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Praise for “The Tapestry of
Grace”

 


“Lorraine’s helpful
insights and the analysis of her Chart cycles by Philip Comi
illustrate the wise use of Astrology in your daily life! Will both
enlighten and entertain you.”

- Pat Strickland, the popular astrological writer of over
thirty books and predictive annuals

“…based on Lorraine
Miller's often startling revelations and quantum-consciousness
experiences. This reviewer lived some of the same events but did
not connect them to a larger meaning. With this epiphany of
understanding comes a new meaning of life.”

- Richard Fuller, Senior Editor, Metaphysical
Reviews

“Miller's story is a very
intriguing and unique one…will cause you to reflect on your own
life experiences in an attempt to determine if there is any deeper
meaning to them other than the simple events that they may appear
to be on the surface...truly makes you think. I recommend to anyone
who is interested in exploring how each life moment is
interconnected.”

-
Kam Aures for RebeccasReads.com

“With simple wisdom, she
presents a charming simile that will open the eyes of readers to
the details of the world with many profound ideas.”

- Midwest Book
Reviews











In Loving Memory of my
beloved pony, Lady,

and all the Animal Angels
who have blessed my life and healed my wounded inner
child,

a portion of the proceeds
from the sale of this publication is donated to the American Humane
Association
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Lady, 1973-1998






Founded in 1877, the
American Humane Association is the
only national organization dedicated to protecting both children
and animals.

The mission of the
American Humane Association, as a network of individuals and
organizations, is to prevent cruelty, abuse, neglect, and
exploitation of children and animals and to assure that their
interests and well-being are fully, effectively, and humanely
guaranteed by an aware and caring society.

American Humane envisions
a nation where no child or animal will ever be a victim of willful
abuse or neglect, as do I.
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A VERY SPECIAL THANKS TO
ASTROLOGER PHILIP COMI

Although my understanding of astrology
is limited, I have learned enough to believe that it gives valid
insights which help to explain the energies occurring at the time
of the events of which I speak. Wanting to give as much validation
as possible to these experiences, I felt it would be an interesting
experiment to find an astrologer who would like to participate in
this undertaking.

When Philip Comi spoke at a meeting of
our local Tucson Astrologers’ Guild, I knew after listening to him
speak for only fifteen minutes that he was the one with whom I
wanted to share this endeavor, as his words resonated with my own
inner being. He had me at the word “serendipity.”

Philip speaks of the mind as a
determining factor in how we use the indications in our astrology
charts—we can take the high road, or we can take the low road. It
is similar to numerology, where each number has a positive and a
negative expression. His premise is that by reprogramming the mind,
we create a new mindset and positive outcomes. Since my main
interest has been in psychological astrology, I knew we shared a
similar outlook.

During our first private session,
Philip asked me what had happened at around the time of six years
of age. When I asked him why, he said that would have been the time
when past life memories were being activated for me. I thought and
thought, and then remembered I had written of that being the age
when I experienced my first vision and voice. I nearly fell off the
chair, as this was just the clarification I had been seeking to
give validity to the events which I describe!

Throughout my story, astrological
insights provided by Philip are added in an attempt to give further
understanding to the energies in play at the time these events
happened. Philip was provided dates only, as closely as I could
recall them, often with nothing more specific than a year. It was
his preference not to know of the event itself while doing his
independent calculations in order to keep his objectivity. Philip
then explained the aspects and interpreted their meanings, which I
have related after certain life-changing events in order to give
credence to the experience.

Philip considers many aspects
surrounding the events which I recount in my story. He considers
planetary transits, which he explains are occurrences and events
outside of ourselves which we translate inward. For example, loss
of jobs, accidents, etc., happen to us externally and then we
process them internally.

Planetary progressions are just the
opposite; they propel outward from within and have a psychological
impetus. They are events happening on the inside which we then
externalize. Solar arc progressions are still within and propelled
outwardly, but are more profound and spiritual. They are coming
from the deeper psychological level.

Even with my limited knowledge, I was
somewhat skeptical of Philip’s use of the equal house system since
I was more familiar with the other house systems favored by many
other astrologers. This was the method used by the ancients before
the various unequal house systems were developed.

With the equal house system, once the
degree of the ascendant, also called the rising sign, is
discovered, each house cusp of the chart wheel is equally divided
with the same degree as the ascendant. As we progressed with my
personal timeline of events, however, Philip convinced me that this
was a profoundly accurate system. I found it validated what was
happening in my life at the time and is more befitting of my focus
in this lifetime.

Now, more about Philip Comi! He began
his professional practice in 1978 and is regarded as one of
America’s foremost Astrologers. His practice includes generations
of individuals in the same families. He is particularly noted for
the unique insight and foresight he brings to his
consultations.

Philip’s background includes a degree
in Psychology as well as extensive experience in all areas of
Quantum Consciousness. He combines extensive knowledge of the
astrological charting process with an instinctive and incisive
analytical ability that translates volumes of heavenly data into
practical, on-target advice.

Philip’s skill is heightened through
specialized meditative techniques that fine-tune his readings. His
own “Laser Focus” and “Calling You” Programs are helping many
students apply chart skills in overcoming personal roadblocks. He
also teaches numerous basic meditation programs.

Philip currently resides in Carlsbad,
California. In addition to enjoying his successful practice, he has
both studied and taught his craft throughout the world, including
Aruba, Egypt, Greece, Italy, and Spain.

He teaches at colleges and has
appeared on cable and radio programs. He is published in
astrological magazines and is working on his first book which will
combine Astrology and the Meditative Powers of the Mind.

For a consultation or
additional information about his programs which are available
online, contact Philip Comi at Pjcstars@aol.com. It
could just change your life!
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PREFACE

By sharing these stories of events in
my life, it is my desire to assist others to see the limitless
possibilities within their own lives and perhaps give validity to
their own unspoken experiences.

In a world where anything beyond the
five senses is ridiculed or dismissed as fantasy, my experiences
will show that we can live in a different dimensional reality while
still occupying space in this dimension. Have you ever had a
feeling or memory which you couldn’t explain with rationale? Were
there experiences you never told anyone about because you were
afraid they would think you were crazy? This was my reality since
childhood, being born at a time when such things were repressed and
feared. We all possess latent abilities which should be explored
and encouraged, bringing them into the accepted realm of normalcy
rather than freakishness.

As I’ve shared my stories over the
years with others, they either responded by opening up and sharing
similar happenings about which they never felt comfortable telling
another person, or their eyes would open wide with a mixture of
fright and awe and declare that I should write a book. Both
reactions merit my attempt to weave what appear to be chance events
into a personal tapestry which paints a bigger picture.

My journey has been a slow, wondrous
awakening through moments of crisis and serendipity, often with
startling revelations and manifestations. There were so many times
I had the greatest of doubts about the validity of my insights or
experiences, often questioning whether it was real or just
delusional. Given that my mother had a history of mental
instability, it made me even more cautious! Then something would be
said to me, or there would be an actual physical manifestation out
of the ordinary, which would confirm that it was indeed real and
not my imagination.

