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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 
 
Since early childhood, I’ve known that reincarnation existed and 
that our physical body is merely a vehicle we receive, upon 
entering into this dimensional reality. We are all 
multidimensional beings, having a human experience here on 
earth. When we depart from this earthly realm, our souls do not 
perish. It travels into another dimensional realm, where our 
journey continues to evolve. 
    We are all born with special gifts and abilities. The most 
common Clair senses, which we all possess, include 
clairvoyance, clairaudience, clairsentience, claircognizance and 
clairscent. During an extremely dark period in my life, I called 
out to the universe for help and unexpectedly received a reply.  
    Our spirit guides, or angels, are with us from birth to death. 
They serve to assists in our growth and development cycle and to 
ensure us that we’re on the right path. Every single one of us is 
on a different level of enlightenment, leading us closer towards 
higher conscious awareness.  
    There are many other tools available to help you gain a higher 
perspective towards understanding yourself. This in return, 
allows the individual to make more positive choices in their daily 
lives and to advance their prowess.  
    Not many people that I have met remember their dreams. 
However, there are ways to help you do this, which I have 
included in a separate chapter. Your dreams are also a doorway 
into your subconscious mind. It will provide you with clues, as to 
what it is that you need to work on in this lifetime.  
    Most of the spiritual and highly advanced beings that you meet 
in your dreams are within your soul group or soul family of light. 
Are you ready to meet yours? Are you prepared to put in the hard 
work to heal yourself and others around you? 



    I hope you all find the dream journals and additional 
information, which I have included, interesting, enlightening, 
uplifting and healing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Chapter 1 
 
 

Initial Contact and Awakening 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We all have a story to tell and I received a calling from my higher 
self to write about mine. I was born in NSW, Australia in 1971 to 
European immigrants, who ventured here to find a better life. My 
father immigrated to Australia in 1957 where he gained 
employment in a steel mill as a labourer. After he became settled 
and purchased his first home, he travelled back to Europe and met 
my mother in 1969. He married her two weeks later and brought 
her to Australia where they began their life together.  
    In 1973, I was booked into hospital to undergo eye surgery. 
The tear ducts in my eyes were blocked and I wasn’t tearing 
correctly. I was only two years old, but this procedure is 
considered normal for most toddlers. After the operation, I was 
reallocated to the children’s ward to recover and was woken by a 
couple of visitors. The two strangers stood beside my crib looking 
down at me whilst I slept. I overheard a young boy exclaim, “Oh 
dad, isn’t she beautiful,” in an excited tone of voice.  
    I wearily opened my eyes and turned my head to the right only 
to see a man standing over me with his young son. I didn’t know 
who they were and felt bewildered. I scrunched my face and 
squinted my eyes, as I thought to myself, “Beautiful, what on 
earth is he talking about?” 
    In those exact few moments, I had an overwhelming sensation 
of knowing that I had reincarnated. I wasn’t able to ignore how I 



felt, but I was also unable to verbally express my thoughts to 
anyone at that young age. I lay there in total silence observing 
instead.  
 

    Why did I reject the young boy’s compliment and 
dissociate myself from feeling those positive emotions? I 
knew what the word meant and was reasonably intelligent at 
that age, but I just wasn’t able to emotionally connect or to 
accept feeling so adored by someone. It felt odd. 
    Maybe my parents just didn’t provide me with the love and 
affection that I needed to develop a healthy connection with 
myself and others. I can remember my mother constantly 
pushing me away, especially after my brother came onto the 
scene. 
    I found out who the young boy was later in my life. He lived 
down the road from us and became my very first childhood 
friend at the age of four, or until my parents decided to 
separate and divorce.  
    I believe that we have lived many other lifetimes, whether 
we can recall them or not. I wish I could remember more of 
my past lives. Unfortunately, we lose most of our memories 
upon entering into this dense earthly third-dimensional 
reality. 

 
    The aesthetic was still in my system and I could feel its effects 
beginning to take control of my body again. I turned my head 
back to its most comfortable position and gradually fell back to 
sleep. The young boy’s father whispered, “Ok, I think we should 
leave and let her rest now.” These were that last words that I 
heard, before nodding off.  
    In 1975, my father, brother and I all travelled to Hungary 
together. My brother was two years old and I was four. My 
mother decided not to travel with us and anxiously awaited our 
safe return back to Australia.  
    My fascination with the supernatural, leading into other 
dimensions and realities, began at the age of four when I visited 
my grandmother in Szentes, Hungary. I can remember waking up 



in the guest bedroom on that chilly spring morning and walking 
over to the window, which faced a quiet suburban street. 
    As my eyes began to scan the surrounding area, I noticed a 
statue of an angel further down the road. The statue stood on a 
concrete block, which was located outside of a small church in 
the province. At that exact same moment, I felt an energy shift in 
my being. It was a little like an epiphany moment and it kind of 
felt like home, but not so much in this third-dimensional reality. 
Words cannot describe how I felt. It was a surreal experience, yet 
it was also a very sacred and spiritual encounter. 
 

Was the angelic statue there to serve as a reminder and to 
somehow trigger a part of my spiritual psyche, which needed 
to be awakened at that time? 

 
    My parents are not all that religious and they hardly ever 
attended church services, except for christenings, weddings and 
funerals. I’m not surprised, especially after my mother caught a 
Catholic priest placing the donations into his own pockets one day 
in her youth. However, from that day forward my inner spiritual 
journey had inevitably begun. 
    My parents separated and filed for a divorce when I was around 
seven years old. My mother gained custody of my brother and I, 
leaving my father completely shattered.  
    My Mother had also gone through a very traumatic time in her 
life. She was finding it very difficult to settle and adjust to a 
foreign country, without any family or trusted friendly support.  
    I love both my parents very much and hated seeing my mother 
in such a depressed, violent and rage filled state. My father’s 
character was completely the opposite and I felt a stronger bond 
with him, but I naturally worried about my mother more. 
    I felt a certain degree of empathy towards my mother and tried 
to comfort her the best I could, but she was closed off to my 
affection most of the time because I reminded her of my father. 
My heart slowly sank to rock bottom, as she constantly continued 
to push me away. The physical beatings were the worst, which I 
didn’t feel I deserved or understood. I felt very confused and 



slowly retreated into resenting her for taking her troubled 
existence out on me physically and psychologically. I fell into a 
very lonely and dark place of despair. 
    Sadly, it wasn’t only my mother who abused me. There were 
times when certain family friends committed a much worst act, 
being of a sexual nature. An example of this is that one evening, 
my mother decided to leave my brother and me with a man that 
had been drinking, whilst she went out to enjoy herself. Luckily, 
I was much older this time and he didn’t succeed to get that far, 
because I fought him off and he knew not to mess with me after 
that incident. When I finally worked up the courage to tell my 
mother, years later, she didn’t believe me. 
    Some of the neighbours weren’t very helpful either. I was seen 
as a naughty child who didn’t obey. The neighbour’s kids were 
different though and my childhood wasn’t all doom and gloom, 
whilst growing up in the public housing system that my mother 
received two years after leaving my father.  
    At around the age of twelve, my life took a turn for the worst. 
I simply wasn’t able to cope with any more abuse or listen to my 
mother’s constant rants and raves on how my father destroyed her 
life and how much she hated him in return. 
    The verbal psychological attacks went on for hours, and I 
wasn’t able to fully concentrate on my schoolwork. I fell in love 
with music instead, which managed to drown out my mother’s 
abusive and annoying angry tones.  
    One day out of spite, my mother mentioned that she never 
wanted a daughter, especially one that had auburn coloured hair. 
As a result, I began to dislike myself and rebelled against my 
abusive upbringing even more.  
    In the process of feeling unwanted and unloved, I tried to take 
my own life, but something prevented me from carrying out the 
sudden urge to cut myself in my bedroom. Something from inside 
of me intervened, advising me that my life would improve over 
time and that I would be set free from the abuse soon to live a 
more peaceful and joyous life.  
    Most of the time, I didn’t feel that I belonged and experienced 
difficulties fitting in, especially at school, where I would be 



constantly bullied and teased over my obesity. I found food to be 
very comforting back in those days. It prevented my boredom and 
loneliness for a short period of time.  
    I disliked the violence and the way some people mistreated 
others here on a daily basis. To me, this world was insane and 
inhumane and, on some days, I wanted to leave this life far behind 
me. However, a part of me felt that I needed to stay here to help 
others, who were also struggling to fit into society. 
    I soon came to discover that I wasn’t the only one going 
through a difficult time, especially at the new school I began 
attending and went to the aid of a female student who was feeling 
very upset one day. The others were giving her a difficult time 
because she was different, and so we became friends following 
her harrowing ordeal. 
    Late one night in my hour of desperate need and feeling very 
alone and upset, I called out for help and received a reply. In those 
few agonising and silent moments of prayer and intention, I heard 
a man’s voice. He said, “Welcome back.” It startled me a little at 
first, but I was more fascinated by the message that I was given 
and began to question it. 
 

    What did the message really mean? Had I lived on earth 
in a past life and reincarnated here in this one? Who was the 
being that spoke to me and which dimensional reality was he 
from exactly? How did he know me?  
    I had somehow managed to tune into this vibrational 
frequency, which is a little like tuning into a radio station, 
through meditation and intention. It wasn’t a negative 
experience or encounter, and to tell you the truth it felt quite 
uplifting and comforting. I felt protected and knew that 
someone was looking after me. I also felt that this message 
was more related to my being able to connect with my spirit 
guides and to also understand my abilities towards 
establishing a communication line with them in this third-
dimensional reality. 

 



    As the weeks turned into months, I received more clairaudient 
messages from my spirit guides, which were: 
“Don’t be afraid” 
“I love you” 
“I found you” 
“Talk to me” 
“I’ll stand by you” and…  
“Write it down.” 
    After a while, the clairaudient messages began to faze out of 
my life, and everything returned back to the way it was before I 
made contact with my spirit guides. 
    I decided to start a journal and began writing, which was a 
release on so many levels, and it included everything I felt and 
experienced on a daily basis. One day, whilst I was still at school, 
my mother found my diary along with the keys to unlock it and 
that was the end of my journal writing. A certain degree of 
mistrust began to develop between my mother and I and our 
relationship began to fall further apart.      One summer’s night, I decided to get some fresh air and 
left the house. I walked over to the park, which happened to be 
right next door to the townhouse that we were living in. I lay 
down on the soft cool grass and looked up into the clear starlit 
sky. I kept wishing to be taken away from this hellish existence 
and wasn’t expecting to see what I saw next.  
    I saw a small white object appear from out of nowhere. It was 
flying above the earth’s stratosphere and was travelling at a 
higher than normal accelerated speed. It glided across the sky, 
covering a large area in a very short period of time, before 
completely vanishing into thin air. I thought it may have been a 
satellite at first, but satellites don’t normally travel that fast or 
vanish like that.  
    I met with a couple of my neighbours the following day and 
discovered that they had also seen the UFO around the exact same 
time. After our discussion, we all came to a conclusion and 
dismissed the object as being just a satellite.  
 



    I have always known that we are not alone in this universe 
and in all honesty how can we be? The universe is filled with 
billions of galaxies with billions of stars and it would be a 
little naïve for us to think otherwise. 

 
    In the early summer of 1996, I watched a documentary on 
television. It was about angels and people’s testimonies of their 
experiences with these benevolent beings, which I really enjoyed 
watching and was able to connect to wholeheartedly. They were 
also promoting a book, which caught my attention, and I went to 
the bookstore to order a copy the very next day. Believe it or not, 
I received the hardcopy on my 25th birthday.  
 

Was it just a coincidence or a gift from my spirit guides?  
 
    Halfway through reading the book, I sensed my spirit guide’s 
presence and felt its touch. I physically experienced a slight tickle 
under my left rib cage, only seconds before reading the next 
paragraph. The sentence validated exactly what I had just 
experienced in physicality. It manifested itself before I was able 
to read what was about to occur next. As I sat on my chair feeling 
stunned, I stared down at the page in amazement for about five 
minutes, before proceeding to the next sentence. This incident 
changed my whole perspective of what is possible in this 
dimensional reality.  
    In May 1996, my mother and I decided to travel to Europe 
together, after making amends. It was going to be just the two of 
us, without my brother. As I reflected back in time, I began to 
recall the very first time that my brother and I travelled to 
Hungary with her. It was in the European Springtime of 1980. I 
was nine years old and my brother was seven.  
    I met my grandmother for the very first time in 1980, and she 
was very happy to see us all. She lived in a small apartment in the 
city of Budapest and gave us all a huge welcoming hug when we 
arrived at her front door. During our visit, I discovered that my 
grandmother wasn’t as aggressive in nature as my mother. 



However, parts of her personality and strict demeanour mirrored 
my mother’s not so positive and loving outlook on life.  
    I was now able to see and understand what my mother must 
have gone through during her childhood. The wars that raged 
across Europe, especially in the 1940s, lay buried in the dark 
shadows of their souls. I can only imagine how difficult it must 
have been for all of them to live through such a horrific ordeal. 
    My mother obviously had an extremely harsh and very strict 
upbringing, along with my grandmother, before her. History had 
inevitably repeated itself, and I felt that it was up to me to break 
this vicious cycle once and for all. 
    Spending time with my grandmother went by fairly quickly, 
and my mother had plans to spend time with other relatives in 
another part of the country. We soon found ourselves travelling 
to a town called Szigetszentmiklos in Hungary. My much loved 
and humorous uncle, who was the youngest sibling, picked us up 
from my grandmother’s house and drove my mother, brother and 
I back to his home in suburbia. 
    When we all arrived at his house, I was introduced to my aunt 
and cousin. They welcomed us all with open arms and were very 
gracious and cheerful people. They happened to be completely 
the opposite in character, compared to my mother and 
grandmother’s persona. I kept wondering why, but it wasn’t 
really my place to question. My mother was obviously more 
oppressed by her parents, compared to her male siblings. 
 

    I can analyse their lives as much as I want, but in the end, 
the only person that I can change and heal is myself.  
 

    During World War II, my mother’s eldest brother moved to 
Denmark. He was only fifteen years old. My uncle settled there 
on a permanent basis and was raised by a Danish couple. During 
our stay in Hungary in 1980, we didn’t have the extra funds to 
visit our relatives in Denmark. This was why my mother chose to 
travel to Denmark in 1996, instead of Hungary.  



    I was looking forward to meeting my Danish relatives, because 
I had never seen them before, except in photographs. As an adult 
of twenty-five years of age, my experience was very different, 
compared to my last visit to Europe in 1980. A month prior to 
leaving Australia, I learned that my father was also planning a trip 
to Europe. He was preparing to travel to Hungary two weeks after 
my mother and I departed Australia.   
    After a much anticipated and extremely long flight, my mother 
and I finally arrived at Copenhagen airport in Denmark. My uncle 
greeted us at the arrivals terminal and drove us back to his home 
in the country, where I finally met my aunt and two cousins for 
the very first time. They were all happy to see us and were very 
welcoming in return. I thoroughly enjoyed my stay and learning 
about Danish culture. I will never forget their kindness and 
hospitality, or the beautiful evergreen countryside that took my 
breath away.  
    A month of staying in Denmark, I decided to fly to Hungary. 
Living with my mother can be very tedious and frustrating. I 
simply had enough of my mother and uncle arguing over things 
that happened in the past, and I couldn’t cope listening to it 
anymore.  
    I also felt the need to see my father and to revisit his side of the 
family, whilst I was still in Europe because I feared that I would 
never be given the same opportunity again. Travelling to Europe 
was an expensive holiday destination for our small budget, and it 
only happened once in a blue moon.  
    My uncle’s initial plans were for all of us to drive from 
Denmark to Hungary, four weeks later, and to meet up with the 
rest of the relatives at a holiday retreat in Balaton. I decided to 
change my plans and to meet up with my mother and relatives at 
the retreat, after visiting my father’s side of the family. 
    I wasn’t planning to meet up with my father in Hungary, but 
I’m so glad that I made that last-minute decision to fly over to 
join him. I wouldn’t have had a chance to see him or to have 
visited his side of the family any other way. It was a magical 
experience and one that I will never forget. 



    The day finally arrived to catch my flight to Hungary and to 
say goodbye to my Danish relatives for a month. My uncle and 
mother drove me to Copenhagen airport on that chilly morning, 
nearing the end of May. I gave them both a warm teary embrace, 
before boarding my flight, reassuring them that I would see them 
again soon.  
    The plane landed at Ferihegy airport in Hungary an hour later. 
I finally got through customs, after a much-delayed experience 
upon entering the country. I was required to hold a visa and guess 
what? I didn’t have one. The travel agency in Denmark was not 
made aware that I was an Australian citizen. My uncle wasn’t 
aware of these travelling laws either, because European citizens 
did not require visas to travel throughout Europe. 
    The customs officer was kind enough to inform the arrivals 
counter of my unfortunate delay. In the meantime, my father was 
very concerned about my whereabouts and had enquired about 
my not showing up.  
    Half an hour later and after a few mugshots, I was finally set 
free from being held in customs. As I walked out of the terminal, 
I was reunited with my father and cousin in law. I was relieved 
and overjoyed to see them both patiently waiting for me at the 
arrivals gate, with a slight smirk on their faces. I apologised for 
the delay and gave them both a warm embrace.  
    My father had been staying with his eldest sister in the city of 
Budapest, during his visit. I was welcomed by most of his side of 
the family, except by his eldest sister. My aunt disliked my 
mother very much and saw me in a totally different light. I 
thought, “Oh God! Here we go again.”  
    My aunt was a touch envious that my father loved me so 
unconditionally. I felt sorry for her not having a father that cared 
as much. Sadly, my grandfather walked out on his family a very 
long time ago. I don’t know the complete story, but some things 
are better left in the past. 
    I was only able to spend a week with my father, as he had to 
travel back to Australia, but I loved every minute we shared 
together. I was only four years old when I last travelled to Europe 
with him, but I don’t recall much of that trip.  



    On the second day of my stay, my father informed me that he 
had planned to take me on a bus trip to visit relatives in another 
part of the country. The bus was due to depart early in the 
morning the following day, and we all decided to retire to bed 
earlier than usual. This is when I experienced my very first astral 
projection.  
    As I closed my eyes to go to sleep, I saw an image of a young 
lady appear in my mind's eye. She had snow-white hair that was 
tied neatly into a bun and was wearing the most beautiful white 
Cinderella dress that you can ever imagine. The astral projection 
startled me a little at first until she extended her arms out towards 
me and smiled. I felt very comfortable and at peace after that 
encounter.  
    The vision didn’t last very long and she disappeared from my 
mind's eye, following this brief visit. I had difficulties in falling 
asleep that night, as I began to analyse this extraordinary 
phenomenon, but somehow, I managed to let go of my wandering 
thoughts and drifted off to sleep. 
    Dawn finally broke and my father and I got ready for our bus 
trip to Szentes, which is located in the southern part of Hungary. 
We were planning to visit with his youngest sister and her 
husband or so I thought. As the bus slowly pulled away from the 
terminal, on that icy chilly early morning, I told my father that I 
was looking forward to spending some time with my aunt. I heard 
that she was into studying the Bible, much earlier in my life, and 
I was very interested in discussing certain points of interest with 
her. I had been given a bible from a friend of mine years earlier 
and was interested in learning more. 
 

    I was only able to recall tiny fragments in spending time 
with my younger aunt in 1976. On one occasion, I remember 
going to bed and finding myself being attracted to the light 
globe on the bedside table. I reached out to touch the globe 
and it burnt my hand. I screamed out in agony and my aunt 
came rushing into the room looking very concerned. 
    I remember her scooping me up in her arms and slowly 
carrying me outside into the backyard. She firmly told me 



that if I didn’t stop crying, she would have to throw me into 
the goose’s pen. Gullibly I believed her and I immediately 
stopped crying because I knew that the geese’s bite was far 
worse than the burn on my hand. Days prior to this second 
incident, I received a nasty bite from one of the geese in the 
pen and my aunt was well aware of my fears. God, I miss her! 
 

    Returning back from my past memories of my aunt, my father 
sadly reminded me that she passed away a few years ago from 
diabetes. I was shocked at first, but then I slowly remembered 
back to the time when he broke the awful and upsetting news to 
me of her passing. It was a long time ago and it had slipped my 
mind. I gently retreated back into my seat and became lost in 
thought, as I stared out of the window of the bus. 
    The rest of the bus trip was a sombre experience in knowing 
that I would never see her again, or did I see a much younger 
version of my aunt the night before? 
    My father and I finally arrived at our destination. My uncle was 
patiently waiting for us at the bus terminal with open arms. Our 
adventure began by visiting one of my father’s old school 
friend’s, who still lived in the small town where my father grew 
up. My father’s friend and his family were all very hospitable 
towards us and spoilt us rotten. I will never forget the look of pure 
joy in my father’s eyes that day. It was an unforgettable and very 
emotional day for all of us, especially upon saying our farewells 
a couple of hours later. 
    My uncle decided to stop at a local bar, before driving back to 
his place. We all decided to sit outside because it really wasn’t a 
place for females to attend. The temperature outside was still a 
chilly twelve degrees Celsius, but it felt colder with the wind chill 
and I sat there shivering, whilst in the process of trying to keep a 
straight face.  
    As I sat there listening to their conversation, I immediately 
gathered that I was being discussed. My uncle wasn’t fully aware 
that my Hungarian wasn’t as bad as what he thought, and I was 
able to understand quite a lot. He said, “I know that summer is on 



its way because your daughter is freezing. She must be of royal 
blood.”  
    I laughed at his response and persevered with the harsh wintry 
conditions for a little while longer. I thought, “Great, my uncle 
probably thinks that I’m a weak spoilt little brat,” which was quite 
the contrary of what I had endured in my life. I was happy to see 
my father enjoying himself and that’s what mattered the most.     
    We finally arrived at my uncle’s house and he decided to show 
us around his beautiful garden, before venturing inside for a hot 
cup of tea. It was really nice to see my uncle again and to listen 
to the conversations in Hungarian, which mostly took place 
between my father and uncle. I hadn’t seen my father that happy 
for a long time. It was a scene that will never be erased from my 
memory. 
    Time was cruel and quickly running out for all of us. My father 
and I needed to catch the last bus heading out of town for the day. 
It was a one-hour journey back to the city of Budapest and the 
weather was starting to deteriorate rapidly, forming dark storm 
clouds on the horizon.    
    My uncle guided me over to a glass display cabinet, which was 
filled with porcelain ornaments of all shapes and sizes. He offered 
me a choice of many beautiful figurines before we left his house. 
There were lots of ornaments to pick from, which had all once 
belonged to my aunt. I scanned the multiple layers of shelves and 
found one that resonated with me the most. I carefully removed 
the small fragile piece from the cabinet and held it close to my 
heart. It was a little girl pushing a wheelbarrow filled with toys, 
which reminded me of a happier childhood.  
    My uncle also handed me a few old photographs, which he had 
placed into an envelope earlier. I didn’t have the time to look at 
them and just gave him a huge hug, thanking him for his kindness 
and generous hospitality.  
    He drove my father and myself back to the bus terminal and we 
all said our heartfelt final farewells, before boarding the bus and 
leaving. My second journey to Szentes was now filled with a lot 
more memories and ones that I will never forget this time around. 



    I opened the envelope my uncle had given me, whilst travelling 
back to the city, and found it filled with old black and white 
photographs of the family. I also noticed the porcelain figurine I 
had chosen in one of the photographs. However, what really 
shocked me the most was that it was the only porcelain figurine 
sitting in the cabinet, at the time the photograph was taken all 
those decades ago.  
 

Coincidence? Or was my aunt there with us that day in 
spirit? These are just a few of the signs, messages and 
synchronicities that I have experienced in my life with many 
more to come.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 2 
 

OBE (Out of Body Experience) and Confirmation 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When I returned back from my European holiday at the end of 
July 1996, I needed to think about finding a suitable job. A friend 
of mine suggested gaining employment in the security industry. 
He had been working in this profession for quite some time and 
informed me that the industry was looking for more female 
officers.  
    After much thought and consideration about getting into this 
field, especially after wanting to become a police officer during 
high school, I decided to book myself into a security course. I 
successfully completed the training and gained employment with 
a large reputable security firm, following my graduation. I finally 
had a worthy cause to look forward to and one that took me on 
many different adventures. 
    The security position provided me with a sense of purpose, 
where I also gained a lot of self-confidence in return. It wasn’t all 
smooth sailing though. There were times when I found this job to 
be mentally and emotionally challenging. However, it felt good 
making a positive difference in people’s lives and thoroughly 
enjoyed that aspect of my career the most. I helped save a few 
lives and assisted others with their problems in today’s somewhat 
violent, confused and divided society.  
    A large quantity of the work was allocated in the city of 
Sydney. I was required to travel to and from work for a maximum 
of three hours a day, which I didn’t really mind at the time 
because it got me out of the town that I lived in for a while.  



    In 1997, I was offered a more permanent position and was 
posted to a warehouse site, which was located on the outskirts of 
Sydney. The warehouse facility stocked and stored bed linen, 
which would then be shipped to local stores in the area. The 
position required me to work night shifts, which consisted of five 
nights over a two-week period. It was a one-man site, meaning I 
was required to work there alone.  
    I wasn’t afraid of being there by myself at night and carried out 
my duties in a professional manner. The worst part about it was 
that there was no one around to talk to, and on some occasions, I 
fought to stay awake. I had never drunk so much instant coffee in 
my whole life and don’t ever wish to again. Falling asleep on 
night duty was not a very good look for the company, and we 
were all subjected to random visitations by inspectors, whose 
duties included, keeping us awake and inspecting logbooks.  
    One evening the visitations from my spirit guides returned. 
They visited me in my dreams instead. It was a different 
experience, compared to the clairaudient voice messages I 
received much earlier in my life.  
    In the dream, I was driving up a familiar mountainous road. It 
was a secondary route leading out of the town that I lived in, 
heading towards Sydney. As I approached the crest of the steep 
and winding road, I noticed a man, who was wearing a green 
coloured security uniform and sitting on the left-hand curb of the 
road. I wasn’t familiar with the company he worked for, because 
we wore a blue coloured uniform.  
    Within the blink of an eye, the scene changed and I found 
myself sitting on a log, directly opposite him. I looked down and 
had a panoramic view of the lights in the town below. This jump 
in time happened so fast that I wasn’t able to think about anything.  
    The man said, “How do you cope?” I sat there wondering what 
he meant for a few seconds, instead of making further enquiries. 
I wasn’t able to make much sense of his question and replied, “I 
don’t know, I just do.” As my eyes drifted towards the lights of 
the city below, a sense of sadness fell over me and I began to stir 
from my sleep.  
 



    When I thought about the question in my waking state, my 
subconscious mind was trying to tell me to express my 
thoughts and emotions more. I had suppressed them for far 
too long, especially in the security industry, which is such a 
male-dominated profession.  
    Driving to and from Sydney also took its toll on my 
physical health; especially during the times, I worked shifts. 
The only thing that kept me going was music. It was my only 
escape from this insane reality.  

 
    The youngest officer of our team of four had been on the night 
shift during the time of my next out-of-body experience. I set my 
alarm for two o’clock in the morning and had to be at work by 
four to relieve the guard on duty. Why the four o’clock start 
instead of six? Altering the time by two hours prevented us from 
being caught up in the heavy city traffic, during peak times. The 
security company didn’t mind as long as we carried out our 
duties.  
    Prior to my alarm going off in the middle of winter, I found 
myself standing inside the warehouse. I was in an out-of-body 
lucid dream state and was able to feel my physical body, as I stood 
there shivering in the freezing cold temperatures. I heard someone 
running up behind me and felt the need to run in the opposite 
direction. I was terrified at the thought of encountering a hostile 
being, or entity and I also felt that my life was in danger.  
    I hid amongst the cardboard boxes, which were located in the 
storage facility of the warehouse. I heard the footsteps getting 
closer and tried to remain as quiet as possible. I held my breath 
for as long as I could, from fear of being heard. Suddenly my right 
leg slipped from its curled-up position and fell onto the concrete 
surface in front of me. In that split microsecond, I heard a loud 
BANG! I then felt the presence of the being standing right beside 
me. He found me. 
    My body began to tremble with fear and I felt my heart racing 
out of control. I didn’t look up to see who was standing beside me 
and woke from the dream trying to catch my breath instead. I lay 
in bed for a few moments and tried to make sense of what had just 



happened to me because I had never experienced anything like 
this in my life.  
    I turned my head and looked at the digital clock beside me. It 
was one fifty-nine in the morning and only a minute away from 
the alarm sounding. I switched the alarm off and lay in bed for a 
little while longer. I began to analyse the experience in detail 
before it suddenly dawned on me that it was a recurring dream. I 
remember having a few nightmares like this as a child. The only 
difference here was that the being in the dream was drawing 
nearer as I aged. 
 

    Why was this being enclosing in on my personal space as 
I aged? Could this have been a dream premonition? I’ve had 
quite a few prophetic dreams in the past, including past life 
memory recalls. 

  
    On my way to work that morning, I thought about my 
extraordinary travels and felt the need to mention it to the young 
officer on duty. When I arrived at work, I hesitated in wanting to 
talk about my out-of-body experience, because I didn’t want to 
be ridiculed. However, I worked up the courage to mention it to 
him and I’m so glad that I did because the information we both 
exchanged was amazing and left us both in awe. 
    Before I briefed the officer with the complete details of my out-
of-body visit encounter, he said and I quote, “you tell me about 
your dream first and I will tell you what happened here tonight.” 
As soon as I provided him with the information, the officer went 
into a state of shock and was totally flabbergasted with this 
unusual event.  
    When the officer recovered, he briefed me on the incident that 
he encountered. The officer informed me that he heard a loud 
bang whilst patrolling inside of the warehouse facility, but when 
he went to investigate the disturbance, failed to find anything out 
of place. This incident occurred around the exact same time as my 
out-of-body experience, which proved that our experiences were 
in sync. My out-of-body experience was confirmed and validated. 
It was an experience that we will never forget. 



    As the days turned into weeks, the night shifts continued to get 
harder for me to cope with. I was sitting inside the gatehouse one 
evening, anxiously awaiting the next patrol around the perimeter. 
I knew that ghosts existed and wasn’t looking forward to meeting 
one inside the warehouse. I wasn’t able to escape this eerie feeling 
of encountering one, and on numerous occasions, I hesitated to 
walk right down to the bottom end of the facility. The lack of 
lighting in that specific zone turned me off from patrolling it. 
    At approximately ten o’clock that night, I decided to perform 
another round of patrols. I locked the gatehouse door and began 
to walk down the long driveway, completely oblivious of what 
was about to happen next. There was a semi-trailer parked at one 
of the loading docks, which was ready to be unloaded the next 
day. The prime mover wasn’t attached, as the driver left the trailer 
behind earlier that evening.  
    I approached the trailer and noticed an object moving 
underneath one of its rear wheels. At first, I thought it might have 
been a cat, but upon closer inspection, I came to the shocking 
realisation that it was a man instead. He was in a squatted 
position, trying to keep his balance underneath the trailer. 
    My worst fears had finally materialised into reality, as my heart 
skipped a beat. I went into a state of shock and reached the point, 
where I felt like I had been literally struck by lightning. During 
those terrifying moments, I felt an electrical current running 
straight through my entire physical body. My adrenalin kicked in 
and I found the strength to run back to the gatehouse. It wasn’t 
really that far, but it felt so out of reach at the same time. It was 
as if time had slowed down and I felt like I was running in slow 
motion. 
    Carrying all of the necessary security equipment around my 
waist, without a gun mind you, only made it more difficult. I 
began to imagine the worst possible scenario and thought the 
intruder was going to chase after me to prevent me from sounding 
the alarm.  
    I made it safely back to the gatehouse and quickly locked the 
doors behind me. I picked up the phone and anxiously dialled for 
assistance. We were advised to always contact control first, 



instead of contacting the police. I was fortunate that an officer at 
control answered the call immediately, but it didn’t provide me 
enough time to gather my thoughts or to compose myself in a 
professional coherent manner. 
    I was still finding it difficult to breathe and began to 
hyperventilate into the handset, as I struggled to report the 
incident. The control officer tried to calm me down and reassured 
me that help was on its way, but his attempts were useless and my 
body began to convulse out of control. 
 

    Why did I feel that the intruder was going to hurt me? At 
the age of nine, whilst living with my mother, there were a 
few men who tried to break into our house one evening. 
    Fortunately, one of our neighbours had just arrived home 
from being at a nightclub and immediately spotted the 
intruders at our front door. She turned her vehicle around, 
after dropping her husband home and chased after the 
offenders to obtain their registration number. Still to this day 
the police refuse to provide us with any information, 
regarding the men involved and the reasons behind their 
attempts to want to break into our home.  

  
    Within a matter of minutes of contacting control, I noticed an 
overwhelming presence of police cars beginning to arrive on site, 
accompanied by German Shepard sniffer dogs. There were 
approximately five cars and four dogs in total and it didn’t take 
the team long to surround and secure the entire property.  
    I felt like I was in the twilight zone, as they searched the 
grounds for the intruder, but I also felt relieved at the same time. 
I was finally safe and thought to myself, “Which part of the city 
of Sydney didn’t I research thoroughly, before accepting this 
job?” The police officers never found the man who broke into the 
premises that evening, but I guess he got lucky that night. A part 
of me felt like this was a test, organised by the company, or a 
cruel joke, but I guess I will never really know. 
    I wasn’t able to continue patrolling the site that evening and 
asked to be relieved from my duties, after verifying the outcome 



with control. Another officer arrived on site two hours later, but I 
was instructed to remain behind and train him for future relief 
work. As I arrived home in the morning, I was pleased to know 
that it was my last night shift for the week, which provided me 
with a little time to recover from this negative experience. 
  

    A couple of days following my unfortunate experience, I 
had another dream. I found myself in the control room and 
heard a female officer say, “She is one of us.” I’ve never met 
this officer and I don’t know if she exists in this dimensional 
reality or not, but I knew exactly what she meant by what she 
said. I wouldn’t be surprised if most of the officers working 
at control haven’t experienced some form of trauma working 
out in the field.  

  
    The night shift on my roster slowly crept its ugly head again 
and I began feeling a little nervous about going to work. The 
senior security officer and the warehouse manager both discussed 
my unfortunate encounter and security concerns. They came to 
the agreement that it would be beneficial for me to bring a dog on 
site, during the night shifts only. There was only one problem, I 
didn’t own a dog and that’s when I met Sam.  
    Sam was a two-year-old partially trained German Shepard 
cross. He disliked aggressive males, as a result of his abusive 
upbringing, and I thought Perfect! The senior officer found him 
in a local newspaper advertisement and contacted the owner after 
our discussion. The lady, who was taking care of Sam at the time, 
provided me with a suitable day and time to pick him up and the 
rest is history. 
    I haven’t owned a dog since I was four years old, and I needed 
to learn certain commands at a dog training facility. Sam didn’t 
only provide me with a sense of security, but much needed 
unconditional love, which had been missing in both of our lives 
for a long time. Sam and I soon became the best of friends and 
we enjoyed each other’s company, especially at work. 
    Having Sam in my life brought back a lot of childhood 
memories of my first dog, which I received as a puppy on 



Christmas day in 1974. I remember unwrapping the large 
cardboard box and finding her struggling to escape her restricted 
environment. I don’t know how long she had been stuck in the 
box for, but she was very pleased to see me. 
    We named her Goldie and she was the most gorgeous Golden 
Labrador you could ever imagine. Goldie taught me what 
unconditional love really meant, until that fateful afternoon I 
arrived home from primary school. She was gone, but not by her 
freewill choices.  
    I discovered that my father had driven her to a farm, which was 
about half an hour’s drive from our home. I didn’t fully 
understand the reasons behind his decision and was left 
completely devastated wondering what had happened. 
    I didn’t begin to question my parent’s about Goldie’s sudden 
departure until I was much older. My mother and father had 
completely different versions of the story and I slowly began to 
lose faith in both of them.     
    My father told me that my mother didn’t appreciate Goldie 
constantly pushing my younger brother over, during our playtime. 
My mother told me that she destroyed my father’s beloved 
vegetable garden. Once again, I was getting nowhere in 
questioning my parents and kept coming to a dead end in finding 
the truth.  
    I moved back to my mother’s place in early 1995, because I 
wasn’t able to live with my partner any longer, and couldn’t 
afford to rent a place on my own on a single budget. I wasn’t able 
to move into my father’s house at the time of Sam’s arrival, 
because university students were renting the separate upstairs 
dwelling of the two-story house. 
     I was still living at my mother’s place at the time I found Sam, 
but my mother kept bringing up the past, which drove me insane. 
I thought that we could work things out, but that wasn’t the case, 
especially after Sam came onto the scene. One minute she loved 
Sam and the next minute she was cursing us both. 
A few weeks after I met Sam, I found out that the students had 
completed their university degrees and were preparing to vacate 



the premises. I thought this would be the perfect time to ask my 
father for the keys. 
    I introduced Sam to my father, but he wasn’t very happy about 
the idea of having him on his property and drove us both away at 
first. After my father learned that I wasn’t able to live with my 
mother any longer and that it was interfering with my work, he 
began to consider the idea of sheltering us both.  
    Sam wasn’t interested in destroying my father’s garden and 
once my father became more aware of Sam’s non-destructive and 
placid behaviour, he began to trust in dogs again. It didn’t take 
my father long to enjoy Sam’s company, especially whilst I was 
on the day shift rosters. It seemed that my father’s peace and 
confidence was finally restored, after all those years of disliking 
animals ruining his garden. Isn’t it strange how some things turn 
out in the end? 
    Taking Sam to work with me on night shifts helped me regain 
my self-confidence and life was slowly returning back to normal 
until a certain inspector arrived on site. This specific inspector 
liked to do things strictly by the book. He told me that Sam would 
require an insurance policy to remain on site, which the security 
company didn’t wish to fund. 
    The inspector learned about my unfortunate incident and 
advised me to come into the office the following day to discuss 
other work options. I liked working at the warehouse site during 
the day and afternoon shifts and the employees were like family 
to me. I couldn’t abandon them due to a minor incident. 
    I fought to keep the demons at bay in my mind and continued 
patrolling the site without Sam. The senior guard helped ease my 
troubled thoughts and told me that the intruder was most probably 
after the stereos in the cars, which were parked on site. 
    I am able to see the funny side of it today, as I reflect back on 
the entire incident. I wonder how the intruder must have felt when 
he saw me approaching him. He ran one way and I ran the other. 
Sorry mate, but it wasn’t meant to be. No hard feelings in return. 
To go a step further, the intruder’s appearance slightly resembled 
the security officer in my previous dream. Yes, I saw his facial 
features and was never questioned about it by the police.  



 
    Coincidence? I don’t believe in coincidences anymore and 
have come to rely on my own inner compass of knowing. This 
was a message from my spirit guides to prepare me for what 
was about to come into my reality. This experience also 
brought me closer to understanding prophetic dreams. 
  

    This chapter of my life soon came to a close after the owners 
of the warehouse made the difficult decision to close the facility 
down.  
    Times were getting tough for everyone in this country and 
many employees were forced to look for alternative employment. 
A few individuals decided to retire early and the rest became 
redundant. It was a sad day for all of us, but I was very blessed to 
have had the opportunity to work alongside so many wonderful 
people, including the senior officer who treated me like a 
daughter. 
    This experience provided me with a lot of insight into my inner 
strengths and overcoming fears. However, it does not excuse the 
security company for failing to provide their officers with a duty 
of care, whereas counselling is concerned. I found out much later 
in my career that all officers are entitled to counselling, after a 
traumatic event. Personally, for me, it was traumatic, but for 
some, it may not have been. It would have made a very big 
difference in my life and prevented me from relapsing years later.  
    The best part about this journey was finding Sam, who 
provided me with so much unconditional love in return. What a 
blessing in disguise!   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 3 
 

Contact Begins Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the year 2000, my father was diagnosed with asbestos-related 
lung cancer. His sudden terminal illness caught me off guard and 
completely threw me off track emotionally. I reached the point of 
not being able to focus on work and fell into a deep depression. 
    My father didn’t have anyone to care for him and I made 
preparations to resign from the security industry. I wanted to 
spend as much time with him as possible because I never really 
had the chance to in the past.  
    Watching his health slowly deteriorate over time was 
extremely difficult. He was in and out of hospital receiving 
chemotherapy, which didn’t really help his condition. Back in 
those days, I had no idea about alternative medicines, but there 
was no cure for this type of condition. My father’s cancer had 
been so far advanced in his lungs that a cure was virtually 
impossible.  
    My father passed away on the 12th of March 2001, at the age of 
seventy-one. He had a reasonably good life and I need to see it 
from that perspective because so many other people lose their 
lives much sooner. I scattered his ashes onto the property, as he 
wished, a week after the funeral. A couple of days before his 
death, he told me about his dream of being on a stage. 
   

