces of nature, and involves three pillars: neigong, alchemy, and divination.

	Rhyn Nasser, a developing master of the art, has worked to expand the traditional system of the I Ching to include Taoist inner alchemy and soul initiation. This creates a complete embodiment system that can be tailored to suit individual needs for enhancing our mental, physical, and energetic health.

	Another important aspect of the Embodied I Ching is that it reconnects us with universal wisdom and provides the foundation for our soul to land inside ourselves, and for it to stay with us. Staying connected to our soul allows us to be guided by its wisdom. It is a high vibrational form of practice, and by doing the work, we raise our own vibrational frequency, which aids us in hearing our soul and discovering the unique expression that we can then live by.

	The neigong movements work by cultivating more energy than is spent. The movements are so potent that I found doing a simple set of six to fourteen minutes every morning improved the quality of my day, bettered my posture, heightened my state of calm, and, most importantly, gave me back the sense of “I can” that I had lost and been missing due to a decade of experiencing chronic illness and fatigue.

	Alchemy works because it speaks the language of the subconscious through the use of symbols. The eight elemental trigrams are like keys that fit into locks. The seven chakras, acting as our energy centers, hold the locks that fit these keys. Symbols have been appearing and speaking to me since childhood. They’ve become a way for my heart to guide me.

	The more time I dedicate to this work, the more I can feel my consciousness expanding. I can see this shift through the change in how others describe me. Where I was once seen as “unstable,” my energy is now described as “grounded.” Having been previously viewed as “controlling,” I am now recognized as being more “easygoing.” Some of my favorite descriptions have been “You’re a solid human” and “You have such beautiful energy.”

	My heart speaks to me through these reflections of others’ words. It mirrors back to me when it’s radiating love, when it’s happy, and when it feels free—free to love, free to be, and free to give itself to others. 

	Coaching

	The Rapid Results Coaching Model that I learned from Benjamin J. Harvey is also the reason that my heart has evolved from whispering to singing.

	The Results Breakthrough Program took me on a deep journey through my subconscious, which is the gateway to clearing the path to the heart.

	The program works by first removing conflicting values. The mind presents one set of values, while the heart offers another, and together they create a war of emotional turmoil.

	Next, the program took me through deep processes that released my trapped emotions. Have you heard of the concept: “Emotion is energy in motion?” When we don’t take action to move through our emotions, they get stuck and stored in the body, leading to mental and physical illness.

	Once you’ve brought peace to the war and cleared out the stuck emotions, the next part of the program brings awareness to what limiting beliefs are keeping you stuck; then it works to remove those too.

	Stepping outside of my limitations and what I thought I knew changed how I was experiencing life. I was given the ability to go into an experience that would normally make me feel uncomfortable (or that I’d preconceived would) and watch what stories my mind was telling. Then, using the coaching tools I’d learned, I could reprogram the narrative to transform my mindset to what I felt my heart would wish to say instead.

	In other words, when my mind is racing like a train down the track—the same track it’s been running on for many years—I can divert the track to a new line that ends up reaching a new destination. I learned I could also give the train more power, speed, and better direction through intention.

	Intention

	To live with intention, you first need to know what intention you want. What dreams do you have for your future? What goals do you wish to achieve?

	Intentions give your energy a clear direction, and intentions lead to outcomes. Having an outcome for your day gives your day purpose.

	Intention goes a long way, but as the old saying goes, “The road to hell is paved with good intentions.” This is because intention alone doesn’t lead the way. Taking action is the path that leads us to success. Ben taught me through coaching that “Life Rewards Action;” the faster you take action, the more likely you will succeed.

	Practice

	We take action by putting our knowledge into practice. If you take a moment to relive your past, can you recall a time when you practiced your skills without first being taught the skill, and were then told by someone that you needed to practice that skill?

	This is the reason that having a coach or mentor is so valuable—especially when you're learning to live from your heart. When you're not being guided by someone who has experience with navigating your inner compass, it’s easy to get lost in the mind's noise. A heart-led coach helps you listen more deeply, and reminds you to trust what you feel. They will encourage you to practice living from that place, and they will be the first to celebrate your wins—not because of the achievement alone, but because they’ve witnessed your journey of coming back to yourself. They’ve walked beside you, helping you tune in, as you learned to follow the whispers within.

	Practice in ways that are small instead of big, easy instead of hard, and feel light instead of heavy. You’re allowed to have a stress-free life. There’s no award given to whoever gets through the most stress, yet somehow we seem to be conditioned to believe that.

	And in case you didn’t get the memo, I’ll let you know that healing doesn’t have to be difficult either. Find the kinds of healing that relieve stress rather than cause more of it. The kinds that make you feel lighter and brighter, and put a bounce back in your step.

	Fumbling your way through a task without having the right recipe is hard. It’s stressful, and when we become stressed, we become constricted. Constriction is our worst enemy in many ways. When we grip onto things and try to hold on tight, we end up losing.

	In the same way that you’ll lose sand between your fingers the tighter that you make a fist, you’ll lose the flow of your energy channels when you excessively tighten the grip on your thoughts, beliefs, and emotions, and especially when you don’t move your body. The channels become blocked and your muscles and nerves become tense.

	Constriction makes us cold and stiff, and if we’re not careful, it can even lead to a heart attack.

	The heart can’t whisper to us when we’re blocked. The recipe works because it keeps the channels clear. It creates warmth, openness, softness, kindness, and expansion.

	Expansion

	Neigong exercise is particularly good for expansion because it creates a pumping action through the repetition of expanding and contracting movements, as well as flowing movement that guides us to soften while building resilience.

	When we “pump iron” at the gym, our muscles expand, and pumping creates movement. Movement leads to growth, and growth leads to change.

	What do you wish to change?

	The world outside is always changing, so we must endeavor to change with it.

	Our external world reflects our internal one. When we can soften the movements of our body, the mind softens too. When we take moments to change our hearts, the greatest change in our external world can happen too.

	As well as having the right recipe, I have found that the pathway to changing the heart is to look for the L’s that light you up and lead you to Love:

	
		Lover—be the lover of your life and your number one biggest fan. Develop a deep and personal relationship with yourself by going on a journey to find out who you are, what you love, and how to embody the different parts of your deeper self. You get to choose who you want to be in this world. You don’t have to let life choose for you. Be the author of your own story, and know who it is you wish to be.

		Laughter—laugh often and laugh out loud. Laughter is the best medicine. Choose to surround yourself with people who make you laugh.

		Let Go—release the past and the things that make you feel heavy, small, or stuck.

		Launch—send yourself into your future. Don’t wait for the future to create itself; you decide what you want it to look like. How do you imagine yourself forty years from now?

		Language—listen to the language of your heart and work to develop it. We all have a unique way of communicating. Do you know what yours is?

		Learn—take note of lessons learned from past mistakes. As quoted by Albert Einstein, “Insanity is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting different results.” Being the hero of your own story means being courageous enough to take the actions necessary to make change, and being adaptable when the unexpected occurs.

		Lighten—lessen your load. The weight of the world doesn’t always have to be on your shoulders. A lot of the time this weight is coming from your perspective. Empty your cup of what you think you know, and make peace with your past.

		Look—envision your purpose. Find out what you value so that you can do what you love and live your life with fulfillment.

		Lean-in—embrace love, new relationships, and new experiences.



	I have spent most of my life outside of love; instead, I was inside the belly of the beast. I was exploring, experiencing, and fighting, but mostly trying to understand how I got there in the first place.

	Watch out for the beast, because it will certainly eat your heart. When the beast takes a chunk of your heart, you will know.

	In case you haven’t heard of this beast before, it’s the creature that lives in all the dark places. Its arms are made of cold, smoky factories, whose pollution reaches up to our sky and makes the planet cry. Its heart is the big city that presses against your back until you can no longer stand. Its teeth are formed by the family members who bite down with anger, and the relationships that tear you to shreds. It spends its days feeding off the energy of all the hard workers who are stuck in jobs that suck the soul dry, without giving them any consolation.

	The beast is every touch you never wanted. Every demon that forced its will. But it is also every part of you that makes you cringe when you look into the mirror. It is that darkness deep inside of you that cuts others down. It’s the hatred in your thoughts that makes you feel that you may drown. It is those words that say, “You’re broken, and you’ll never be enough.” It’s every slap, every fall, every break, and every “I don’t love you.” All of these things are a part of the beast. The beast is big, and the beast is everywhere.

	So many chunks of my heart had been stolen by this beast, making it so small that I could barely even feel it. I used to tell my stories with heaviness in my tiny heart. I complained a lot, and my words would sometimes seep out like toxic waste, polluting ears around me.

	The beast just wouldn’t leave me alone. I carried him around with me on my shoulders everywhere I’d go. I’d often struggle to catch my breath, and my bones and muscles began to ache.

	With the beast, I endured long days and many years of torture: hard labor, extreme weather, physical abuse, mental abuse, sexual abuse, isolation, homelessness, heartbreaks, abandonment, marriage then divorce, chronic illness, and exhaustion, just to name a few.

	But, little did I know that the beast had captured me because he wanted me to see. He wanted me to see so that I could know what was hidden behind the veil and around every corner. He wanted me to see so that I would no longer be afraid of the dark. The dark that we need to balance the light.

	Each time I lifted the veil, he watched with pleasure as I screamed with horror—until one day, through coaching and embodiment, I was able to stop screaming.

	I stopped screaming because I finally knew how to break free. I spent many years learning and studying teachings from all around the world. I had been given the weapons I needed to make my mark.

	The I Ching and Ayurveda practices gave me some of those weapons; they also taught me how to turn down the noise from the environment around me. They showed me how to tune in to the frequency of my heart, my very own radio channel.

	Once I tuned in to my channel, my heart whispered a very important lesson to help me during times of anxiety and frustration. It told me to start saying, “I’m sorry” and “No, thank you.”

	Saying “I’m sorry”

	Saying you’re sorry is an energy. There’s really no point in saying it if you’re not yet ready to mean it. Until then, they are simply empty words that fall out of your mouth and hit the floor. The only real way to say you’re sorry is by having comprehension at the subconscious level, or by shifting old energy and old emotions.

	The beautiful thing about saying you’re sorry when you mean it is that the choice is yours. Every mother at some point makes their child apologize in a forceful way, but all that results in is the feeling of shame, not a true feeling of “I’m sorry.”

	Saying “I’m sorry” is like a medicine song sung from the heart. You get to keep practicing it, fine tuning it, playing with its range, while building up your vocals. Then, when it’s time to deliver it, you get to choose how it’s sung.

	What shape do you want to give it? What is its color? And what experience do you want to have with it?

	My heart was only ready to say “I’m sorry” because of the shifts I’d had from using the “Recipe.” I’d made enough peace within myself, and I’d experienced enough comprehension of past events, that I suddenly felt called to start writing apology letters to people that I’d wronged and now have deeper compassion for.

	I wrote without expectation and sent those apologies out into the world. So far they’ve never been answered, and I feel perfectly okay with that. Saying “I’m sorry” is for healing my heart, with the hope that it becomes strong enough to keep touching other hearts.

	It doesn’t matter to me now what others have done to me in the past. I have let that go. What matters most is what I have done to them. Causing harm to others creates heaviness in my heart. But let’s be clear on one thing: I don’t let people enter my heart if they keep causing me harm. I’m not going to sit here welcoming harm into my life, saying, “Hey yeah, I’ll have another bite of that crusty poison pie filled with criticism and self-doubt, topped with projections of all your problems.” No thank you!

	Saying “No, thank you” 

	“No, thank you” is something that I say internally or out loud when anything comes up that I no longer wish to experience, whether that’s behaviors, attitudes, expectations, etc. 

	Saying this to myself teaches my subconscious what I will and will not accept. I also use it to render my emotions of frustration, irritability, tension, and anger, and to allow myself to stay present in a state of gentleness, flow, and ease. 

	By saying “No, thank you,” I’m honoring the wisdom of my heart. I’m choosing not to repeat the emotional patterns that no longer feel true or aligned. In the moment, I’m listening inward and gently declaring that I’m ready for a new way—one that reflects the peace, clarity, and self-respect that comes from living from the heart.

	Try it! Next time someone cuts you off in traffic, gently say out loud, “No, thank you,” and see how that feels.

	Our Mother, Nature

	Learning both the I Ching and Ayurveda not only taught me how to tune in to my heart’s frequency, but even more importantly, taught me how to tune in to the frequency of Mother Nature.

	Mother Nature’s heart is the biggest and strongest of all. With the forces of nature, she could easily end the beast with one blast of her wind, one blaze of her fire, a tumbling rock from her mountain, or a bolt of lightning from her sky.

	She is not a force to be reckoned with, and when you learn how to use the tools of alchemy and neigong, you can embody her forces at will in any moment. That way, you too can become a force not to be reckoned with. A wave that knows no mercy, a tremor from the earth, or the thunder of a storm, remembering that when the wave retreats, silence follows; when the tremor fades, the earth becomes still; and when the storm departs, only what matters remains.

	When you spend a lot of time with the beast, you end up left with scars, bruises, and broken beliefs. Your mind becomes corrupt and cloudy, and your nerves are more easily triggered. Being connected to your heart, and to the heart of the earth, can allow healing to take place.

	When I really need to connect to my heart, to hear what it has to say, I do so through the sacred rituals of divination and dream interpretation.

	When I feel lost or uncertain, or simply need wisdom, I turn to my deck of oracle cards or I pick up my I Ching coins, and soon I find solace in coming home to my internal guide, my navigator, my best friend.

	Our hearts all have different whispers that tell us different stories. Do you know what yours is whispering? Are you curious enough to find out?



	
“The heart has its reasons, which reason knows not.”

	— Blaise Pascal



	

The Golden Age of Healing is Over
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	By Spiritual Psychologist Alice Roorda

	F


	or much of my life, I believed suffering came from trauma or brokenness. As I listened more deeply, not just to my thoughts or feelings, but to a quiet frequency behind them, I began to understand something different. Suffering, I realized, isn’t caused by what happens to us. It is the whisper of separation from who we truly are.

	Over time, the distinction between my human self and my Higher Self, the divine, infinite, loving light within, became clearer. The heart, for many, is the place they begin to hear the call. But for me it was never a specific place. It was a vibration, a recognition, a resonance that moved through me with the clarity of truth.

	As a psychologist, I spent years alleviating suffering: in refugee camps, clinics and my private practice. I worked from the belief that people needed healing because they were broken. And in many ways, healing did happen. Children found peace, adults reclaimed joy and trauma lost its grip. That, in itself, was beautiful.

	Yet as I applied these methods to my life, finding greater peace and happiness, something remained unsettled within me. A whisper kept asking, Is there more? More than just living, working, travelling, or seeking moments of happiness? These were bright moments, yes, but they felt like distractions from something deeper.

	Was this all that life was meant to be, an existence to be managed, a survival to be perfected? Or was there something greater waiting to be remembered?

	I Don’t Belong Here

	I have always had a feeling that I didn’t belong here, which I translated into not being significant. There was always a feeling of loneliness and dissatisfaction with life. It wasn’t on the surface. I had an amazing, adventurous, and eventful life with my then husband and two growing boys. We moved around the world for humanitarian work we were both involved in. But the undercurrent of unhappiness, of not belonging, of feeling separated from everything and everyone, was ever-present. I thought something was wrong with me, so I started digging. And digging. And digging even more.

	I thought I had found the cause—my upbringing! No surprise there, as most of us come to that conclusion somewhere in our life. I saw how the lack of secure attachment in the womb had influenced my entire life. I blamed my parents, believing they were the reason for these feelings. I had given my circumstances the meaning that I was insignificant. And after all, my parents had tried to get rid of me, the unborn child. Who was I to claim life? I couldn’t really let people in. It wasn’t only that I didn’t trust others; I had lost the deeper connection to the source of who I am. I spent years in therapy slowly lifting the weight I had been carrying.

	Somewhere along the way, a new kind of listening emerged, to something quieter, deeper—a sense of truth that didn’t speak in words. I started to understand that we all shape our reality from the limitations we bring onto ourselves.

	That belief of not belonging drove me to prove my significance in every possible way. I created much from nothing. I was always the forerunner, the explorer, the creator. I had to be birthing something into existence, such as when I created a huge child protection program for returning child soldiers in Uganda or when I set up a Dutch language after-school program in Jordan since there wasn’t any.

	I thrived on working hard and showing my significance. I was proud of my accomplishments and built my identity around them. I saw myself as an achiever, someone who could create castles out of thin air. Each time we moved to a new country, I established myself within a year, whether I worked for an organization, as a consultant, or in my own practice. I was unstoppable, full of passion and always expanding my horizon.

	Whatever I did, there was always a deeper drive, not just to achieve, but to understand, to evolve, to find better ways. Especially in my work with large populations of refugees in camps or settlements, I focused on discovering faster, more efficient ways to release trauma in groups. I trained in new methods and experimented with different approaches.

	Looking back now, I see my Higher Self was already guiding me—not just towards healing, but beyond psychology as I knew it. Beyond the certifications I pursued along the way. Beyond the release of suffering, as that was only ever a small part of the puzzle.

	A Soft Awakening

	My savior came in the form of Ayahuasca, but not in the way I expected.

	After leaving a twenty-year marriage, parting ways with my sixteen-year-old son (with his blessing) and following an inner pull to Mallorca in Spain, I stepped into a new chapter of freedom. I planned to open a healing center for quantum energy work until the pandemic brought everything to a halt. It felt like a loss. Now I know it was pure guidance. I was never meant to stay in one place. Life was calling me to surrender to a more flexible way of living.

	For years, I had read about Ayahuasca and how Gregg Braden and others spoke of it as a key to opening the heart and healing deep trauma. I was curious, but it remained just a curiosity. In the first month of my new life, as I navigated the space between grief for what I had left behind and the unfolding of my newfound freedom, Ayahuasca found me. I was staying in a finca in the heart of Mallorca when I heard about an Ayahuasca ceremony happening right there. A coincidence? Or a whisper guiding me?

	Despite having studied in Amsterdam, I had never touched drugs, and this was no different. This wasn’t about getting high; this was about following my heart. I joined for a single night, but nothing happened. Six months later, I tried again. This time, I went three nights in a row, larger doses, deeper surrender. Still, nothing. No visions, no altered states, no profound insights. Even when they increased the dose to push me past my resistance to control, I remained untouched. And yet, something within me was shifting. The whispers didn’t come as visions. They came as silence, as an invitation to listen differently.

	What those heavy doses did do was keep me in a haze for days.

	Back in my space, I knew something had to change. It wasn’t a thought or a decision. It was a deep, undeniable knowing. The life I had been living was no longer sustainable, no longer aligned with my heart calling me forward.

	What happened next felt like losing my mind. Without hesitation, I shut down my practice, canceled my clients, and took a course offline I had poured months of effort into. It wasn’t a calculated choice. I simply followed the inner pull of my heart. In the Ayahuasca's haze, it felt like the most natural thing to do.

	For three days, I surrendered. I lay in my hammock, watching the clouds drift by, listening to the birds and the bees. A serene emptiness settled in, as if life itself had paused, waiting for me to hear something deeper. I was quite certain that lying there was the only sensible thing to do.

	On the third day, a whisper arrived. Scrolling through my phone, I stumbled upon a video of a man helping women overcome stage fright in minutes using the super-conscious. My world stopped. Every cell in my body came alive. This is it! I didn’t know what it was, but I felt it in my core. Without hesitation, I signed up to get myself certified.

	Our Higher Self speaks in quiet moments, in sudden certainties, in the spaces where logic falls away. And when we listen, the path reveals itself.

	In the months that followed, I learned to access the quantum field and communicated with the Higher Self—a part of ourselves that predates our birth and survives our death. It is a mysterious part of us I didn’t even know existed. It was absolutely mind-blowing. What truly amazed me about working directly with the Higher Self was that we can not only uncover someone’s underlying issue in minutes, but can also release and repair it instantly—something that could take months in traditional therapy, if it’s even achieved at all. Little did I know that this was just the doorway to a new way of living that my heart was urging me to follow.

	In the beginning, I approached everything from the mind. Even as I worked in the realm of higher consciousness, I still saw it as a way to fix the human experience and heal my clients and myself. My heart remained guarded, weighed down by lingering resentment toward my parents and ex-husband. I judged those who weren’t on a spiritual path and was frustrated that my own growth hadn’t reshaped my world the way I had expected. I envied those whose journey seemed smoother, wondering why mine took so much time.

	Yet, even in my quiet life in the Mallorcan countryside, where I spend much of my time in higher realms with clients or exploring the wonders of the quantum field, something in my heart remained unsettled. The loneliness I once carried had softened but hadn’t disappeared. A whisper remained, subtle but persistent, urging me to stop looking outward for answers and instead listen within. I was being prepared for something more. I could feel a sense of expectation in my heart.

	The Raw Awakening

	Having always struggled with learning languages, I found myself drawn to a quantum jumping retreat in France that promised language acquisition. Instead, it led me into an entirely new realm.

	Through breathwork and light hypnosis, we traveled across timelines. Some had clear intentions, like finding the most successful version of ourselves, and others were left open to whatever needed to be revealed. My first open jump changed everything. I found myself in Orion, of all places. A place I knew nothing about and had never been interested in. Yet here I was, leading a meeting of strange creatures representing planets within the Orion constellation. I instinctively understood the backstory, like I would in a dream. The atmosphere felt harsh, transactional and devoid of heart. The experience unsettled me. My mind couldn’t grasp it, but my heart whispered, There is more to this life than you know. Keep listening.

	During the retreat, I had a few more out-of-Earth experiences. I flew a small UFO and traveled between planets, working for a federation.

	When I spoke with people about my strange and disturbing experiences, they said, “Oh, you are a Starseed.”

	A star what? It was the first time I’d heard of it, and it utterly confused me. Even now, writing this, I still get emotional. I felt scattered in pieces and disillusioned for weeks. Who am I? Where do I belong? I couldn’t hear my heart.

	Ever since those experiences in France, connecting to the quantum field was different. The vastness, openness, and grandness were overwhelming. Before, the quantum field, or the Akashic Records, had felt like a contained, safe space, something I could oversee. But now, I had access to all galaxies and wisdom I didn’t know what to do with. Frankly, it scared me to connect with such immensity. It had taken me away from the safety I once knew.

	I remained scattered for weeks. The veil between the different lifetimes was taken away and I no longer knew who I was amidst all of it. I felt utterly lost. With the help of my quantum witches, as we jokingly called ourselves, my scattered parts were called back, and, at my request, they dimmed the portal to the infinite. I could finally feel my heart again. I felt whole again, which was such a relief.

	Mystical Experiences

	After two years in Mallorca, I had an inner knowing that it was time to pack up and move on. To where, I didn’t know, but my heart did. A strong, visceral pull drew me to the south of France. It was like a magnet, subtle at first, but grew stronger and more uncomfortable by the day.

	However, I didn’t want to go back to France. I had lived in France near Geneva for four years, and those weren’t the happiest years of my life. I worked in a clinic with a wonderful German psychiatrist, where I had the privilege of seeing clients who travelled from far and wide to work with me. But I struggled with commuting, a strain in my marriage, and no real friends to lean on.

	I ignored the pull to France and moved around restlessly, first to the Netherlands, then Hungary, and then Switzerland, where I supported my son through his personal challenges from witnessing a tragic loss. Through it all, the quiet guidance of my heart urged me to stay open and flexible.

	One day, while having a drink in Budapest with my quantum witch friend Agnes, I shared the pull I felt towards France.

	To my surprise, she said, “I’ve always wanted to live in France.”

	I had never heard her say that before, and it sparked something in me. Why not go together and check it out? Since the pandemic, we both worked online and had the freedom to move. So we did. I honestly thought we’d just go for a few weeks, see if anything resonated and return if nothing felt right. None of what I expected happened. The most strange and mysterious things unfolded in France.

	People asked how I knew where to go. I looked at the map on my phone and pointed to a random place called Pau. I just knew that was where to go. It wasn’t too far from Lourdes, where Mother Mary is said to have appeared to two women in the 19th century. I wasn’t religious, but I heard the whisper to go there. That was when I had the most remarkable experience.

	A few days before that, on my way to pick up Agnes from Lourdes airport, all the lights on my car’s dashboard started flickering while I was driving on the highway. It scared the heck out of me. I tried to figure out where to stop, but after a few seconds, the lights went away, so I continued driving, still frightened. My thoughts raced. I don’t have the finances to buy a new car. Who do I even call in the middle of nowhere?

	The flickering dashboard lights had also occurred a month earlier in Geneva. I was driving on the highway when my car started slowing down, no matter how much I pressed on the gas. Luckily, it happened just before an exit that went downhill to a gas station. I stopped and called roadside assistance, lights still flickering.

	While waiting, I talked to my spirit guides, something I’d learned through all my practices. I asked what was going on, and they told me I urgently needed to meet someone nearby—let’s call him John. He’d come up in a recent QHHT session as someone I had shared many lifetimes with. We had met days earlier under strange circumstances, where I had felt a recognition.

	Since my son was with me and it was getting late, I bargained with my guides. Let me drive home safely, and I’ll meet John soon. They agreed. The garage inspection the next day found nothing wrong with the car. I wasn’t surprised.

	I kept my promise. John and I met. We talked about our lives. And that was enough.

	I now understand that sometimes, meeting someone from another lifetime is all that’s needed to integrate it into this current life. Apparently, John and I had agreed to meet but not to be together in this lifetime, which was absolutely fine by me. I received beautiful guidance through this process of reuniting with other lifetimes on many more occasions thereafter.

	Now, here I was again in my car, watching the dashboard lights flicker only to realize the flickering had begun near Lourdes. I couldn’t ignore such clear guidance. A few days later, we visited Lourdes. I resisted the energy of the place, skeptical of all the masculinity that seemed to dominate this feminine miracle. Yet something in my heart urged me forward.

	The moment I stepped inside a small chapel in the heart of the pilgrimage site, the resistance crumbled. Without warning, I cried deep, uncontrollable sobs, as if something long buried had been waiting for this moment to surface. It wasn’t grief from this lifetime. It was a whisper from the past, a connection to a version of myself I hadn’t known existed. She had lived here, on this land, in the 13th century. Then, Maria Magdalena appeared, not in a vision, but as a presence, a knowing, offering words of wisdom and encouragement. As I wept, I felt the weight of my past selves imprisonment, the deep isolation she had endured. My heart ached with the memory, yet it also expanded with understanding.

	After leaving the chapel, I followed the path to the cave where Virgin Maria had once appeared. Running my hands over the rocks, like so many pilgrims before me, I stopped at a spot where my fingers fit perfectly into the stone’s natural curves. In that moment, the veil between past and present thinned. I could feel her—me—so close, as if our spirits were reaching for each other across time. The pain, the connection, the recognition, it was all there.

	Some whispers come as thoughts. Others, as signs. Some arrive as waves of emotion, carrying the echoes of lifetimes past.

	Interestingly, when I returned to the cave the next day, the integration was complete. The energy had shifted. The chapel and cave felt cold, and nothing remarkable happened. But I knew something had shifted deeply inside me.

	Coming Home

	After the reintegration of those two lifetimes, there was no reason to stay where we had found ourselves. Once again, I felt restless and out of place. In my heart, I felt it was time to move. I took a map and blindly pointed my finger to a spot in the south of France: Bugarach. It’s a mysterious mountain with stories of aliens and rocks not from Earth. Sure, why not? I was no longer surprised by the clear guidance I felt within. So we packed up and went toward Bugarach.

