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Beginning 
	  	  
You hold in your hands a key that can change your life. If you want things to stay the same, 
then you better put this book down right now. 
  
This book is full of truisms, of things we innately know. Things that can, and will, make our 
lives better if we put into practice the principles that lead to happiness. 
  
This book recounts my journey of self-discovery. About the big questions we all ponder. 
Why are we here? What is my purpose? Is there a better way? I was there with you in 
darkness and doubt. I stumbled and struggled along with you, looking for the path. If we 
but realize the path was there beneath our feet the whole time. Solid. Reassuring. Waiting. 
  
In my journey I stumbled on some answers. I embraced the guidance I felt to the depths of 
my being was real and I integrated it, allowing the shadows to lighten and blow away, 
revealing the joy and happiness I know now is my birthright, and yours. 
  
There is a joyful song awaiting your voice to join in. “You can be happy, successful and at 
peace. It’s not true that life has to be a struggle. You can create a better life for yourself.” 
  
This book is my take on how to do it. This is how it worked for me. And how it can work 
for you. I am extending the invitation to you, in the hopes that it will inspire you to 
 
recapture  
 
retool  
 
regain  
 
and remember. 
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Introduction 
	  
Sail with me if you will, and join me on a flight of fancy, over the immensity of the Pacific. 
Soaring like birds swooping over waves, as they roll ever on-wards, toward an unavoidable 
collision with the land.   
 
It is a harsh seacoast we are approaching, cliffs and outcroppings of rocks, broken by an 
occasional stretch of white beach. A narrow ribbon of highway is carved out of the side of a 
mountainous range, curving in and out, hugging the cliffs with majestic spans across gaps in 
the terrain.   
 
All of a sudden it hits you, “I know this place, I’ve seen the photos.” This is California - 
Coastal Highway #1 - heading north towards Big Sur. The spectacular scenery draws you on, 
to say nothing of the exhilaration of flying freely over the coastline.   
 
The highway takes you through picturesque Carmel and Pebble Beach, past Monterey to 
Watsonville and beyond, to another long sandy beach in Aptos. As you skim along inches 
from the surf, your attention is drawn to a small girl-child happily splashing in the waves at 
the edge of the surf. At first, there seems nothing out of the ordinary about this little girl. 
With her light, cropped hair and tanned skin, she is one in a multitude of folks enjoying 
another sunny California day. As you draw near she looks up, making a connection you 
thought impossible in your invisible state.   
 
Her attention shifts from you, to the sound of her mother’s voice, calling her flock together. 
Your attention is caught by the number of children gathering around the matronly figure. 
“This can’t possibly be one family,” you think to yourself, “there must be at least a dozen 
kids?” But after drying off and dragging on shorts and T-shirts, the motley crew follow the 
woman off the beach, towards the parking lot. And sure enough, the vehicle they climb 
aboard is nothing less than a school bus.  
 
“Ok, maybe this is a school outing.” Your curiosity piqued you follow the bus along curvy 
California roads towards a ranch style house, surrounded by redwood trees, nestled in the 
foothills of the Santa Cruz mountains.   
 
I am that little girl; those children are my brothers and sisters. The school bus is our form of 
transportation.  For reasons known only to my parents, they adopted eleven children in 
addition to the six they had of their own. I was the baby of those six, and number seventeen 
in the pecking order. That’s right, seventeen children, and later, when we moved to Canada, 
my parents adopted two more, so I lost the status of being the youngest. 
 
In many ways my childhood was idyllic, unusual maybe, but carefree, and spent almost 
entirely outdoors, coming inside only for meals, bedtime, and schooling oh did I mention I 
was home schooled? Besides daily chores and schoolwork, my siblings and I spent our days 
taking hikes, riding our bikes, and playing in the creek that flowed through our property, 
even in the driest seasons. Let me tell you, that creek was something amazing, because it 
doesn’t rain in California from April to October.   
 
Our property was three miles from the ocean in one direction, and three miles from the San 
Andreas Fault in the other. People would ask if we found earthquakes frightening. I never 
found them so. Everything would shake for a few minutes and we would run outside. It 
wasn’t as though the earth opened up in front of us or anything. For me what was much 
scarier was the very real threat of forest fires; with everything tinder dry and prone to 
bursting into flame, that was frightening. Once, the fire got very close, somewhere not far 
across the creek. We could smell the smoke and saw the planes dropping water and 
chemicals to put the fire out. Fortunately, they did. 
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Maybe it was my upbringing, living close to nature, living outside of the norm, or maybe it 
was growing up in California, where the norm was being a free spirit; that’s what I was, free 
spirited, and a bit fey. To me as a child, the trees and water were alive with spirits, and the 
earth was an immense nurturing consciousness. Was it any wonder, when I read the Narnia 
series by C.S. Lewis, the talking animals and other fairy tale characters resonated with me?  
 