    In the years that followed, I soon discovered that this 
particular dream was quite common among other people. 



These individuals reported similar dreams of being on a 
stage, before crossing over.  

 
    From time to time my father visits me in my dreams. He looks 
much younger on the other side and I know he’s well and happy. 
He was such a kind, thoughtful, generous and forgiving soul. I 
find myself very blessed to have had a parent that way inclined. 
God, I miss him! 
    After inheriting my father’s property, I decided to focus my 
attention on repainting the entire house. It helped with the 
grieving process and took my mind off things for a short period 
of time. I found it comforting and relaxing, to begin with, but it 
was also hard work. It tested me on many levels.  
    The project took me a couple of years to complete. It was an 
experience that I will never forget, or wish to ever take up again. 
I honestly didn’t realise what I was getting myself into, but in the 
end, I thought, “what an achievement.” I know my father would 
be proud of my accomplishments.   
    One summer’s afternoon my friend and I drove to a local 
takeaway restaurant. I was sitting in the front passenger seat when 
I noticed an orb/ UFO. It was dark orange, almost red in colour, 
and was travelling at a fairly low altitude. There was no sound 
coming from the craft and it was very hard to miss by onlookers 
on the ground level. 
    I quickly sounded the alarm to the driver, but my friend didn’t 
believe me. He just kept looking at the road ahead, which was 
probably a good idea at the time, because there was a lot of traffic 
on the road. 
  

    I wonder how many people saw the orb/ UFO in our skies 
that afternoon? Was it an interstellar craft or man-made? 
It’s a shame that not many people look up in the sky anymore, 
and are more focused on ground level electronic activities. 

  
    One evening, I decided to watch an episode of “who do you 
think you are” on television. It was about our ancestral lineage 
and I became very interested in finding out more about mine. I 



wanted to know who they were and how they had lived in the 
past. I found this topic absolutely fascinating and asked my 
mother for more information.  
    The family had all gone through a very traumatic time in their 
lives during the war, which took its toll across the whole of 
Europe in those troubled and dark times. I only managed to gather 
a few names and dates, which was a start and managed to draw 
up my very first family tree after our discussion.  
    I didn’t find the ancestry website very helpful and didn’t have 
the extra cash for a professional to assist. I would probably need 
to travel to Europe to get most of the information anyway. I felt 
helpless and stuck and thought about my ancestors a lot. I began 
to ponder on the possibilities of making contact with them in my 
dreams. Only time would tell. In the end, I received more than 
what I had bargained for and it was an enlightening experience. 
    In 2009, I constantly kept seeing the number eleven appearing 
on my digital clocks. This encounter was not something that I was 
accustomed to in my normal daily activities, and I found it very 
strange. I consulted a friend of mine, but she had never heard of 
this strange phenomenon and advised me to do a search online.  
    I did a lot of research and reading and found numerous 
interpretations on this topic. Other individuals were also seeing 
repetitive numerical sequences and I felt relieved in knowing that 
I wasn’t just going insane.     
    For me personally, this master number was another awakening, 
or DNA activation, in becoming more consciously aware of 
another dimensional level. My spirit guides and my higher self 
were letting me know that I am on the right path, and to move 
forward without fear.   
    I don’t really wish to go too in depth with this topic and feel 
that people need to do their own research, if interested, and to 
come to their own conclusions. We are all here to learn and grow. 
We are on different levels of understanding and spiritual growth. 
Don’t feel bad if others don’t understand what you’ve 
experienced, or the information that you are receiving. It is your 
own spiritual path and no one else’s. If people can’t accept you 
for who you are, or your extraordinary experiences, then they are 



simply not meant to at this time. The best thing to do here is to 
just be there for them when they wake up.  
    I have lost many friends along the way, who simply didn’t 
understand me, but I’ve made new friendships by following my 
personal interests and passions.  
    On the 21st of December 2012, I dreamt of a nuclear explosion. 
I woke up thinking that the worst had happened somewhere on 
the planet. I ran over to my computer to view the latest news 
headlines. Fortunately, there were no stories on the topic. Later 
that evening I decided to tune into the nightly news on the 
television, and again found no reports of any nuclear explosions, 
apart from the reports on the horrific wars that were still raging 
out of control overseas. 
  

    Was this a sign that a nuclear war was possible in the 
twenty-first century? I pray and hope that it doesn’t escalate 
to that point. 

   
    In April 2013, I had another dream and found myself in an 
office type cubical discussing my declining eyesight with a man, 
who was wearing prescription glasses. I casually informed him 
that I was gradually becoming short-sighted and was 
experiencing blurred vision, especially when reading words in 
small print. A part of me felt that I knew this young man, but I 
had never met him in this lifetime, or dimensional reality. 
    His dark brown eyes and other physical features reminded me 
of a much younger version of my mother and father, yet so 
completely different in character. He was kind and helpful and he 
felt like family. Maybe he was one of my ancestors from a very 
distant past. 
 

    My declining eyesight was a physical condition that I was 
experiencing in my waking existence, and not just in my 
dream. Most of my spirit guides have not provided me with 
their names; therefore, I will use pseudonyms and hope they 
don’t mind. I have decided to call this spirit guide Peter and 
will use this name to identify him throughout the book.  



    I will only be creating names for those beings, whom I 
have come into contact with more than once to highlight their 
much more active presence and visitations in my dreams. 
 

    Back to the dream… Peter walked behind me and nudged my 
shoulder to reassure me that everything was going to be ok. I am 
unable to remember the exact words he whispered into my ear, 
but I felt comfortable in his presence. When he sat back down in 
his chair, he advised me that the test would take an hour. He 
provided me with an appointment, which happened to be the very 
next day at one o’clock.  
    The time that I was given was going to interfere with a doctor’s 
appointment that I was booked in for in my waking reality, and I 
was consciously aware of this timeframe in the dream. I raised 
my concerns about the time, but Peter stood up and walked away 
without responding.  
    As he walked away, I noticed an open door in the distance and 
saw a large gathering of people inside a room. The souls in this 
room were walking around as if they were in some sort of a 
meditative state. The lights in the room were dim, which made it 
a perfect setting to relax and meditate. 
    I turned and faced the opposite direction and saw my mother 
waiting for me outside, through the glass door. I hopped out of 
my chair and walked over to meet her. I wanted to let her know 
that I wasn’t going to be very long. As I turned around and walked 
back inside, I saw another man walking towards me. He was 
much taller than Peter and had similar physical features. I will call 
this spirit guide Benjamin.  
    Benjamin approached me and gave me a small white piece of 
paper, which measured approximately five by five centimetres in 
dimension. I looked at the tiny piece of paper and noticed the 
number one scribbled upon it in black ink.  
    All I could think about was the silly doctor’s appointment I was 
booked into the next day and frowned at the thought of cancelling. 
I turned around and began to walk towards the front door and felt 
the sudden urge to stop. I looked back at Benjamin and we both 



exchanged a cheeky smile before we both headed off into 
different directions. 
    I walked through the front door of the house and came to a 
staircase made out of concrete. It was designed into a crescent 
shape, winding down to the bottom. The walls of the staircase 
were constructed with natural stones, surrounded by green foliage 
covering the upper layer. 
    I noticed that my astral body was about an inch off the ground 
and I felt weightless, which freed me from the heaviness I would 
normally feel in my waking existence. I felt a great sense of 
freedom and glided right passed my mother, who was waiting for 
me at the bottom of the stairs before I woke up from the dream. 
 

    Who were the beings or spirit guides in my dream, and 
where was I exactly? Was I possibly on some sort of a 
spacecraft? Could they have been my ancestors or people I 
came into contact with in a past life? I need to focus more on 
asking questions in my dreams.  
    I need to gather more information from these sources of 
intelligence that exist on multidimensional levels or realms 
of existence. I feel that the number one was a sign for me to 
take better care of myself and to listen to my higher self more, 
instead of listening to and following others so much. 

 
    A week or so later I had another vivid dream. I was standing 
on a racecourse track surrounded by a large crowd of people. It 
was unusual because I am not into the gambling scene and care 
about animals too much to see them in such an environment.  
    I saw a brown horse walk past me and noticed the metallic 
shoe, as it lifted its hind hoof up off the ground. I’ve heard that 
an upright horseshoe signifies luck. I wonder how much of that is 
true? 
    There was a man standing in the middle of the field, who 
caught my attention, as he looked into my direction and smiled. 
He reminded me of the being I was introduced to in a previous 
dream, prior to the incident at my work. I will call this being Alex. 
(See chapter 2).  



    Alex had his hands in his trouser pockets and his shoulders 
were slightly slouched in a forward position. He humbly looked 
down at the ground, before making eye contact with me again, 
shyly gesturing me to come closer. I didn’t feel comfortable 
approaching him, because I didn’t know him and felt the sudden 
urge to leave. He looked away for a split second, and in that exact 
moment, I found myself floating on air. I paid closer attention to 
the speed at which I was travelling. It was unusually fast and felt 
as if time and gravity didn’t exist, upon leaving the scene. 
 

    Alex slightly resembled a man, whom I happened to cross 
paths with in 1995, whilst holidaying in Hungary. 
    The man, who looked like Alex, was standing up against a 
wall and monitoring the passengers leaving the country. He 
made me feel very uncomfortable and monitored my every 
move, as I made my way towards the departure gates.  
    During my stay in Hungary, I was responsible to report to 
the police after a month of being in the country. This was 
compulsory for all visitors, especially for woman, regarding 
people traffickers. Due to my busy schedule and having the 
time of my life, I forgot to report to the police after a month 
of my visa expiring. It completely slipped my mind. 
    One evening, whilst staying with family at a holiday house 
near Lake Balaton, I discovered I was being followed, after 
that month of needing to report to police had expired. I 
remember going for a walk with my uncle and cousin on that 
specific evening when I heard someone call out my name. 
    I turned around and noticed a man looking directly at me 
from across the train tracks. He resembled the customs 
officer, whom I had met at the arrivals counter when entering 
the country, but he wasn’t close enough for me to be a 
hundred per cent certain. There was no one else around and 
my uncle and I weren’t able to figure out why a stranger 
would be following me. When we arrived back at the holiday 
house after our leisurely walk, we discussed it with the 
others, but they weren’t sure of the reasons either.  



    The customs officer, whom I met upon entering the 
country, was not that same man who was watching me the 
day I departed from the country. When I took a step further 
back in time, after I returned from my European trip in 1995, 
all of the memories from my childhood in Hungary were 
reignited.  
    The customs officer reminded me of a young boy, whom I 
had initially met when I travelled to Hungary with my father 
at the age of four, in 1975. I will never forget the tone of his 
voice, especially when he called out my name on that day at 
the arrivals counter in 1995, which sounded so familiar, but 
I wasn’t able to connect the pieces of the puzzle at that time. 
Or maybe I am just deluding myself. No, I don’t think so. 
    I remember playing on the swings that afternoon when I 
first met him in 1975. My youngest brother accidentally got 
in the way and I bowled him over. It wasn’t my intentions to 
injure him. It just happened.  
    My cousin picked up my brother in her arms and ran home 
with him to care for his bloodied mouth, whilst she left me 
behind all alone to find my own way home. The park was 
located right across the road from the apartment block we 
were staying in and that’s when I met my second childhood 
friend. Since returning home and recalling my past in 
Hungary at the age of four, I strongly believe that I was 
reunited with my childhood friend in 1995 at the arrivals 
counter. 
    I won’t name him out of respecting his privacy, but I will 
never forget the way he called out my name in the past, 
sounding longer than normal, pronouncing it “Errrikka.” 
For some reason, I didn’t feel safe staying at the park, even 
though his mother was there with us and most likely knew my 
cousin from living in the same block of apartments. 
    I came to a screeching halt and jumped off the swing, like 
a plane landing on a dirt runway. I ran as fast as I could to 
catch up with my cousin and brother and caught up with them 
before they crossed the road. 



    A short time later, there was a knock on the front door of 
my aunt’s apartment. My aunt answered only to find the 
young boy standing outside. He wanted to know if I could go 
out and play, but my aunt said no and told him that I was 
going back to Australia. 
    I was standing in the hallway and overheard everything. 
At that point, I had a change of heart and wanted to go out 
to play, but I wasn’t allowed. 
    My own personal message to this wonderful human being. 
Thank you for being there for me in times of need and 
brotherhood. Maybe one day our paths will cross once again. 
Please take care of yourself. I am forever grateful and I will 
always remember you in my heart of hearts.  
    Back to the initial story… When I reached the departure 
counter upon leaving the country a couple of weeks after 
being followed, the passenger service agent reminded me of 
my forgetfulness to report to the police, upon examining my 
passport. I panicked and started thinking the worst, but he 
gave me a warning and let me pass through the gates.  

 
    Back to the dream… The scene in my dream suddenly changed. 
I found myself walking down an unfamiliar road with a girlfriend 
of mine when I noticed Alex following us. I didn’t feel 
comfortable with him not having the confidence to approach us 
and I woke from my sleep instead. 
 
    In the days that followed, I began to regret my decision of not 
talking with Alex and I wanted to get back in contact with him. I 
felt that he had a message to share with me and I needed to let go 
of my fears to receive it. I began to meditate and held the intention 
of wanting to get back in contact with him, but only time would 
tell.  
 
    In May 2013, I came across a film documentary that I found 
very interesting. The film was based on extraterrestrial research 
and free energy. My interest took me a step further into contacting 



the group in the United States of America. I wanted to find out 
more information about research groups here in Australia.  
    I received a reply from the U.S within a few days of sending 
the email and made contact with the founder of Auseti, 
(Australian Study of Extraterrestrial Intelligence). 
    I felt the need to keep a diary again, especially after everything 
that I had recently encountered and experienced. I found an old 
empty notebook and began to record all of the information that I 
was receiving from my spirit guides and daily experiences. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 4 
 

2013 Journals – A New Frontier 
 

 

 

 
I used to think that our dreams were nothing but a figment of 
our creative imaginations. An escape from this harsh 
dimensional reality, or our subconscious reminding us of the 
days gone past, but I was wrong. There are many dimensional 
levels above our normal existence here, where we have the 
ability to connect with our loved ones that have passed over, as 
well as our spirit guides who provide us with important 
messages. 
    We also have the ability to open that door that takes us back 
into our past lives, filled with adventure, wonder, and lessons 
we may still need to work on in this lifetime, in order to move 
forward in our evolution. 
    These next few chapters have been extracted from my dream 
journals, which have taken years to compile. It focuses on 
coming into contact with my spirit guides and past lives, which 
have helped me gain insight into my waking reality, weaving 
everything into a much clearer perspective and understanding in 
this tapestry of life. 
 
24 May 2013 - Past Lives 
    I saw myself in a past life, whilst travelling out-of-body and 
ending up in a different era in history tonight. I was sitting on a 
chair in a large bedroom, which looked more like the inside of a 
castle than a normal house. I looked up and saw the rays of the 



sun entering through a small arched window, illuminating and 
revealing a stone-built wall. 
    There was an oblong shaped mirror sitting in front of me that 
reflected my appearance. It was hard to believe that I had 
extremely long thick wavy hair, compared to the fine and 
shoulder length strands I have in this lifetime. The weight of it 
felt heavy and placed a lot of pressure on the nape of my neck and 
shoulders. I looked the same as I do in this lifetime, which felt a 
little eerie, and I was wearing a long, medieval style, emerald 
green coloured dress with white lace trims. 
 

    Was the woman in my dream an ancient ancestor, or 
myself in a past life? I’ve experienced a few dreams in this 
lifetime, revealing a past life in medieval times.  
    I can remember a dream from my childhood where I found 
myself in a castle. I was standing on top of a staircase made 
out of large blocks of stone and saw knights, or guards, with 
their swords drawn. They were fighting the enemy inside the 
castle grounds on the lower deck.  
    Many years after this dream, I was made aware of my 
grandfather working as a horseman for a king in Belgrade. 
My mother told me that he was forced to escape the country 
with his children, during a time of war. They all found refuge 
at my great grandmother’s house at Balaton in Hungary. My 
great grandmother cared for them until they were able to 
establish a more permanent residency in the country.  
    My grandfather sadly lost his first wife to cancer, years 
prior to seeking refuge in Hungary. He took my 
grandmother’s hand in marriage half a year later and they 
moved to the city of Budapest to start a new life. I wish that I 
had more information and facts, regarding my grandfather’s 
past, to validate and shed more light on this topic. 
    We are all too aware of inheriting certain genetic physical 
conditions from our parents and grandparents. Is it also 
possible for us to inherit our ancestor’s memory through our 
DNA?  
  



    Back to the dream… The scene changed and I found myself in 
a church.  I was standing a few meters away from an altar arguing 
with a man whom I assumed was my husband at the time. There 
wasn’t anyone else there and it was just the two of us. He 
reminded me of an Englishman, but he was far from a gentleman 
in my eyes. 
 
    I later discovered that this man’s name was Jason, and I will 
use this name to identify him throughout the book. 
  
    I was very angry with Jason, without knowing the real reason 
in my dream, and I physically pushed him away from me. He 
retaliated and shoved me back before I woke up feeling 
heartbroken and distressed.  
  
    What was the cause of this argument? Had our marriage been 
arranged? My parent’s marriage was arranged in this life and 
they fought like cat and dog.  
    We are all tiny sparks, or fragments, of energy from the one 
universal source creator. All forms of energy in our universe 
vibrate at a certain frequency, being negative or positive.  
    My current understanding is that when you make the transition 
of entering into life, you attract the situation that you are a 
vibrational match to. This means that if an area of your past life 
needs to be healed and balanced then you will align, or be 
attracted, to those similar circumstances and events, which can 
help you move forward, or ascend, to a higher level of conscious 
awareness. 
    This universal law also applies to the decisions and actions you 
make and take on a daily basis in your current life, thus creating 
karma. Karma can be positive or negative in nature and can’t 
always be frowned upon. What you bestow unto others is what 
you will receive in return.  
     
8 June 2013 - Healing Messages from Spirit Guides 
    The time had finally arrived for the next Auseti CE5 group 
gathering on a global scale. I was financially unable to join the 



team in Queensland and made the decision to conduct my own 
research and observations in my own backyard.   
    I felt a little apprehensive in going outside alone at first and 
decided to consult my spirit guides in meditation. I was advised 
that this venture was going to be a healing experience and to enjoy 
the process, instead of fearing the unknown. 
    I decided to open the vertical blinds and turn the lights on in 
the sunroom, which faced onto the backyard. This in return 
helped me to feel a little more secure and comfortable in not being 
in total darkness.  
    I went outside and looked up at the stars for the first time in 
years, and began to meditate with my eyes open. Shortly 
thereafter, I witnessed a strange anomaly that I wasn’t able to 
make much sense of in the beginning. I saw white streaks of light 
in the upper limits of the earth’s atmosphere, and quite possibly 
in the thermosphere. The flashes of light looked like shooting 
stars and were very faint in appearance. Mother nature was 
putting on a brilliant light show for all of us tonight.  
 

    Could this have been an extraordinary anomaly, as the 
earth moves into a higher vibrational frequency and 
intersects, or merges, with the fourth and fifth dimensions?  
    Shooting stars, or meteorites, don’t normally occur that 
high up in the sky, and only begin to burn up upon entering 
the earth’s lower atmosphere, or mesosphere. It was 
something that I had never encountered, or could fully 
explain. 

 
    I only sat outside for half an hour, because it was very cold and 
my bronchitis gradually began to worsen. I didn’t see any UFO’s 
this evening, but the experience was healing and educational. I 
noticed a shift in my self-confidence and it wasn’t as scary as I 
initially imagined. I realised that I needed to change my negative 
mindset and to let go of the insecurities of being alone. I really 
enjoyed the evening and it turned out to be a huge success in my 
eyes. 
 



11 June 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was hoping to get in contact with a benevolent 
extraterrestrial race last night, following the CE5 global 
group gathering event, and manifested this next out-of-body 
dream encounter. 

 
    In this dream, I was in my sunroom and found myself walking 
with a gorgeous bunch of golden retriever puppies. I counted five 
pups in total and they were all on a separate leash. What I found 
the most unusual was that they were all levitating two inches off 
the ground. The kitchen in my house opens up into the sunroom, 
via a window. I saw a being of human appearance standing in the 
kitchen. I will call this being Mark. 
    Mark was six feet tall and had short blonde hair and blue eyes, 
whereas my other spirit guides physical features were different. 
However, it’s not their physical appearance that is of the most 
importance, but rather the message they bring forth. 
    Mark smiled at me and said, “Hello Erika.” I shyly replied, 
“hello” in return. I was more intrigued and focused on the puppies 
that were levitating, rather than asking Mark questions, and found 
myself re-entering my physical body instead.  
 

    Who was the being standing in my kitchen and where was 
he from exactly? How did he know my name? Sometimes we 
are so distracted by certain unusual aspects in the dream that 
we simply forget to ask the more important questions. I hope 
these interdimensional, or multi-dimensional beings, will 
introduce and identify themselves to me in the future. 

     
 8 July 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 

    I find myself becoming more educated through divine 
intervention. My spirit guides were beginning to introduce 
me to further information, which I was ready and willing to 
receive. As a result, I was becoming more enlightened and 
this next dream explains it all. 

 



    I was sitting in a kneeling position on my kitchen floor and saw 
two male beings of human appearance standing next to me. They 
were discussing my spiritual growth and enlightenment. I will call 
the older gentleman John.  
    John was standing in front of a younger man, providing him 
with specific instructions. I noticed that John had a long red beard 
and he also reminded me of a sage. The young man, however, 
reminded me of a much younger version of Jason. 
    John advised the young man to make sure I receive the 
information I required for further growth and development. All I 
could do was stare at them in disbelief and nodded my head in 
agreement. I thought, “Yes, that would be ideal because I need to 
become more enlightened.”  
 
     I was slowly becoming more consciously aware of things in 
my mundane third-dimensional reality. I began to receive certain 
pieces of valuable information, which led me down a rabbit hole 
of knowledge. 
    I like to practise discernment, especially when researching 
material on the Internet, and to take note of things that resonate 
with my higher self, rather than believing in everything I read and 
come into contact with. 
 
10 July 2013 – Vision 
    I had a restless night’s sleep tonight and woke up at eleven 
o’clock in the evening. I saw an Egyptian obelisk, which was 
projected into my mind’s eye, or third eye, before opening my 
physical eyes. I wasn’t able to decipher or understand the 
inscriptions written on it and fell back to sleep shortly thereafter.  
    I began to stir from my sleep again at two o’clock in the 
morning and was becoming more consciously aware of my 
physical body. I lay there with my eyes closed and experienced 
yet another vision. 
    I saw a man dressed in a red and navy-blue coloured uniform 
with yellow striping. He reminded me of my other spirit guides 
and had similar physical features. The only physical 
distinguishable difference was his larger than normal dark brown 



eyes. He smiled at me and the vision gradually disintegrated from 
my sight. The vision didn’t last very long and it all happened 
within a matter of seconds before opening my physical eyes 
again. 
 

    During this vision, I felt a warm sensation envelope my 
heart chakra. It was a positive encounter and I felt safe. Was 
this being an ancient ancestor, or had I made contact with 
yet another extraterrestrial race, which I was possibly 
connected to through my DNA genetics?  

 
13 July 2013 - UFO/ This Waking Reality 
    I went to visit my mother today and she brought up the past 
about my father again. He’s been deceased for twelve years now 
and I strongly felt that she needed to let him rest in peace. I can 
understand the mismatch and trauma she experienced in her life, 
but enough was enough!  
    She isn’t very good in her English and I asked her for the 
Hungarian/ English dictionary. This was the only way that I was 
able to translate the word forgiveness across to her. I wasn’t very 
fluent in my Hungarian, which created an interpretation and 
communication barrier between both of us. The dictionary was 
the only bridge that I could find to help me provide her with more 
clarity.  
    My mother burst out crying, as she read the meaning out of the 
small old tattered book, which rested comfortably in her hands. 
My heart sank to rock bottom. It wasn’t my intention to hurt her 
and I only tried to help. I soon came to realise that she didn’t only 
need to forgive others, but herself as well. I think my mother is a 
strong individual, but she allows her pride and ego mind to get in 
the way of admitting to her own mistakes.  
    I drove home that afternoon and ventured out into my backyard 
to get some fresh air. It was six o’clock in the evening and the sun 
was about to set. I went into a meditative state with my physical 
eyes open and thought about my visit with her. I was also 
experiencing unresolved issues from my past and soon came to 
realise that I needed to forgive myself too. It was an educational 



experience for both of us and I hope it will bring more 
understanding and peace in the future. 
    I looked up to my right and noticed the super moon in the 
distance. The harsh glare was playing havoc with my eyesight and 
I thought, “Ok, I really need to go visit an optometrist.” My mind 
gradually drifted towards a previous dream, concerning an eye 
test, and I knew that I needed to do something about it soon. 
 

    With everything that has happened over the years, I came 
into knowing that I wasn’t only being guided towards having 
a physical eye test in this waking reality. I was being guided 
into looking more closely and deeper into my own life.  
(See chapter 3: April 2013). 

   
    I looked up into the western sky and saw the first evening star 
appear in the twilight. It was unmistakably Venus. The sun was 
slowly beginning to set further over the horizon, darkening the 
skies as it fell over the mountain ranges. 
    Without any warning, I saw the dark orange/ red coloured orb 
again. The craft was travelling at a very low altitude and was hard 
to miss by onlookers on the ground level. The ball of light became 
more visible, as it cleared the top of a thirty-meter gum tree in the 
neighbouring property. (See chapter 3). 
    I said “hello,” but I didn’t receive a reply, and I was too 
transfixed on the craft to worry about going inside for my camera. 
I didn’t want to miss anything and chose to investigate it in more 
detail as it glided past. This craft had no sound of a motor 
whatsoever and I knew it was an electromagnetic device. I 
eventually lost sight of it as it continued its journey in a 
southeasterly direction.  
    I ran out onto my front balcony, but I wasn’t able to see the 
craft from that vantage point either. I looked down the road and 
saw my flatmate walking home instead. She was still a fair way 
down the street, but it didn’t take her long to arrive home. I asked 
her if she saw the UFO, but she did not and was more consumed 
with her mobile phone to even care. I thought “Great, she 
probably thinks I am a nut case.” I soon realised that I was just 



being too harsh on myself and allowed my negative thoughts to 
drift away on their own. 
    I reported the incident to Auseti by sending them an email, 
following this encounter. I felt disappointed in myself for not 
being able to produce photographic evidence, but I know what I 
saw and I am not in this for fame or fortune. I am more introverted 
and prefer to stay out of the spotlight. A part of me held a lot of 
questions surrounding the UFO scene, and I began to investigate 
the subject in more depth. 
  

    Were the UFO’s I’ve been seeing in recent years man-
made or were they interstellar objects from an interstellar 
civilisation?  

 
26 July 2013 – This Waking Reality 
    I began to take more interest in the planetary alignments and 
positioning of stars. I was now able to identify more planets and 
constellations, without having to consult one of those digital star 
maps on my smartphone.   
    I woke up at the crack of dawn and walked into my living room 
to open the vertical blinds, which faces east. The horizon was 
filled with a crimson hue, which took my breath away and it was 
a very healing experience in return. It was turning out to be a 
beautiful day, without a single cloud in the sky. I hadn’t done this 
for a very long time, or since driving home from working in the 
early hours of the morning, and I kind of missed watching the 
sunrise. It was awe-inspiring.  
    I noticed a tiny white orb appear in the distance. It was 
travelling over the ocean and just above the horizon. My intuition 
told me that it was most probably a plane heading towards New 
Zealand. I enjoyed watching the sunrise more that day and I 
wasn’t so overly concerned about seeing any unidentified flying 
objects. It felt so good connecting with Mother Nature for a 
change and I really enjoyed that the most. 
 
 
 



27 August 2013 - OBE/ Another Dimension/ Recurring 
    I meditated in letting go of some emotional pain this 
evening, which I have been suppressing and carrying around 
with me for a very long time. I felt that it was time for me to 
let go and surrender my problems to the universe, which felt 
very liberating as a result. 

  
    In this out-of-body experience, I found myself in my old 
bedroom at my mother’s place. I was sitting on my bed when Alex 
appeared. He was standing next to the bedroom door, which 
happened to be closed and looking straight into my direction.  
(See chapter 3: April 2013).  
 

    I was intending on getting back in contact with Alex for 
quite a while now. Well, folks! I finally did it, but it wasn’t 
what I expected. 

 
    Back to the dream… I was feeling upset about the way my 
mother had treated me since childhood and began to verbally 
express my honest thoughts. Alex felt empathetic towards me, but 
I also noticed that he was very anxious and constantly looking 
over his left shoulder. 
  

Who, or what, was he afraid of encountering? My mother? 
Another entity? 

  
    I decided to change the negative vibrational frequency of the 
topic and transcended it into a more positive one. I told him that 
I managed to remove myself from that abusive environment and 
have never felt so free.  
    Alex turned to me and smiled. He let his guard down and began 
to relax more. I was sitting on my bed when Alex began to walk 
towards me. He leaned in closer, which I was totally not 
expecting, and kissed me on the lips. I started to feel very 
uncomfortable and pulled away from him. I didn’t give him 
permission to enter my personal space.  



    The scene changed abruptly and I found myself in a totally 
different setting. I recognised this site as Central Station in the 
city of Sydney. I used to work there during my time as a security 
officer and was very familiar with the area. 
    I was standing at one of the Country Link rail terminus 
platforms, overlooking the tracks in front of me that led out of the 
city. However, there was something very different about the 
surrounding area and I knew that I was in a much higher 
dimensional realm. 
 

    Standing on that specific platform reminded me about the 
time when I broke into tears, whilst conversing with a 
security inspector, which happened about fourteen years 
ago. It was during the time when I first learnt of my father’s 
terminal illness and was unable to suppress my emotions any 
longer.  

 
    Back to the dream… I looked up ahead and saw a large crowd 
of people gathered around a light source that resembled the sun. 
The set up reminded me of an outdoor stadium at first. It was odd, 
but I felt at home and at peace with everything that exists. 
    I was standing next to a man. His six and a half feet tall 
masculine figure over towered my five and a half feet frame. I felt 
protected and comfortable and slowly began to relax in his 
presence. He slightly resembled the man I saw in a previous 
vision, except for the larger than normal eyes. (See 10 July 2013). 
 

    In a much later dream, and further down the track, I 
discovered his name was George. However, I also met a 
much older gentleman with the same name and I will use 
George junior and George senior to identify and distinguish 
these two beings, or spirit guides, throughout the book. 

 
    George Junior and I both stood there meditating behind the 
crowd of people. I noticed my heart chakra gradually beginning 
to open, and I felt comfortable and at peace. I turned my head 
slightly to the right and noticed a table standing in front of us. It 



was covered with booklets and A4 sheets of paper. I noticed a 
man rushing over to the table. He picked up an A4 document and 
quickly glanced at it, before sounding the alarm. I will call this 
being Matt.  
    Matt said, “We found another one,” and disturbed our 
meditation in the process. George took a deep breath and sighed. 
I could tell that he wasn’t very pleased with the disturbance and 
silently left the area with Matt. I instinctively felt that a fight was 
going to break out and I decided to follow them to prevent it. The 
three of us met up at another table and I found myself staring at 
my home computer. I felt the need to protect something and 
decided to turn the machine off instantly. 
    In that split second, I became air born and glided across the 
floor at a highly accelerated speed, beyond my earthly 
capabilities. It was basically faster than the speed of light. 
George managed the same manoeuvre and we both stood there 
staring at each other from a distance. Our eyes connected for the 
very first time and I was transported into a déjà vu like trance. 
Deep down inside a part of me felt like I knew him from a 
previous lifetime. 
    I got the impression that he wasn’t able to see me clearly, and 
may only have been able to perceive me as a transparent figure 
of energy, or light. I was not happy with what had just happened 
and protested my disappointment in silence, through facial 
gestures. I looked over to my left after hearing other men in the 
nearby area quarrelling amongst each other. 
    George turned around to see what all of the fuss was about. He 
raised his voice and said, “Enough, Close the gates.” His voice 
sounded familiar and in a funny sense, it felt like home. The tone 
of his firm assertive voice echoed throughout my entire being. I 
thought, “Ok, these guys are in real trouble.” I then saw the other 
men carrying a rusted piece of wrought iron mesh, and within a 
matter of moments, the entire area to this sacred gathering was 
sealed off. I felt my astral, or light body, gradually beginning to 
fade out of the scene and I woke up from my travels. 
 



    Who was George and where was he from? Was he an 
ancient ancestor, or someone I met in a past life? Why were 
we interrupted? What kind of gateway, or porthole, did I 
walk through? What did Matt mean by saying, “we found 
another one?” I have so many questions in need of answers. 
    My meeting with Alex may not have been what I was 
expecting, but I learnt to open up my heart in receiving and 
giving love, instead of fearing it. I had created a wall around 
my heart, after my abusive past, and needed to let go of what 
happened to me. I needed to forgive and learn how to trust 
again. 

  
29 August 2013 - This Waking Reality 
    I was walking through my sunroom in a meditative state, 
focusing on what I had just learnt from studying Astrotheology. 
The sun had already set behind the mountain and it was dark 
outside. The only visible light in the house was coming from the 
kitchen, which illuminated the sunroom to some degree.  
     As I walked through the sunroom, I noticed a ghostly image 
appear. The human form partially materialised beside me in a 
transparent, or holographic, type physicality. I recognised this 
being as George junior, whom I met a couple of nights ago in a 
previous vivid dream. (See 27 August 2013).  
    He was leaning up against the windowsill and smiling down at 
me with his head slightly tilted to one side. I should have stopped 
and had a conversation with him, but I was too shocked at what I 
had just encountered and walked straight past him instead. I also 
didn’t want my flatmate thinking that I was going insane, and kept 
the visitation to myself.  
 

    To this day, I regret not stopping and conversing with 
George and have learnt from this experience. I need to stop 
worrying about what others may think of my extraordinary 
encounters. When I worked up the courage to tell my flatmate 
about my dreams and what I witnessed, she understood and 
shared some of her own dreams of connecting with family. 



    I did some research into what I experienced and 
discovered a lot more than what I was able to digest. These 
multidimensional beings, in another dimensional reality, 
can’t stay visible to us for long periods of time. It takes up a 
lot of their own energy. I believe the same rules apply to us 
visiting their dimensions.  
    Maybe it’s a good thing that I didn’t stop and chat with 
him after all. It was nice to see him again, and it allowed me 
to come into a higher conscious awareness and 
understanding of what is possible. 

 
30 August 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
   I was sitting in a cafeteria at a table, next to a large set of 
windows that opened up to a partially enclosed courtyard. I 
noticed the sun setting over the horizon, as I sipped on my cup of 
tea. There was a crowd of people gathering in an adjacent 
function centre. The people were all holding candles, which 
vibrantly lit up the area inside. It looked more like a sombre 
church service than a festive occasion. 
    I noticed a few outdoor chairs and tables sitting around the 
courtyard. I saw a young girl walking towards one of the tables, 
holding a silver coloured urn in her hands. She sat down, placing 
the urn in front of her, and slipped into a world of her own. She 
had obviously recently lost someone that she cared about and was 
feeling very sad and alone.  
    The scene changed and I found myself sitting next to her. I 
don’t think she noticed my presence and was more focused on 
what had just happened in her life. The dream came to a close and 
I returned back into my physical body, feeling her emotional pain 
running through my heart. 
 

    Did this gathering really happen and occur somewhere on 
the planet in this time reality? It may have. My heart and 
prayers go out to her and many others, who have lost loved 
ones, especially in war-torn countries. 

 
 



16 September 2013 - Lucid Dream/ OBE/ Negative Entity 
    I woke up at five o’clock in the morning after experiencing a 
negative dream. I was having dinner with my brother and both of 
my parents at an outdoor restaurant. It felt odd because we had 
never done this as a family unit. My mother started arguing with 
my father until I told her that her negative behaviour was 
unacceptable. I was feeling very upset and advised her to stop. 
 

    I woke up from this dream unable to get back to sleep and 
decided to work out on my exercise bike for half an hour. 
Feeling absolutely exhausted after a vigorous workout, I 
decided to lie back down and fell asleep.  
    In this next lucid dream, I experienced yet another 
negative encounter, but this time it wasn’t with my mother. 

  
    I felt something crawling over the top of me, whilst I was in a 
lucid dream state and noticed a creature of non-human appearance 
staring back at me. The small creature reminded me of a golem 
type character I once saw in a movie. It had thin sharp teeth and 
started hissing at me. I was horrified and shoved it to one side. I 
heard a loud bang and it disappeared within the blink of an eye. 
 

    I have never encountered a being like this and was afraid 
of it returning. I prayed to my spirit guides and felt a shield 
of protection surrounding me. Still feeling very fatigued, I 
naturally returned back to sleep. 

 
    I found myself standing outside on the garage deck balcony of 
my home. It was dark outside and the stars were visible in the 
night sky. I noticed my father standing next to me. We were both 
looking up at the southern cluster of stars.  
    We turned around and looked at each other without saying a 
word. I saw the look of worry on my father’s face, as he walked 
back inside. I knew that he didn’t really favour me studying 
something, which would never provide me with a reasonable and 
steady income, or at least that’s the impression that I received. 
 



    Sorry dad, but I need to follow my own personal calling in 
this life. I thank you from the bottom of my heart of hearts, 
for being there for me and for providing me with a safe, 
secure, and loving environment. I love you very much, but 
there comes a time in everyone’s life when they just need to 
let go of being controlled and manipulated by money. These 
illusions will never serve my higher purpose and fail to hold 
much value in my life. 
    I know that my father watches over me from time to time, 
and is proud of what I have accomplished in my life so far. 
He will always be a gracious and understanding soul in my 
eyes. 

 
1 October 2013 - This Waking Reality/ Premonition 
    As I sat in the waiting room at my therapist’s office, I reached 
for a house-decorating magazine to help me overcome my 
nervous tension. The radio was playing in the background, which 
was soothing and blended in with the images on the page. When 
the song finished playing a speaker came onto the air. He 
announced that the scientific community had just discovered that 
it was possible for humans to inherit their ancestor’s memories, 
through their DNA genetics.  
 

    WOW! The answer to my theoretical question had finally 
been revealed and answered. I felt better already and knew 
that I wasn’t the odd ball out. (See 24 May 2013). 

 
3 October 2013 - OBE/ Underworld 
    Jason visited me in my dreams again and I found myself in a 
dark cavern with limited amber coloured lighting. I looked over 
my left shoulder and saw an old high school friend sitting on a 
nearby bench. Jason and I were standing opposite each other and 
he said, “Do you still want to be in search and rescue?”  
    I turned to my left again and tried to make eye contact with my 
school friend, but she was too busy on her mobile phone to even 
notice me. I turned back around to face Jason and replied, “no.” 
 



    I think I needed to search and rescue myself and to listen 
to my intuition more. As it turned out, my high school friend 
wasn’t really there for me in the end. My experience with this 
individual was only there to remind me of what I don’t want 
in my life. 
    In the end, it is up to the individual to make changes in 
their own lives, even if it means letting go of friendships or 
relationships that no longer serve their higher purpose and 
spiritual growth. A true friend will always take the time to 
listen and be there for you in times of need. 