	What these experiences gave me was a deeper awareness of my expanded self. I realized I’m more than just this body. I’m also all these other lifetimes across different dimensions. Integrating those lives helped me feel more connected to my multidimensionality and my Higher Self. By then, I was having daily conversations with my Higher Self and spirit guides.

	All of it started with the quiet, almost imperceptible whisper, the voice of my Higher Self speaking through my heart, guiding me to trust, listen, and remember who I really am.

	After Agnes moved away, I found myself in yet another small village in France, facing a year of solitude. My whole life had been rather social, organizing conscious circles, joining communities, and having fun with improv groups. But now, in this new chapter, I craved solitude like I never had before. I had lived alone before, but this felt different. It was as if my heart was calling for silence and space.

	Sundays were the exception, when people from nearby villages gathered at the local bio market. I met some wonderful souls there and saw them now and then, but most days, it was just me.

	Each morning, I channeled for an hour, worked on my memberships, saw private clients online and wandered the fields. It was simple, and it was amazing. I was happy. The loneliness that used to linger had completely dissolved. What once felt like isolation now felt like peaceful aloneness.

	On my birthday, I took myself out for a lovely meal. On Christmas, I cooked a beautiful dinner, lit candles and enjoyed it alone. I could’ve spent the holidays with family, but I felt called to be with myself.

	It wasn’t about avoiding anyone or anything. I was truly content. I didn’t need answers or a plan. I see now that I was being guided. I listened to the quiet whispers of my heart, which were, in truth, the gentle pull of my Higher Self. Those whispers led me home, to myself. It was a subtle letting go of expectations, of needing things to look a certain way. Even if I didn’t meet familiar faces on Sundays, that was okay. I accept and trust life to unfold naturally.

	Like this chapter; I woke at 5 a.m. with the urge to write. I’d never written long texts before, but I found an empty notebook and followed the whisper. I wrote, drifted back to sleep, and picked it up again until it was done around midday.

	Following the whispers is like following the breath of life. It just is.

	Living in Alignment with My Higher Self

	I still can’t pinpoint the exact moment I shifted from feeling lonely to loving being on my own or from feeling resentment to acceptance and gratitude. What I can pinpoint is the shift from not belonging to truly feeling I belong. That shift came through my connection with the extraterrestrial Arcturians and those from Sirius.

	When I’m connected with them, there is a powerful sense of belonging, a deep, wordless, loving togetherness in being part of a greater collective, something so profound I haven’t experienced on Earth. Knowing I’m part of those communities has given me peace. I feel a deep appreciation for being on Earth at this time. With the awareness that my galactic families are with me and have always had my back, I know my mission is to support other Starseeds in shining their light fully.

	By the end of 2023, I felt a familiar pull. The quiet call urged me towards a new chapter. My heart lit up, and I felt a deeper knowing to help Starseeds come home to themselves, seeing their highest expression reflected in all areas of their daily lives, including relationships, work, finances, health, sense of self, and general fulfillment.

	Though I didn’t yet know the exact form it would take, I trusted the inner guidance and simply followed the whispers. In co-creation with my Higher Self, I started offering masterclasses—starclasses—designed to guide Starseeds in embodying their Higher Self and integrating that awareness and energy into their daily lives. Through this process, the Starseed Rising mentorship was born, with seven highly transformative steps that support Starseeds in living their most aligned, high-frequency lives. This is the most powerful high-frequency 90-day empowerment program I have ever created.

	Witnessing the members shift from struggle and hard work to experiencing life with more ease and flow is incredibly fulfilling. All because they shifted from a limited human perspective to an expanded state of higher consciousness, where life is happening for them.

	After a year of solitude, my heart let me know it was time to leave France. The pull that had once anchored me there had faded, replaced by a quiet certainty that my next phase lay elsewhere. Amsterdam was next, a city I had left twenty-four years ago to wander this beautiful planet.

	I made a deal with my spirit guides. I would only return to the busyness of city life if I could live somewhere extraordinary, somewhere that felt like home.

	The housing market in the Netherlands is impossibly tight, yet out of nowhere, an apartment appeared. A beautiful place, right by a canal in my favorite neighborhood, a hidden village within the city of Amsterdam. I wasn’t surprised. Following the whispers of my Higher Self speaking through my heart makes life move in ways beyond logic.

	And so here I am. The rhythm of life around me is both quiet and expansive. As I wander through the streets, grounded and aligned, I realize it was never about the place itself. It was about how I showed up, how I listened, and how I trusted.

	Perhaps this journey isn’t meant to have a final destination. Perhaps it is simply about opening my heart, deeply connecting with my divine essence, following the whispers, and allowing life to unfold in its perfect rhythm.

	



	
“The heart’s whispers are the soul’s language.”

	— Unknown



	

A Journey to Self-Trust
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	By Christie Chen

	A little voice, soft and low,

	Always there, but hard to know.

	Not too loud, not too bright,

	Just a feeling, pure and light.

	It speaks in smiles, in quiet sighs,

	In happy tears and longing eyes.

	It knows the way, it knows what’s true,

	But only if you listen, too.

	So close your eyes, breathe in deep,

	Let its whispers gently speak.

	No need to rush, no need to fear,

	Your heart will guide—just stay near.

	The Girl Who Watched Ants

	G


	rowing up, I always loved animals and insects. I would watch ants for hours, fascinated by how they worked together and carried food back to their nest in perfect harmony. Their tiny legs moved in unison, their antennae tapping as if whispering secrets only they could understand. I admired their determination, never questioning, never hesitating; just moving forward with purpose.

	After every big storm, I would walk outside and scan the wet pavement for earthworms. They wriggled helplessly on the concrete, stranded and disoriented. Gently, I would pick them up, feeling their soft, cool bodies in my hands, and return them to the damp soil. It felt like a small act of kindness, a way to restore balance to the world.

	I spent hours playing with the young chicks in the pen, cupping them in my hands, feeling their tiny hearts beating fast beneath soft, golden feathers. Their beady eyes would look up at me with curiosity, pecking at my fingers in search of food.

	Each of these moments felt like a secret connection to the world—a quiet understanding that existed beyond words, a softness of the heart. Nature simply was. No questions, no doubts. Just instinct, flow, and purpose. I wanted to understand it all.

	A Curious Mind

	Biology was the one subject in school that I never had to study for, yet excelled at. It wasn’t just about memorizing facts or passing exams. It made sense to me. While other subjects felt like puzzles I had to piece together, biology was like reading a story I already knew deep in my bones. Nature had a rhythm, a balance. Animals followed their instincts without hesitation, responding to their environment with trust.

	Back then, my mind was filled with endless questions and ideas:

	
		Could I use a rubber band to make a star shape?

		Is it true that someone can die from drinking too much water?

		Do chickens recognize their names if I call them often enough?



	I didn’t always get answers, but I was content simply wondering. There was something thrilling about curiosity itself, about the mystery of things yet to be understood. When I observed nature or pondered questions, time seemed to disappear, along with the troubles in my mind. I was completely present, lost in the wonder of it all—the way the wind rustled through the trees, how the clouds shifted and stretched across the sky, the intricate patterns on a butterfly’s wings. Everything felt connected, as if the universe was whispering its secrets to me.

	I didn’t keep all this contained within myself, either. Those questions bubbled up in my mind like a pot of boiling soup, impossible to contain. I couldn’t help but chatter about them with the person sitting next to me in the classroom, no matter who it was. Teachers found it frustrating, of course. I was constantly being told to be quiet, to focus, and to stop distracting others.

	I didn’t realize how much of a “problem” it was until I noticed how often I was being moved to a new seat. At one point, I think I sat next to almost every single classmate. Even when paired with the quietest child in the room, it wouldn’t take long before they started talking, too. It was as if my energy was contagious. I wasn’t trying to disrupt the class. I just couldn’t keep my excitement inside.

	One day, my literature teacher lost his patience. His voice was sharp, his eyes filled with frustration as he scolded me, “You may understand what I’m teaching and be able to answer my questions, but others can’t concentrate with you constantly chatting! You need to control yourself and stop being such a nuisance!”

	His words stung. In that moment, I understood I was being too chatty and too curious. Too much could be a big problem. After that day, I learned to hold my tongue, to dim my excitement, and to shrink myself so I wouldn’t take up too much space. At the time, I didn’t think much of it. It was just how things were. But in hindsight, I realized that this was the first time I ignored what my heart wanted. I started hearing a judgmental voice critiquing everything I said and did. Over time, that voice grew louder, drowning out my heart’s voice and instincts. I second-guessed my choices, hesitated before speaking, and sought validation from others instead of trusting myself. The more I listened to that critical voice, the further I drifted from the person I once was—curious, free, and unapologetically me.

	Learning to Be “Good”

	My parents were always busy working long hours, making sure the family was provided for and keeping our home running smoothly. There was always something that needed to be done—making pickles, feeding the chickens, preparing firewood for cooking, or washing clothes with a scrubbing board. The rhythm of life was steady and unrelenting, filled with responsibilities that never seemed to end.

	I liked to help when I could. My father was patient with me, never scolding even when I made a mess. I remember the first time I tried to crack an egg. I squeezed too hard, and the yolk burst between my fingers, leaving eggshells scattered all over the counter. Instead of getting angry, he simply smiled and showed me again, guiding my hands gently.

	Whenever he cooked, I would hover nearby, not because I wanted to learn, but because I knew I’d get to taste the dishes straight from the pot. There was something magical about those stolen bites, the warmth of freshly cooked dishes, the rich flavors before they were served. My father never minded. If anything, I think he enjoyed the company. I felt safe when I was with him. When I was little, I got the impression that I was an ugly duckling, but my father always told me, “You will grow up to be a beautiful and smart young lady.” Whenever I heard that, I felt happy and hopeful. Life is good when you have something to hope for.

	He was an optimistic man, always in good spirits despite the long hours he worked. I could always tell when he was coming home because I would hear him humming a made-up tune as he walked up the stairs. That was my cue—I would rush down to meet him, grab onto his forearm, and he would lift me up like I was swinging from a monkey bar, carrying me up the stairs effortlessly. It was our little ritual, one that made me feel safe, loved and light as air.

	My heart often carries the quiet truths of my childhood—the longing for closeness and the silent understanding of love expressed in actions rather than words. Though my parents were always busy, their love was stitched into every quilt we mended together, folded into every dumpling we shaped side by side, and mixed into every bite of the yummy food they prepared for me. I found joy in those shared moments, even as I learned to seek laughter and play elsewhere. The heart taught me that love isn’t always spoken; it’s felt in the smallest gestures, in the togetherness of everyday life.

	The Lessons That Shaped Me

	My parents were loving and kind, but they were also strict. They believed in raising a child with strong morals, teaching me values that they were certain would serve me well in life:

	
		Think of others before yourself.

		Share what you have.

		Don’t be too proud, because pride comes before a fall; stay humble.

		Give more than you take.



	I absorbed these lessons completely so I could be good and make them proud. I did as I was taught. I shared my snacks at school, even when I wanted them for myself. I let my friends pick the games we played, even if I didn’t enjoy them. I never took the last piece of food, even when I was still hungry. I apologized first, even when I wasn’t in the wrong. These values shaped me into a kind, responsible, and considerate person, but they also made me timid. I didn’t speak up when something didn’t feel right. I became someone who adjusted, compromised, and made sure everyone else was comfortable even when it meant disregarding my own needs.

	For a long time, I believed this was the right way to live. After all, wasn’t being selfless a good thing? I thought that if I gave enough and was patient and kind enough, life would be kind to me in return. But life doesn’t always work that way. 

	What I thought were the right things to do—despite or perhaps because of my heart pulling me in another direction—only led me further away from myself. I ignored the quiet whispers of my intuition, convincing myself that sacrifice was the price of love and endurance was proof of my worth.

	Looking back, I discovered that even the most loving people with the best intentions can unknowingly plant the seeds of limiting beliefs in your mind. You accept them without question because you trust them completely. Yet those beliefs can subtly go against your instincts and the whispers of your heart.

	Living a fulfilling life was never about giving more, being more patient, or proving my worth. It was about listening to myself and recognizing that I, too, deserved kindness, not just from others, but from me.

	The Whisper of Doubt

	In my early twenties, I started feeling a quiet restlessness. It was like a whisper in the back of my mind, a gentle nudge that something wasn’t quite right. At first, I ignored it. I was too busy studying, working, and doing what was expected of me. Life was a checklist, and I was determined to tick every box without complaint.

	But the whisper didn’t go away. It lingered in the moments of silence and the spaces between responsibilities. That whisper became louder when I met my ex-partner in my thirties. Something didn’t feel right. I couldn’t explain it logically, but I felt uneasy from the very beginning. My instincts nudged me—walk away. The tiny hairs on my arms stood up on more than one occasion when I was with him. My body knew before my mind did. And I did walk away, at first. Two weeks into dating, I told him I didn’t want to see him anymore. But my mind stepped in and overrode my heart.

	I met his mother, a kind, gentle, and warm woman. She welcomed me with open arms, her voice soft and her presence comforting. Somehow, I convinced myself that because she was good, he must be too. I ignored the discomfort and reasoned with myself. Maybe I was just afraid. Maybe I was overthinking it. Maybe I needed to give him a chance.

	And so, I stayed. Despite, the fact he was being chased by the bank for overdue credit card payments. Despite the phone company constantly calling about his unpaid bills. Despite the way he spoke about how his “crazy” exes, apparently, had wronged him.

	Looking back now, I can't believe how many red flags were right in front of me, ignored. By then, my emotions had completely taken over, blinding me to the truth. After years of being conditioned to over-analyze, overthink, and mistake rushed decisions for the truth, I had stopped trusting my heart. I silenced the signals my body was desperately trying to send me. Instead, I convinced myself that I could help him, save him, and make his life better. If I could just solve the three biggest problems he was facing, surely everything would change for both of us.

	Little did I know that after I solved those three problems, ten more would appear. One day, I wasn’t just solving his problems anymore. I became the problem.

	Losing Myself

	What followed were years of mental, verbal, and physical abuse. I was the sole income earner and did most of the chores, but it didn’t matter how much I sacrificed. It was never enough. While I was heavily pregnant, I ran to the train station every morning, afraid of being late for work. My swollen feet ached and my breath came short, but I pushed through, telling myself I had to keep going. I felt numb, sometimes in my legs and feet, sometimes deep inside. When my first child was only one month old, I went back to work. My ex had been having ongoing issues at the school where he taught, constantly clashing with colleagues and management. He was facing the sack, so I thought I had no choice. I had to step up.

	He was sacked. And sacked again. And again. Every time, he had an excuse. It was his boss’s fault. His coworkers were against him. The system was unfair. One day, he decided not to work for anyone else again. He would stay home and focus on his art, selling his paintings to support the family. I agreed.

	Instead, he spent his days scrolling social media and watching movies.

	After seeing him on his phone for hours, I asked him, “When will you start painting?”

	He snapped, “I am working. This is art research. What do you know?”

	Meanwhile, I worked. I cooked. I cleaned. I cared for the children. Still, fear kept me silent. Fear of more put-downs, fear of more physical abuse, and fear of the kids witnessing it. I swallowed my pride and my words, but the resentment only grew.

	Yes, he cooked about half the meals. Yes, he picked up the kids while I was at work. Yes, he took them to after-school activities. But none of that changed the way I felt. I was exhausted, diminished, and criticized no matter how much I did to hold everything together.

	When I came home from work, the house often looked like a tornado had swept through. Stuff covered the floors and the dining table was buried under clutter. At mealtime, we had to move things aside just to make space for our plates. I struggled to maintain basic hygiene because he refused to throw anything away. He didn’t clean, and when I tried, he scoffed, “All you know is cleaning,” as if caring about a livable space was a flaw.

	I was in survival mode, except on weekends—my escape. I took the kids on the train to different places, breathing freely for a few precious hours. Those moments between me and my children kept me going. Looking back, I realize survival mode leaves no space for listening to your heart. All your energy goes into getting through the day. That’s why escaping it is so crucial.

	And when life didn’t go my ex’s way—something he bought online was the wrong size, a friend cut ties, things didn’t bend to his will—he took it out on me. He screamed, called me ungrateful, and blamed me for not siding with him in his endless conflicts. If I dared to argue, he lashed out. He punched me. He strangled me. He pushed me.

	I went to the hospital to have my scalp stitched after one of the times he pushed me. Feeling ashamed, I told the doctor that I had fallen and hit the corner of a washing machine. I went to the dentist for a root canal after he knocked a tooth so hard that the nerve inside died. This time, I told them I had walked into a wall in the dark. I called in sick because my face was too bruised to be seen at work after he punched me.

	The abuse didn’t start all at once. It built up slowly, like water in a pot brought to a boil. At first, it was just a raised voice. Then, a shove. Then, something worse.

	And yet, the persistence in me, the part that had always believed I could fix things, and if I just tried hard enough, I could make it better, only grew more stubborn.

	I told myself, he’s just struggling. He doesn’t mean it. If I just love and support him enough, he will change. If I leave, how will he survive? Then came the moment that broke me.

	He called me “a piece of dirt” in front of the kids. Something inside me cracked. I had spent my whole life trying to be good, kind, and enough. And yet, here I was, completely disregarded and unseen. That was the moment I realized I had spent my life listening to everyone else, but I had never truly listened to myself.

	What did I really want? What kind of relationship did I desire? What is my worth? What is my absolute bottom line? The heart had been speaking all along, softly urging me to honor my worth. And now, I was finally ready to listen.

	Relearning to Listen

	Leaving was not easy. Walking away from years of conditioning, fear, and self-doubt felt like stepping into the unknown without a map. The fear was suffocating and the doubt was overwhelming; he made sure of that. He threatened to ruin me, to make me lose my job, to take my children away from me, and to kill himself if I dared to leave.

	The police were called multiple times. Each time, I hoped it would force him to change his behavior and stop his abuse. It didn’t.

	One day, a neighbor called the police after hearing screaming and the sounds of another violent attack. This time, the officers looked at me and said, “You need to take out an Apprehended Domestic Violence Order against him.”

	So I did. It should have felt like freedom, relief, and a fresh start, but for a long time, I felt like I was walking through the ruins of my life. I had lost so much—my confidence, my ability to trust and my sense of self. Who was I outside of this ten-year relationship?

	The woman I had become, the one who second-guessed herself, who tiptoed around, who shrank to avoid conflict, who kept quiet to keep the peace, was not the same girl who once spent hours watching ants and wondering about the world. I needed to find her again.

	I started small by picking up my guitar again, even though I had been told I wasn’t creative. I let my fingers move and the music flow. I wrote a song, “Dream,” the very same day I was told I had no creativity. I even joined a band.

	I walked in nature, breathing deeply and feeling the earth beneath my feet. I surrounded myself with people who lifted me up instead of draining me. Most importantly, I began to listen, really listen. I let the world around me quiet down. I let my mind settle, sat with myself, listened to my breath and felt my heartbeat.

	If something doesn’t feel right, I don’t rush into it. I wait. If something someone says feels off, I don’t just brush it aside. I tuck it into my memory bank and look for patterns. If something calls to me, like performing in front of a crowd, as long as it’s not a big risk, I say “yes.”

	The whispers of my heart had been there all along. They tried to warn me and protect me, but I had silenced them. My intuition had never abandoned me. I had abandoned it.

	Becoming the Woman I Was Meant to Be

	That realization changed everything. If my intuition had been right about the warning signs, then maybe it was right about my future, too. If ignoring my heart had led me to suffering, then perhaps listening to it could lead me to something greater. So, I made a vow to myself: never again would I silence my inner voice.

	Healing wasn’t a single moment of awakening. It was a series of small victories, each one bringing me closer to the woman I was always meant to be. There were days when the weight of the past still clung to me, but then there were moments, small yet powerful, when I felt alive again.

	Some of those moments were when I sang my heart out to the rock songs my band played. The raw energy of the lyrics, the pounding rhythm of the music, the vibration of my own voice coursing through me was electrifying. I was unleashing something deep inside me, something that had been silenced for too long. In those moments, I could feel my power returning.

	But the road wasn’t smooth. Many times, I stood at the edge of doubt, teetering on the brink of slipping back into old patterns. The fear was familiar, almost comforting in its predictability. Could I break free? Did I even deserve to? The darkness told the same lies I had believed for years. And yet, I fought back.

	I repeated my mantra like a prayer, like a desperate plea to the universe: “I am enough; I am worthy.” I repeated it over and over, until the words weren’t just sounds. I believed them. Some days, it felt like I was lying to myself. But I kept going. I had to. If I can speak kind and encouraging words to others, I can say them to myself.

	The most surprising thing I learned through it all was that my thoughts were shaping my reality. For so long, I had lived in a world of fear and self-doubt, and I didn’t even know I was the one holding the brush, painting my own life with those colors. The moment I started shifting my thoughts to choose love over fear and possibility over doubt, everything began to change. It wasn’t magic or instant, but it was real.

	I wanted to understand what had happened—not just to make sense of my past, but to build a future where I would never lose myself again. So I threw myself into learning. I spent hours studying narcissistic personality disorder, relationships, brain-heart coherence, meditation, and healing. I learned that when your thoughts and emotions are in sync, you feel calm and confident. There's no need to rush. Your intuition clears, and there’s no absolute right or wrong. Every experience is either a lesson or a blessing. If you choose love over fear, everything will work out. With that insight and understanding, I could finally relax.

	I started doing taekwondo with my kids, feeling my strength return with every kick and punch. I picked up my guitar and wrote songs, not just in defiance of the voice that once told me I wasn’t creative, but because music was in my heart. Instead of telling myself, “I’m not that good at music,” I began saying, “I am a musician. I write my songs.”

	Little by little, I reclaimed my power. I stopped seeking validation from people who were incapable of giving it. I learned to set boundaries, not just with others, but with myself. Most of all, I learned that being kind and giving does not mean sacrificing my well-being. If I couldn’t love myself, then the love I thought I was giving wasn’t truly love; it was a desperate search for validation. You can’t give what you don’t have.

	Just over a year after leaving my ex, I felt like I had space to breathe, to exist just as I was. When I least expected it, someone new entered my life. He was kind, talented, and understanding. Slowly, we built something warm, trusting, and full of laughter. This time, I was different. When there was a disagreement, I didn’t shrink back in fear. I didn’t stay silent just to avoid conflict. I spoke up. I voiced my concerns as kindly as I could, and if I wasn’t heard the first time, I didn’t brush it under the rug like before. I brought it up again. I made sure my partner understood my feelings and my reasons. I had learned something vital: a healthy, mature partner wants to see you happy and thriving.

	If you ever doubt whether you’re with the right person, watch how they handle conflict. Do they try to understand you? Do they empathize with your feelings? Do they focus on solving the problem instead of belittling you? Do they listen from the heart? Or do they blame, lash out, or make you feel small? That is your answer.

	I finally knew what it meant to feel safe and seen. When I accidentally stepped on one of his childhood possessions, he didn’t yell at me. He didn’t blame me. He hugged me. When we had a disagreement, he didn’t scream or shout. He walked away to process his emotions, but he came back later with a solution. That was love. Six years later, our relationship feels more fulfilling than ever. Not because we never have conflicts, but because we face them together.

	I kept learning. I got certified in wellness coaching, trained in neuro-transformation therapy, and mastered tools and techniques that help people forgive, heal, and truly thrive. Now, as a coach, I guide women who, like me, have spent their lives prioritizing everyone else. Women who are too busy with the tasks at hand and don’t believe they have other options, who have silenced their own needs in the name of love, duty or fear, and who have forgotten how to trust themselves. I teach them what I have learned: your intuition is your greatest ally. Your heart speaks to you in whispers, but you have to be willing to listen. Because when you finally listen, when you honor the voice inside you, you don’t just heal. You rise. You become the person you were always meant to be. That, I have learned, is the most beautiful transformation of all.

	



	
“Your heart knows the way. Run in that direction.”

	— Rumi



	

The Sacred Unfolding
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	By Tanya McCorry

	I


	t was 1997.

	I was sixteen, and I remember the day as if it’s etched into the marrow of my bones. My girlfriends had already given me the heads-up about the new boy who’d started school the day before, the day I was curled up at home, sick.

	The sky was especially blue that spring morning. At 8:55 a.m., the bell rang as usual, and all the students made their way to the undercover activity center for the morning parade. That’s when I heard it: the rhythmic bounce of a football cutting through the sea of voices. The ball hit the ground in time with his stride, steady and deliberate, like it was meant to pull my attention to him alone.

	I turned my head toward the sound, and there he was. Tanned skin, shoulder-length scruffy blonde hair, and white socks pulled halfway up his calves. My eyes couldn’t leave him.

	We all sat cross-legged on the cold concrete floor. I kept stealing glances over my shoulder at the new boy, who was only a few rows behind me. Something was shifting in the air, and in me.

	Days bled into weeks, weeks into months. I noticed everything: who he was friends with, what music he liked, and the way he moved. I watched him play football, hiding the flutter behind every glance.

	And then, one night, fate tucked us into the same tiny house party. No matter how hard I tried to look away, my eyes kept finding his. At one point, the universe nudged us into the same dimly lit living room, gathered around the dining table. That was where it all started. Under the table, secretly and intentionally, his foot touched mine.

	The night carried on like any other with friends talking and laughing as time disappeared. It was 3:00 a.m. when, finally, it was time to sleep. We scattered our bodies across the living room floor, finding pieces of carpet to rest on.

	But I wasn’t about to let the moment pass. The room settled into a quiet hum. Ads flickered softly on the little TV in the corner. Everyone looked asleep. I got up quietly and moved to where my crush, Joe, lay.

	He welcomed me without a word. He pulled me close and kissed me, deep, full, and real. We didn’t sleep at all that night. The sun rose far too soon.

	Monday came, and at 3:00 p.m., Joe approached me, his nerves showing. He asked me to be his girlfriend, and I said yes.

	There was a magnetic pull between us, something electric and innocent all at once. When I held his hand, I felt like I could conquer the world.

	Joe had had a rough childhood, where searching for love and safety from his family and environment seemed like an impossible task. And me? The unshakable burden of being too much in a large family kept me hidden and dull.

	Joe and I spent our days unraveling the past. We would lie beside each other, whispering the memories of our youth like offerings, telling and retelling our stories until it felt like there was nothing left unsaid, like we were stitching together a new tapestry from the broken threads of our old ones. Two young hearts feeling seen, heard, and safe.

	We moved in together after just one year of dating, and I felt something awaken in me, a sense of purpose I hadn’t known before. It allowed the nurturer in me to come forward. I was cooking, cleaning, doing the washing, and I liked it. I loved taking care of Joe. I felt needed, and he felt cared for. Finally, our needs were met, in each other.

	But, after graduation and a few months of living together, I noticed a shift in how we showed up. We were kids living a very domesticated lifestyle, in roles that should be reserved for adults. We fought over everything: love, work, friends, affection, responsibilities, cleaning, and by the time I turned eighteen, my heart longed desperately to find myself again.

	On New Year’s Eve, after way too many alcoholic beverages, my throat opened and poured out the truth of my heart’s longings. I had lost myself in love, and I didn’t know how to come back from it.

	That night broke me. It broke us. Watching the boy I loved, now a young man, cry until he had nothing left to give. To this day, I haven’t seen a single tear run down Joe’s cheek.

	We spent a few weeks apart. I moved back in with my parents, and Joe moved in with some friends. Friends and work became my lifeline. Parties and clubs were fun but fleeting. It wasn’t long before our souls felt the pull back to each other.

	That’s when life began to shape itself into something new, something real.

	I was working full-time at a local childcare center while Joe found work building fences with a family friend. There was something grounding in this new routine, in having responsibilities, and in stepping into the world together as young adults.

