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Our journey is long and dangerous, especially for our little ones. We sing our song of love for mother Gaia. We sing our song to bring balance to ourselves and the earth. Mankind has brought discordance and death to so many of us over time, but we still choose to bring healing and the recognition of the need to love all creation. All is divine and contains divinity within. The echoes of our songs vibrations resonate that message through each water molecule of the sea that splashes and sprays this message onto the rocks and shores, infusing the land with our songs energy and clarion call to all.

The Southern Right Whales, Hermanus, South Africa, October 2009

We as humans have to let go of feelings of separation and reclaim our sense of self, to remember that there is only love. That is the animals gift. They open us up to communication with them, so that we can communicate with ourselves. We have drifted so far from our truth, the animals are here to gently nudge us back. on our path of understanding.

Excerpt from An Exchange of Love by Madeleine Walker

What is man without the beasts? If all the beasts were gone, man would die from a great loneliness of spirit. For whatever happens to the beasts, soon happens to man. All things are connected.

Chief Dan George

The greatness of a nation and its moral progress can be judged by the way its animals are treated.

Mahatma Gandhi

Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.

Martin Luther King Jnr.

The great use of life is to spend it for something that will outlast it.

(W. James)


For my wonderful mother Rosalinde.
Her grace and courage in the face of
adversity is a constant inspiration to me.
Mere words cannot express my
gratitude or love for her.
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We speak of mysteries in our squawks and magic
in our chatters. If you would but slow to
natures ebb and flow, you would hear what
really matters!

Message from the ravens
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FOREWORD

Today, animal communication is the most powerful tool we humans possess to re-establish a loving and meaningful relationship with the real world. Although this ability dates back to ancient times, it is critically relevant to our modern day, and is the key not only to protecting our planet but also to saving ourselves. Thats why Madeleine Walkers inspiring book The Whale Whisperer is so important, and so timeous.

I speak from personal experience, since the incident that saved my own life took place in a wilderness area in South Africas bushveld region known as Timbavati, when I was rescued from a pride of angry lions by an indigenous medicine woman, who communicated with the king of the beasts, and asked for safe passage. Lions are nocturnal predators, but this amazing woman walked on foot, at night, with her grandchild on her back, through a pride of some 24 lions who had been snarling aggressively moments before. She calmed them, and came to my rescue. How? By speaking to the lions as if they were her family, which she truly believed these majestic animals to be. The lions were angry, and they had reason to be. For years humans had been hunting the rare White Lions of that region to the brink of extinction.

This near-death experience changed my life. I gave up my hectic job in advertizing and marketing, and returned to Africa to find this woman. I discovered that she was known as Maria Khosa, Lion Queen of Timbavati, and that she originated from an ancient lineage of animal communicators. She became my teacher, and what she had to teach was more important than anything I had learned in the hallowed halls of Cambridge University. She showed me there are only two simple rules to working with Mother Nature: Love and Respect. If you follow these you will never be harmed, and Nature herself will protect you.

You will see these two simple principles in all Madeleines interactions with animals. Thats what makes her such a superb communicator. And thats what make this book such a delightful read.

In finding our connection with animals, we find ourselves. Thats the key. Madeleine Walkers book will assist you to apply these timeless principles in everyday life, and also encourage you to immediately take up the challenge of helping to protect our precious Earth.

The wisdom Madeleine transmits, direct from the animals, will encourage you to do so too. In facing up to challenges in your life, and in choosing to make a meaningful difference for our planet, everyone might experience moments of fear or doubt. At such times, you will find strength and courage by calling on your true lion-heart. Mandla, King of Kings, encourages you to do so in the beautiful meditation on Finding your lion heart in the final chapter.

If you find the idea of communicating with a lion daunting, then begin with your domestic pets, but never forget there is a wonderous world of Nature out there with which we can and should connect.

It was a joy to have Madeleine join me in the sacred White Lion territories. Since Maria Khosas initiation, I have worked with many accomplished animal communicators: Lesley-Temple Thurston, Amelia Kinkade, Wynter Worsthorne, Anna Breytenbach and Pea Horsly. Like Madeleine, they are all walking in the footsteps of my lion-hearted teacher, and they communicate with animals as if these beautiful creatures are part of our own family, because thats truly what they are.

My experience with the lions of Timbavati taught me that we humans are here to nurture and cherish Mother Earth, and Ive committed every day of my life since then to make a meaningful difference. Hopefully, each one of you will come to the same realization, without having to go through the terrifying initiation it took for me to wake up!

Enjoy the adventure...

Linda Tucker, CEO, Global White Lion Protection Trust, author of Mystery of the White Lions, Mantel Holder, Keeper of the White Lions


PREFACE

Madeleine Walker has amazed me many times with her courage and downright determination. When you read this book, you too will be amazed, but also amused, as she recounts her exploits and adventures.

I am one of many who believe that the future of this planet depends on how we interact with the other native life on Earth. Too many people regard animals as playthings, to be mistreated, and abused. And yet, we are all connected, and all the harm that we cause to animals will eventually rebound on us. If children were taught to cherish and care for their pets, they would grow up to be far more responsible human beings.

Madeleine is a rare kind of animal communicator. Yes, she talks to domestic pets, and also to gentle horses, but she also talks to animals that have gone wrong, whose strength and anger would make the strongest man quake. She also talks to the wild. Shes swum and communicated with some of the biggest and most dangerous of the oceans inhabitants. She has also been up close and personal with white lions. All of this is remarkable and as you take this journey with her, like me youll feel privileged to have joined her on it.

What is almost more incredible is that Madeleine has done all of this alone. Being divorced brings a lot of people to their knees, especially when the breakup happens unexpectedly. Many women embarking on their fifties would be stopped in their tracks at this kind of betrayal, and withdraw into their shells. Instead, Madeleine embarked on a new part of her life, finding out how to travel alone, braving wild places and interacting with indigenous people. There are many animal communication books out there, but this one stands at the pinnacle. It is an example to us all of what can be achieved, and more importantly what must be achieved if human beings are to survive.

Jenny Smedley, author of Pets Have Souls Too


A whale of a tale

This emotive and at times, humorous book, tells the true story of a 50 something divorcee who feels that there has to be more to life. She is compelled to find her reason for being here, and to connect with her spirituality. She learns to cope with grief at the death of her mother and the devastation of divorce, finding meaning in her feelings of abandonment, reframing them into a sense of freedom and expansion. As her awareness grows, she is compelled to journey to many places around the world on her own, communing with wild species and visiting sacred sites. Along the way she finds herself overcoming fears, adversity and challenges. She gets up close and personal with humpback whales, whale sharks, dolphins and manta rays, white buffalo, elephants and lions. She learns to communicate with these wonderful creatures and discovers that there are very profound messages of hope for our future to be learnt from the creatures who are so much more in tune to the Earths energy than we are.

The following chapters are the chronological journeys that she has experienced and the growing awareness of the importance of the wisdom of the animals. She realizes that she has to convey these messages so that others can listen and learn from their wisdom, joining to create positive change for us and the planet. She is guided by the white lions to be lion-hearted and to take up the challenge to be the voice of the animals. These communications not only give guidance on the importance of the role of animals in the future of the world, they also reassure that however traumatic and confusing life can be, with the help of the animals we are on track on our soul journeys. We are not alone on our quest to find ourselves; the animals are ready, willing and able to bring us back home. In learning to honour ourselves, we honour the planet.


Introduction

Make sure you do everything youve ever dreamt of before you die, dont put it off and say one day. That one day may never come or it may be the wrong kind of one day and you never know whats around the corner!, my mother emphasized. My mothers wrong day came gently on the 6th of July 2004. She passed with such grace as my brother and I held her hand in silent vigil, wondering how we would cope without her loving presence. She had had many adventures in her life, but she always wished she could have done more. Her amazing courage and dignity in the way she coped with her illness was an inspiration to everyone who was fortunate enough to connect with her.