 
    Back to the dream… The scene changed and I found myself 
sitting in a large vehicle, which reminded me of a fire truck. I was 
seated in the rear left-hand side of the vehicle, whereas Jason was 
sitting in the driver’s seat on the right. 
    We were travelling in an underground facility that reminded 
me of a coal mine. Jason waved and smiled at a man who was 
walking past, as we drove by. It looked like Matt. Matt 
acknowledged Jason’s response with a smile and nodded his head 
in approval. I was comfortably wrapped up in a blanket feeling 
tired, warm, and at peace. Jason’s affectionate smile comforted 
me and I knew that I was in safe hands. 
 

    What type of underground facility was I in exactly? Had I 
been in search and rescue in a past life, or only in this one? 

 
5 October 2013 - Lucid Dream 
    George junior came to visit me in my dreams tonight. I was in 
a lucid dream state and noticed my room filled with light. I wasn’t 
able to see George and was only able to hear him laughing beside 
me. He seemed to be in high spirits, which was nice to hear, 
compared to our last meeting. I turned my head towards the voice 
and said, “Who are you,” but he didn’t answer me. 
    As I pondered on the question, I felt an energy shift in my astral 
field. Whilst in the lucid dream state, I began to levitate above my 
bed and knew that I was out-of-body.  



    This intense wave of energy grabbed a hold of my astral body 
and briskly swirled me around the room. I thought I was going to 
injure myself, as I began to fall towards the floor, but I landed 
without feeling a thing instead. 
    The scene changed and I found myself in another bedroom of 
the house. I peered through a partially open door and saw my 
mother talking to an old neighbour in the hallway, before waking 
from my sleep. 
 

     Even though I had only met George a couple of times in 
my dreams, I felt like I had known him for eons. Who are you, 
George? I wish I could remember. Why was my mother there 
and why did she interrupt your visit?  
(See 27 & 29 August 2013). 

 
23 October 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I dreamt of Jason and he looked very ill. He lay on a concrete 
footpath outside of a large building in the middle of a city block. 
Jason handed me a small piece of paper, which held important 
information and exclaimed, “They are destroying everyone’s 
medical files.” He then closed his eyes, took his last breath and 
lay lifeless before me.  
    I gently removed the piece of paper from his right hand and 
saw tiny letters inscribed on it, but it was impossible to read 
without a magnifying glass. I felt sorry for Jason and slowly 
started walking away from the scene in despair. I looked up ahead 
and noticed a man and a woman running from the scene and woke 
up feeling very distressed. 
 

    Who and why were they destroying patients medical files? 
I feel that this is also happening in this dimensional reality. 
Why were those two people running away from the scene, 
instead of helping us? 
  

 
 
 



28 October 2013 – Possible Past Life/ Another Dimension 
    I dreamt of Jason yet again. Hasn’t he been a busy boy? I 
thought I’d throw a touch of humour into the works. I kind of 
needed it after the last dream. 
  

    I was walking around in a luscious green jungle that was filled 
with large exotic vibrant coloured flowers. I’ve never seen 
anything like it in this lifetime. They were very rare and beautiful. 
I looked up to my right and noticed a cave with a short ledge, 
which was approximately twenty feet above ground level. 
   Then suddenly, I saw Jason running out onto the ledge in a 
frantic and panicked state. There was a line of stone pillars, which 
were standing in front of the cave’s entrance and were all the 
same in height. The first pillar was approximately one meter away 
from the ledge and the rest were about the same distance apart 
from each other.  
    Jason ran and jumped from the edge of the cave and landed 
onto the first pillar, followed by another two. He was being 
pursued by a group of men who weren’t very pleased with him. 
They began waving their swords around in protest, as they feared 
to follow Jason’s brave moves of escape.  
    I noticed that Jason was holding a large diamond in his hands, 
which was about the size of a tennis ball. He struggled to keep his 
balance on the third stone pillar and accidentally dropped the 
precious stone. The large cut and polished diamond had many 
facets and it fell straight into my hands. I tossed it up to him, but 
he struggled to catch it at first, and it fell back into my hands. I 
tossed it up towards him once again, in the hopes that he would 
catch it this time. 
    In that instant, time began to slow down and it felt like 
everything was in slow motion. It was as if gravity didn’t exist in 
those first few moments, and the diamond floated straight into his 
hands with ease. The doorway came to a close and I woke up 
without knowing what happened next. Isn’t it always the way? 
 

    Why did I toss the diamond back to him? It simply didn’t 
belong to me and I’m not a thief. Why did Jason take the 



diamond from the mine? Did he work for it and earn it, or 
did he steal it? 
    The most precious jewel, which I can think of, is life itself 
on this beautiful vibrant and abundant planet we call home. 
Let’s look after it more so that it can look after us in return.   

 
22 November 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 

    I found myself in my old bedroom at my mother’s place 
again. I didn’t have children in this lifetime, because I never 
found the right man to have a family of my own. 
  

    I was lying on my bed cradling a baby boy. He had short dark 
curly hair and the most gorgeous blue eyes you could ever 
imagine. I picked him up and began to tickle him under his arms. 
He began to laugh and I felt very happy and content with my life 
in those short few moments, before everything faded from my 
sight and I woke up from the dream feeling like a part of me was 
missing. I thought about how different my life would have been 
with children, and it still saddens me to this day knowing that I 
will never experience motherhood in this lifetime. 
 

    Was the baby my son in a past life, or an ancestral memory 
recovered from deep within my DNA? 

 
    I fell back to sleep and had another vivid dream, where I found 
myself at my father’s place this time around. I was casually 
walking up the side of the house, which led up to the backyard 
when I crossed paths with Benjamin. As we walked past each 
other, we both began to sing to one another, instead of conversing 
normally. It was a strange sensation communicating with 
someone that way. It almost felt like a Broadway musical. 
    I noticed the tone of my voice, which sounded more 
harmonious in this specific realm. It was unlike anything I have 
ever heard here on earth and I thought to myself, “Why can’t I 
have a singing voice like that in this dimensional reality?”  
    I reached the end of the pathway and was preparing to turn the 
corner when Benjamin said, “If you ever need me, ring the bell.” 



I didn’t understand his message and looked at him with a puzzled 
stare. The porthole closed and I woke up from my sleep. 
 

    What did “ring the bell” mean? After meditating upon this 
message for a short while, it suddenly dawned on me. I think 
it meant holding the intention of getting in contact with him 
in my mind, better known as telepathic communication. 
 

6 December 2013 – Lucid Dream 
    I dreamt of two female angelic messengers standing at the foot 
of my bed. The lighting in the room was dim, but my eyes were 
adjusted to the darkness and I was able to see them clearly. I 
noticed a soft amber coloured light beginning to emanate from 
the tops of their heads, producing a halo effect. One of the women 
was much older than the other and I felt comfortable in their 
presence.  I knew they wouldn’t hurt me and I felt safe. 
    The older woman said, “She won’t be returning here anymore 
and she is only here to help other people.” The younger woman 
looked towards me and smiled and I began to stir from my sleep. 
 

    I wasn’t able to get back to sleep after this dream and 
decided to watch the sunrise instead, which helped me 
meditate on the message I was just given. 
    Who am I and where am I originally from? Am I an indigo 
child, or one of the waves of volunteers, who came here to 
awaken, educate, enlighten, and help others spiritually 
evolve? 
Note: I did not come into contact with this knowledge base, 
or information until much later into my investigations and 
research and decided to add these two questions after having 
this dream experience. 
    I spoke to one of my friends about my dream, whom I 
happened to meet a couple of years prior to this experience. 
She enlightened me on coming into this world under the sign 
of Aquarius. She informed me that it would be my last visit 
here on earth and that my cycle was completed. If that’s the 
case, I guess I better make it a good one.  



10 December 2013 - OBE/ Other Worlds 
    I found myself on a space shuttle in a horizontally reclined 
position. The craft lifted up off the ground and I felt the gravity 
take control, which had a draining effect on my body. I wasn’t 
alone and saw others in the craft sitting beside me.  
    When we landed, I walked over to the exit door control panel 
and pressed a button, which was located on the sidewall, and the 
door gradually began to slide open from left to right. As soon as 
the door began to open, I saw a small dog barking at me from 
outside, which frightened me a little and I hesitated in opening 
the door further.  
    The scene changed and I found myself conversing with the 
people that lived on the planet. They were human and spoke our 
language. We all gathered around a campfire and began to talk 
about our experiences. During our conversations, the woman 
sitting next to me said, “These are the same instructions they gave 
us,” before waking up. 
  

    What type of instructions did these people receive and 
what were the similarities? Who gave them these 
instructions? Where did I travel to exactly? 
 

28 December 2013 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
     I dreamt of taking my late dog Sam for a walk. We were 
walking down the street and heading towards a nearby park when 
suddenly the landscape in front of us changed dramatically. The 
houses in the street vanished and all I was able to see was a grassy 
deserted landscape that was surrounded by the hilly terrains in the 
distance.   
    We reached the end of the road and Sam broke free from his 
leash. He ran down a steep dusty embankment and made it all the 
way down safely. I had no plans to follow him and just watched 
the scene unfold from above. I looked down into the crevice and 
noticed a few rescue workers down below. I wondered what they 
were searching for but I woke up instead. 
    I fell back to sleep and dreamt of Jason. I was standing at the 
screen door of my home looking out into the backyard. I saw 



Jason talking to someone on a cordless phone. There were three 
other men in his company, whom I didn’t know, or recognise.  
    Jason began to walk towards me and I opened the screen door. 
He handed me the phone and walked away. I noticed that he 
looked very upset and began to weep. I lost sight of him, as he 
walked around the corner of the house, and I woke up from the 
dream.  
 

    Why was Jason so upset? I’m unable to make much sense 
of this dream right now. Perhaps the next dream will shed 
more light on the topic, where we were together in a possible 
past life scenario. 

 
29 December 2013 – OBE/ Past Life or Ancestral Memory  
    I was a couple of blocks away from my mother’s house and in 
the company of people, whom I have never met in this lifetime. I 
heard a man say, “He is very angry.” Out of concern I started 
running back to my mother’s house and saw a neighbour’s 
property on fire.  
    I ran inside the burning building and saw the ceiling alight. I 
quickly ran outside and found a garden hose sitting on the lawn 
and somehow managed to extinguish the flames inside, before 
waking up and feeling traumatised by the event. 
    I fell back to sleep after my heart stopped pounding and dreamt 
of Jason. Jason and I were at a restaurant and we were sitting at a 
long rectangular table. He was sitting at the far end and talking to 
another female, who was flirting with him. It was only the three 
of us there at that time and I noticed him flirting with her in return.  
    I was not satisfied with his demeanour, or conduct, after 
noticing a wedding band on his left ring finger. A part of me felt 
that he was my husband in this dream, and my heart sank into the 
pit of my stomach.  
    I knew that he wasn’t married to her and I felt betrayed. Why? 
A married couple is not in the habit of flirting with each other and 
this brought me back to a previous dream. (See 24 May 2013).  
    I decided to turn the other way and noticed a couple of women 
sitting at a nearby table. The table was much smaller and only 



catered for two diners. They were both in high spirits and I 
couldn’t help but overhear their conversation, being so close.  
    The woman’s great sense of humour helped restore my sanity 
and lifted my spirits. I felt a positive shift occur in my astral body, 
and it was all that I needed to survive the pain that I was feeling 
inside of my heart at the time. 
 

    Each and every one of us experiences some form of 
betrayal at some point in our lives, but it’s the mental and 
emotional pain behind it, which we need to look at and heal.  
    I was feeling unworthy and unloved, which is a reflection 
of my past experiences in this lifetime with my mother. This 
negative emotional trait was something that I needed to get 
to the root cause of to heal and forgive. 
    Healing and letting go of a relationship, which no longer 
serves your higher self, or purpose can become very 
unsettling and painful. You not only need to forgive those 
who have hurt you, but you need to forgive yourself, before 
moving on.  
    I needed to take a step back and to look deep within myself 
to discover who I was inside, before even beginning to 
consider correcting these negative emotional traits within 
me. 
    I have found that a lot of people out there, including 
myself, have experienced some form of social, or security 
issues.  They don’t feel comfortable being alone in their lives 
or are liable to be ridiculed and judged harshly by family, 
peers and society, which can cause unhealthy attachments, 
instead of healthy and happy connections. 
    My life is much different today, where I would much prefer 
to be alone on some occasions, rather than to be surrounded 
by individuals who do not understand and respect me. I guess 
I am stronger than I thought. However, this is not to say that 
I enjoy being alone either and struggle with loneliness, which 
brings up feelings of abandonment and depression from time 
to time.  



    As soon as I began to focus on being more honest with 
myself and doing things that I enjoyed, I found people who 
held similar interests to me, even though some of them are 
located in other parts of the world. No one is ever alone in 
this world, but I used to think otherwise. 
    I consider myself very blessed to have my godmother living 
nearby, who completely understands and respects me for 
who I am. We have a very special bond and enjoy each 
other’s company. 
    I initially met her when I was a teenager and still living at 
my mother’s place. Her husband and my mother’s boyfriend 
were very good friends and that’s how we all met. She took 
me in as her own and made me feel like I mattered again.  
    She never had a daughter and always wanted one. I can 
tell you this much for certain, if it wasn’t for my godmother, 
my life would have been much different today. I would never 
have known the unconditional love of a mother, or even knew 
what it felt like. 
    She saved me from myself, and the harsh abusive 
environment I grew up in. She took me under her wing and 
protected me. She listened and gave me good advice. She 
nurtured me and held me in her arms until I stopped crying. 
    I will be forever grateful for her unconditional love, 
support and kindness. She gradually brought me back to life 
and love. 
 

    Back to the dream… The waitresses were making their rounds 
in serving the red wine for the evening when one of the women 
came around to fill my glass. She purposefully knocked it over 
with her hand, spilling its contents all over the fresh white linen. 
    The scene changed and more women began arriving and 
gathering at our table. I asked Jason to sit next to me, but another 
woman jumped into his seat. He found another chair and sat down 
behind the woman who stole his seat instead, which I found odd. 
I was about to introduce him to the other guests when my mind 
went blank, and that’s when he stood up and personally 



introduced himself. The dream gradually came to an ending, just 
like our relationship, and I woke from my sleep. 
 

    This was the very first dream I had of Jason where I first 
learnt of his name. (See chapter 3).  
    It seemed like there was a lot of interference between 
Jason and I. Maybe that’s why we fought like cat and dog in 
a past life, or perhaps, I was just experiencing a past life 
memory that may have been handed down to me through my 
ancestor’s DNA? 
     Jason reminded me a lot of my grandfather, being on my 
mother’s side, who had similar physical features. I asked my 
mother about my grandfather’s character and she told me 
that he had a very strict personality and that it was possible 
that he may have also been overly friendly with some women, 
as he was fairly popular in his official role as a royal 
serviceman.   
    I have no hard-solid evidence to back up these claims of 
past events, and I can only speculate on these turns of events 
from what I have gathered and experienced so far. 
 
……………………………………………………………………… 
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Chapter 5 

 
2014 Journals – Releasing Fears and  

Negative Emotions 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
3 January 2014 - OBE/ Underworld 
    I opened my astral eyes and noticed that I was lying in a large 
underground cavern of some sort. The minimal amber lighting 
illuminated the space around me, allowing me to view a small 
portion of my surroundings. I climbed out of a bed and noticed it 
had been carved out of the stone that surrounded me. The place 
had an eerie feel to it, but I didn’t let that stop me from moving 
forward. 
    As I walked across the dusty dirt floor, I noticed a double set 
of gothic style entrance doors. I stood there marvelling at its 
magnificence from a short distance away. The doors must have 
been about fifteen feet high and made out of dark wooden panels, 
which were secured to the frame by medieval wrought iron 
hinges. 
   There were two guards standing at the entrance. I only 
recognised one of the men. It was Matt from a previous dream. 
We greeted each other and I noted the nervous tension in his 
voice. I didn’t know who his partner was, but I will call him 
Stephen.  
    I asked Matt and Stephen if they were working for the same 
security industry I used to work for in the past. They both replied, 
“yes,” simultaneously. I told them to send my regards to control 



and Matt replied, “We can’t do that.” I wasn’t in the mood to 
question his response and walked closer towards the ancient 
doors. I was about to enter the room to see what lay ahead, but 
the dream faded and I slipped back into my physical body, before 
waking up from my sleep. 
 

    Once again, what type of subterranean world did I visit 
and was it a place here on earth, or on a totally different 
planet? (See chapter 4: 3 Oct 2013). 

 
5 January 2014 - OBE/ Another Dimension/ Reincarnation 
    I was halfway up in my backyard when I noticed Carrie Fisher 
standing next to me. She said, “Are you leaving us already?” I 
replied, “Yes, I need to move my car out of the parking lot.” The 
only problem was that I didn’t know where my car was parked, 
which didn’t really help, and I began to panic. All I knew was that 
I needed to move it fast. 
    The scene changed rapidly and I found myself in an unfamiliar 
bedroom. I looked down and noticed a large black duffle bag 
sitting on the bed in front of me. I turned around and saw an old 
dark brown dresser standing up against the wall. It was half a 
meter away from the foot of the bed. I began to remove my clothes 
from the dresser and hurriedly shoved them into my bag. 
   The room was very small and I struggled to move around in the 
tight space. I leaned over to close my bag and felt a sharp pain 
shoot into my lower back. I stood there cringing in pain for a few 
seconds, before recovering enough to walk over to the door and 
leave.  
    The scenery changed again and I found myself ordering a cup 
of coffee at an outdoor coffee bar. I noticed a young man staring 
at me from afar. I will call this spirit guide Samuel. 
    Samuel was roughly the same height as me and held similar 
physical features to most of my other spirit guides.  
    He began to serenade me with a song, which I found 
exceptionally sweet and humbling. The main lyrics of the song I 
was able to recall were, “I love you.” His compassionate and witty 
character possessed a hint of wisdom and gracefulness; unlike the 



others, I have met so far. Sam captured my heart forever but 
unfortunately, I had to leave. I felt a little shy in his presence and 
gave him a quick hug, before departing the scene. 
    A sense of sadness fell over me, as I began to walk away from 
Sam. I didn’t want to leave that place and felt anxious in return. 
This was mainly because I was in a frantic rush and knew that I 
didn’t have much time left.  
    I then found myself standing behind a car. I opened the boot 
and surprisingly found my bag sitting inside. I quickly unzipped 
a small side compartment and found my mobile phone. I began to 
scroll through my contacts list, desperately trying to find a 
friend’s number, and overheard Sam exchanging information 
about me over a two-way radio. The only words I was able to 
recall before waking up were, “I am now tucking Ezekiel in.” 
 

    How am I connected to the prophet Ezekiel? Was Ezekiel 
one of my ancestors, or do I just possess similar gifts?  
    Was this dream a past life memory, prior to reincarnating 
in this lifetime? Why was I so nervous about leaving that 
dimensional reality? I’ve never really felt like I belonged 
here anyway. (See chapter 1 & chapter 4: 6 December 2013).  
    The car, or vehicle, in the dream, may have been a 
metaphor, relating more to a physical body, rather than an 
automobile.  

 
16 January 2014 - Vision 
   I hopped into bed and turned over onto my right when I came 
face to face with yet another vision. My physical eyes were open 
at the time of this encounter, as I lay there in shock. 
    An extra-terrestrial suddenly appeared next to my bed. He was 
in fairly close proximity and I was only able to see his face. The 
almost human-like being had very fair coloured skin, large bright 
neon blue eyes and long straight white hair. 
    This image only lasted a few seconds, but I will never forget 
the size and colour of his eyes. They were simply awe-inspiring 
and it put my apprehensive thoughts to rest.  
 



 
13 February 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    My birthday is only two days away and someone gave me a 
gift box in my dream. The scene changed before I had a chance 
to open it, and I found myself in the kitchen preparing breakfast 
instead. 
    The scene abruptly changed again and I found myself talking 
to a young boy. He was sitting on my lap in the dining room and 
complaining about his father not paying attention to his needs. 
His father was standing right behind us, conversing with another 
man, but the dream slowly began to fade and I woke from my 
sleep. 
 

    I woke up feeling empathetic because the boy was feeling 
rejected and I knew how that felt. I gradually drifted back to 
sleep and had another interesting out-of-body experience. 

  
    I was standing out the front of a department store and saw a 
large crowd of people walking up a zigzag-shaped ramp, heading 
towards the entrance of the store. They were all holding blue 
cards in their hands and began producing them to a security 
officer, before entering the complex. I began to panic because I 
didn’t have a blue card and raised my concerns to the man 
standing next to me. He informed me that I didn’t need one and 
we both continued on my way. 
    I suddenly found myself nervously standing in front of the 
security officer. He hesitated in providing me with a clear passage 
for a few moments, and I felt a little intimidated by him at first. 
The officer scanned my eyes, before taking a few steps back and 
allowing me access. 
    I wandered over to the entrance doors of the store and turned 
around, managing to catch the guard’s attention. I said, “I am so 
relieved that I live outside of the busy city.” He smiled and 
laughed under his breath, before returning back to his duties. His 
smile reminded me of my father’s smile, both being very similar 
in appearance.  



    I gradually came out of my trance like stare and walked through 
the glass doors of the store.  I felt very overwhelmed by the size 
of the area that lay beyond and was afraid of getting lost, rather 
than enjoying my shopping experience. There were escalators 
that led to many different levels, heading into many different 
directions. It reminded me of one of those busy highway 
overpasses, which are located in busy city areas.  
    I chose to stay on the same level, out of fear of not being able 
to find my way out of the maze of stores, which cluttered the area. 
I began to feel dizzy and the scene changed.  
    I was then transported into a store, which reminded me of a 
travel agency. I sat down at a young woman’s desk and began to 
ask her for directions, which is laughable.  
    The scene changed again and I was suddenly transported to a 
shoe store. I found a pair of ankle high white boots and tried them 
on. I favoured them very much and gradually began to stir from 
my sleep. 
 

    Who was the security officer in my dream? Could he have 
been one of my ancestors on my father’s side? Why did he 
scan my eyes, before allowing me access into the store? Why 
was I the only one in the line-up, who didn’t require a blue 
card to enter the department store?  
    Before I went to sleep that night, I was thinking about my 
trip to Queensland, coming up in the following month. I felt 
a little anxious about travelling up there on my own, and 
those fears may have contributed to this dream.  
 

15 February 2014 – An Unexpected Birthday Message 
    My mother surprised me when she came for a visit today. She 
gave me a card with a very special message written inside and 
wished me a happy birthday. My mother doesn’t normally visit 
me, or write encouraging personal messages on greeting cards. 
She only signs it with “Love Mother,” at the end of the pre-written 
verse. On this occasion, however, she included the words strength 
and good health, which was personally handwritten in Hungarian. 



    She was aware that I was planning a trip to Queensland and had 
already purchased my plane ticket. Initially and naturally, I was 
very nervous about travelling up there all by myself and she 
understood my concerns.  
 

    My traumatic upbringing and my mother’s fear-based 
negative belief system had inevitably instilled a lot of 
unnecessary apprehensive thoughts in my mind, which was a 
direct result of my hardly ever wanting to leave the house in 
fearing the unknown.  
    Over time, I began to develop a lot of anxiety and become 
very withdrawn and isolated from society. I found social 
gatherings and travelling alone very difficult on some 
occasions. I’ve since then realised that I need to let go of 
those insecurities for a better quality of life. 
 

21 February 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm  
    I dreamt of a Native American Indian woman standing outside 
of my front door. She was wearing a beaded waistband, which 
had a single white feather attached to it. 
    The scene changed and I found myself socialising and 
entertaining a small group of Native American Indians in my 
living room. The woman, whom I initially met at the front door, 
walked over to the young man sitting beside me and handed him 
a medium-sized dictionary.  
    He opened the book and scrolled through the pages until he 
found the word wolf. I noticed that the meaning of the word had 
a larger than normal description, which practically took up the 
entire page. I then began to stir from my sleep and woke up trying 
to recover what I read, but I wasn’t able to in the end. 
 

    I believe this dream was guiding me to do more research 
on certain topics and symbols. As I scrolled through the 
limitless amounts of information on the Internet about 
wolves, I continued seeing the word loner and solitude 
appear several times. I guess I am a bit of a loner in a way 



and enjoy my solitude sometimes. However, I also need to 
connect with others. 
  

1 March 2014 - Auseti Gathering in QLD, Australia 
    The day had finally arrived for my trip to Queensland and to 
meet up with the small group of Auseti volunteers. I prearranged 
a driver to take me to Sydney airport, after booking my plane 
ticket weeks prior. The hire car arrived at seven o’clock in the 
morning, carrying two elderly passengers who were in the back 
seat. I hopped into the front seat and we all introduced ourselves, 
before heading on our way. It was a rainy day and I prayed for all 
of us to arrive safely. 
    We arrived at Sydney airport an hour prior to my flight 
departing and I had a ten-minute wait, before boarding the plane. 
I was feeling a little nervous about travelling alone and decided 
to focus more on the experience, rather than the fear behind it. I 
felt my spirit guide’s there with me, which was very comforting, 
and I decided to text a friend to keep my mind from wandering 
into negative territory. 
    The flight from Sydney to Brisbane only took about an hour 
and a half and we landed safely on the tarmac, which was a relief 
in my books. It was a beautiful sunny day in Queensland and I 
was driven to the motel I had also pre-booked, before travelling 
up there.   
    The room was very comfortable and catered for everything I 
could ever possibly need, during my one-night stopover. It 
included a shower, bar fridge without alcohol, and a self-
contained kitchen. I had enough time to freshen up and took 
advantage of a relaxing shower, before being picked up and 
driven to Lyell Deer Park Sanctuary in Mt. Samson. 
    We arrived at the park late in the afternoon and I was 
introduced to the owner/ caretaker of the property. She was an 
elderly woman, who ran the deer sanctuary with her daughter. I 
noticed the deer’s frolicking in the enclosed paddock and sat 
down at one of the outdoor tables. I began to observe the deer, 
whilst they curiously looked on before I decided to walk over to 
the fence for a closer look.  



    After a short while of patting the deer, I sat back down at the 
table and noticed the caretaker walking towards me. She asked 
me if I wanted to feed the deer some leftover biscuit scraps. I 
excitedly replied, “yes I would love to,” with a huge grin on my 
face.  
    Half an hour later, I assisted the caretaker with the deer’s main 
meal and I met a young Native Australian Indigenous man. I 
noticed that he was wearing a feather necklace, which was carved 
out of bone. He told us that his friend made it for him earlier that 
day. The talisman reminded me of the Native American Indian 
feather I saw in a previous dream a week ago.   
(See 21 February 2014).  
    During our short conversation, I noticed the colour of his eyes, 
which resembled a light golden hue. I found this absolutely 
mesmerising and a little unusual because most Aboriginals have 
dark brown eyes. I felt a spiritual shift in my being and knew that 
I was in a very special sacred place.  
    The founder of Auseti needed to organise and prepare for 
tonight’s events. He asked me if I wanted to help him set up the 
meditation table and I accepted. We walked down a long dirt path 
road, which opened up to a large field, where he began setting the 
scene for the evening ahead.  
    Once he had completed his honourable duties, he decided to 
show me around the park. We walked further down the path and 
came to an American Indian Teepee, which was fully constructed 
on the grounds. I’ve never seen the inside of one before and I was 
very curious to explore.  
    I pulled back the front flap and was surprisingly greeted by a 
few eight-legged houseguests, who had set up permanent 
residency in its enclosure. I didn’t allow the spiders to deter me 
from investigating the interior and continued exploring. I was 
totally amazed at how Native American Indian families were able 
to fit into such a tiny space. 
    After I took a photograph of the exterior of the Teepee, we 
ventured further down the track and came to a man-made maze. 
The maze had been neatly carved out of the land, which was 
surrounded by grass and was created by someone who was 



obviously very skilled in that area. I felt the earth’s energy field 
gently vibrate through the palm of my hands, as I extended my 
arms out in front of me. It was the oddest feeling that I have ever 
had the chance to encounter or experience. I will never forget it!  
    A couple of hours later the others were starting to arrive on site. 
I was humbly grateful to have been given the opportunity to take 
a tour around this beautiful park and we all sat down for dinner 
shortly thereafter. 
 After our meal and socialising with one another, we all wandered 
down to the bottom end of the paddock and began the meditation 
ceremony. Our aim was to invite extra-terrestrial craft into the 
vicinity and to try and communicate with benevolent beings.  
    I was in the middle of meditating and focusing my attention on 
grounding myself when someone in the circle sounded the alarm. 
A man in the group redirected our attention to a specific area 
ahead, by using green laser lights. We all opened our eyes and 
were led towards seeing a green coloured orb, gravitating behind 
a row of trees. The craft was about two hundred meters away from 
us. It hovered back a forth, behind the trees in the background. 
I’ve never seen a green coloured orb and it was something new. 
    The UFO remained in the area for a few minutes, before 
cloaking itself and completely vanishing out of sight. After this 
encounter, the majority of us decided to go for a walk around the 
perimeter to investigate things further. A few of us, including 
myself, walked towards the man-made maze while the others 
went into a different direction.  
    I was holding a small torch and focusing my attention up ahead 
when I felt something land on my foot. I looked down and saw a 
plague of tiny green frogs hopping around in a frenzied state. I 
almost jumped out of my skin at the sight of them enclosing in 
around me, before being advised to turn the light off. We all 
decided to walk away from the maze, after disrupting the tiny 
amphibians and carefully made it out of there without treading on 
any one of them.  
    On our walk back from the maze I heard a loud wail, which 
sounded like a horn. It echoed across the entire valley. The sound 
wave vibrated throughout my entire body and I struggled to catch 



my breath. I didn’t know what it was and made some enquiries. 
One of the volunteers informed me that it was just a deer in the 
adjacent paddock. I was very relieved to hear this and after my 
heart stopped pounding, I thought to myself, “I really need to get 
out into nature more and experience different sounds.”  
    When we returned back to the campsite, I was quite content to 
just lie on the grass and observe the galaxy of stars above. We 
were far away from the harsh city lights and I was able to fully 
capture the brilliance of the heavens above in more detail. It 
completely took my breath away and I felt very blessed to be in 
the presence of something so great and awe-inspiring.  
    We didn’t see any more UFO’s, or orbs, that evening and only 
encountered a couple of satellites, which drifted past on their 
lonely voyage around the planet. The entire day was an 
experience I will never forget, especially after seeing the Milky 
Way galaxy in its most natural form. 
    The evening gradually came to a close and ended with a special 
prayer by one of the Auseti managers. We all said our farewells 
to each other before I was driven back to the motel. I was totally 
exhausted from my travels that day and it didn’t take me long to 
fall asleep. My flight home departed at eleven o’clock in the 
morning and I set my alarm for seven. I woke up feeling refreshed 
to another beautiful sunny day. 
    On the flight back, I noticed one of the flight attendants who 
was making his rounds in serving the drinks and snacks. His 
physical features reminded me of Jason. When we arrived at 
Sydney airport, an off-duty pilot still in uniform, was kind enough 
to help me with my overnight bag that was in the overhead 
compartment. I was very grateful for his help and his physical 
features reminded me of George junior, which completely took 
me by surprise. 
    My trip to Queensland and back was a magical journey and I 
felt my spirit guides there with me in so many different shapes, 
ways, and forms. The universe truly works in mysterious ways, 
but we have to also remember that everything is interconnected 
in this web of life. I’m so pleased that I didn’t allow fear to get in 
the way of this once in a lifetime adventure. 



 
    Why once in a lifetime? Nothing is the same the second 
time around. What is the difference between a dark orange/ 
red coloured orb, compared to a green one? Could the 
differences in colour distinguish a certain extra-terrestrial 
race from another? 
 

8 March 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself lying on the concrete path alongside the house 
with my arms and hands comfortably resting on my abdomen. I 
was looking up into the clear blue sky and saw a small cluster of 
clouds gracefully drifting past. I began to focus my attention on 
the clouds, hoping to see shapes forming when I noticed a white 
light that was beginning to increase in brightness.  
    The light source grew in intensity and gradually made its 
presence known from behind the cloudbank. I was expecting to 
see the sun, but a hot air balloon materialised instead with a sign 
attached to the bottom of the basket. I was barely able to read the 
message and heard a man's voice say, “smile.”  
 

    I haven’t been able to smile a lot lately and as the saying 
goes, “smile and the world will smile back at you.” I think 
we all need to practise this more often in our daily lives. Have 
you ever noticed people’s reaction when you walk past them 
and smile? Have you ever considered the positive effect this 
may have on another human being?  
 

25 March 2014 - Lucid Dream 
    Minutes prior to waking up this morning and still in the lucid 
dream state, I heard a woman’s voice. She said, “don’t look at the 
moon.” I woke up from my sleep and meditated on this message 
for a short time before hopping out of bed. 
 

    I’ve been looking up at the moon in recent days and have 
been experiencing migraine headaches and insomnia. I find 
that the supermoons are the worst and plays havoc with my 



eyesight the most. I’ve also noticed that I get a little 
emotional during these celestial cycles 
 

31 March 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Symbols 
    I found myself out in the middle of the woods. I was standing 
on a path that had been carved out of the earth, revealing a sandy 
textured barren landscape.  
    I noticed a white and grey coloured wolf standing on top of an 
old grey hollowed out log. The wolf was only meters away from 
me and we both stood there staring at each other. Even though my 
natural instincts warned me of a possible attack, my immediate 
thoughts were, “what a beautiful animal.” The dream began to 
gradually disintegrate and I woke up in bed.  
(See 21 February 2014) 
 
8 April 2014 - OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was walking along a dirt road path with my friend’s two 
young boys. We came to a hill, which stood about fifty meters 
high. I looked behind me and saw a lady walking towards us. I 
will call this spirit guide Grace, signifying her graceful approach.  
    I was carrying the youngest child, who was about three years 
old at the time and handed him over to her. It was as if we knew 
each other, but I’ve never met her in this lifetime. The oldest child 
began to climb the hill on his own and I saw the youngest one 
follow after Grace placed him onto the ground. I watched Grace 
climbing up after them with ease and slowly began to scale the 
steep rugged landscape myself.  
    I am not a great fan of heights and struggled to climb right up 
to the top, which really wasn’t that high as much as it was steep. 
I was also feeling very fatigued at the time and only managed to 
make it three-quarters of the way up, before losing my grip and 
sliding back down to the bottom.  
    The youngest child climbed down the hilly terrain with ease 
and sat beside me for a few moments. He was feeling very 
concerned and didn’t feel comfortable continuing the journey 
without me by his side. He said, “How do I get in contact with 



you?” I told him to give me a call on his mobile phone if he 
needed me and I would be right there for him.  
    I turned around and saw Grace standing on top of the hill. She 
looked at me and said, “The higher you climb, the more you will 
be able to breathe.” I looked up at her and went into a trance 
before waking from my sleep. 
 

    “The higher you climb, the more you will be able to 
breathe?” I believe this message was a sign for me to let go 
of negative emotions, which I have been carrying and 
holding onto since childhood. It has done nothing but hold 
me back from living a happy and fulfilling life, and 
preventing me from aligning with my higher self.  
    This message also reminds me of my father’s financial 
worries in the past. I remember him mentioning that he was 
looking forward to getting paid and that he would finally be 
able to breathe. I can reflect upon this message as a sense of 
feeling relieved, whether it’s financial, physical, mental, or 
emotional.  

 
9 April 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was sitting on my couch in the living room reading a romance 
novel on my smartphone, which had the option of watching it as 
a film. My focus was suddenly interrupted and I heard a man say, 
“you need to have the rotary wheels spinning at the same time, 
otherwise it won’t work.” I wasn’t able to see the being and was 
only able to hear him in this out-of-body state.  
    The scene changed and I was consciously aware of being back 
in my bed. I heard a loud rattling sound coming from outside of 
my bedroom window, while I was still in the lucid dream state. 
The strange sound woke me from my sleep completely, and as I 
anxiously listened to it further, I soon realised that it was a car 
driving past with a noisy exhaust.  
    I picked up my mobile phone to check the time and it was only 
three-fourteen in the morning. I hope these people fix their car 
issue soon.  



    This disturbance was actually a blessing in disguise. I may have 
forgotten parts of the previous dream if I had woken up at a later 
time. 
 

    I meditated on the message I received for a while, before 
hopping out of bed. The rotary wheels in my personal opinion 
symbolise your energy chakras in your body. When one 
energy field is in resistance to another, it creates a blockage 
or a short circuit. The energy then builds up and is not able 
to flow freely, which in return fails to operate efficiently, or 
effectively.  
    Love and fear cannot exist in the same space. This dream 
was providing me clues into paying more attention to healing 
my heart chakra.  
    Why was I afraid of receiving and giving love? It’s not love 
that I fear. It was getting hurt and betrayed by others, not to 
mention the lack of love I received from my mother, which 
partially caused some of those blockages to build up over 
time. 
    Trust takes time and it doesn’t happen overnight. I believe 
that I was being guided towards healing my heart and loving 
myself and others more unconditionally.   

     
10 April 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was asleep in bed when I heard a knock at my front door. I 
found myself travelling out-of-body to investigate the 
disturbance. I decided to turn the outdoor lights on and looked 
through the tiny cylindrical shaped peephole, but I was only able 
to see the streetlights from across the road.  
    I decided to open the front door and saw a man standing 
outside. He appeared to be wearing dark coloured clothing and I 
wasn’t able to see his face clearly. The screen door was the only 
barrier separating us, which I assumed was locked.  
    He told me that he needed to come inside and he wasn’t taking 
no for an answer. He opened the screen door and entered without 
my permission. I fell into a state of shock and was horrified with 
the unwelcome intrusion, only to realise that it was my spirit 



guide Samuel moments thereafter. I woke up with my heart racing 
out of control and tried to catch my breath. (See 5 Jan 2014).   
 

    I attempted to slow my heart rate down by taking a few 
deep breaths. My body was trembling uncontrollably and I 
kept reminding myself that I was safe. I wasn’t able to slow 
the rhythm of my heart rate down to a more natural pace 
alone, and that’s when I felt my spirit guide gently placing 
his hands onto my heart.  
    After this abnormal encounter, my heart rate immediately 
fell back into its natural rhythm. I decided to check the time 
and reached for my mobile phone, which lay beside the bed. 
It was only twelve fifteen in the morning and I quickly took 
notes of my experience.  
    I knew that I was in safe hands and returned back to sleep, 
without feeling so overly concerned. Was my spirit guide 
there to protect me from something? This next out-of-body 
experience explained it all. 

  
    I was in a lucid dream state and sensed a being, or spirit entity, 
in my presence. My astral eyes opened and I noticed an extra-
terrestrial hovering next to the foot of my bed. The room was dark 
and dawn still hadn’t broken. I was able to see things in the room 
quite clearly because my eyes were adjusted to the darkness.  
    The being was about five feet tall and its skin was as white as 
snow. It didn’t have any hair and the nostrils resembled two 
pinholes, which lay above its tiny mouth. The eyes stood out the 
most and were larger than the rest of his, or her facial features.  
    The being was moving around the room at a rapid pace before 
it jumped onto my bed and climbed over me to get to the other 
side. I felt the depression in the mattress before I heard it land 
onto the floor beside me. 
    As the being hovered over my bed, in those short few seconds, 
I heard what sounded like an SLR shutter engaging at high-
speeds. During this unusual encounter, I also noticed that I was 
unable to physically move and felt pinned down. I decided to fight 
this paralysing sensation and managed to regain control of my 



body. The being vacated the room through a mirror in my 
bedroom, which I had forgotten to cover the night before, and 
only came to realise when I woke up from my sleep in the 
morning. 
 

    I’ve never encountered a being like this and it frightened 
me a little. I woke up to check the time and it was two fifteen 
in the morning. I strongly feel that my spirit guide Sam was 
there to protect me, and to provide me with support to 
overcome my fears of encountering this type of being. 
    These certain types of beings can’t hurt you. We are all 
very powerful sovereign human beings, especially where our 
free will choices are concerned. Your spirit guides are 
always there to help you, but they won’t intervene without 
your permission unless it’s absolutely necessary. 
    What did this being want with me? Why was it taking 
photos of me? I’m not that photogenic, or was it just scanning 
me instead?  
    After this heart-stopping episode, I learnt to protect myself 
more by envisioning a white, or golden coloured light 
surrounding me before going to sleep. I also ask my spirit 
guides to place a protective shield around me, just in case I 
forget. 
    I had forgotten to cover the mirror in my bedroom that 
night, which is something I would normally do to prevent 
these types of beings, or spirit entities, from crossing over 
into this dimensional reality. 