	Our lives gave us purpose, but also pressure. We faced the ups and downs of early adulthood like a stormy sea. We still fought. Oh my God, we fought like no one’s business. But no matter how intense the argument or how wounded our pride, we always found our way back to each other.

	I didn’t know how to love Joe and myself at the same time. I was vanishing from my unmet needs and desires. I didn’t yet know how to hold onto myself, how to hold my boundaries strongly, or even how to express clearly what those boundaries were.

	I was only twenty, and instead of embodying the “maiden” or the “lover,” I found myself as the “mother.”

	Two years after graduation, the longing in my heart returned. Something was missing, its whispers growing louder, gaining momentum. I didn’t understand. We had everything … yet I was unsatisfied. Insatiable.

	One night, after an almighty fight, we declared we were done. This was a battle neither of us could withstand any longer. Joe and I went our separate ways.

	It was in the early hours of a cold winter morning that I woke with an unshakable feeling that I needed him. It had been almost three years since our last connection, yet the dream I’d just had felt so visceral, so tangible.

	In the dream, I used a landline telephone, calling random numbers in search of Joe. I needed to find him.

	I was working as a caretaker in a daycare center at the time. That afternoon, I told some coworkers about the dream. Janet came rushing through the doors, flinging a piece of paper toward me. “Read it!” she announced. I unfolded the note. In familiar handwriting, it said: Call me. Joe, followed by his number.

	My next move was unquestionable: I called him. And within two weeks, our love was reunited.

	The years that followed were a cycle of working, saving, fighting, and lovemaking. We didn’t always get it right. But through it all, there was one constant: a shared dream. A thread that tied us together, no matter how frayed the fabric became.

	We had a plan. A rhythm. A vision. And then, at age twenty-six, just six months after moving into our first home, the whisper returned. The insatiable desire to be fully seen, held, heard, loved, and desired.

	It was soft at first, almost invisible. Questions haunted me: Is this what true love feels like? Why can’t I just be happy with what I have? How could I need or want more than this? I have so much to be grateful for!

	I had everything I thought I’d ever wanted. And yet … something stirred beneath the surface again.

	So, I packed a bag and turned up at my brother’s doorstep. I stayed for six months, searching for myself again, for the truth of who I was beneath the mask I’d worn for so long. The mask of the good girl, the devoted partner, the one who always had it together.

	Joe and I stayed in contact and even spent time together. I remember feeling there was no one else I wanted. Joe’s ambition was strong. He provided a secure foundation. But somehow, it still wasn’t enough.

	I knew there would be sacrifices to get us to where we wanted to be. I knew I wanted to spend my life with him, but I didn’t know how that would look.

	Still, I chose him.

	I wanted the life we’d dreamed of, marriage, babies, growing old side by side. I would do whatever it took to get us there, even if it meant living without the depth of connection, intimacy, and communication I longed for.

	So that’s what we did. We built a life, made a home, made babies, and built a business.

	We worked hard, loved hard, and eventually, we got married.

	Life was full, abundant. It was everything we’d imagined.

	By thirty-two, everything looked perfect, bursting at the seams with family, love, success, and stability. Joe and I built our dream home in Tallebudgera Valley on the Gold Coast. Our three beautiful children filled the house with laughter. Joe’s concrete company had grown into an empire.

	On the surface, life was radiant. But within me something was shifting. Again.

	Joe worked a lot. I found myself raising the children alone. Success was taking its toll.

	Joe had become the strongest, most hard-working man I’d ever known. I loved that. I loved his strength, his masculinity, the primal fire in his chest to provide. His willpower and relentless drive were unmatched.

	But beneath it all … my heart ached to be met.

	Joe’s time was consumed by work. And when he was home, he was in the garden or on the phone, surrounded by people. From his perspective, he was networking. From mine, he didn’t want to be with us.

	I felt empty.

	That’s when I fell heart-first into the world of self-discovery.

	As I discovered who I was, the space between us widened. It wasn’t a sudden rupture, but a quiet, persistent stretch.

	By thirty-eight, I was in the throes of a powerful dark night of the soul. I dove into shadow work, energy healing, tantra, archetypes, astrology, mythology, and witchcraft. I walked through my own underworld and found a mirror, reflecting parts of me I hadn’t seen before.

	Who was she, the one who held the primal ache to be seen? To be loved? To be heard?

	I had pushed her so deep, so far down into the basement of my being, that when she finally stirred, I barely recognized her.

	I met myself fully, for the first time. The transformation required the old me to die. To let the new me rise was not for the faint of heart.

	Allowing her to surface, with her untamed hunger, her raw need, her unspoken rage, meant meeting the parts of me I had exiled. The pieces I had silenced to stay safe. The instincts I had swallowed to stay soft. The truths I had disowned to be loved.

	Through this journey, I not only met my shadow, I also met my values. I discovered that presence, honesty, deep connection, integrity, creativity, and sovereignty were not just ideals but anchors for the life I longed to live. I learned to embody these values, not just speak them. They became the compass for my choices, my relationships, my voice, and my path forward. Living by them required courage, discernment, and unwavering devotion, but they became the doorway through which I finally came home to myself.

	I knew the path ahead would ask everything of me. And it did.

	Deaths and rebirths came like tides. And each time, I brought my truth home to the man I had loved for over two decades.

	I tried to explain what had awakened. I couldn’t live without it.

	I needed intimacy. Soulful depth. Truth. Presence.

	I felt strong in my convictions. I knew my worth. And I knew I was worthy of the kind of love I longed for, the kind of love that meets you soul to soul.

	We came together in unison again. There were days and nights wrapped in intimacy. We reconnected. We remembered. We held each other in ways we hadn’t in years.

	But the cycle returned. Days passed, then weeks. Slowly, the connection faded again. The conversations dulled. For almost four years we circled like this, on again, off again, trying, hoping, wanting.

	Eventually, the disconnection became too wide, the silences too loud. The distance between who we were, and who we wanted each other to be, was too much. One day, the words rose to the surface: What if our time together has come to an end?

	It wasn’t a fight.

	It wasn’t a dramatic ending.

	It was a soft surrender, a quiet truth that could no longer be denied.

	We didn’t force what was already unfolding. We finally admitted it was time to walk separate paths. And as we did, we began the tender work, together and apart, of untangling thirty years of love, history, and shared dreams. The eclipses, the nodes, the slow turning of our relationship axis, it all felt written in the stars.

	We were meant to meet. To love. To do the “job.” And we did.

	In his loving presence, I remembered who I am. I discovered the Hekate in me, then Kali, then Lilith. I reclaimed the parts of my feminine I had once abandoned. I learned acceptance. I stopped waiting for permission to live. I learned what it is to be fully honest, and that men can be trusted.

	I taught him to open his heart, to feel, to be vulnerable. I watched this beautiful man transform, becoming a diamond under the pressure and polish of our love. We built a life together and believed in “til death do us part.” And perhaps, in some way, that vow still holds.

	I had feared his heart most of all, thinking I would break it. But in his own time, just weeks after I knew, he saw it too. His courage, honesty, and wisdom meant we didn’t have to drag ourselves through more years of slow, aching distance to justify what we already knew.

	Breaking up while still loving each other is both the most beautiful and the most brutal thing I’ve ever done. It is dismantling a life brick by brick while keeping your heart open.

	It is not just losing a partner, but the version of yourself reflected in their eyes.

	It is the unspooling of a thousand tiny rituals, glances, and private languages only the two of you knew.

	Conscious separation asks something radical: to let go without poisoning what was sacred, to hold grief in one hand and gratitude in the other, and to choose freedom for both souls over the comfort of the familiar.

	Your identity shatters. Partner. Lover. Co-creator. All of it dissolves. You stand bare at the threshold of an uncharted life, trusting you will learn to belong to yourself in ways you never have before.

	And maybe that is the quiet miracle, walking away still loving, still carrying the best of what was, knowing the threads we wove will always live in me. We will always be Mum and Dad to our beautiful children, and that love is eternal.

	He will forever hold a sacred place in my heart.

	He was part of my becoming.

	And in loving him…

	I came home to myself.

	



	
“The softest whispers can carry the loudest truths.”

	— Unknown



	

Awakening to the Heart
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	By Anna Kay

	Breakdown

	S


	taring into oblivion, I questioned what was happening to me. I had never felt this kind of deep, paralyzing sensation before. Sitting at my public service office desk, the minimalist eighties timber decor felt sterile and cold. Outside the window, towering eucalyptus trees swayed in the courtyard breeze, their leaves casting dancing shadows across my desk as the filtered morning sunlight streamed in. I sat frozen in a loop of time, trying to make sense of what I was feeling and how I was supposed to survive this.

	The familiar hum of the morning office chatter became muffled and distorted, like I was under water. My untouched morning coffee sat beside me, cooling fast. A silent implosion was taking place, collapsing the scaffolding of my identity. All I could feel was the raw, unbearable ache inside of me, a sinking, inescapable need to run away from myself. 

	I couldn’t function. I couldn’t continue playing the office game of pleasantries and exchanged gestures. Sitting at my lacquered hardwood, vinyl-topped desk with the day’s tasks in my plastic in-tray, I was slipping away with every breath.

	I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t form a clear thought. I was drowning in the chaos building within me.

	Unrelenting messages of unworthiness bubbled to the surface. The sound of my own heartbreak echoed in every cell. The ending of a three-year relationship, a dysfunctional, codependent obsession, left me shattered, crumbling my vision of my delusional perfect world. The whispers of my heart, suddenly silenced. 

	The office became a prison of invisible bars. Trapped in my emotional lockdown, I was sinking fast as the world closed in around me. In my mind, he was the one who kept me trapped in emotional bondage.

	This day marked a turning point in an unplanned future. A painful awakening of what happens when you ignore the whispers of your heart. Not learning to love what is already inside of you, you become lost in a world where outside validation is sought in the craving of another’s love. Without him, I felt like nothing. A nobody. And at that moment, at the desk, I realized I had entered an unfamiliar world. One I no longer recognized.

	Getting On With It

	Struggling to hold my bulging tears back, I summoned the courage to pack up my desk and approach my supervisor. I could not stay there a moment longer. I needed to retreat from the world. “I’m not well. I need to go.” The concerned look on her face validated that I was not okay. I rushed out the door, relieved to be able to hide what was happening. How would I ever mend my broken pieces?

	I had lost touch with my inner voice. It had now become so obscured by the emotional upheaval through this overwhelming sense of deep grief and loss. I had no idea of who I was outside of this relationship. I had forgotten myself.

	A few days later, I knew I needed to see someone. “Take these.” The doctor handed me a script. I had slid into a state of depression. She offered me a prescription for antidepressants to help me through whatever was going on. A path of temporary relief. 

	Still living at home at 23, I sat on the edge of my double bed in my airy white bedroom, bottle in my hand and my head down in defeat. The birds were chirping outside my window as I stared at the little white pills in a tiny glass bottle. Staring at my name on the small white label on the bottle, I had pondered consuming all of them. I don’t want to be here anymore. This is too hard. How did it come to this? I pondered, yet something inside said, You’ll be okay.

	Depression was now my companion and my wake-up call. The call to pay attention to my beautiful heart that was tucked away, hidden in plain sight.

	Within weeks, I found myself on a plane travelling to Germany with my mother. We never talked about feelings or what I was going through, but much to my horror, I found out she had read my diary, so she knew. Within a couple of weeks, she had suggested we take a trip together. A reprieve of sorts to alter my environment in the hope that a change is what would be required. Little did I know that this would be the catalyst to completely change my world.

	“We could visit my brother in Germany,” she suggested, “then go to America and visit Dad’s brothers and all your cousins in Los Angeles.”

	I pondered the idea with a sigh of relief. Yes. I needed to get out of there as I felt the nudge from within to say yes to my heart. “We could also go to Graceland!” I exclaimed with enthusiasm. It was a dream I had always had.

	“Wouldn’t that be nice,” echoed my mother. As a die-hard fan of Elvis, that was the perfect distraction to take my mind off my broken heart, along with my broken pieces.

	I had no idea how my life would take a completely different turn in a short time. It was the start of a new story and a new path to a new life.

	Life from the External Perspective

	Within months, I was married to a stranger I didn’t know and didn’t love. A short romance that bloomed out of nowhere suddenly changed the trajectory of my future, beginning with a new life in a foreign country. 

	Who could have guessed that my grade 10 basic-level German would be a godsend? My new life explored new traditions, intriguing customs, and the new flavors of tantalizing dishes of schnitzels and heavenly black forest cake slices became the new signature taste I would indulge in. 

	My heart opened, allowing the whispers to emerge. Words I’d learned eight years prior started resurfacing from the deep recesses of my memory. I knew what stairs were, a window, an apple, and the affirmative “ja” and “nein.” The strange thing was that I never wanted to take German in high school. French was full, and the language I really wanted to learn, Italian, they didn’t offer, yet somehow, as though destiny had already been carved out for me, I enrolled without knowing why but responding to the unfamiliar nudge within to take them.

	As fate would have it, my German classes paid off. Who would have guessed that eight years later, at age 23, my high school teacher Frau Kratochvil’s lessons would become my new daily routine? She’d be very proud of me, I pondered, as I leaned out over the open, tilted attic window, staring into vast green fields of produce in the tiny village which was now my new home, alone.

	The funny thing was, just three months earlier, I had walked through this new apartment. My uncle had taken my mother and me on the rounds to meet his circle of friends. I excitedly stepped into this construction site, a new home that was being built. As we walked up the winding staircase, peering upward through the gap in the floors of the multi-level terrace home, the grandeur of the Italian marble floor and intricate twisted black wrought iron balustrades offered a solid support for our grip as we tracked up the three floors toward the attic. 

	As I walked in through the door, I was mesmerized. Sloped roofs and attic living were fascinating to me because it was so different from Australian-style homes. The sloped timber-lined ceilings and the thickness of the tilt-and-turn plastic windows reminded me of fancy alpine cabins I dreamed of visiting. Living in an attic-style apartment became a romantic gesture to my imagination. I remember gasping inside, saying to myself, I’d love to live here. Something had triggered an inner knowing that opened as my heart whispered a joyful yes. Be careful what you wish for! 

	Six months later, I was now living in the very attic my heart was so excited about that I’d imagined myself in!

	The New Journey

	Life now had an extraordinary challenge: being plucked out of the familiar and suddenly thrown into the unknown. Two TV stations didn’t start transmission until after midday, and a new husband who worked five days per week and went to soccer training two nights per week, and all-day Sunday soccer games. It was a strange reality that I lived in the attic of my mother-in-law’s house. As an immigrant, I wasn’t allowed to work for four years. Boredom became my companion, not knowing how to navigate an inner world, wanting to be known. I wish I knew then what I know now. The power of nurturing this life force inside of me. The single most powerful thing that could lead me to my greatest joy and happiness was void in my awareness, waiting for me to hear it and respond to it.

	Instead, I saw my new life as a distraction from the heartache of a failed relationship. It was my chance to start over, to see a new country, learn another language, meet new people and visit places I’d dreamed about, like Paris, Austria, and Switzerland. Slowly, I found my way. I found friends, learned the language, and discovered a new life on the other side of depression and on the other side of the world. But I was still disconnected from listening to the whispers of the heart.

	Four years and two sons later, we found ourselves living back in Australia amidst two difficult moves back and forth between the two countries. He didn't like it here, and I didn’t like it there. The whispers of the heart led me to change direction, which I could no longer ignore. It was a struggle for both of us, fraught with emotional challenges and reemerging pain. Ultimately, I had to listen to my heart and what it was telling me. I needed to respond. In the end, my husband didn’t want to live without us.

	Australia was my home. I was glad to be back where the hot summer sun kissed the spacious rolling hills of green and gold. Where the freshness of eucalyptus wafts through the air on my walks. In Germany, I felt alone in a world I struggled to relate to, where space was a commodity that only the farmers could enjoy.

	My whole view of life was permanently poised to respond to an outer world and never stop to do an inventory of the inner world. I kept putting others first, ignoring or suppressing the whispers of my heart. I believed that’s how life worked. You just get on with it.

	After five years of marriage and seven moves, we finally lived in a home we had purchased. Finally, happy and in my space after a tumultuous start to my wedded life. 

	It finally felt like freedom for the first time in many years of continually living with others. I was free to be me. Free to keep suppressing fears, my unworthiness, and my blissful ignorance of not knowing my heart and not allowing myself to respond to its whispers. I had too much to do to hear the whispers. I had little ones, a husband, and a home to take care of. That was all I knew. 

	The Pivot

	Being a stay-at-home mum in the mid-90s with my two young boys in school, I used to have the TV on in the background to keep me company as I cleaned, washed, ironed, and diligently prepared food for my family’s dinner each night. As I did, Oprah would be a daily guest in my home. I enjoyed the daily midday banter as I listened to her in the background. Sometimes, I’d be drawn to stop everything, sit, and poise myself to listen. Her guests sparked something inside of me with their words. They shared concepts I’d never heard of. Concepts that made me question my view of my life and my world. Ideas that activated whispers of the heart, I didn’t realize were within me.

	My mind opened to a new way of thinking, and curiosity kicked in. I looked forward to seeing who she’d have on the show next time. I couldn’t get enough. It was as though my eyes had been opened for the first time, and my heart was activated.

	I began to see the world from dull shades and bland hues to bright Technicolor. I became an observer of a new world and not just a participant. I began to respond to a larger part of me that knew joy, felt an all-encompassing loving awareness that I was something more, something greater, and someone who mattered.

	Signs

	With this newfound awareness, I began to respond to life differently. One day I found myself flicking through a community newspaper. I never read the paper. It just didn’t interest me. But, this one day, I had the compulsion to. I listened to the whispers of the heart, and responded. A tiny square ad in the middle of the page captivated me and grabbed my attention. Actors Wanted it said in bold ink. Before I knew it, I reached for my phone and began dialing the number. Something had overtaken me.

	I wasn’t an actor, I screamed to myself. I didn’t have any experience other than my year six leading role as Nancy in Oliver Twist. I’d make a fool of myself if I applied, I thought. The barrage of thoughts of “not good enough” engulfed me as someone answered. The voice of a softly spoken, mature man with a European accent answered, “Gunnar speaking.”

	What are you doing? A thought yelled at me. Put the phone down, my inner self commanded while the whispers of my heart gently, yet with certainty, led the way and said, Keep going.

	Gunnar asked me a series of questions, then prompted me to reply to him in an American accent, so I did. Singing along with songs by American artists served me well with regurgitating the flavors of the accent along with all the U.S. TV sitcoms I’d thrown myself into, such as Melrose Place. Much to my surprise, he invited me for an audition.

	A quiet certainty and knowing that what was guiding me was something beyond my understanding, yet a calm knowing was the automated response I felt listening to my heart’s pull. Her gentle whispers of a knowing yet not known. The calming yet trusting presence ensued as joy bubbled up inside of me.

	A few days later, I drove myself to the audition in an almost out-of-body experience. I could see the steering wheel and the black tar of the road moving beneath me. Yet, I felt completely out of my depth and unqualified to be putting myself forward for anything. Secretly, I was always envious of those who walked the glamorous red carpet at the Oscars and wished I was one of them.

	It was as though I had no say in the matter. I was being guided there by an invisible force in a certainty I had not felt before. I needed to be there despite my mental objections.

	Meeting Gunnar, the director, for the first time confirmed what I had expected. A gentle yet eccentric man with long, balding grey hair pulled back in a tight, thin ponytail. He kind of reminded me of an older version of Danny DeVito. After a brief warm exchange of pleasantries, he invited me to run through some lines of the script as he handed me a stapled screenplay.

	A few days later, and much to my amazement and disbelief, a phone call congratulated me on getting the part. Wow. Up until this point, other than having my two boys, this felt like my greatest achievement. A validation that I could do something other than be a homemaker and parent. The tide was about to turn. My heart was full, expanded, and alive!

	The play was called Bell’s Theorem. A concept completely foreign to me and way above and beyond any comprehension. It was about quantum physics and entanglement theory. A basic theory that our world is non-local and that things don’t happen coincidentally. A theory that particles can instantly influence the outcome of another, regardless of the distance between them. Ummm, okay, I thought.

	During the many hours and days of rehearsals, Bill, who played my husband in the play, was continuously immersed in the pages of a book. If he wasn’t rehearsing his part in a scene, he was reading. Being scared of forced reading in school, I had zero interest in any books. But one day, I got curious. What is his fascination with this book, I pondered.

	I finally asked, “What are you reading?” Much to my surprise and bafflement, he was quite vague.

	With certainty and conviction, he said, “When it’s your turn, it will cross your path.”

	The musical theme of the X-Files started playing in my mind. He’s weird, I thought. That concept was completely foreign to me.

	Two weeks later, I dropped my son off at his friend’s place. As I was leaving the house, I felt this sudden urge from deep within to mention the title of the book to Sue. “Have you heard of The Celestine Prophecy?” I said.

	“Oh, I have it. Do you want to borrow it?” Sue offered.

	Do-do, do-do. There it was again. I was doing a play on quantum engagement, and Bill, my actor husband, had stated with conviction that when it’s my time, the book will appear. How could I deny that maybe it was my time? “Yes, thank you. That would be great.” Spookily, I accepted graciously.

	I couldn’t help but ponder the coincidence and felt a certain sense of gratitude that I had listened to my intuition. I felt a sense of inspiration and an acknowledgment of the significance of listening to these deep inner whispers and responding to them. They were proving to guide me in a certain path. One that I was now stepping into. As I drove off with a book in my passenger's seat, a gentle knowing felt familiar, and I rested in this loving awareness.

	The Shift

	I couldn’t put the book down! For the first time in 15 years, I felt the thickness of the glossy cover of the book in my left hand as the spine of the book rested in my lap, while resting the back of the book in my right hand. This foreign sensation of actually holding a book amused me as I ravaged the words within each page. Fascination was building with each page turn of what it was triggering inside of me.

	The spiritual awakening journey of the main character had an essence of familiarity with a place I had not yet known. The synchronicity in his life was mirroring my own. As the character stepped into a realization that coincidences have a meaning to those who experience them, things started making sense to me. I could see my experiences, and these realizations became a mystical awareness of something deeper. I could see the correlation to the whispers of the heart. Life started making sense as I began to recognize the depth of awareness and what connection these whispers were leading me to.

	As a result of this new knowledge, my heart began to softly open, weaving silver ethereal threads of wonder and awe, connecting to something bigger, something beautiful, something wonderful in an ever upward expanding motion. This newfound awareness gave path to an expanded mind and my consciousness. I was now aware of what sleepwalking through life meant. That had been me for decades.

	Not being aware of what was inside of me, I had no idea that I could literally choose from the smorgasbord of life’s offerings or opportunities. I always believed I needed to stay small, remain invisible, and stay safe and unseen. Success, fulfillment, and joy were meant for others. Not for me. I had no idea that following my heart would be where the very treasure I sought lay, just waiting for me to claim it.

	I responded, listened, and became curious about life, energy, and consciousness. Everything shifted when I asked my most pressing questions. Who am I? Why am I here? I attended countless teachers, courses, programs, and seminars over the next few decades to seek my truth. Walking the hot coals at a Tony Robbins event highlighted the fears that had been a weight on my soul. My papier-mâchéd hardened heart began to crack. Rays of light were finally allowed to shine from within me illuminating a new way. Every piece of new information that elevated who I was deep down began to tingle in my cells.

	We are born as pure light, pure joy, deeply connected to the truth of who we are. A newborn knows no resentment, no judgment, no doubt—only presence, wonder, and love. But as we move through life, that radiant light dims.

	Each emotional wound, each disappointment, each moment of rejection weighs upon the heart, silencing its whispers. When we feel unworthy, when we believe we don’t belong, when we convince ourselves that we cannot have what we desire, it is as though a delicate layer of papier-mâché is placed over our inner glow. At first, the heart still speaks, softly urging us to remember, to trust, to believe. But with every thought of inadequacy, every fear of failure, and every demand for perfection, another layer is added. The more we listen to the doubts, the more we silence the heart, until its whispers are barely heard and the light within is almost forgotten.

	Yet, the heart never stops whispering. Beneath the layers, beneath the weight of our fears and false beliefs, the light still burns. It waits for the moment we choose to remember, to peel away the barriers, to listen once more.

	Our view of reality is based on a story taught to us in childhood through the conformity of a society that remains in slumber. The way we view life is to survive this big, bad world. These stories then shape our personality with the ego's view and consistent narrative of what is required to “keep you safe and to survive.” It’s what keeps you stuck in the familiar or the known.

	You know this narrative is in play when you don’t take that opportunity. Staying silent because you don’t want to rock the boat. Not wanting to hand in that project because it’s not good enough. Or when you look at your bank account and wonder how you will pay for this month’s expenses because, as in the words of the late motivational speaker Jim Rohn, “There’s too much month at the end of the money.”

	The whispers of the heart are so faint that you’ve lost belief in yourself. You’ve given up on uncovering what you truly want as the doors to the heart close in.

	Eventually, our light gets so obscured that we forget our magic. We have forgotten that we are connected through all time and space and are one with an infinite field of intelligence. We are miracles walking on this plane we call Earth, but are oblivious to who and what we truly are: powerful, creative beings.

	As my mind opened to new information, the whispers of my heart grew. It was as though a seed was planted in the deep recesses of the center of my chest, where something stirred. Something awoke. A glimmer of something beyond this world. Beyond the reality of observation. It becomes instead a reality of expansion and a reality of creative possibility.

	The Response

	The illusion of reality informs you of your brokenness through comparison, doubt, fear, and the feelings of not being good enough, capable, and unworthy.

	As part of my initiation for the journey to the whispers of the heart, A Course in Miracles was another one of those synchronicities that fell into my lap. It is a channeled text enabling you to relinquish a thought system based on fear, and instead, accept a thought system based on love. There cannot be both light and dark simultaneously. We choose what we wish to see and experience. Either the light or the darkness. The Course teaches us to “choose again” through the filter of the perception of love instead of fear.

	When I changed the way I looked at things, the things I looked at changed, as the great late Wayne Dyer used to say in his lectures.

	As I switched my perception, became open to the synchronicities, and responded to what they were showing me, each one whispered something to my heart as it forged an opening of a new reality. I went from being depressed with a deep sense of unworthiness and the belief that the world was happening to me, to knowing that I am the creator of my reality and that it all happens through me.

	Neville Goddard’s The Power of Awareness states that consciousness is the one and only reality, and that your whole life experience is a reflection of what and who you are conscious of being. When I responded to the whispers of the heart, I learned who I truly was, and life became a reflection of this newfound centeredness and awareness. I now focus on my inner world because its contents are reflected in my outer world experiences. Modern quantum physics proves our connection across all time and space. I responded to the call, and my life changed.

	The Knowing

	Joy is now my predominant state of being because I have learned to listen to the whispers of my heart. I understand life, who we are, and why we are here. We are here to follow what calls to us, to pursue what ignites our souls, and to live in harmony with that truth.

	By honoring the quiet urgings of my heart, I have created a life that reflects its deepest desires. Living in the beautiful designer home I once dreamed of, building successful businesses, and guiding other women to step into lives of passion and purpose—these are manifestations of a heart that was never silenced. The journey of life is not about mere achievement but about the unfolding magic that happens when we trust in the whispers that lead us.

	I now move through life with intention, creating beauty and abundance through consciousness and awareness. I understand I am in the world but not bound by it, that my reality is shaped by my inner truth, and that is where my focus lies.

	I listened, I responded, and in doing so, I found myself. The whispers of my heart led me to something greater, and in answering that call, something greater unfolded and found me.

	



	
“When your heart whispers, listen. It’s telling you something important.”