My religious foundation was
traditional and of my own seeking, not family chosen. My spiritual
awakening began to accelerate in midlife when I taught Sunday
school for preschool children three to five years of age. The
concept of God is so basic at that age, without the dogma which
comes later. It is just pure love with the innocence of seeing God
through a child’s eyes.

Most of the traditional religious
teachings became limited and restrictive to me as my understanding
and wisdom grew, and I was unhappy with the hypocrisies and
intolerances often seen in organized religions. Perhaps they
kindled a spark of ancestral memory from my persecuted Quaker
Southwick ancestors.

As my awareness became greater, so did
my latent abilities. As my abilities became more pronounced, I
could no longer ignore them as I had for so many years, and as a
result my husband and family were disapproving of the direction in
which I was going. This eventually led to a change in lifestyle,
after which I became a devoted student of metaphysical principles.
I studied all aspects of spirituality and healing with a thirst,
not leaving a stone unturned.

My foundation, however, never really
changed, just expanded. Christ directed us very clearly when He
said, “Do as I do and even greater things shall you do.” This then
puts the responsibility fully onto me to live my life as a
reflection of His teachings through an understanding of the Christ
Consciousness. Many people are often afraid to look at other great
teachers and religions without judgment or fear, but that which is
real truth within us cannot be tainted. We have a current world
condition fueled by illusion, fear, intolerance, anger, hatred,
manipulation, and hidden agendas. How can we have peace if we do
not understand and honor others’ points of view?

Our lives consist of many experiences
which in the moment seem random and inconsequential. As we advance
in life and the tapestry created by these seemingly unimportant
moments begins to become apparent, we start to comprehend the
bigger picture and get a glimmer of the significance each held. To
see the threads of patterns woven throughout the tapestry of our
lives in one moment of clarity—that Aha! Moment—is the greatest
gift we are given by our Creator.

The insights and words I share do not
come just from me, but from the many teachers I have met along the
way. You will hear the echoes of their words spoken through me,
because it is with their help and wisdom that I have found my
ultimate truths.

Seeking spirituality and one’s own
truth is an inner journey which must be undertaken alone, no one
else can do it for us. Our family and friends might not always
understand and may unwittingly try to sabotage our efforts.
Sometimes it becomes necessary to find the strength to break free
of those influences if we wish to progress to the soul’s higher
purpose.

When writing about these events, I was
particularly aware that they evoked very little emotion or pain
within me. There were some tears as I remembered my father and the
pets I have loved, but for the most part it was as if I were
relating scenes from a movie rather than events in which I had
participated. This reaffirms the very message of my book! When we
have healed and released painful memories from our body, mind, and
spirit, we have cleared those issues and no longer react with an
emotional charge. They are no longer important other than as a
thread in the weave of our tapestry.

By telling my story, I hope to
encourage others to explore and come to an understanding of their
own unique potential and life purpose without fear through
self-discovery and healing. Your moment of birth is your cosmic
DNA, the vibrational energies at play in that instance and place in
the universe. Your astrological birth chart is your unique
blueprint which indicates strengths and weaknesses as well as
opportunities and gives clues to your purpose. Your name and birth
date hint at lessons to be learned and when certain energies will
be predominant. It is only when we fully understand “self” that we
can then honor “to thine own self be true.”

All which exists is
energy and
interconnected. As we learn to express our own personal energy in loving and
positive ways, we find that we attract people who have similar
attitudes and intentions that support our growth, and that which
does not resonate with us falls away because the energies are
incompatible. In other words, “like attracts like.”

I reference many methodologies which
assisted me in my process to overcome the challenges within me. By
allowing ourselves to heal and rise above the mundane life, there
is an incredible joy which comes from being set free from past
experiences. Life becomes easier, even when there is chaos all
around us. But the greatest gift of all is that we then become an
example to our friends and families by living a life more in
harmony and peace, which they in turn may want to
emulate.

Learning to master the smaller ego and
control our earthly desires and emotions is truly a challenge. The
true master learns to keep the emotions balanced and live their
truth completely, never compromising it, and only allows that which
is for their highest and best good. Perhaps we may never accomplish
it in this lifetime to the same level of the Great Masters, but it
is through the persistence toward such a goal that we often find we
have achieved much more than we ever realized was
possible!

Enjoy the journey of the individual
which you are! Celebrate and be the unique and precious soul that
you are! Make love and wisdom and peace your mantra, and it will
change the world, one person at a time!

Allow the Divine Weaver
within you to
create a wondrous tapestry based on the Laws of Grace, leaving
behind the limitations created by the Laws of Karma.
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To The Divine Weaver, Weaver
of Destiny

The Goddess Arachne is called upon to
help one find their path of Destiny

“Oh, Arachne, weaving the
web of my fate,

cast your eyes upon my
tapestry

and lead me to my
destiny.

May it be fulfilling and
abundant

with love, wealth and
joy.”

[From a hand-made candle by Coventry
Creations]

Arachne’s name simply means “spider.”
She was a young woman from Lydia gifted in the art of weaving.
Observers often commented that she must have been trained by Athena
herself, the patron goddess of weaving. Arachne became so conceited
of her skill and, displeased at being placed in an inferior
position to the goddess, proclaimed that Athena herself could not
do better.

Athena was angered, but gave Arachne a
chance to redeem herself. Assuming the form of an old woman, she
warned Arachne to be careful not to offend the gods, lest she incur
their wrath. Arachne scoffed and wished for a weaving contest to
prove her skill. Athena accepted the challenge and revealed her
true form, so the contest began.

Athena began to weave the scene of her
contest with Poseidon for the city of Athens. A beautiful scene
developed from the threads, showing Poseidon and the salt water
spring, and Athena with an olive tree, gifts to the people who
would name Athena as their patron, and their city after her. The
bystanders marveled at the goddess’ work.

Arachne, for her part, created a
tapestry featuring twenty-one episodes of the infidelity of the
gods, featuring scenes of Zeus’ various infidelities. So exquisite
was the mortal’s work that even Athena herself was forced to admit
that Arachne’s work was flawless, but was outraged at Arachne’s
disrespectful choice of subjects that displayed the failings and
transgressions of the gods.

In anger, Athena tore the tapestry to
pieces and destroyed the loom and struck Arachne as well. Realizing
her folly and ashamed with guilt, Arachne ran off and, depressed,
she hanged herself.

Athena took pity on Arachne, as she
most likely did not expect that she would commit suicide. She
brought her back to life, but not as a human. By sprinkling her
with the juices of aconite, Athena transformed the woman into a
spider, and she and her descendants were destined to forever hang
from threads and to be great weavers. This mythical tale explains
the spider’s ability to weave its web.