 
 15 May 2014 – Mutual Dream/ A Message for my Mother  
    I went to visit my mother today and discovered we had a 
mutual dream. My mother dreamt of her Danish ex-partner, 
whom she met before marrying my father in 1968. She saw him 
hand me a small gift box, without seeing what was inside of it 
before she woke up. I found this very intriguing and shared my 
dream with her. 
    In my dream, my mother and I were planning a shopping trip 
together. She was waiting for me at the bottom of a staircase, 



which led down to the front door of the house. I walked down the 
stairs and realised that I had forgotten something and asked her to 
wait. 
    I ran back upstairs and saw a man standing in the living room, 
which was located beside the staircase. I didn’t know who he was 
and didn’t have the time to talk to him, because I felt that my 
mother was in a hurry to leave. I looked at him and said, “Hi, I’m 
back, because I forgot something.” He said, “Oh, ok,” and just 
smiled at me.  
 

    I asked my mother to describe her ex-partner to me and I 
was only then able to identify the exact same man in my 
dream. 
Did my mother’s ex-partner pass over into the next life? Was 
he trying to get my mother’s attention through my dream? 
What did the gift box in my mother’s dream signify?  
    My mother lost contact with her ex-partner, after marrying 
my father and leaving Denmark in 1968. My mother’s eldest 
brother talked my mother into marrying a Hungarian, 
instead of a Danish citizen. 
    Sadly, my father suffered a similar fate. My father met his 
ideal partner many years prior to marrying my mother, but 
he wasn’t wealthy enough for the woman’s family and was 
refused permission to marry his true beloved. He was 
planning on becoming a musical conductor for an orchestra 
in Hungary, but the wars destroyed his hopes and dreams of 
ever becoming one. 
    In my current understanding and from what I’ve been told, 
my mother and her family used to live in the same apartment 
building as my father’s eldest sister. My mother only met my 
father once as a young teenager and lost contact with him 
over the years, until 1968.   
    My mother placed her trust in my father and felt that she 
was doing the right thing by marrying him. They only knew 
each other for a couple of weeks before getting married, 
which wasn’t a very smart thing to do. They were also fifteen 



years apart, not that age is a barrier in some cases, but they 
just weren’t compatible. 
    Having children is a gift in itself and an educational 
experience for both child and parent. Perhaps my mother’s 
dream was guiding her to look deeper into a relationship, or 
two, and to listen to her higher self, instead of listening to 
others. I feel much empathy towards them all. 

     
9 June 2014 – Possible Past Life 

    I feel that this next out-of-body experience had more to do 
with a past life, but I can’t say for sure. 
 

    I found myself sitting in a large conference room with five 
other people present. I noticed two individuals wearing space 
uniforms, unlike the ones our astronauts wear today. 
    The row of desks and chairs were neatly arranged in a single 
file beside me. I was sitting at an adjacent table, which faced away 
from the others at a forty-five-degree angle. There was an older 
gentleman sitting in front of me, who was in charge of the 
meeting, and who did most of the talking. 
 

    I later found out that the older gentleman’s name was also 
George. I will use George senior to identify this older spirit 
guide and George junior to identify the younger one, who is 
also in this dream scene. 
     

    George senior reminded me more of a council elder. He looked 
at me and said, “I know she can do it,” exhibiting the utmost 
confidence in me. The two younger adults, who were sitting 
beside us at an adjacent desk in uniform, began protesting they're 
concerned towards my safety and wellbeing. I wasn’t able to 
recall the entire conversation and can only remember them 
shaking their heads in disapproval. 
    I turned around and looked down at the long line up of desks 
and saw George junior and Grace sitting at the far end of the row 
behind me. I noticed that they had a serious and sombre look on 
their faces. I was under the impression that they didn’t want to 



participate in the argument. In that split second, I had this 
overwhelming feeling that they were my parents. 
    I turned back and looked towards George senior again and he 
said, “I think we should give her a go.” I noticed the confident 
smile on his face and I knew that he felt convinced that I could 
accomplish the task, which ultimately lay ahead of me.  
 

    Had I been I sent here to experience a human existence 
and to help humanity evolve? 
(See chapter 4: 6 December 2013). 
  

    I fell back to sleep after this dream and had another interesting 
out-of-body experience, where I found myself in a strange and far 
away land. I was walking down a dusty dirt road and saw a 
riverbank on my right-hand side, which lay alongside a nearby 
village on my left. The landscape reminded me of Africa or 
Egypt.  
    I needed to find a bathroom and was just about to slide down a 
steep embankment, which led down to the almost dry riverbank 
below when a man stopped me in my tracks. He said, “Hey, where 
are you going,” in a calm and gentle voice. I was more concerned 
about falling down into the shallow crevice than to look to see 
who was standing behind me. The voice sounded familiar and I 
trusted it, without feeling the need to turn around to see who it 
was and it felt like home. 
    I told him that I needed to urgently relieve myself. He gently 
took my arm and lifted me up to a standing position, which 
prevented me from falling and injuring myself. I wasn’t able to 
clearly understand what he said next, but I knew he was going to 
help me. 
    As we began to walk further down the road together, I saw a 
couple of people walking towards a nearby village. The natives 
were wearing white sarees, or robes, which were comfortably 
wrapped around them and flowing against the wind as they 
walked past.  
    The Scene suddenly changed and I was transported to a place 
that looked familiar from my childhood. We walked past a few 



small corner stores, which reminded me of a suburb I used to live 
in as a child. My spirit guide was feeling a little uneasy with the 
two women that were walking beside us. He softly whispered into 
my right ear, but all I could audibly understand was, “Hey, can 
you…’ and the rest of the message was delivered through pure 
intuition. My spirit guide was asking me for assistance. 
    I looked behind my spirit guide and saw one of the women with 
her arms wrapped around his waist. I felt angry towards these 
women for intruding in on our space and reached over to remove 
her arm. She didn’t want to let go and had leached onto him with 
a tight grip, but I managed to forcibly remove her arm in the end 
and advised them to leave. 
 

    I guess our guides need a little helping hand from time to 
time also, which I found a little unusual. However, I am still 
unable to understand why he wasn’t able to take care of this 
uncomfortable situation himself. 
 

    We finally found a bathroom and, in all honesty, I was happy 
to relieve myself. After I finished my business, I walked across to 
an outdoor wooden table and sat on the bench next to my spirit 
guide. I looked behind us and saw the same two women who had 
been following us earlier, sitting at an adjacent table.  
    I noticed a small cardboard box sitting in front of me and 
started sifting through its contents, but I didn’t recognise any of 
the items, which had presumably belonged to me. I began to 
remove the foreign items from the box in total frustration and 
threw them over my left shoulder. The two women found my 
negative behaviour humorous and began to laugh, which 
infuriated me even more.  
    I began complaining to my spirit guide about my privacy, but 
it didn’t take me long to find the will to calm down. His gentle 
soft tone of voice made it impossible for me to argue, or to ignore 
his words of wisdom. He advised me not to worry about anything. 
I kept telling him that I wanted to go home and that I didn’t like 
it here, but he didn’t reply.  



    I was still experiencing waves of negative emotions and was 
feeling very hurt and annoyed with everything that had happened. 
I informed him that someone from a higher dimensional level was 
coming for me, out of sheer desperation for a response. I turned 
around to look at him and saw his face for the very first time in 
this dream. He resembled George junior, but a part of me didn’t 
feel that it was George. 
    The sunlight illuminated the colour of his eyes, from being a 
dark brown to a beautiful and mesmerising gold. My heart broke 
into a million pieces, as I noticed the shocked and bewildered 
look on his face, which slowly grounded me in return. I wasn’t 
only hurting myself and realised that I hurt him too, which felt 
much worse. 
 

    I woke up absolutely busting to go to the toilet. Isn’t it 
always the way? Why am I so apprehensive, frustrated and 
angry at times? Is it a result of the negative and abusive 
upbringing that I was subjected to since childhood, which led 
me down a path of fear and confusion? 
     Each individual is responsible for his, or her, own actions 
and you can’t hold others accountable for the way you feel. I 
felt responsible for not only hurting my spirit guides feelings 
but the two women who were in the scene and I felt guilty.  
    I need to learn how to let go of negative influences and 
past traumas, which doesn’t really serve my highest purpose 
or good any longer. The only person that I was abusing and 
hurting was myself in the end. I need to learn how to be more 
assertive in a loving way, rather than being aggressive in a 
destructive fashion. It was a real wake up call for me. 
 

12 June 2014 - Another Dimensional Reality 
    I was sitting alone in a waiting room when I noticed two men 
entering through a sliding door. They stood behind a long wide 
and spacious counter and I recognised these two guides from 
previous dreams.  
    I walked over to greet them with a handshake and we all 
formally introduced each other for the very first time. George 



senior did most of the talking and said, “Hi I am George and this 
is George too,” as he introduced his colleague. George senior 
found this incredibly amusing and broke out into laughter, after 
the introduction. George junior and I looked at each other and 
smiled, whilst trying to keep a straight face. 
  

    This was the first time I discovered their names in my 
dreams. (See 9 June 2014). 
 

    Back to the dream… George Junior was holding a large white 
cardboard sheet of paper in his hands, which was rolled up like a 
scroll. He began to unroll it and placed it onto the counter in front 
of us. George senior reached over and began to physically 
examine my hands, complimenting me on its soft and delicate 
texture.  
    This sudden interruption deterred my focus and attention away 
from the information that was being presented to me on the 
counter, and I failed to ask the important questions again. I began 
to caress my hands and wondered how he was able to feel the 
texture of them in the dream. In that split second, I was 
transported back into my physical body and woke up. 
  

    I felt disappointed in myself for not taking more of an 
invested interest in the information on the table. I had a funny 
feeling that it was a blueprint of my past lives.  
    Am I an old soul? Who was I in a past life? Where did I 
travel to in past lifetimes? How long has my soul been 
trapped here in the heaviness of this dense third-dimensional 
earthly realm? 

 
26 June 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was sitting at a bus stop, which was located on the crest of a 
hill, and around the corner from my mother’s place. I knew the 
place very well and used to catch the bus from this area a lot, 
especially when travelling to school and back.  
    I was standing a few feet away from seeing my own body in 
the dream and saw myself reading a book. I looked very sad and 



lonely, and I also noticed two younger people standing nearby. I 
didn’t know them and decided to mind my own business. 
    A small red car pulled up in the middle of the intersection and 
I was magnetically drawn to it. I approached the vehicle and saw 
George junior sitting behind the wheel. The vehicle was too small 
to accommodate his large masculine build and he looked very 
uncomfortable sitting inside. 
    George looked at me and sternly said, “I know your father and 
I have spoken to him, what are you doing?” I replied, “I am 
reading a book,” mirroring his firm and assertive tone of voice. 
He said, “We need to get you out of here,” in a more lenient 
manner. I let my guard down and humbly nodded in acceptance. 
I honestly couldn’t agree with him more and noticed a positive 
shift in my emotions. 
 

    This dream was obviously a message for me to take better 
care of myself, instead of feeling so depressed, lonely and 
insecure. I was also abusing alcohol at the time in my waking 
conscious state, which didn’t solve my troubled existence, 
and only made me feel worse the next morning. 
    Alcohol, or any other forms of substance abuse, is not and 
never will be the answer to solving one’s problems. It’s only 
an escape from unresolved issues, which will keep returning 
to the surface of your conscious mind unless you are willing 
to resolve and heal them through self-love, acceptance and 
forgiveness.   

 
1 July 2014 – Gemstones and Crystals 
    I found myself standing out the front of a small store. I didn’t 
recognise the area in the dream and have never visited this place 
in this lifetime. I looked through the shop window and saw a 
massive display of gemstones and crystals that were neatly 
stacked upon one another. 
    All of the crystals and gems on display were shaped into 
faceted wands and were about thirty centimetres long and ten 
centimetres wide. I wasn’t familiar with the entire collection and 



was only able to clearly identify a few, which were clear quartz, 
rose quartz, emerald, ruby and sapphire. 
 

     I’ve never been a big fan of jewellery, but enjoy wearing 
my rose quartz necklace from time to time. A friend of mine 
introduced me to this specific crystal a couple of years ago. 
She suggested that I purchase it to work on healing my heart 
chakra and negative emotions.  
    I feel this dream was guiding me towards working with the 
rose quartz crystal again for healing. My heart chakra has 
been out of alignment recently, and it wasn’t resonating at a 
very high frequency. 

 
3 July 2014 – Another Dimension/ Prophetic/ Past Life 

    A part of me in this dream felt like I was being taken into 
another possible past life, or on board a UFO.  

 
    There was a small group of us sitting at our desks in a 
classroom. I looked down at my worksheet and noticed the 
geometrical shapes I had designed. It was heavily detailed and too 
intricate to describe in words. 
    Our lecturer interrupted our concentration and gave us some 
bad news. He told us that war was coming, but we would be safe. 
He soon dismissed us from the class and I slowly returned back 
into my physical body. 
 

    The lecturer’s physical features were similar to the spirit 
guides I have been in contact with in previous dreams. In the 
end, it’s not their names and physical features that are of 
most importance, but rather the messages they bring forth. 
    In this dimensional reality, new wars were beginning to 
break out overseas. This may have been a prophetic dream 
of a possible WWIII breaking out on the planet. It may have 
also indicated a past life memory in another dimension and 
on a different timeline. During my research, I discovered that 
there have been many wars fought in this universe, spanning 
over billions of years. 



  
 
 
11 August 2014 - Another Dimension/ Wormhole 
    I was flying through space faster than the speed of light and 
came to a sudden stop. I noticed a few stars and planets in their 
orbits, before finding myself in another wormhole where the 
velocity suddenly increased in intensity. 
    I then noticed a slight gravitational shift in my astral field, or 
light body, upon entering the atmosphere of a planet. I saw other 
human beings peering through telescopes on the surface, whilst 
hovering in mid-air. I overheard one of the men mention that they 
were trying to make contact with other neighbouring planets. I 
flew out of there as fast as I arrived and suddenly woke up in my 
bed. 
 

    It felt like I had entered a wormhole in this dream and 
travelled off the planet. Wow… what a trip! 

 
16 August 2014 - OBE/ Dream Premonition 
    I found myself floating towards the ceiling of my living room 
in a vertical position. I didn’t feel very comfortable going through 
the horsehair plastered board and found myself floating across the 
room in a horizontal position instead. I reached the end of the wall 
in my dining room and passed right through it with ease.  
    I then floated through my neighbour’s fence and ended up in 
their backyard. I lay there hovering in mid-air for a few moments, 
enjoying the warmth of the sun on my skin. I didn’t stay there for 
very long and slowly returned back into my physical body. 
 

    This out-of-body experience was actually a sign, or 
warning, as to what happened the next day in this 
dimensional reality. 
 

17 August 2014 - This Waking Reality 
    We’ve been experiencing torrential rain here for the past few 
days. I woke from my sleep at around four o’clock in the morning 



and experienced a strange sense of foreboding. It was prompted 
me to get out of bed, which was something I didn’t really want to 
do on this freezing cold winter’s morning. 
    I lay there trying to get back to sleep when I felt the sudden 
urge to use the bathroom. Hesitantly, I opted to drag myself out 
of bed and sleepily wandered towards to back of the house. The 
house was originally designed with an outdoor toilet before the 
sunroom was constructed, and I had to walk through my living 
room to use the facility.  
    On the way back to my bedroom, my intuition guided me to 
look up at the living room ceiling. I noticed water dripping onto 
the carpeted floors and began to panic. I quickly ran into the 
laundry to grab a bucket and some old towels. I placed the items 
around the water-soaked area and contacted the State Emergency 
Services in my local area for assistance. 
 

    If it weren’t for my spirit guides waking me up from my 
sleep, my living room would have been a lot more inundated 
with water, and the cost of the repairs would have been 
astronomical.  
    The carpet dried out over time and it didn’t need 
replacement. Prevention is better than cure and I’m very 
thankful that my guides alerted me in time. I love you guys so 
much! Thank you. 

 
29 August 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was standing at the rear screen door of the house and noticed 
a female standing outside in my backyard. I didn’t know her and 
have never met her in this lifetime. She began to argue with me, 
but I didn’t know what the argument was about, nor was I 
interested in lowering myself to that negative level.  
    I advised her to leave the property and she became viciously 
aggressive towards me. I walked away from the scene and heard 
the woman trying to open the screen door. Fortunately, the door 
was locked and she wasn’t able to gain entry.  
    The door rattled and shook like the sound of a freight train 
heading past. I woke from my sleep trembling and heard the 



ferocious winds creating havoc outside, battering everything in 
its path. I lay there meditating for a while and was reminded of 
my mother’s aggressive and negative attitude towards me. 

    This dream reminded me of a lucid dream I experienced a 
few months ago, and one that I forgot to log into my journal 
due to a busy schedule. It was also one of those dreams that 
you are unable to easily erase from your memory. I have 
included it below. 
 

Journal Entry: Exact Date Unknown 2014 
    I was becoming more consciously aware of my physical body 
and slowly began to stir from my sleep. I heard a woman’s voice 
in my left ear, as I lay in a lucid dream state. The woman was 
arguing with a man, who happened to be on my right-hand side.  
    The man’s voice rang familiar and it sounded like George 
junior, but I didn’t recognise the female’s voice. She said, “Oh I 
am going to get you,” in a wicked tone of voice. George replied, 
“O.K, go right ahead,” in a confident manner.  
 

    I felt like my guides were protecting me again in this 
dream. Who was the aggressive female and why did she want 
to argue with George? Perhaps, I am still suffering from past 
childhood traumas, which continue to surface from my 
subconscious mind, ready to be cleared and released. 

 
2 September 2014 - Possible Past Life/ Another Timeline 
    I found myself standing in a large open field and saw a line of 
coniferous trees in the distance, which kind of reminded me of 
the English countryside.  
    My eyes wandered to the left, where I noticed a man and a 
woman standing beside me. They were both dressed in white 
medieval style shirts and pants and wore white riding boots. A 
white coloured cape elegantly hung around their shoulders, which 
were covered with an assortment of precious jewels. It reminded 
me of one of Elvis Presley’s performance outfits.  
    The middle-aged gentleman wore a gold crown, distinguishing 
him as a royal. The woman was not wearing a crown and was 



standing next to a young boy, presumably her son. There were 
two white horses standing in front of us and one of the horses 
wore a saddle, but the other horse was bareback. The king and his 
female companion mounted the saddled horse and I watched them 
ride off into the woods. I wanted to join them, but I remained 
behind to care for the young boy. 
    The scene changed and I was transported into the middle of the 
woods. I saw the white bareback horse running towards me in a 
frantic and panicked state, almost knocking me over as it ran past. 
I decided to follow the horse and somehow managed to keep up 
with it before ending up on a stranger’s property. 
    The caretakers of the property had a large inground pool and I 
saw the horse jump into the crystal-clear water. The pool was 
designed with an exit ramp and the horse was able to stroll out of 
the pool with ease. The horse didn’t stay in the pool for very long 
and probably just needed to cool off after its run. 
    The property owners were sitting at an outdoor table, enjoying 
their day in the sun. They were totally oblivious to what was 
happening around them and continued socialising amongst each 
other. As the horse made its way up the ramp, it turned around 
and thanked the owners, before saying goodbye. Yes, the horse 
spoke in my dream.  
    The scene changed again and I was transported into a large and 
spacious public restroom. I began washing my hands at the basin 
when I heard someone enter. I turned to see who it was and I saw 
Matt standing at the entrance. As I looked up at him, I said, 
“Don’t worry, I’m not going to run away again”. He replied, 
“Would you like to join us?” I slowly let my guard down and 
kindly accepted his offer. The dream gradually began to fade and 
I woke up from my sleep. (See chapter 4: 27 August 2013). 
 

    Who were the royal couple? Did I know these people in a 
past life? As I mentioned in a previous chapter, my 
grandfather worked as a horseman for a king in Europe. 
Could this have been an ancestral memory of some sort?  
    Who were the beings that I was about to join up with and 
where did I travel to exactly? Which dimensional reality were 



they from? Why did they want me to join them? What was 
their true agenda? How am I connected to these beings, 
especially after the initial dream in 2013? Were they my soul 
group, or did we just possess a similar energy frequency, 
which allowed me to connect with these beings? 
    I really need to focus on asking more in-depth questions in 
the dream world. Why am I finding it so difficult to do so? 
Maybe it’s up to me to put all of the pieces of the puzzle 
together in this waking reality.  
    Water in a dream signifies emotions. The horse signified 
freedom, a lack of responsibility, uncontrolled emotions and 
strength. 
When I examine this dream further and look back at my own 
life in this dimensional reality, I came to realise that I lacked 
responsibility, whilst in search for freedom and adventure 
and ended up as an emotional wreck instead.  
    However, considering the circumstances surrounding my 
mundane and socially suppressed upbringing, I not only 
craved to connect with others, but I needed to learn how to 
take more responsibility for myself and not to allow negative 
influences to control my fate. This to me is real freedom and 
we all have the right and free will to choose our own destiny, 
without being suppressed or manipulated by others in any 
shape, way, or form. 
    My mother and father did their best to raise me and I 
cannot blame them for my sufferings. We are all here to learn 
and grow and we are all on different levels of growth and 
development. So, don’t be too harsh on yourself if you make 
a mistake, or continuously make the same mistakes over and 
over. In time, your focus will begin to shift to a higher level 
of conscious awareness and things will gradually begin to 
improve.  
 

8 September 2014 – Possible Past Life/ Another Timeline 
    I was lying on a hospital bed when a man walked into the room 
holding a bunch of flowers. They were sitting in a terracotta 
flowerpot, which I found unusual. He told me that I was dying, 



and as he handed me the flowers, I noticed them beginning to wilt 
before the dream faded and I woke up. 
 

    The man reminded me of a past friendship and someone 
whom I am no longer in contact with. It was our friendship 
that wilted up and died, not my physical body. 
 

   The scene changed and I was transported to a small village in 
the medieval era. I was standing amongst a crowd of people, who 
were waiting to listen to a hierarchy speaker. I saw a couple of 
horseman riding towards the gathering and the crowd began to 
divide to allow them clear passage.  
    I recognised one of the riders from past dreams. George Junior 
was riding on the back of a white horse, followed by his partner, 
who rode on a brown horse.  
    George came to speak with the village leader, who was 
standing on a small wooden built stage. George approached the 
lord of the manor with much confidence and empathetically said, 
“How can you do this to everyone?” The dream began to fade and 
I gradually returned back into my physical body. 
 

    What atrocities had the village leader committed against 
his people at that time? Could this have been another one of 
my past lives, or could it have been an ancestral DNA 
memory recovery?  
 

12 September 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    Had a restless night’s sleep and I woke up several times during 
the early hours of the morning, after experiencing a variety of 
multiple dreams and remembering each one.  
    In the first dream, I saw two people being beheaded, which 
totally shocked me, and I was transported out of there as fast as I 
arrived. In the second dream, I saw a body in a plastic bag, which 
was immersed in a large container of fluid. I felt sickened and 
woke up gasping for air. These multiple dreams happened so fast, 
I didn’t have time to obtain further information or evidence. 



     I fell back to sleep and went into another lucid dream state, 
which was closer to home. I saw two beings of human appearance 
in my bedroom. It was still dark outside, but my astral eyes were 
well adjusted, and I was clearly able to see this scene unfolding 
in front of me.  
    I saw a man entering my bedroom and take my backpack, 
which was sitting on the floor next to the bedroom door. He was 
trying to steal it.  
 

The only backpack I own in this dimensional reality is the 
one that holds my digital camera gear. 

  
    Back to the dream… There was another man in my room, who 
was sitting right next to my bed. He noticed the intruder and 
stretched out his arm to prevent the man from running away with 
my property. The bedroom door is about three meters away from 
the bed and when I said, “stretched,” I meant that his arms were 
made out of rubber and abnormally expanded like a rubber band. 
The intruder dropped the goods and fled the scene, escaping down 
the hallway.  
    I was shocked at what was happening and I picked up a landline 
phone, which just happened to be sitting right next to me, and I 
dialled for police assistance. The officer I spoke to said, “How 
many people are there?” I replied, “two.” He said, “Does that 
include yourself?” I replied, “No there are three of us, including 
myself.” I woke up at three thirty in the morning trying to analyse 
this dream. 
 

    Who did I contact and whom was I really speaking with on 
the phone? I had an eerie feeling that I was being watched 
and monitored from above, by either benevolent extra-
terrestrials, or other dimensional spiritual beings. This 
feeling of being protected and watched over has been with 
me since early childhood. 
 



    I managed to fall back to sleep and dreamt of dolphins in their 
wild natural habitat. The surface of their skin looked raw and it 
looked as if they had been attacked by something. 
 

    As I researched this subject, after waking from my sleep, I 
discovered that Dolphins tend to shed their skin and it’s a 
natural occurrence. 

  
    Back to the dream… I was so shocked and sickened by what I 
had just experienced and the scene changed again. I was 
transported into a busy city and found myself talking to a man 
who was an alternative news reporter. I was discussing nuclear 
power plants and the impact it had on oceanic life forms. The 
reporter was surprised by my visit and changed the topic. I was 
then transported back into my physical body and I woke from my 
sleep. 
 

    The Fukushima nuclear disaster in 2011 is yet another 
example of why we need to convert our energy needs towards 
much safer alternatives for all living life forms on this planet. 

 
16 September 2014 - Lucid Dream State/ Inspirational 
    I found myself in a lucid dream state listening to a country song 
ballad. I’ve never heard this song playing on the radio in my 
waking life reality and it was very new to my ears. The melody 
was very catching and I enjoyed listening to the lyrics the most. I 
wasn’t able to identify the female artist and gradually woke from 
my sleep. 
 

    I enjoyed listening to the song so much that I had forgotten 
the lyrics as I woke up from my sleep. Isn’t it always the way? 
There goes my lyrics writing abilities. I guess some of us are 
more clairsentient than others and pay more attention to the 
way we feel, instead of the words being produced. 
 
  

 



4 October 2014 – Possible Past Life 
    I dreamt of working alongside a medicine woman, who looked 
Middle Eastern. The scenery around me looked and felt a lot like 
Egypt, but I can’t say for sure. The woman was teaching me how 
to mix different medicinal herbs to heal people. I can’t recall 
much of the details that were being taught to me and can only 
remember having a natural flair and interest in that specific herbal 
scientific field. 
 

    Did I ever live in Egypt and work alongside a medicine 
woman in a past life? 

 
    The scene changed and I was transported into my backyard, 
where I saw a tiny silver orb in the bright blue sky above me. I 
found myself becoming weightless and began to levitate a few 
inches above the ground. I felt a great sense of freedom, before 
waking up at two o’clock in the morning. 
 
5 October 2014 – OBE/ Another Dimension 
    I was standing outside in my backyard when I looked up into 
the heavens and noticed a magnificent bright and vivid aqua 
coloured nebula. The nebula was sitting very close to the earth’s 
atmosphere, which I found to be quite abnormal.  
    I noticed the speed and positioning of our Milky Way galaxy. 
The constellation of stars was travelling as fast as a satellite and 
moving from north to south, instead of east to west, which is their 
normal path from my geological positioning. 
    The scene changed and I found myself watching a movie on a 
large cinematic screen in a park that I’ve never visited. The movie 
was about a nebular and the storey line was focused around a 
mother, father and their daughter. I didn’t really get to the 
narrative of the story and the scene changed without warning.  
 

    Is it possible that a nebula in space holds a special story 
about a mother, father and their daughter? If so, what was 
their story about?  



    When I researched this topic further, I stumbled across a 
story based on Greek mythology in Wikipedia, which seemed 
to match my dream. The story was about Andromeda, who 
was the daughter of Cassiopeia and King Cepheus. I found 
the information about the story fascinating. 
 

 
17 October 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Answered Prayers 
    I dreamt of my father again. He was in the backyard 
constructing scaffolding with other men, whom I didn’t know. I 
feel that he was there to assist me with the leaky roof of the house.  
    A few days prior to this dream, my neighbour came to my aid 
and sealed the damaged tile with a silicone sealant. Maybe my 
father was just there to inspect the repairs that were carried out, 
and to make sure it didn’t happen again.  
    I saw an older female walking toward my father. I didn’t know 
who she was and have never met her in this lifetime. She looked 
at me and said, “Hello sweetheart.” We smiled at each other and 
I woke from my sleep. (See 17 August 2014). 
 

    I wonder if my father ever found his one true beloved in 
the next life? Maybe it was the woman in my dream.  
    I failed to find a roof tiler to fix the cracked tile, prior to 
my neighbour’s kind assistance. I was provided with a couple 
of quotes for a new roof, which wasn’t really necessary, and 
naturally, I began to panic. I felt very upset because I knew 
that the banks weren’t able to provide me with funding. I 
prayed for some heavenly assistance instead, feeling 
extremely helpless.  
    My prayers were answered the following day when a 
neighbour came to my aid. The cracked tile was sealed with 
silicone sealant and I haven’t had any further issues with 
water leaks since that day. 

   
18 October 2014 - Psychic Attack 
    Had a restless night sleep again and I found myself constantly 
waking up every few hours. I decided to get out of bed at six 



o’clock in the morning, hoping to see the sunrise, but it was a 
cloudy morning and I decided to return back to sleep.  
    I fell into a lucid dream state and felt a negative entity enter 
into my space. It was trying to place negative thoughts and images 
into my head, but I fought back and demanded her to leave. I 
didn’t allow her to take control of me, or to affect me on a 
negative level.  
    Moments before I woke from my sleep, and still in a lucid 
dream state, I heard this woman’s voice. She asked me if I had 
been feeling angry lately and said that she was sorry.  
(See 29 August 2014). 
 

    This dream reminded me of my mother’s own mental and 
psychological attacks, where she would keep apologising for 
hurting me. It also reminds me of my aunt, whom I visited in 
Hungary in 1995.  
    I wonder if she has passed over yet? She was much older 
than my father and envied my mother. My mother and aunties 
personality were similar in character. It’s easy to understand 
why they disliked each other. Negativity repels negativity, 
right?  

 
20 October 2014 - Dream Premonition  

    This next out-of-body experience was actually a dream 
premonition, as to what happened a few days later in this 
dimensional reality. 
 

    I dreamt of walking through a wide-open paddock and noticed 
trees in the background, which rested on a hill. I saw a town on 
the top of this hilly landscape and began walking towards the 
buildings.  
    The sun was shining and I noticed the green grass underneath 
my feet. The canopy of trees above created dark shadowy patches 
on the ground as I walked past. I began to walk up the hill and 
noticed a man walking towards me. He was behaving in an erratic 
manner and it frightened me a little. He began to hysterically 



wave his hands above his head, feeling very annoyed with 
himself.  
    He noticed me and stopped complaining for a few moments. I 
walked past him, hoping that he wouldn’t argue with me. Even 
though I feared him, my heart went out to this man instead. I was 
under the impression that he was feeling unworthy in his life and 
I reached out to comfort him. I advised him to stop judging 
himself so harshly and that everything was going to be fine.  
    I continued walking up the hill towards the town and eventually 
found myself surrounded by other people. I saw a man and a 
woman looking through a small iron cast entrance gate, which 
had been secured by a large and partially rusted old-fashioned 
padlock, leading to a tunnel. I curiously looked through the gate 
to see what lay beyond its mysterious dark chambers. I wondered 
where it led before my focus and attention were interrupted.  
    I heard people screaming in terror and looked up to my right to 
see what all the commotion was about. I then saw a T-rex running 
up the road, which ran straight past us without stopping. We 
finally lost sight of the large creature, as it turned the corner and 
left us all in peace.  
 

    What deep hidden mysteries lay beyond that dark long and 
precarious tunnel? I think the prehistoric creature was more 
afraid of us than we were of it.  

 
23 October 2014 – This Waking Reality/ Dream Premonition  
    I am currently minding a gorgeous golden Labrador, whilst her 
owners go away for the weekend. I love looking after Bella and 
miss Sam so much in return. 
    It was a beautiful spring afternoon and Bella and I decided to 
go for a walk in the park, which was just around the corner from 
my home. On our return trip, we passed a man on our path. He 
said, “Hello” and I replied, “Hello,” with a smile, whilst Bella 
curiously and suspiciously walked past him. 
    I noticed that he was a little handicapped in his speech and I 
felt empathetic towards him. It wasn’t until the man walked past 



us that it suddenly dawned on me that it was the same man, who 
appeared in the dream a few days ago. (See 20 October 2014).  
 
24 October 2014 - OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I noticed a woman standing in my backyard, which reminded 
me of a past dream. I felt intimidated by her negative abrupt 
behaviour at first and needed to let her know that I wasn’t going 
to allow her to bully me any longer. I asserted myself and advised 
her to stop. (See 29 August 2014). 
    The scene changed and I found myself being comforted by one 
of my spirit guides. He held me in his arms, as we sat on a beach 
together. I felt an intense wave of serenity sweep over me and 
didn’t want the dream to ever end. I felt safe and secure in his 
presence. I also noticed a young male child sitting in front of us 
with short dark hair. The dream gradually began to fade and I 
woke from my sleep. 

 
     After much meditation, I can’t help but question this 
dream. The aggressive female in my dreams is a reflection of 
my mother’s negative attitude towards me, or could it be a 
female from a past lifetime? If it is and she is not in this 
dimensional reality, I will need to make peace with her 
another way. I’ve noticed this recurring dream becoming 
lesser in intensity, where I’m no longer being so negatively 
affected by this woman. 
    I wish my mother and I were able to make peace with each 
other. It really angers and saddens me when she sees me in 
such a negative light and as a villain.  
     Some individuals have advised me to stay away from her, 
but she’s my mother. This brings me back to another aspect 
of my childhood of being abandoned. Maybe I just need to let 
go and accept the fact that she is who she is and will never 
change. I needed to move forward with my own life, instead 
of constantly trying to fix hers.  
    I am so tired of trying to prove my innocence and to gain 
her acceptance, approval and appreciation. I know she loves 
me deep down inside and that’s enough for me.  I am aware 



that she had a difficult life, but her destiny is in her own 
hands. I needed to learn to let go of control, instead of trying 
to fix the situation.  
    If she chooses to stay locked up in the past and sound like 
a broken record, then that’s her free will choice. I feel 
extremely sorry for her and wish I could wake her up from 
her own nightmare. She has virtually locked herself up in her 
own fear-based and isolated prison world. The only friend 
that my mother has in her life is my godmother, who is also 
caught up in the middle of her dramas. 
    The only thing that we can do for my mother right now is 
to send her unconditional love in meditation and prayer. I 
love my godmother so much and am extremely blessed to 
have her in my life. If it wasn’t for our special bond, I would 
never have been able to cope on my own. She is definitely an 
angel in disguise and I can’t help but feel that we knew each 
other in a past life. 
    This dream could also explain the reasons why I chose my 
parents, before coming into this life. Maybe I am here to 
learn how to balance my emotions, instead of being too 
passive or aggressive in my approach, especially when faced 
with an adversary.  
    Sometimes, I find myself in a pool of confusion in trying to 
make sense of the insanity surrounding me. It’s all a real 
learning curve and a bridge that we all need to cross at some 
point in our lives. 
 

3 November 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was visited once again by a similar being, or spirit entity, 
which expressed similar traits to the being that I came into contact 
with in a previous dream. (See 10 April 2014).  
    I wasn’t able to see this being and was only able to feel its 
presence. I felt paralysed and couldn’t move until I managed to 
gain control over my body and broke free from its suppressing 
hold. 
    I hopped out of bed, whilst being in my astral body, and 
followed it over to the mirror in the room where it began to take 



on a more physical human form. The being who transpired in 
front of me looked like Alex.  
(See chapter 4: 27 Aug 2013 & chapter 5: 10 April 2014). 
    Instead of trying to fight, or argue, with this multi-dimensional 
being, I decided to introduce myself and asked him for his name. 
He wasn’t as cooperative and vanished into a jungle type scene, 
being in another dimensional reality, which was projecting 
through the mirror at the time. This jungle type theme took me 
back to a specific dream scene with Jason.  
(See chapter 4: 28 Oct 2013). 
 

    I did not appreciate the being entering my personal space 
without my permission, or enjoyed feeling paralysed against 
my free will choices. 
    Who is this being and what is his real agenda? What did 
he want from me? Why does this being feel that it needs to 
paralyse me at my most vulnerable state? What is the true 
purpose of his visit? 
    If you're experiencing negative dreams, you may want to 
shield yourself before falling asleep and ask your benevolent 
spirit guides, or source creator, for extra protection. I like to 
surround myself with a white, or golden light and to place a 
cover over my mirror before bedtime. 

 
11 November 2014 – OBE/ The Void 
    I found myself travelling through a dark black void. I felt very 
tranquil and peaceful at first and tried to stay with this feeling for 
as long as possible.  
    The road ahead sped up and I began to feel queasy in the 
stomach. I wasn’t a hundred per cent sure of where it was taking 
me and I wanted it to end. This dream didn’t last very long and I 
returned back into my physical body following this experience. 
 

    I believe this dream was teaching me not to fear travelling 
into the unknown, and to go with the natural flow of things, 
not only in the dream world but in this dimensional reality. 



When I began to feel sick in the stomach, it was a sign for me 
to stop and change directions.  
    We all have the power to change a negative situation that 
we don’t feel comfortable exploring within the dream. It just 
takes time and practice and it is done through the power of 
thought and intention. 
 

28 November 2014 – Lucid Dream State/ Energy Wave 
    I was in a lucid dream state when I heard my late canine 
companion barking. I felt Sam’s presence sitting beside my bed 
and felt protected in his company. 
    I experienced an intense wave of plasmatic energy rising up 
from my spinal column. This strange energy wave began at the 
base of my spine, or root chakra, and gradually ascended up 
through the energy centres in my spinal column. I woke from my 
sleep and was still able to feel it rising in my physical body. I 
didn’t fight the sensation and allowed it to take its natural course.  
    I began to feel a lot of discomfort in the nape of my neck, as it 
travelled into that area. The pressure started to increase with 
intensity and I soon realised that I needed to stop resisting the 
blockage. The pain eventually subsided and the flow of energy 
began to travel upwards, ending in my crown chakra. I felt at 
peace once again, and the headache that I was experiencing 
simply vanished in the process.  
 
1 December 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Another Dimension 
    I was hovering above my physical body when I noticed an 
elderly couple curled up together at the foot of my bed. They 
looked frightened and seemed very concerned about something, 
as they stared at the ceiling. 
    I looked up to my right and noticed a priest standing over the 
two elders. I felt a need to shield and protect these innocent 
people. I gradually felt my astral body ascend out of my physical 
body, where I gently floated in between the elderly couple and 
the priest. The priest’s behaviour changed instantaneously, as I 
intervened. His angry facial features concerned me a little, but I 
didn’t allow that to deter me from helping the couple. 



    I managed to gather up enough courage to throw a shield of 
protection around the couple and myself. At that exact same 
moment, I felt a slight pressure on my chest and felt a force that I 
wasn’t able to see. I called out for Gods help and the priest slowly 
vanished from my sight.  
    The pressure around my chest was released and I heard the 
priest complaining to someone in higher authority. I heard a voice 
say, “We can’t do anything she is too powerful.” I couldn’t see 
these negative entities, or beings, and was only able to hear them 
talking in the room at the time of this unusual dream encounter.  
    The scene changed and I was transported into a hospital, where 
I found myself sitting on a gurney. A female nurse entered the 
room and we started up a conversation. I asked her how many 
hours she had left on her shift before leaving for the day. She 
replied, “another three hours.”  
    The scene changed and I was suddenly transported into another 
room of the hospital, where a different nurse began to attend to 
my needs. The room looked more like a wide-open hallway then 
a normal treatment room. I noticed a variety of medical supplies 
neatly stacked on an elongated bench. The nurse reminded me of 
my much older cousin, who used to work in a hospital in 
Hungary. She was always very kind to me and gave me an 
unusually long embrace.  
 