I remember her words every time Im lucky enough to embark on a new adventure. I thank her with all my heart, when Im sitting in some wonderful place celebrating the beauty of the earth. For her small legacy has enabled me to have adventures and expand my being and find my true self at last. I have visited the most amazing places, encountered fabulous creatures, and felt the sacred vibrations of ancient sites around the world. This has allowed me to expand my awareness and intuitive skills, reclaiming and empowering the real me. Since her passing, I realized that she has endowed me with so many gifts, and that her legacy is far more than purely financial. She kindled my love of animals and nature. Our home was always full of a strange assortment of creatures which she always found board, lodgings and love for. I hope to repay her by conveying the vital information and using the gifts I have been given on these momentous adventures. I know that with her guidance, I have utilized my journeys as not just a vacation, but have gleaned powerful messages from the sacred sites and creatures that I have met. This is a book of hope and re-empowerment and when I look back at the small, almost random things that have led me on my journey, I can see that I was being guided. The certainty that this is important, and that I have to experience it in order to further my knowledge or skills, has better equipped me to help the planet and its inhabitants in whatever way is most appropriate. The universe works in mysterious and wonderful ways. When I retraced the steps that led me to my present reality, I realize that my mothers courage has been the driving force behind me and continues to push me forwards. Although I miss her physical presence every day, I know she watches over me, Im sure sometimes laughing at my deliberations, but always overwhelming me with her love.

The soul is the same thing in all living creatures,
although the body of each is different.

Hippocrates

A cathartic dream

In the dying embers of 2009, I had a dream - another lion dream. I had dreamt about lions all my life and as a young child these dreams terrified me. Often a huge male lion would leap into our midst, somewhere in the house or garden. This would cause chaos and terror to myself and everyone else in my dream. Sometimes the lion would attack me and I would awake screaming before anything awful happened, but I felt the threat of some terrible end. As I grew older the dreams changed in that I would be nurturing the lions by feeding them. Then, after a trip where I lived on the ocean for a week with humpback whales, my lion dreams took on a whole new dimension. I would actually change into a lioness and become one of the pride. These dreams were so vivid, I actually felt like I could shake off the African dust from my skin and that I would be able to pick out thorns from my hide. I would awaken tucked up in my bed feeling very disorientated, and be surprised to see my hands instead of large paws. I met a wonderful therapist who felt that my recurring lion dreams were about my sense of power, and that I had been afraid of my power, but now that I was making my spiritual connections, I was allowing that power to reawaken. When I first met her, I didnt feel like I had any power, but as I worked with her and we discussed how I could reclaim that power, I began to understand a little of rediscovering my soul purpose, and to take up the reins of my spiritual journey. I felt the whales had imbued me with so much strength and awareness, that I was ready to take on much more profound connections with animals. Since then, my life has changed beyond recognition. I have started learning healing modalities and found that I could communicate telepathically with animals. I learnt how incredible our connections are with them and how much they care about our emotional and physical wellbeing. I understand now that some of the stories in my first book, An Exchange of Love, have had an even deeper impact on me than I realized, and only now the full meanings of my journeys are evolving, so it is great to expand on them, giving more detail and the wider concepts of why I experienced all that I did back then.

I had another scary dream that I knew was important. I had returned a couple of months previously from visiting the white lions in South Africa, tracking them daily in our jeep. There were two golden lionesses that had been brought into the pride for the two related male white lions to form a new pride, in order to prevent in-breeding. However much we tried to track the lionesses, during my stay, I never saw them, but here in my dream, they were poised ready to attack in my childhood home front garden. I felt they were very hungry and if I didnt find something for them to feed on, they would see me as their next meal. There was also a huge snake in the dream that had blocked my path and I could see that it had just eaten a large mouse and I saw it squirming inside the snakes belly. In my dream state, I started to shout Linda, Linda. I was calling for Linda Tucker, who was responsible for the release and protection of the white lions in South Africa, but she never came to my rescue. As I looked down the garden path, I was aware that the postman would be coming soon, and I was worried that the lionesses would attack him. I was feeling very fearful as I knew I didnt have enough food to satisfy them and they would probably be coming for me. I awoke on New Years Day, feeling very anxious, realizing that it was morning and high time I got up, relieved that it was still the school holidays, and that my teenage son would happily remain in bed until much later in the morning. However, I would have to get up and let my dogs out and get them walked. As I was about to get out of bed, I began to feel strangely excited and a sense of huge anticipation of something momentous for 2010. I just knew this was going to be a very special and important year, in preparation for 2012, which has been foretold as a year of planetary change.

I had just finished reading Summer with Leprechauns by Tanis Helliwell, which really opened up my awareness to elementals and nature spirits. I had a favourite tree in the woods where I walked and I always felt that if there were fairies in that wood, they would live in and around my tree. I always got the feeling that I could hear their tinkling laughter, if I could only listen really carefully. We arrived at the place where I walked most mornings. On this particular morning, I thought I would ask the elementals to join me on the walk and help me decipher my dream and help me find an outlet for my messages. These messages were from the creatures that I had been communicating with around the world and also some exciting case studies I had been working on. All the messages I had been intuiting were for the betterment of the planet and mankind. I had been trying to get new book proposals accepted by more spiritual publishers, as I felt compelled to try and reach a wider audience for this imperative information. I was told that morning as I marched out with my dogs that I needed to just write it and to not try and dumb it down. I had to tell it like it is! Those who were ready to hear the profound meaning of the messages from the creature sentient beings would hear and absorb them. I thanked the dogs for giving me the incentive, despite the weather, and as I was climbing, I welcomed the nature elementals and inner earth beings that Tanis had talked about in her wonderful book. I thanked them for reinforcing my resolve that these messages are very important and that we have to listen to the wisdom of the animal kingdom if we are to have any future on this planet. They told me to send it to publishers who care about the spiritual aspects of the planet and its inhabitants. They also suggested that I combine the different book ideas I had into one book that described how animals were helping to heal the past, present and the future of mankind and the planet, and for me to describe the information by relaying my journeys, both spiritually and physically. I asked how I could encapsulate all this and what the book should be called. I was instructed, very firmly, that the book should be titled The Whale Whisperer. I questioned this as I communicated with many different creatures. However, I was reminded of a conversation Id had recently, where I was asked what the most profound message I had ever received from a creature had been, and I had to admit it was from the whales, so yes, the title made perfect sense!

The elementals also helped me to interpret my dream. I had attended a dream workshop in the past and we had been taught to look at all the components of the dream. So I reviewed the different parts of the dream as far as I could remember. I thought about the meaning of the snake. I felt that it symbolized transformation, and that the mouse was my fear that had been swallowed. Calling out the name Linda was very interesting, as my first name is Linda, but I never liked it, so I took my second name, Madeleine, after my grandmother. Ironically her maiden name was Walker; it dawned on me one day, after I was married, that I now had her full name. She had died when my mother was young so I never met her, but had always felt a connection to her and it seemed strange that after all these years, I should have both of her names! It was interesting that the Linda energy did not come to my rescue and that I was who I was meant to be. Although I felt in the dream that the snake was blocking my path, I realized that it was forcing me to embrace my changes. Then moving on to the golden lionesses in my childhood garden, I remembered that although I never physically saw them, I had felt their presence, and had been quite unnerved by the stench of a kill they had made in the bush, right next to the track we were on in our jeep. Their powers of camouflage prevented us spotting them, but their raw energy, emanating from the nearby scrub, brought up quite primordial feelings of fear within me. I had felt no fear with the white lions that I had seen daily, and so I deduced that the reason for my fear in the dream was the unknown and that I needed to conquer any remaining fear about my power. I also mused about the lack of meat that I had to feed them. I thought it might be because I was vegetarian, but maybe it was about having enough personal power to overcome my perceived challenges. Maybe I needed to reflect where I had given my power away in the past? I wondered what the significance of the postman might be and I surmised it might be that I needed to protect any vulnerable aspects of my life. It was a little unclear until I returned home! So much information had come through thick and fast, I suddenly realized I had ascended the hill with no effort whatsoever. I realized that the postman had come in my absence. I found a belated Christmas card from a new friend called Bob. In the card, stuck down with a bit of sellotape, was a beautiful gold coin. On the face of it was a roaring lions head. He said that he had found the coin during a recent house move and that it had been given to him ages ago, but when he had rediscovered it, hed thought of me! On the reverse side was an image of an eland. The eland bulls I had met in Africa told me they symbolized personal power. I felt that this was perhaps yet more synchronicity of leonine energy roaring out, once again reconnecting me with my power.

The more I thought about all the co-incidences and the meaning of the messages of the dream unfolding, and my wonderful revelations on the walk, the more I determined to set down all the guidance that was given to me on my walking meditation. Now was the time to step up to the plate and communicate in a way that could be accepted and assimilated into our consciousness, so that we can truly understand the magic and wisdom of the creature sentient beings on our beautiful planet.