From Wikipedia/Encyclopedia
Mythica
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PART ONE

The Threads of
Karma
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Karma: Sanskrit “act, action, performance”

The Law of Karma is the concept of
“action” or “deed” in Dharmic religions. All living creatures are
responsible for their karma—their actions and the effects of their
actions. Karma is not about retribution, vengeance, punishment or
reward. Karma simply deals with what is. The effects of all deeds
actively create past, present and future experiences, thus making
one responsible for one’s own life, and the pain and joy it brings
to others.

The Law of Karma is taught in the
esoteric Christian tradition as the “Law of Cause and
Consequence/Effect.” However, this western esoteric tradition adds
that the essence of the teachings of Christ is that the law of sin
and death may be overcome by Love, which will restore
immortality.

From Wikipedia












CHAPTER ONE

EARLY CHILDHOOD
[1939-1950]
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An Unusual
Beginning…

My entrance into this world began with
an ending. I was meant to be born under a Libra sun, but due to the
circumstances in my mother’s life, I came into the world about
three weeks early and was destined to live with a Stellium [a
cluster or group of three or more planets in one sign or house
indicating a focal point of energy of the horoscope] in Virgo. The
significance of this was, of course, not apparent to me until much
later in my life.

My brother sadly died of a ruptured
appendix the day before I was born when he was three-and-a-half
years old. My mother had taken him to a doctor, but was told it was
just an upset stomach. By the time they got him to the hospital,
the poison from the ruptured organ had traveled throughout his
system, and it was too late to save him.

Our souls passed that night, as he
went out and I came in. When my mother first told him that he was
going to have a brother or sister, he insisted he was going to have
a baby sister. He is the one who named me, refusing to even
consider a boy’s name. My parents said he was my guardian angel
watching over me, and I grew up feeling and believing
that.

As I understand it, my mother was
somewhat unstable even prior to the death of my brother, but the
loss of her beautiful son haunted her for the rest of her life.
Unfortunately, I was a constant reminder to her of the child she
had lost, and she was never able to embrace me or love me fully.
Imagine the trauma of being born to a mother screaming in anguish
over the death of a child and trying to rid herself of another. I
was eventually able to release that trauma from my emotional body
through age regression. When I later became a mother myself and
could fully understand the pain she endured with the loss of a
child, I was better able to forgive her for rejecting
me.






Insights by Philip
Comi:

It is Philip’s belief that
I was born when I was meant to be born. Exceptionally notable in my
chart is a Grand Trine, as well as the fact that Uranus was on the
western horizon when my birth occurred. Uranus always does the most
profound, the most unique and unusual things. Thankfully, it is
beautifully aspected with multiple trines and doesn’t have any
negative aspects to it.

Although the experience of
the family was traumatic, it was somehow a fait accompli that this
would be the way to begin my journey into the earth plane at this
time. Uranus does bring the sudden and unexpected, and would set me
apart and open to my own rule factor. It’s like a stranger in a
strange land, which is decidedly how I felt, particularly as a
child.






Jupiter Returns With a
Painful Lesson

According to family lore, my father
was the one who brought me home from the hospital because of my
mother’s emotional state, even though he was also grieving the loss
of his son. My parents were separated by my first birthday. My
mother entered a new relationship and, when I was two years old, we
moved to Nevada with the man who would become my stepfather, where
they married after she divorced my father. I didn’t see my father
again until we returned to New York four years later.

When we returned, we lived on Long
Island. In order to see my father, I would accompany my stepfather
into the city, where my paternal grandfather would meet us and take
me home with him to New Jersey. My father would then pick me up at
my grandparents’ home, arriving by bus. I remember waiting in great
anticipation for his bus to arrive, jumping excitedly up and down
at his appearance. The smell of bus fumes reminds me of him to this
day.

Although my memories of him are few, I
remember knowing how much he loved me. He always made me feel
special and treated me like a little princess. I adored him and
lived for those times when I would see him. I can still vividly
recall him teaching me to roller skate at an outdoor rink on a cold
but sunny winter day, as well as my first outing in his new car. We
were driving in the country down a tree-lined street as he pointed
out to me where the road was perfectly dry on one half and the
other completely wet from the rain. It was as if the road was
magically divided down the middle in a straight line, and I have
never seen anything like it since.

In 1943, while I was still residing in
Nevada with my mother, my father entered the Navy. He was sent to
Virginia for basic training where he met the woman who would become
my stepmother. They married just prior to his being shipped out to
the South Pacific during World War II. Knowing each other for such
a short time, I’m sure it was a difficult adjustment when he
returned home when his enlistment ended and she had to move away
from her family. It was my impression that they were not
particularly happy, and I found her to be cold and
remote.

Since my own mother was not what I
would consider a good cook, I usually ate with little appetite,
often being forced to eat while gagging on something, like slimy
eggs. I became quite adept at slipping food into my napkin and
sneaking it out of the house for disposal in the sewer. At
mealtimes when visiting with my father, I made up for it by
ravenously eating my grandmother’s wonderfully flavorful and
appetizing German cooking. My stepmother made it clear she did not
approve of my gusto for food, not realizing how distasteful meals
usually were for me, but my father and grandparents beamed with
approval. Those were always happy meals for me, with the exception
of my stepmother’s disapproving looks.

During one of my weekend visits, my
father took me to visit his office where he was district manager
for a large brokerage firm. We went to lunch with his secretary and
perhaps they thought that since I was a child I would not notice,
but I was very aware of them looking fondly at each other and
holding hands under the table.

Another clue to my
father’s unhappiness was during a tense argument he had with my
stepmother one morning. Upon awakening, my father walked into the
kitchen for some coffee and she objected strongly to his wearing
boxer shorts in front of me. His response
was that it was not any different than wearing swimming trunks
[and, quite honestly, I personally wouldn’t have given it a second
thought if it weren’t for the big commotion over it]. I remember
him going back into his bedroom and lying dejectedly with his arm
over his eyes for a very long time afterwards while I tried to
comfort him.

Shortly after this incident, I lost my
father just before my twelfth birthday due to a horrendous car
accident. It was his first car and he was so proud of it, having
just gotten it a few months before.

Many years later, my mother told me
that he had appeared to her the night he died and promised, “I will
be with Lorraine for the rest of her life.” Unfortunately, she
wasn’t as kind the morning we got the call about his death. I knew
before she came up to my room that he had died from what I had
overheard of her conversation.

What she said to me at that time still
leaves me dazed and confused as to her motive. Perhaps in some
strange way she thought it might help me not grieve, or something.
After she told me my father had been killed, she very
matter-of-factly said, “Don’t grieve for him. He didn’t want you to
be born. He wanted me to have an abortion.” I cannot possibly
imagine saying such a thing to an eleven-year-old who had just
learned their father had died!