    Had my cousin past over? I had no way of knowing, as we 
lost touch with each other after my father passed away in 
2001. My cousin was in her early fifties when I visited 
Hungary in 1995. 

 
    Within a blink of an eye, the scene changed again and I was 
transported to yet another part of the hospital. I found myself in a 
ward lying in a bed, with a few doctors standing over me. Some 
of the doctors were on internships and were being supervised by 
a female doctor. I didn’t feel like I belonged there and wanted to 
know if I was in the right place. I handed the young female doctor 
a small booklet of information, which I believe contained medical 
information and she said, “It’s ok.”  



    The female doctor gave me a prognosis, which didn’t make 
much sense to me because I didn’t understand the medical 
terminology. I was also being sprayed with her spit each time she 
spoke until I felt one enter my eye. 
    The scene changed and I found myself standing out the front 
of a mall. I noticed two security officers walking down a set of 
stairs, which led to the main street outside. I overheard one of the 
officers signing off from duty on his two-way radio. I felt myself 
becoming weightless and began to hover above them for a short 
period of time.  
    The youngest officer reminded me of one of my spirit guides 
and I felt a connection with him. I turned around and began to 
float back towards the ground.  
    I then found myself standing next to a young lady and noticed 
the surprised look on her face when she saw the young officer 
approach her. She had obviously not seen him for a very long 
time, or at least that’s the impression I received.  
    The young lady looked very upset and began to walk in the 
opposite direction. He began to follow her as they walked down 
the street arguing with each other. It wasn’t long before they both 
reached a fork in the road, where they parted separate ways on 
their journey home. I stood there observing them for a short 
period of time and felt saddened by their sudden split-up. 
    The young man changed his mind halfway down the street and 
began running after her. I followed them further down the street 
and fell into a shallow pool of muddy water, which lay beside a 
concrete footpath.  
    The muddy landscape soon turned into a swimming pool and I 
found myself frantically swimming to reach dry ground. The 
officer turned around and noticed that I was in distress. He ran 
over and managed to pull me out of the deep watery muddy trench 
and made sure that I was ok, before leaving the scene. 
 

    Let’s look at the bright side here folks. I prevented them 
from arguing with each other for a short period of time. 
Water in the dream signifies emotions, which took me back 
to a past relationship in this dimensional reality.  



 
    Following this incident, the officer walked back to the young 
lady and I lost sight of them, as they walked into a nearby house. 
I wasn’t able to feel my physical body in this dimensional realm 
and noticed other’s beginning to gather around the large hole.   
    I suddenly realised that I was faced with a very important task 
in protecting and preventing people from falling into it, which I 
felt responsible for creating. This crater caused a large gap to 
open up into another world, which existed in another realm below 
us.  
    A middle-aged woman started running towards the opening, 
but I wasn’t able to prevent her from entering. I saw her sliding 
down a spiral-shaped metallic slide, into a world below us. As I 
peered into the hole, I saw a multi-levelled housing block. It had 
a small playground, which lay in the centre of a courtyard. I later 
noticed that the woman had made her descent into this other world 
safely. I felt relieved that she didn’t injure herself in the process.  
 

    Maybe the woman was looking for her loved ones and 
wasn’t able to find them in the world that she was in initially. 
I hope she found what she was looking for in the end. 

  
    I looked down the street and noticed a small hardware store a 
few meters away. I walked into the store and purchased some 
equipment to try and barricade the area off to curious onlookers. 
I met a young girl at the counter and informed her of the recent 
incident concerning the woman. We both saw the funny side of it 
and broke into laughter.  
    I began to feel my astral body gradually coming back into my 
physical body and woke up feeling exhausted from my travels at 
five fifty-five in the morning. 
     
3 December 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Another Dimension 
    I was sitting in a car that was parked out the front of a large tin 
shed and heard a loud explosion in the background. I felt the seat 
belt dig into the side of my neck, as I looked over my left shoulder 
to see what was happening. When I peered out of the car window, 



I saw a bunch of missiles flying through the air and heard them 
exploding on impact.  
    I turned around to face the front of the vehicle and I saw a man 
exiting the shed. He was very upset and began to wave his hands 
up in the air, before hopping into the driver’s seat of the car that 
I found myself in at that time.       
    The scene changed and I was transported into a large room. I 
saw two males and one female sitting on a king size bed with their 
hands tied behind their backs. Their mouths were gagged with a 
white piece of cloth, whilst they lay struggling to free themselves.  
    One of the prisoners managed to untie the rope from behind his 
back and was ready to escape, only to be confronted by a guard 
watching over them, who sat next to an adjacent fireplace. 
    The guard had been sanitising his sword in the flames and it 
was still golden yellow in colour when he held it out in front of 
the others. I turned around and noticed large glass windows, 
reaching from the ceiling to the floor. The foundations of the 
house were cylindrical in shape, producing a slight curvature to 
the area. As I looked out of the window, I saw large rocky 
boulders sitting next to an ocean. 
    I turned to my left and saw a Minotaur, or half man and half 
bull, walking towards me. The creature was feeling very agitated, 
as he spoke with the three men walking beside him. I don’t think 
he noticed me and I soon began to stir from my sleep. 
 

    I am not exactly sure where I travelled to in this dream, or 
what the Minotaur represented. The missiles in the dream 
were most likely a reflection of the wars that were occurring 
overseas in this dimensional reality, derived from my 
subconscious mind. 

 
6 December 2014 – Past Life/ Another Timeline 
    I found myself injured and lying on the concrete pavement. As 
I looked around me, I noticed a modern city in the background, 
unlike the ones we have here on earth. I noticed a large group of 
people running in different directions in a panicked state.  



    Suddenly a man lifted me up into his arms and carried me up a 
small flight of stairs. I felt each and every move on a physical 
scale, whilst travelling in my astral vehicle. We were all fleeing 
from the bombs that were exploding on impact around us before 
I woke up from my sleep and came back into this dimensional 
reality. 
 

     I strongly feel that I was in a much different time zone, 
compared to our own. Taking into consideration the high-
tech buildings that surrounded me; I was most likely not on 
earth, which questions my past lives even further. 

 
9 December 2014 – OBE/ Earthly Realm  
    I was asleep in bed when I heard someone tapping on my 
bedroom window. My physical body lay paralysed and I wasn’t 
able to move or to wake up from my sleep to see who was outside. 
I heard a man’s voice and he was talking to someone on his two-
way radio. I overheard him complaining about the heavy traffic 
in the area, whilst I was still in a very lethargic lucid dream state.  
    I fought the crippling fatigue and I woke up from my sleep, 
only to realise that there was no one at my front door in this 
dimensional reality. I went back to bed and fell asleep again, only 
to enter into another lucid dream state of conscious awareness. I 
heard another knock on the front door, but this time I walked out 
of my physical body to investigate. 
    I gracefully glided over to the door and opened it to a beautiful 
sunny day. I saw four men standing outside and noticed a DVD 
case in one of their hands. One of the men told me that they were 
here to deliver my order and that it was ready to be installed. I 
allowed them access and they walked inside. A man walked over 
to the television set and removed the existing cord from the back 
of the unit, replacing it with a different one.  
    I recognised one of the men’s voices and believe that he was 
the one who was talking on his two-way radio, prior to this second 
lucid dream. I was consciously aware that I was in my astral, or 
light body, and I was also able to feel my physical body in this 
dimensional realm. 



    I informed them that I was consciously aware of being out-of-
body in this specific dimensional reality. The men didn’t reply 
and were all taken by surprise at my knowledge, as they sat there 
in a state of bewilderment. 
    One of the men ran his fingers up my spine and I felt the 
plasmatic energy beginning to rise up my spinal column. This 
sensation wasn’t as harsh as the one I experienced a couple of 
weeks ago, and I gradually woke from my sleep. 
 

    I have been meditating on receiving a DNA upgrade in 
recent days. Were these beings there to provide me with a 
systems upgrade? Regarding the traffic issues in the dream, 
I can only imagine how congested the spiritual levels are at 
this time of earth’s transition and ascension, going into the 
fourth and fifth-dimensional paradigm. 

 
12 December 2014 – Another Dimension 
     I found myself in a large house and talking to a few people 
sitting on a couch. I didn’t know who these people were but I felt 
comfortable in their presence. I looked up and saw Jason talking 
to someone on the phone in the background. He made it obvious 
that the conversation included me, as he looked into my direction 
and smiled. I then overheard him say, “she’s here and she’s ok.”  
    The scene changed and I was transported into a separate room 
with Jason. He turned to me and said, “Erika he’s coming to get 
you.” For some reason, I didn’t feel comfortable with that 
information and went into a state of panic. I turned around and 
noticed a couple of windows open in the room. I decided to lock 
them both, rather than enquiring about the details at hand. I then 
found myself returning back into my physical body and woke up 
from my sleep. 
 

    Who is coming to get me? Why is he coming to get me? 
Once again, I failed to ask the important questions in my 
dream, because I feared the unknown. I felt a little 
disappointed, but I’ve learnt not to be so harsh on myself. It’s 



all a learning process. I guess I still have some work to do on 
certain blockages. (See 26 June 2014). 
 

23 December 2014 - Meditation/ Energy Wave 
    I like to meditate before falling asleep because it helps me 
unwind and relax. It also helps me come into a much clearer 
field of focus, especially when I need to rearrange pre-
booked schedules like Christmas day.  
 

    My mother wasn’t in a very good mood today, as I spoke with 
her on the phone. She informed me that my brother didn’t receive 
any work over the Christmas break and that it would not be 
possible for me to spend Christmas day with her this year. 
    My mother did a great job of dividing the relationship between 
my brother and me a long time ago. The relationship simply fell 
apart over time, especially after my father’s funeral and the 
reading of the will. I was simply excluded from his life and 
forbidden to talk about him in front of my mother, which 
emotionally tore me apart on so many levels. She never fails to 
come to his defence each and every time I try to work at healing 
the relationship between us and tells me to leave him out of our 
conversation.  
    I slowly began to make alternative preparations in spending 
Christmas day alone, as I began to readjust my shopping list of 
food items and treats, I was going to purchase the next day. I have 
never really spent Christmas day alone and I wasn’t really looking 
forward to it either, as I thought about families and loved ones 
gathering around the Christmas tree together, sharing and 
spreading the joy of the season. 
    As I lay in bed connecting with my spirit guides in meditation, 
I surprisingly encountered a plasmatic type of energy entering 
through the top of my head, better known as my crown chakra. 
This warm fluid liquid light entered through my crown chakra and 
gradually flowed into my heart space. My heart chakra burst open 
and I felt an overwhelming presence of love enter into it. 
    This feeling lingered there for about half a minute before the 
sensation simply dissolved. I didn’t want this sacred union to ever 



end and burst into tears following this experience. I knew I was 
loved and not alone. (See 28 Nov 2014). 
 

The only difference here was that this plasmatic energy 
travelled from my crown and remained in my heart chakra, 
instead of travelling further down my spinal column.  
    I slowly wiped the tears from my eyes and thanked my 
spirit guides for sending me this special pre-Christmas gift. 
It was an experience I will never forget and I need to 
remember that I am never alone, especially during the 
Christmas break. 

 
    As it turned out, my mother rang me on Christmas 
morning. She told me that she would meet me at my 
godmother’s place for lunch. I was initially under the 
impression that my godmother was going away over the 
holidays to be with her family in another part of the state, but 
her plans had changed. 
    The three of us spent Christmas day at her home and 
enjoyed each other’s company, before going for a leisurely 
walk down the beach on this glorious sunny day. 
 
……………………………………………………………… 
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Chapter 6 

 
2015 Journals – Balance and Healing 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
12 January 2015 - Lucid Dream State/ E.T Encounter 
    Prior to waking up this morning and still in the lucid dream 
state, I felt an entity, or extraterrestrial, telepathically scanning 
me. It was a strange sensation and one that I am unable to fully 
explain, or comprehend. It also felt like it was downloading 
information at the same time. 
 

    I have no idea why this occurred, or what its true 
intentions were. Maybe one day, I will understand more of 
this mysterious encounter. 

  
22 February 2015 - OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself standing next to a UFO that had crashed in a 
deserted area somewhere on the planet, and noticed a being of 
human appearance sitting inside the craft. He was leaning up 
against a broken window, with his head slightly tilted to one side. 
I went over to comfort him, as he sat there injured and in a state 
of shock.  
    The scene changed and I was suddenly transported to the rear 
of this craft, where I noticed a very sophisticated and out of this 
world external control panel. I heard and saw other people 
arriving at the crash site and had this overwhelming feeling to 
cover up the control panel. I placed my hands over the device to 
prevent the others from destroying it, before coming back into my 
physical body and waking up from my sleep. 



 
    A couple of days following this dream, I learned that a 
UFO crashed somewhere in the United States of America on 
the Internet. I don’t know how much of the story was factual, 
because I didn’t have the time to follow it up. 
 

 9 March 2015 - Messages of Love/ Lucid Dream State 
    I woke up at four o’clock this morning and wasn’t able to get 
back to sleep, due to a nagging headache. I lay in bed for a couple 
of hours trying to soothe the pain with meditation and deep 
breathing. The garbage truck interrupted my peaceful state, whilst 
emptying the bins in the street at six o’clock, but I slowly 
managed to return back to sleep after the truck had finished its 
rounds. I was very grateful for the peace and quiet that followed. 
    I fell into a lucid dream state, where I was consciously aware 
of being in bed. I heard and experienced some static in my mind, 
which reminded me of tuning into a radio station. This strange 
vibrational frequency began to intensify in pressure, before 
fading to a more reasonable and tolerated level. As I tuned into 
this sensitive frequency, I heard a song playing.  
    I heard a male artist singing a country balled and it felt very 
soothing. I woke from my sleep trying to recall the lyrics, but it 
was all a jumbled mess. I wasn’t able to write the lyrics of the 
song down on paper or find it on the country music charts. 
 

    The feeling that I received when listening to this song was 
a message from my subconscious, assuring me that I wasn’t 
alone and that I am loved. In my waking reality, I was feeling 
very depressed and lonely. Maybe I just needed a pick me up. 
    Your spirit guides are always there for you and love you 
unconditionally. Sometimes they will send you messages of 
love, hope, and inspiration, through songs to help you get 
through those dark nights of the soul. We all encounter these 
dark periods in our lives and the song helped me get through 
the day. (See chapter 5: 16 Sept 2014). 
 
 



27 March 2015 - This Waking Reality 
    At approximately seven forty-five, on this beautiful warm 
autumn evening, I decided to go outside into my back yard to 
meditate. I looked up towards the sky and noticed two white 
coloured orbs passing each other and thought they were going to 
collide. It wasn’t a satellite, because they travel at a much higher 
altitude. These two orbs were very close to ground level and 
extremely difficult to avoid by onlookers, as they glided several 
feet above the neighbouring properties, before vanishing out of 
sight. 
 

    I reported the sighting to the founder of Auseti and he 
provided me with some extra advice. In order to try to make 
contact with certain interstellar crafts in the future, he told 
me to try to send out a telepathic message and ask them to 
change directions. This would help prove that they are from 
another world.  
 

14 April 2015 - OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Levitation 
    I finally dozed off to sleep at four o’clock in the morning and 
found myself in an out-of-body state in my backyard. It was still 
dark outside, but the vertical blinds were open and the lights in 
the sunroom illuminated the backyard to a certain degree. 
    I walked up to the upper deck of the garden and heard a bird 
squawking. I turned around and saw a bird sitting on the gutter of 
the house. Its presence frightened me a little upon investigating it 
from a distance, but I also knew that it wasn’t going to hurt me. 
At that exact same moment, I felt a slight pressure on my chest 
and felt my astral body, or light body, beginning to levitate three 
meters off the ground.  
    The sensation felt comfortable and the height didn’t exceed my 
comfort zone. I felt at peace and noticed my self-confidence 
beginning to grow stronger. The experience didn’t last very long 
and I found myself floating back to ground level within a few 
short moments. I was being drawn back into my physical body 
and woke from my sleep in the early hours of dawn. 



    I gradually fell back to sleep again after feeling very drained 
and found myself in a large waiting room. The room reminded 
me of an emergency department at a hospital. I was working as a 
security officer, after noticing that I was wearing a uniform, and 
saw people patiently waiting to be seen by a doctor. I felt very 
fatigued and was provided with a hospital gurney to rest on. 
    I fell asleep within the dream of the dream and was woken up 
by a couple of young girls playing hide and seek. I noticed a 
shallow pool in the distance, which I thought was very odd. A 
young girl came running towards me and jumped up onto the 
gurney. She tried to hide under the covers until her friend found 
her. The young girl’s father walked over and apologised for the 
disturbance, but I didn’t mind and told him not to worry. 
    I looked over to my left and noticed water escaping from an 
indoor pool. The entire room was slowly becoming inundated 
with water. The water was crystal clear and I could see the bottom 
of the floor. After a while, the water began to recede and the room 
returned back to normal.  
    The scene changed and I was transported back into my own 
bedroom. I was still in a lucid dream state and gradually woke up 
to a gentle kiss on my forehead, which I believe was given to me 
by one of my spirit guides.  
 

    Water represents emotions in your dreams and I have been 
feeling emotionally swamped lately. Waking up with that 
gentle kiss on my forehead felt very comforting. It lifted my 
spirits and helped me align with my higher self and purpose. 
    I believe that I have been sent here to lift other people’s 
spirits, but how can I when I am so bogged down with mine. 
All we ever need is a little tender loving care to lift us up once 
in a while.  
    The two girls in the dream reminded me of a happier time 
in my childhood. Maybe my inner child was trying to tell me 
something.  
    Many people lose their inner childhood state of being, as 
soon as they get to a certain age, and refrain from opening 
that fun part of themselves up because they think it’s childish 



behaviour. I’ve never been this way inclined, but I know and 
have come to realise that I need to lighten up more. 
    When was the last time you kicked off your shoes, so to 
speak, and told yourself that it’s ok to connect with your 
inner child?  
    I feel that some people out there need to focus more on 
their passions and interests, instead of being so bogged down 
by things they dislike doing or worrying about what other’s 
may think of them in return. As an example, if you want to 
sing and dance, open that part of yourself up and enjoy the 
experience. 
    Don’t ever hold back from being who you are and finding 
something that you thoroughly enjoy doing, and who knows, 
maybe you will find that aspect of you that has some natural 
hidden talents, which may lead you to explore other avenues 
in the future. 
 

8 May 2015 - Lucid Dream State  
    I found myself in a lucid dream state and heard a man’s voice. 
He said, “She was kidnapped.” I wasn’t able to see the man and 
could only hear him before I woke from my sleep. 
 

    Who was kidnapped? Why was she taken? Sadly, a lot of 
children go missing around the world each and every day. 
What on earth possesses these people to carry out these 
atrocities? 
    This dream also took me back into my own childhood 
where I felt the most suppressed. It was my happiness and 
innocence that was kidnapped. 

 
23 May 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself walking in a park alongside a footpath in the 
middle of a large city. I began to walk towards the buildings when 
I heard an animal in distress. As I followed its cries for help, I 
came across a tiny elephant calf lying next to a hedge. I went to 
its aid and noticed that it was badly injured.  



    There were other people walking past, but they were either 
totally oblivious to what was occurring or ignorant. The calf was 
bleeding and I raised the alarm, but no one wanted to help me 
carry the injured animal to a veterinary clinic. 
    The scene changed and I was transported into my kitchen, 
holding the calf in my arms. I fell into a state of panic and grief, 
as I frantically searched for a bandage to help stop the bleeding. I 
looked back down at the calf to see how it was doing and noticed 
that the bleeding had stopped. I also noticed that the calf looked 
very thin and it was probably hungry.  
    I looked over to my right and saw a man standing next to me 
in the kitchen, but he seemed too preoccupied with other tasks to 
notice us. The calf bit my fingers and I felt the pain from its sharp 
teeth digging into my skin. It was hungry all right. 
    I walked over to the refrigerator and found a carton of milk, but 
I couldn’t find a baby bottle to pour the milk into. This left me 
with no other choice but to feed the calf straight from the milk 
carton. The calf was extremely hungry and began to gulp the milk 
down in a hurry, spilling the milk all over itself, before I woke 
from my sleep. 
 

    I’m extremely upset and disgusted in the way some 
animals are being mistreated in this world. Some people 
ignore the fact that animals are sentient beings and have 
feelings too. 
  

24 May 2015 - OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was following a man on a dark suburban street and for some 
unknown reason; I felt that he had just committed a crime. I 
followed him to a house, which was located on a corner block. I 
watched him walk down the driveway and open the gate to the 
property. I saw him enter the premises and decided to return back 
to the main street because I didn’t feel comfortable remaining at 
that location.  
    I wanted to fly away from the area as fast as I could and began 
to focus all of my attention on the stars above me. I let go of my 
fear of heights and noticed my astral body gradually levitate off 



the ground. I wanted to climb higher and higher, but I only 
managed to float above the trees before waking up from my 
travels. 
 

    I soon came to realise that I still have certain fears to 
resolve and heal. This also takes me back to a dream, where 
I was advised to climb higher. (See 8 April 2014).  
    The young man in this dream reminded me of the incident 
that occurred, whilst I was working as a security officer, at a 
warehouse site. (See chapter two).  

 
11 June 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was walking next to a man whom I didn’t know, or recognise. 
As we walked further up the road in the dark, I noticed another 
man approaching us in the opposite direction. He strode up to the 
man whom I was walking with and said, “We are arresting you.”  
    The man under suspicion tried to defend himself against the 
accusations that were being carried out against him until an 
argument broke out between both men, and I collapsed onto the 
floor.  
    I looked up at the two men arguing and felt paralysed at first, 
but managed to find the strength to remove myself from that 
perilous position. I suddenly felt someone grab a hold of my right 
arm and I was carried onto a nearby stretcher. 
 

    Could this have been a past life memory, following the 
kidnapping dream? (See 8 May 2015). 

 
    Back to the dream… I was carried across to a nearby van and 
was secured into the vehicle by a heavy-duty backboard strap. I 
was under the impression the man was a paramedic, but he wasn’t 
in uniform. I looked over to my right and noticed another man 
sitting next to me in the vehicle. I assumed that he was a doctor, 
only because he had a soft fat belly and was wearing a white shirt. 
    The scene changed dramatically and I was transported onto a 
craft that was flying in mid-air. This craft was fully transparent 
and I was able to view everything around me. It was dark outside 



but I could clearly see us travelling over the ocean, as the waves 
reflected the moonlight down below.  
    Suddenly the pilot interrupted our serenity and sounded the 
alarm of an erupting volcano. I looked down and saw the hot lava 
bombs explode out from the magma chamber, which looked more 
like fireworks from our vantage point. The craft was unable to 
sustain its altitude for very long and we were slowly drifting 
downward. I tried to control the craft with my mind, but I wasn’t 
able to manoeuvre it back up into the sky.  
    The scene changed and I was suddenly transported into the 
water. I knew that we had crash-landed and found myself 
swimming in the murky depths of the ocean. I soon came to 
realise that I was in a shallow area and managed to stand up on 
the sandbank. I looked up ahead and noticed an island with tall 
mountains in the background, which reminded me of a silhouette 
painting. The only thing I didn’t see was a volcano spewing lava.  
    I continued walking ahead and saw a large group of people 
walking towards me in the water. I noticed a young lady with long 
blonde straight hair, which was tied back into a ponytail. She was 
in the front row and was trying to gain our attention by yelling 
from the top of her voice. She was very happy to see us and 
exclaimed, “You are our heroes.”  
    I felt very confused and walked back to the small group of 
people I was journeying with before our craft crashed into the 
ocean. The dream came to an abrupt end and I woke up. 
 

    Who were the people walking towards us in the ocean and 
why were we their heroes? Had they been involved in a 
shipwreck or were these survivors of a recent plane crash? 
Were these survivors in another dimensional realm of 
existence, or could they possibly still be alive somewhere on 
the planet today? 
    I haven’t been paying much attention to the news lately 
and decided to tune into a broadcast. There was a plane 
crash reported, but they haven’t been able to determine its 
proper location or to find any remains. I pray for the 



individuals who lost their loved ones, and for the victims who 
quite possibly lost their lives in this tragedy.  

 
1 July 2015 - OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was in my backyard and noticed an old wooden fence, which 
had five palings missing from the whole. This enabled me to 
clearly see into the neighbouring yard.  
 

    The two properties used to have wooden fencing 
separating the land, but it was since replaced with a more 
modern and durable colour bond steel alternative in this 
dimensional reality. 

 
    The gap between the two properties was wide enough for me 
to walk through into my neighbour’s yard, where I noticed a man 
gathering tree branches. As I walked closer, I realised that it was 
Mark. I haven’t seen him in my dreams for a while and thought I 
would wander over and have a chat with him today.  
(See chapter 4: 11 June 2013).  
    Mark looked at me and started apologising for not visiting. It’s 
been a couple of years since our last encounter, but I told him that 
it was ok and not to be too overly concerned about it. 
    The scene changed instantaneously and I was transported into 
a totally different garden, which had hedges as far as the eye could 
see. It looked more like a maze than a garden. Mark was standing 
next to a long line up of shrubs, ready to be trimmed. He was 
holding a pair of gardening sheers and manicuring the overgrown 
branches. The workload ahead of him looked like a mammoth 
task to complete. Mark noticed the concerned look on my face as 
I approached. He looked at me and said, “I’m waiting for my 
son.”  
    I soon became more aware of my physical body and woke up 
at two o’clock in the morning, shivering in the wintry 
temperatures. 
 

    We are in the middle of winter here in Australia, and it’s 
been the coldest one on record for twenty years. 



    I fell back to sleep and found myself in my backyard again. I 
was standing at the far end of the yard and saw Jason marking a 
tree branch with a black felt pen, which desperately required 
trimming. I turned around and saw the lawnmower man, who was 
mowing the grass further down on the property. 
    The scene changed again and I was transported into my 
bedroom. I was counting the money for the services rendered and 
noticed my mother standing next to me. She was talking with 
Jason, whom I surprisingly noticed standing beside her.  
    The scene changed and I was transported out into my dining 
room. I was standing next to the dining room table depositing the 
money into an envelope when I noticed a huge increase in the 
cash flow.  
    I began recounting the cash and noticed Jason standing beside 
me. He was holding an American one-dollar bill and began to 
comment on the image, which we both found very amusing. I 
can’t recall his exact words, but I liked the way he creatively 
interpreted his views on the topic.  
 

    Was Jason the gardener’s son? If so, why was he so 
interested in money rather than helping his father? I wonder 
when the prodigal son will return back home? 
  

7 July 2015 - Vision 
    Moments prior to opening my eyes this morning; I saw a vision 
of three extraterrestrial faces that were projected into my mind's 
eye. These beings had pink skin and large heads, but what really 
stood out the most was their heart-shaped cerebrum. The left and 
right hemispheres of their cerebrum were bulging and showing a 
protrusion over the centre of the crown structure. This is the best 
explanation I can possibly provide on their physical facial 
features.  
    The projection only lasted for a few short seconds and 
disappeared from my mind’s eye, as fast as it was able to manifest 
itself. However, I saw enough to be able to gather a brief and fair 
description of this extraterrestrial race. 
 



    Who were they and where were they from? I have never 
encountered these species? I can only imagine how many 
there are in the universe. 
 

18 July 2015 - This Waking Reality 
    As I went to unplug the heater from the wall socket on this 
miserable wet and freezing cold winter evening, I found that I was 
unable to remove the plug from the electrical outlet. I persevered 
and continued to pull on the plug until I was finally able to set it 
free from the main power source.  
    The plug was quite hot and I noticed the burn marks around the 
plastic covering, which had almost blackened the whole casing. 
When I went to inspect the electrical outlet, I noticed that it too 
had been severely damaged inside. I began to panic, imagining 
the worst possible scenario in thinking the house would burn 
down. 
    I sat down and tried to take a few slow deep breaths to calm 
myself down and felt my whole body begin to tremble with fear. 
I slowly managed to calm myself down and was only then able to 
think more clearly and rationally. I let go of my insecurities in 
knowing there wasn’t going to be a fire and the house would still 
be there in the morning. I felt very tired and went to bed, after 
praying for angelic assistance, and in contacting an electrician the 
very next day. 
 

    I was thinking about Peter, before I fell asleep, because he 
also had a frightening experience in a past dream, which I 
will mention in the pages below, and I was able to connect 
with him on that specific frequency level. 

 
 19 July 2015 - Another Dimension/ OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself sitting on the floor of a classroom in a dazed 
state. The desks and chairs were scattered all over the place as if 
someone had picked them up and thrown them across the room. I 
looked over to my right and saw other students going about their 
usual business. They didn’t notice me and casually left the room. 



    My eyes wandered over to the left and I saw Samuel standing 
at a whiteboard. He was looking straight at me and the expression 
on his face was clearly showing some concern. There was a table 
in front of me and I noticed a glass of water sitting on top. I 
reached for the glass with my right hand and began taking small 
sips to relieve my thirst.  
    As I emptied the rest of the glass of water over my left 
shoulder, I noticed a gentle kiss on the top of my head. I looked 
up and noticed Peter standing right behind me. His long curly 
fringe was saturated and dripping with water. He leaned in 
towards me and said, “Hey, are you ok?” I hadn’t seen him for a 
very long time and was surprised to meet up with him.  
    I apologised for my careless actions and he just stood there 
laughing. I was relieved that he found it amusing and I smiled 
back at him with relief. I noticed that he wasn’t wearing his 
prescription glasses, but what really caught my attention was the 
colour of his eyes.  
    His pupils looked as if they were dilated, but he still had the 
white sclera surrounding the iris. The lighting in the room must 
have created shadows, which most probably caused this effect to 
occur. It was a positive, healing, and uplifting experience, even 
though his eyes frightened me a touch. 
 

    Was Peter there to put my troubled mind at ease from fear-
based thoughts I had experienced the previous night? My last 
encounter with Peter occurred approximately a year ago. I 
didn’t make a note of it in my journal, most probably due to 
a busy schedule, but I will never forget this out-of-body 
experience because it had such a profound effect on me. 

  
Journal Entry: Exact Date Unknown 2013-2014 
    I found myself in the dining room of my home and saw Peter 
running frantically past me in a panicked state. I turned around 
and heard a large group of angry beings chasing after us, but I 
decided to follow Peter instead. I wasn’t able to see these beings 
or entities, but I’m not sure I wanted to meet with them either.  



    Peter ran into a small room and slammed the door behind him. 
I opened the door and walked in, before securely locking it behind 
us. Peter was terrified and had a very concerned look on his face, 
as we both sat on the floor together. He said,” Oh no, Erika.” 
    I looked down at my left leg and noticed that I was bleeding 
severely. I saw a white cloth sitting next to me and tried to apply 
pressure on the wound. I looked at Peter and said, “Don’t worry, 
everything is going to be ok.” The dream came to a sudden end, 
and I woke from my sleep trying to make sense of what had just 
happened. 
 

    Had I been shot by those angry beings that were chasing 
us? If so, I didn’t feel anything in my dream at the time. Why 
was Peter running from them?  
    When I examine both of these dreams, past and present, I 
noticed a couple of similarities. We were both in a panicked 
state and we both comforted and supported each other at our 
most vulnerable and fearful time.  
    I can’t imagine their job being any easier on the other side, 
and sometimes they may need our help and compassion too. 

  
    Back to the initial dream… The scene changed and I was 
transported into my lounge chair at home. I was holding a large 
smartphone in my hands, which looked more like a miniature iPad 
than an iPhone. I was trying to figure out how to operate the 
device when I received an incoming call. 
    I wasn’t able to answer the call, because I couldn’t locate the 
answer key, and the phone just continued ringing. I ended up 
pressing all of the key options that were available on this 
complicated device and managed to get through to the caller on 
the other end. The caller’s voice sounded familiar and it reminded 
me of a past dream. (See 12 September 2014). 
    The male caller said, “I have a job for you.” At first, I said, 
“No,” because I was well aware of certain types of beings, or 
entities, using humans to work for them in the dream world.  
    Then suddenly out of the blue, the being began to partially 
materialise in front of me. He was sitting on a chair and I soon 



came to realise that it was John. John began to sound very serious 
and looked me straight in the eyes. At that point, I knew that he 
meant business and that this specific job was for a good cause.  
(See 8 July 2013).  
    The quality of the reception of our conversation was quite poor, 
as John kept fading in and out of the audible transmission. 
However, I was able to understand the main points of the message 
that were being provided to me. The main contents of the message 
were clear, which included a job that involved helping children.  
    A small part of me hesitated, because I didn’t know the first 
thing about helping children, and I continue to struggle with my 
own issues, but then I thought, “Ok this sounds interesting.”  
    I woke from my sleep and thought about my special little 
assignment. I wondered how this was going to unfold in this 
waking dimensional reality, and how I was going to be of service. 
Was I going to save a child from running across the road and 
being hit by a car, or something else? 
 
    During that week my intuition called me and I decided to visit 
a family friend. During our conversation, I was made aware that 
her granddaughters were cutting themselves, and that’s when the 
penny dropped about my dream. 
    I recently purchased a book based on healing the mental and 
emotional body and had a strong urge to carry it with me on that 
specific day, without knowing what was happening to her 
granddaughters until I arrived at her house. 
    My friend decided to read parts of the book and wanted me to 
purchase a copy for her granddaughters. When I arrived home, I 
immediately ordered a copy for her and thanked my spirit guides 
in return. 
     
22 July 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Another Dimension 

    For the past couple of nights, I have been experiencing 
ringing tones in both of my ears, which isn’t an ongoing 
problem and only occurs occasionally.  
    Sometimes these tones in my ears sound more like Morse 
codes, which I am unable to decipher or translate. I honestly 



don’t know how people in the past were able to learn and 
memorise this method of communication.  
    The only Morse code I was ever able to memorise and still 
remember today is the international distress signal, being 
S.O.S, which consists of three dots, three dashes and three 
dots in a continuous sequence. 

 
    As I gradually drifted off to sleep, I found myself standing on 
an outdoor wooden deck in someone’s backyard. I didn’t 
recognise the immediate surroundings, or the people visiting, and 
stood there observing the others socialising on the back lawn. 
Everyone was enjoying the warm sunny conditions and it was a 
cheerful atmosphere.  
    Our peaceful gathering was suddenly interrupted by a loud 
explosion. I looked up at the sun and noticed a bright flash of 
light, which looked more like a nuclear bomb exploding on the 
surface of the star. It was almost like looking through a very 
powerful telescope, and I was able to see the entire eruption 
unfold before my very eyes. 
     We all stood there in awe and saw a few meteorites falling 
towards the earth following the blast. One of these fireballs 
headed straight towards us and the guests began to scatter in 
different directions. As the meteor began to fall closer to the 
earth’s surface, it started to slow down and transformed into a 
balloon. I noticed a small section missing from the top of one of 
these almost perfect cylindrical shapes. Its upper surface was 
damaged and it was preparing to crash land in the area we were 
standing.  
    The sphere ignited and caught on fire, before landing on top of 
the man I was standing beside. The man became smothered in 
flames and everyone became hysterical. I looked up in the sky 
and noticed dark sinister storm clouds heading our way, which 
looked more like an ash cloud released from a volcano. 
    The scene changed and I was transported inside of the house I 
was visiting. I ran outside to check on the weather and noticed the 
sinister clouds beginning to dissipate. I saw an angel flying beside 
the clouds, who appeared to me in a transparent form. It looked 



like the angel was protecting us and began to steer the storm 
clouds away from the site. 
    The scene changed again and I found myself in a completely 
different house. I was standing in the doorway of someone’s 
living room, which was pure white in colour. It had a lofty ceiling 
and three tall arched shaped narrow windows. The windows 
weren’t furnished with curtains and the sunlight flooded the 
room, making it look much larger than it appeared.  
    I looked up to my right and noticed a female angel hovering 
approximately twelve feet off the ground. She was examining a 
large painting, which neatly hung on the wall. I said, “hello,” and 
she humbly replied, “hello” with a smile. Her voice was soothing, 
and I felt an overwhelming sense of tranquillity being in her 
presence. I sensed that I was interrupting her concentration and 
quietly left the room. It was a very sacred experience and one that 
I will never forget. 
 

    After listening to a few selected individuals via the 
Internet, I came to the understanding and the reasons behind 
the recent ringing tones in my ears. There were many others 
out there who were also experiencing this same phenomenon.  
    Volcanic activity and earthquakes have been on the 
increase on our planet, especially in recent years. Some of us 
are more sensitively inclined and are able to pick up on these 
certain vibrational frequencies, through our sensitive 
hearing abilities, or clairaudience. 

 
27 July 2015 - This Waking Reality 
    I am gradually beginning to shift the negative vibrational 
frequencies from my heart chakra, which I have been battling to 
heal for such a long time. During these shifts in conscious 
awareness, I am also finding myself making much-needed 
positive changes in my life. I have come to accept losing those 
around me, who do not hold my best interests at heart or haven’t 
shown me the respect I deserve. I cannot feel anger, or any 
resentment towards these certain individuals, because they have 
taught me a lot about myself. 



    I sent a letter to my mother today, which is something I have 
been contemplating on for some time now. I feel that we have 
both come to a crossroads in our lives, and are on different paths 
of spiritual evolution. I felt that it was time for both of us to go 
our separate ways for a short while. 
    Sending a letter to my mother was the most difficult decision 
that I’ve ever had to make. It was the only way I was able to tell 
her that I am no longer willing, or able, to tolerate any more of 
her negative behaviour and psychological attacks. 
    I wanted to write the letter in Hungarian so that she would 
completely understand the message, which I have been so 
desperately trying to express across to her for many years. I 
decided that the best way to do this was to consult somebody in 
the Hungarian community, whom I trusted and have come to 
know very fondly over many years.  
    In the letter, I simply stated that I was not responsible, or had 
anything to do with her unhappiness and that I wasn’t able to be 
in her abusive company any longer, because I needed to heal 
myself. I signed the letter off with “I love you because you are 
my mother,” and sent the letter away in the post on this very day. 
 

    I decided to visit my godmother a couple of days 
thereafter, or on the 29 July, and discovered that my mother 
received my letter. All my mother did was complain to my 
godmother about how badly the letter was written, instead of 
paying attention to my message. I rest my case.  
    I spent the rest of the day meditating outside on my sun 
chair, followed by a healing Himalayan salt bath, where I 
added a few drops of lavender essential oils to the mix. It felt 
very liberating letting go of everything and everyone who 
tried to prevent me from finding happiness, including my own 
mother. 

  
 1 August 2015 - Meditation/ Energy Wave 
    In last night’s meditation, I reached out into the universe, after 
grounding myself, and gradually envisioned connecting with the 
central sun in our galaxy. I experienced a plasma energy current 



entering my crown chakra again and allowed this healing process 
to take its natural course in my body.  
    I began noticing blockages in my head, neck and shoulders, and 
gradually let go of the resistance I was feeling in those regions. 
My heart chakra was completely open and I felt this plasma 
energy current pour and expand into its core. I remained with this 
positive sensation for as long as I possibly could, or until the 
feeling subsided. (See chapter 5: 28 Nov & 23 Dec 2014). 
 

    I encountered the most peaceful and restful night’s sleep 
and dreamt of nothing that I could consciously recall upon 
awakening. 
    There is a noticeable difference in the way I encountered 
this type of plasma energy in the past, which is referenced 
above. I have experienced this energy force from opposite 
sides of the spectrum, or chakra points in the body.  