	— Unknown



	

My Heart Never Screamed, It Whispered in Silence
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	By Andromeda

	“And in the end, it was not the mind that saved me.”

	Andromeda

	Where do I come from?

	W


	here I grew up, or thought I did, the heart was considered useless. The heart makes you weak and vulnerable, and if you want to make your way in life, you must study and use your mind. Trust no one; they will betray you. People are cruel. I heard that often. I trusted my mother. I listened to her. And in a way, she was right. Many people have tried to hurt me over the years, even when we were just children. Why are people like that? Don’t they have a heart? Maybe they started closing it already … at school.

	“We were monkeys, and then we became humans,” our history teacher cheerfully told us. “But we don't know what triggered the mutation.” I was bored, unenthused by a story that seemed only half true. As I walked toward the catechism class, I wondered, What is the truth about our creation? They can't even agree on what to tell us, I thought, frustrated. I wonder if we are alone in the universe. Does God really exist? Observing the adults, I realized that none of them knew, and perhaps they weren't even interested in finding out. But why was I so obsessed with that question?

	My mind chose science as the true answer, but my heart disagreed. It felt there was more; it leaned toward religion, even if it made no logical sense. And maybe that’s where it all began; right there, among the school desks, this split between my heart and brain. And I knew I would have to choose between the two. I knew my mother would have preferred science. Religion meant nothing to her.

	But we had to attend those classes like good little children, and I ended up attending catechism lessons with a very religious, very strict elderly teacher, capable of denying the obvious with her shrill voice. I knew it would be pointless to contradict her, until one day, I couldn't help but make a remark about the creation of man. When I realized I had opened my mouth, it was too late, and I knew I had gotten myself into trouble. The teacher turned to me to respond, but her face was suddenly different, her voice no longer shrill but calm and deep. It was as if someone else had borrowed that body for a few seconds. Looking me straight in the eyes, she said, “Luana, one day you will know the truth.” I was frozen, not by the words, but because I felt that whatever had spoken to me at that moment knew me very well, and had always known me. After those words, she simply returned to giving us the lesson with her usual shrill voice.

	The years went on. I was one of the best in my class, the pride of my mother. My father had left home when I was three years old, leaving me and my brother with my mom, who suffered from mental issues. She didn’t want to harm us; it happened because she was suffering inside, wanting us all to appear perfect. And I tried to please her. I often cried secretly at night, wanting to believe there was a God. I prayed every night in my bed, careful not to let my mother discover me, to avoid being mocked and insulted.

	I quickly learned that there was no room for emotion. Feelings made me weak and vulnerable. The heart had to be shut away. I believed I had a much more powerful tool that could help me survive: the mind. That was how my childhood ended, and the mind took the helm of my life. And this disconnection would accompany me for many more years. However, even the mind doubted itself when it could not find answers to the strange things it saw happening.

	Who am I?

	As a child, I was fascinated by the supernatural, things others considered strange or taboo. But to my mother, anything supernatural was nonsense believed only by those who didn’t know how to use their brains. Fools. My most trusted person, my mother, quickly squashed that desire to explore other realities. And little by little, that curiosity faded … along with the desires of the heart.

	Yet something inexplicable happened. Sometimes, during exams, I looked at the hardest questions with no idea what to answer, and in the shock of discovering that I didn't know, I fell into a slight state of trance. It was precisely in this trance state, rereading the questions, that I realized I knew all the answers perfectly, and so I wrote fluently, as if guided by something else, something enlightening and inspiring. When it happened, I said I had a “stroke of genius.” Unfortunately, when I tried to explain the impossible to my professors, they accused me of cheating.

	Then came university. The beginning was exciting, adulthood, freedom, and boys. Everything was a discovery. By the last year, I had already felt emptiness inside me. I tried to quench it with too many parties and too much alcohol. Where does this emptiness come from? It doesn't matter … it will get better when I start my distinguished career abroad, I told myself. But it wasn’t so, or at least not for long.

	I left my city, learned German, and got my first well-paid job in sales for a multinational medical company. I had new friends, money, and a plethora of company benefits. I had just entered a “golden cage,” and clearly, I didn’t see it, or rather, I didn’t want to see it. On the surface, a fantastic life: a young, intelligent woman who deals with surgeons and attends congresses. But deep down, I heard a voice telling me I was in the wrong place, doing the wrong thing. How can you still be unsatisfied, mind? You helped me achieve all this, what more do you want from me?

	Inside me, I suspected that this was not the voice of the mind, but something else, something deeper within me, perhaps something I had ignored, and now it was trying to resurface, to make itself heard. But unfortunately, I ignored it, and once again I tried to attend as many parties as possible and drown it in alcohol, just like at university. “Maybe it will get better when I find a boyfriend,” or “when I make a career,” I would say. But I knew it wasn't true; I wasn’t even interested in my boss’s position.

	Eventually, I even changed companies, believing that working in neurosurgery, which I considered the most interesting, would finally fill my inner void. But that didn’t work either. And so the stress and pressure grew, and I tried in every way to ignore that soft voice inside me that increasingly insistently told me, That’s not you! What?!? Whose stupid voice is this? Why won't it be quiet?

	I was too young to afford a burnout. How could I work another 40 years? But things kept spiraling. I began having panic attacks over the smallest things. I felt like I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t want to see a doctor. “I’m too young to be sick,” I repeated to myself. I would wake up in the morning to go to work, and from the panic, I wouldn’t even remember my name. They were only brief moments of panic, but they were worrying. At night, the nightmares came. I kept silent, not to worry anyone, but deep down, I knew something inside me was dying. What would become of me? Would I ever find the path to happiness?

	But for this, it would still take some time.

	It was January 2021 when I spoke to an Austrian colleague. He recommended meditation. I was skeptical, yet strangely compelled. I found myself on a two-week vacation, locked inside my house alone due to the COVID lockdown, and I tried. So, entering my Facebook page, I saw the announcement of a Stargate meditation, which would begin in a few minutes. The name inspired me, and I signed up on impulse, without learning anything about it. It was early afternoon. I was sitting on the sofa, and I think only a few minutes had passed since the beginning of the meditation when, suddenly, I fainted. I was out for about three hours. When I woke, I felt disoriented, like a stranger in my own body. But I brushed it off and went on with my day. Little did I know that night would forever alter my life.

	It was very late. I was having a dream that didn’t seem like a dream, but a memory. I was walking in the desert with other people. We looked at the stars in the sky to orient ourselves, I believe. Then something woke me up, my mind was active, but my body was still asleep. I felt something electric passing over my entire body, a body that had moved on its own, inexplicably. I felt presences in the room. However, I couldn’t see them. I wasn’t afraid. I felt they were not hostile, but familiar. A difficult sensation to explain. I remember I couldn’t wake the body to get up, but I couldn’t fall back asleep either. I was in a liminal state, something that had never happened before. I felt those presences making electricity pass over my body. It was all so surreal.

	I didn’t yet understand what was happening to my body, but one thing I remember very clearly. You know that feeling after doing physical exercise, when you stretch and feel your muscles pulling and lengthening? It's a bit painful, yet necessary. Well, that's exactly what I felt happening to my heart. I could physically feel it stretching inside my chest, as if someone were pulling it. It was painful and shocking. I kept hearing them say they had to “reopen the heart's energy field.”

	Only years later did I understand they were talking about the heart chakra, when I started working as a Kundalini Activation facilitator and heard, for the first time, someone else say to me: “I feel my heart being pulled … it hurts.” That was the moment I realized that reopening the heart, once it has been closed, can be painful not just emotionally, but physically too.

	Despite everything, I wasn’t scared or anxious. Rather, in just one night, the problems I had with breathing and memory loss had completely vanished. I remember, several times a day, feeling my brain heating up and starting to make strange and new connections it had never made before. I remember I was on Google, wanting to find some information about what was happening, but I didn’t even know where to start. I typed a word in the search string, and, observing the words in the search results, I noticed that some began to flash and come out of the screen (like in a 3D cinema). I realized the words were not random but formed a sentence. They were clues that wanted to be followed. That’s how I first heard the term “Third Eye and Kundalini” in my life. One day, I suddenly fell into a state of trance (as had happened at school) and began to write a letter that spoke of parallel dimensions and realities. I signed it ARIA, a name that meant nothing to me.

	Anyway, I was still on vacation when a colleague called me, asking if I had a specific device at home because a client insisted on receiving it within a few hours. I was irritated. The carrier would deliver it by evening, as usual, so I didn't understand why they insisted I deliver it. There was no good reason, but my bizarre home situation prevented me from arguing. I left by car, opening the navigator to check the traffic. I was almost at the destination and overthinking everything that was happening to me. I blindly followed the navigator, and it was only at a certain point that I realized I was on a road I had never been on before.

	The navigator had changed route, and I found myself stopped at a traffic light, waiting. It was at that moment that I turned to the sky and said, “Please, tell me who is visiting me at night.” I heard no response at that moment, but a distant restaurant sign immediately caught my attention; it simply read: Andromeda. I immediately felt my blood freeze in my veins. I didn’t even remember what Andromeda was, but I knew it was the answer to my question. You're going crazy, said the mind immediately. No, it's not true, you're remembering who you are, whispered another voice. That voice again, only this time, that whisper resonated like a scream, and ignoring it became impossible. I did my research, and that one word changed my beliefs forever.

	I remember advice I received from them, but did not follow: Stay calm and say nothing to family and friends.

	Indeed, I had no friends or family members who could understand what was happening, but I had to tell someone. A friend I'd known for years, and with whom I had studied, invited me to dinner, and I told her everything. I could no longer hold back. In response, she advised me to visit a psychiatrist. She was worried about my mental health and believed I was going crazy because of the lockdown. I remember that after dinner, she accompanied me to my car smoking a cigarette, and as soon as I got in, she ran away, shouting that an ice storm was starting, leaving me completely bewildered. I saw nothing anywhere. She then called me from inside her house, claiming that the storm had ended as soon as she returned home. I joked maybe she was the one who was going crazy and needed a psychiatrist or that she was a witch and they were driving her away from me. I laughed nervously. After all, it was strange, but I ignored it.

	Two days later, nothing in my situation had changed, but I tried to ignore it, until I received a WhatsApp message from the same friend.

	She wrote: Hi, I’ve been trying to reach you for two days, but your phone is always off. Are you okay? Can I call you tomorrow?

	Yes, strange, maybe I was in the garage, I replied. But to myself, I said, Really strange, there are no missed calls.

	The next day, I received another message: Luana, your mobile is off again today; are you okay? I felt a strong shiver inside, and the ice storm came back to mind. I said to myself, What if they had blocked the number to prevent her from convincing me to see a psychiatrist? I immediately checked, and yes, someone had blocked the number. My blood froze in my veins. Could I have accidentally blocked it myself? I tried in every way, but accidentally blocking a number was impossible, it had to be done on purpose. I was completely shocked. Did I perhaps have a split personality? Was I going crazy and doing things without remembering?

	It was then that I had to make an urgent decision. I said to myself:

	Luana, if something like this happens even just one more time, go to the hospital immediately. If, instead, it doesn't happen anymore, then it wasn't you.

	My mind raced through dozens of worst-case scenarios. But then, something unexpected: a deep, unfamiliar calm rose from within, one I had never experienced before. My heart was not worried at all. My heart knew that from that day forward, I would seriously listen to it. There was no way for the mind to explain what was happening to me, as it was beyond any scientific logic. The mind alone was failing, and thus, it had to make room for someone else who would understand. The reconnection between mind and heart did not happen in a day; it was a long process, but it began there, the day the mind lost its monopoly, its title as undisputed queen.

	Fortunately, I never had to rush to the hospital. But many months of discovering new information, surreal events, and sometimes difficult integrations followed. In the end, I would also find people who would listen to and understand me. Some still accompany me today. They are my new traveling companions, and I feel that our connection goes beyond this earthly life.

	Magic and adventure define my life today, and while I still face occasional cries of despair, the positive impact of my past experiences and discoveries has been immense, especially on my mental health. Despite initially fearing that all of this would make me completely lose my mind, in reality, it was healing me deeply, and the vast emptiness I once carried began to dissolve, replaced slowly by a sense of meaning. I previously felt inside was filling up day by day. The more time passed, the more I came to know myself, the real me, to accept her and to love her. Questions I had since childhood found more satisfactory answers. The old prophecy made to me in catechism class, "Luana, one day you will know the truth," was slowly coming true. Yes, but why had the heart wanted to lead me there? What purpose did it have?

	Why am I here?

	“The heart generates an electromagnetic field that is the most powerful produced by the human body. This field’s measurable range extends several feet from the body, and researchers believe it influences those nearby. The heart has its own nervous system, made up of around 40,000 neurons, giving it autonomy and the ability to process information independently from the brain.” I listened, fascinated, to the words of the researcher speaking about heart coherence studies at the HeartMath Institute, and I wondered: Now that my heart has reopened, even physically, will it guide me on the right path, lead me to the right people, and bring me the right experiences? Yes, in the end, it did. And it wasn’t even afraid to race a little too fast!

	Eventually, the day arrived when I received an invitation to participate in a new retreat with an ayahuasca ceremony, organized by a friend. I had already heard of this plant, and I was curious; it seemed the perfect opportunity to explore and heal old traumas and maybe even talk with my higher self. Who knows? I left for the retreat. Deep down, I was afraid to relive the traumas of the past, but I felt I had to do it, and I did. Certainly, everything happened except what I had planned. I saw nothing of my past, nor even of past lives on this planet. Perhaps I was not ready, or perhaps that was not the most important thing I needed to see at that moment in time.

	Instead, it was the first time I clearly saw inside other planes of existence (or dimensions). I had interactions with beings they call spirits of nature, light beings, and it was shocking because I had believed they were just legends. Then came contact with beings that live outside this planet: humanoids with elongated heads and felines. The experience was truly incredible, and probably few people could endure it and then integrate it into daily life. And yet, I had no trouble integrating those experiences. I remembered how, even as a very young child, mystery, spirits, and all things beyond the veil fascinated me, but I was forbidden from exploring those worlds. Now I remembered … that childhood curiosity wasn’t a curiosity of the mind. It was a curiosity of the heart. But why did the heart want me to explore those parallel worlds at all costs? What did they have to do with my earthly life? Did it have something to do with what I would do in the future?

	I particularly remember this being with a feline head, which I recognized as a father figure, a benevolent and paternal consciousness, taking possession of my body and using my voice to open an interdimensional portal right before my eyes. (At the time, I still knew nothing about sound technology.) I recall the room’s heavy energy rushing into my body and then, using only my voice, I propelled it through the interdimensional portal. It seemed impossible; I could barely finish a simple 'Om' in yoga class, yet this sound roared from me, uninterrupted, for minutes. A much greater energy than my own was guiding my body; I could only perceive this force, unable to control it.

	Imagine driving your car and suddenly, without knowing how it happened, you find yourself in the passenger seat, and the only thing you can do is observe what’s happening outside. An incredibly surreal experience. All the participants of the ceremony had stopped to observe me; they couldn’t believe their eyes. Suddenly, I entered an even deeper trance state, and that being also spoke using my body. I have difficulty remembering what he said; it was as if I were sleeping. I felt very distant. At the end of the ceremony, it was the shaman herself who told me that in 30 years of experience, she had never seen anything like that before. I experienced, for the first time, a true state of deep “trance-channeling.” My mind, expecting only past images, was completely shocked. Yet my heart smiled inside, saying, I am The Lion. Can you see now?

	Some people came to thank me at the end of the ceremony, claiming that I had helped them get rid of some demons (or heavy energies) that were around them during the session. Everyone claimed I had split into multiple “beings,” which then went around the room doing a “cleaning” job. It’s difficult to understand what happened. However, that fatherly lion-headed being reminded me that in ancient times I had served, and if I wanted to confirm that decision again, I would have to let go of the old me and go through some initiations. To put it briefly, it wouldn’t be easy. The mind was terrified, but the heart shouted yes, shocking even me.

	Ironically, the thing that terrified my mind the most was not having to throw myself into the darkness of the unknown, but the fear of my mother’s reaction. I knew that one day I would have to gather the courage to finally become myself, and that I would therefore have to let go of her expectations. It’s easy to let go of your mother, some might think, but I owe her the biggest karmic debt. My mother, who has always been in the dark about everything, still does not believe in the world I believe in. She doesn't believe in following the heart, and she will never accept or support me for who I really am. She would never have let me take the path of the heart.

	Her daughter owes her her very existence, must be grateful, help, and maintain her business, far away from other realities meant only for the gullible. "Use your brain" was her favorite phrase. This was my trap, my greatest fear: no longer being able to provide for her peace and happiness, even if it meant giving up my happiness and my heart once again.

	Two years after that experience with the car navigator, I had opened my first website, where I wanted to offer hypnotherapy, a practice I had studied in my free time, and I called it Andromeda Co-Creations. But unfortunately, my mother found out and hurt me so deeply with her words that she convinced me to immediately shut the site down. It was December 23rd, and I was supposed to go to her house for Christmas. Inside, I felt very sad and upset.

	Then something happened. The same hospital as two years before called me, claiming to have received a postal package without the device (the same as two years earlier), and they wanted me to bring it to them by evening. I didn’t notice the coincidence. It seemed like an absurd story, but I found the package and brought it to them. I didn’t want any arguments; I had already had enough with my mother. As I was driving, lost in thought, I didn’t realize that the navigator had taken me on the same road as before. I found myself in front of the same traffic light, wondering where I had ended up.

	It was a real surprise, and a sense of hope returned to shine within me. I had received the message, and I swore that when I returned, I would reopen the website, simply changing the domain and being careful not to be discovered again, at least not until my heart was strong enough to face her.

	An initiatic and contemplative journey began for me. I realized my soul had selected a body suited to its earthly mission; nothing was accidental. Understanding the energies and codes of its creation would reveal my higher self’s divine map. I simply had to understand my energy—draw closer to it—and I would unlock the blueprint of my existence.

	On this long journey, little by little, all the pieces of the puzzle came together, showing me the grand design. The mind created the connections, and the heart understood them. I discovered that the soul’s purpose is locked within the subconscious field, and I saw how it influenced my decisions and the events in my life. Everything connected, and it all finally made sense.

	My mind began to relax and accept the truth, using its power to serve the heart, not to dominate the world. I had several transcendental moments with open eyes, moments in which I could perceive the power of my higher self even within my entrails, and I finally saw where my heart had been trying to lead me for years. I saw the hidden desire of my higher self to transform and transcend realities, and I no longer judged it with my mind as not being good enough.

	I am the one who can open the portals of realities. That is why I am here. The new time has just arrived.

	These were the last words that emerged from deep within. It was my birthday, March 7th, 2025, and I was walking alone in the gardens of the Arthur Findlay College. It is said that the author of Harry Potter passed through that ancient and mysterious castle before writing. It is a place that whispers the wisdom of the heart for those willing to listen.

	Will we listen?

	



	
“Listen to your heart. It knows all things.”

	— Paulo Coelho



	

Bel Cuore
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	By Sharmeen M. Baria

	I


	t was a sunny Sunday afternoon in Houston. Not the kind of day that I would expect to learn a profound truth. I was enjoying my cup of tea and looking out the window to delight in the hustle and bustle of life-birds chirping, kids skating past my driveway on their skateboards, and kittens bouncing back and forth with boundless energy. I was at peace, immersed in the simple pleasures of life, when seemingly out of nowhere I had an epiphany!

	Time was moving slowly, and then I was drifting off into a strange liminal state. I felt a floating sensation that I enjoyed instantaneously. For once, I could just be with myself. I had nothing to do and nowhere to be except to bask in the present moment. Slowly, the lull washed over me and gradually intensified; and then, out of the clear blue sky, I was jolted out of it by what sounded like a loud knock on the door.

	“Who’s there?” I asked.

	“Bel Cuore,” was the response.

	“How may I help you?” I inquired.

	Bel Cuore replied, “I have a message I’d like to share with you; a message from your soul.”

	Perplexed, I asked, “A message from my soul?”

	“Yes,” said Bel Cuore, “but before I share this message, you must promise me that you will create a sacred space around you so that I may meet you there in silence. Silence is the key and the way.”

	Before I could say or do anything, I felt like I was in a trance. Nothing I wanted to say or do would matter, as Bel Cuore had her own agenda. As I drifted off further into this liminal state, I could feel Bel Cuore’s presence closer to me. Her voice was soft as she whispered the message from my soul, which landed strongly inside my body. It was almost like Bel Cuore was a conduit sharing these important transmissions from my soul. I could sense this in my heart without needing to know it intellectually. I understood then that the language of the soul is through our heart. Not just any heart, but a heart that is open, kind, and quick to forgive faults while embracing beauty and joy. A heart that, despite all the pain, betrayal, and suffering, learns not to hold a grudge but learns from these experiences. A heart that sees beauty amidst the chaos. A heart that knows oneness instead of separation.

	To understand the whispers of the heart, Bel Cuore proceeded to share with me that our soul desires us to make friends with stillness, trust, authenticity, and faith.

	While in the liminal state, I could see flashes of my life. I remembered how and why stillness, trust, authenticity, and faith continued to shape my life to that day, and still do!

	I remembered that it was in stillness I could hear my deepest truth and see my greatest potential. Stillness is key in accessing our intuition. Our inner knowing just knows; it knows what it knows without having to question the validity of its knowing. Stillness also allows us to tap into universal intelligence all around us to guide us through life. I have learned the hard way that when my intuition speaks to me, I must listen to it. Otherwise, the consequences can become very costly.

	As a little girl growing up in Pakistan, I remember having internal guidance like a compass that would always lead me to the right path when I was in doubt. I was always encouraged by my grandmother and father to keep trusting my gut instincts (aka, my intuition), as I would come to know more about it in my adult life.

	I understand now that our soul speaks to us through whispers of the heart that require us to be still so we can feel and sense the truth waiting to show up if we are brave enough to listen to it. Sometimes, as adults, we think we know it all and choose to ignore these whispers of the heart. We think they’re a distraction or a nuisance. This attitude cost me dearly when I ignored my heart’s whispers to think twice before committing to the man who professed to love me.

	I remember vividly the day my ex-husband proposed to me. The only word that came out of my mouth was “maybe.” I was quite puzzled when I muttered that word without much thought. Looking back now, I know it was a sign or a warning to pause and take a deeper look within myself with stillness. In my know-it-all attitude back then, I became blinded to the warning signs and the red flags that were clearly in sight.

	I used to feel unsettled out of nowhere when I was around my husband, even prior to our marriage. I kept pushing these feelings away, thinking it was just my nerves. These same whispers of my heart became louder and louder as the wedding date approached quickly. I continued to blame my nerves whenever I felt anxious. Instead of listening to my intuition and finding silence to dissect my feelings a bit more, I became distracted amid the noise of the world. Soon, I realized what a big mistake I had made. I found myself thrown into an abusive relationship that took almost ten years of my life and changed me forever.

	I remember sitting at the dining table in the middle of the night, questioning my worth amidst my intense daily heartache and grief. I often questioned what I had done wrong to deserve the physical, psychological, and emotional abuse at the hands of my husband. The more I questioned, the angrier I became. I wanted to blame everyone around me for landing me in this predicament. It was not until I couldn’t stop sobbing and pouring my heart out on the pages of my journal that I saw the light. In that moment, I noticed my body becoming exhausted and my mind beginning to slow down.

	I moved to another room where I could find some privacy, as I did not want my children or my husband to find me in this weakened state. I erroneously felt I had to always be strong, so I kept up this façade, that all was well with my marriage and my family life to avoid feelings of shame and judgment by others.

	I found myself gasping for more air as my chest felt pressured due to my incessant sobbing, but soon thereafter, a sense of calm washed over me. I felt my guardian angel profoundly. It was at this exact moment that, for the first time, I decided to not push this stillness away. I embraced the stillness over distraction. As I closed my eyes, I sensed Bel Cuore wanting to transmit her message through my heart’s gentle whispers, tugging away at my soul.

	Through these whispers, Bel Cuore spoke, “Don’t be afraid, my dear one. You have nothing to be afraid of. All that you are seeking is also seeking you. Learn to make peace with stillness. Only in stillness can you silence your mind, revealing your answers one by one. This allows you to trust in your own wisdom. When the answers bubble up, pay close attention, for therein lies your freedom.”

	For the first time in a very long time, I gave thanks to stillness. I sat in silence and realized how my heart was always trying to move me towards freedom through its gentle whispers. In my naivetés, I did not want to slow down and pay attention. I remembered all those times when my heart had warned me to slow down, take a pause, and re-evaluate my relationship with my now ex-husband. I recounted all the times I chose not to heed the warnings of my heart when, in hindsight, all the red flags of being engulfed in a toxic relationship were in plain sight.

	This time, I chose stillness over chaos. When I silenced my mind, the answer that bubbled up inside of me was to be bold enough, and walk away from my toxic marriage for the sake of my children and my freedom. This freedom awaited me on the other side after making a courageous decision to end my marriage and divorce the man who had caused so much pain in our lives.

	Through embracing stillness in the days ahead, I began to once again trust myself. I remembered Bel Cuore’s advice, that to hear your heart’s message, the soul desires that you also befriend trust, authenticity and faith in addition to stillness. As I listened to the whispers of my heart, my trust in myself strengthened. The more I sat in stillness, the more I felt a deep connection to my sacred heart. My heart always knew beauty, even when I was surrounded by pain and chaos. Each day, as I took steps to make time for myself in silence, I saw trust taking root inside of me.

	I noticed a big shift happening within me as stillness and trust grew their deep roots inside me. I could see myself rebuilding my life from scratch on my own terms and becoming a free woman once more. My self-love and self-esteem increased, and I learned to trust myself to navigate the crossroads of my life. This feeling liberated me, because trusting my heart gave me a gift that would always be mine. No one and nothing could take it away.

	The wisdom that my heart showed me on that fateful night was to trust wholeheartedly in my innate knowing. These are my gut instincts, my intuition, my inner knowing that always surpasses the reasoning of the human mind. It is this unseen force emanating from our hearts that allows us to tap into a higher intelligence beyond that of our minds. This intelligence is universal in nature, and we are all part of it.

	The gift of trust has allowed me to move beyond my identity. This has allowed me to embrace the other necessary qualities that our soul desires, which is authenticity. Bel Cuore reminded me that authenticity can only come from being vulnerable. She stated, “Vulnerability is your superpower; without it, nothing matters as you will build and live your life on shaky grounds. Vulnerability is the key.”

	I questioned Bel Cuore, “What do you mean by vulnerability is the key?”

	“What I am trying to convey to you is that in everyone’s life, there comes a time to face the truth, because without it, life can become unbearable. It is almost like a bud that no longer feels content by remaining just a bud. It needs to crack open to blossom. In the same way, you need to be cracked open so the light can enter your moments of darkness.”

	I knew Bel Cuore was right. I recalled when the light came in to show me the way out of my darkness. I was still in my room feeling a boost of confidence coursing through my veins, as I deeply inhaled and felt trust guiding me to become authentic with myself. I knew deep down that without acknowledging the truth of how miserable I was, stuck in my toxic marriage, I would not find my freedom. I had to come to terms with the abuse by becoming vulnerable. Being vulnerable meant I had to realize I could not face the insurmountable problem on my own. I had to swallow my pride and ask for support if I wanted to live an authentic life.

	Leading an authentic, heart-centered life is difficult. Being authentic is to really see yourself deeply, beyond the surface level of your identity. In my experience, it is always our identity that keeps us stuck in patterns that no longer serve us. Being stuck in our identity doesn’t allow us to break free from the invisible chains, keeping us imprisoned in our body, mind, and spirit.