Afterwards, I sat and thought about it
for a long time. Having the ability even at that young age to
analyze my feelings, I finally came to the conclusion that, if it
was true, it had not been against me personally since my father did
not know me at that time. Every minute of the time spent in his
presence, my father had made me feel loved and protected, never
unwanted! So I decided to ignore that piece of information and not
let it affect my love for him. I’m thankful I did, because when I
mentioned it to my stepfather at about the time I was nineteen, he
looked shocked and told me that it wasn’t true. He explained that
when my mother had gotten pregnant with their second child, she
told him she wanted to get an abortion. He adamantly refused to
allow it, and she had replied, “Oh, you’re just like Lorraine’s
father, he wouldn’t let me get rid of her either.” I’m grateful
that my instincts and discernment by such an early age had led me
to a healthy assessment and kept me from being influenced by an
obviously very disturbed mind.

The last time I saw my father, we had
stopped at a diner for pie and ice cream. I wanted to play the juke
box and my choice was “Daddy’s Little Boy.” It was a popular song
at that time and I loved it. I was somewhat aware of an
uncomfortable look on his and my grandmother’s faces, as he
suggested that I play “Daddy’s Little Girl” instead.

The enormous pain my father felt at my
brother’s loss became very evident to me when looking at a photo
album he had created especially in my brother’s memory. It was so
lovingly done, with each photo captioned from birth to his final
resting place, and to this day can still bring tears to my eyes.
Thankfully, though, he never allowed his loss to diminish his love
for me.

My father was given a military funeral
with full honors. He had served in the South Pacific as a Navy
Seabee, the Naval Construction Force which built advance bases in
the war zone during the Second World War. Just prior to his death,
he had become the first Commander of the American Legion Post in
Cliffside Park, New Jersey. At the commencement ceremony of
construction of their new building, I was given the honor of laying
the first brick.

I remember having a large aching lump
in my throat for three days at the funeral home, but I did not cry.
My grandmother was devastated and inconsolable throughout. During
the night of his eulogy, I somehow managed to remain stoic. As I
was blindly looking at the guest book following the service, a man
I did not know approached me. Embracing me, he said that my father
had been a great man and much loved by everyone who knew him. This
finally released my pent up emotions, and I sobbed in his
arms.

The following day the funeral
procession made its way past the Legion Hall, where the members
were in dress uniform and formed a sword salute as we passed. As I
began to cry, my aunt grabbed me roughly by the arm and said, “Stop
crying! Your grandmother is upset enough!” It was quite a contrast
from the loving comfort offered by a complete stranger, who had
shown more compassion for a child than her own mother and aunt had
at a time of complete devastation. I wonder if people realize how
words spoken nonchalantly in a matter of seconds can leave an
impact for the rest of a lifetime!

Because of the severity of my father’s
injuries, they did not have an open casket viewing. In my child’s
mind I never saw him other than alive, and it wasn’t until I was
well into my twenties that I began accepting that he was gone. I
was so used to him being absent in my life and seeing him only
fleetingly, I think it was easy for me to just pretend that nothing
had really changed and he’d show up again one of these
days.

Later, I began to see a pattern appear
in my relationships with men I really cared about. Whenever I found
myself starting to have feelings for someone, I would push them
away before I could fall in love since I had become “programmed” to
believe that if I really loved someone they would leave me. It was
easier to reject them than to face the pain of being
abandoned.

My father died without leaving a will
and since we lived in another state, my stepmother inherited all of
his assets. There was no financial provision for me other than the
small amount of social security my mother received until I became
of legal age.

My father’s car had crashed into an
unlit stanchion along the East River while he was on his way home
following a business meeting after dark. Another accident occurred
the following day in the very same place, which caused the State of
New York to reconfigure the area.

A lawsuit was filed on behalf of my
stepmother and me, and a separate one by the men who had been
passengers in the car. Our attorney kept postponing our lawsuit,
stating that the men had a better chance of receiving settlements
due to their injuries. He felt that once the State acknowledged its
guilt, it would be an open and shut case for us. This went on for
years until we finally heard that the men had been awarded
settlements. However, when my mother followed up with the attorney
representing us, she learned we could not get a court date because
the statute of limitations had expired. She was justifiably angry
by this incompetence, but could not find a lawyer who would sue
another lawyer. She also went to the State Bar Association, but all
they did was reprimand him. My mother finally had no recourse but
to accept his offer of two thousand dollars to settle the
matter.

An awareness I eventually grasped
through my experiences is that when something is taken away,
assistance is often provided through other avenues. When my father
died, he inadvertently left me in the care of my stepfather, which
turned out to be a great blessing, especially in my later life. My
stepfather never made me feel that I was loved any less than the
two brothers who came into the world after me, and his love
sustained me until his death.

Life in our home was very difficult
for all of us because of my mother’s instability. I spent most of
my time alone in my room to avoid conflict with her. I lived my
life mostly within, devouring books as an escape and, also for some
strange reason, listening to opera. When I was ten years old, my
mother almost died giving birth to my second brother. She was given
Phenobarbital, which had an extremely detrimental effect on her and
seemingly as a result, she had a mental breakdown. She was later
diagnosed as schizophrenic and paranoid. By the time I was twelve,
she had had several nervous breakdowns resulting in her being
institutionalized. She was even given shock treatments, the cure of
the day back then.

We later learned that she had a
chemical imbalance which made her allergic to certain drugs,
including alcohol. She refused to acknowledge that she had a
problem and would not take the medications which would help her.
She could, however, manage to pull herself together whenever she
wanted to and display normal behavior in order to be released in a
minimum of time when hospitalized or institutionalized. Being
immensely intelligent and possessing a genius IQ, she took pride in
tricking the doctors into thinking she had taken her
pills.

There were periods of normalcy when my
mother was functioning and very loving, but all it would sometimes
take to change that was a small glass of wine or a few sips of beer
and everything would suddenly blow up and she could actually become
violent. It often felt as if my mother would sabotage her life when
things were going well, almost as if she had a sense of feeling she
was not deserving of happiness. This was a pattern she continued
for most of her life.

My stepfather somehow kept his sense
of humor through it all. He was our rock, never leaving the helm of
the family ship. He gave us stability in a crazy world, and had a
way of looking at the glass as half-full rather than
half-empty.

The sad part is he was never really
aware of God or a higher power, having his doubts because of the
so-called religious people and family members he observed who
called themselves God-loving, but who drank or whored and hurt
those he cared about. Although they attended church and asked for
forgiveness, they continued to live their wayward ways, so religion
was never important to him because of their poor
examples.

Throughout his life, my stepfather
always made people laugh and would have given a stranger the shirt
off his back had they needed it. He was a true Good Samaritan and a
man who epitomized all that which is good and kind.

I especially wish to honor him and all
those who go through their lives, often in quiet desperation, doing
their duty to their families or communities unselfishly. For the
most part, they are often unacknowledged by those whose lives they
touch, and probably often feel that their life doesn’t have much
meaning and may even feel there may not be a God who cares about
them.