 
7 August 2015 – This Waking Reality/ Crystals & Gem Stones 
    I went grocery shopping today and came home with more than 
I bargained for. Don’t we always? As I walked through the 
shopping complex, heading towards the grocery store, I noticed a 
large crystal and gemstone stall. I was drawn towards the 
Himalayan salt lamps the most and decided to walk towards the 
tables for a closer look. 
    I wandered around in an almost meditative state and began 
observing the huge collection of raw cut crystals. I introduced 
myself to the stall owner and discovered they were only going to 
be at the shopping centre for two weeks, before travelling 
elsewhere.  
    I wanted to purchase a few items and felt the urgent need to 
reorganise my budget for the fortnight. I decided to sacrifice a 
few items on my shopping list, and things I could do without. I 
was being called and drawn towards purchasing a few crystals 
that I wasn’t able to ignore. 
    I purchased a small variety of raw cut crystals, including a book 
by a very well-known author on the topic. I cleaned them with 



white sage as soon as I arrived home, which is highly 
recommended. 
    It was a cloudy day and I wasn’t able to place some of them 
out into the sunlight. Amethyst and Rose Quartz crystals should 
not be placed out into the sun, because they tend to fade over time. 
There are many other different ways to cleanse and charge 
crystals and it all depends on the ones you choose. 
    I was very drawn towards working with the small amethyst 
cluster and found it very healing, during this evening’s 
meditation. I was guided to put the amethyst crystal underneath 
my pillow, before going to sleep. I positioned the sharp pointed 
end away from me to draw out the negative energies, which I had 
been experiencing lately. This resulted in a peaceful and relaxing 
night’s sleep. Amethyst is also my birthstone, being Aquarius. Its 
properties offer you clearing, protection, and healing. 
  
9 August 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was standing on a concrete footpath in a suburban street that 
didn’t look very familiar to me in the beginning. A white van 
pulled up alongside the curb and a young man greeted me from 
the passenger side window. It was my spirit guide, Peter. 
    Peter began to talk when I noticed my brother standing beside 
me, which kind of distracted me from focusing on what Peter was 
saying. I was happy to see a smile on my brother’s face and it was 
a positive and uplifting experience. 
 

    I think about my brother a lot and hope our relationship 
can be healed one day. I miss him very much and wish him 
well on his life’s journey.  

 
    After my short conversation with Peter, I turned around and 
began to walk away from the van when Peter called me back and 
said, “Hey, we will be coming over for some pizza.” I replied, 
“ok,” with a huge grin on my face. 
    I watched the white van drive off and found myself in a more 
familiar street, which just happened to be around the corner from 
where I live. Peter looked very happy to see me and he was in 



high spirits. It was nice to see him again and our meeting lifted 
my mood on my short walk home. 
    The scene changed and I was transported into my kitchen 
reaching for a slice of pizza, which just happened to be sitting on 
the kitchen bench ready to be consumed. I noticed my brother 
standing in the kitchen beside me. He looked well and happy. I 
felt relieved that we had finally established a peaceful connection 
with each other and it made my day. 
 

    I woke up and turned on my computer to check the latest 
news feed on my Facebook page and I was reminded of the 
lion’s gateway, which took place yesterday, being the eighth 
day of the eighth month two thousand and fifteen. I didn’t 
notice that it was a triple eight-digit day until I was reminded 
of it this morning.  
    This is done by adding up all of the numbers in the day, 
month and year, before reducing each one to a single digit, 
as shown in numerology. I am still so amazed by all of the 
synchronicities, which I have encountered simultaneously in 
my dreams and daily activities.  
    It was really nice to see my brother and Peter, which takes 
me further into analysing my past relationship with Peter. 
Could he have been my brother in a past life? These 
questions and possibilities seem endless and only time will 
tell. 

 
15 August 2015 - Sleeping with Crystals/ Another Dimension 

    I decided to place a small selenite crystal tower 
underneath my pillow last night, only to have experienced a 
variety of vivid dreams as a result. Unfortunately, I wasn’t 
able to recall all of these dreams when I woke up this 
morning but managed to capture and remember one. 
   Who enjoys feeling the thrust of a 747, as it roars down the 
runaway at full speed, before taking off? OK maybe not 
everyone, but this was the main reason that I was able to 
recall it in the first place. It was a vivid and memorable 
experience. 



 
    I found myself on a plane where I was sitting in a very 
comfortable reclined cream coloured leather seat. The plane was 
still ascending in mid-air when I noticed that I wasn’t wearing a 
seat belt. I felt free and was able to move around in my seat, 
without feeling totally restrained. I looked out of the small oval-
shaped window and noticed the clouds drifting past me, as the 
plane climbed higher to reach its cruising altitude.  
 

    The Selenite crystal is believed to be a bridge connecting 
us to the higher planes, or realms of existence. It is meant to 
elevate our emotions in our physical and spiritual bodies and 
acts as a protection crystal. 
    This past week has been a real roller coaster ride, whereas 
my emotions are concerned. I felt at peace, safe and 
emotionally uplifted in the dream. I believe this message was 
guiding me into feeling more positively charged in my 
waking reality, and helped me desensitise from feeling 
trapped within the four walls of my home.  
    This dream also reminded me of a past dream. The higher 
you climb, the more you’ll be able to breathe. It was yet 
another sign of my needing to lift my spirits.  
(See chapter 5: 8 April 2014).  

 
3 September 2015 – Life Review Message 
    In this dream, I was living on a farm and found myself standing 
beside an old wooden entrance gate, which was open and 
surrounded by small tree shrubs at either end. The outside lighting 
illuminated the immediate surrounding area, allowing me to 
clearly see everything within its perimeters. I noticed a large field 
in front of me and felt overwhelmed by its vast emptiness.  
    Samuel suddenly appeared in front of me and was holding a 
white sheet of paper in his hands, which had my life’s review 
written down on it. He began reading out the numerous mistakes 
and wrongdoings that I had committed in this lifetime, which was 
an unpleasant and unsettling experience.  



    The list was as long as my forearm, leading me further into 
confusion and self-hate. I began to punish myself further, which 
led to more feelings of guilt and shame, within the confinements 
of my already messed up existence. 
    I found the extra criticism and judgement from my spirit guide 
difficult to absorb. Sam thought it was funny and began to laugh 
at my petty misdemeanours. I didn’t find it as amusing and knew 
that I had done wrong. I should’ve known better.  
    I fell to my knees and held my hands over my ears, wanting the 
bad memories to be deleted from my consciousness. I wasn’t able 
to cope with any more negativity in my reality and had had 
enough. The constant negative criticism, which I had endured 
throughout my life since childhood, simply outweighed the 
shame and guilt I felt at the time. I cried out in agony, asking him 
to stop torturing me, and slowly found myself coming back into 
my physical body instead. 
 

    Guilt and shame are just more negative suppressed 
emotions, which I need to clear and heal in my life. To my 
understanding, we all receive a life’s review after departing 
this plane of existence, and before travelling into the next. I 
would much rather correct these flaws, before heading into 
the next world. Wouldn’t you? 
    The worst thing that you could ever do to a child is to 
suppress their true feelings, which tends to lead them 
towards more suppressed emotions in adulthood. These 
shadows of suppressed emotions don’t just miraculously 
disappear throughout their lifetime; they linger in the 
subconscious mind until one gets to the root cause of the 
source. 
    I realised that Sam was just trying to help me and I needed 
to take a step back and notice how harshly I have been 
treating myself. As a child, some of my emotions were not 
fully understood and I was punished unreasonably and felt 
confused. Nothing I ever did was ever good enough in my 
mother’s eyes. 



    Life is precious, not perfect. I think that the majority of us 
need to heal and let go of the harsh criticism and judgments, 
which have been placed upon us since childhood, as well as 
the harsh judgements we place upon ourselves. It’s a difficult 
process but not impossible.  
    We are all here to learn and experience life on this earthly 
plane, so let’s make it a good one. Turn it into a positive and 
loving experience, instead of a negative and abusive one.  

     
4 September 2015 – Another Timeline/ Past Life Memory 
   I was standing in an old-fashioned library, which looked more 
like a temple, with its Roman shaped columns holding up its 
foundations. The columns appeared to be made out of wood and 
were varnished with a beautiful glossy dark cherry red stain. It 
reminded me of the inbuilt cabinets and panels on those luxurious 
yachts and cruise liners. 
    I noticed the wooden desks and chairs nearby and sat down at 
one of them, where I came across an old book bound in leather. I 
opened the book and tried to read it, but the contents were in 
another language and I wasn’t able to interpret the text. 
    A man came and sat down beside me, who assisted me in 
translating the limitless amounts of text on one of its pages. I can’t 
recall the dialogue that was being transferred across to me 
because I was more focused on the images contained in the book. 
I noticed an illustration in the left-hand column of a man who was 
dressed in old fashion clothing, dating back to the late 
seventeenth, or eighteenth century. He was wearing one of those 
white curly wigs that Barristers wear in today’s justice system.  
    I interrupted the man and said, “I have a feeling that the man 
in this book is responsible for building this library.” The man 
turned towards me and replied, “yes.” I sat there in complete 
silence and awe, marvelling at the amazing workmanship that was 
constructed all of those years ago. After a while, the man next to 
me got up and left, and I began to scroll through the pages on my 
own.  
    I found a lot of maps in the back of the book, which contained 
the earth’s prehistory. Some of these continents no longer exist in 



this day and age. I noticed a map of Africa, where the country was 
divided by many rivers, separating the multitude of states and 
ones that are no longer noticeable in today’s updated maps. 
     

    Was the library in my dream an ancestral past life 
memory, or one that I have visited in another realm of 
existence, prior to reincarnating in this one? 

 
 5 September 2015 – OBE/ Working with Crystals 
    I decided to experiment with the Smokey quartz and Amethyst 
crystals and placed them both underneath my pillow, before 
heading to sleep.  
    In this dream, I found myself in my hometown. I was in the 
city centre and crossing the main road with another female. I 
didn’t know who she was and I have never met her in this lifetime. 
There wasn’t much traffic on the road and we were able to cross 
it with ease. The woman pointed over to a small store called Ng, 
which was pronounced as “Nugue, or Noosh.” I have never heard 
of this store and was very interested in finding out more about it 
until the dream scene changed direction. 
    I now found myself sitting on a bench waiting for a bus out the 
front of the Ng store. I looked to my left and noticed two middle-
aged Asian females sitting beside me. They weren’t in a talkative 
state and when I turned back around, I saw a young Asian girl 
walking towards us. The girl walked over to one of the ladies 
sitting on the bench and sat on her lap.  
    I then found myself talking to the woman, whom I met earlier, 
and she said, “Did you see the way the girl made eye contact with 
that woman?” She continued the conversation and told me how 
closely they were connected to each other, which reminded me of 
the special bond and relationship I have with my godmother.  
    The woman told me that the young girl had just lost her mother. 
I saw the sad and frightened look in the child’s eyes, which 
saddened me a lot. I was fully able to understand her loss, after 
losing my father so many years ago. 
    The scene changed and I was transported to a hospital 
emergency room. I was surrounded by a lot of people and nurses 



holding needles in their hands. The hospital staff informed us that 
the environment outside had been contaminated by a flu 
epidemic. The hospital went into total lockdown and we were all 
trapped inside. 
     I noticed one of the nurses frantically trying to vaccinate 
everybody in the room. She went into a frenzied stabbing attack 
episode, before injecting herself in the heart. I noticed her 
walking towards me trying desperately to stab me in the left arm, 
but she didn’t succeed. I later found myself holding the syringe 
in my right hand, filled with a clear fluid like substance, and 
began to empty its contents out onto the floor instead. 
 

    I decided to visit my Godmother a few days following this 
dream. She began to enlighten me on the latest news 
headlines where I discovered more information about the 
refugees, who were entering Europe from Syria. The terror 
of what was unfolding overseas reminded her of leaving 
Hungary during world war II in the nineteen forties.  
    She reflected upon her past experiences and informed me 
about the times when they were all required to receive 
vaccines, prior to entering another country.  
    This may have been another dream premonition, relating 
to what’s happening in Europe with the refugees at this time. 
What types of vaccines are these unfortunate individuals 
being subjected to and ejected with? My heart goes out to 
them all. 

 
    Back to the dream… The scene changed and I was transported 
onto a mountain range, where I came face to face with Alex. Alex 
was standing out the front of an old small wooden built house and 
looked straight at me, trying to gain my attention.  
    I peered over his head and couldn’t help noticing a mountain 
in the backdrop, which was at a very steep thirty-degree inclined 
slope. It had a very sharp point at its summit, which reminded me 
of one of the mountains in Machu Picchu in Peru. The peak of 
this mountain was covered in snow and I began to ponder upon 



the slight possibilities of an avalanche, which wouldn’t have 
affected us on the mountain that we were standing on at the time. 
    Alex began to show me around the property and we both 
wandered around the front garden for a short time. I noticed an 
old wooden gate in front of us, which required a little attention, 
and a rocky-based road leading away from the property. Alex was 
very kind and hospitable towards me, without saying a word. My 
short visit was a positive experience and Alex actually behaved 
himself this time. (See chapter 4: 27 August 2013). 
 

    The mountainous countryside was breathtaking and I 
would love to visit Machu Picchu in Peru someday. A part of 
me feels like I am being called to visit this sacred place. 
Maybe I will one day. 

 
    The scene changed again and I was transported to an almost 
deserted countryside. I noticed an old grey coloured timber house 
in the distance and a path, which led to a wooden bridge. I saw 
my mother standing on the bridge accompanied by an older 
woman, who reminded me of the wicked witch of the west in the 
Wizard of Oz movie.  
    The woman turned to my mother with a smirk on her face and 
said, “She’s becoming a lot like you.” My mother smiled in 
return, as the witch stood there laughing. 
     

    We all develop certain negative traits during our 
upbringing, through parental conditioning. Most of these 
patterns have been passed down to us throughout the 
generations, and are mostly there to serve our benefit and 
survival. However, some of these traits are not and need to 
be thoroughly examined.   
    As I began to slowly peel back the layers of the onion in 
my life, so to speak, I found myself experiencing certain 
negative thoughts and feelings that were beginning to surface 
to my consciousness. These unresolved thoughts and feelings 
of anger, guilt, shame, frustration, resentment and 
helplessness, came and went like the waves on an ocean. 



    I am the only one who can end and change these negative 
patterns, or cycles of karma, and to prevent myself from 
going down the same path as my mother. Karma can also be 
seen in a positive light and can’t always be frowned upon. 
    Clearing negative patterns and forgiving yourself, as well 
as others, is a good start in becoming more aligned in loving 
yourself and letting go of the past. This will lead to more 
positive outcomes, instead of repeating the same old self-
destructive and self-limiting patterns of belief, handed down 
to you from past generations. 
    The wicked witch in the dream may have depicted my 
father’s eldest sister. I recall my mother bitterly cursing her 
one day for partaking in their meeting and sudden marriage. 
It was my aunt who planned the entire marital charade, 
whilst my father was visiting Europe in the late sixties. 
    I feel very sorry for these individuals, who go out of their 
way to make other people’s lives a living hell, instead of 
redirecting their unhappiness towards healing themselves 
and others. I hope that they will all come to the realisation 
that it’s not the answer, and that they are only hurting 
themselves in the end.   
 

22 September 2015 – Another Timeline & Dimensional Reality  
    I was with an old school friend when we both learned of the 
unsettling news that Jason had died. We were both given the 
awful task to inform the others of his passing. My friend and I ran 
into a building and headed straight towards a storeroom, which 
was located at the rear end of the facility. We noticed two 
mechanics that were dressed in blue work overalls. They were 
standing next to a row of metallic storage shelves that contained 
spare parts for vehicles.  
    My friend and I ran up to them and tried to gain their attention, 
but they weren’t interested in hearing what we had to say. Our 
frustrations began to boil over, as we placed our right hand over 
their left shoulder and advised them to kneel, out of respect for a 
dear colleague.  



    They began to think that we were playing a practical joke on 
them and they were angered by our presence. The older 
gentleman in charge was infuriated with our intrusion and 
commanded everyone to get back to work.  
    The mechanic in front of me stood up and began to walk away. 
I prevented him from escaping, as I held my arm firmly against 
his shoulder and looked him straight in the eye. I made it quite 
clear to him that this was a serious matter, and that he needed to 
kneel and pay his respects to a comrade. He gave in and knelt 
beside me, along with the older gentleman, whom my friend was 
standing next to.  
    My friend and I simultaneously said, “It’s Jason, he died about 
half an hour ago.” It wasn’t an easy task and I felt the tears 
beginning to well up in my eyes. 
    The older gentleman began to tear up too and I noticed his eyes 
growing abnormally larger, behind his fogged-up prescription 
glasses. They grew into the size of a golf ball, but I will never 
forget the sad look on his face, as he looked into my direction. 
The younger man, who was standing in front of me, stood up in a 
state of shock and was feeling very remorseful too. He said, “I 
should never have let him go.” (See 28 December 2013). 
 

    Had this been a sequel to the dream I had experienced 
almost two years ago? Could this have happened in a past 
life? Makes you wonder, doesn’t it?  
    Why did the young mechanic feel responsible for letting 
Jason leave? What type of assignment was he sent on for him 
to lose his life? 

      
23 September 2015 – Another Dimension 
    I found myself walking along a sandbank with a man and his 
horse in the later hours of twilight. The waves of the ocean were 
very close to the dense mangrove forest that stood right beside us, 
creating a narrow path ahead. I noticed a large tree right next to 
the sandbank, beside the water’s edge. The waves were crashing 
up against the tree, gradually eroding the soil away that was 
surrounding it. 



   The scene changed and we were both transported to another part 
of the land. I saw a small tribe of hunters and gatherers herding 
stags. The tribesman captured a significant amount of live game, 
before bounding their four legs with rope. These poor defenceless 
animals were being dragged behind horses, whilst still alive.  
    It was a gruesome sight and I felt much empathy towards the 
stags. I heard their desperate cries for help, but there was nothing 
I could do to assist and felt helpless. I noticed that it was snowing 
and felt sickened by this horrific act of animal cruelty, but the 
man I was walking beside told me they needed to survive the 
winter in a soft and caring voice.  
 

    It is fair to say that our ancestors needed to survive in 
those harsh wintry conditions, but couldn’t they have at least 
slaughtered the animals humanely and put them out of their 
pain and suffering first? 
 

1 October 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Another Timeline 
     I dreamt of seeing water droplets beginning to form on my 
bedroom ceiling. I woke up and noticed that it was raining outside 
and thought of my house becoming inundated with water again. 
After inspecting the house, I discovered that everything was ok 
and I was able to settle back to sleep.  
 

    I later learnt, through talking to my godmother, that my 
mother has also been experiencing similar dreams. Water in 
your dreams signifies emotions.    
    I have always disliked seeing my mother in an unhappy 
and depressed state. Her unhappiness makes me feel 
unhappy in the process. I love my mother and wish I could 
assist her, but all I am able to do is to send her unconditional 
love through prayer and meditation. I am unable to contact 
her right now and need some time out to heal myself. 

 
    Back to dream... I was sitting on my sun chair and soaking up 
the sun in my backyard. It was a beautiful day with an almost 
pitch-perfect blue sky. I noticed a small flock of seagulls flying 



overhead, amongst the fluffy white clouds floating past. As I 
began to fall into a meditative state, I noticed a water line 
beginning to form in the sky above me and soon realised that I 
was underwater. 
    The water I was submerged in was crystal clear and I was able 
to breathe, without wearing any special breathing equipment. I 
continued looking up and saw a few seagulls landing on the calm 
clear waters above me, which created a rippling effect that 
expanded across its surface.      
    I noticed dark storm clouds beginning to gather on the horizon. 
The dark clouds began to materialise rapidly and I soon found 
myself in the pouring rain. I leapt out of my sun chair and headed 
towards the back door of my house.  
    As I entered the doorway, I began to feel very fatigued. I found 
myself in a horizontal position, floating through the back screen 
door. Once I was inside the house, I gathered just enough strength 
to close the door behind me and woke from my sleep. I tiresomely 
looked at my digital clock. It was twenty past nine in the morning 
and I quickly jotted down the main points to my dream. 
 

    I have been feeling very emotionally drained lately, and 
believe this dream was a sign for me to lighten up, or to raise 
my vibrational frequency to a more positive level. 
    During the past week, I have been working on peeling back 
the layers of the onion and noticed a slight positive shift in 
my emotions. As far as I was concerned, if my mother wanted 
to speak with me, she was going to have to treat me with a 
little more respect and kindness.  
 

    Feeling very fatigued and overly tired this morning, I decided 
to return back to sleep and found myself in another lucid dream 
state. I was sitting outside at a large white oval shaped table with 
other people I didn’t recognise. 
    The countryside in the far distance was absolutely breathtaking 
and stretched out as far as the eye could see. I turned around and 
noticed a schoolyard behind us and saw a teenage girl walking 



past. She was alone and complaining out loud in an abrupt 
manner, which reminded me of my mother’s negative attitude. 
    The people I was with began to criticise her and started to label 
her as a psycho, but my heart went out to this young lady instead. 
She was obviously going through a difficult time in her life. No 
one understood how she felt, or even cared to lend her any form 
of advice and support. 
    The scene changed and I was transported to a much different 
outdoor setting. I looked across my right shoulder and noticed a 
large coffee shop sitting on a corner block. The surrounding area 
and buildings were made out of large sandstone blocks, yet the 
atmosphere felt quite modern. There were umbrellas covering the 
outdoor tables, blocking out the harsh midday sun. I was sitting 
with two other people, whom I have never met in this lifetime. I 
decided to leave the small group for a while and walked around 
the corner of the cafe. 
    I saw a large group of people gathered on the top of the hilly 
road and noticed Jason talking to a few people. I decided to walk 
up the hill and reached the end of a cliff face, which was 
barricaded by a white fence. I stood there for a short while 
marvelling at the ocean below and taking in the beautiful views 
of the landscape, before heading back to the coffee shop. 
    I walked past Jason and the crowd of people he was conversing 
with and noticed them all staring and talking about me, which 
made me feel very uncomfortable. They didn’t invite me over to 
join them and I walked away feeling like an outsider.     
    The scene changed and I found myself sitting alone at the same 
coffee shop I had previously visited. Two men came over and sat 
down beside me, wanting to start up a conversation. I felt very 
nervous and wasn’t interested in reminiscing with them in return. 
I looked up to my right and saw a massive display of white trails 
in the sky.  
    I felt very disturbed by this unusual sighting and decided to 
leave the area to investigate this strange phenomenon. The two 
men tried to block my exit, but I pushed my way through and 
succeeded in freeing myself from their hold. They tried to take 
my mobile phone but didn’t succeed in accomplishing that either. 



Once I was in the clear, I pointed my camera towards the sky and 
managed to take a few photographs of the anomaly. 
    I noticed dark clouds beginning to form above me and looked 
down at my mobile phone, which miraculously turned into a 
tablet. The top half of the tablet was broken, which partially 
separated the top from the bottom. I thought, “Great!” I looked 
up into the perilous skies ahead and noticed a black triangular 
shaped spacecraft hovering in the near distance.  
    The UFO displayed white lights underneath, which looked 
more like landing gears than a row of floodlights. I then saw a 
thin white laser beam shooting out from the craft, which 
penetrated the tablet I was holding in my hands. I was shocked by 
an electric current, which coursed through my entire being and 
woke from my sleep. 
    I was feeling very drained of energy and decided to go back to 
sleep. I travelled out-of-body again and found myself sitting on 
the concrete footpath alongside my house. I noticed a large 
electrical circuit box attached to the aluminium fence and found 
this very unusual because the electrical circuit box is located on 
the opposite side of the house in this waking reality. Whilst my 
eyes were focused on the circuit box, I noticed a being of human 
appearance materialise in front of me.  
    The being stepped out from behind this box and began to walk 
towards me, hitting his head on the metallic contraption along the 
way. I cringed at the pain he must have felt and asked him if he 
was ok. The being looked at me and said, “your friend just sent 
me a text telling me that you were feeling a little jealous.” 
     I reached out to shake his hand and asked him for his name. 
He said, “I’m Michael,” in a soft tone of voice. As he walked 
closer towards me, I noticed the colour of his eyes transform into 
a light golden-brown hue. I gazed into his eyes for a few seconds 
and felt a very special connection within my being. It felt like 
home. It also reminded me of my very first spiritual encounter at 
the age of four, whilst visiting relatives in Hungary.  
(See chapter 1). 
    Michael spoke to me again, but his words weren’t fully audible 
and it came across as a stumbled whisper instead. I thought I 



heard him provide me with another name before he bashfully 
bowed his head down towards the ground. He seemed very 
reserved and shy.  
    I noticed and felt his overly large plump right hand and began 
to investigate it further. Feeling his hands reminded me of holding 
my father’s hand as he passed away in 2001, before waking from 
my sleep. 
 

    Why was I feeling a little jealous in my waking reality? We 
all experience negative emotions in our lives and it's totally 
natural to do so. It’s a part of being human. It also brought 
me back to a supposed past life dream.  
(See chapter 4: 29 December 2013).  
    In this waking reality, I was struggling to fit into certain 
social groups and found it extremely painful to be around 
certain people who were constantly happy. I wondered if I 
would ever find the happiness that I so desperately craved 
for in this lifetime. It seemed so out of reach. 
    It was time that I found my own happiness, instead of 
relying on others to help me feel that way. I began doing 
things that I enjoyed, which gradually brought me more 
peace and happiness in my life. I am so very blessed to have 
met so many wonderful individuals in my life along the way, 
who feel the same way in return. 
    When you hold a positive outlook, you will start attracting 
more positive things into your life. It is a universal law. I just 
wish we were more focused on unity, rather than division. 
Wouldn’t this world be a better place if others only accepted 
you the way that you are, and listened to what you had to 
share with them, without judgement, or thinking you have 
gone insane? 
    This includes sharing my dream encounters, along with 
certain research I have conducted, relating to what I have 
learned in this waking reality. If your friends are unable to 
accept you for who you are then that is their problem, not 
yours. Let it go. Maybe it was time for me to form new 



friendships with people out there who have gone through 
similar experiences.  
    

5 October 2015 – Another Timeline/ Possible Past Life 
    A white cat jumped onto my bed and woke me from my sleep, 
within the dream of a dream. The feline was soaking wet and left 
small puddles of water on top of the doona covers, as it walked 
across the dry linen.  
    I heard a crowd of people yelling and screaming in a hysterical 
manner. I hopped out of bed to see what all the fuss was about 
and soon discovered that I wasn’t at home in my house.  
    My bedroom door opened up to a dusty dirt road where I saw 
a large crowd of people running for their lives in a panicked state. 
I glanced across the narrow street and noticed old ancient 
dwellings, which were made out of mud bricks. I looked up the 
street and noticed a market stall, which was constructed out of 
wood and had a straw roof. I found myself in a totally different 
time in earth’s history and I was uncertain of the location.  
    I looked around and noticed my cat hiding beneath the bed and 
quickly reached underneath to gather her up into my arms. A 
young woman came running through my bedroom, anxiously 
advising me to leave. I didn’t argue or hesitate and woke from my 
sleep shuddering. 
   
    This period in time reminds me of the fall of Atlantis and 
Lemuria, which sank underneath the ocean thousands of years 
ago. (See chapter 4: 28 Oct 2013). Could I have possibly lived 
there in a past life?  
    This dream also reflects the large body of water I found myself 
immersed in a few days ago. (See 1 October 2015).  
     
11 October 2015 – Another Timeline/ Dimension 
    I found myself sitting in the passenger seat of a semi-truck. I 
didn’t know the driver, but felt safe in his presence and knew no 
harm would come to me. The landscape didn’t look very familiar 
to me and I didn’t know where we were going. It almost felt like 
I was visiting another planet. 



    I soon felt my physical body beginning to call me back into it, 
as I desperately needed to relieve myself. I decided not to mention 
it to the driver and focused more on the journey ahead because I 
was curious to find out where we would end up on our travels.  
    The driver must have sensed my urgency and decided to find a 
suitable place to pull over. He informed me that he needed to 
make a pit stop. We turned off the main street and drove up a dirt 
road, which led to a country property. We both hopped out of the 
truck and began searching for a suitable restroom, but we weren’t 
having much luck in locating one. 
    We continued walking around the area and noticed a small 
workshop that was open for business. I saw young women sewing 
pieces of fabric together in the shed, but we decided not to disturb 
them and walk past it instead. We began to walk across a paddock 
when the driver of the semi turned around and noticed a woman 
walking behind us.  
    I turned around and saw an older woman standing a short 
distance away. She was very graceful in her appearance and 
reminded me of a sage. She had whitish/ grey wavy shoulder 
length hair, blue eyes and was wearing a long blue floral printed 
dress.  
    We stared at each other for a short period of time in a deja vu 
state. She gave me the impression that we knew each other, but I 
have never met her in this lifetime. I woke from my sleep in the 
early hours of the morning, desperately needing to relieve myself. 
Isn’t it always the way? 
 

    I really need to stop having cups of tea before bedtime. The 
older woman in my dream may have been someone I crossed 
paths with in another lifetime. I’m happy to have held on as 
long as I did to meet her. It was a special and significant 
reunion.  
 

12 October 2015 – This Waking Reality/ Dream Premonition  
    The weather here in the southern hemisphere is slowly 
beginning to warm up. I have been waking up at dawn to go for 
walks along the beach, which I find very healing. I like to ground 



myself to the earth with bare feet, and to connect with the sun, 
which helps me to release negative emotions and become more 
connected with nature.  
    I was especially grateful to be alive this morning as I thought 
about my peaceful existence, compared to those people who are 
suffering in war-torn countries. It was such a beautiful morning 
and I thoroughly enjoyed my time in meditation.  
    Affirmation for today: “I am beautiful, I am unique, I am light 
and I am love”. I would also like to thank my spirit guides and 
source creator for being there for me in times of need. 
    As I wandered further along the sand, I noticed a small tree 
branch, which had been sticking out of the sand and presumably 
left there by someone the previous day. I was surprised to see it 
still standing upright, as it was high tide, and the tiny thin branch 
was receiving a battering by the waves that were gradually 
closing in on the shore. (See 23 September 2015). 
 

    The tree branch reminded me of the human endurance and 
spirit we all possess inside of us. There are times when we all 
receive a battering in life, but the storm eventually passes 
and leaves us with a sense of serenity. At times we tend to 
judge ourselves more than what we think others might, and I 
have learnt not to judge myself so harshly. 
    It was time for me to let go of the shame, guilt and anger 
that I felt within my being, and to reclaim my sovereignty 
from others control and manipulation once and for all. I am 
an enlightened multidimensional being, having a human 
experience in this earthly dimensional realm and no one has 
the power to hold dominion over me. I am free! 
 

24 October 2015 - This Waking Reality 
    I have been thinking a lot about my mother lately, after she 
contacted me the other day, and decided to give her a call to see 
how she was doing. I haven’t seen her for a while and felt the 
need to visit. She was in a positive mood when I spoke to her on 
the phone, and I decided to take both my mother and godmother 
out for the day.  



    We all drove to a beachside coffee shop, followed by a short 
stroll along the beachfront concrete path. It was a pleasant spring 
day and we all had a wonderful time together. It was a day that I 
will always remember and hold very close to my heart.  
    Don’t ever give up on your loved ones, but don’t let them use 
and abuse you either. Make it loud and clear to them, including 
yourself, that you are not willing to be used, or abused, in any 
shape way or form. If this cannot be achieved straight away, then 
maybe it would be in your best interest to separate yourself from 
this negative environment for a while. They will eventually 
realise the negative impact they have created, and hopefully, 
change their negative ways and behaviour towards you in the 
future.  
    Sometimes we just need to let go and provide others with the 
time to heal. This involves becoming more present and aware of 
the other person’s needs and feelings. Step into their shoes for a 
day and feel what they feel. Listen to what they have to say, 
without judging and comparing things to your own ego or 
thinking they dislike you. 
    Your family will always love you in the end, no matter what 
happens, and yes you can choose your friends but not you're 
family. In all honesty, I wouldn’t want to choose my friends over 
my family, however, we are all a human family and need to look 
after each other. I don’t visit my mother as often as I used to, but 
as the saying goes, absence makes the heart grow fonder.  
 
1 November 2015 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    Prior to waking up this morning and still in a lucid dream state, 
I found myself in my living room. The phone rang and I answered 
it. The man on the other end of the line introduced himself as 
Alex. He asked me a question and provided me with three options. 
He said, “If you were to describe yourself, which one of these 
words would you choose?” I can only remember the last option 
he gave to me, which was “sophisticated,” and I decided to choose 
it over the first two answers.  
 



    He spoke very fast and I was experiencing difficulties in 
digesting all of the information that was being presented to 
me in the dream.  
    When you’re in the dream state, your brain function 
performs slower than normal, being more in the theta and 
delta states. When you’re awake you’re brain functions at a 
higher beta level of conscious awareness.  
    This may be one of the reasons why some people 
experience difficulties in remembering their dreams upon 
awakening. 
 

    Back to the dream… Alex told me that he was going to come 
over for a visit with a female named “Wilma.” I thought, “ok.” 
The knock on my door was instantaneous and occurred right 
before I was able to hang up the phone.  
    I opened the door and found Alex and Wilma standing outside. 
I invited them both in and noticed that Alex failed to make eye 
contact with me again. He was more concerned about keeping a 
watch around the surrounding perimeter.  
    I found this very odd, but not unusual, as I have taken note of 
his worrisome behaviour in a much previous dream.  
(See chapter 3: April 2013).  
    I had never met Wilma and found her very unusual, not to 
mention exotic. She didn’t say anything and oddly stood there 
staring at me instead.  
    She reminded me of someone from the Amazon or Egypt and 
had larger than normal dark brown eyes, long straight dark brown 
hair, which was tied back in a ponytail. She looked very 
conservative in the dress style she had chosen and was wearing 
natural shades of makeup, which only defined her larger than 
normal eyes.  
 

    Who are these beings and what were they looking for? 
What did they want from me? Why didn’t they want to speak 
to me? Who were they hiding from and what was their true 
agenda? I found this visitation quite eerie, but not 
threatening in nature. 



9 December 2015 – Another Dimension/ UFOs 
    In this dream, I was running through a forest with two younger 
adults, whom I didn’t know and have never met in this lifetime. 
We all came to a clearing in the woods and stood there 
overlooking a large green wide-open field. The two individuals 
that I was travelling with ran around the corner and ended up back 
in the forest, where I lost sight of them completely. 
    I stood there gazing across the field for a short while, taking in 
the luscious green flat landscape. It was breathtaking and 
peaceful. Something caught my attention, as I looked up into the 
clear blue sky. I noticed a fleet of four mother ships, or large 
UFO’s, uncloaking themselves and entering into visual sight.  
    They were hovering fairly close to ground level, which I found 
very unusual. The mother ships were pure white in colour and 
triangular in shape. They were all grouped together and slightly 
resembled craft I had only seen in previous sci-fi movies. I was 
clearly able to distinguish them as battlecruisers.  
    My eyes were literally glued to the four cruisers, until one of 
them decided to leave and dematerialised into thin air, within the 
blink of an eye. The craft took off so fast that it left a white cloudy 
spiral trail behind it. I began to focus more on the cloud of dust it 
left behind, rather than paying attention to the other crafts in the 
vicinity. 
    When my eyes slowly adjusted and came into a larger field of 
focus, I only saw two of the white mother ships still hovering 
above me. They appeared further away from their original 
positioning and looked much smaller in size. I slowly became 
more aware of my physical body and woke up in a state of awe. 
 

    I am not aware or have never been notified, of pure white 
triangular shaped spacecraft. I have only heard about the 
black ones.  
    Who were these interstellar beings and where were they 
originally from? Was this a past life memory, or just a 
figment of my imagination after watching certain sci-fi 
movies in the past? 

  



    These past few years of dream journaling have been filled with 
mystery, awesome new discoveries, life lessons and so much 
more. When I asked the universe for a glimpse into my ancestral 
lineage and past, I never expected the answers to be returned to 
me in the dream world. It’s been an amazing journey so far. 
    I encourage each and every one of you to keep your own dream 
journal and to write as much information down as possible, even 
if they don’t make much sense to you upon awakening. 
Eventually, all of the pieces of the puzzle will come together and 
you will have a greater understanding of what your dreams mean, 
as you go back to analyse them at a much later date.  
 
…………………………………………………………………... 
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Chapter 7 
 

Astrological Signs, the Tarot and Numerology 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I am not an astrologist, numerologist, or an expert at reading the 
tarot. However, I have recently stumbled across certain pieces of 
information, which I have found very interesting and valuable. I 
would like to add these to the messages I have received so far 
from my spirit guides in previous chapters.  
    I initially became interested in learning the tarot and 
numerology as a teenager, because I craved for the knowledge my 
parents weren’t able to fully provide to me, through their own 
lack of education and training.  
    However, I didn’t have anyone to provide me with the proper 
training on how to use these divination tools correctly and needed 
to focus more on my schoolwork back in those days and gave up 
on the idea of studying it until much later in my life. 
    These divination tools have reflected parts of my own personal 
life’s journey and offered some much-needed clarity and 
directions to consider on my path.      
    In my own personal views, the tarot cards and other divination 
tools, only serve as a guide and shouldn’t influence, or take 
complete control of one’s life. 
    To my understanding and after researching parts of 
Astrotheology, our solar system entered into a new age on the 21 
December 2012. We were in the sign of Pisces for the last two 
thousand years and have now crossed over into the sign of 
Aquarius, or better known as the Aquarian age.  
    The earth ascended over the galactic plane in 2012 and has 
come out of the dark Piscean era. It is now heading into a more 



enlightened and golden age, filled with illumination for all. As a 
result of this galactic crossing, our entire solar system is now 
receiving more light energy from the central sun, because there 
are no galaxies blocking its path. Our physical bodies are also 
receiving more light frequencies, which are coming from the 
central sun, allowing our DNA to be upgraded as a result. 
    The precession of the equinox cycle period takes 
approximately 26,000 years to complete. It’s better known as the 
great platonic year in astrology, where the twelve signs of the 
zodiac each take turns at ruling a two-thousand-year period.  
    The Age of Aquarius brings with it an awakening and a higher 
conscious awareness, freeing us all from the bondage of slavery, 
domination, and the control of others. 
    Born on the 15 February places me into the house of Aquarius 
and on the cusp of Pisces of about four days. This means that I 
will feel the influence of both signs because they have a tendency 
to bleed into each other. 
    In mid-October of 2015, my attention slowly drifted towards 
certain pieces of information, regarding two different tarot cards. 
Following my research, I discovered that the astrological zodiac 
sign of Aquarius is associated with the Star tarot card. Pisces, 
being my cusp sign, is associated with the Moon tarot card. 
 
The Star Tarot Card – (Aquarius) 
    The star tarot card represents a time of renewal, hope, 
spirituality, trust, healing, growth, transformation, inspiration, 
and positive opportunities. It is a positive card unless it’s turned 
upside down, and then it has the reverse meaning.  
 
The Moon Tarot Card – (Pisces) 
    The upright meaning of the Moon tarot card is associated with 
a more negative representation. It is the complete opposite of the 
positive aspects of the Star tarot card unless it’s turned upside 
down, which would provide a more positive meaning. 
    The Moon tarot card represents, illusion, insecurities, fear, 
weaknesses, and our shadow side. Maybe this is one of the 



reasons why I was advised not to focus my attention on the moon 
in a previous dream. (See chapter 5: 25 March 2014).  
    The moon also provides you with a perfect example of how the 
tides on the ocean are affected, including our mental and 
emotional bodies. From what I have gathered through 
researching, our physical bodies are made up of at least sixty per 
cent of water. We wouldn’t have ocean tides if it weren’t for the 
moon in our solar system, and our emotions would probably be 
more stable. 
    I found the moon tarot card ironic because the moon in my birth 
chart is located in the astrological sign of Libra. Libra represents 
the scales in astrology and it signifies balance, as well as 
indecisions, which I have struggled with in my life.      To my surprise and bewilderment, I discovered 
similarities of both tarot cards reflecting my past and present life. 
A fork in the road is seen here, showing two different paths to 
choose from. One road has been shown to lead towards a positive 
outcome and the other towards a negative one. These two cards 
were guiding me towards higher enlightenment for further growth 
and transformation. 
    The meanings behind these two tarot cards reveal the light and 
shadow aspects of my life’s path, including the past, present, and 
a possible negative future if I failed to change the negative path 
that I was travelling on. It was a warning for me to change the 
way I thought and to turn negative patterns into positive ones. I 
know which path I would much prefer, but I also know how 
difficult it can be to change these negative self-destructive 
patterns. 
    Everything in the universe is made up of energy and all forms 
of energy hold a vibrational frequency. There are two polarities, 
which are positive and negative in nature. They can also be 
defined as masculine and feminine, light and darkness and so 
forth.  
    When you’re living in a state of love you are vibrating at the 
higher end of the spectrum. When you’re living in a state of fear, 
you’re vibrating at a lower level and this is where illness in the 
body begins to manifest.  