Horse healers: healing the past to prepare for the future

Look back at our struggle for freedom, trace our present days strength to its source; and youll find that mans pathway to glory is strewn with the bones of the horse.

Anonymous

The Whale Whisperer is about many journeys undertaken within one greater journey: a journey that leads me back home. My greatest wish in sharing my journey with you is that it will help to reawaken your deeper knowing in reconnecting you with Mother Earth and its extraordinary diversity and beauty. We have to start honouring ourselves and the planet we live on, respecting her and all her children, for we are all connected, and the only thing that will save us is love. I have been so blessed on my journey, by the teachings of so many incredible creatures who have nurtured my trust and helped me shake off my self-doubt and overcome my fears. The more I have been taught, the more I realize that there is something much bigger. Im constantly being told by the animals to look at the bigger picture and Im guided to remind many clients, whom I perform readings for when their beloved pet has passed. I have had so much evidence that we all share our journeys with a soul group through different lifetimes. These include the animals that join us in our many incarnations and come back to us in different guises to continue their loving guidance. I was told this by Sam, the Jack Russell puppy who was the catalyst in remembering my intuitive telepathic abilities. He was the first creature that talked to me, which was strange enough, but he also talked about reincarnation, which was almost a step too far in the infancy of my reawakening and almost made me doubt my sanity!

Before I recount my adventures around the world, I feel compelled to tell you about the wonderful journey the horses have shared with me, for they have been the catalysts and tutors of my re-acquired healing skills. In my first book An Exchange of Love, I described how the horses taught me the shamanic practice of soul retrieval; how a traumatized fragment from the past could be reunited with the present animal or person, in order to make them whole once more. I believe they were re-connecting me with a shamanic past life, where I once had this knowledge. It was time to wake up, remember, so that I could embark on my journey of rediscovery in order to facilitate the re-awakening of others. The animals tell me that we are running out of time. The planet needs our help now. So many horses came into my life, teaching me the techniques that I needed to learn in order to be part of something much bigger - a small component, but part of the whole reawakening that is so vital at this time in planetary history. With the help of the animals, who are so much more in tune with the earths resonance, we can all be part of something wonderful that we can co-create on our beautiful planet. I have had cases where horses had suffered terrible past-life battle trauma. I was introduced to Woody, the skewbald gelding, who showed me a horrific video-like clip in my mind of his terror at the battle of the Somme in the First World War. Many others came to teach me about the need to heal mans warring obsession, and inhumanity to his fellow man. These horses were reincarnating to bring about change. I asked my guides why I was getting so many of these traumatic cases. My answer was that horses carry the war consciousness of man. We have ridden these loyal servants into battle throughout millennia and they have carried us and pulled our implements of death and have died beneath us. There are so many Equine Assisted Therapy centres springing up around the world, where the horses are the therapists, bringing gentle joy to disadvantaged children and adults.

Recently the horses have been teaching me a new technique. The old saying when the pupil is ready the teacher will appear is so true for me, as the animals have tutored me every step of my re-awakening. Animals human companions are also being re-awakened and healed by them facilitating the memory of a shared past life trauma, not only remembering, but re-writing the outcome - a previous outcome that was colouring and limiting their present lives, either emotionally or physically or both! By changing the outcome, the need to hold the trauma within the cellular memory no longer existed, and so the physical or emotional symptoms had no place and could be finally released. Alberto Villoldo writes about this technique in his book Mending the past and healing the future with soul retrieval, where he describes timelines and a rewriting of ones destiny. Horses know all about this because theyve been a part of our trauma. I believe that the horses are showing this now so that we can journey into our futures and make the planet whole again. The more I have connected with the different species around the globe, the more I realize that each section of the collective consciousness of animals seems to have contracted into performing different tasks in order to bring about planetary healing. The following is a case study that was, up to now, one of the most dramatic I had experienced and illustrates beautifully how our pasts can limit our futures and cloud our present vision, both physically and emotionally.

... and I whispered to the horse; trust no man in whose eye you dont see yourself reflected as an equal.

Don Vincenzo Giobbe

Seamus, Mary and Raj

Seamus was a dappled grey horse who nervously stomped and snorted as I reassured him that I was there to help. His owner had called me out to resolve his escalating fears about being loaded into horseboxes. Something told me that there was an issue worrying Seamus far more than walking up the ramp into his horsebox. I tuned in telepathically and he showed me a chestnut horse that he was really concerned about. The owner said that it could be her daughter Marys horse Raj, who was becoming unpredictable to the point where she feared for Marys safety. After performing some emotional healing on Seamus, I agreed to return to take a look at Raj.

When I entered the barn some weeks later I was greeted by Seamus, who nodded his head towards a large, powerful-looking chestnut at the end of the building. He said, as clear as day in my head, For goodness sake, sort them out! Theyve got real issues. I thanked Seamus for his help and told him that I would do my best.

Raj eyed me suspiciously as I neared his box, with Mary next to him as she held his halter rope. She recounted some of the issues she had been having with him, including a real problem with turning to the left. I connected telepathically with Raj and asked for his version.

Mary needs to have more confidence in herself, he responded. I need her to be a stronger leader for me. When she believes in herself, I can believe in myself.

A strange marking on Rajs right shoulder caught my eye. According to Mary he had been born with the mark and his previous owners had assured her there was no injury underneath. I tuned in to the energy of Rajs shoulder, and asked him if this was the cause of his concerns. Immediately I was shown pieces of metal shrapnel embedded there in memory form, and from experience of removing energetic objects from past life wounds, I knew these would be remnants of a long-distant trauma.

Raj flashed me images from the past life in question as I visualized plucking these invisible pieces of metal from his shoulder, before filling the area with white light. He was a powerful grey warhorse, charging through a Napoleonic battlefield bearing his rider - Mary as a man - through the carnage. Cannons were firing all around them with deafening booms, their plumes of acrid smoke vying with the stench of fear and death. Mary raised her sabre as Raj courageously plunged into the thick of battle. Suddenly they were hit as a cannon exploded, hurling them onto their left side and crushing Mary beneath her steed. Sadly Rajs shrapnel wounds were fatal but Mary managed to survive, albeit with a withered arm and weakened left side. As I received these images, Mary complained of a stabbing pain in her left shoulder, and both she and her mother looked increasingly perplexed as the sensation intensified.

I worked to remove the negative memory in Marys arm and asked if she could imagine the scene that Raj had shown me. To her amazement and her mothers astonishment, she was able to describe every detail of her uniform and how they both looked in that lifetime. Im always thrilled when the rider can do this, as I know were on track with what the horse has shown me. She shared that she had always been very weak in her left arm and side, and part of her difficulty in steering Raj to the left was down to this subtle handicap. Her arm began to tingle as though something was shifting, then Mary said the pain felt stuck at the elbow. I asked Raj, who was now holding Mary in his gaze and quietly supporting her through the process, to help me clear the blockage. He seemed to be willing her on to clear the trauma so they could both be free.

I asked Mary to visualize little taps on the end of her fingers, and pretended to turn them on to release the energy. As I held her hand between mine, I pictured dark, treacle-like energy flowing out. Mary imagined it turning into daisies that floated up towards the sky, taking the trauma with them. She visualized the pain in her shoulder and a block in her head also turning into daisies, which either drifted up on the breeze or she blew out of her mouth. Interestingly, one homeopathic remedy for deep tissue trauma is Bellis Perennis, which comes from the daisy plant.

Next we needed to re-script Mary and Rajs battlefield trauma. I asked Mary to imagine a positive outcome, where they dodge the cannon fire and gallop swiftly to safety. Mary described the fear she felt, then the relief of having escaped unscathed from the battle. Just as she finished her description, she turned white as a sheet and collapsed, complaining of an intense nausea. At the same moment Raj gave a huge sigh, collapsed onto his straw and proceeded to snort and groan with his eyes closed.

As I had never seen such a dramatic response from either pet or owner before, and a sense of alarm shot through me. What on earth would Marys mother think? I quickly checked my fears and reminded myself this was simply the result of a massive energetic shift in their cell memories, and both horse and rider needed time to adjust.