	It was only when I dared to face my limitations—feeling unworthy, inadequate, and afraid to break free from my failing marriage or ask for the right support—that I could realize how stuck I had been all these years. It was ultimately in facing and accepting this very vulnerable and fragile part of my personality, which gave me the strength to finally break free from these soul-crushing patterns. I am eternally grateful for the gift of the unexpected divine intervention that gently nudged me during the most tumultuous time in my life to become vulnerable and to ferociously choose authenticity over lies.

	Bel Cuore’s message of being authentic surely left a huge imprint upon my heart. From that moment, I knew at a soul level that if I was to lead my kids by example, I needed to embrace authenticity by being vulnerable wholeheartedly.

	As my mind and body continued to feel even more relaxed in this state of lull on this peaceful Sunday afternoon, I felt more and more at ease. It was almost like a veil had been lifted, allowing me glimpses of greater clarity and discernment for my life from the gifts of stillness, trust, and authenticity. The last gift remaining to be explored was faith, which Bel Cuore had mentioned so eloquently.

	“What is faith, and why is it the glue that holds the fabric of our very existence?” I questioned Bel Cuore.

	This time, her response was telepathic as it energetically reverberated through my body. “Faith, my dear child, is what will always guide you when things have become dark in your life. Faith is like the lighthouse that keeps encouraging you to keep taking just one more step towards the unknown even when the path is not fully illuminated.”

	Bel Cuore’s wisdom pierced straight into my heart. It was as if my heart understood intrinsically what my mind could not fathom. In that moment, I saw parts of my life flash before my eyes when I most needed faith. I remembered how having the ability to have faith allowed me to keep moving forward one step at a time during the darkest moments of my life, even when there was no guarantee that I would encounter light at the end of my journey.

	Bel Cuore showed me that my fierce tenacity, resilience, and unwillingness to back down from some of the most difficult moments came from befriending faith. It was ultimately my heart’s faith that allowed me to muster up enough courage to divorce my husband, even when I was scared of the unknown. Faith allowed me to take a giant leap in the face of fear and uncertainty. I remembered how afraid my mind was and how it had kept me stuck for years in a loveless and abusive marriage, simply because I was unwilling to let go of what was familiar in order to grasp what was possible.

	Bel Cuore reminded me that sometimes logic needs to escape us as we boldly forge ahead, embracing the whispers of the heart that come out of stillness, trust, authenticity, and most importantly, faith. With this beautiful revelation, I felt a deep sense of gratitude. I understood that once we take a leap of faith, the universe comes through for us and brings forth many unexpected blessings. Our resolve strengthens even more when we have faith to navigate the vicissitudes of life by means of deep inner knowing. There will always be light waiting for us at the other end, even when we had anticipated darkness.

	As time goes by, I will always continue to cherish the lessons Bel Cuore shared with me in such a beautiful and transformative way. Bel Cuore lovingly showed me that in stillness, there is always clarity; in trust there is a deep understanding and heart to heart connections; in authenticity lives vulnerability, so we can accept our shadow and our light; and finally, in faith lies our ability to navigate our lives from the power within us. The power of intuition allows us to see beyond the obvious and pushes us towards our soul’s calling. We can then choose to play our part in the evolution of humanity, raising the vibration and the frequency of our planet towards light over darkness. As more souls awaken to embrace their heart and unique divinity, there will be greater peace on our planet.

	I hope that as each lightworker continues to embrace their divinity with their embodied wisdom, they will inadvertently ignite a spark in others who are also seeking truth and light. In this way, humanity can begin to evolve and transform collectively from homo-sapiens into homo-luminous as they move away from darkness and towards light.

	Shortly after this revelation, just as I was about to awaken from my peaceful slumber on this soul-stirring Sunday afternoon, Bel Cuore’s identity was eventually revealed as she channeled her wisdom as a poem for all of us who dare to listen to the whispers of our heart.

	BEL CUORE

	I am your guide, your teacher

	I love to reside within your soul

	I love nothing more than to serve you

	I don’t push, but gently wait for you

	For when you become still

	I am given permission to speak,

	I do not speak loudly

	I speak my truths in whispers

	If you are wise, you’ll invite me to speak in silence

	I promise to reveal nothing but the truth, Your Truth

	I AM Bel Cuore

	A beautiful heart

	Dedication

	I dedicate this chapter to:

	My daughter Katie. I admire your tenacity, loyalty, love, and wisdom.

	My son Zubin. I admire your strength, generosity, light-heartedness, and humor.

	My parents Sanober and Minoo. I am eternally grateful for your unconditional love, guidance, and allowing me to fully express myself. I am so proud to be your daughter.

	My sister Natasha. I am grateful to you for not allowing me to back down from the truth, and for bringing clarity into my life.

	My niece and nephew Natalya and Nerius. You both have a soft spot in my heart.

	In how many ways can I tell you all how much I love you all; only one—Infinitely!

	My sincere prayer for the reader is that as each one of us dares to listen to the whispers of our hearts, we will be divinely guided to embrace our divine essence that we all have access to. All we need is to pay attention to our relationship with stillness, trust, authenticity, and faith so that each one of us can unapologetically say, “I am free to be … Me!” Take Bel Cuore’s message to heart as it will set us free to live a life full of meaning and freedom. 



	
“Listen to your dreams. They are the whispers of your heart telling you all you’ll ever need to be happy.”

	— Belva Davis



	

Echoes of Hope
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	By Ada Tabensky

	2006

	R


	unning blindly, heart pounding, legs propelling me forward. My husband Glenn, a startled look on his face, jumps up and grabs me as I run past him. He pulls me in close and wraps his arms around me, holding me tight. He’s saying something, but I can’t hear him. Why can’t I hear him? Some noise. There’s a horrible noise that’s drowning him out. What The Hell Is That Noise?

	A whisper that seems to come from within: “It’s you dear, you’re keening.”

	Keening. My brain frantically searches for the meaning … an image surfaces of old ladies squatting by the side of a road, wailing. Someone had died. Someone had died?

	No. No! Everything came rushing back.

	It was an unusually warm September day, and I was glad the workday was over so I could enjoy some of the beautiful weather. As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed my daughter, Angey, had put a couple of chairs and a small table out in the sun. She looked happy and excited.

	“Hey, Mom, I’m glad you’re home. Do you want to get a drink and come out here and chat? It’s so nice out, and I have some news to share.”

	I quickly dropped my bag in the house, grabbed a cold drink, and headed back outside. I had barely settled into my chair when Angey’s phone rang. She glanced at the number and frowned.

	“It’s a Grande Prairie number,” she murmured. “I don’t recognize it.”

	Grande Prairie. Our hometown. Where most of our family and friends lived. Where my elderly mother still lived. If anything happened to Mom, they would call me, wouldn’t they?

	Angey went into her room to take the call, and after waiting for a few minutes, I went in too. Noticing her bedroom door was open, I headed down the hall to her room, wondering how long she’d be.

	She was sitting on the edge of her bed, phone to her ear. As I approached, she looked up at me, a stricken look on her ashen face. Instantly, my heart raced.

	“Who is it? What’s wrong?”

	“It’s Lester,” she said—my sister’s roommate and former partner. “It’s Auntie Lee.”

	My sister. My mouth went dry. “What? What’s wrong?”

	“She’s dead.”

	“What?” No, she couldn’t be dead. She couldn’t be. We just talked a few days ago. And there were so many things we planned to do together someday when we had time. We’re going to be crazy old ladies together, like our mom and aunts. We’ve talked about it for years. It can’t be true. It can’t.

	“What happened?”

	A shaky breath. “Suicide. She hung herself.”

	I must have gone into shock. It was like my brain stopped working. Pressure was building inside, and it just burst out of me as a wail of pure anguish. I turned and started running blindly, hot tears streaming down my face, just needing to escape, desperate for it not to be true.

	Losing someone you love is hard; it can be one of the most painful experiences you’ll ever have to endure. Losing someone you love to suicide adds an entirely different level of pain and anguish that can be completely overwhelming. Not only are you dealing with the grief of losing someone you loved, but there are often questions about why they did it and conflicting emotions like shame, guilt, and anger and the grief. There’s a stigma around suicide that makes it difficult to talk about.

	And we need to talk about it.

	Suicides have risen significantly over the last few years around the world and are at an all-time high, according to the most recent research at the time of this writing. According to the World Health Organization, suicide is the third leading cause of death among 15–29-year-olds.

	Another person dies from suicide every forty seconds. Those are just the successful ones. Many more people attempt suicide and don’t succeed. A lot of those attempts are unreported. Some people haven’t attempted it yet; they just have suicidal thoughts. For them, sometimes all it takes is a really low moment to give in to that thought.

	It’s so unnecessary. It doesn’t have to be this way. Suicide is a completely preventable death!

	For me, when I learned of Lee’s death, there were terrible feelings of guilt mixed with shame. I should have seen it. I should have known. I should have been able to save her.

	I had walked through that same darkness myself and found a way back. But because of the stigma, the shame, I kept my story buried. I silenced my heart when it wanted to speak, so few knew the truth. Maybe if I had shared, if I had honored those quiet inner whispers, she would have felt less alone. Maybe she’d still be here today.

	1999

	The jarring sound of cupboard doors banging in the next room seemed to vibrate right through me as I lay shivering on the bed. The sound of ice cubes rattling in a glass, a drink being poured, the fridge door slamming shut. Snippets of sounds on the TV as he surfed the channels. I prayed he would find something to watch and just pass out on the couch, scared of what he might do if he came back into the bedroom.

	My ears strained, listening for sounds of movement. Tears of hopelessness, shame, and despair blurred my vision and ran down my face, wetting the pillow beneath me. A slight burning sensation at my wrist as a slow trickle of blood pooled on the bed beside me. Scared of drawing attention to myself, I lay there miserably, wishing the night was over, waiting for morning to come.

	I had ignored the jolt of alarm from within when I first agreed to go out with Wayne. When my twenty-year marriage ended, it turned my world upside down. After my first husband walked out, I became lonely, and being unfamiliar with dating, I let Wayne talk me into giving him a chance, ignoring the little whisper within that was urging me to say no. Despite my misgivings, he seemed to be pleasant company. He took me dancing, and I had fun for the first time in quite a while. We continued to see each other and eventually started talking about living together. Why should we both pay separate rent? It seemed to make sense.

	Shortly after moving in together, things changed.

	It came out of nowhere the first time he hit me. Everything had seemed fine, and then, suddenly, it wasn’t. I felt shocked and confused. What had happened?

	Why hadn’t I left then? I should have left then, the very first time. But he had apologized so profusely. He bought me flowers and told me he was “so embarrassed and so very sorry, that he’d never forgive himself for hurting me, that it had only happened because he had been drinking, and it would never happen again.” And, because things had been good until then, I believed him.

	The problem was, it happened again. And again, and again. I never knew what would trigger the violence. As bad as the physical abuse was, the emotional abuse was worse. Bruises heal, but the mental pain lingers.

	Today, he went out of town for work and wasn’t due back for a few days. I was relieved, yet I knew he would be back. I was so tense I couldn’t relax. Crazy, vile thoughts started racing through my mind, engulfing me in pain. This was not my life. This couldn’t be my life. I was clinically depressed, and my life just kept spiraling down. It seemed like no matter what I did, things went wrong. This morning, looking in the mirror, I didn’t even recognize myself. I’d lost so much weight I was just skin and bones, with dark circles under my eyes, and I was so pale.

	I’d always considered myself fairly intelligent, so how had I ended up in this mess? Why did I stay? But how could I go? He often threatened me, saying, “If you ever leave me, I’ll kill you! But I won’t do it right away when you’re expecting it. No, I’ll wait until you feel nice and safe, until you’ve forgotten all about me.” And he would smile. Just thinking of that sinister smile and the look in his eyes makes me shiver.

	A wave of hopelessness washed over me. My stomach twisted into tight knots. I couldn’t get away. I couldn’t escape. There was nothing I could do. Almost like I were in a trance, I slowly opened the drawer and pulled out the biggest, sharpest knife we owned.

	My heart thumping wildly, I went into the bedroom, shut the door behind me, and lay down on the bed, reckless, painful thoughts still racing through my mind. How had life come to this? There was no way out. I had nowhere to go, no money to move, and nobody to help me. Nobody cared. And even if I got away, he’d just find me, and who knows how much pain he’d inflict on me then.

	I had kept hoping that somehow it would go back to how it was in the beginning, before everything turned upside down, but it was hopeless. I couldn’t do it anymore. I couldn’t go on like this. I had completely lost touch with my heart’s desires—the quiet, inner longings that once guided me toward what was right for me, what brought me joy, and what truly mattered. My depression, lasting so long, had made me lose sight of who I was at my core. Taking a shaky breath, I pressed the blade against my wrist and pulled it towards me.

	It was as if time slowed down, and everything moved in slow motion. Just as the skin started to split and blood started dripping out of my wrist, the bedroom door flew open, and in two long strides, Wayne was on me, grabbing at my arms, twisting my wrist until the knife dropped away from my hand.

	Grabbing the knife, he spat at me angrily, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing? I could kill you myself, but not in our fucking apartment! Stupid Bitch!”

	Looking at me in anger and disgust, he left, slamming the bedroom door behind him. Then he started drinking. How long ago was that? He hadn’t come back in, ignoring me completely. As if I didn’t exist, as if I was nothing. Yet, I was terrified about what he might do if he came back in. How he’d hurt me, make me pay. It didn’t escape me that it seemed crazy. After all, he had just stopped me. For the third time in my life, I had attempted suicide.

	I just wanted to end the damn pain. He was supposed to be out of town. What was he doing at home? And then, faintly, I thought I heard a whisper.

	“It’s not your time yet.”

	What? What was that? Who was that? What? I heard it again, a little whisper that seemed to come from within.

	“It’s not your time yet.” What? What the hell? Was I going crazy?

	And then a flash of memory hit. It was 1981 and my parents wanted to take my son Chris and my niece Tasha, both two years old, on a fishing trip. I was eight months pregnant and looking forward to a break. When it was time for them to pick Chris up, I heard a voice from within, except it wasn’t a whisper; it was more like a shout, “No! He Can’t Go! Don’t Let Him Go.” A sense of absolute certainty that he must not go came over me. Somewhat shaken, I called my parents, telling them I was sorry, but he couldn’t go. They immediately tried to reason with me, telling me how much fun he was going to have. When that didn’t sway me, they tried guilt. I kept repeating that he couldn’t go, and finally, I just hung up.

	I didn’t expect them to leave it at that. I somewhat desperately told my husband, Arnie, “My parents are probably going to come over, and I’m scared I might give in to them, but Chris can’t go! I don’t know why, but he cannot go!”

	“I’m going to go lie down. Do Not let them take him!” A few minutes later, I heard the doorbell, then my parents at the door talking with Arnie, trying to convince him. To his credit, he stood firm, telling them, “I don’t know what’s wrong with her; she doesn’t want him to go. I don’t want her upset; that’s probably not good for the baby.”

	My father came to the door of the room where I was lying, pretending to be asleep. Why hadn’t I shut the damn door? He stood there for several moments. I could feel his gaze on me. It was very uncomfortable, but I knew I couldn’t give in. Somehow, I knew that this was important. Finally, he turned and left.

	Days later, when they returned from their trip, my mom came over. “It’s a good thing you didn’t let Chris come. As soon as we were set up, we went to the beach. It was such a nice day; we took Tasha into the lake to splash around. We hadn’t been in the water long when a big wave came out of nowhere and snatched Tash away! We barely managed to get her back. There’s no way we could have saved them both!”

	That shout from within that day, that voice that had kept my son safe all those years ago, was that the same voice whispering to me now? What was it? Why was it talking to me now? At some point, feeling an odd sense of almost peace, I drifted off to sleep, still pondering that question.

	It was a few days later when I heard it again—a little whisper coming from within: “The antidepressants aren’t working.”

	Wait, what? No, no, no, I need antidepressants. I suffer from clinical depression. Just recently, I had asked my doctor to increase the dosage, only to learn I was already on the maximum dosage.

	The whisper came again. “The antidepressants aren’t working; otherwise, why are you still suicidal?” After a pause, it continued, “Don’t you think there might be a better way?”

	Was I going crazy? Hearing voices! But as I thought about it, I had a voice in my head, one that was often critical and unkind. This whisper wasn’t like the voice in my head; it seemed to want to help me. If it wasn’t coming from my head, could it be coming from my heart? As I thought about it, I realized the whisper was right, because why was I suicidal when I was taking my pills as prescribed? I was taking Ativan too. The medications weren’t working, so why was I taking them? I made an appointment with my doctor and had him wean me off the pills.

	I knew I had to do something, though. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life depressed or suicidal.

	So I started reading, something I’d always enjoyed. I wanted a better understanding of how our brains work. Not only do our brains repeat most of the same thoughts day after day, like an endless video loop, but I also learned that our brains can, and do, lie to us regularly! I thought of the mean little voice in my head that would tell me I’m stupid, or not good enough, or I do nothing right. But I didn’t think it was lying to me; it felt more like it was stating a fact. If it was lying to me, what could I do about it?

	Stop listening to it. There was that whisper again! Stop listening to it? How was I supposed to do that?

	Somehow, I got this crazy idea that maybe there was a way to catch it and get rid of it, kind of like how you might catch a mouse and get it out of your house. I decided I would first have to catch it talking to me, and then maybe I could challenge it somehow, like challenging someone to a duel, and hopefully, it would go away in defeat. But how could I do that?

	I started to experiment and celebrate whenever I heard it. “Woo hoo. Caught you!” Then I would call it out, “You’re lying to me!” I actually didn’t know the first time I asked, yet as I paused, answers started coming to me. “Because I got fantastic grades in school! I challenged the C.G.A. to allow me into their certified accounting program with a grade twelve general equivalency diploma! I worked with one other person to update the RCMP’s Lady Beware pamphlet for the entire country at their request. They wouldn’t have someone stupid or not good enough do that! See. You’re lying to me!” I followed that up with what I thought a kind voice would say to me at that moment.

	After all, I’d already realized there were two voices within me: the loud and relentless voice in my head, and the quiet, loving, kind voice whispering to me from my heart. Was it intuition, higher self, or soul? For so long, I’d only heard the critical voice in my head, but now I was finally listening to the whispers from my heart and using them to defeat the mean voice. Although that mean voice never went away completely, eventually, it calmed down quite a bit.

	As the mean voice calmed down, I began looking at myself in the mirror and saying, “I love you.” I don’t know why I started it. Maybe I just missed hearing it. At first, it felt strange, and I was surprised that I couldn't look myself in the eyes when I said it. I continued the practice until I could. 

	Another thing I did was, whenever I got anxious or upset which was fairly often living with Wayne, I would envision a serene sanctuary in my mind where I could escape to. A beautiful, gentle waterfall, gentle enough that I could stand under it and let the water trickle down over me. I could feel the sun shining on me and an occasional gentle breeze cooling my sun-warmed skin. The fragrance of the colorful wildflowers growing along the banks and trees was invigorating. The beautiful melody of nearby birds blended with the quiet murmur of the water. It was my private paradise. It became an internal escape, always there to help calm me down whenever I need it. I still like to close my eyes when I’m in the shower and imagine it even when I’m not upset. It just feels good to be there mentally.

	Now that I was off the medication, I was thinking clearer. I was making small but significant progress, and I heard that little whisper of the heart more often. Soon, it started telling me, You’re not happy.

	How was I supposed to be happy when nothing had really changed? I had managed my stress and anxiety a bit better, but that’s it. Life still sucked.

	After some thought, I decided to “fake it until I make it” and start with something simple. I chose smiling. All I had to do was smile. That’s it. My first attempts at smiling looked more like a grimace, but I persisted, putting notes around the apartment to remind me and setting a timer to go off every hour so I could check in and smile.

	I had actually stumbled across a science-based trick. When we smile, our brains release feel-good hormones, dopamine, serotonin, and oxytocin. This chemical reaction tricks our brain into thinking we’re happy, and we start feeling happier.

	I wondered if, by continuing to make these small shifts that really took little effort, and if I made enough of them, maybe there would be a big boost somewhere along the way and I would finally be happy.

	I created a list of things that made my heart sing when I was young and started doing some of those things again. I started reaching out to people instead of waiting for them to contact me. I began going for walks and putting on music to dance.

	I appreciated the things that were pulling me out of that dark place and was grateful for every bit of happiness I could grab hold of.

	Slowly, my happiness increased, and as it did, my energy, confidence, determination, and desire for a better life did too.

	Then, a day came when my doctor, believing I had cancer, started preparing me for what to expect. I went home in shock, and as I walked in, I heard the whisper again. You won’t be able to fight for your life if you’re still fighting with that asshole. He has to go.

	It took a few months to build up the courage before I ended that toxic relationship. The ending was violent, with death threats towards not only me but towards my family and coworkers. The police issued a restraining order, but it meant nothing to him. He started stalking me.

	Scared whenever I had to go out, I stayed in most of the time, feeling safer behind deadbolt-locked doors.

	It was my daughter who first suggested moving leaving our hometown and starting over somewhere new. The seed had been planted, and the little whisper agreed: Leave your hometown. Move to a big city where you’ll be harder to find. Where you’ll be safer.

	Guided by the whisper from my heart, we moved. We wanted to meet new people and make new friends. The last thing I wanted was a romantic relationship. So when our new neighbors took us out to meet people and introduced me to a man named Glenn, I wasn’t expecting to hear the little whisper. You need to get to know him better. He wasn’t looking to start a relationship either, for his own reasons, yet we both felt an immediate connection that was impossible to resist. We’re still together, happily married, twenty-one years later.

	I’ve come to trust that little whisper from my heart.

	Glenn and I created a life so much better than the past had been. I was much happier, until that tragic September day in 2006, when I learned that suicide doesn’t end pain after all. It magnifies it and sends it out to others. People who, in those deep, dark moments, you think don’t care at all. When you’re down that low, you aren’t thinking clearly.

	It was while grieving Lee’s death that the whisper threw me a complete curveball.

	You have to help people stop suffering; this has to stop.

	What? I mean, I agree, the suffering has to stop, but me? Who the hell am I? I wouldn’t even be here if I didn’t suck at suicide so much. How am I supposed to help anyone? I’m not an expert.

	Still, the whisper hadn’t steered me wrong before. I had helped myself, and I was upset I hadn’t realized Lee was suicidal because I believed I could have helped her. I last saw Lee at our nephew's funeral, where he also died by suicide. How many others were suffering in silence? Maybe the whisper was right. Maybe, just maybe, I could help someone else.

	After all, I know there’s no hope when you’re in that dark place. I know very well what it’s like to feel like nobody cares, to not even want to get out of bed. To lie in bed praying your life will end so the pain will stop.

	I’m living proof that there is a way out. That there can be a much better, brighter tomorrow, even without medication.

	Although I still didn’t really know how I could help, I started paying more attention to the people around me, offering suggestions and support where I could, trusting that it was helping.

	In 2016, I noticed that Scott, a close friend, seemed a bit off. Concerned, Glenn and I approached him and asked if we could help. After thanking us for our concern, he assured us that suicide was the farthest thing from his mind. Not long after that conversation, we had a fantastic, fun-filled day with Scott. He spent the night at our place, and Glenn dropped him off at his home the next morning, never once thinking it would be the last time we would see him alive.

	Scott shot himself and bled to death. When his body was discovered several days later, he had left two notes. One to his mom and one to Glenn and I. Reading that letter, his final thoughts and words to us were devastating. In my anguish, I heard it again: “You have to help people stop suffering. This has to stop.”

	Frustrated, feeling like I had failed Scott, and accepting what the whisper from my heart was saying that I needed to help others, I threw the question out to the Universe: “How am I supposed to help?”

	Once I asked, it seemed like everything started lining up. Almost as if I was being guided. I learned of a Strategic Intervention coaching course that I could take, even though it was past the registration deadline. Mentors started appearing in my life. Money that I wasn’t expecting showed up so I could take further courses and trainings I didn’t have the funds for. Someone mentioned I needed to take ASIST, the most recognized suicide prevention course in the world. I hadn’t even heard of it.

	There was the whisper again: Take it. When I Googled it, I learned there was a course happening in my city in just a few weeks. Of course, I signed up, and now I’m ASIST-qualified too.

	It’s been a long journey out from under that dark cloud of depression, back in the days when I was listening to my head and wanting pills to fix me. I don’t know where I’d be, or if I’d even still be alive, if I hadn’t listened to the whispers from my heart.

	I know that if I could do it, if I could listen to the whispers and change my life, anyone can. We’re the heroes of our stories, not the victims.

	One of the simplest things I did in the early days was smile. When you gift someone with a smile, it lights up your heart and theirs. You never know who really needs that smile and what a difference it could make.

	Trust your heart, that little voice inside guiding you, if you’ll just clear your mind, be still, and listen.

	My brain still tries to lie to me sometimes, but my heart, my radiant whispering heart, has never steered me wrong.

	



	
“It’s not what the mind says; it’s what the heart whispers.”

	— Sonia Choquette



	

Broken and Beautiful Endeavors: The Love that Always Prevails
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	By Elle LaChance
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	et us begin with the quiet unveiling of my journey, a path shaped not by ease but by the quiet, whispering truths echoing in my heart. Through every shadowed moment, it was faith, soft yet unwavering, that carried me forward. Sometimes faith was all I had, a gentle whisper urging me to hold on, to trust the unseen. Listening to our hearts sometimes means recognizing clarity through the voices of others and also learning when to let go of those who dim our light. It is in these sacred moments that we bloom with honesty, dignity, beauty, simplicity, gentleness, and grace. My heart has spoken most clearly in moments of deep trial and longing, reminding me I am never truly alone.

	Through the cunning and sly roommates, despicable coworkers, unjust menial jobs, bosses, and even family members who wanted me to feel small for their ultimate pleasure, it was my faith that made me shine even brighter and bolder than before. So, cheers to the bosses and dead-end jobs that make us dread each day but somehow bring us to where we need to be.

	Are we ever enormously successful in love, or at least loving those who truly need it the most?

	There he was … a man, Alex, whose presence stirred the quietest and deepest corners of my heart, a soul whose brooding silence carried a love that gave without asking and sacrificed without showing. In the way he served others and in his tender devotion to God, I saw whispers of a love both human and divine. He reminded me of what my heart had been aching for and gently revealed what I had unknowingly outgrown.

	In a world that shouts its definitions of success—money, recognition, and perfection—loving Alex even for a fleeting season felt like a quiet victory of the soul. Love never follows a script. It slowly drifts into our lives like a beautiful whisper, sometimes too soon, sometimes too late, but almost always when we least expect it. Love, in its deepest longing, enters silently yet stirs everything. It doesn’t always stay, but it always inspires and gives hope.

	When he left, I gathered the broken pieces of myself in prayer, surrender, and in the arms of a God whose love is unchanging. In His quiet voice, soft, steady, and ever-present, I found the strength to heal. Long before the one who will share our sacred path meets us, it is God’s whisper that teaches our hearts how to love and let go.

	So, I ask you all then: What has your own heart whispered in your moments of longing, loss, or love? Can a heart truly heal, or do some remnants of love stay with us forever not as sorrow, but as gentle reminders of where love once breathed?

	Uniquely, I believe all of us deep down have that deeply ingrained love for us to give to others, despite any darkness or hurt that has tried to bring us down in our lives. Every day, I wake up realizing that one particular moment in my life had not happened. I would not be the strong person I am today without the gifts and experiences God has put before me.