    Astrotheology and astrology have helped me better understand 
the concept of “as above, so below” and “as within, so without,” 
which are influenced by the cause and effect of these wandering 
stellar energies. The macrocosm affects the microcosm.  
    When I reflected back at my childhood, I realised that I began 
losing valuable parts of my true identity, due to other people’s 
negative influences and control. I was being shaped and moulded 
into someone I was not, and heading down a very chaotic and 
negative path.  
    We all come into this world innocent and pure, before being 
educated, shaped, and moulded into the way society has become 
today. We are taught to obey and to repeat things over and over 
again, which slowly takes most of us into that type of 
psychological mindset of repetitive thoughts, and sets us on a path 
of manipulation, control, and confusion.   
     Sometimes I feel like I am on a merry-go-round, only wanting 
the ride to end. It’s exhausting, self-limiting, and it only takes you 
further away from listening to your own inner guidance system.  
    I was tired of living in a world of discouragement, despair, self-
dissociation, and self-hate. It’s up to each individual to change 
their own path in life for the better and to seek out their own 
unique happiness. Nobody can do it for you. 
    I would like to perceive the next half of my life of being more 
aligned and in balance with my higher self, where it can function 
at a higher and lighter vibrational frequency, rather than at a lower 
and heavier one. Thus, focusing more on the positives rather than 
the negatives. 
    There have been times in my life where I have fallen back into 
old habits and negative behaviours. The key here is to recognise 
them as soon as they arise and to re-evaluate those negative 
destructive patterns before they get too out of control. It takes 
time, practise and patience to rewire or to reprogram yourself 
from these negative and self-limiting belief systems.  
    Life is filled with upheavals and in trying to make sense of who 
you are and what your here to do, until you break through the veil 
and begin observing things from a different perspective.  



    The darker periods in my life were more of a blessing in 
disguise and nothing to fear. FEAR, or false evidence appearing 
real, is only an illusion. Sometimes we need to experience the 
dark side of life to really appreciate the light. 
    The path that you chose is entirely up to you and we all have 
the free will to choose our own destiny. This is why it’s so 
important to question everything and to listen to your own 
intuition, or inner guidance system. 
    I believe that every problem has a solution, no matter how 
minuscule, or intricate it may be. However, you won’t find that 
solution if your out of balance or operating from the negative side 
of the spectrum. 
    Coming into a more balanced state enables you to focus on 
finding a solution to whatever that problem may be. I have found 
going for long walks in nature very helpful, as it clears the mind, 
and helps you to come into a more relaxed and aligned state of 
conscious awareness.    
    My life slowly began to move forward, after it had been so 
fixated in negativity. I like to view my past struggles as lessons 
of growth, development, and transformation. I have come to 
accept them for what they are. Only Teachers. 
   I needed to come into a more pure and self-loving state within 
myself, which I still struggle with from time to time. Why? Since 
childhood, I have craved for my mother’s love and affection the 
most but felt rejected and unloved. 
    I was very blessed to have met Goldie, being my very first dog. 
She taught me what unconditional love and happiness felt like, 
along with my childhood friend. However, the day came when I 
was forced to say goodbye to those simple pieces of joy in my 
life, during the course of my mother and father’s divorce. 
    Over the years I had developed a certain degree of mistrust in 
people, especially with those who wanted to love me. I began 
pushing them away, out of fear of getting hurt again. This attitude 
was clearly not heading in the right direction.  
     Instead of fighting back, or arguing with my mother for 
example and thinking that I needed to defend myself all the time, 
I sat there fully present with her one day. I observed and listened 



to what she had to say, without taking any of it personally. The 
way that she felt about my father was not my responsibility. I was 
not to blame for what happened between the two of them and it 
was something that my mother needed to sort out for herself.  
    I acknowledged her angry response by saying, “I’m really sorry 
that you feel that way and I sympathise with you.” When I shared 
my heartfelt thoughts with my mother, she immediately calmed 
down and hardly said a word to me. She was shocked when I 
didn’t fight back and her only response was feeling sorry for 
herself instead. She was confused, wondering why I felt so 
empathetic towards her, and most probably felt a little ashamed 
and guilty at the same time. 
    Most of the time these individuals need to vent or to release 
their emotions onto others. However, sometimes they don’t 
realise they are affecting those closest to them as a result. 
Unfortunately, some of us are so caught up in the middle of their 
dramas and that’s when problems start to escalate. Fighting, or 
arguing back, only escalates the situation and it doesn’t get you 
anywhere in the end. 
    Instead of arguing and becoming defensive, try to help them by 
getting to the root cause of their problems by asking them 
questions. I know that this can become a daunting and painful 
task, especially when you’re dealing with a difficult family 
member, but the results are worth it in the end.  
    If you are unable to resolve or to heal a relationship, then 
perhaps it’s better to leave, because you don’t want to keep going 
back into an abusive environment.  
    In my mother’s case, she needs to forgive my father and to 
move on from that unhappy period in her life. In my case, I 
needed to stop feeling like the accused, or the victim, when in true 
fact I am neither. I love both of my parents very much and have 
learned not to get so deeply involved with their problems. 
    I decided to contact my uncle in Hungary one evening and 
discovered that my mother was subjected to a much stricter 
upbringing, compared to her male siblings growing up.  
    It just goes to prove that love and affection were missing in her 
life too, which was replaced by fear, anger, confusion, and 



frustration. Anger is like a defence mechanism, where the 
individual has become so traumatised in their life that they don’t 
trust anyone anymore. They feel they need to protect themselves 
from everyone they come into contact with, to prevent themselves 
from being hurt further. How do I know and understand this? I 
have experienced this false sense of security myself. 
    I only see my mother happy when it’s payday. Why? Because 
this was the type of mentality and conditioning that she was raised 
in and sadly this way of thinking still exists today. Money back 
in those days, especially after the wars in Europe, was held in 
higher regards, especially for a woman. A person’s social status 
was far more valued than a person’s natural talents or true 
spiritual essence. This conditioned way of living slowly became 
the foundations of a materialistic loving society.  
    I can now understand the reasons why I was so attracted to 
food, alcohol, and the materialistic world in the past. It was the 
only thing that made me feel a sense of joy and happiness, which 
only lasted a short term. It didn’t really satisfy or provide me with 
a sense of security and the love that I was craving for long term 
didn’t exist. Money and materialism were only there to serve as a 
substitute. It was a lesson that I needed to learn.     
    I have found crying to be one of the best releasing tools out 
there. It really works and you feel so much better after a crying 
session. This also applies to males, because they have a feminine 
side also, which shouldn’t be suppressed. We all have a feminine 
and masculine side inside of us, as well as a positive and a 
negative. Everything in the universe has a light and dark, or a 
positive and negative polarity; otherwise, a balance wouldn’t 
exist. 
    The worst thing that you can do is to give up on healing 
yourself, and there were many times when I almost did. I began 
abusing alcohol and almost became an alcoholic until I realised 
there were people out there who genuinely loved and cared about 
me. I wasn’t only hurting myself and discovered that it was 
affecting them too.      
    One day I woke up and realised that a baby will keep falling 
until it learns how to walk. The baby doesn’t say, “I have had 



enough of trying to walk” and gives up. The baby keeps trying 
until he or she reaches that successful stage of being able to walk, 
during its growth and development cycle. 
    Whether we choose to believe it or not, we all chose our parents 
and our life purpose, before coming into this world. My mother’s 
nature was aggressive, compared to my father’s more passive 
approach. I needed to balance these two traits and bring them into 
a more balanced and positive alignment. 
    There is always help, or guidance, available out there for those 
who seek it and aren’t afraid to search. I am not able to find a 
solution to everyone’s problems and am still learning myself. I 
hope this has inspired you all to become more optimistic and 
open-minded. I am slowly beginning to heal past wounds and in 
finding my own true happiness as a result. It does take time, so 
please be patient with yourself and stop beating yourself up in the 
process of thinking you’re a failure because you’re not. It’s 
simply just a learning curve and a human experience. 
    In the messages that were provided to me, I discovered that I 
needed to come into a more balanced state of conscious 
awareness, especially when surrounded by negative influences 
and issues. I needed to see the other person’s truths, before seeing 
my own. I needed to listen more and to see things for what they 
were, instead of jumping to conclusions and going off the deep 
end, so to speak.  
    In the end, we are our own best healers. Don’t ever give up on 
yourself and seek professional advice, if required. If I can do it, 
so can you.  
     
Numerology 
    Numbers have always fascinated me, especially after seeing so 
many repetitive sequences since 2010. I decided to investigate the 
hidden meanings behind these odd and even figures, to gain a 
better understanding of their influence and vibratory fields. 
  

    Can numbers provide us with messages and further insight 
into our past and present lives? Can it assist us in our 
evolutionary path? I believe that it can only serve as an 



educational tool in the end, and to help guide us to what we 
may need to learn about ourselves. 
 

    I used the Pythagorean numerology formula to calculate the 
mysteries and hidden messages, which lay behind my name and 
date of birth. 
    As you can see in the table below, each letter has an assigned 
number. Your name and date of birth are calculated using this 
formula, where it is added and reduced to a single digit. This 
single digit numerical value is what provides the reader with their 
final results, behind that specific numerical vibration.  
 
Pythagorean Conversion Table 
 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 
A B C D E F G H I 
J K L M N O P Q R 
S T U V W X Y Z  

 
 
Life Path Number 
    Your Life Path number is said to be the most important in your 
numerology chart. To put it simply it focuses on your personal 
life’s journey, which includes opportunities, challenges, and 
lessons you will experience in this lifetime. 
    To find your Life Path number you need to add your date of 
birth together and reduce it to a single digit numerical value. 
 
Life Path number example: 
15 February 1971 
 
1+5 = 6 
Feb is the second month = 2      
1+9+7+1 = 18 = 9 
6+2+9 = 17 = 8  
 
A Life Path number of 8 reveals: 



- Finances. 
- Balance. 
- Authority. 
- Well Organised. 
- Career and business. 
- Leadership Skills. 
- Being Ambitious. 

 
    I have always been led to believe that money was 
important to have because it provided you with a better 
quality of life. Having financial security, meant the difference 
between having your needs met, or going without.  
    I’ve learned my lessons the hard way, which I personally 
feel is the best way of learning any life lesson. If you don’t 
experience life, how can you fully understand the emotions 
behind them? I know what I like and dislike. I believe that I 
have brought certain negative vibrational frequencies, from 
a past life into this one, which I needed to correct and bring 
into more alignment.  
    I was mostly introverted during my childhood but 
gradually became more extroverted, after leaving school. 
One of the jobs I held reflected a certain amount of 
leadership and authority, being a security officer. It brought 
me out of my shell and also into the spotlight, which I didn’t 
really feel all that comfortable with and ended up with severe 
anxiety in the end. However, keeping yourself in isolation 
doesn’t really help your life’s purpose either. 
    I developed an unhelpful attitude towards others and 
myself where I felt the constant need to defend and protect 
myself, especially with certain male counterparts in the 
workplace. This negative attitude slowly led me to become a 
professional escapist, through alcohol addiction, until I woke 
up to the realisation that it wasn’t going to solve my 
problems, or panic attacks. 
    I have held managerial positions, prior to joining the 
security industry. I don’t like being led by others and prefer 



to lead myself. I would have to say that I’m fairly well 
organised and ambitious, give or take. 
      

    * There are five major cores and other parts in numerology to 
explore, but I will keep it simple in this book. I found the 
“Pinnacles of Life Cycle” the most intriguing and decided to 
examine that instead. 
  
Pinnacles of Life Cycles 
    Your Pinnacles of Life Cycle is designed to provide you with 
your life’s path from birth to death. This is calculated by using 
the numbers from your date of birth.  
    The first pinnacle reading is from birth to the age of 27 – 35, 
depending on your life path number. My life path number is an 8 
and my first pinnacle is from 0 – 28 years of age. The results are 
found by adding the day and month of your birth only. 
 
1st Pinnacle example: 
15 February 
 
1+5 = 6 
Feb = 2 
6+2 = 8 
 
The first pinnacle added up to an 8. The characteristics of the 8 
vibrations are the same and listed above.  
     
    The second pinnacle is between the ages of 28 - 37 years. The 
results are obtained by adding the day and year of birth. 
 
2nd Pinnacle example: 
15 & 1971 
1+5 = 6 
1+9+7+1 = 18 = 9 
6+9 = 15 = 6 
 
The second pinnacle added up to 6 and it represents: 



- Families and Responsibilities. 
- Providing comfort and healing to others. 
- Loving, understanding and compassionate. 
- A sense of duty and service. 
- Sacrificing. 
- Protecting. 

 
    During this time in my life, I was working in the security 
industry and came to the aid of many souls in need. 
    I’ve always looked after my mother more, even though it’s 
been mentally and emotionally draining on my part. I noticed 
that I needed to stop controlling her, because, in the end, it’s 
up to my mother, to heal herself. I also cared for my 
terminally ill father in this time frame. 
    I have mostly been a compassionate, loving, and 
understanding human being towards others, which has been 
rewarding on so many levels.  

 
    The third pinnacle reading is from 37 – 46 years. This is added 
by using the results of pinnacles 1 and 2.  
 
3rd pinnacle example: 
1st pinnacle = 8 
2nd pinnacle = 6 
8+6 = 14 = 5 
 
The third pinnacle added up to 5 and its meanings are as follows: 

- Adventurous and enjoys freedom. 
- Daring, curious, loves exploring and seeking knowledge. 
- Life can become unstable, self-indulgent, especially 

abusing drugs/ alcohol. 
 

    During this period of my life, I have been quite 
adventurous and dared to have an open mind into exploring 
hidden truths. 
    I am a bit of a loner, but I also enjoy the tranquillity and 
freedom that it offers at times. 



    I also fell into a cycle of alcohol abuse, which has been my 
downfall, and something that I needed to learn how to 
manage and control. 

 
    The fourth pinnacle is from the age of 46 and lasts up until the 
end of your life cycle. This is calculated by adding the month and 
year of birth. 
 
4th pinnacle example: 
February 1971 
 
Feb = 2 
1+9+7+1 = 18 = 9 
2+9 = 11  
 
The fourth pinnacle adds up to the number 11, which is also a 
master number. Master numbers are not reduced in the pinnacle 
cycles and it represents: 

- High spiritual perception and the most intuitive.  
- Psychic awareness.  
- Illuminated and new ideas. 
- Energetic and influential. 
- Can become anxious and shy. 
- The number 11 balances the feminine and masculine 

energies. 
 

    I was surprised to see the number eleven turning up at the 
end of my life’s cycle. I still continue to see this number 
appearing on digital clocks from time to time. I have 
experienced and learned so much and am looking forward to 
the next chapter of my life.   

 
    These are just some of the synchronicities, which I have found 
insightful, and ones that have carried some weight of significance 
in my life. 



    The key to healing oneself is to do the things that you love and 
enjoy doing, as well as helping those in need along the way. This 
will provide you with the most happiness in the end. 
    There you have it, folks. There’s a lot you can discover about 
a person just by looking at their astrology and numerology charts. 
However, I like to see these as learning tools to expand one’s 
conscious awareness and nothing more. There is no magic crystal 
ball. In the end, it’s up to the individual to do his or her own work 
in helping themselves and others, including this beautiful planet 
that we live on. 
 
………………………………………………………………… 
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Chapter 8 
 

Recalling Dreams & Journaling 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I lay in bed meditating one evening when I noticed my pineal 
gland suddenly burst open. I experienced a huge white flash 
of light entering my third eye along with a popping sound, 
which made me almost jump out of bed.  
    I’ve never experienced anything like it and I had no pre-
warning of this happening. It was something completely new 
to me and I will never forget the experience.  

     
    Believe it or not, our souls leave our physical bodies each and 
every time we sleep. I have met many people who are unable to 
remember their dreams. Why is this so?  
    Your pineal gland is responsible for producing melatonin at 
night, which assists with sleep. If your pineal gland is calcified it 
will cause issues in melatonin being released. 
    There are also many environmental and health factors that 
come into play and these include: 
 
• Diet and Exercise 

 
    A healthy mind requires a healthy body. When you consume 
unhealthy foods or foods that weigh you down, you become 
very drained in energy. This prevents your mind from 



functioning at its peak where it becomes very sluggish, just 
like your physical body becoming drained in energy.  
    Eating a healthy balanced diet with a good source of fresh 
fruits and vegetables will help you become more active and 
consciously aware. Listen to your body and provide it with 
good nutrition throughout the day. 
    This is not to say that people can’t indulge from time to time, 
but just become more mindfully aware of what you’re putting 
into your physical body, and consume more nutritional foods, 
rather than unhealthy options. 
    Fresh is always best and I totally agree. I have noticed 
differences in my own body especially after consuming 
processed foods. I used to feel very lethargic and never felt like 
exercising much.  
    Regular exercise assists with blood flow and in delivering 
the proper nutrients to vital cells in your physical body. Have 
you noticed how energised you feel after a workout? It takes 
energy to make energy, even if it’s only a half an hour stroll 
down the road.  
 
• Medications 
 
    After my father passed away in 2001, I became very 
depressed and was placed onto antidepressants. Whilst I was 
on this medication, I noticed that I wasn’t dreaming. Why?  
    The medication had a sedative effect on my mental and 
physical bodies. The added mercury gradually began to calcify 
my pineal gland in the process. 
    I am not advising people to stop taking their medications 
and this would be dangerous in many cases. In my case, 
however, the medication did not assist with the grieving 
process and only suppressed my emotions further.     
    What I needed, after my father passed away, was some good 
old-fashioned loving family support, instead of being 



misdiagnosed and placed immediately onto medication. This 
actually caused more harm than good, because I was constantly 
tired and just wanted to sleep.  
    The medication was only a band-aid solution, and the side 
effects were something I don’t ever wish to experience again. 
I slowly began to wean myself off the antidepressant 
medication in 2009, with the assistance of my local Doctor. 
    There is a light at the end of the tunnel and there are ways 
to reactivate your pineal gland. Listening to binaural beats at 
the theta brain wave level can help stimulate the pineal gland, 
as well as chanting certain words like OM.  
    You can find more information and exercises on how to 
activate your pineal gland online. All you have to do is pick 
the one that resonates with you and expand from there. It 
worked for me and I gradually began to recall my dreams 
again.  
 
• Environmental Pollutants 
 
    Our drinking water contains certain additives. These 
chemical compounds may become detrimental to our health. 
This is why it is so important to filter your water. 
    Some other toxins that we are all exposed to include: heavy 
metals like mercury, aluminium, Barium and strontium to 
name a few.  
    You can detox from heavy metals by adding herbs like 
cilantro and chlorella to your soups, salads, casseroles, or a 
yummy green smoothie. 
 
• Lifestyle 
 
    When you’re bogged down with negative emotions like 
grief, anger, anxiety, and stresses after work, you’re less likely 
to wake up in a positive frame of mind. When you’re in a 



negative frame of mind, you’re most likely to focus on what’s 
upsetting you, rather than paying attention to what you have 
dreamt about.  
    I have found meditation very helpful when it came to quiet 
the mind and enjoy practising it on a daily basis, especially 
before sleep. It brings me into a more relaxed state and helps 
me to let go of negative thoughts and feelings. 
    I have also gotten into the practice of meditating after I have 
woken from my sleep. This process can also help you recall 
your dreams. 
    Gathered from my own experiences, as well as listening to 
what others had to say on this topic, I have included some 
helpful tips on how to help you recall your dreams and how to 
protect yourself when you’re in the dream world. 

 
Meditation and Protection 

 
    Meditating before going to sleep can help you to unwind, relax, 
and to release negative energies from your day. It may also help 
you sleep better and go into a deeper relaxed state of sleep. There 
are many different forms of meditation out there, but I prefer to 
do my own.  
    I like to begin by taking a few deep breaths and letting go of all 
negative thoughts and feelings on the out breath. This will help 
quiet the constant busy mind chatter, and to help you to come into 
a more relaxed and peaceful state.  
    Allow any thoughts that surface to come and go, without 
analysing them, or going deeper into that thought. If this happens, 
slowly bring your focus and attention back to your breathing and 
visualise your entire body beginning to relax again. Start from the 
tips of your toes and gradually work your way up to the top of 
your head, releasing any tension with the out breath. In other 
words, let whatever is bothering you go. 



    After you’ve grounded yourself and have come into a more 
relaxed state, imagine a place where you felt the most happiness. 
This can be a place that you have visited in this lifetime or not. 
Create your own special sacred place if you don’t have one. Be 
creative; explore the stars, etcetera... Listen to soft relaxing music 
and allow it to carry you away into a tranquil and beautiful 
environment. It’s your own personal journey and there’s no one 
around to judge or criticise you in the process.  
    Connect with your spirit guides, or source creator, and ask 
them to protect you in your travels during your dreams. I like to 
visualise a white, or golden coloured light surrounding me. 
 

Recalling Dreams 
 

    Focus your intentions on wanting to remember your dreams, 
before falling asleep. This may take a few days, or more to 
manifest. Don’t be discouraged if you don’t see results straight 
away and don’t force it to happen. Allow it to occur naturally. 
    The very first thing I do after waking up from a dream is to 
replay the whole dream scene back in my mind's eye, before 
writing it down. This process allows you to recover more memory 
and to avoid losing important pieces of information, from 
becoming buried deep within your subconscious mind. 
    As you replay and analyse the dream in your mind’s eye, go as 
deep into the experience as you possibly can. Work through the 
layers in order to gather the information you need to help you gain 
a better understanding of what you heard, saw and experienced 
during your travels.  
    Take note of any symbols, people, colours, or animals that may 
have been present in your dream. Step into being that animal, or 
person, or object. How do you see the world from their 
perspective? How would you feel being in their shoes? 
  



*Key: pay special attention to how you feel in your dream 
because your intuition will never lie to you. 

 
    Through my own personal experiences, I’ve noticed that I’m 
able to turn my ability to dream on and off. Sometimes I simply 
need a break, or a rest, from my travels. When I need a respite, I 
simply hold the intentions of doing so and it is done until I decide 
to switch those pathways on in my mind again.  
    Nothing is ever lost and everything is stored deep within the 
subconscious mind. It remains there until something, or someone 
triggers that specific memory like looking at a photograph, 
visiting a certain place, listening to a piece of music, or meeting 
up with somebody you have never met. 
    What if you have just experienced a nightmare and came into 
contact with a negative entity, or being? Ask them to identify 
themselves to find out what they want, and why they have decided 
to visit you. Based on universal laws, these negative beings, or 
entities, have to provide you with the truth. Maybe they need to 
share some important information with you, or maybe they just 
want to clear and heal some old karma. Don’t fear it and embrace 
it. 
    If you happen to attract a dark spirit and don’t feel comfortable 
in their presence, you have the power to ask them to leave. You 
can also ask your spirit guides, or source creator, for assistance. 
They will always be there for you, but they can’t intervene unless 
you give them permission.  
    Ask questions and listen. I know that this can be difficult to do 
and I am still trying to master it myself. Be patient and just 
practice. Hold the intention of being more consciously aware in 
the dream world, before falling asleep. 
    Looking deep inside of yourself and asking questions is the 
best way of understanding what you have experienced in your 
dreams. Your subconscious mind will never lie to you and you 
may have certain negative patterns, or karma, which need to be 
cleared and healed on some level. This includes past lives.   



    You have the power to wake yourself up or to change the dream 
scene if you don’t like it and feel uncomfortable, through the 
power of thought and by waking yourself up. Know that you are 
always in control and don’t be afraid to resolve issues, which may 
need your attention. 
 

Setting an alarm clock 
 

    Experiment by setting an alarm clock if you can. Set the alarm 
to wake you up at certain two hourly intervals and see what 
happens. This method will allow you to be in a much more lucid 
dream state. It will take time and practice to recall your dreams, 
but don’t give up. 
 

Asking your guides or source creator for help 
 

    Don’t be afraid to ask your guides, or source creator for help, 
especially when you’re in the dream state. Talk to them through 
prayer, prior to falling asleep and ask them to help you remember 
your dreams when you wake up. Holding the intention of 
recalling dreams can assist with that process also. 
    You can ask your spirit guides questions, which requires 
clarification in your waking life. At times, the answers we receive 
are not what we were expecting, but the universe always knows 
best. Trust it! 
    Your spirit guides and source creator are always there for you, 
but they can’t help you unless you ask. They won’t intrude on 
your free will choices and it is up to you to invite them to assist. 
 

Journaling 
 
    You don’t need to spend a fortune on purchasing a diary. I like 
to purchase the plain A4 ruled notebooks from the store. You can 



always cover your notebook to make it stand out, by using 
colourful paper and stickers to give it a more personal touch. 
    Keep your journal next to your bed and write down your 
dreams as soon as you wake up. Don’t forget to add the date and 
time. Include planetary alignments and moon cycles, if you 
choose, and notice the differences. This can come in very handy, 
especially when you’re analysing and cross-referencing your 
dreams or trying to understand certain planetary cycles within 
your field. 
    Don’t worry about trying to make sense of the meanings 
straight away, and focus more on writing everything you can 
remember in your journal, including how you felt. You can 
always add in the extra details later. 
    If you experience any blocks, or memory blackouts, take a few 
deep breaths and go into a meditative state. This will help trigger 
your memory, and allow you to find the missing pieces of the 
puzzle.  
    Be patient with yourself and don’t stress out too much if you’re 
unable to recall every single piece. It takes time, patience, and 
practice. 
    I like to research certain topics of interest on the Internet to 
gain further clarity and to obtain clues in expanding my 
awareness. This may also provide me with a much deeper insight 
into some of the elements associated with that specific dream 
theme. 
    This method of researching may lead me to discover further 
valuable pieces of information, and to reach a greater 
understanding of the messages that are provided to me in the 
dream. 
 

…………………………………………………………………... 
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Chapter 9 
 

2016 Journals – Completion 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I’ve noticed that my spirit guides rarely visited me in my 
dreams this year. In a sombre and slightly disappointed 
sense, I almost felt like they had abandoned me, but that 
wasn’t the case. In the end, we only abandon ourselves.  
    Our spirit guides and source will always be there for us, 
but it’s up to us alone to take full control and responsibility 
of our lives and to listen to our inner selves and intuitions 
more.  
     

11 January 2016 – Orb/ UFO/ This Waking Reality 
    I was unable to get to sleep and dawn was slowly approaching 
on this warm summer morning. It was still fairly dark outside at 
four o’clock and I wondered if I was ever going to get any sleep. 
I lay in bed staring up at the ceiling in meditation with my eyes 
open and noticed a faint white light filtering into my bedroom. 
The light came creeping through the tiny gaps of the eyelet 
curtains at the top of the window frame where it reflected a small 
portion of light onto the ceiling for a few seconds, before 
gradually fading into the darkness. 
    At first, I thought it was just the headlights of a car driving up 
the road, but I didn’t hear the sound of a motor and a car never 
drove past like it normally would. 
    My gut instincts raised me from my bed and I walked outside 
into my backyard for a breath of fresh air. I sat in an area where I 
was clearly able to see over the roof of my house and began to 



meditate upon a certain area, without knowing what I was about 
to see unfold before my very eyes.   
    The dark orange/ red coloured orb, or UFO, suddenly 
materialised from out of nowhere. This tiny craft began to slowly 
glide across the night sky at a low altitude. It was hovering in 
close proximity of my house moments before totally 
dematerialising into thin air. It left me in peace and vanished into 
the void after I asked it to leave telepathically. 
 

    This specific craft obviously had a cloaking devise 
mechanism and was able to appear and disappear at will. 
This hasn’t been the first inner knowing, or calling, that I’ve 
experienced and it most probably won’t be the last. I love the 
way they gracefully glide across the sky, without a single 
sound and much effort. (See chapter 6: 27 March 2015). 
    Did you notice the date? It’s the eleventh day of the first 
month. One eleven. I’ve been constantly seeing repetitive 
numerical sequences again of one and eleven. I guess it’s not 
just the clock that I should be paying attention to, but the 
dates of events too.  
    Who were the beings in that craft watching over me? 
Where were they from? Were they a benevolent species, or 
not? Was it a man-made craft or interstellar? What did they 
want from me? I feel that these are very important questions 
to ask. One must always use discretion and vigilance when 
making contact.  
    After a sleepless night and going through many life 
changes, I simply wasn’t in the mood to take part in 
communicating or being monitored by anyone, and just 
wanted to be left in peace. I felt a certain relief in knowing 
they honoured my wishes and it was a positive sign in my 
books. 
 

 
20 January 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    Seven months ago, I decided to update my worn-out old car 
and replaced it with a more reliable second-hand vehicle. It 



required a few minor repairs, which included the removal of a 
tiny piece of rust alongside the driver and passenger side window 
seals. The car was handed down to me by a friend, and the motor 
was still in top condition, but in the end, I was just very grateful 
to have a car to get around in instead of having to rely on public 
transport. 
    I drove to a licensed and qualified repairer yesterday and 
obtained a quote, which I found absolutely obscene. However, I 
didn’t want any further issues or higher expenses to occur in the 
future and decided to book the car in for repairs the next day. 
    I tossed and turned in bed last night, wondering if I had made 
the right decision in booking the car in for repairs at that specific 
workshop, and asked my spirit guides for assistance to provide 
me with further clarity. After getting only three hours of sleep, 
and not receiving any messages from my spirit guides, I began to 
give up on the thought of the extra expenses and lost sight of the 
need to worry about the quote. 
     The car was booked in for an early seven o’clock start and I 
decided to leave ten minutes prior to the scheduled appointment. 
I hopped into the car and started the engine, only to realise I had 
forgotten to reduce the volume on the stereo the previous day. 
    The noise volume seems to resonate at a higher level, during 
certain times of the morning, or late at night, and I was well aware 
of this. I like my neighbours and didn’t want to disturb them at 
this early hour. 
    I began to reduce the volume on the stereo, but it decided to 
travel in the reverse direction, which increased the volume 
instead. The volume control knob began to malfunction, as I 
tirelessly tried to lower the level in vain, but I didn’t have much 
luck and began to experience a panic attack instead. 
    After many failed attempts, I decided to turn the car off and ran 
upstairs to contact roadside assistance. I needed them to 
disconnect the stereo from the main power source to be able to 
drive it, without being pulled over by the authorities.  
    I didn’t know how long this was going to take and contacted 
the panel beater to cancel my booking for the time being. A 
roadside assistant arrived at my home within ten minutes of my 



making the call. He fiddled around with the control knob for 
several minutes, before managing to reduce the sound to a decent 
level. I thanked him for his services and felt a little embarrassed 
in return, but I also felt a sense of relief at the same time.  
    I thanked my spirit guides for answering my prayers and for 
providing me with a message that was very loud and clear. 
Spending all of that money, in the end, was really not required. 
  

    The universe works in mysterious ways and my spirit 
guides intervened in their own time. As a result, I learned 
how to repair the rust myself and saved a fortune in return. 

 
 26 January 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself in the park around the corner from where I live 
and was reminiscing with my spirit guides from previous visits. 
There wasn’t anyone else around in the dream, and we had the 
entire field to ourselves.    
    Samuel and I broke out into laughter over something he said 
when we heard someone’s cries for help. I looked over my right 
shoulder and noticed George senior leaning over in pain. On 
closer observation, I realised that he had sprained his left ankle 
and I ran over to his side to assist. I needed to get him back to my 
house to care for him, and wondered how I was going to do this 
without a car. 
    The scene changed and George and I were transported into my 
backyard. As I began to help George up off the ground, I looked 
up into the sky and noticed a few meteors heading our way. They 
were all beginning to enter earth’s atmosphere and were blazing 
down towards us one by one.  
    Some of these galactic rocks were large boulders in size, 
followed by smaller fragments. A few of them landed in the 
backyard and we all took cover behind a retaining wall before 
they exploded on impact. 
    I saw a few other people in my yard that I didn’t recognise. 
They were also trying to seek shelter from the fireballs that were 
fiercely raining down on us. The asteroids were coming in at a 
forty-five-degree angle from the southwest. They failed to create 



much of an impact as they crash-landed on the ground, which I 
found very odd.  
    A short time into our reign of terror, the meteor showers began 
to cease and we heard a peaceful and welcomed silence. I saw a 
window of opportunity to help George and the others into the 
house, where I felt a great sense of protection.  
    I helped George up off the ground and saw that he was in a lot 
more pain and discomfort. I needed to attend to his sprained ankle 
and began to assist him to the backdoor. I decided to keep a 
vigilant eye out for any more meteors, which may be heading our 
way after the initial wave. I just had a gut feeling that they would 
reappear and sure enough within a matter of seconds, the showers 
began to increase in intensity again. 
     As I looked up into the sky, I noticed one of the smaller 
fragments heading into our direction. I felt and heard the tiny 
fragment fly past my right ear, missing us by only a few 
millimetres. I guess we got lucky. 
    We all thankfully made it into the house safely and I carefully 
placed George beside the back door, below a window. I sat next 
to him and peeped through the vertical blinds where I noticed a 
larger number of smaller fragments cascading down from the sky, 
like a fiery waterfall. We were all very fortunate to have made it 
into the house at that time, and I didn’t see how we could have 
possibly survived the secondary impact outdoors.  
    I didn’t feel completely safe and secure sitting near the window 
and felt the need to move us into the next room, which was more 
shielded by a double brick exterior wall. I could see into the 
sunroom, from this vantage point, and noticed a young lady 
standing next to the windows. She was singing a lullaby to her 
baby, who was lying in a pram.  
    I tried to warn her to stay away from the windows, but the 
woman didn’t hear me and was more fixated on caring for her 
infant. She wore a printed floral dress, dating back to the 1960s, 
and her long blonde hair was neatly tight back into a bun. I woke 
from my sleep after this scene at seven forty in the morning.  
 



    George senior reminds me of a gentleman, whom I have 
crossed paths with in my waking reality, a few days after the 
very first dream I had of him in 2014. (See 9 June 2014). 
    In this waking reality, I was walking a friend’s dog in the 
park close to home, when I saw the man and greeted him as 
we walked past.  
    I was used to the regulars walking in that park but had 
never crossed paths with this specific gentleman. It was an 
odd experience and I should have stopped to chat with him, 
about my extraordinary experience, but I didn’t feel that he 
would’ve understood the possibilities of past lives, or dream 
premonitions.  
    Can you imagine walking up to a stranger and informing 
them of a dream you had about them, prior to crossing paths 
with them in your life? Maybe I will in the future. 
    I have included other references, which may be connected 
to a previous earthly timeline catastrophe scenario, relating 
to this dream event. (See chapter 6: 5 Oct 2015).  

 
9 February 2016 – Another Timeline/ Possible Past Life 
    I was walking towards a brown wooden door and knew that I 
wasn’t in my own home. I opened the front door and saw a female 
standing outside. There were other people in the house with me 
but I didn’t know who they were. The young woman at the door 
wanted me to go out with her and advised me to meet her around 
the back.  
    The scene changed and I was transported to the rear of this 
house, where I found myself standing at the top of a set of stairs. 
The staircase didn’t have any handrails and I felt a little concerned 
to walk down the narrow steps. I stopped and looked straight 
ahead and saw a beautiful mountain range in the distance. This 
awe-inspiring picturesque landscape reminded me of Machu 
Picchu. (See chapter 6: 5 September 2015).  
    The young woman was patiently waiting for me at the bottom 
of the stairs. I didn’t know who this woman was, but she came 
across as being a relative, or a friend. I walked down the stairs 
with caution, because I didn’t want to lose my balance and fall. I 



felt both of my legs beginning to tremble but I reached the bottom 
of the stairs safely. I greeted the woman with a smile and we both 
began to walk down the street together. 
    The scenery changed again and I noticed a park on my left-
hand side, as we walked along a concrete-built path. The luscious 
green pastures and majestic mountainous views on the opposite 
side looked very inviting. I felt like resting at a nearby bench, but 
we both continued walking ahead instead.  
    The scenery changed yet again, and I found myself walking 
home alone on a cobblestone road. I looked around and noticed 
other residential dwellings that were made out of mud bricks in 
the neighbourhood.  
    As I looked straight ahead, I noticed that I returned back to the 
same house I was previously in and dreaded the thought of having 
to go back inside, when all I wanted to do was explore. I began to 
stir from my sleep and woke up in my bed. 
 

    I would really love to visit the sacred site of Machu Picchu 
one day and feel that it’s calling me. I also need to let go of 
the fear of travelling all by myself and exploring new 
destinations overseas. 

 
17 February 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I found myself standing at the back door of my home and 
looking up into a clear blue sky. I saw a large number of medium-
sized soap bubbles gradually drifting down towards me, which I 
found odd.  
   A few of these bubbles turned into parachutes, as they floated 
closer to the ground. I noticed human figures underneath them 
and heard a man yell for help, as he desperately tried to avoid 
crash landing on the roof of my house. I wasn’t able to assist him 
and felt helpless. I covered up my eyes and could only pray for 
his safe landing.   
    The scene changed and I was transported into my sunroom. I 
turned around and saw three males and one female entering my 
home. I walked up to them and welcomed them, before waking 
from my sleep. 



 
    There is a skydiving club close to my home, and I notice 
parachuters falling out of the sky on occasions, but no one 
has actually landed in my back yard at this stage.  

 
23 February 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I saw a cluster of dark clouds hovering above me in a place that 
didn’t look familiar. These sinister formations slowly began to 
form funnels, which began to spiral downwards. I noticed these 
vortexes opening and closing over and over again, without them 
ever touching the earth.  
    I didn’t feel very comfortable in being there and wanted to 
leave the area immediately before one of them turned into a 
vicious tornado. 
    I looked up to my right and saw a priest standing on a short 
balcony reaching for my hand. As I looked behind him, I saw 
other people sitting inside a room. They were all holding a small 
booklet in their hands and singing hymns.  
    These individuals seemed very cosy and relaxed in their own 
world and were unaware of what was happening outside. I 
hesitated and turned the other way, not wanting to enter into their 
congregation, and woke from my sleep instead. 
 

    In my views and personal beliefs, I feel that religion needs 
a huge overhaul. I am aware and know the difference 
between factual spiritual awareness, and creative religious 
dogma.  
    I am in no way condemning those who follow religion and 
it is their own personal choice. There is a lot of good that 
comes from the scriptures, but there is also a lot of confusion 
and contradiction. 
    In September of 2013, I renounced my baptism and 
membership with the Catholic Church. The visit with the 



Father, prior to receiving my decree and freedom, was 
surprisingly accepted and understood.  

   
    Back to the dream… The scene changed and I was transported 
to a function centre. I came face to face with an aggressive 
female, whilst visiting the ladies room. Instead of fearing the 
unknown and running away from this dark scenario, I decided to 
remain behind and brought her back into a calm state, after 
providing her with some good advice.  
    I let go of my fears of thinking that I was going to be attacked 
and looked her straight in the eyes instead. I informed her that her 
negative and aggressive behaviour wasn’t going to fix, or change 
the problems she was facing. The woman began to come into a 
more calm and balanced state, before thanking me for my help. 
 

    This young woman reminds me of my own dark past and 
fearful negative attitude towards others. It’s a belief system 
that I’ve come to change for the better.  
    Putting more fuel on the fire, so to speak, will only cause 
that tiny ignited flame to turn into an inferno in the end. Do 
you really want that? No thank you! 
  

 4 March 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was walking around in the wilderness and stumbled across a 
woman being mauled by a large brown bear. She won the battle 
with the large beast and it ran the other way, as soon as it saw me 
approaching. Her badly battered and bloodied body, revealed the 
vicious battle she endured. 
    The woman lay on the ground gasping for air and looked up 
into my direction. She said, “We won.” She stretched out her 
forearm and I woke from my sleep.  
 

    I thought back to all of the battles, which the human race 
has come up against in our dark history, and wondered if we 



could ever live in peace and harmony with each other. We 
are all unique, yet we come from the same source. We have 
all been up against some form of battle in our past, some 
more brutal than others.  
    I feel that it is time for us to unite as one and to look after 
each other more, instead of tearing each other apart. I feel 
that it’s about time that we all evolved into the intelligent 
species we were created in becoming, and to expand on our 
limited horizons, beyond our expectations as a human race. 
Isn’t it about time that we all grew up and took more 
responsibility for what we have been given here on this 
beautiful planet? 
    In some traditions, the bear signifies strength and 
leadership. In my personal opinion, the woman in this dream 
reflected our ability to stand up to those who wish to destroy 
our sovereignty, and place fear into the minds and hearts of 
all living beings. 