After we continued to visualize the new tingly energy filling the whole of Marys arms, the colour returned to her cheeks and she could stand again. Raj was still out for the count. So we walked Mary up to the house to make her a warm drink and allow Raj to recuperate from all his hard work in peace. As we reached the house, Mary suddenly exclaimed, Its better! My whole left side feels different, stronger. I dont believe it!

When we gave her a cup of tea inside the house she said that she could squeeze the mug with her left hand. Mary had never even been able to make a strong fist before, and here she was, flexing and clenching her hand over and over again to prove it wasnt just a fluke.

Thrilled though we all were, there was still concern for Raj. As we tiptoed back into the barn, I heard Seamus say in my head, Thank goodness, about time! And there was Raj, leaning over his stable door, looking cool as a cucumber. His eyes shone with a new softness, and he exuded a sense of peace and happiness. Reassured that he was fit and well, I left Mary with instructions to allow herself and Raj plenty of rest over the next few days to allow their new personas to settle in.

When I next heard from Mary, she and Raj were going from strength to strength, giving each other the confidence they both needed and bonding as a team. And now Seamus, who in his wisdom had no doubt exaggerated his behaviour in order to get me called in for his stable mate, was loading beautifully. It is cases like this that leave me in awe of the intelligence and courage of animals, and their compassion both for their fellow four-legged friends as well as their owners.

Horses carry the war consciousness of man.
You have ridden us into your battles throughout millennia.
We return to educate and heal your tainted souls.
Stated by Woody, a skewbald gelding

I have had so many new cases where the horses have facilitated healing on such profound levels, helping us to shake off our perceived limitations inflicted by our past memories. I believe many are deliberately returning in their present form, so they can be with their human soul mates again, with the intent of clearing the energetic remains of a death or injury that are keeping them both stuck on a physical or emotional level. When I journeyed with the whales and was told how they were imbuing the water molecules of the ocean with their love, it makes sense that as humans, so much of our physical bodies are made up of water, that if we start changing the way we feel by our thought processes and mindsets, we can change our bodys vibrations. The healing power of the mind using techniques such as Psycho-Neuro Immunology, which heals the body through visualization, has achieved wonderful results with cancer patients. Emotional Freedom Technique uses statements where a person declares that they deeply and completely love and accept themselves and choose to release the need to feel an emotional or physical pain.

Masaru Emoto says that water shows us how to look much deeper into ourselves as we are reflected within the waters message. All life is reliant on the purity of water. He discovered the effect of positive thought or words on the structures of the water molecules. Beautiful thoughts, words and messages of love create beautiful patterns in the frozen water, whereas the opposite is found when negative words and thoughts are transmitted. The molecules examined under the microscope are seen to be formless and dark. The whales also talk about the healing for the earth, The Blue Planet, in that their love and healing infused into the molecules of the life blood of the earth is also impacting on the health of the planet. Isnt it amazing that the animals already know all this? Their healing is so profound, we must start to trust their wisdom, and they have so much to teach us about love, trust and forgiveness. We need to forgive ourselves and others, not condoning, but releasing our disempowerment, ceasing to give away that power and re-claiming it. Horses in particular want us to be re-empowered. The traditional meaning of the horse medicine in Native American belief is power. This is their task, they are the experts, having witnessed our past misdeeds, and they are lovingly nudging us forwards into a new paradigm. Or perhaps reminding us of our past skills when we believed in Animism, where all creation was felt to have a soul or spirit. The ancient indigenous people worshiped and drew strength from animals, trees, plants and rocks. They knew the value of the earth and everything that exists within it. In our modern civilization we have become so detached from this wisdom and become disempowered because of it. Here and now the animals are working, through their messages of love, to bring us back on track. The wonderful film Avatar, viewed by thousands, shows how they connected to the horses and dragon like creatures in telepathic communication and the importance of honouring their planet. I wonder if members of the audience, sitting there with their 3D glasses on, realized how expanded they have been by the concepts of the film, and what perfect timing for the message to be experienced by so many people.


My first adventure and my lion connection
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Id only ever been on the usual tourist holidays, which were just a pleasant escape and respite from lifes challenges. When I was married, with a herd of pedigree milking goats to look after, I didnt have a holiday for seven years. I also helped my veterinary surgeon husband run his busy practice, so there was no room for any time away from work. I felt Id achieved very little in my life, except to have three fantastic children, and share my life with some wonderful animal companions. I had always been obsessed with animals, enjoying the bliss of snuggling into the neck of a horse, having a pet mouse run up my sleeve, and the unconditional adoration of a dog. Animals had always been a huge part of my life and I loved the interaction of my children with our animals, as they learnt about respect and caring for another sentient being. The animals gave them so much love and patience and in some cases extreme tolerance! I hadnt had much success with human relationships, but now realize that some of the gifts that I have been given, came from them.

Having had some breeding problems with one of the members of my Caprine herd, I attended an animal healing weekend, hoping that I might learn something to help my goats. There I learned to meditate for the first time and discovered that we are all healers, and something changed inside me. I had the best nights sleep that weekend that Id had for ages, and felt that I was on the verge of something very important in my life. I started attending meditation classes, and a spiritual healing group.

After a couple of years, I met a new friend who had returned from America having learnt new past-life regression techniques. She asked if I might be interested in being regressed, to which I agreed. During the regression, I was taken back to an Egyptian lifetime, where I found myself as a priestess in a temple called Karnak. I had never heard of Karnak and was most surprised to find afterwards, that there was indeed a temple of that name.

In my regression, I was lured away from my healing work by the love of a man, who led me away from my temple work to live a nomadic life in the desert. I loved him dearly, but always felt remorse at deserting my healing abilities and duties. I had experienced a meditation some time before, where I had entered a temple through a walled entrance and then walked in between numerous huge columns. I found myself in a central courtyard and then turned left to enter a small inner sanctum. Inside was a large stone plinth. I lay on top of the cold stone and then transformed into someone else, wearing flowing garments. I had black braided hair and unusual jewellery. I suddenly felt the pull of a mans energy, almost drawing me through the temple walls. I ran outside and found him holding two horses; he was waiting for me to run away with him. We mounted the horses and galloped off over the sand duned horizon. Of course this felt wonderfully romantic and was not a meditation that I was in any hurry to come back from! I wasnt sure whether I was supposed to be having those kinds of thoughts and that I should be applying myself to more spiritual matters. I hadnt thought about this meditation for a couple of years, so it was very strange to find that I was able to feel so much emotion and have such clarity of my surroundings in the regression. The one overriding feeling when reflecting on that ancient lifetime was the feeling of guilt at shirking my duties, and when I asked myself about my current incarnation, I was told that this time around I had to do the work. I had to release my feelings of guilt and inadequacy, reclaim my abilities, and get on with it! I came away from the session rather unsure of how I should proceed. I had a husband and family and although I had dabbled a little with healing since my course, I didnt really believe that this was something I could do. Imagine my amazement, when a week later I received a spiritual book club magazine, and when casually glancing at the spiritual retreats and journeys page, one advert leapt out from the page at me. Egypt calls... Egypt calls once again to the Priests and Priestesses of Karnak. The time has come to take your rightful place. Reclaim your ancient wisdom. I shook from head to toe. I knew I had to find a way to go!

I immediately rang the number on the advert. My stomach was performing summersaults and then a lady called Jehane answered. We talked at length about our connections and feelings about Egypt and both decided we knew each other. We were like dearest friends who hadnt seen each other for a while, from about 3,000 years ago! The more we chatted the more I knew I wanted to go to Luxor. The trip was planned for six weeks time, so I had to find a way to finance it and talk to my husband to see if he minded me going to Egypt for a week, leaving him with animals and children. Surprisingly my husband was not horrified. He knew that I had always wanted to visit Egypt without really knowing why.

My husband kindly drove me to Gatwick and we were met by Jehane and the group of people who had been drawn to make the journey. Jehane was very efficient with tickets and itineraries, but I think my husband was bemused by other members of the group which he perceived as pretty flaky. Perhaps alarm bells started to ring at that time for him. Im not sure, but he definitely didnt realize the profound effect the following week was to have on me and how I was to return a very different person from the wife and mother that he dropped off at the airport that morning.