Sprinkled here and there on our farm, were immense tree stumps remnants of the first 
growth Redwood trees that had been felled many years before. These stumps, hollow and 
decaying inside, made perfect play houses with discarded household items, like pots and 
dishes and such, stashed inside and used in pretend play.  
 
Recently, during a healing meditation to dissolve, and release, the pattern of feeling 
misunderstood, the memory of the moment I gave away my power came vividly back to me. 
That half forgotten day, I was happily playing in my own particular tree house amidst the 
sunlit forest surrounding our home. Even though I was very young, maybe three or four 
years old, and none of my siblings were near at hand, I didn’t feel the least bit alone, for I 
was in the company of fairies.  
 
I relate this in total honesty. Things like druids, angels and spirits, even of people who have 
passed on, all those things considered paranormal or weird or crazy - to me they are and 
have always been just part of life.  Now, wild horses could not have dragged out of me the 
fact that I communicated with animals and felt at one with nature and mother earth. No sir 
re Bob, all that was something I kept pretty much to myself.   
 
Thankfully, over the years, I have encountered books about other individuals with similar 
experiences, the most notable being Edger Cayce, who as a child played and conversed with 
folks no one else could see, including fairies. 
 
The fairies of that long ago summer day, were bright with colour, and flitted here and there 
with delicate forms and translucent wings. I talked to them and understood what they were 
saying. They were friends of long standing. Nearby, two tall graceful Beings of Light 
imparted to me the art of moving things with my mind. The wordless communication 
between us, felt totally normal, more natural, then words have ever felt since. 
 
“Wait,” you say, “hold on one darn stinking minute. What’s all this about fairies and moving 
things with your mind, and Beings of Light? Are you nuts?” Actually, I like to think I am 
rather sane, not normal maybe, but sane. And I know this might be a bit of a stretch to you, 
but bear with me.  
 
For about as long as there have been stories passed from one person to another, there have 
been mythical references to fairies. Folk culture in England and Ireland abound with stories 
of the fair folk. Whether this is fact or fiction, who knows? Fairies have always been kind of 
hanging around me, sometimes just at the edge of my vision. Mostly I ignored their 
existence, and blocked them out. But over the years whenever I would come across 
paintings or books about them, a part of me would say, “Yes, that resonates. That looks 
about right. Or no that is not what fairies do or where they can be found.” The fairies of 
that long ago remembrance, were similar to the ones sometimes depicted in movies; light 
glowing like a halo or ball around them, delicate things flitting around at home in the 
woods, their essences intermingling with the larger spirits encompassed in the immense 
redwood trees of my childhood. 
 
The Beings of Light are indescribable; wise, timeless, part of me and the one consciousness. 
From these beings immeasurable love extended towards me, as were their thoughts of 
encouragement and instruction.   
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Maybe somewhere in the recesses of your memory, perhaps when you were child, you 
thought you could fly. It is actually fairly common in children, this belief. Then adults tell us 
with authority that we can’t; fly, or move things with our minds, or walk through walls, or 
visit other dimensions in our minds. And of course we stop believing, because after all, 
adults know best. 
 
When I was a child during the 60s, many of the most popular shows were about traveling 
through, and living in, outer space. One episode from a favourite series terrified me. The 
show depicted a character with God-like powers. Unfortunately he used them to serve his 
own selfish desires; power gone bad. 
 
I’m not exactly sure what message I got out of that experience, but thinking back I realize 
that one small incident may have contributed to a distrust of my innate abilities, my 
unlimited potential. Abilities, that in my estimation, we all share, maybe we’ve just lost our 
touch. Or we were afraid of using them in a destructive way; like the character from that 
long ago space show. 
 
Let me take you back to the quiet stillness of the woods, the sunlight dappled on the ferns 
and forest floor. Into the scene burst a random older sibling, completely unaware of the 
company I kept. When asked who I was talking to, I innocently replied “the fairies and so 
and so,” indicating my teachers of Light. It wasn’t so much the reaction of this particular 
sibling, but later in the evening when I was the subject of ridicule, that was the moment 
when I turned my back on knowing, and absolute connection to Oneness. I turned my back 
in order to fit in. 
 
Even now when I close my eyes, I can clearly see the Beings of Light standing in the 
dappled sunlight waiting for my return, but understanding more clearly than I, about the 
nature of free will, about how we are so free we can choose bondage, we can choose struggle. 
They bow their heads respecting my choice.    
 