 
7 March 2016 – Another Dimensional Reality 
    I wasn’t sure as to which dimensional level I was in at the time 
of meeting up with my grandmother, who passed away from 
diabetes many years ago. In this dream, I found her sitting next to 
an old weathered and partially concrete built house.  
    She looked troubled, as she crouched up against an old grey 
coloured cracked stained wall. She got up and walked towards 
me, as soon as she was aware of my presence. She sat down 
beside me and held me tightly in her arms, rocking me from side 
to side. 
    I can barely remember back to a time when I was held so 
lovingly in someone’s arms. It was a joyous occasion and I 
enjoyed her warm and loving embrace the most. It was a blessing 
in disguise and a far cry from the way my mother has been 
treating me since childhood.  
    My time with my grandmother came to an abrupt and 
premature end. I felt a little disappointed in not being able to 



continue my visit with her but I woke up from my sleep feeling 
very loved. 
 

    I find it very difficult to believe that my mother didn’t 
receive the emotional support that she needed, during her 
upbringing. What caused my mother to become so bitter, 
angry, jealous and spiteful in her life? Although, I find that 
she is becoming more understanding and loving in her old 
age. Was this also the case with my grandmother?  
    I am not saying that my mother didn’t love me and there 
were times when we got along really well. Unfortunately, 
those positive heartfelt moments were few and far between. 
 

    I fell back to sleep and found myself sitting on a sun chair at 
the beach. The waves began to wash over me, as I sat there 
enjoying the sunshine. The waves were gentle and very soothing 
and it felt more like a massage than a battering. 
 

    I believe that the waves of the ocean were a sign to cleanse 
and release negative thoughts and emotions, and to bring me 
back into a more peaceful and loving state. 
    I love my mother and dislike seeing her constantly 
suffering. Sometimes we need to let go of helping those who 
don’t want to be helped and to hand it over to the one 
universal creator for healing instead.  
 

8 March 2016 – Earthly Realm/ Premonition 
    I was standing at a bus stop in the city centre and saw others 
working at a construction site in the nearby vicinity. I saw a man 
with shoulder length fair wavy hair walk by and he said, “If you 
ever need my help, just ask me.”  
    It was made obvious to me that he was working at a nearby 
construction site and was on a break at the time. I woke up feeling 



very confused and wasn’t able to make much sense of this 
message. 
 

    Just because you’re unable to make total sense of certain 
dreams in a specific time frame, doesn’t mean the future 
should be disregarded. Only time will tell when and how I 
will meet up with this man. 
 

21 March 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ Astral 
    I was in a lucid dream state and was woken from my sleep, 
within a dream of a dream. I heard a noise coming from outside 
of my bedroom window and walked out-of-body to investigate. I 
noticed a young boy walking across the balcony, through the 
uncovered windows.  
    There was sufficient outdoor lighting and it almost seemed as 
if the entire house was transparent in form, where I had a clear 
view of everything on the upper deck.  
    I walked into the living room and noticed an arch carved out of 
the wall. It led to one of the smaller bedrooms, which made the 
space around me look more spacious in dimension.  
    I walked over to the front screen door and looked outside. I saw 
a woman walking up to the house with her two young children. I 
invited the woman in and she told me that her young son had 
wandered off, whilst being in her care. She was only there to 
collect him and to take him back home. I was suddenly 
transported back into my bed and woke up. 
 

    The young boy in my dream reminded me of a dream I 
experienced in 2013. I failed to log it into my journal, due to 
a busy schedule, but it’s still very vivid in my memory to this 
day. 
  
 



Journal Entry: Exact Date Unknown 2013 
    In this specific dream, I was standing on the top of the 
stairs at the front of my house and saw George junior 
standing at the bottom of the stairs. He was holding a young 
boy in his arms that resembled the boy who I saw not only in 
this dream but in past dreams also.  
(See chapter 5: 24 October 2014). 
    George looked up at me and said, “So, are you going to 
fight with your neighbours?” His comments angered me, as 
I stood there being accused of something that I didn’t totally 
feel accountable for. I felt misunderstood and I woke from 
my sleep knowing that I was in the wrong for becoming so 
defensive and unreasonable with my neighbours. I should 
have known better and handled the situation another way. 
    At that time, I didn’t realise the harsh impact I was having 
on my neighbours, as I took my frustrations out to music to 
relieve my stresses. The constant heavy loads in my life were 
beginning to take its toll on my emotional and mental body 
and I wasn’t coping very well.  
    The police were called out to my place several times, but 
listening to music helped me release the tension, and 
emotional baggage I had been carrying around with me for 
years.      
    Since then I have restored peace in the neighbourhood and 
they in return have come to respect me more after 
understanding the reasons behind my needing to let go. I 
became a very angry soul, after my father’s passing, and lost 
myself in the process. I soon came to realise that I needed to 
begin my healing journey back home once and for all. 
 

    Back to the original dream… I fell back to sleep and I left my 
physical body again, only this time; I travelled out of the solar 
system. I came face to face with the pillars of creation, located in 
the Eagle Nebula, or M16. It’s vivid hues and brightly lit 



colourful gassy atmosphere was awe-inspiring and very 
impressive.  
    I didn’t want this dream to end, but I became more aware of 
my physical body and felt myself lying on my bed in a lucid 
dream state. I was staring up at the open ceiling above me and 
saw the nebula slowly beginning to lose its brilliance, before 
fading into the background.  
    I gradually lost sight of it, as it completely disappeared from 
view, and the ceiling in my bedroom returned back to normal. I 
woke from my extraordinary travels at four o’clock in the 
morning, feeling exhilarated and at peace.  
(See chapter 5: 5 October 2014). 
    I fell back to sleep shortly thereafter and dreamt that I was at 
an outdoor gathering. It was dark outside and we were all standing 
around in a circle, surrounded by many trees in a large open field.  
    I was standing next to a man and we were both looking at the 
trees ahead. The man turned to me and whispered, “Can you see 
that?” Initially, all I was able to see was a magpie and then he 
said, “No, can you see the other one?” I looked closer and caught 
a glimpse of a large owl. It began to spread its wings and became 
airborne within a matter of seconds. I excitedly replied, “Yes, its 
an owl.” He smiled back and said, “Yeah.”  
    The head lecturer overheard me talking and he asked me to 
stop. I looked up to my left and saw Matt standing only a few 
meters away from me. I felt responsible for disrupting the small 
group and apologised. 
    The gathering was coming to a close and we all began to walk 
up a small hill that lay in front of us. I looked up and noticed our 
cars parked in the car park ahead, which were illuminated by a 
few outdoor amber coloured lights. 
    On our walk up to the car park, I was conversing with the man 
that brought my attention to the owl. I told him that I was looking 
forward to seeing the nebula at the science centre. He replied, “It 
wouldn’t be all that good.” I woke up feeling the same way 



because seeing the nebula in its most natural form would far 
exceed the images taken from the Hubble telescope. 
    

    I was only able to catch a slight glimpse of the man that I 
was standing next to and he resembled Michael in a previous 
dream. (See chapter 6: 1 October 2015). 
    The owl symbolises a time to remain silent and to become 
the observer. The owl is a bird that can see clearly at night, 
thus a clear representation of coming out of the darkness and 
into the light.   
    The owl has many different representations; however, one 
must also need to steer away from certain negativity, and 
come into a clearer field of focus of what they are faced with 
in the here and now. Look deep inside of yourself and 
examine the situation that is being presented to you, instead 
of jumping to unreasonable conclusions.  
    The owl did not hoot in my dream, which represents death. 
Death has many different interpretations and can’t always be 
frowned upon or seen as a negative. This scenario only 
creates fear and you will be attracted to what you think and 
imagine, relating to universal laws.  
    Death can be seen as the death of one’s negative 
behaviours, or the death of your employment, which you are 
not completely happy working in or aligned with any longer. 
It may be a sign for you to move forward in your life, instead 
of being bogged down by past issues. It also symbolises 
protection to the dreamer. 
    In my case, it is quite clear that I need to sit down to 
observe and listen more, which will provide me with further 
insight and clarification.  

 
28 March 2016 – Another Dimensional Reality 
    I walked into a large room and saw many white coloured doors, 
which all led into separate rooms. It reminded me of a waiting 



room at a medical centre. The lighting in the room was dim and I 
thought the surgery was closed. The room was completely vacant, 
as I stood there observing my surroundings. I heard one of the 
doors open and saw a nurse enter into the waiting room. 
    The nurse approached me and said, “Hi Erika, are you ready to 
have your hair cut off.” I anxiously replied, “No, stay away from 
me.” She said, “don’t talk to me like that.” I fought back and 
began to focus on leaving the scene. The environment didn’t feel 
safe and I continued telling myself to wake up. The dream ends 
and I woke up from this night terror in a panicked state.  
 

    If you are ever in a negative situation, whilst in the dream 
state, you can wake yourself up by focusing your intentions 
on waking up. It’s the same as focusing your intentions to 
remember your dreams upon awakening, before falling 
asleep. You have the power and free will to choose the 
outcome. Nothing is set in stone. 
    In ancient traditional practises, long hair is perceived as 
of high importance, especially when connecting to higher 
spiritual realms. If one decides to cut their hair short, it 
decreases their ability to connect with these higher spiritual 
beings.  
    Your hairs are like antennas, connecting you to vitality 
and creative life force energies. Men and woman with long 
hair also have a better success rate in absorbing vitamin D 
into their bodies. - Yogi Bhajan 
 

30 March 2016 – Lucid Dream/ Clairaudience 
    I was in a very lucid dream state early this morning or a deep 
and relaxed state of altered conscious awareness. I was somehow 
able to tune into another dimensional frequency and heard a 
woman’s voice echoing in my left ear.  
    The woman said, “He’s here,” in a calm and gentle tone of 
voice. I listened further and heard a man’s voice in my right ear. 



He said, “I’m here.” The male voice sounded a lot like George 
junior, or Samuel in a past dream. 
 

    It was comforting to know that my spirit guides were still 
with me. This message was delivered to me at a time when I 
was feeling very deserted and troubled, especially after the 
last dream. Why do I get the instinctive impression that they 
were my parents, or soul family in a past life? 

 
4 April 2016 – Another Dimension 
    I saw myself on an operating table and noticed a surgeon 
standing over me. The surgeon left the room and I found myself 
hovering above my body. As I levitated above the operating table, 
I noticed a white bandage wrapped around the bottom of my skull. 
I was shocked at the sight of this and woke from my sleep. 
  

    I honestly can’t make any sense of this dream right now, 
and can only refer back to it as a form of rewiring and 
healing on a mental and emotional level.  

 
7 April 2016 – Possible Mother’s Womb Memory 
    I felt my astral body floating in a transparent bubble of some 
type. I looked down towards my stomach and noticed a long thick 
hair follicle, which was about an inch below my navel. I began to 
tug and pull at this unusual cord and felt some pain. It felt a little 
like plucking a hair from your skin in that region, before waking 
from my sleep. 
     

    Could this long hair follicle have been my etheric cord, 
which attached me from this world to the next? Or was this 
just a memory of experiencing being in my mother’s womb, 
before birth?  

 



14 April 2016 – Earthly Realm/ Strange Frequency 
    Had a restless sleep and woke up at two o’clock in the morning. 
It took me a while to fall back to sleep, but once I entered into the 
lucid state, I found myself travelling out of my physical body and 
sitting on my lounge suite in the dark. I reached for the television 
remote and pressed the button to turn it on, but it failed to function 
and I was left staring at a blank screen. 
    At that exact same moment, I felt a strange vibration taking 
control of my astral body and it felt as if I was going to pass out. 
I noticed that my ears were very sensitive to a certain vibrational 
frequency, as the sound began to increase in volume. I reached 
for the stereo remote and tried to reduce the volume, but felt both 
of my arms becoming involuntarily elevated above my head. I felt 
like flying, but I resisted the sensation and found myself back in 
bed in an almost awaken state of consciousness.  
    I heard and felt the same vibrations coursing through my astral 
body again. It took complete control over me and I felt paralysed. 
I fought to set my astral body free from this debilitating effect by 
imagining a golden protective light shielding me from its tight 
grips. 
    I called out to my spirit guides to assist because it wasn’t a very 
pleasant experience. In the past, I have experienced similar 
vibrational frequencies, but nothing like this. It was so intense 
that it woke me from my altered state of consciousness, where 
this intense pressure on my astral body was finally released. 
    I am not sure what time it was exactly, because I was so 
exhausted and needed to rest after this most unusual encounter. 
However, judging by the car that normally drives past, I can only 
speculate that it was around five o’clock in the morning.  
  

    I’ve heard that we are experiencing more solar waves of 
energy from our sun. Could this have been the cause of what 
I experienced early this morning? 
 



22 April 2016 – Earthly Realm 
    I found myself talking to my father in the downstairs granny 
flat. It was an area of the house where he used to reside, before 
passing away in 2001.  
    He looked very young and his vibrant vitality was simply 
amazing. We weren’t alone and I noticed Benjamin sitting on the 
kitchen bench in front of us.  I slowly became more aware of my 
physical body, after being in their presence, and woke from my 
sleep. 
  

    Could Benjamin have been an earlier descendant from my 
father’s side of the family? My father and I were both in high 
spirits and I enjoyed their visit.  
 

12 May 2016 – Earthly Realm/ Premonition 
    I was standing on top of a hill, overlooking an enormous wide 
canyon below. I looked over to my left and saw a group of people 
beginning to gather on the hillside beside me. I didn’t know who 
they were, but I knew that we were all there for a special cause. I 
looked down at the wide-open field and noticed a few American 
Indians on horseback.  
    I found myself hovering in mid-air and began to glide towards 
the bottom of the canyon, where I came face to face with the 
native tribe. I overheard one of the tribesmen speak. He said, “Ok 
this is it, let’s get ready.” I turned around and saw a large army of 
police officers on horseback, gathered in the distance. They were 
all preparing for battle. 
    I then found myself floating back towards the mountain, where 
I had a clearer view of the showdown about to take place. I looked 
down to my left and saw a male and female police officer walking 
up the hill towards us. The female officer said, “We need to ask 
you all to leave the area, otherwise you will be hurt.” We all 
hesitantly left the area and began to walk across the grassy flat 
plains of the plateau.  



    The scene changed and I was transported into a small stadium 
with wooden seats, overlooking a wide open and barren 
landscape. I glanced over to my right and saw a young man 
walking up the stairs towards me. It was my spirit guide, Samuel.  
    Sam approached me and handed me a small white piece of 
paper, measuring approximately twenty by twenty centimetres, 
with bold navy-blue lines running across it and a pen to write 
down my thoughts on what was occurring around me.  
    I looked down at the empty piece of paper and thought about 
the Native American Indians. I felt saddened that they were 
outnumbered and I didn’t feel that they stood a chance, against 
the officers that were making their lives extremely difficult. 
Feeling very distressed and saddened, I woke from my sleep at 
eight o’clock in the morning. 
 

    Without knowing what was happening on the other side of 
the world, this event reflects the issues surrounding the 
Dakota access pipeline protest site in the United States of 
America, which began in April of this year. I didn’t learn 
about this problem until weeks later and after having this 
dream.  
   

28 May 2016 - Numerical Synchronicities 
    I have been experiencing a lot of numerical repetitive 
synchronicities lately. This occurs at consecutive times of looking 
at the clock, which is mostly unintentional and out of pure gut 
instinct.  
    I’ve been constantly seeing repetitive double and triple 
numbers of ones, twos, threes, fours and fives along with the 
elevens. I see this as a clear sign that my spirit guides are with me 
and that I am on the right path. 
    On one of my walks this morning, in this waking reality, I saw 
a small red car parked by the side of the road and noticed the 
registration number of the vehicle. It wasn’t the numbers that 



caught my attention, but the word written alongside the bottom of 
these plates, which happened to be the word, “Gateway.” 
 

    This reminded me of the dream relating to a little red car. 
(See chapter 5: 26 June 2014). 
 

29 May 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    The main retaining wall in the backyard is beginning to 
collapse, after years of wear and tear. I desperately needed to find 
a bricklayer to replace it soon. I went to visit a family friend and 
the wall came into our conversation. With limited finances, I 
didn’t want to attract the wrong people and my friend suggested 
searching for someone who was in need the extra work. She 
handed me the free local newspaper that we receive on a weekly 
basis, which contains listings of labourers requiring work. 
    After contacting a few individuals, I received a very reasonable 
quote, and I felt that these people needed the extra income. It was 
a family business and the owner had been a bricklayer for many 
years. I trusted his expertise and professionalism. He told me that 
his young boys needed the extra income and I thought, “ok, they 
need my help and I need theirs.” In my personal views and 
opinion, it was a win-win situation, between both parties. 
    The work on demolishing the old wall began early this morning 
at seven o’clock, and the new wall was assembled by two o’clock 
in the afternoon. I thought the two young guys did a great job, and 
I was informed by them that they would return the following week 
to backfill the area. 
    They wanted to complete it by backfilling it with the debris left 
over from the old wall. I wasn’t aware of the in’s and out’s and I 
didn’t compromise on their professionalism at the time. I decided 
to pay them before the work was fully completed and it was the 
worst decision I had ever made. I was not completely happy in 
the way he snatched the cash out of my hand and I decided to 
thoroughly inspect the wall after they left.  



    I noticed some minor inconsistencies upon inspecting the wall 
and wasn’t very pleased with the results.  
Some of the concrete blocks were not properly filled with mortar 
and in my understanding, after receiving the initial quote; I 
assumed the top would be sealed with mortar or some type of 
covering. This was not the case. 
    When I looked into the empty space between the wall and 
earth’s surface, I noticed large chunks of debris from the old wall 
becoming stuck half way down. I thought, “How can this space 
be properly filled if the larger pieces of debris create air pockets?” 
The backfill wouldn’t be stable enough.  
    I began to envision the earth slowly being corroded away over 
time from the rain, and as a result, gradually collapsing the upper 
layers in return.  
    I thought to myself, “if the job isn’t done correctly, it would 
lead to further problems down the road.” The last thing that I 
needed, as I grew older, was to stress out about this problem 
further down the track. I didn’t want to make the same mistakes 
my father made by not having it constructed correctly. My gut 
instincts began to kick in and I was led into conducting further 
research on the Internet.  
    I was totally shocked and horrified at the results from my 
findings and contacted the owner. I wanted him to fully inspect 
the wall, before continuing. He came out to inspect it a few days 
later and was shocked at the fact that the boys failed to provide 
proper drainage. He put my mind at ease and advised me that they 
would drill holes in the blocks to allow for drainage. I proceeded 
to raise my concerns on the unfinished product, and he assured 
me that the capstones wouldn’t cost all that much extra.  
    I decided to contact a few people, whom I trusted, but they all 
provided me with different perspectives. I felt confused and 
decided to take full control of the project. 
    I received a call from one of the young men at three o’clock in 
the afternoon a couple of days later. He told me that he was going 
to complete the whole job that afternoon and was on his way to a 



supplier. I asked for another quotation and wasn’t very pleased 
with the price he offered.  
    When he told me that he could complete the job that afternoon, 
I knew that it would have been an impossible task to accomplish, 
not to mention a complete disaster in the end. The sun sets before 
six o’clock in winter.  
    I contacted the business owner straight away, about the 
outrageous quote I was provided with, and he was shocked in 
return. He told me he should have done the quote himself.  
    I decided to research the materials I needed to complete the job 
and purchased the rest of the materials myself. This in return 
saved me a fortune.  
    The bricklayers were not happy with my decisions in 
purchasing the materials required to finish the job, and in the end, 
I was forced to find someone else to complete the project.  
 
4 July 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I was walking down a dirt path following a young woman 
alongside a riverbank. I didn’t know who she was, but she was in 
high spirits and I felt that she was one of my many spirit guides. 
I looked behind me and felt that somebody was following us, after 
hearing the leaves rustle in the bushes. I didn’t see anyone there, 
but my gut instincts advised me that we were not alone. 
    My guide found an opening along the path, which led down to 
the river, and we both made our way down towards the edge of 
the water. My guide hopped straight into the muddy waters and 
said, “Come on,” with a smile. I wasn’t very eager to jump in after 
her, but I didn’t feel that I had much of a choice and wanted to 
move forward.  
    The water came up to our knees and the opposing current was 
calm enough to walk through, without needing to be concerned 
about being washed away downstream. As we made our way 
upstream, we ended up in a street I knew very well. The hilly road 
ahead, leading to my house, was flooded. The current of the water 



was constantly waging its weight against my lower torso, and I 
was struggling to climb up the hilly terrain. 
    I looked up and noticed my spirit guide standing up on the 
grassy curb, which lay beside the flooded road. She somehow 
managed to climb out of the water and was patiently waiting for 
me to join her on the dry bank. As I gazed into her eyes, I began 
to stir from my sleep and woke up.  

    Dreaming of water represents your emotions; however, 
entering into the water represents new beginnings. Muddy 
water is a sign to clear your mind. My mind has recently been 
very cloudy and unclear in not making the correct decisions 
in my waking life.  
    The current of the water was most likely trying to tell me 
to release negative emotions, which was weighing me down, 
and to go more with the natural flow of things. I needed to 
stop focusing on what happened to me with the retaining wall 
and to focus more on a positive outcome.  

   
7 July 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ This Waking Reality  
    I was standing in my dining room watching a couple of old 
friends engrossed in competition, whilst playing a board game at 
my dining room table. It didn’t take them long to complete the 
game and I soon found myself walking them down to their car.   
    The designated driver walked over to me, before he hopped 
into the driver’s seat, and gave me a large handful of gold and 
silver coins. I thanked him before they left and I began to walk 
back up the stairs towards the front door. One of the coins fell out 
of my hands and landed on the step beside me. As I leaned over 
to pick it up, I became more aware of my physical body and woke 
from my sleep. 
 

    It took me five weeks to find another bricklayer, who was 
willing to complete someone else’s work. All he was required 



to do was to lay the capstones and drill a few holes in the 
concrete blocks to allow for proper drainage.  
    I received a call from a bricklayer this morning, after 
contacting a tradesman, who gave me this man’s contact 
details, and told me that he would come over to provide me 
with a quote in a couple of hours. 
    A family friend contacted me after lunch today and wanted 
to know when I was coming over to visit her. I told her that I 
was still waiting to receive another quote for the wall, which 
didn’t feel very promising.  
    As I lay in my recliner chair feeling sorry for myself, she 
advised me to cheer up and that everything would be resolved 
in its own good time. I wasn’t expecting this bricklayer to 
show, but he did at three o’clock this afternoon.  
    I was very happy with the quote that he provided me with 
and advised me to return the four bags of mortar, which I 
had purchased from a hardware store earlier that week. He 
said that he had enough mortar to complete the job and the 
extra bags that I purchased wouldn’t be required.   
    I was able to backfill it myself, with blue metal gravel and 
cheap topsoil that I had also purchased, which saved me a 
huge fortune in the end. I learnt a lot about retaining walls, 
and won’t ever allow another tradesman to pull the wool 
over my eyes again. 
   On my drive to the hardware store to return the four bags 
of mortar, I noticed a vibrant and fully illuminated rainbow 
on the horizon. It appeared as if one of the ends were 
cascading down towards this particular store that I was 
about to visit again.  
    I received a full refund of the purchased price and thanked 
my lucky stars for the extra windfall. I am totally blown away 
by today’s events and synchronicities and am very thankful 
with the positive outcome. 

  



9 July 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    The work on the retaining wall was completed today with much 
gratitude. The man who had completed this project said, “If you 
ever need any more work done in the near future, please let me 
know.” As soon as he said this, I was immediately reminded of 
the dream I had a few months ago. (See 8 March 2016). 
    He also advised me on using certain other materials, which 
could be used as a more cost-effective way to prevent other 
retaining walls from collapsing in the future, provided another 
layer should ever require attention, and suggested placing 
wooden logs in front of the existing wall, which would secure the 
old bricks from collapsing further.  
 
14 July 2016 – Another Dimensional Reality/ Timeline  
    I found myself with my spirit guide, Samuel, again. I don’t 
know where we were exactly and didn’t really care, as we were 
having a lot of fun playing an innocent game of tag, and I felt very 
content.  
    We were laughing and running around like children having the 
time of our lives. I haven’t felt like this for a very long time. 
Maybe, I just needed to bring my inner child up to the surface 
again, which has been suppressed for so long.  
    This dream didn’t last very long and as soon as Sam grabbed a 
hold of my arm, I found myself coming back into my physical 
body. 
 

    It was really nice to see Sam again, and this dream helped 
me become more aware of my carefree positive side. 

 
18 July 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm 
    I saw two eagles sitting close to me, which almost felt as if I 
were watching them up close on my television screen. The eagle’s 
feathers were light grey in colour with light blue highlights, which 
gave it a more three-dimensional look. I saw one of the eagle’s 



holding a worm in its beak, but as soon as I gazed into its piercing 
green eyes, I woke up from my sleep.  
  

    Dreaming of an eagle represents strength, courage, and 
leadership to name a few.  
    Upon closer examination, I journeyed back to a difficult 
time in my life in recent weeks. I thought about the negative 
experience I had encountered with the bricklayers, who 
refused to construct the retaining wall correctly. 
     I found the courage and strength to deal with these issues 
and gained a lot of knowledge, insight and leadership skills 
in return.  
    Concerning the worm in the eagle’s beak. Well, I will let 
you meditate on that one and allow you to figure it out for 
yourselves.  

     
24 July 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    My Godmother invited me over for dinner today and we were 
enjoying our meal in her living room, whilst watching one of her 
favourite shows on the television. My intuition guided me 
towards the gas oven, but I didn’t want to alarm my godmother 
or sound ridiculous. I wasn’t able to smell any gas and dismissed 
my gut instincts. 
    When we finished our meal, I assisted my godmother with the 
dishes and followed her into the kitchen, where she noticed that 
she had forgotten to turn the gas to the oven off. My instincts were 
spot on and I should have acted on it without delay.  
    My godmother is eighty-four years old and I worry about her 
from time to time. In future, I won’t hesitate to take action after 
listening to my intuition, no matter how crazy it may sound. It’s 
a good thing that the back door was open, allowing the gas to 
escape. 
 
 



8 August 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    My mother went into surgery this morning, after being 
diagnosed with a golf ball sized polyp in her colon a few weeks 
ago. She has lived in constant severe pain for the past six months 
and was finally given the green light to have it removed.  
    I wasn’t able to visit my mother in hospital on this Monday 
evening, because the disk in my lower back had displaced itself 
again. I was barely able to walk, or drive the car, especially after 
my family doctor put me onto heavy-duty painkillers. All I was 
capable of doing was contacting the hospital to inquire about my 
mother’s condition after surgery.  
    The nurse on duty advised me that she was ok and was walking 
around. I wanted to talk to my mother and didn’t realise that the 
nurse needed to get her out of bed.  
    In previous years they took the phone to the patients. How 
times have changed, and sadly the patients have to pay to have a 
phone sitting beside their bed these days, which I was not fully 
made aware of when I contacted the hospital.  
    When I spoke to my mother, she was barely able to stand up, 
let alone walk over to the nurse’s station. I told her that I loved 
her and that I would visit in a couple of days. 
 
10 August 2016 – This Waking Reality  
    I felt well enough to visit my mother in hospital this afternoon 
and broke down in tears, as I saw her lying on the bed in pain. 
Being there brought back a lot of painful memories of visiting my 
father in palliative care many years prior. I wasn’t able to contain, 
or to control my emotions, and released them as I began to reflect 
back on the experience. I didn’t notice the nurse in the room until 
she began walking towards me during her rounds.  
    The nurse walked up to me and placed her hand on my 
shoulder. She wanted to know why I was feeling so upset and I 
enlightened her about my father’s passing from cancer. I was very 
concerned about my mother’s biopsy results and feared the polyp 



that the surgeon had removed may have been cancerous. The 
middle-aged nurse told me she lost her mother to bowel cancer a 
few years ago, which didn’t really help. 
    My heart broke further and I found it difficult to contain my 
emotions. I was angered at the fact of knowing that a cure for 
cancer existed, and has benefited certain hierarchy individuals for 
the past thirty years.  
    The general public is not being made aware of or provided with 
this natural treatment, which is so abundantly available for 
everyone because it wouldn’t be in the pharmaceutical industries 
best interests.  
    Sometimes you just need to think positive and picture your 
loved ones healthy. The laws of the universe work in mysterious 
ways and your thoughts and prayers are a contributing factor.  
    I noticed that my mother had the curtains drawn back around 
her bed when I visited. She wanted to be in a much more private 
environment because they put a male patient in the bed opposite 
her. Who would want the opposite sex staring at them, whilst they 
lay in pain in their nightie right? No offence to the male patient, 
because he most probably felt the same way. 
    Lunch was served at half past twelve and I wasn’t very pleased 
with the liquid diet my mother received. The food that she was 
provided with had no nutritional value what so ever. I was 
absolutely shocked and knew that it was up to me to change things 
for the better.  
    I told my mother I would make her a green smoothie and bring 
it in for her the next day. The nurses gave me the go ahead, after 
sharing my thoughts and concerns with them and they thought it 
was a great idea. It’s been a very long time since I felt such a close 
bond with my mother. We had a really nice afternoon together 
and I will never forget it.  
 
 
 



11 August 2016 – This Waking Reality  
    I made my mother a green smoothie and took it into the hospital 
with me today. Being my cheeky self, I wrote the recipe on the 
food receipt, which patients receive with every food delivery. 
    I felt the need to get my point of view and concerns across to 
the kitchen staff, and those in charge of catering for patients. 
Sometimes it’s up to the general public to change things for the 
better by voicing their honest opinions. 
    When the food trays were being collected, I informed the 
kitchen hand of the recipe I left for the team. She walked away 
with my mother’s food tray and returned to collect the rest in the 
room shortly thereafter. I will never forget the look of excitement 
and smile on her face. She was very grateful and eager to try the 
green smoothie recipe herself.  
    Time was slowly approaching for me to leave my mother’s 
bedside, as well as the other patients I met in the room today. It 
saddened me a little, but it also helped me see that I am capable 
of making a positive difference in people’s lives. I walked out of 
that hospital with a huge grin on my face, hoping that patience 
diets may change for the better over time, especially those 
needing to be on a liquid diet.  
    Your physical body requires a food source rich in vitamins and 
minerals to heal. The foods that patients are given in hospitals 
lack the vital ingredients for proper cell renewal. I strongly feel 
that the hospital board members need to reconsider patient care 
in another light and to provide them with a more nutritional diet 
in the future. 
     
29 August 2016 – This Waking Reality 
    My mother had an appointment to see the colorectal specialist 
today, and she also had her stitches removed in the process. The 
Doctor informed us that the entire polyp was removed 
successfully, but he also gave us the gruesome news that it was 
cancerous. He also briefed us on the fact that there’s a slim 
possibility of it returning in the future. 



    My mother and I were shocked by learning this information 
because we don’t have any family history of cancer. My father 
died from asbestos-related cancer, which wasn’t hereditary either.  
    The Doctor and I eventually both agreed that the toxic 
environment, including certain foods, might have been a 
contributing factor. I have done enough research on this topic to 
know that disease in the body is due to a number of stresses placed 
onto the body, including the toxic environment we live in and 
foods we consume on a daily basis.  
    I have been trying to gain my mother’s attention to consuming 
healthier meals, but in the end, it’s up to her to change her eating 
habits and take care of her own physical body. 
 
7 September 2016 – Another Dimensional Reality 
    The empty room around me fell into a white hazy blur. I found 
myself slouched over a kitchen chair, staring at a wooden floor 
beneath me.  
    I heard someone approach me on my left-hand side and saw a 
woman walking towards me. As she came nearer, she said, “Are 
we ready to go?”  I heard a man say, “No, we are unable to travel.” 
I didn’t know anyone was standing behind me until the man 
placed his hands onto my shoulders to comfort me as he spoke.  
    The man walked around and stood in front of me. He leaned 
down and gave me mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and I felt my 
heart come to life again. I looked up into his direction and saw a 
familiar face smiling down at me. I felt safe and secure in his 
presence before waking from my sleep.  
 

    In these previous weeks, I have been feeling very drained 
of energy and have been carrying around a lot of pain in my 
heart. I was feeling very depressed with everything that has 
recently happened and I know that my mother doesn’t have 
long to live. 



    I noticed that I haven’t been dreaming a lot lately and feel 
the reasons behind this is a result of depleted energy levels. 
 

26 October 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm  
    I was lying on my outdoor front veranda and conversing with 
a female who said, “They are able to locate you, through the 
pulsations of light energy, which are emanating from your 
crown chakra.” I also noticed that she seemed very agitated and 
angry in her speech.  
    The scene changed and I was transported into the kitchen of 
my home. I began talking to a middle-aged man, who had short 
and almost white coloured hair and looked Scandinavian. I told 
him that I felt sick in the stomach and he said, “Are you ok?” I 
smiled and assured him that it wasn’t anything to be overly 
concerned about.  
    The scene changed again and I was transported into my living 
room. I saw my father sitting on the couch watching television 
and I joined him. The strange gentleman, whom I met in the 
kitchen, walked up behind me and leant down towards me. His 
crown chakra connected with mine and I felt it open. He kissed 
the top of my head and I gradually woke from my sleep. 
 

    I’ve noticed that my crown chakra has been a lot more 
open and active these days, along with my heart. It was a 
delightful experience to encounter and it was nice to see my 
father again, even though I didn’t get the chance to talk to 
him.  
    Why did the woman, who I initially met in the dream, feel 
threatened to learn about my crown chakra becoming so 
active, or attracting certain beings, or entities, into my field? 
Who was she and which dimension was she from exactly? 
 

5 November 2016 – OBE/ Earthly Realm/ This Waking Reality 
    I was standing near the back door of my home, looking into the 
sunroom, and saw a large group of men fighting with swords. The 



setting in the room reminded me of a Wild West saloon bar, along 
with the round wooden tables and chairs that surrounded us.  
    I looked down to my left and noticed an older woman sitting 
in an armchair in the corner of the room. She sat there observing 
the scene, as if it were a theatre performance, without raising 
any concerns. 
    I found a sword in my right hand and needed to defend 
myself, as one of the men lunged his sword towards me. I felt 
the weight of the impact and retreated a few steps back to steady 
myself. He pointed his sword towards me and I hesitated in 
going any further. 
    I noticed the look of concern and empathy in his eyes. I 
managed to swing my sword around his and knocked it out of 
his hands, without much effort. I stood there feeling empathetic 
towards him too, as I dropped my sword in return. 
    I looked down towards the armchair beside me and saw a pool 
of blood sitting on the armrest. I meditated on the scene for a few 
short seconds, before waking up from my sleep.  
 

    Blood in a dream usually represents a loss of life force 
energy, including a situation with a relationship. I have 
been feeling exhausted and emotionally drained in recent 
months from my mother’s surgery and illness.  
    Maybe it’s time for me to take a rest, especially from 
writing, and to attend to more important things in my life. 

     
15 November 2016 – This Waking Reality         
    During the past few years, I have noticed my eyesight gradually 
beginning to deteriorate and requiring attention.  
(See chapter 3: April 2013 & chapter 4: 13 July 2013).  
    I finally worked up the courage to see an optometrist today for 
an eye test and purchased my very first pair of prescription 
glasses.  
    The test only took about twenty minutes and there was no pain 
involved with this procedure. Once the exam was over, I was 
asked to choose a frame and wait for the correct lens to be fitted. 



The entire visit only took about an hour and I was amazed at the 
difference it made to my short-sighted vision.  
    I should have done this a long time ago and will miss using my 
father’s trusty old magnifying glass, which kind of brought me 
closer to him.   
    Upon receiving my receipt and leaving the store, I was advised 
to return in a couple of years for further tests and adjustments. I 
won’t be procrastinating over a trip to the optometrist again and 
found this experience positively life-changing. 
 
    These past four years of dream journaling have been filled with 
mystery, awesome new discoveries, life lessons and so much 
more than I could ever possibly imagine. 
    When I asked the universe for a glimpse into my ancestral 
lineage and past, I never expected the answers to be returned to 
me in my dreams. 
    I encourage each and every one of you to keep your own dream 
journal and to write as much information down as possible, even 
if they don’t make much sense to you upon awakening. 
Eventually, all the pieces of the puzzle will come together and 
you will have a greater understanding of what your dreams mean, 
as you go back to analyse them at a much later date if required. 
    With this said, I have decided to end this book with chapter 
nine, which signifies completion in numerology. This last journal 
entry blends into and synchronises with the beginning of my 
journey, where I initially met my very first spirit guide Peter in 
the dream world. (See chapter 3). 
    I have finally completed my very first novel and I feel like I 
have climbed Mt. Everest in the process, metaphorically 
speaking. WOW! What a journey and an achievement on its own, 
especially growing up in an abusive environment and in a non- 
English-speaking background, where I struggled with words and 
their meanings.  
    It just goes to show you that you can do anything you put your 
mind to, including writing a novel, as long as you have a 
dictionary and thesaurus at hand. Writing a novel has always been 



something I wanted to achieve in my life, since childhood, but I 
didn’t really have an interesting story to write about until now.   
    Researching certain pieces of information was very helpful and 
the Internet has made that possible, where it was able to shed 
more clarity on certain subject matters of interest and to help me 
understand what I had experienced on my soul’s life journey. 
 
………………………………………………………………… 
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AFTERWORD  
 
 
 

Writing this book has been a very healing, educational, and 
enjoyable experience for me. Although I was faced with many 
challenges along the way, I was glad that I kept going without 
giving up, because the rewards at the end far exceeded the 
struggles I faced.  
    Don’t ever give up on following your dreams and aspirations, 
no matter how intimidating it may seem to you along the way, 
and just keep going. The results are worth it and you will get to 
that finish line in the end. I am so proud of myself for hanging in 
there and not giving up. Its been a real learning curve, I assure 
you.  
 
A road less travelled is a path worth taking. 
 
    My message to everyone out there is to keep an open mind, 
listen to your heart and higher self. The ego-mind has a funny way 
of showing its ugly side and will do everything in its power to 
distract you from succeeding. Just allow the negative thoughts to 
surface and acknowledge them, before asking them to leave. They 
are just thoughts and nothing more. 
    Forgive those who have hurt you, as well as yourself, and try 
to live a more positive and fulfilling life without fear or worry. 
Be grateful with everything you have in your life, including 
family because you never know when they may leave this plane 
of existence. Be proud of what you have achieved in your life, 
and don’t take things for granted. 
    We are all immortal and multidimensional beings, having a 
human experience in this earthly realm. I encourage people to 
follow their divine path in life and to pay special attention to the 
signs, messages and synchronicities that you receive, especially 
in your dreams. 
    Listen to others and practise discernment, especially during 
times of adversary, without passing judgement. We all have 



different perspectives and ideas, but that doesn’t mean one is 
wrong from the other. 
    If it sounds too good to be true it probably is, so be vigilant and 
look deep inside of yourself for the answers to your questions.  
    When your spirit guides need to enlighten you with a part of 
your life, which requires clarity, or change, they will use good old 
fashion tough love to try to get the message across to you. 
    Certain spiritual beings, or entities, can and may manipulate 
your thoughts and feelings. Practice the art of protecting yourself 
and ask your spirit guides or source creator for help. 
    Stop judging yourself so harshly and come into a state of 
balance and loving yourself. If you can’t love and respect 
yourself, how can you love and respect another? 
    Everyone’s journey is different and some of us need more time 
to heal than others. Don’t feel discouraged if your path takes 
longer to achieve. Once you get to the finish line, you will realise 
that it was worth the struggles and hardship that you experienced. 
    Look up once in a while and notice the magnificence of this 
universe and world around us. Take note of the messages in your 
dreams, no matter how strange they may seem to you upon 
awakening, and write them down. 
 

Sweet dreams and I love you all xx 
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