When we started to fly over the huge expanse of the Theban mountains of the desert and I saw the famous Nile meandering beneath us, I could feel the energy shift in me and I started to feel incredibly excited with a sense of coming home. Stepping out into the intense heat and bright sun of Luxor and placing my feet on Egyptian soil was almost too much for me to absorb. Was this just a whim? Was I being really selfish? What was I going to find when I went to Karnak and how would I feel? Would it be all that I hoped? And would it change my secure, safe, existence back in England? This was so out of my comfort zone, travelling with strangers, who seemed to understand their purpose far more than I. I had to keep pinching myself to believe that I was actually there. I could feel the Nile drawing me and I was desperate to experience sailing on her. The sailing feluccas and paddle steamers lined the docks and the palm trees had lights draped around their trunks, gently waved their welcome. We were serenaded off our bus by grinning musicians, forcing us to skip to the tantalizing, infectious rhythms, impossible to ignore, and we all involuntarily began to dance! I shall never forget entering the cool, dazzling interior with fountains and sparkling marble floors. I sat on the marble seat next to the fountain and started to believe I was really there.

We had a briefing about the next days agenda, which was to be a visit to the temple at Luxor, starting at six oclock in the morning to avoid the tourist rush. We were lucky enough to have Mohammed working with us, who was the chief inspector of antiquities and an Egyptologist. He was to facilitate our entry into areas normally prohibited to casual visitors and he gave us information about what we were going to see. We could hardly wait until the next morning, and I tossed and turned in my strange bed, trying not to disturb my room-mate. I was being deafened by a voice in my head that kept saying Hator will help you, Hator will help you. I had no idea who or what Hator was, but as I was not going to be allowed to forget it after my disturbed night, I determined to question Mohammed as soon as we met in the morning.

As we alighted from the minibus and found ourselves walking down the ancient stone slab pathways, I was deafened once again in my head, by the ohm sound, resonating continually in my brain. There seemed to be such a thin veil that we passed through into ancient times and every cell seemed to begin to revert back to a past incarnation imperceptibly with each step. The huge statues and obelisks towered over us and the rams head sphinxes stared out into the distance with an enigmatic expression. We were told that they once lined the pathway leading to Karnak, connecting the temples. They had long since been overtaken by modern life as the town had expanded and many of them had been destroyed. I asked Mohammed who Hator was and he explained that the Egyptian pronunciation of Hathor was Hator. I had heard of this goddess but had very scant knowledge of anything, just a burning desire to remember and re-awaken my prior wisdom of these matters. I was grateful that I had been told she would help me and wondered how that might unfold for me as the days passed. I only now realize the power of the energy and gifts I was given at her temples of Denderah and Deir El Medina. As we went deeper into the temple complex, we began to be affected by the power of the temples energy. We chanted and toned in the grounds. It was wonderful being the only visitors so early in the morning when the temple felt pristine and bathed in ancient energy. Our quiet reverence seemed to preserve the ancient feel. I felt very hot, not due to the suns rays but something much more powerful. I started to visualize my body being stripped of its flesh, as though I was standing in fire, and all my past traumas and lifetimes since this ancient time were being burnt away. My skeleton seemed bleached white as I was cleansed of all pain; we were all feeling a sense of transformation. I felt I was almost tumbling down an Alice in Wonderland tunnel, as different incarnations and personas of me flashed past. I was also re-united with the painful memory of a miscarriage in my current life. I was told that the child I had lost was an ancient soul, who had lived with me in my Egyptian life and that it had just wanted to experience being in my energy and part of me, and that it was not meant to incarnate fully at that time. I began to shake and sob as I had felt such grief at losing my baby, but I felt reassured and loved and that everything had a time and a place and that all was in divine and perfect order. I thought to myself that if nothing else happens on this trip, then it has been worth coming for in order to get closure and healing on this very painful experience. All of us had very profound, transmuting experiences, purifying the past pains that we had collected through millennia in our different incarnations.

After lunch we rested by the pool, digesting our meal and the early mornings revelations. We were due to meet later for a meditation and debrief of the morning visit to Luxor temple. Sipping fresh mango juice, we all felt such peace and a sense of connection to that ancient land. Swimming in the cool water as the temperature rose also seemed to add to our sense of purification. We finally dragged ourselves away and changed into more suitable clothes for our meeting. We were invited to call in the ancient deities, of whom I knew little about, nevertheless the room seemed to fill with other energies as they appeared to whisper and integrate into our own bodies. We were asked to visualize floating in the middle of a Merkabah, a sacred geometric shape, where two pyramid shapes join to form a six pointed star. I felt held in the centre and we were asked to create an image of what we wanted for Egypt and how we might create a healing image for this wonderful country.

Firstly I was shown a golden ball with wings, which allowed it to fly through the air. It was flying through a starlit sky, with one very bright star shining out of the cosmos. Then the solid ball became a kind of filigree framework wrapped around the earth. It was tilted on an axis and it looked like the wings were trying to bring the planet back into balance and a more upright position. I later recognized the wings as similar to the wings that the goddess Isis holds outward in her many statues that we were to see in the stalls of the medina. On my return to England, I deciphered the vision and painted it, to anchor its message in reality. The rest of the day was spent in the markets, buying our white temple wear and trying not to spend all our money on the fabulous souvenirs that beckoned us at every corner.

We attended the sound and light show at Karnak that evening and I had to admit to being disappointed when we first arrived at the main entrance. We were very much part of a tourist show. It felt disrespectful as people swarmed over the ancient ruins. Although I had a fleeting vision of chariots and wild looking horses with flowing manes and flared nostrils, thundering through the temple gates, with all the colours and banners gleaming in the light, I just felt sad that this beautiful place had been brought to this. It felt sullied, desecrated and disrespected, as though few realized the true wonder of the ancient site. We all fell into our beds at the end of the evening, exhausted from the sheer roller coaster of emotions that the day had brought. Once again we left the hotel bright and early to revisit Karnak. This time my feelings were very different. I never expected to cry quite so much on that trip and at times it felt like my eyes had turned into taps that were constantly pouring water!

A dramatic return

Having arrived at the main entrance once more, I questioned the validity of my connection with this ancient city. The huge entrance with the avenue of sphinxes did not seem to really connect to any memories and I began to wonder if it Id really got it all wrong and that perhaps this was all nonsense. That was until we entered the central courtyard and I looked to the left. There was the walled entrance with the pillars that I had seen in my meditation almost three years earlier and I knew without doubt exactly where I was going next! I kept straight on, some of the others wondering where I was going, so I said I know where I am.

Entering a small inner sanctum, I came across the large stone plinth that I had laid on when I transformed into the priestess of Karnak, 3000 years before. I fell across the plinth wailing. Luckily there were no other visitors, as we all began to feel very emotional. Mohammed seemed a little surprised at the depth of our reactions and was even more amazed when many of us told him where sacred areas were and where more artefacts might be found, as each of us began to remember different aspects of our past lives there. As I sprawled across the plinth, I began to get a sense of the man I had fled my duties for, all those years ago. I could feel his energy drawing me through the walls, as he must have done when I strived to continue my healing work despite my love for him. I was struggling to contain myself as I sank down shaking and wondering if I could feel this level of emotion and love for this man, what if I met him in his re-incarnated form in this life? How would that affect my marriage, or perhaps it was showing me that I shouldnt be married now and that should be concentrating on my healing work in this life? I felt as though he was almost sucking me through the walls as he waited with the horses, imploring me to join him. The rest of the group seemed concerned at the extent of my reaction. It was as though I ached to be with him and I knew I could no longer resist him in that past life. I had grabbed my opportunity and galloped away with him. I could visualize him so clearly with his flowing robes and dark flashing eyes. This time he could feel my resolve as I refused to join him. I sent a mental image of the message that I could not fail this time; I had to complete my healing duties. His sorrow drowned me in waves of emotion as I felt him beg me to join him once again. I had to deny my love for this mortal being and remain with the work of the deities that I had been an initiate with. Eventually through my tears, I was given an image of him turning and leading the horses away as he finally understood my message. I could almost taste the sand in my mouth, as I saw the wind blow his footprints and the hoof prints of the horses, away from the dunes that he climbed, away into the desert and I knew that he was gone for good.
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The vision which I painted on my return home  my goldengrid painting



The images were so intense - it felt so real, but how could it? I struggled to make sense of it all. It was so strange, stepping through the veil back into modern life with buffets and pool menus and the tourist spots of shops and bazaars. The smells of spices and the intense colours of clothing, scarves and rugs brought us back into another reality. All of us were feeling shell-shocked so we rested for the remainder of the day. It also became clear that the group had collective memories of being together at that time, especially on the next days visit to Denderah.