	For clarity, some defining examples are the toxic, undervaluing job that underpaid me and tried to destroy my confidence, and the guy who never called me back and ghosted me. Also, the budding but deceitful friendship I knew was toxic, but I was too afraid to leave. The reclaiming, exalting passions and things I kept putting off for too long because of course I was told they were too unrealistic. Was it all worth it? Well, maybe, just maybe, it was worth it, or maybe it wasn’t. That is up to us to carefully decide.

	In the stillness where our hearts whisper their truest longings, we are each called, wounded yet beloved, to listen closely. It is there, in that sacred hush beneath the noise that we reawaken to what truly claims us and what quietly releases us. What fills us with hope, and what quietly depletes it? What delights the heart of God, and what merely echoes the empty approval of a weary world?

	These faint whispers help us discern the honest from the falsified, the aligned from the misaligned, and the merciful from the unjust. They ask us to look inward and ask: What brings us life and what simply takes? What speaks truth and what are the lies we’ve unknowingly carried about who we are and where we are going in our redeeming journeys?

	Ultimately, yes, our hearts long for freedom, but not freedom that forgets the gentle boundaries of God’s grace and wisdom. True freedom listens. It does not chase after joy like the world tells us to. It rests in stillness, allowing joy to find us in its own divine time.

	So let your heart whisper. Let your heart lead you away from what was never meant to stay, toward all that is quietly and powerfully yours in God’s unfolding story.

	I believe that the concept of vulnerability and our utter fear of being left out, outcasts feeling inferior, and not belonging drive us to dig even deeper into who we truly want to be and what wounds might linger underneath the surface of our truly genuine and caring hearts. Namely, the piercing heartache and pang we feel when we are uninvited, unwanted, and just in a sense not chosen can leave us in a state of impending despair. Yet, God, at the center of our faith, still gives us that indescribable glorious hope that no matter our pasts, brokenness, faults, or other shortcomings, we may face throughout our fleeting, inevitable lives, He never leaves us feeling unworthy or not chosen. He still chooses us every day.

	To those who feel unchosen, unseen, or misunderstood, listen closely to the quiet voice within. Do not mistake your solitude for abandonment. God’s love is never absent; it simply waits in the still places, whispering patiently to the heart that aches. I know, because I truly doubted it once, too. I tried to disappear beneath the weight of life, to hide from hope. But even there, in my silence, His joy was waiting. And it’s always waiting for you, too.

	Believe in it. Hope for it. Pray into it. And when you're ready, live like that love and joy are already yours.

	Each day, our hearts offer us a profound choice: not just to exist, but to choose the life that aligns with our deeper calling. And more importantly, to surrender, not in defeat, but in trust to the beautiful, unknown path God has prepared uniquely for us.

	Life here is fleeting, yet within its briefness lies the shaping of eternity. We do not waste the pain or the waiting, and it carries us forward, gently and triumphantly, toward a place where only love remains. A place where the whispers of the heart are no longer quiet but fulfilled in the eternal chorus of peace.

	On this note, Alex was and maybe still is, my sense of what heaven feels like. The kind, endearing smile, the just and calm light in his eyes, but more his dignified, empathetic, and notable selflessness towards others and submission to God’s plan for his life. Every time I see him, I can truly feel and connect with his pain but there is a kindness there as well. And this, I might add, is what we should all do for every relationship closest to us and even to the isolated ones we may come across in our broken yet interconnected world.

	Listen closely to the quiet ache in the hearts around you. The kind-hearted girl who never gets asked out. The woman who dreamed of becoming a ballet dancer, who gave her all in a flawless audition at a place like Juilliard, only to be overlooked for the part her soul longed to play. The quiet, nerdy young man who simply wanted to belong, only to be cast aside by the very friends he trusted. These aren’t just stories of disappointment. They are the hidden cries that echo beneath the surface of our busy, indifferent world.

	And yet, even when the world turns away, God never does. His heart leans in closer when our hearts feel forgotten. His love remains when recognition does not. So we are left asking one of the most tender questions of all: how do we choose ourselves when no one else around us seems to?

	For me, the answer came not in striving harder to be seen, but in learning to let go. To walk away from the places and people where I had to constantly prove my worth. It took five different apartments. Four different jobs. There were long, weary nights spent working just to survive.

	Silence that stretched out for days. The ache of being a people-pleaser. The slow crumbling of faith, then the rebuilding of it. The consuming loneliness that teaches you how to sit with yourself and still believe you are loved.

	All of it led me back to the soft truth whispered by the heart: God is the only true author of our story. And even in the most uncertain, beguiling chapters of life, He is still guiding the pen of our stories every step of the way.

	At some point, we all realize we must let go and love the beauty of the uncertainty and unknowing wonders of the lives God has before us. With this true intention, we truly come further. This point includes the better, promising paths, people, places, and memories that we will always hold dearly in our hearts for years to come. Essentially, time never stops, money flows in and out of our bank accounts, but true love and true grace from God always last forever. 

	Therefore, I truly hope that these two amazing, alluring virtues will come to find their way to me in the most profound, passionate way one day. With this exceptional ideal considered, the question to ponder is, how about you? How do we truly and fully heal our pasts, trust, and assuredly hope again? How do we hope for our futures, our loved ones’ futures, and most importantly, the world’s future endeavors? Well, I know we can’t truly have hope until we remember that God is not just the author of love but of hope, too.

	Perhaps I needed this loneliness and isolation to respectably find my destined, faith-filled community, as we all do. We need to mend those broken parts alone, but without community, we will never fully heal from the pasts that tried to hold us back from the inspiring and abundant lives ahead of us.

	It was one of those sacred Sunday evenings, the kind where the world feels quiet enough to hear your own soul. I watched him kneel in prayer during Mass, his heart laid bare before God. There was no performance in his posture, only a longing for a life filled with belonging, joy, peace, and mercy. But more than anything, he longed for love. Not the fleeting kind we witness in the movies. He yearned for something far deeper that truly was meant to last, not just in this life but in heaven too. He prayed for a love that echoed the gentleness of Christ’s own heart. A love not centered on fulfilling only his desires, but one that extended beyond himself, like a quiet offering to the world. His heart whispered for something more than romance. He longed for a love shaped by purpose, wrapped in grace, and anchored in truth.

	This was not a love meant only for him, nor for the woman he hoped to cherish. It was a love that could overflow into the lives of others. A love that carried healing in its silence and hope in its presence. A love that meant something. Not just for a moment, but for eternity.

	In the beautiful, soft places of our hearts, this is the love that whispers to us all, a love that calls us higher, draws us deeper, and leaves a trail of light wherever it’s been.

	And in that still and sacred moment, I knew. I knew he would always live quietly in my heart, held there by something more than a memory. Even if he would not always walk beside me in this life, he had already left a mark on my soul that would never fade.

	Or perhaps Alex is still part of the journey. Maybe our hearts know before our minds ever will. Maybe love never really ends.

	What about you? How does love irrevocably define your life journey and experiences? Who was a part of your journey but now has found a different path for themselves? Do you feel the plummeting, melancholic ache when you do not have that love in your life? And finally, what experiences contributed to your loneliness or suffering, and how do you believe you overcame it? Because overall, I believe, every suffering, failure, and heartache can be overcome, no matter how long or how deeply troubling it might have been.

	And life, too, but most importantly, God, has this selfless, aligning way of giving us the true, invincible hope that we will always be okay, safe, valued, and held onto no matter the simmering, draining darkness that tries to creep within our lives. Now to correctly phrase these two profound, endearing questions: “What aspect of your own life helps free you from that exhausting, sometimes inescapable darkness?” And, “How do you believe you can give that special and meaningful light to others around you?”

	On a more light-hearted note, I truly believe that light has always been inside of us and we must intentionally choose each day to have the courage to continue shining during the darkest of moments.

	Respectfully, I believe that love will always be a part of us. Part of our hopes, our dreams, our hesitations, our needs to put up walls sometimes, our fears, and all the in-between moments that make our lives solely ours. But most of all, love is the ultimate choice that every one of us gets. For better or for worse, or more simply, the love that radiates and makes us feel more alive just by being ourselves and not watering ourselves down so that we cannot blossom beautifully in the connecting covenant God made, especially for men and women. Therefore, love is not just a choice in our relationships, but also in our friendships. And believe it or not, even with our demising coworkers and bosses, who could use a little mercy and justice occasionally.

	The heart, in its most magnifying, exquisite sense humbly forces us to choose the way we respond to the ever-changing world even when it’s not so kind to us such as the car breakdown for the fifth time during the already hectic workweek, the rent becoming higher for no logical reason, and the cynical family members who try to tear down and criticize your ever-evolving life. We do not create our hearts; He is the one who created them. Why wouldn’t He be the One to want to give it freely each day when we enter that eternal, promising life?

	On this profound note, as my short yet defining chapter of Whispers of the Heart comes to a palpable close, here is to all those both in my present and past who have strengthened my unwavering faith and hope in love, and mostly in myself for the loving, respecting, and gracious woman and hopefully wife I hope to be one day, all in God’s impeccable timing and will of course.

	Furthermore, I leave you with these few, prolific, yet reflective questions to consider … What are some of the tentative moments of love or memories of your heart that have shaped you into the person you are meant to be in your own life? What gives you hope? What key things, places, or people do not give you hope? Where are you most inspired to be every day? How do you follow the whispers of your heart?

	Now, will he (Alex) ever come back into my life? That I truly do not know the answer to. However, we all know love is patient, kind, never forced, and always endures every trial and test that we all know life can throw our way. All I can hope for at this profound moment is that he is living out his calling and loving everyone he knows on his unique, loving journey to heaven. I pray for him every day and I blessedly thank him for encouraging me to be the most gracious, blissful, and joyous woman God has called me to be on my prospective journey as well.

	And so, in a final whisper and endeavor of love, may your heart shine with gentleness, joy, and humility. Do not let the darkness of others dim the light within you. Hold fast to the ultimate truth that your worth has never depended on the approval of the world.

	This sacred reminder tells anyone who needs to know that true freedom begins when they release the weight they were never meant to carry. We lay it all at God's feet and trust that His hands will hold what we no longer can. In that surrender, we find the freedom to begin again. To step into new seasons, new places, and new hope, wherever they may lead us.

	Thank you for letting me open the quiet, tender spaces of my heart and place them gently into your hands. If you carry only one whisper from these words, let it be this: you are never truly alone. Your heart has never gone unnoticed. And you are always, deeply and eternally, loved by the One who sees every part of you and stays unconditionally.

	



	
“Sometimes the heart sees what is invisible to the eye.”

	— H. Jackson Brown Jr



	

The Compass Within: Following the Whisper to Quantum Wealth
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	Something in you already has.

	Not out there.

	In here.

	That moment of stillness, the breath you didn’t realize you were holding … it wasn’t random. It was a whisper. It was the heart’s quiet whisper saying, Stop. Just for a moment. Feel. Listen. You’ve arrived deeper than you know. A subtle shift. The quiet pull of something ancient within you—something that doesn’t need a name, only permission.

	If you’ve found yourself here, holding these words, there’s a good chance you’ve already walked a long way. You’ve done the work, followed the teachings, tried the methods, repeated the affirmations, aligned your chakras, and healed your wounds. You’ve shown up, again and again, traveled far and beyond on your personal journey of riches, trying everything, and all in the hope of a better life, better experience, fulfilment, and peace.

	And yet … something remains.

	Unmet, and not fully arrived at your dream destination.

	I know you have done enough, and you did everything right.

	But sometimes, even with the best intentions, we try to build a new life with an identity that wasn’t designed to sustain it. An identity formed in survival, shaped by expectations, refined by roles we learned to play long before we knew we were playing them.

	And now, as the vision becomes clearer, so does the gap.

	Between the head and the heart.

	Between who you’ve been and who you’re becoming.

	Between the life you imagined and the self that’s meant to live it.

	This chapter isn’t here to fix you. There is nothing to fix. These words are here to bring you home.

	I call what we’re returning to Quantum Wealth—a wholeness that doesn’t split success from peace, or love from purpose, or spiritual depth from material abundance. It’s the richness that touches every part of your life because it rises from the part of you that’s already whole.

	But if you have been trying to “get there” by effort alone, it’s no wonder you feel tired. Maybe this is the moment to stop, not because you’ve given up, but because your heart is whispering that it’s time to receive, not chase … and so we begin.

	Not by pushing forward.

	But by gently pulling inward.

	Back to the center.

	Back to the quiet whisper that promises arrival.

	Back to the you that never left.

	When the Path Feels Sticky and the Doubt Creeps In

	There’s a stretch along the journey that rarely makes it into the teachings.

	It’s not the shiny part, the one we post about on social media or celebrate in reels. It’s the part that happens when we think we’re doing everything right … but the results don’t match.

	For me, it showed up quietly at first.

	Even after years of inner work, there were moments I couldn’t explain, where nothing seemed to work the way I dreamed and wished for. My practices were in place, my intentions were strong, and I was doing all the things I knew to do. Yet life felt … sticky.

	The desire was still burning bright; it still held the vision of freedom, of ease, of a life that felt like mine. I still longed for spaciousness in my days, for time, for my work to feel purposeful, for abundance to flow without sacrifice, for joy and fun. I still longed…

	But something had changed.

	There were days when the bank account was so tight, it scared me. Mornings when I stared blankly at the screen, wondering where the passion had gone.

	Sometimes the whispers of my heart were drowned out by the noise of my resistance. My body sent quiet signals: fatigue, tension, mental fog, and stiffness, but I refused to listen. Hoped-for opportunities slipped away, and meaningful conversations fell flat. Although I had built momentum, I felt strangely motionless inside. For a while, I searched for someone or something outside myself to blame, unwilling to admit that the answers had been gently calling from within all along.

	The economy. The algorithm. The timing. Other people’s lack of support or follow-through. I rationalized, spiritualized, and over-analyzed.

	I blamed myself too. Quietly. Subtly. That internal narrative that says, Maybe I’m not aligned enough. Maybe I missed something. Maybe I just need to try harder. Maybe I need another certification or validation.

	That’s when the inner noise gets louder than the inner wisdom. And in that noise, we forget what we have already become.

	This place—this stretch of the road—is hard to articulate. Because it’s not exactly stuck, but it’s not flowing either. It’s like standing at the edge of something we can feel but can’t yet reach.

	It’s tempting, in that space, to double down on effort. To push harder, add more tools, rework the strategy. Or to disconnect entirely, drown out the discomfort and silence the whisper that’s quietly asking us to pause, to feel, to listen.

	But something in me, the same whisper that had been there from the beginning, started suggesting a different view.

	What if this wasn't a failure, but an opportunity? What if this is a transition?

	In that sacred pause between who I had been and who I was becoming, I saw it wasn’t that the work hadn’t worked. It’s that I had been doing it from a place that was never meant to hold the destination.

	I built the version of me that began the journey—the one who strived, hustled, over-delivered, and kept it all together—to survive, not to arrive.

	She did well. She got me here.

	But now, something new was asking to take the lead. And it didn’t speak in effort. It spoke in resonance.

	The signs were there, not just outside of me, but in my body, in my breath, and in the quality of my thoughts. The very vehicle I’d been using to chase my dreams was showing signs of misalignment, not because I was broken but because I was being recalibrated.

	Looking back, I see that part of me didn’t want to take full responsibility. Not the kind rooted in blame, but the kind rooted in radical ownership of how I was showing up, what I was tolerating, what I agreed to settle for, and how disconnected I had become from the whisper. Because if I admitted that the way I’d been doing things wasn’t working anymore … I’d have to do the scariest thing of all: surrender control.

	That’s the moment the journey shifts.

	When we stop reaching for the next fix, method, or external answer and start asking the deeper questions:

	What’s the truth I’ve been avoiding?

	What part of me is still trying to earn what’s already mine?

	Where have I been outsourcing my power, waiting for life to deliver me back to myself?

	These aren’t easy questions. But they’re the ones that open the door.

	And what I’ve seen, in myself and in countless others, is that what feels like a block is often just a message. Not a punishment. Not a mistake.

	A whisper, asking us to stop outsourcing the map and start listening to the compass within.

	The Whisper That Was Always Speaking

	I used to believe the next step was always forward. That if I just kept going, cleared enough blocks, tuned into the right frequency, visualized with enough clarity, I’d finally land in that vision I held so dearly.

	I chased peace, purpose, alignment, and abundance.

	For a while, it felt like I was on track. But over time, even with all the doing, I felt off. Not because I wasn’t committed—I was. Not because I wasn’t growing—I was.

	But because somewhere in all the momentum, I lost my center.

	My nervous system frayed. My health wobbled. My heart, once so full of vision and fire, dimmed. I felt like I was motion sick from chasing alignment, unsure whether I was making progress or just circling the same inner doubts in a new spiritual language.

	I remember the exact moment it all cracked open. Not with a breakthrough, but in silence.

	That whisper.

	The one that had always been there, not guiding through logic, but through love. Not giving instructions, but gently reminding me of who I’ve always been.

	It was subtle. More like the echo of a truth I’d forgotten I ever knew. That whisper didn’t say, Do more. It asked me to listen—really listen.

	This is where many of us find ourselves. Not delayed. Not behind. Just … tired. Tired of searching for a place to arrive while secretly wondering if it even exists. Tired of doing everything “right” and still feeling like something is missing. Tired of looking for signs while carrying a quiet ache.

	Maybe the ache is the sign.

	Maybe your version looks like unpaid bills, or a business that won’t take off or go to the next level. Maybe it’s a loss of passion, a strained relationship, a body signaling it can’t keep pushing. Maybe it’s waking up each day knowing you’re meant for something greater, but unsure how to reach it without sacrificing what matters.

	I get it. I’ve lived it.

	We’ve all had those moments where it feels like the map no longer matches the terrain.

	But what if you’re not off course at all? What if this “stuck” place isn’t a mistake but a message? What if that sticky, frustrating edge is the turning point, not the moment to push harder, but the moment to pause and listen?

	Because here’s what I’ve learned: the whisper doesn’t shout. It doesn’t beg for attention.

	It simply waits for you to become quiet enough to hear it.

	That whisper is your inner compass recalibrating. It’s the part of you that knows what’s real, even when your thoughts are spiraling and the evidence isn’t lining up.

	You’ve probably felt it before, that click of clarity in your chest that you can’t explain, that breath that lands deeper than the rest. That’s not emotion. That’s guidance. It’s your truth—not arriving, but rising.

	And when you allow it in, honoring it without force or judgment, the entire journey shifts. You realize it was never about the next step forward. It was about the next step inward.

	And suddenly, you’re remembering that You are the way.

	The Treasure in the Chest

	For the longest time, I believed the mind was the master. If I could just think better, affirm harder, and reframe faster, then everything would finally align.

	But the more I tried to think my way there, the more I lost touch with the one part of me that never needed convincing.

	The Heart

	Not the poetic heart we reference in quotes and love songs. The literal heart. The intelligent, electromagnetic, truth-holding center pulsing right now in your chest.

	I didn’t understand its role for years. I was too busy overriding its signals with logic, powering through with plans, chasing clarity through concepts. But when I finally slowed down, truly slowed down, something shifted. Not in my head. In my body.

	A rhythm returned. A steady hum I couldn’t explain. A deep remembering that wasn’t loud, but it was undeniable.

	Then came the science. And everything clicked.

	I was intrigued to learn that the heart possesses its own nervous system: over 40,000 neurons capable of processing, learning, and remembering. It sends more messages to the brain than the brain sends to the heart. It holds real, physical memory.

	It doesn’t just beat.

	It knows.

	And it doesn’t wait for logic to permit it to speak. It speaks through resonance.

	When we’re in coherence, when we align our emotional state, nervous system, and awareness, our beautiful hearts become our most powerful transmitters.

	This isn’t a spiritual metaphor; it's measurable physics.

	Electrically, the heart’s signal is sixty times stronger than the brain. Magnetically? Up to 5,000 times stronger. This field is measurable several feet from your body. And when it’s in harmony, it radiates like a beacon, not just influencing how you feel but affecting what you call in.

	This changed everything for me.

	When I stopped forcing clarity and started listening inward, decisions became clear. My nervous system softened. People responded to me differently. It wasn’t an effort. It was coherence. A deeper harmony that shifted my entire field.

	And yet, the heart never shouted. It never demanded.

	It waited for me to stop overriding it with my checklist.

	It waited for the breath to return to its natural rhythm.

	It waited for me to feel safe enough to listen. To stay with it, present in the moment, not contemplating on past memories or future expectations.

	Because when you betray your heart, when you override what feels true to please, perform, or prove, it doesn’t punish you. It simply communicates.

	A tightening.

	A fog. A sudden loss. An unexpected bill.

	A disconnection from your joy or clarity.

	Not punishment. Just feedback. Because the heart doesn’t operate in performance. It operates in precision. And when you honor it, when you live from your chest instead of your checklist, everything shifts.

	You stop pushing and start receiving.

	You stop doubting and start recognizing.

	You realize your circumstances haven’t changed, but your signal did.

	The heart doesn’t lie. And it doesn’t forget. It remembers who you are, what matters to you, and where your path truly begins.

	This is the treasure. This is the destination. It isn’t buried in the future, not locked away in some mystery. It is alive in you. Right now.

	The map was never outside of you. The compass has always been within.

	And the whisper?

	It’s cellular, not poetic. It’s the most honest frequency you’ll ever feel, pulsing gently through every cell of your being, asking: Will you let me lead now?

	Wholeness Is Your New Currency

	We learned to chase fragments. Career here. Relationships there. Spirituality on the weekends. Emotions managed in private. Money, only when it feels “safe.”

	But wholeness doesn’t live in separation; it lives in integration.

	If your riches still feel incomplete or inconsistent, this might be the real reason: you're trying to manifest a complete reality from an incomplete self-concept.

	True wealth—lasting, nourishing, reality-altering wealth—doesn’t come from acquiring more. It comes from remembering we are already whole.

	When we ignore the whispers of the heart, we live as if something essential is missing. Even our deepest desires become distorted. We build from urgency, not truth. We manifest from emptiness, not alignment. And what shows up in our lives can’t hold, because the energy behind it is still trying to prove, fix, or fill a gap the heart never asked us to chase. But there is no gap; there never was.

	Everything is energy, including you. Including your desires. Including the version of reality you’re trying to create.

	Energy doesn’t respond to language. It responds to vibration. Not what you say but who you are while you’re saying it. The universe isn’t reacting to our goals; it’s responding to our state of frequency.

	This is where so many people feel disillusioned with the creation process. They believe they’re doing all the right things, but what they’re radiating underneath the rituals is lack. Separation. Misalignment. Not by fault, but by fragmentation.

	That’s why the heart matters more than ever here. Because the heart isn’t fragmented. It doesn’t operate in parts. It operates in wholeness.

	The heart is the only part of you that understands Oneness in real-time. No one needs to teach the heart that everything is connected. It lives it. It transmits it. It pulses it into your field with every single beat.

	And when we lead from this space, our energy becomes unmistakable. The life we once struggled to sustain responds to us. Not because we’ve become someone new, but because we’ve finally dropped into the version of us that no longer seeks permission to receive. That version of us isn’t chasing outcomes. It’s activating them through alignment, coherence, or the quiet decision to walk through life no longer divided within ourselves.

	Wholeness isn’t a destination. It’s a decision.

	You don’t find wholeness. You choose it. You choose to stop outsourcing your power to future moments, and you decide to show up as the version of you who knows: I already hold everything I need to experience and desire.

	When you choose wholeness, your system re-organizes. You make decisions that aren’t reactive but rooted. You stop diluting your energy trying to be the “right version” of yourself for different spaces. You become one and that unified self creates at an entirely different level.

	In that state, there’s no more begging the universe for support. There’s no more questioning your readiness. There’s just clarity.

	Clarity is one of the most magnetic frequencies we can emit.

	And do you think it comes from knowing every step? No. It comes from knowing who you are energetically, emotionally, and spiritually and letting that become your signature of the heart’s field.

	Oneness Changes the Game

	The concept of Oneness isn’t just spiritual theory. It’s a practical reality. When we understand we are not separate from our desires, our entire approach to life changes. We don’t attract from a distance; we collapse it. We don’t “hope” something will come; we align with the version of ourselves it already belongs to. There’s no reaching. No convincing. Just a full-body yes to becoming the one who receives.

	That becoming comes from union, not force. The merging of our inner world into one singular, coherent signal. Therefore, the heart is not just important—it’s crucial. Because the heart is the only part of us that can hold paradox, presence, emotion, vision, and truth at the same time without fragmenting our energy.

	When we create from this space, our outer world stops reflecting our old wounds and starts mirroring our integrated self. We no longer feel like we’re walking toward our life. We feel like we’re finally inhabiting it.

	Riches reflect rhythm.

	Once you’re whole inside, everything outside echoes that frequency. You earn more and you feel at peace with it. You get seen and you feel safe being visible. You have choices and you feel powerful making them.

	This happens when your internal compass shifts from mental calculation to energetic coherence.

	And the heart, your eternal transmitter, is how you do that. It is your broadcast tower. Your lighthouse. Your signal home. Every time you drop back into it, you send out a message that says:

	I remember who I am.

	I remember I’m already complete.

	I remember that nothing I seek is outside of me.

	It is me, expressed.

	And from that space, you become the frequency of true riches.

	The Truth Way: A Homecoming in Every Cell

	There comes a moment in the journey when the road no longer points ahead; you have finally turned inward. The visions, the goals, the doing … all fall away. And what remains is stillness. There is still motion, but in the presence of truth. A kind of sacred silence that pulses with fullness and the memory of who you really are.

	This is the moment where the seeker dissolves and the source awakens. Because all along, your heart was whispering to the truth, which doesn’t need discovery but only permission.

	You’ve been looking through a keyhole. Now you’re standing in the doorway.

	All the learning. All the clearing. All the evolution. All led you here, to the most exquisite paradox you’ve ever known you weren’t becoming. You remembered.

	And here’s the twist that unlocks it all: the door to riches you believed was locked had an invisible Pull sign. But you kept pushing. You thought you had to break through, earn your way in, and prove your worth. You imagined the life you longed for lived beyond the threshold, in some distant elsewhere.

	But the door was never locked. It was never intended to swing open away from you. It only ever opened inward.

	You didn’t need to force it. You needed to pause, to place your hand gently on your own heart and pull.

	And as you do, you see it: the path curled inward. Deeper. Straight into the center of your being.

	The journey of riches was always a return. Not to a future that doesn’t exist, but to the Self that’s eternal.

	And now … the door is open.

	Here we need intimacy with the moment, not more insight. The present isn’t a place on the map. It’s the portal through which all creation flows.

	When we stop measuring our progress in time and begin anchoring it in our being, we remember we’ve never been late. We’ve never been behind. We’ve only been elsewhere. But our truth—our deep, electrifying, vibrational, whole truth—has waited. Not in the past. Not in the future.

	Here. Now.

	In the unchanging now, where our field becomes clear, our desires become aligned, and our riches become inevitable.

	This is what my tools were designed for.

	To get you here.

	TBA, Trinity Breath Activation, restores the holy union of your brain, your heart, and your gut. Full coherence! It dissolves the noise. It re-patterns your breath into a language your soul can understand.

	With each inhale, you return. With each exhale, you release the version of you who forgot. You don’t transcend. You descend into presence, power, and peace.

	And once you're coherent, you activate HMP: Holo Magnetic Projection. This is not about imagining a better life. It’s about becoming the frequency of the one already living it.

	Here I teach you how to magnetically draw the vision of your preferred life from the field into your heart, then you saturate your cellular system with it, and from there you project it outward back into the field like a lighthouse—steady, grounded, magnetic. You stop chasing. You emit. You don’t attract it, you become the whispers!