Although my home life was not a happy
one, I was provided with another wonderful family where I could
escape during those crucial teenage years. Being shy and quiet, I
didn’t make a lot of friends, but one girl in particular took me
under her wing. Her brother was in my class, and her cousin became
my first boyfriend. They all lived next door to each other, two
brothers having married two sisters.

Knowing what my personal family life
was like, their warm German-American family embraced me and
nurtured me through my teenage years. They had made their basement
into a recreation room where everyone gathered. Even I would be
given birthday parties by them every year, just like the rest of
the family. I remember dancing the two-step with their “grandpa,”
as well as the look on his face when he learned that the beautiful
Christmas album which he was enjoying was that of the horrible and
depraved Elvis Presley! They loved me as their own and showed me
what a family can be.

I later learned through the study of
astrology that my father’s death occurred when Jupiter was conjunct
my natal Jupiter, which is known as a Jupiter return. Jupiter is
usually regarded as the planet of benefit and expansion and, in the
larger context, may be seen in that light. In order to expand our
awareness, it may be necessary for something to be taken away in
order to grow in new directions.

Had my father lived, I would have
chosen to live with him when I reached the age to legally make that
determination. I certainly would have had a life of ease and
privilege, and I would have escaped what I considered a difficult
and unloving mother. How stable that life would have been
considering his relationship with my stepmother is anybody’s guess.
At the same time, I most likely would have missed the opportunity
to really know my stepfather and two half-brothers, who have been
so supportive and loving over the years.

Instead, circumstances forced me to
live and grow up in a home which demanded that I be strong and to
strengthen my will against a dominating Aries mother in order for
my ego to survive. With so many planets in Virgo, the sign of
service, it was my nature to try to please others and be compliant,
so it became a silent strength.

Later I would have to face the
resultant issues of finding self-worth, trauma from emotional and
occasional physical abuse, financial insecurity, as well as my fear
of abandonment, all of which was a residue of my father’s
death.

So, even though Jupiter takes away, it
also gives at the same time—one of my first lessons on how it all
really works in the grand scheme of things. Aha!






Insights by Philip
Comi:

When my father died,
Pluto, the planet representing death and transformation, was
conjunct the cusp of my 10th House. One of the classic
expressions of this transit would be the death of the father. My
progressed Moon [emotions] was on the cusp of my
4th House having to do with home and foundation.

My progressed Sun at the
time was at zero degrees Libra, which is a mark of something that
is destined to occur. My father was a Libra by sun sign, and the
sun represents males, so in a way he represented the first male
partnership in my life.

Philip feels that all
aspects in my chart at that time ultimately had a positive spin,
and indicate some kind of a release, even for my father. With the
Moon on the 4th House cusp, he felt I was being “repotted” from a
small pot to another pot, both familiarly and psychologically, but
even that is traumatic obviously for a plant.

 


These insights from Philip awakened
some curiosity in me. I found my father’s birth date and compiled a
chart which helped me learn a great deal about the man I never
really had a chance to know. In addition to a beneficial Grand
Trine, he had T-Squares of Moon-Venus-Mars. This pattern indicates
unusual determination and force of will, but it invariably causes
great trials which will build the character and give exceptional
achievement in those areas. Obviously, life was not easy for him,
especially in personal relationships.

When viewing a transit chart for the
date of his death, I was astounded by the number of strong squares
and oppositions occurring at that time. Not being an expert, even
with my limited knowledge I can see where this would have been a
very difficult and stressful time in his life.

This awareness gives me confirmation
that this was indeed a time of release for him, which makes it
easier for me to accept and let go of any last vestiges of
resentment or regret which might remain buried deep in my
psyche.






Call From Outer
Space?

Ever since I can remember, I felt
different from everyone else, almost like an alien displaced in a
strange place. For the most part, I was unable to relate to those
in my environment. I would often look at them in puzzlement and
wonder why they couldn’t see things as I did. When I heard that old
saying about not leaving your children alone or the gypsies would
steal them, I would say, “I think the gypsies must have left me!”
because I felt I could identify more with them than with my own
family.

When I about six or seven years old, I
awoke one night and felt as if I was being called into the playroom
adjacent to my bedroom. I followed the strong pull of energy and
sat down on the toy box by the window, staring into the sky
longingly as if searching and waiting for a message.

It felt like something had taken over
my body and a giant magnet was pulling me which I did not have the
power to resist. It felt friendly and familiar to me, and I wasn’t
frightened. Unfortunately, my stepfather had heard me get up and
came upstairs to see if I was all right. He led me back to bed, so
I don’t know if I would have experienced something more had I not
been discovered.

The feeling I had that night of being
deeply connected to something in space was so profound that I have
never forgotten the intensity of it and can still recall it as if
it had happened yesterday. Many years later, I would have other
experiences which helped explain my feelings of connection with
space, which I will share in a later chapter.






First Vision &
Voice

The first real vision I remember
occurred at about the same age as my space experience and it
happened spontaneously.

I saw myself in my mind’s
eye as an old woman with long, flowing black and gray hair sitting
on the ground before a campfire, and I heard the words, “wise
woman.” I took that to mean I was seeing
myself in a previous life and that I had been very wise. Yes, even
as early as that, I had an innate awareness of previous existence,
and somehow I had the wisdom not to mention it to
anyone!

It was many years and awarenesses
later that the true meaning of the words “wise woman” came into my
understanding, a term given to women healers in the Native American
culture.

After the age of seven, it was not
until I was in my early twenties that I can remember having any
further major revelations. It was a fairly “normal” existence
without phenomena, other than just the strange feeling that I
didn’t fit in and that I was different from the people around me,
both in understanding and perception. I was an introspective child
and instinctively knew to keep my insights and feelings pretty much
to myself.






Insights by Philip
Comi:

The following exchange
occurred during my first consultation with Philip which directly
related to this event.

PC:How about the age of
six? What happened in your life that was very unusual at about age
six? Was there a vision that you remember from that?

LM:Yes, that’s in the
book. My first vision was around six or seven, that’s when I
started getting the vision and voice.

PC:It must have been
profound for you. The astrological influences at that time indicate
that this was the opening of the soul, the doorway of
remembrance.
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CHAPTER TWO

THE NEXT
AWAKENING

 


Greece Revisited [1963
& 1964]

As I grew up and matured, nothing much
of a revelatory nature happened for such a long time that I had
almost forgotten my earlier youthful experiences. In my early
twenties, I became employed with a major international airline
carrier and embarked on some fun and memorable trips with my
friend, Gretchen. One day as we were discussing where to go next,
she mentioned she would like to go to Greece and I readily agreed,
so we immediately made our plans. By this time, we had traveled to
many places together and made good traveling companions. We were
different enough not to have to compete with each other as women
can and we knew we could trust each other.