Denderah

We were all excited at the prospect of being on the Nile as we stared at the wonderful scenery that passed by, little changed for hundreds of years, as people toiled in the fields trying to scratch an existence. Buffalo and donkeys were everywhere and children waved from the banks. The roofless homes revealed a very simple life with few possessions, shared with hens and a few goats. I reflected on how much I had at home and of the stresses of modern life and how our possessions seemed to own us in our materialistic world. Their life, although harsh at times, seemed so uncomplicated and their smiles made me feel as though they found happiness in being so connected to the earth.

Just being on that glorious river, conjured up such imagery from the past, I imagined all the river traffic that would have passed along this route throughout millennia. It was so beautiful but also I felt it was affecting me on such a deep level, and I felt certain that I had sailed down this river many times in previous incarnations. I was shown a kind of woven reed vessel with a very pointed bow. Some members of the group were also there with me and we were dressed in white, though a sense of sadness at separation was a common theme among us.

When we finally arrived at our destination, the beautiful temple of Hathor at Denderah, we disembarked in a flurry of anticipation. We entered the temple complex, and stood gazing in awe at the marvellous spectacle. Hathor greeted us, standing in her glory with her cows ears and gentle smile. I could see why she was the goddess of dance, healing and joy: she looked so welcoming. As we entered the huge entrance with Mohammed explaining some of the history of the temple, we craned our necks and stared in wonder at the reliefs on the ceiling, still intense with wonderful hues and mysterious hieroglyphs, which spelt out ancient messages which we struggled to decipher. We were introduced to another Mohammed who was the chief guard and he arranged for us to sip hibiscus tea in a beautiful area with date palms. We climbed up the steps to the higher levels and lay beneath the incredible gold astrological chart.It was credited with being the first of its kind and we marvelled at the designs and the energy it was emitting. We had a strong sense of the goddess Isis joining us, and Jehane channelled her wisdom as we lay on the hard stone floor full of rapture at our experiences. As we descended the steps, we took time to explore. I found myself alone, studying the reliefs, when suddenly I was joined by the guard Mohammed. He beckoned me to follow him around the side of the temple to make our way to a special inner sanctum that was hidden from the usual tourists view. I was uncertain, and aware that we were far away from anyone else, but then I felt that I should just trust and see what unfolded. We first stopped at a nilometer, a measuring device to gauge the level of the Nile. He dipped his hand in the water and seemed to want to anoint me with it. It felt very special and I felt honoured by his attention. He then asked if I would like to receive healing from Isis. I said I would be truly blessed if that was so. We scrambled over some fallen stones and came across a metal barred entrance to a small room with a rectangular opening in the roof, where the sun blazed through. He positioned me under the opening so that the light would shine down on my heart area. He said that he felt I needed healing in my heart. I didnt feel that I was too damaged emotionally at that time, but I felt that I was given strength and courage and my whole being seemed to expand. Little did I know how my life was to be totally turned upside down and that I was to need all that strength and courage very soon. Finally I felt that I was ready to leave the loving healing rays of Isis and we locked the room and found our way back into the main complex. He showed me an opening into an underground catacomb area which was very confined and dark and I again allowed an element of fear to invade my thoughts. I was cross with myself as I knew it was yet another wonderful opportunity, but my fear of confined spaces overrode my decision to enter. So sadly I declined, but thanked him profusely for the honour he had bestowed on me.
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The beautiful temple of Hathor at Denderah



A few minutes later we were joined by our own Mohammed and other group members. The guard opened the entrance once again to invite us down. Some of the group took one look at the tiny passage, and refused to enter. I was still feeling as though I really should have taken the opportunity to experience everything made available to me, so I agreed to go down. It was an extremely tight space, and I did doubt whether I had made the right choice, but once we were inside the larger space and saw how beautiful the reliefs were, my fears evaporated. The freshness of the designs and colours looked as though the paint was still drying and you could imagine the artists collecting their brushes and admiring their craftsmanship with satisfaction. It was also very hot and stuffy, so we scrambled back to the surface, keeping the pictures in our minds of the wonders in that incredible place. We felt somehow re-connected from our visit. Some members of the group had a collective memory of working at Denderah in far off times and we all felt that something very profound had affected us, by visiting this wonderful temple and that Isis and Hathor were directing us to re-discover our ancient pasts.

We celebrated our visit with a sumptuous Egyptian feast, prepared by Mohammeds mother. I have never tasted fish as good, before or since and we all felt full of energy as we laughed and chatted about our amazing experiences of the sacred place. The sight of the sun slipping into the horizon was magical and we imagined that we could just detect a slight hiss as the sun appeared to slip into the water. I lay in my bed smiling as I imagined still being on deck and feeling the motion of that iconic river, rising and falling, beneath me. Everyday had been more amazing than the last, but the next day where we were destined to return early in the morning, back to Karnak, proved to be the most life-changing.

There was a statue dedicated to the Egyptian god Khepri and it was prophesized that if you walked around the statue seven times, your wish would come true. So I thought Id give it a try. I was asking to be shown the best way forward in my healing and that it be for the very highest good. On my second or third circuit of the statue, I was astounded to find my dog Pillow dominating my mind, and I could see her clearly wagging her tail and looking very happy. She had been the most beautiful blue merle collie cross who had been killed in the road outside our house. She was very young and we had all been devastated. This was emotional enough, but when she went on to tell me that she had died in order to address my issues with guilt, it was almost too much to bear. She told me I had carried this through many lifetimes since my Egyptian life, possibly 3000 years before, and now it was time to finally let go and resume my healing skills and fulfil my purpose. The rest of the group that I had met were shocked at my floods of tears as I tried to tell them what had occurred. My whole week in Egypt was very emotional as I remembered so much of my previous lives there.

A year later, I returned to Karnak with two other members of the group that also shared lifetimes with me and we had decided to return to further deepen our connections with that ancient land. Once again I decided to walk around the statue, this time just asking to be shown the best way forward after a very difficult time since my mothers death.

As before, I had no thought of Pillow, I was concentrating on the recent traumas in my life. But there she was again large as life in my mind, wagging her tail and laughing at me. She said I was doing really well with releasing my guilt and that she was very happy in spirit and glad that I was doing the work that I was meant to be after all this time. Again I was in floods of tears with her love that she shared with me, but this time I tried to share her joy. I was so glad to see she was happy and free in spirit. I determined that I would persevere with my healing work and not fail this time in my commitment to be of service to others. I was able to reflect on how I had been kept on track thus far, thanks to the animals.

Sekhmet

It makes me smile now as I recall my experiences in that short week of my life. I was so innocent and ignorant on the surface, stumbling through the mists of time, trying to remember who I really was. I felt I had led such a insignificant life, muddling through disastrous relationships, bogged down with mundane issues. I wonder if Id really known the effect my next encounter would have had on me, whether I would have entered into it so readily and unsuspecting? I know that I had to find my destiny, and take up the reins of my life, finally accepting my lifes purpose. It was another early start as we climbed aboard the horse drawn kaliesh. Mohammed had felt that it might be a treat for us to sample a different form of transport. The beautiful, but painfully thin Arab horse stomped as we seated ourselves. It bore the marks of old harness sores on its back and we pleaded with the driver not to whip its lacklustre sides. The horse drew us dutifully through the streets of Luxor. We asked the driver what the horse was called, and he said her name was Princess. We said that we would pay him extra if he would feed her more food to reward her for her toil, because if she looked well-kept and cared for, more tourists would be drawn to use his carriage. We somehow hoped this might persuade him to take better care of her and that at least one horse might benefit from our good intentions. I felt quite ashamed to be sitting in the carriage, as though I was condoning the treatment of the horses. I had spent all my life loving horses and hated to see them so abused. We were thrilled to find them on our return visit, a year later, resting in a side road, and immediately recognized the driver and Princesss slightly crooked white star on her forehead. Princess was really living up to her name. Her chestnut coat gleamed and her harness shone, as her driver proudly waved at us. We congratulated him on how wonderful she looked, and what a great job hed done. He obviously recognized the slightly demented English women whod given him a bit of a lecture the year before!

Anyway, Princess drew us to the temple entrance where we dismounted and underwent the usual security checks. We were all dressed in our white garments with shawls to cover our heads.