	This Is the Truth Way

	We’ve reached the part of the journey of riches where explanation falls away.

	Where knowing gives way to remembering.

	What follows is not a mantra to recite. It is a sacred encoding. A frequency. A return. My blessing to you. An invitation to come home fully, gently, and without effort.

	If it feels right, place your hand on your heart.

	Feel it beating. Really feel it.

	This is where your journey truly lives. Where all directions begin and end.

	Breathe in slowly, deeply.

	Let your breath gather the parts of you that wandered—the striving, the proving, the searching.

	Let it call you inward.

	Feel it stir through your chest, inviting your energy back into your body.

	Into presence. Into peace. Into power.

	Breathe out.

	Let go of the roles, the stories, the rhythms, the reactions that no longer belong.

	Let go of the fear, any fear … all of it!

	Not with force.

	With grace.

	Let the exhale soften what’s tight.

	Let it clear the path for what’s always been waiting to be heard.

	There is nothing to fix now.

	Only something to feel.

	This is the reunion.

	Breath. Body. Awareness.

	In harmony again.

	The mind doesn’t need to lead here.

	The heart remembers the way.

	And your body, this sacred vessel, the holy vehicle on your life’s journey, is ready to receive it all.

	Let this moment be the sacred turning point.

	A homecoming without fireworks.

	Simple. True. Whole.

	Let yourself settle into the quiet frequency of your heart when nothing is performing.

	And from this stillness, let the next words arrive, not as ideas, but as the language of your soul, returned to you.

	Breathe…

	T R U T H:

	T – Tune into the Divine within.

	Breathe. Feel. Awaken.

	R – Return to presence.

	Where silence speaks loud; where knowing is!

	U – Unveil the illusion.

	See through the veil, beyond the story. Let it dissolve.

	T – Trust the wisdom flowing through.

	You are guided. You are held.

	H – Home is here. In the eternal now.

	You’ve never left.

	You are whole, complete, and blessed.

	Let this not be an ending. Let it be a re-entry. We don’t need to fix ourselves or find the right path. We don’t need to earn our transformation. We only need to stand in it.

	Right here. Right now.

	As the ones who finally stopped pushing and remembered to pull.

	The door is open. The treasure is beating in our chests. And our Truth is lighting the way.

	The Arrival—A Life of True Riches

	This is what it looks like when the arrival is real. This is a lived experience that touches every part of your being, not just a mere concept or hope.

	You wake up and breathe without urgency.

	Your first thought isn’t about what’s missing; it’s about how full you already feel.

	There’s spaciousness in your day, clarity in your mind, and calm in your body.

	The bills are paid, not with strain but with ease.

	Money flows in through unexpected channels, not because you’ve earned it but because you finally remember you deserve to receive. There is always more where it came from, and it keeps coming.

	You’re no longer proving. You’re allowing.

	You’re no longer chasing. You’re radiating.

	You open your Heart, and there it is—the opportunity you almost gave up on.

	The message that says, “Yes.”

	The client that says, “I’ve been waiting for you.”

	The transaction that says, “It’s already yours.”

	You catch your reflection, and instead of criticism, you smile. From loving the skin you're in, not because it’s perfect, but because it finally feels like home.

	Your relationships shift.

	You speak without fear. You’re heard, truly heard.

	And for the first time, maybe ever, you feel seen.

	The partnership you thought had dulled? It sparks again, not from effort, but from presence. You meet each other in a deeper truth. One where nothing is expected, yet everything is given.

	You create from overflow, not from depletion.

	You’re inspired, not obligated.

	Success becomes not a reward but a reflection.

	This happens when your frequency no longer argues with your desires. When your energy stops contracting for safety and starts expanding with Wisdom into Trust. When you remember that the source of everything you sought was never outside of you, it was in your chest, whispering all along.

	You don’t arrive at one final destination. You arrive into yourself. And from there, the journey continues in sacred creation.

	To express.

	To choose.

	Moment by moment. Breath by breath.

	All of this is what it means to be alive. Not just to succeed. But to feel. To love. To walk through life with your heart wide open, pulsing in harmony with who you truly are.

	That’s the wealth. That’s the riches you have been searching for. That’s the destination. And in the end, it all returns to one simple, infinite truth: Love.

	Four letters. The whole map.

	The only arrival that ever mattered.

	



	
“In the stillness of the quiet, if we listen, we can hear the whisper of the heart giving strength to weakness, courage to fear, hope to despair.”

	— Howard Thurman



	

The Heart Remembers
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	By Susan Walling

	F


	itting in was never in my blueprint at birth. I walked a path of the heart through the challenge of being wired differently and seeing differently. I was often connected to a field pulsing with the subtle, mystical frequencies of divine nature, not seen with the eyes, but felt in the heart. 

	This incredible field of unified intelligence is woven into our being from birth and is always present within us and all around us.

	Yet over time, the stresses of life, societal conditioning, and generations of imbalance have pulled us out of internal alignment with this field. We’ve become disconnected from heart-mind coherence, confined instead to the logical, the tangible, and the visible.

	Through alchemy, frequency, ancient wisdom practices, and sacred technology, I have spent many years unlearning all the ways I have been taught to consciously or unconsciously block it. I can now remain responsive to the natural world, its cycles, my environment, and my experience. I released the grasp on fixed ideas of what should and shouldn’t be, that limited my ability to say yes to what is most alive in me. 

	This chapter speaks to the journey that is uniquely yours to walk, giving yourself permission to be authentically you and to follow the whispers of your heart, allowing the mystery to touch the center of love within you.

	Early Years

	I grew up going against the grain of my family, not out of rebellion, but by behaving in a way that felt most natural. That often comes with pain, because you want to belong, but in the need to please, you inadvertently betray yourself.

	The problem I frequently experienced was the push-pull between wanting to belong and being true to myself. One was from attachment and the fear of missing out and the other was from my instinctual womanly magic.

	It didn’t help that my natural desire was toward the taboo such as the goddess, the spiritual and the metaphysical. I had an internal wisdom that was always the opposite of what I was told to do and how to be, look, and live according to society. This created much internal conflict. Was I wrong? What was wrong with me? Would this get me into trouble?

	The pendulum would swing wildly, oscillating between mind and heart, until I made a decision … or not. I noticed that when I decided to please or fit in, my energy dimmed. When I chose from truth, mind, and heart in agreement, I felt empowered and strong.

	There’s a part of me that has always felt content in my own space, yet even with this natural independence, I experienced a subtle, inherited pull to belong, to keep the peace. Whenever I embodied more of my true nature, that familiar current would rise again. I call it “the mechanism.”

	The mechanism is the actions and behaviors governed by habitual patterns (conflicting thoughts, automatic responses, etc.) rather than conscious choice. It's your mechanical nature on autopilot.

	The mechanism fragments your energy and is how we disconnect from our true essence and become caught in patterns or forces that drain our energy, keep us stuck, or limit our potential.

	These cycles repeatedly challenge us, generation after generation and lifetime after lifetime, to move beyond them, break the chain, and shift into a new state of being.

	For me, this mechanism was a combination of genetic and collective material and its silent message was to shut down the wild instinctual womanly magic of the true feminine, the pure force of energy that instigates change and inspires us to follow the whispers of our heart.

	Practical Magic

	At twenty-two, I was inspired to build a business. After everything had been done, finalized, inspected, and passed, I realized I had to get customers through the door and start advertising.

	One evening under the full moon, I was lying in my bed with the moonlight streaming in from the clear starry sky above.

	I lit a candle for success and connected to my heart. I was so in love with what I was creating and upheld a passionate vision. Within a week, the phones would run hot and I would be booked out for ten-month periods.

	I didn’t share this vision with anyone. No one even knew I was creating a business until it was already done. I didn't know manifestation and the Law of Attraction theories as they are discussed today. There was no “secret” to follow.

	There was something far more powerful at play: my heart.

	The power of my heart and true desire combined with intent, action, commitment, knowledge, and speaking up when the time was right, created success. The experience left a deep imprint on me. This reminded me that the answers I sought, the path I was meant to walk, and the power to manifest it all resided within.

	This new level of success and freedom was incredibly liberating from my strict and sheltered upbringing, but it didn't last long. I was destined to meet someone who would change my life forever.

	The Power of Influence: Karmic Relationships

	“Sometimes to know who you are, you must experience who you are not.”

	—Susan Walling

	I met a man who was besotted with me. He was into all the wrong things, but I felt sorry for his upbringing, which an abusive alcoholic mother tainted. I didn’t want to be yet another woman who left him.

	I had woken from a dream one morning, angel wings flapping vigorously in front of me.

	The angels repeatedly said, “Do not be with this man.”

	I knew to listen. The words resonated with an activating current of truth but part of me reasoned that I had experienced little of life. I will experience nothing being so picky!

	Ahhh, my old friend. The mechanism animated and I chose not to listen. I abandoned my dreams.

	Eventually, I discovered a much darker reality: he was into drugs. This not only opened my eyes but also closed my heart and my business.

	In this time, my psychic senses expanded and I saw patterns in people, similar to reading patterns in nature. I integrated my shadow and stopped dismissing my conscience. This awakening led me back home to a loving family that knew me well.

	I became interested in studying healing pathways. My father had been seeing a chiropractor who used kinesiology in his practice as a biofeedback mechanism to detect stress and determine the best correction to restore balance. I often accompanied him to the sessions and was amazed at how it all worked and how effective it was.

	Serendipitously, I came across a brochure on a cafe door about a vibrational kinesiology school nearby having an open day at the college. I went and explored the curriculum. My heart opened wide, as this was the first time I had ever come even close to a career path that spoke to my soul.

	Enrollment wasn’t for a long time, so I began studying axiatonal alignment, an ancient procedure that aligns your body to the earth’s crystalline and cosmic light grids through frequency and the retracing of these subtle lines over the body.

	I had experienced nothing quite like that. My whole body was alive and awakened to a new level of clarity, purpose, and connection.

	I came to understand that the body is where all the alchemy is and that nothing exists in isolation. Everything within us is energetically connected to the living elements of the universe through the light grids of the earth and cosmos.

	A few days later, I stumbled upon the teachings of Chiron. At birth, Chiron (an asteroid) imprints a signature wound (and gift) into our astrology, revealing the exact place where we are most sensitive, most reactive, where we take life personally and fall into survival mode. It triggers the precise alchemical ingredients in us that are needed to catalyze our empowerment journey and awaken the gifts, talents, and strengths within our blueprint associated with our Chiron sign.

	My Chiron is in Aries, and with it comes a longing to exist boldly, to belong without apology. It carries the wound of feeling like I had to shrink, dim my light, defend my presence, or wait for permission just to be.

	Over time, I came to understand that this wasn’t just a personal struggle, it was a sacred teaching. The pain of rejection and the sting of being misunderstood or cast out became the very fire that forged my path. Chiron in Aries taught me to honor my truth, to lead from within, and to walk with courage and integrity even when it’s uncomfortable.

	What I didn’t realize at first was how this shaped the way I saw the world. Wounding doesn’t just live in the body; it reprograms the nervous system. It filters into the reticular activating system (RAS), the brain’s gatekeeper for perception. The reticular activating system doesn’t sort for truth; it sorts for familiarity.

	When I unconsciously believe “I don’t belong,” or “I’m too much,” my reticular activating system pulls those patterns into focus, reinforcing a worldview that matches my wound. Not because it was real, but because it feels familiar and therefore safe.

	But something shifted when I brought awareness to that loop. Deeper awareness, while connected to the whispers of my heart, interrupted the spell. And in that pause, I found choice. The choice to reattune my perception to love.

	This internal alchemical formula stirs at each up-level, threshold, trigger, and fork in the road for everyone, prompting the same questions: will I shrink back and re-act through the lens of old conditioning, or will I break the chain, feel the discomfort and follow the whispers of my heart?

	The Stars Aligned

	A new path was calling me and I decided to change my career from early childhood education to marketing and account management, while studying kinesiology at the same time. Within six months, I was moving to Melbourne and continuing work on my diploma.

	In my practice, the body was like a sacred laboratory and ancient library of information. I learned so much about the psyche, how we come out of balance, and how incredibly complex the technology running our bodies is. We are literally born with the elements of ancient stars and nature within us, but we have also absorbed conditioning that has trained us to forget.

	The Call 

	Just after I returned home from a work trip to LA, I felt drawn to study trauma and toxicity through an intensive kinesiology course in Tasmania, but I questioned whether I truly needed more training. Was it necessary to do more?

	I took myself into nature and asked the divine for a clear yes or no. A few minutes later, as I walked along the path, two white feathers, one large, one small, floated into my hand. My heart expanded with a yes, so I enrolled in the course.

	In the two weeks leading up to the program, I woke from a vivid dream: I was standing beside my siblings, looking at my father in a coffin. I reassured myself that it was merely an old childhood fear surfacing. My dad, a sea captain, spent months away from home, and I had always held a quiet fear of losing him. So I let the dream go.

	Before I left for Tasmania, there had been a lot of change already. I was in a relationship that was going nowhere. I had left my stable job to pursue my business full-time and we had just moved into a new place.

	When my teacher picked me up from the airport, I shared my thoughts, “Isn't it interesting how things seem to fall apart just before a big transformation?” 

	He nodded in agreement.

	“Don't run away; run inward.”

	—Rumi

	The course was everything I had hoped for and more. I was immersed in learning about trauma and toxicity, how they imprint on the body and how to release them through energy work. Each day was filled with deep, transformational learning.

	I shared a room with a woman everyone called my twin. We looked alike, yes, but it was the resonance of our hearts that truly mirrored one another. Our paths unfolded in ways we never could have predicted, as if our souls recognized the divine intervention at play.

	Her father was in the hospital, and she lived with the constant fear of receiving a dreaded phone call. Despite her resistance, she knew deep down that she was meant to be there. As did I.

	Two weeks into the course, feeling clear, inspired, and slightly detoxified from all the clearing, I received a call from my mum. My father had been admitted to the hospital. Two days later, the call my roommate had feared came; not for her, but for me. My father had passed away.

	Time stood still. Of all places to be, I was studying trauma, how it manifests in the body, and how to move through it. Of all people to share a space with, I was with someone walking a parallel path, waiting for a call about her father. Then, I remembered the dream.

	Even in the depths of shock, grief, and trauma, I felt held. Shattered, yet supported. The two feathers, the message from beyond, my father and I, and my choice to say yes—all of it ran through my mind in that moment.

	“What matters is how quickly you do what your soul directs.”

	—Rumi

	When I touched down at my parents' place, I felt an inner nudge to view my father one last time before the funeral. I mustered up all of my courage to enter the room, but when I looked at him, I gasped. The image before me was identical to my dream. In disbelief, I felt a powerful energy surge through my body, rising up from my feet like a thunderous current. I began shaking uncontrollably, crying, laughing, and screaming all at once. It was a complete surrender to something far greater than myself.

	I knew I was experiencing a kundalini awakening, a sacred activation triggered by grief and loss. No grip could withstand this current as it coursed through me, dissolving everything I thought I knew. Then, from the depths of this chaos, a profound otherworldly stillness emerged. It was as if my heart had cracked open, revealing an infinite expanse of grace. I was enveloped by a timeless, pure and sacred presence. I was forever changed by the paradox and the grace of that moment.

	Much of what I had been taught about life, death, and the divine became obsolete. The purity of that direct, spontaneous encounter awakened the mystic within. I saw that the true work was in attuning to the body's wisdom and opening to the fullness of life.

	All the daily steps I had taken over many, many years, to ground love and wellness into my body and everyday reality, had accumulated so much internal faith to follow through on the whispers of my heart. I hadn’t even realized it until that moment. The body is the expression of spirit made visible.

	I realized that for many years I had been pushing down a gift that was now liberated.

	We often assume that life simply happens to us, and then as we begin to awaken, we come to see that life happens for us. But what if life is a frequency moving through us, a living current waiting to be felt, shaped, and expressed?

	Can I allow the timelessness of this current to guide me in the present?

	The Return

	When I returned home, life shifted in ways that mirrored the alchemy I had experienced. My relationship, income-stable home, and calendar of clients all went poof into thin air. Everything that no longer aligned with who I was becoming naturally fell away, which was both difficult and liberating in the long run.

	There were so many things that could have taken me out of my heart, but the sacredness of that emergence held me like a well-lit lantern and moved me forward. I learned to be more unconditional with myself, accept the chaos without judgment, and embody nourishment and creativity as a path of light.

	I began dancing, painting, writing, journaling, and cooking. I came back to myself in a whole new way and deepened into the practice of introspection, reflection, and contemplation, which guided me to look at what was most alive for me and integrate those invisible values into my new life.

	I returned to business and was in time working on thousands of clients, predominantly women from all walks of life, different backgrounds, different stories, and different levels of success and struggle.

	Each client who came to see me was at a turning point in their life, their system unbeknownst to them, was readying to release an unconscious block in preparation for a new frequency to anchor.

	To free up the space though, there’s always an unravelling that takes place.

	Despite each woman's uniqueness, beneath the surface, I noticed similar undercurrents flowing through them all, a disconnection from the biosphere of nature itself and a way of processing life’s challenges that turned their internal world into a battlefield of self-attack on their sovereignty and the heart's desires.

	How could it be that no matter how different these women appeared on the outside, they carried the same internal afflictions? It was like something switched on in their body, activating survival mechanisms.

	Because it was a thread throughout all sessions, could it be an isolated experience?

	What I found intrigued me. It was systemic, collective. And it wasn’t new. It had been in place for hundreds of years, woven into the very fabric of the world we’ve inherited. I call it the patriarchal framework of imbalance (PFI): a system of values, rules, and structures that has shaped how societies operate for centuries.

	Throughout history, it has evolved so seamlessly that it now moves through us unconsciously, influencing how we relate to ourselves, to others, and to the earth. It imprints itself into the way we process emotions, make decisions, and perceive ourselves and our worth.

	At its core, it promotes a mindset of control, elevating solar consciousness, logic, structure, hierarchy, and constant growth while quietly silencing lunar consciousness—the more fluid, intuitive, and emotionally wise aspects of our being and the whispers of our heart.

	When the mind dominates without balance (Mother Nature), it leads to rigidity, suppression, and disconnect from the body's wisdom and the soul’s voice.

	What a huge realization this was! Each woman’s sovereign system was reacting to this internalized framework of rules in some way but didn’t know it. They judged themselves for something that was internalized by every woman, man, and their ancestors, a pattern as ingrained in the genetic code as it was woven into everything in today's modern world and completely normalized.

	I began to see how deeply this framework had restructured nervous systems, distorting emotional responses and fracturing our ability to hold and sustain our power. I followed the thread to the five elements within our body and in nature, and I noticed how it mirrored the imbalance in the outer world.

	Our inner ecology reconfigured in the same way our planet and societies were.

	Certain inner qualities had become overdeveloped, such as the drive to achieve, the need to control, the instinct to override, and the pressure to prove, mirroring the global emphasis on productivity, dominance, and speed, while receptivity, intuition, stillness, and nourishment were neglected within ourselves and society.

	The stabilizing essence of earth became shaky and overburdened. Fire's energy of joy, passion, and soul-expression was misused, burnt out, or extinguished. Water’s depth, flow, and wisdom became suppressed or feared.

	Meanwhile, metals' clarity, discernment, refinement, and reverence tightened its grip, becoming judgment and perfectionism. Wood’s vision, will, growth, and purpose are entangled in domination, control, and external achievement.

	I saw this pattern again and again, where people were driven by a longing to transform yet were scared of losing control. One part of them pushed toward evolution, another part sabotaged it.

	It sounded like this:

	“I want to create, but I can’t seem to start.”

	“I’m tired of doing things the old way, but I don’t trust the new way.”

	“I know what I want, but I second-guess myself before I take a step.”

	“No matter what I do, I never feel like I'm enough.”

	This is where I began exploring the reticular activating system, that quiet gatekeeper of the brain that filters our perception. It decides what enters our conscious awareness based on what we expect to see, and we begin to value what the system values, not what we truly value. And for generations, it has been programmed by a system that objectifies power, glorifies the external, and fears the unknown. This programming is why we often miss the mystical, override the subtle, and can’t see or feel the sacred even when it's right under our noses.

	Just when I thought I had reached the end of this thread, a harder tug revealed it was connected to a deeper pattern of value.

	Long ago, mother earth was honored and valued and people bartered resources to sustain life. Then came coins, born of metal and fire, the smelting of metals into a stamped currency abstracted value from the earth and placed it into a fixed, measurable form.

	Next came paper notes from wood.

	Through these stages, we forged metal, fire, and wood into a currency of objectified worth. And in doing so, we mirrored this process internally.

	We began to place more value on what could be seen, measured, and proven, while discarding the unseen, the intuitive, and the soulful. We turned away from the inner world in favor of the external.

	Earth and water, the elements of receptivity, emotional attunement, nourishment, and intuition, were devalued and suppressed, along with the receptive, nourishing, and sustaining pure force of Yin within the five elements.

	As this unfolded over centuries, our internal compass recalibrated and we began to value visibility over integrity, productivity over presence, and proof over purpose.

	It became both an economic evolution and a spiritual wound, one that shaped how we perceive value, meaning, and even ourselves.

	But when we begin to remember that love, presence, joy, and connection are among the most powerful resources we have, even though they are invisible, something within us softens. The nervous system calms. The heart opens. And in that softening, the field around us begins to shift.

	Honoring this quieter wisdom is not just a personal act; it’s a restoration of balance within the greater collective, a reweaving of the elemental forces within us as living, intelligent energies.

	As we choose to embody our true values felt deeply through the heart and soul, the reticular activating system, our inner perceptual filter, begins to attune to the frequency of sacred possibility. We start to see with new eyes, through the clarity of our chosen values, not through our conditioning.

	And from this place, we begin to draw in a higher reality that resonates the truth of who we are. A quiet inner authority begins to reveal itself and says: “I’m not here to prove. I’m here to remember.”

	So, what values are you living by?

	Are they inherited, or chosen?

	Where are you still seeking proof instead of trusting presence?

	Can you surrender your need to know, to be in flow?

	True Love

	A year had passed, and I lit another candle with the power of my beautiful heart, this time for true love. With my heart wide open, as it burned, I saw the five elements alive within it: earth in the solid wax and wick, water in the gentle melting and flow, fire in the flame that carried my intention, air feeding the dance of light and ether, and the unseen space, holding it all together. With a clear, heartfelt intention, I spoke my desire into the world.

	Six months later, I met my now fiancé and life continues to blossom in ways that sustain and nourish us.

	My work shifted and changed, aligning more deeply with universal principles that led me to teachings on multi-dimensional balancing systems, ancient wisdom protocols for renewal, and sacred lineages of alchemy, frequency, and the light-body.

	I transitioned from hands-on facilitation to working etherically, where healing unfolds through frequency, not touch.

	We are intimately connected to the universe through the heart. The heart chakra receives subtle frequencies from the earth’s crystalline core, and as these energies move through us, they restore emotional balance and nourish our sense of connection. This exchange supports inner harmony and attunes us to the greater web of life. Through the heart, we remember our place in the cosmos.

	Just imagine...

	You are standing in a place of wild beauty, untouched, ancient, alive. The air carries the plumes of resins and rain, their scent filling your lungs like a loving welcome. Soft droplets touch your skin, and your bare feet press into rich, earthy soil, which feels both unfamiliar and deeply remembered.

	You’ve never been here before, yet something in you knows this land. You look up. A silver crescent moon hangs quietly in the sky, and in that moment, something inside you begins to glow. Light rises from the Earth's grid and swirls around your body, filling you with a sense of connection and awe. A soft, warm, and gentle pink flame resonates from your heart, and you remember, not with your mind, but with your soul.

	What if you knew that every step you have already taken in your life, through joy, challenge, grief, and celebration has been overseen by incredibly loving forces in support of unfurling your potential and destiny, guiding you to transmute challenges into the light of awareness and embody self-love with the power of your heart?

	When you look over your life, you may come to see through reflection and introspection that you have always followed the whispers of your heart, and for that, you are most blessed.

	



	
“Above all other voices, listen to your heart. Trust this internal guidance system to lead you down the right path. Don’t let the world silence the whispers of your heart.”

	— Unknown



	

Learning to Listen Again
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	By Shenan Charania

	O


	ur heart holds a quiet, powerful voice—a whisper that rises from a deeper intelligence, far beyond the knowledge we've collected in our minds. Learning this fact felt like a gentle awakening, as if something ancient and wise within me stirred for the first time, reminding me that true guidance often comes not from thought but from the heart.

	Years later, in 2016, I came across an interview with Dr. Bill Pettit, a board-certified psychiatrist from the U.S. Dr. Pettit was talking about a young man who was extremely angry with his high school principal. He was so angry that he brought a gun to school to kill him. When the bell rang, students and teachers poured into the hallway as everyone went to their next class.

	When this young man spotted the principal, he walked closer to him with the gun ready in his jacket. When he got right in front of him, he pulled out his gun and fired five bullets into the principal’s chest. The principal died there, in front of everyone.

	The young man was, of course, jailed.

	A woman interviewed him and asked, “Why did you do it?”

	The young man said, “I was furious at the principal. I wanted to kill him.”

	She then asked, “What was going through your head before you killed the principal? What was going through your mind?”

	The young man said, “I just wanted to kill him. I didn't like him.”

	The interviewer pressed on, “No, I want to know what was going through your mind the moment before you pulled that trigger?”

	That's when the young man said, “Oh, it's funny, you know, I was hearing a voice, and the voice was very gentle. A quiet voice was telling me, You don't have to do this, you know? I thought I was experiencing doubt. I thought I was just doubting myself.”

	He continued, “As I walked closer to the principal, I heard that voice again, and the voice said, There is the side door. You can take it right now. You don't have to do this. Again, I dismissed the voice and I pulled out the gun and shot him.”

	After sharing that bit of the story, Dr. Pettit paused to say, “Folks, that isn't doubt. That is wisdom whispering to you.”

	I was listening to this interview while I was eating my lunch in the living room. When Dr. Pettit said, “Folks, that isn’t doubt. That is wisdom whispering to you,” it was like this news broke through the noise in my mind. It wasn’t just something I heard; it was something I felt deep in my soul, as if the heart had waited patiently all these years to be recognized.

	I couldn't finish my lunch. I literally started crying and dropped to my knees. I was crying for half an hour, and the reason I had such a strong reaction was because when I heard Dr. Pettit share this, it brought me back to a very distinct, specific memory of my life from 2004, when I was still in the gang-related lifestyle.

	I recalled that, while I was about to commit a home invasion, I heard the same voice. I heard a gentle voice tell me, You don't have to do this.

	I ignored it thinking that it was just me being a wimp. I still planned to do that home invasion, but the voice again spoke to me and said, You can say that you've hurt your leg and go sit in the car. (I had hurt my leg that day. I still have the scar on my right shin). It said, You don't have to go through with this. I again dismissed the voice, and I went through with my plans anyway. You see, I was involved in criminal activities for about a decade.

	In my late teens and early 20s, home invasions was just one of the things I got into. After I got out of that lifestyle I always held deep regret and guilt for doing all the things I had done. I made it out in 2007, but from then onward, I had done all kinds of work trying to lift the heavy guilt from my shoulders.

	I explored inner-child healing work. I had embraced positive thinking and affirmations. I went to therapy. I tried to reframe my perspectives and understand my past through different modalities and healing techniques. I tried adopting a new mindset. I had even tried to reprogram my mind through various methods that are on offer in the personal development world to find some clarity within me, but none of them helped me realize why I was doing what I was doing.