When we arrived at Athens airport, it
looked much like any other airport, smaller than most. We began
disembarking from the plane. When I reached the bottom step of the
ramp and my left foot stepped onto the runway, I suddenly felt a
surge of joy bubble up within me. My inner voice loudly shouted,
“I’m home again!” which completely startled me. When I told
Gretchen about it, she nonchalantly replied, “Oh, you’re so weird.”
During the entire time we were in Greece, I had a sense of
belonging. Everything seemed familiar, particularly when we visited
Old Athens. I felt such pride about everything Greek, yet I am not
aware of anything Greek in my lineage.

After spending a few days in Athens,
we sailed from Piraeus to the island of Hydra, which we absolutely
fell in love with. It is so charming, and the people are warm and
friendly. We rented a room in a quaint little hotel on a hill
overlooking the Aegean Sea. On our first morning, we went
downstairs for breakfast at the little outdoor café. The day was
crisp and bright and the colors were brilliant. Our meal consisted
of warm bread, butter, and honey. It seemed almost surreal, except
for all the bees hovering around the table. We were too afraid of
the bees to reach out to take the food, so our host sat with us and
accommodated us by spreading the bread with butter and honey and
handing it to us with much amusement. Amazingly, he never got
stung.

On our last afternoon, we were sitting
on a veranda overlooking the water having lunch when Jacqueline
Kennedy and Aristotle Onassis sailed right beneath us on his yacht.
It was 1963, shortly after President Kennedy was assassinated. Also
sitting with us was a young woman we had met who told us she had
escaped as a child with her grandmother from Russia to the United
States, leaving her parents and brother behind. After years of
searching, the Red Cross in Helsinki located him. She had just been
reunited with him, but the experience had left her very
disappointed. The gifts she had brought for his children were
confiscated by the government authorities, and they had to speak
through an interpreter. There had been no real connection between
them.

We were returning to Athens later that
afternoon, and the woman offered to give us card readings before we
left. In my reading, she told me that I would not be returning to
the States when I thought I was, that I would have something stolen
and speak angry words that night, and that I would leave love
behind. I, of course, dismissed all of this as impossible, since
our flight home was scheduled for the next morning.

We took the ferry back to Piraeus and
enjoyed the spontaneous singing and dancing of the local
passengers. A very well-dressed Greek gentleman started a
conversation with me, and I learned he was an actor with the Greek
theatre in Athens. When we disembarked at Piraeus, we shared a cab
back to Athens with him. When we got to our hotel, he invited us to
join him for dinner and we agreed.

He brought along a friend that evening
for Gretchen. On the way to the restaurant in the taxi, he began
trying to get a little too touchy with me. I got angry and told him
to stop. When we arrived at the restaurant, he again started making
advances until I stood up and declared, “I’m leaving!” We hadn’t
even ordered dinner yet. Leaving him there, Gretchen and his
friend, Takis, took me back to our hotel. I decided to just order
room service and they went out for dinner together. Alone in my
room, I discovered that twenty dollars had been stolen from my
purse. Well, so much for my reading. She had been
half-right!

The next morning when we arrived at
the city ticket office, it was pouring rain and the place was in
pandemonium. We were unceremoniously told that there was absolutely
no way we would be able to get on the flight as non-revs
[non-paying airline employees]. They were overbooked due to flight
cancellations and we were told to try again the next day. At dinner
the previous evening, Takis had given Gretchen his phone number in
the event we didn’t leave. She called him and he met us for lunch
in Constitution Square.

At some point, Takis excused himself
to make a phone call. I remember sitting there under an umbrella
with rain pouring down all around us, when I looked up and saw a
beautiful Greek god wearing a raincoat walking toward us. He was
six-feet tall with green eyes and blondish curly hair. I remember
hearing bells ringing as he approached, but Gretchen later told me
that there had actually been no bells.

He came to our table and sat down, and
I was enamored as he began speaking with a charming French accent.
His name was Yannis, and we learned that his father had been killed
in the war as a resistance fighter and he had been schooled in
Paris. I felt an immediate connection with him, and we were
completely engrossed in each other over lunch.

We all talked for awhile, when Yannis
suddenly stood up and declared he had some errands to do, also
making it abundantly clear he was taking me with him. We left the
others and he spent the afternoon showing me around Athens. I then
did something that was so totally unconventional for very
conventional me! Yannis and I became lovers that night and we were
inseparable for the next five days. I kept having the feeling that
we were just picking up from where we had left off from a prior
life or time.

We traveled to Northern Greece
together and explored the countryside. It was delightful and I had
the time of my life. Yes, it seems as if I temporarily lost my mind
and, uncharacteristically for me, left my friend Gretchen stranded
and not knowing where I was most of the time. To Gretchen’s credit,
she refused to leave without me and waited for my
return.

When sanity started returning to me,
Gretchen and I booked our flight home. Gretchen had notified our
office that we were delayed due to illness, and Yannis helpfully
obtained a statement from a doctor friend stating that I was unable
to fly due to a bad cold and head congestion. Ironically, I did get
a bad sinus infection upon our return and, since I was always
dependable and hard-working, everyone believed that I had been sick
while in Greece.

That last morning, I arose, dressed
and left quietly, feeling at a loss for words. What could one say?
When Gretchen and I arrived at the ticket office, we were told our
flight was delayed in Johannesburg and would not be arriving in
Athens until three o’clock that afternoon. I then called Yannis,
who said with a laugh, “I knew you wouldn’t be leaving this
morning.”

We all met for lunch on a beautiful
hillside overlooking Athens. It was a warm, sunny day and the view
was spectacular. Much to my surprise, Yannis suddenly asked me if I
wanted children, saying we could get married at this little church
in Mykonos. At this point, Gretchen decided she needed to get me
out of there before I really did completely lose my mind and went
to check on our flight.

She came back hurriedly exclaiming,
“The plane’s not coming in at three o’clock. It’s leaving at
three!” We had barely twenty minutes to get to the airport and we
weren’t sure we would make the flight. She grabbed my hand and
pushed me into a taxi saying she wasn’t going to leave me there. As
we were driving away, I was hanging out of the window trying to
explain to Yannis why I needed to go home—that I had a job, a
family, a parakeet, and other responsibilities, etc., but I
promised I would come back.

So, the card reading on that sunny
terrace was completely fulfilled—lost money, angry words, I didn’t
return home when I expected, and I did indeed leave love
behind!

Yannis and I communicated regularly
and I looked into job possibilities in Greece without result, so
time went by and I went on with my life. There were two other men
whom I liked and occasionally dated. I was terribly confused and
unable to move forward because I kept looking back to my time in
Greece. I had many dreams where I was searching for Yannis and,
when in the dream I found him, he was wearing a Grecian
toga.

A year later, I decided to return to
Greece alone in order to have some closure more than anything. As I
disembarked in Athens, Yannis startled me by enthusiastically
greeting me at the bottom of the plane ramp. My initial reaction
was to draw back, as if he were a stranger.

As we walked to the terminal, he
announced that he was planning to come to the States. This was all
unexpected and took me completely aback. For some reason,
everything felt so differently, and I could see he was bewildered
by the change in me.