Walking through the empty temple, we turned to exit through my entrance and found a path that meandered through the grounds and led to an area quite separate from the main complex. On entering the dark rooms, our eyes adjusted to the change and we encircled the statue of Ptah. We chanted and toned and felt such a rush of energy through our bodies. I had no previous knowledge as to who Ptah was, but the effect of connecting with him could not be ignored as we began to shake and once again felt our bodies being re-arranged. However stepping through into the next inner room, we were greeted by a tall, black lion-headed statue. I was instructed that this was Sekhmet who was claimed to be the wife of Ptah, and she was the warrior goddess that created order through chaos. We took it in turns to place small flowers as an offering to her and when it was my turn, I felt drawn to just place my hand lightly on her heart centre. I was not prepared for the effect that had on me. It was as though I rushed back through time and was shown leonine beings, which seemed half-lion, half-human. I felt Sekhmet communicating through me and she told me that I was her daughter and a keeper of the ancient lion being wisdom. I felt her place her hand on my heart and she said I am in your heart now and you will take me home with you. You are Arashneemadaan, High Priestess of the lion beings from Sirius. I started to cry as my emotions overwhelmed me. It was a strange mix of disbelief perhaps of the ramblings of a vivid imagination, and the certainly of how real it all felt. I shuddered as I felt her presence in the centre of my heart, like a small weight. I recalled a past life regression group where I had visualized myself as a young Massai boy seeking to enter manhood by killing a lion. I had failed miserably and was banished from the tribe. The group facilitator had said that perhaps I wasnt meant to kill lions and that perhaps some part of me prohibited that act. I began to think that perhaps she had been right after all? Perhaps my Egyptian and, even stranger, other planetary origins, would prevent me from causing any harm to a lion! As we stepped out into the sunshine, a part of me wondered whether I had just imagined it all. It seemed so fantastical that I would have been this being that carried the wisdom of this ancient race. Who did I think I was to think such things? Yet I could still feel the weight in my heart. I almost forgot my ancient name, in my disbelief. However that night instead of Hathor shouting in my ears, I had Sekhmet almost shrieking at me and repeating my name over and over so I wouldnt forget or dismiss it. I felt her frustration as I struggled with the whole concept. So I felt I had to find out more about her and the lion beings, on my return, and try to fulfil my duties, whatever they might be this time around.

The rest of the trip was filled with visits to the bazaars to buy gifts and we had a fantastic balloon ride over the Valley of the Kings. I was normally afraid of heights, but seeing the temple at Luxor bathed in the rosy glow of the sunrise dispersed all anxiety. I marvelled at the swathe of fertile land running parallel to the Nile, nurtured by its flood and then, only yards away, arid dessert desiccated by the full force of the Egyptian sun.

Our triumphant landing on the edge of a sugar cane field was applauded by the ground crew as they drummed and sang in celebration. We were then collected by the minibus and taken to the tombs, where we melted as we visited King Tuts resting place in the midday heat. We climbed down deep into the tomb, staring with wonder at the reliefs and thinking what it would have been like to discover this, and the tales of the curse as they breathed the fetid air from a long sealed grave. It was a wonderful sight and we felt some magical beings join us as we sang our tones which echoed through the tomb. We felt that the builders and craftsmen had stepped out of the walls to join us in admiring their work! We also saw the huge temple of Hatshepsut on route, but we wanted to visit another smaller Hathor temple at Deir el Medina. Again the image of Hathor smiled out at us, beckoning us in, as we were greeted by the temple guard. He allowed us to explore the inner sanctums in peace and seemed to know that we were there to respect the temple and a few words from Mohammed confirmed this for him. As we stood inside the holy of holies, I had some very strange sensations. One of our group began to channel ancient Egyptian, which sounded very familiar and then it was as though my head had been opened up and keys of wisdom were being dropped inside, descending into me like a bottomless well. I had no idea what they were or what they meant, but I knew it must be very important. I felt sure that in the future I would come to know what they symbolized.

On our return visit a year later, I was to be given even more profound gifts from this magical place, but for now our week was nearly over. We had more debriefs and meditations and our last evening was spent eating a delicious meal and watching another glorious sunset. I would miss the beautiful blue sky and the warmth of the sun on my skin. Everything else seemed almost too much to comprehend and needed a lot of assimilating. The thought of being home back in Britain seemed so alien, I knew it would take some re-adjustment.

As we landed at Gatwick, the energy in England felt so heavy as though we were moving through treacle. It was difficult to disconnect from the group, having shared many emotional reconnections from our past lives together. Egypt had become my reality and England felt foreign and unfamiliar. We tore ourselves away from each other, and then I spotted my husband waiting patiently for me, looking disconcerted at the levels of emotion the group members were showing each other. Promising to keep in touch, we parted company and my husband and I started the journey home. I wondered how much I should try to explain about my experiences, but he seemed angry at the change of completion dates for our house move which was scheduled for the following week. I had hoped to recoup a little energy over the weekend, but now it seemed that we would be in a frenzy of packing and cleaning. He didnt seem very interested in my experiences and even trying to explain any of it seemed pointless. I had experienced a strange dream a few months before my trip, where I got the distinct impression that we were not going to make it as a couple, but I dismissed it as just a silly dream and that of course we were fine. Everything seemed perfect on the surface. We had a lovely house in the country, and after some challenges with the children they now seemed to be happy and doing well. We were set for life - werent we?

The house move was very stressful and I longed to be back in Egypt and close to that ancient energy that had reclaimed my being. It didnt help that the house we moved into was filthy, so we had days of cleaning and scraping grime and my husband seemed to get grumpier. At regular intervals I would get calls from the group members, all of us struggling to make sense of our respective journeys and how they were impacting on our mundane lives back in England.

My mother had not been well for some time and had had one operation to remove a tumour, which we hoped would cure her cancer. However, her health had deteriorated and so I demanded that we see the specialist. She lived on her own and was not getting much help from the NHS, so she had more tests and scans and just before Christmas we went to get the results together. We sat in stunned silence when they announced the dreadful prognosis. We were told that the cancer had spread and that there was nothing they could do to help her. Chemotherapy was suggested, but they felt that she was already so weak that it would do nothing to improve her remaining few months of life. So I organized for lots of healing and took advice from cancer nutritionists and herbalists and did what I could to support her.

My fiftieth birthday was looming and I had previously booked a trip to swim with wild dolphins in Costa Rica for my birthday treat, as it had been a lifelong dream of mine. Wed had a weekend in Venice as a romantic break just for the two of us. It had been so stressful for me over Christmas as my dear mum didnt want me to tell anyone about her illness and have their Christmas spoiled, so I had to keep it to myself and pretend that everything was fine and that she would be making a full recovery. The pressure of creating a happy Christmas for everyone, knowing that it would probably be her last, was excruciating. I adored my mother and I couldnt bear the thought of her not being there. I felt that she and my husband were my best friends. My husband had seemed very supportive at first, but the more time I spent trying to look after my mother, the more distant we seemed to become, so knowing that my mother was well looked after, I paid for us to have this break, but it did little to rekindle our relationship. I worried so much about my dolphin trip and didnt want to waste any precious moments with my mother, but she insisted that I went. However my stress levels created a very painful bout of shingles and so I was prevented from travelling. I was so grateful for that special time that we had together, but devastated at the level of pain my mother was trying to cope with. I lay in bed one night and pleaded for help. I felt that it wasnt my role to heal her, but that I was to help her pass with as little fear and pain as possible. She showed such courage and grace, but the pain was becoming unbearable. The problem was that the tumour was pressing down on and restricting the bowel. I was shown this in my mind symbolically, as a collapsed mine shaft. I was told that I could place crystal pillars that would support the mine roof - like celestial pit props. These crystals were like clear quartz, but with an inner fire. I called them light crystals. I visualized placing them in the mine shaft and saw the light illuminating the passage downwards. The next morning I rang my mother and was thrilled to hear that her pain had been much relieved during the night, and from then on, she felt no further pain in that area.
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A few days later, my husband suddenly announced that he longer wanted to continue with our marriage but would give no reason for his decision. I was devastated as I had no idea that he felt so desperate about the decline of our relationship. We had never rowed and he had not verbalized any real discontent with my spiritual awakening. I asked him if he wanted me to give it all up, which I was prepared to do, in order to save our marriage, but he said that he felt driven to make that decision and nothing I could say or do would change his mind. I found it so hard to understand as he would give no reason and of course his timing could not have been worse. I knew my mother had just weeks left as her illness ravaged her body. I felt very angry and betrayed and so sad that it had come to this with a young son still relying on us both to be there for him. However I now realized that the universe was providing me with space to realize my healing duties. Losing both of them at the same time was incredibly hard to bear, and I wondered many times about the healing I had received at Denderah and perhaps that was preparing me for what was to come.