	Some of it helped me manage the heavy emotions that seemed to occupy my everyday life, but none of them sustainably helped me get rid of the guilt or regret that I held deep within me until that very moment when I heard Dr. Pettit speak about wisdom. I knew at that moment that I had heard something special, and from that moment on, I felt a deep pull to explore what I call the “Wisdom of the Heart” more intentionally. I began seeking different perspectives and teachings, delving into spiritual texts from the Far East, drawing from the quiet strength of Stoic wisdom, and allowing each insight to guide me closer to that silent intelligence within. I became fascinated with what wisdom is and where it originates. I wanted to find out everything about it.

	I repeatedly found evidence of a mysterious knowledge called wisdom in texts, phrases, parables, and scripture that dated as far back as the second century, from Chinese philosophers, Hindu sages, the saints in Christianity, the Sufi mystics, and everyone who was involved in any kind of spiritual exploration. It was perfect intelligence that was always available to humankind from moment to moment.

	I saw from within me that the more we as human beings reside in our own minds and rely on the worldly knowledge, identities, or personal interpretations of experiences that we have encountered, the less we make ourselves available to a deeper and simpler intelligence that the wise of the past call wisdom.

	As I became more attuned to wisdom, I understood that accessing it and truly allowing it to influence us and stay open to the heart’s quiet whispers, requires a key realization.

	I realized that these everyday thought patterns and belief systems create the lens through which we experience life. But when we question them regularly, we start to see what they truly are—just thoughts, not absolute reality. And in that space of awareness, wisdom has room to emerge naturally.

	The more we look at and bring awareness to the fact that what is circulating daily in our mind is not inherently true, but just a collection of different knowledge, education, and conditional thinking patterns that we have gathered, the less we identify with it. If we identify with what is running through our mind less and less, we make ourselves open in a neutral and spacious way, and we become available to listen deeper to this very ordinary inner wisdom beyond the thinking mind, which now I also call wisdom of the heart.

	As I explored deeper into what wisdom is and how we can get better oriented in listening to this simple knowledge, I uncovered another insight from my past that showed me how wisdom always had my back.

	This insight sprang suddenly into my awareness and shook my world once again, but in a good way.

	The year was 2004, a time when I was very familiar with the gun I had carried for a few years. It was a gun I held with ease, comfort, and even arrogance.

	I remember thinking one day that it was time to end this life. I was tired of feeling out of alignment with myself, and I felt extremely lost, confused, and defeated. I was on my sixth consecutive day of doing hard drugs, and they didn't seem to work anymore in distracting me from a life that I felt was useless. One shot would end it all, I thought. And that loud thought percolated in my mind as I felt heavier and heavier.

	I walked into the bush to do the deed, but I had a strange feeling that my plan was wrong. I could feel that I was going against my nature, deciding to do this, but I did not pay much attention to that, and when I lifted the barrel under my chin, a quiet thought came into my mind. It was like a gentle voice.

	It said, Shenan, maybe you want to shoot the gun into the woods first to check that it works properly, just so it doesn't jam on you. Because if it jams while you’re shooting yourself, you could end up being a vegetable instead of dying. That would be worse than dying.

	It was such a specific and clear invitation. This made sense to me. I thought, Wow, that’s a great idea! I should do that. So I turned the .44 nickel-plated Magnum revolver around and pointed it instead into the bushes. I took a shot, and the gun worked fine. It worked perfectly.

	But I remember the bang from the gun. That noise was so loud that it actually woke me up out of that suicidal mindset, and I realized in that very moment, with my ears ringing from the noise, I don't want to kill myself. So I put the gun away and slowly walked home, slightly more awakened from that drug-fueled haze.

	Even though it was my sixth consecutive day of doing drugs, I realized with certainty that I didn't want to take my life. That year went by in a stale and uncomfortable way. I felt disconnected for most of the year, and I continued the gang-related lifestyle I was so used to being in as I knew nothing else. Only after reflecting years later, as I became fascinated with studying what this thing called wisdom of the heart was, that I came to realize that soft, reasonable voice that prevented me from killing myself that day was wisdom.

	It was guiding me back then, too.

	That was 2004. Three years later, and after struggling and failing repeatedly in my attempts to leave that kind of life, I successfully exited the gang-related life. I had also forgotten all about how that gentle voice had saved my life that day.

	After these two realizations, I became even more interested, more committed, more devoted, and more fascinated to find out what wisdom of the heart is and how it could play a bigger role in my life.

	Over the last ten years, I have seen clearly that wisdom is a very ordinary, gentle, and clear knowledge that bypasses any of the beliefs or interpretations we have gathered about life. It pierces through any sort of distorted thinking or identities we may have. It presents itself invitingly, giving us the feeling that we just know what to do at any time and in any moment. We know the righteous thing to do, and it requires no decision making. The choice of not killing myself that day wasn’t a choice at all. One simply does the righteous thing. My mind had been paused long enough to realize that I did not want to do that. Even in a highly drugged-out state.

	I see now with increasing clarity how wisdom played a role in my life. The wisdom of my heart continues to play a role. It’s not always in such a dramatic fashion as the insights that I have just described through the stories shared here, but in many ordinary ways every day.

	A feeling that is always nudging us in subtle ways is how wisdom communicates with us.

	It’s lighthearted, fresh, and has a sense of deep connection that is hard to miss.

	This feeling contains information in it that unfolds for us and will guide us correctly.

	I have noticed that it usually speaks to me gently, inviting me to notice the direction it has pointed out.

	It says things like:

	Maybe you can try it this way. 

	You don’t need to do this. 

	Look over here, this might work. 

	The wisdom of the heart rarely comes roaring in with some extraordinary and miraculous sea-parting idea. It has a very ordinary, kind, and mild quality to it. I have never experienced the heart to be aggressive or tell me what I “should” or “must” do. Such an attitude is usually a product of my conditioned and habitual thinking. I did not know this for most of my life. I misunderstood. I imagined that the compelling thoughts that felt scary, worrisome, or even exciting were the ones I should pay attention to and take action with, and the ones that were soft and delicate were unnecessary and to be ignored because they would not contribute towards serious action.

	I was so wrong.

	It turns out that the gracious and affectionate thoughts are the ones that are coming from wisdom and are of the highest quality. They aren’t anchored in opinions or conclusions. These are the ones that are our best guides and have an intuitive characteristic to them.

	When I discovered that my impulsive thoughts were a consequence of the many refined programs that were running my intellect and were not actual reflections of reality, I listened to the soft, wise nudges much more and was pleasantly led into noticing better decisions being made in my work, relationships, health, leadership roles, how I rest, and every other aspect of life. This led to a more pleasing result than embracing thoughts that were only mirrors of conceptualized and accumulated knowledge.

	When I forget that the best quality of thinking is not one that is filled with ambition or desire, but one that is based in love and understanding, I can get tricked and believe it to be true. But with the awareness that the thoughts and feelings that are compelling are not as helpful as those rooted in soft inclinations, I succumb less to my habitual patterns of thinking and find myself curious to explore the nudges the wisdom of the heart offers.

	This shift in listening has had the most exponential impact on my life and how I show up in personal or professional relationships, my work, and myself.

	You may recall wisdom speaking to you in many ways throughout your life if you take a moment to reflect on it.

	You may hear it as: Asking you to be more considerate when you're feeling short in your mind, or to call someone that you haven't spoken to in a while, or to take a breath when you're feeling restless, or to take a taxi instead of driving today. You think you’ve had an idea, but really, you may have heard that inner voice—the quiet voice of the heart.

	Wisdom speaks to us beneath the chatter of the mind.

	What prevents us from hearing the quiet voice of the wisdom of the heart?

	From what I have seen through my explorations so far, it has become clear that one of the surest ways to prevent us from hearing the wisdom within is to think about ourselves in obsessive ways. The more we think about ourselves, the more contracted our minds become. The less we think about ourselves, the more space there is available for us to hear the whispers of the wisdom of the heart. Another way we can miss these quiet nudges of the deeper wisdom within is to prioritize our thinking mind as the primary source of intelligence in our lives.

	When we look towards leaders, authority figures, popular public figures, or so-called experts for the answers and solutions to our lives and their variety of challenges, we can miss the voice within. Our attention is diluted by looking externally for answers.

	Once we get oriented to truly understanding that wisdom is found only inside of us, and shift our attention to look within our hearts, we go beyond our thoughts, feelings, and experiences of life. This is true for every single person on this planet. As we get established in the space where wisdom is found, it eventually becomes our one and only mentor. We have a bond with it forever; we then may want to, but don't ever need to listen to anybody else.

	For this to happen, we simply have to rest our attention from the everyday detailed thinking patterns that are going on in our minds, to the gentle feelings that occur within. A shift from analyzing, describing, or ruminating on our feelings to just experiencing a direct and more intimate connection to these feelings.

	When we can have a fluid relationship with whatever is occurring within us, we can get more oriented to hearing the nudges that come from wisdom.

	The more we experiment with this, the more we get to know it, and the more we get to know it, the more we allow for it to lead. Our life then becomes one filled with true knowledge, with direct experiences from our soul, and we live a happy, grateful, contented life, no matter what we are doing on the physical level. No matter what we are doing materially, no matter what our goals and ambitions are, no matter what our position or job is in life, we can be connected directly to the wisdom of the heart and have it lead the way in every single aspect of life.

	We confuse ourselves tremendously if we rely solely on our thinking mind as the source of our solutions and creative power.

	I know now, after being humbled so many times by wisdom, that every single person, no matter who they are and what walk of life they’re from, has complete and direct access to the wisdom of the heart. It is just beneath our everyday thinking. Regular habitual thinking patterns clutter up our minds. If we are just willing to experiment with listening to these beautiful feelings of wisdom underneath the surface mind, then we can get acquainted, assimilated, and even established in a space where the wisdom of the heart speaks. We could allow wisdom to run our entire life literally. Every move, every conversation, every word we speak can flow from the wisdom of the heart. It’s that simple and that deep.

	I am sure that if you look back at your life in reflection, you will also see how wisdom has always had your back. It has been the quiet and grounded knowing that has guided you away from making big mistakes, or has helped you stay the course when you yourself may not have the clarity to do so.

	Over the past few years, I’ve been exploring how we can live more from that inner space within us—a space that allows us to receive wisdom moment by moment. What I’ve come to realize is that this wisdom isn’t separate from everyday life; it relates directly to every aspect of it. It brings a sense of harmony to how we live, how we show up in the world, and how we experience reality. Living from this space diminishes the mind's noise and increases presence, grounding, and alignment.

	I discovered through my explorations that we are designed as human beings to hear the heart’s whispers and let them guide us every moment; we are not designed simply to think. It may be a radical statement to make, considering how our entire society, generation over generation, is now built upon thinking systems instead of the wisdom of the heart. But as I've applied this mindset into my life, through many trials and errors with a spirit of experiment and a willingness to fail at it over and over again, I have discovered that this is actually true, that we can make ourselves available in every single moment and allow wisdom—this mysterious, spiritual order—to guide every decision we make.

	I also saw that the wisdom of the heart isn’t some lofty or rare experience. It’s very ordinary, always available, and woven into the web of our everyday lives. It reveals itself in simple, subtle ways. It’s wisdom that gently nudges us when we’re tired, telling us it’s time to rest. It whispers to us not through loud thoughts, but through quiet feelings that are light, gentle, and inviting. This is the whisper of the heart. It often speaks to us through a feeling rather than words. For example, when we feel the need to sleep or use the washroom, we don’t have to think it through, we just know. These everyday nudges, though they may seem small, are expressions of that deeper intelligence guiding us moment by moment.

	The wisdom of the heart can also help us resolve any kind of conflict that is going on in our lives. It can help us make the best business moves. It can help us bring more understanding, love, compassion, kindness, and unity into every conversation or every interaction we have with anyone, including plants, animals, and other humans.

	It cleans up our mind and heals any trauma that we might have been carrying that is unresolved. It helps us be more present and in harmony with reality.

	This heart energy has a natural ability to quiet the noise of the mind and guide us toward living with greater wisdom. It fills our presence with a quiet, potent intelligence. A kind of inner knowing that doesn’t need to be figured out, just felt and trusted. When we’re rooted in this space, we not only see life more clearly, but we recognize that same wisdom in others. We become better able to support those around us, helping them tune in to their wisdom of the heart and orient themselves toward that deeper intelligence that lives beyond the thinking mind.

	I consider myself truly blessed and forever grateful to Dr. Bill Pettit, because it was through him that I was first introduced to an experiential insight—one that came not from my mind, but directly from my soul.

	It was a clear and undeniable whisper, one that cut through all the layers of thinking, identity, and accumulated knowledge I carried in that moment. Moreover, in that quiet clarity, I saw something profound: my heart had been whispering to me all along, throughout my life, but I simply hadn’t known how to listen.

	Now that I do, everything has changed.

	If you are new to exploring the wisdom within, I encourage you to experiment with this countless times initially, frequently connecting with your sensations throughout the day. Try taking action on what any feeling is pointing you to do. Don’t wait until you think you know what the wisdom of the heart is. Follow the feeling, and you can get the knowledge afterwards.

	If we are simply willing to fail in our early attempts at knowing what wisdom is versus what thinking is, we will improve at allowing the wisdom of the heart to guide us in quicker ways.

	If you are a seasoned explorer of wisdom, I encourage you to continue experimenting with how the wisdom of the heart feels within. You can expand the threshold of how much you will surrender all things to the wisdom within until you merge entirely into it.

	You may let it have its way with you on all matters of life. Remaining a student to the impersonal and mysterious wisdom within allows us to become wise from the inside instead of just dabbling in its potential from the outside.

	This understanding has forever altered the way I live. On days when my mind gets noisy, when I feel foggy, stuck in thought, or disconnected from the present moment, I no longer feel lost. I now know what to do: I just need to get a little quieter inside. Slow down. Settle. Be present. That’s all it takes to reconnect with the gentle wisdom of the heart, and from that space, let wisdom guide my next step—and the one after that.

	



	
“Sometimes the heart speaks in whispers, and the soul understands without a word.”

	—Unknown
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	After years of academic study in economics and management, and a successful corporate career as an account manager in multinational companies, she experienced an inner crisis that led her to rediscover her true nature. A simple online meditation triggered a powerful awakening, opening the door to extraordinary encounters with multidimensional intelligences and profound revelations about the soul and the universe.

	She once wrote, about The Heart and The Mind, The Human and God: “I am neither one nor the other person. I am both persons. It is only when both persons come together and become friends that you can start to open your eyes. I was sleeping in the darkness and on one silent day I woke up.”

	Today, Andromeda is a certified practitioner in verbal and non-verbal hypnosis, Kundalini bodywork, Reiki, trance channeling, and trance healing. She speaks fluent Italian, English, French, and German and guides Starseeds and awakening souls through energy activations and deeply transformative experiences.

	Andromeda is here to serve those who are ready to remember.

	Website: www.andromedaascension.com

	Email: info@andromedaascension.com

	YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/@andromedaascension

	Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/andromedaascension/

	Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/andromedaascension/ 

	TikTok: https://www.tiktok.com/@andromedaascension



	




	Sharmeen Baria
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	With an impressive array of degrees and certifications, Sharmeen is uniquely equipped to provide exceptional life coaching services. She graduated with honors from the University of Houston with a Master of Social Work and a Bachelor’s in Psychology. Additionally, she holds a Bachelor of Metaphysics from the University of Sedona.

	Her dedication to helping others is demonstrated through six years of volunteer service on the Crisis Hotline, where she was honored as “Volunteer of the Year” by Crisis Intervention of Houston during her graduate studies. Her expertise extends to holistic healing, having completed both the First and Second Level Reiki methods of Natural Healing, along with an Advanced Reiki certification under the guidance of renowned mentors Mr. Michael Yarborough and Ms. Melanie Herrel. Sharmeen is also certified by the prestigious International Center for Reiki Training (ICRT).

	Furthering her commitment to empowerment, she trained as a Certified Empowerment Coach with the esteemed S.W.A.T. Institute, participating in a year-long mastermind group led by top Women's Empowerment Coach Crystal Andrus Morissette. She has also successfully completed advanced coaching courses with globally recognized coaches Rich Litvin and David Bayer. This diverse and comprehensive training enabled Sharmeen to offer superior service, combining psychological insights with holistic and empowerment techniques.

	She is a Certified Mastery Method Coach from the Institute of Coaching Mastery Certification Program, a Certified Dream Builder Coach from the Brave Thinking Institute (accredited by the International Coaching Federation), and completed a year-long Leadership Training program from the Solignment Institute.

	Sharmeen looks forward to helping clients on their journey towards greater self-awareness and self-discovery.

	She invites you to connect with her in the following ways:

	Website: https://www.sharmeenbaria.com

	Email: sb@sharmeenbaria.com

	Social Media

	Facebook: @sharmeenbariacoaching

	Instagram: @sharmeenbaria 

	LinkedIn: @sharmeen-baria



	




	Ada Tabensky
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	Ada’s happiness journey began twenty-six years ago, after her last suicide attempt, when she started to learn how our brains work and discovered small shifts that helped lift her out from under the dark cloud of depression. Her journey to recovery included finding a path beyond antidepressants and embracing the power of self-awareness.

	After losing a nephew and her sister to suicide within weeks of each other, she realized that the knowledge she had gained may have been able to help them.

	The impact of loss struck again when a dear friend took his life. Ada and her husband recognized the signs and reached out, but he denied it, leaving them feeling helpless after he passed. This heartbreaking experience reinforced her resolve to learn more to better support those who struggle. Ada has taken numerous programs, including Robbins Madanes Strategic Intervention Coaching and became ASIST (Applied Suicide Intervention Skills Training) qualified.

	She tells her story hoping to help end the stigma and silence around suicide, to show others that there is a better way, and provide some of the techniques that helped her.

	Today, Ada has a passion for helping people who feel lost or on a downward spiral change their trajectory and find a path toward healing and happiness. She’s a source of hope and knowledge for anyone in pain.

	Ada’s Contact email: ada@joypathseekers.com

	Ada’s website: https://www.joypathseekers.com



	




	Elle LaChance
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	Joelle LaChance (Elle) is 26 and currently a sales manager for Enhabit Home Health and Hospice. She holds a Bachelor’s degree in Healthcare Administration and Management with a dance minor from Salve Regina University (2021). Throughout her journey, building prospering and meaningful relationships has been the catalyst for both her career and personal life. These experiences include serving at large corporate events and weddings, handling patient concerns as a pharmacy technician, and being a compassionate point of contact as a former admissions assistant at a nursing home.

	Her hobbies and passions include exploring new cafés and thrift shops, reading, attending Mass and young adult events, going to the beach, spending time with friends, singing, photography, and dancing, especially ballet, which she enjoys watching in Providence and Newport, Rhode Island. She is also involved in planning a large upcoming gala, Adding Years to Life, which gives back to the senior living community.

	Joelle is honored and grateful to be part of this unique community and looks forward to continuing her journey of connection, service, and growth.
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	Sevi Stam – The Identity Doctor™

	Freedom Guide | Creator of the Quantum Wealth Identity Blueprint™ | PhD & Doctorate Candidate in Integrative Holistic Medicine | International Speaker.

	Sevi Stam is the woman who elite public figures turn to when they can’t carry the mask any longer.

	Known as The Identity Doctor™, she works privately with high-achieving women in the spotlight who appear composed yet carry inner battles they cannot share. Sevi’s signature method, the Quantum Wealth Identity Blueprint™, dissolves subconscious blocks, identity wounds, and emotional weight too complex, or too private, to unpack in public.

	Currently completing her PhD and Doctorate in Integrative Holistic Medicine, Sevi brings science and soul into deep recalibration work that rewires the inner architecture of self. Her pioneering techniques, Trinity Breath Activation™ and HoloMagnetic Projection™, activate full coherence and unlock manifestation from a place that feels effortless, true, and safe—without needing to fix, force, or prove anything ever again.

	This isn’t coaching.

	It’s sacred reclamation.

	For the woman who has built everything, but knows there’s something missing inside, Sevi offers the path home.

	As an international speaker and mentor, she is known for creating deeply transformative spaces where high-profile women can drop the performance, reclaim their truth, and rise in full-spectrum wealth, freedom, and peace in confidence.

	Website: www.sevistam.com

	Instagram: @sevistam_international

	LinkedIn: linkedin.com/in/sevistam

	Facebook: facebook.com/sevistam



	




	Susan Walling
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	Susan is a multidimensional transformation facilitator, ascension guide, kinesiologist, and trailblazer for women ready to reclaim their magic and live in alignment with their soul.

	With a background in early childhood education, dance, media, and over 15 years in the healing arts, She blends grounded, practical guidance with high-frequency spiritual tools to support deep and lasting transformation.

	Through Rekindled Ancient Wisdom (RAW) and Transference Healing®, two advanced multidimensional systems, she helps women heal at the root, awaken their spiritual gifts, and create inspired change in their reality.

	Susan’s journey began in childhood, sparked by her father’s health and a powerful remembrance of nature’s intelligence and the heart’s wisdom. She instinctively resonated with the archetype of the healer, the intuitive, the wise woman, or what some may call the witch, not through doctrine or dogma, but rather as a natural knowing and embodiment of her essence.

	Her path has never been about adopting a label; it’s about remembering, reclaiming, and embodying what has lived within her from the start and learning to refine and channel that creative essence into all areas of life and any field of interest she chooses, and inspires others to do the same.

	Today, Susan's work is anchored in frequency, embodiment, soul alignment, and conscious creatorship, guiding women to come in to balance, transform, nurture, rise, and infuse their unique sparkle into both their lives and their path of service.

	Connect with Susan Walling:

	Info@sacredcalling.com.au

	www.sacredcalling.com.au



	




	Shenan Charania
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	Shenan Charania has been working as a professional life coach and business consultant for ten more than years.

	He has reinvented himself multiple times throughout his life, always searching for a deeper and more meaningful connection to his soul. After moving with his family to Vancouver, Canada, at the age of 11 and facing a deep culture shock among other unseen challenges in a new country, Shenan found himself reacting aggressively to his environment, which led him to make poor choices early in life. Before he could fully grasp the results of his choices, he found himself in a destructive, gang-related lifestyle.

	Shenan led himself out of what seemed an impossible journey, from a life filled with confusion and pain to achieve his dream of owning his own business. At age 29, he was the owner of a restaurant that was very lucrative, but he found himself short of fulfillment in his surroundings.

	It was then that he discovered his true passion, in the service of others.

	Shenan now works with individuals, families, and corporate professionals who are willing to explore themselves and live from their highest capacity in the most ordinary and inevitable way. He helps them design their lives with fewer restrictions, deeper connections, and meaningful experiences that are completely unique to them.

	Shenan also volunteers his time to work with youth at risk inside schools, and in external programs alongside teachers, police officers, and community leaders, helping to bring awareness, solutions, and creating opportunities for a more inclusive, transparent, and functional society.

	You can learn more about Shenan's work through his website at www.ShenanCharania.com

	You can also connect with him via social media through these platforms.

	Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/shenancharania/

	Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/shenancharania/

	LinkedIn: https://www.linkedin.com/in/shenan-charania-762790a2/

	YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC6qEiCjAgqYpHmoNsrI1F8g/videos?view_as=subscriber



	
“Your heart knows the way. Run in that direction.”

	— Rumi



	

Afterword

	I


	 hope you enjoyed the heartfelt stories, wisdom, and vulnerability shared in this book. Storytelling is the oldest form of communication, and I hope you feel inspired to take a step toward living a fulfilling life. Feel free to contact any of the authors in this book or the other books in this series.

	The proceeds from this book will be used for social giving at Jewel Children’s Home in Northeast Bali.

	Other books in the series include:

	Living into Self-Esteem: A Journey of Riches, Book Forty-One

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FGXQD289

	Building Self-Confidence: A Journey of Riches, Book Forty

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F5PWWHPG

	Unlock Your Hidden Potential: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Nine

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DXVKT6KH

	Follow Your Soul’s Calling: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Eight

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DQJYLBHY

	The Power of Self-Discovery: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Seven

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D4K35JFP

	Elevating Your Life: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Six

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CZWRJ94Y

	Living the Paradigm of Kindness: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Five

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CSXF1FBV

	Creating Resilience: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Four

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CNVRDY38

	Discover Your Purpose: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Three

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CFDLWTCB

	Live Your Passion: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-Two 

	https://www.amazon.com/Live-Your-Passion-Stories-Fulfilling-ebook/dp/B0C5QXMNRQ

	Master Your Mindset: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty-One 

	https://mybook.to/MasterYourMindset

	Transform Your Wounds into Wisdom: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirty

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/ B0BKTJ377N

	Motivate Your Life: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Nine 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BCXMF11P

	Awaken to Your Inner Truth: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Eight 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09YLYMQ4H?geniuslink=true

	The Power of Inspiration: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Seven 

	http://mybook.to/ThePowerofInspiration

	Messages from The Heart: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Six 

	http://mybook.to/MessagesOfHeart

	Abundant Living: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Five 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0963N6B2C

	The Way of the Leader: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Four 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/1925919285

	The Attitude of Gratitude: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Three 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/1925919269

	Facing Your Fears: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-Two 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/1925919218

	Returning to Love: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty-One 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08C54M2RB

	Develop Inner Strength: A Journey of Riches, Book Twenty 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/1925919153

	Building your Dreams: A Journey of Riches, Book Nineteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B081KZCN5R

	Liberate your Struggles: A Journey of Riches, Book Eighteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/1925919099

	In Search of Happiness: A Journey of Riches, Book Seventeen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07R8HMP3K

	Tapping into Courage: A Journey of Riches, Book Sixteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07NDCY1KY

	The Power Healing: A Journey of Riches, Book Fifteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07LGRJQ2S

	The Way of the Entrepreneur: A Journey of Riches, Book Fourteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07KNHYR8V

	Discovering Love and Gratitude: A Journey of Riches, Book Thirteen 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07H23Q6D1

	Transformational Change: A Journey of Riches, Book Twelve 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FYHMQRS

	Finding Inspiration: A Journey of Riches, Book Eleven 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F1LS1ZW

	Building your Life from Rock Bottom: A Journey of Riches, Book Ten 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07CZK155Z

	Transformation Calling: A Journey of Riches, Book Nine 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07BWQY9FB

	Letting Go and Embracing the New: A Journey of Riches, Book Eight 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B079ZKT2C2

	Making Empowering Choices: A Journey of Riches, Book Seven 

	https://www.amazon.com/Making-Empowering-Choices-Journey-Riches-ebook/dp/B078JXMK5V

	The Benefit of Challenge: A Journey of Riches, Book Six 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0778S2VBD

	Personal Changes: A Journey of Riches, Book Five 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B075WCQM4N

	Dealing with Changes in Life: A Journey of Riches, Book Four 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0716RDKK7

	Making Changes: A Journey of Riches, Book Three 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01MYWNI5A

	The Gift in Challenge: A Journey of Riches, Book Two 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01GBEML4G

	From Darkness into the Light: A Journey of Riches, Book One 

	https://www.amazon.com/dp/B018QMPHJW 

	Thank you to all the authors who have shared aspects of their lives in hopes of inspiring others to live a bigger, fuller version of themselves. 

	I want to share a beautiful quote from Jim Rohn: “You can’t complain and feel grateful at the same time.” At any given moment, we can either feel like a victim in life or be connected and grateful for it. I hope this book helps you feel grateful and inspires you to pursue your dreams. 

	For more information about contributing to the series, visit our website: http://ajourneyofriches.com/. Furthermore, if you enjoyed reading this book, we would appreciate your review on Amazon to help spread our message to even more readers.
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