Since I was obviously remote and
unresponsive, things became awkward and uneasy between us. He took
me to his home in a suburban area of Athens and then departed
shortly thereafter, leaving me alone all day without food. Not
knowing the neighborhood, I was afraid to venture out
alone.

Early that evening, a friend of
Yannis’ stopped by. He came in and we chatted for awhile. Taking
pity on me, he invited me out for dinner. The conversation was fun
and light, and we had a very pleasant time. Since I couldn’t read
the menu, he ordered for both of us. We had a good laugh as I
gasped and my eyes watered when I hungrily took a bite of what I
thought was mashed potatoes, only to find out that I had just taken
a big mouthful of garlic instead.

After dinner, he agreed to drive me
back to Yannis’ house and wait while I gathered my things and then
drive me to a hotel. While we were gone, Yannis had returned with
some friends he had been out drinking with. He demanded to know
where I had been, and we had a terrible yelling match. As I was
attempting to leave, he kept taking my clothes out of my suitcase
and throwing them around the room to prevent me from leaving, and I
kept picking them up and throwing them back in.

About twenty minutes later, I finally
managed to get everything into my suitcases and haughtily walked
out to my ride, only to find that he had given up and left. It was
quite humiliating having to walk back inside and stay until the
morning. Later, in retrospect, it was quite hilarious and reminded
me of a Doris Day movie of the time.

I left Greece the next day and
returned home. After that, Yannis and I talked by phone on several
occasions and he wound up arriving in New York a few months later.
We rekindled our relationship and looked around for an apartment to
share together, but the cultural differences between us became more
and more apparent. We began having control issues, which reminded
me of my experiences with my mother. Being finally emancipated and
independent, I was not going to be dominated by anyone ever
again.

I found myself depressed with the
situation, and ended the relationship completely after a few months
since it became obvious we were not going to work it out. Having
learned what I needed to from the relationship, it became no longer
necessary. The experience taught me a great deal about myself,
though, and some of it was quite surprising!

During a psychic reading many years
later in Phoenix, I was told that I had been a healer in a temple
in Athens in a previous lifetime. This would certainly explain my
affinity to Greece and why I felt such an instant belonging and
familiarity!

The point of this story was that it
made me aware of a connection with a land and, most certainly a
soul, from another time. It made me aware of feelings that came
from somewhere in the depths of my being which have no explanation
and as a result I had a better sense of my true self.

It also laid the groundwork for my
belief in abilities that are not explainable and proved to me that
there are people who are truly gifted and can prophecy, such as
that young card reader on that beautiful morning in
Greece.

These events each and of themselves do
not have the same impact as the whole experience woven together.
Who would think that a chance meeting on a Greek island with a
woman from Russia would teach me so many things that would be
amazing and expansive! Talk about serendipity!






Insights by Philip
Comi:

Neptune is associated with
karma and the karmic past, removing the veil which allows us to see
with x-ray vision.

In November 1963, Neptune
was exactly on my Ascendant, so this conjunction could be compared
to an “opening.” Neptune is generically associated with our soul
and the 12th
House, so with Neptune at that point, it would
allow me to have the x-ray vision to see deeply into my soul and my
soul’s history.

With solar arc Uranus on
the 8th house, the quality of these awarenesses would have been very
unique and coincidental with the Uranian features of suddenness
both by natal potential and progression. It was an opening of the
door to psychic awareness.

In the summer of 1963, it
was not just love, but passion, because of the intensity. In 1964,
aspects would have set up self-knowledge, and there were a lot of
lunar aspects on the 9th
House having to do with travel.
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CHAPTER THREE

RELOCATION [1967]






Upside Down and Five Months
of Transformation

As I was tiring of the New York scene
and didn’t want to spend the remainder of my life there, I made the
decision to move to Phoenix, Arizona, after making a brief visit
there with my friend Gretchen in the spring of 1967. I fell in love
with the mountains and the beauty of the desert. When I returned to
New York and informed my boss of my plans, he called a friend and
secured me a job with an airline based in Phoenix, so I immediately
began packing.

A few weeks prior to my move, however,
the airline I was going to work with notified me that they had just
merged with another airline. Although I could still have employment
with them, they were moving their base to Las Vegas. Not having any
desire to live there, I thanked them and declined. Since I had
already closed everything out in New York and was packed and ready
to go, I took a leap of faith that it would all work out somehow
and I would find a job in Arizona.

When Gretchen and I had visited
Phoenix in the spring, we became friends with a young man named
Mark who worked at the hotel where we stayed. When I made the
actual move in June, Mark, who would eventually become my husband,
was really the only person I knew. He helped me find an apartment
at a complex where he knew the landlady, and I soon took a job with
an accounting firm. Mark and I initially spent a great deal of time
together, but in a relatively short period of time, we began to get
on each other’s nerves and started to distance ourselves from each
other.

After a few months, I realized I was
repeating my pattern of turning away dates and finding myself
alone, so I allowed myself to accept a date with a persistent man
from my office although I wasn’t really interested in him. I can
easily become hermit-like, and this was even more apparent when I
found myself alone in a strange environment.

For our date, we went for a lovely
drive to Carefree, which is north of Scottsdale, on a hot August
Sunday. Our day was pleasant enough, but on our return trip to
Phoenix, I can only surmise that he wanted to show off how fast his
Porsche could go as he accelerated from fifty to ninety miles per
hour in a matter of seconds. It all happened so quickly! I remember
saying, “What if you had a blowout?” just as I became aware of an
s-curve which suddenly appeared ahead of us. I was not wearing my
seat belt, but as I was saying this, some outside force fastened
it, more like a reflexive action.

As we reached the s-curve, my date
could not maneuver fast enough and we left the road. The car
skidded about two hundred and fifty feet, rolled several times, and
landed upside down. I was aware of being trapped upside down and
staring down into the dirt, while hearing terrible gasps coming
from my companion.

Thankfully, there was a car traveling
right behind us. Seeing our plight, they immediately stopped to
offer aid. Pulling me from the car through the passenger-side
window, they carried me away from the car in case it blew up, as
gas was leaking. I was in incredible pain and could not lie down as
it felt as if my right shoulder was out of place and might have
been broken.

It was the middle of the day and, in
the desert in August, the temperature was probably about one
hundred fifteen degrees. I was vaguely aware of the man who helped
us having his children stand to provide shade for me from the sun
and saying the Lord’s Prayer while comforting me.

My friend who had been driving the car
was unconscious and, to relieve the pressure on his chest from the
steering wheel, our helpers draped his body towards the passenger
side. A sheriff’s deputy finally arrived at the scene and called
for an ambulance. The deputy informed me that had I not been
wearing my seat belt, my head would most likely have been
decapitated when we rolled over! I later learned that he had not
asked for names of witnesses, nor did he fill out much of an
accident report, because he thought the driver was going to die.
This never quite made any sense to me.