My beautiful mother passed on a lovely sunny day in July and with my husband gone, I didnt know how I was going to go on. The doctor commented on the lack of pain my mother had experienced towards the end, and I privately prayed that the light crystals had played a part in helping. I was grief-stricken. But my children and animals made me get up in the morning and to somehow function on the daily school runs and everyday chores that had to be done. I was also working with human and animal clients by then, and so threw myself into my work.

I was working with a gentleman one day who was not prone to channelling strange beings. He was a very grounded ex-naval officer, so I was astonished when we were working with a stress management visualization, he suddenly said, theres a strange person in my mind who has a message for you! Rather taken aback I asked what that message was. He said that this person was from Atlantis and that the light crystals worked and I had to believe in my skills as a healer. These crystals were used in my Atlantean past lives and that I had to remember this and to start using them more frequently. Of course he had no knowledge of the symbolic healing that I had sent my mother, so I was stunned with his revelations. We chatted about the message and it seemed that the Atlantean being also helped him to expand his awareness. He seemed very changed by his new-found channelling abilities and the healing he received from the ancient beings. I was shown new ways of working with light crystals over the coming months, as different cases came my way that would stretch my abilities and belief in the efficacy of these wonderful tools. I realize that I was so guided and protected through this time and many new beings started to enter my awareness. I connected with another Atlantean being who used a strange clicking language and I felt a very specific energy when he came close, like a kind of tingling, that would run through my body in icy waves.

I had kept in close contact with two other people from our group and in the following autumn we decided to return to Egypt. I wanted to try and make sense of everything and to get clarity on the purpose of these very challenging life changes, as I was forced to cope on my own. Our youngest son found the fallout from the divorce and his grandmothers death very hard to cope with. My two other children also struggled, but were older and had their own lives to live. My son missed his father, so was happy to have extra time with him, as I left for another week. I knew he would be well looked after and I had to get some kind of reassurance that there was a purpose to all of this and that I hadnt just messed everything up on some stupid whim. I thought that going back to Egypt would help me understand the reason for all the chaos that had occurred in such a short space of time. We were also having to temporarily downsize and buy somewhere without a mortgage.

I was still feeling very fragile as we landed back in Luxor. It was wonderful to feel the energy shifts again as we flew in. The Nile sparkled beneath us and my spirits started to lift a little. We revisited Karnak and I had an emotional reunion with Sekhmet. I asked her why she seemed to have caused so much chaos in my life in one short year and couldnt she have spread my traumas out a little, rather than to be stripped of so much in so little time. She said there was no time to waste spreading my challenges out and that I had to get back on track and start working, using my ancient skills. She explained that the new vibrational shifts on the planet were making it imperative for us to clear our baggage and anything that was limiting us from being our true authentic selves. It still seemed like a very high price to pay, but she reminded me that everyone else was on their journeys and that my husband needed to be free to find his own way. My mother had pre-agreed with me at a soul level to be a catalyst to bring about this change in my being, and that she had her own healing journey to travel. Again I seemed to spend most of my time crying!

I returned to Denderah and met Mohammed again. I was amazed that he recognized me and called me his daughter. I told him what had transpired in the year since we last met and I questioned him as to whether he felt the urgency of the healing strength of Isis, in order to prepare me for the roller coaster of events that were coming my way. He said that he had felt great sorrow and emotional pain around me, and was guided to take me to Isis so that she could prepare me. I also reflected on the chaos that had ripped my world apart after I had connected with Sekhmet. I prayed that some kind of order would now unfold.

On our final visit to Karnak and to make our farewells to Sekhmet, I stopped once more by the scarab statue of the god Kephri. I had been told, the year before, that if you walked around the statue seven times and made a wish, it would come true. On the first occasion, my lovely dog Pillow had come through from spirit and reassured me that she was fine, but had passed in quite traumatic circumstances, in order for me to release all my issues of guilt that I had been carrying from so many lifetimes, but especially from the Egyptian lives. She had somehow managed to get out from our well fenced garden and had been killed by a motorbike. I had felt such guilt as I knew I should have checked the fencing more and maybe there had been some small opening that I had missed. There were also other reasons to feel guilty, as I had ignored another premonition about her. But here she was again, this time, bounding into my thoughts. She said she loved being pure energy. I asked her if she might return to me in a physical form. I had been communicating with animals and they had taught me about the concept of them returning to continue being with their human carers, in order to further guide and heal them on their combined soul journeys. She said that she didnt feel she would, but that she would continue to guide me from spirit and that I was doing very well and I had to keep going on my healing journey, both for myself and others. She said that she would be there to guide me whenever I doubted myself and that everything was as it should be. This was still very emotional for me to accept as it seemed that so little of the past me, remained.

We entered the small shrine to Sekhmet on our last morning and I felt drawn to wrap my body around her statue. I started to feel the Atlantean energy tingle through my body, and I started to talk in a series of clicks, as I sank into a kind of trance, not really aware of the strange sounds emanating from my lips. My friend said that it felt like there were three beings holding a conversation through me, like some bizarre Morse code. I was later to be reminded of the sound when listening to the recordings of a sperm whale on my next adventure to the Azores, where the sound was almost identical.

We also revisited Deir el Medina where the keys had been dropped into my being. This time one of the walls in the inner sanctum seemed to shimmer and become almost fluid in a strange greenish light. The hieroglyphs seemed to liquefy, as I visualized reaching my arm into the wall and finding that I was passing through seven layers, whereupon I grasped a very strange looking key. It had a long golden shaft, with intricate locking design protrusions and strange codes inscribed on it. I was guided to visualize placing the key into my heart, into which it seemed to slide effortlessly. We also felt joined by outer planetary beings that elevated us up through the temple roof as we were given healing and also received yet more healing techniques from our past long forgotten knowledge. One of my friends photographed the wall and to our amazement the hieroglyphs looked all blurred and the strange green light seemed to pervade the picture. However when the photo was printed, the wall seemed solid and normal. It was a very powerful experience and I marvelled yet again at the profound affect this unassuming temple had had on us. Yet more evidence of the impact of Hathor on my life.
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Mohammed, who anointed me with water from the Nile and performed healing on me at the temple of Hathor



Our last visit was to another sacred place we had felt drawn to in Karnak. Past tall columns and statues, we entered another holy of holies. I felt a huge lion presence there. We seemed to be surrounded by lion beings. My two companions were also being deeply affected by their presence. Luckily no one else came into the room as the tourists were, by now, starting to fill the temple grounds. The universe again contrived to give us private time which, yet again, proved to be fortuitous as the lions who encouraged me to roar! I felt the enormity of the sound building in my stomach. One of my friends was standing in front of me and the sheer volume of what came out of my mouth shocked me, and made my friend topple over. We were forced to lie on the floor as the roars continued to pour from my mouth. Any unsuspecting tourist would have immediately called for my mental health to be questioned! However we were alone except for many lions joining us as I felt them surround us. I felt like I was being instrumental in joining up my friends with their lion companion guides, which has happened on many occasions since then. My guides were a huge male lion, who stood on my right, and a fierce lioness on my left. I felt they were balancing and protecting the corresponding male and female sides of my body. They have worked with me ever since and helped with some very dark energies that I came into contact with. I have been asked to remove negative entities from people, animals and environments and whenever my lions have felt that it might affect my well being, they have stepped in and transmuted the energy from negative to positive. The male lion said his name was Shasti, pronounced Shaaarksti, and the female was called Latuna, pronounced Latoona. They were very precise and told me that I was just reconnecting with all my lion being skills and wisdom. This was still very early days in my re-awakening so it still seemed puzzling to me that I might be this being, inside my quite inconsequential human form.

Returning home this time still took some adjusting to and I knew I would still have to cope with everyday life and making sure my children were coping with the upheavals that a divorce brings to a family and also the continuing feelings of grief, as I missed my mother every day. I continued to be asked to work with an array of different clients that challenged and expanded my healing resources and I connected with new people who were on a similar spiritual wavelength.
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