Not long ago I realized in a moment of clarity that it had never been about being 
misunderstood at all. Rather, it was a lifetime of feeling like a stranger, feeling like I didn’t 
belong in this baffling and sometimes harsh world I had chosen to be born into. 
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Tidings of great joy 
 
This world is geared towards sifting through everything around us, and putting it to piles of 
good and bad. But what if it is really just about moment to moment making a choice – in 
this moment I can react negatively to the situation before me and experience lack of love 
and the nightmare that goes with not loving myself or I can think positive thoughts, find a 
way to be more loving no matter what and experience happiness?  Or to use a metaphor – 
with everything I think and feel I can either add grime to the diamond that is me or spend 
my time shining the facets until I glow brighter. 
  
We have it backwards – we spend all of our effort doing things and pushing, struggling, 
making effort, acquiring things, constantly thinking if only this all worked out I would be 
happy. Funny how it doesn’t? What if instead we devoted ourselves to happiness? But that 
is hard to do when you are feeling unworthy and helpless. 
  
So for a moment take a flight of fancy with me. Imagine a time in your life, maybe when you 
were a child, where you felt that wonderful sense of freedom and invincibility. Savour that 
feeling, remember how it invigorated you. Maybe it was riding a bike. Chasing the waves 
on the beach or sliding down the dunes. Can you feel the sand beneath your feet? Maybe it 
was skating on a frozen pond or careening down a snow covered hill in your 
toboggan. Whatever the memory that brings you that feeling, go there and bask in that 
feeling. 
  
Now imagine that expansive self encountering adults who seem weary and 
downtrodden. Your heart reaches out to them. These are parents and family members 
whom you love. There is a sense of confusion, as you wonder why they no longer feel the 
exhilaration towards life that courses through your veins. They impress on you with words 
how life is a struggle. You see the pain etched on their faces and you feel compassion for 
the pain they are experiencing. Because you are young, you are incapable of knowing how to 
ease their pain. A part of you senses that to display to them the hugeness of who you are 
would only make the helplessness they feel more unbearable.  
 
In that moment you make a choice. For each person, the circumstance is different. 
 
The physical world is full of contrasts. Of generations of people who have lost their way and 
lost the connection to their source. Into these circumstances you were born, and the harsh 
reality you see around you overshadows the feeling of expansiveness you know in your heart 
is your birthright. Still the largeness of who you are is not taken from you. It can’t be taken 
from you. You are so free that you can choose bondage. And somewhere in the far reaches 
of your memory, in one moment in time, that is exactly what you do. You chose to place 
the yoke that limits yourself. 
 
But the reason for that choice is compassion. You so loved those around you that you were 
willing to share in their misery. Because, as a baby and young child, you could see no other 
way to help those you loved. And thus the path was laid away from the intimate dance of 
connection to the bigger part of you. The path down the rabbit hole, where you exchanged 
your inner compass of beauty and love and handed your power over to others; others lost in 
fear and confusion, disconnected from their inner sense of well-being and invincibility. As 
generations that went before them have done.  
 
In the soul space where we are all one, I have witnessed many of those moments and I am 
here to give you comfort and understanding. I realize I cannot ever suffer enough to 
alleviate the suffering of those I love. I can only find a way to free and heal myself and 
maybe in so doing inspire others to do the same. 
 



	   7	  

Now comes the most amazing part. If it is true that somewhere you made a choice to 
place yourself in chains, then I bring you tidings of great joy – because you must then have 
the power within you to free yourself of your self inflicted imprisonment. And though I 
would do it for you if I could, because each of us has free will, the choice to be free must be 
made by you. All I can do is offer you understanding and encouragement. And I can give 
you this one gift. 
  
Imagine with me, that you can see the manacles that encircle your wrists and 
ankles. Chains bind you to a wall preventing you from moving in the direction where you 
want to go; in the direction of love, and freedom, and light, and goodness, and beauty, and 
joy, and peace.  
  
In your heart you have the key. The key has remained with you all the time you believed 
you were imprisoned. The key has been kept safe in love. The love you gave every time you 
were kind in circumstances that made giving kindness seem almost impossible. And those 
unkind acts that you feel added links to the chain? Those unkind acts were mistakes that 
were made from a place of fear and lack of love.    
  
So close your eyes and imagine with me. Imagine you can see your heart glow with golden 
light. And as you focus, the light becomes stronger. There is your key, glowing with the 
same golden light as your heart. Reach for it. The chains cannot prevent you. Can you feel 
the relief as your hand closes around that glowing key? The key to your freedom is now in 
your hand. Take it and undo the locks. Feel the shackles release and fall to the ground. 
Savour the feeling of freedom. Now you know the way. 
 
You can share this with others as I have shared with you. Each of us has the choice to 
embrace our freedom and reclaim our power. But it is our individual choice. One that cannot 
be made by another. But, if everyone you knew used the key in their heart to free 
themselves and every one they knew, and on and on – what a difference it would make to 
the whole world. 