It took about thirty minutes for the
ambulance to get there from Scottsdale and another forty-five
minutes to cut my friend from the car, as I waited in excruciating
pain. By the time we arrived at the hospital, I was in shock. When
they finally took me for x-rays later that evening, I fainted and
almost died when my veins collapsed from shock and dehydration. I
didn’t have the strength to take a breath on my own. I kept hearing
a voice shout “Breathe!” and then I’d try to take a shallow breath.
The doctor finally cut my leg to get my veins to open.

I was in the hospital for a total of
sixteen days. When I was first admitted, I registered as a Catholic
when asked for my religious affiliation, even though I had been
non-practicing for about eight years. The day after being admitted,
a priest came into my room and offered me absolution and communion
if I would later go to confession. I thanked him and told him I
would have to think about it. This must have startled him, as he
retreated quickly from the room without saying a word.

A couple of days later, a Baptist
minister stopped by just to ask how I was doing, commenting that he
saw I was Catholic and therefore not in need of his services. When
I told him of my encounter with the priest, he sat down and we
talked at some length. He finally said, “You’re not really a
Catholic, you’re more of an Episcopalian. I have a friend who is an
Episcopal priest. Shall I call him for you?” I thanked him also,
but told him no, I wasn’t ready to make any decisions right now. I
had always felt close to God and, now even more so, and knew the
church wasn’t going to make a difference.

Thankfully, I was assigned to the most
wonderful doctor in the world, and I am so grateful to him for my
healing! He was a very kind and compassionate man dedicated to his
profession, and I was blessed to be in his care.

When my mother called and asked to
speak with my doctor, I pleaded with him to downplay my injuries
because I didn’t want her coming out to care for me, which I think
he thought was a little strange. He spoke with her for about ten
minutes, although he had a hard time getting a word in edgewise. He
progressed from patience to frustration until he finally had enough
and hung up on her. He looked at me and said that he now understood
and didn’t blame me for wanting to keep my real condition a
secret.

The night I was injured, I called my
one and only friend, Mark, as my parakeet had relocated with me and
I was concerned about him. Since my landlady knew Mark, I asked him
to request a key to my apartment so that he could care for Schatzi
while I remained hospitalized.

When I was finally released, I rented
a hospital bed for my studio apartment since I still could not lie
down and had to sleep upright. I was unable to walk because I had
broken the instep in my foot and was unable to use crutches since
my right shoulder was dislocated with multiple fractures. Had they
tried to put the bone back into the socket, it would have shattered
and needed to be replaced with a metal ball, so the doctor decided
it was better to let it mend as it was. My forearm was also broken
and I had lost feeling in some of my fingers. All I could do was
stay in bed all day and occasionally scoot around the apartment on
my little commode chair. A visiting nurse service came to give me
sponge baths every day.

I was amazed at the wonderful
kindnesses I encountered over the next five months of recuperation.
My landlady was a great blessing! She would go grocery shopping and
make meals for me, clean my apartment, and wouldn’t take any money
except for the cost of the food. One of my neighbors was an older
German woman who reminded me of my grandmother. She took me under
her wing and cooked wonderful meals for me also. Our friendship
lasted for many years and was mutually beneficial, as she was also
alone.

Mark would come by to visit and on
occasion even washed my hair. He attempted to style it for me—and
he wasn’t even a hairdresser! At Christmas he carried me up and
down the stairs and took me to the mall in a wheelchair for some
shopping. His care and kindness endeared him to me and restored our
friendship.

These people who had been strangers
gave me so much love and healing, and we became as family. Coming
from New York where people were often too cautious to offer aid to
strangers, my attitude towards people began to shift. I think I was
such a cheerful patient because I was enjoying all of the
attention!

Since I had not been on the job long
enough for my benefits to kick in, my employer generously agreed to
pay me my entire salary until I was able to return to work. It
would be repaid at the time I received an insurance settlement, or
forgiven if I did not. My very kind doctor, knowing my financial
situation, also agreed not to bill me until such time as I received
a settlement. When I needed surgery to restore feeling in my hand
the following year, he spoke with the surgeon, who agreed to do the
same.

I don’t remember how I found the
attorney I did, but he became a great blessing as well. It’s hard
to imagine in this crazy world we live in now that a doctor,
lawyer, and employer cared enough for a lone, young woman to give
such charity! I truly do not know what would have happened to me
without it. Even I find it hard to believe, and I lived
it!

After a quick trip home to New York to
reassure everyone I was doing well, I returned to work after about
five months of recuperation and therapy. I filed a lawsuit against
the driver of the vehicle, who was fully recovered physically but
still in therapy for his brain injury. Fortunately for him and
unfortunately for me, he had no memory of the accident. Whenever I
encountered him when he visited the office, he would make jokes
about the accident, but after all the pain I had endured, I did not
find it something to laugh about.

Twenty-two months after the accident,
I had to attend a deposition which was very traumatic for me. The
other attorney hammered me until I was in tears and tried to get me
to admit that I had been the one driving the vehicle, since his
client was found partially lying in the passenger side of the car
and had no memory of driving. I testified that I did not know how
to drive with anything other than an automatic transmission and
therefore would not be able to drive a car with a five-speed gear
shift, but it

was very obvious they were trying to establish me as the driver of
the car.

We then learned that the driver of the
car was threatening to counter-sue me! At this point, my attorney
placed an ad in the Phoenix newspaper requesting that anyone who
had seen an accident on such a date in such a place to please call
him. What are the odds? Probably ten million to one considering the
size of the Phoenix area and the possibility that the people who
had assisted me had just been passing through to somewhere
else.

It was almost two years after the
accident and we actually received a phone call! The man who had
stopped and prayed with me had mentioned the accident to a fellow
worker the following day. It was this fellow worker who saw the ad
and then called the other gentlemen and said, “Isn’t that the
accident you told me about?” Can you believe it?

My attorney and I visited the family
which had been so kind to me. They were outraged that the driver
was threatening to sue me and said they would be glad to testify on
my behalf. My attorney was so impressed by them, since in his
experience the first thing people usually ask for is some type of
compensation and they expected none.

My attorney was also successful in
locating the driver of the ambulance, who said he would testify
that he had to dislodge my companion’s foot from his shoe which was
caught under the gas peddle, most definitely making him the
driver.

At the same time, my attorney informed
me that the two partners for whom he worked were splitting up.
Rather than remaining with the attorney who was to be my trial
lawyer if we should go to court, he was joining with the other
partner. He explained, however, that I had an option. I could
either retain the first partner, who was an excellent trial lawyer,
or remain with him, but warned that he was untried in court. I
decided to stay with him since he was the one I knew and
trusted.

When we presented our evidence, the
other party immediately agreed to an out-of-court settlement. As my
nerves were still shaky since the accident and not wanting to go
through the emotional turmoil of a trial, I agreed to settle for
policy limits. It left me with very little after repaying all of my
medical expenses, and certainly didn’t cover the discomfort endured
over the ensuing years because of structural misalignments from my
displaced shoulder.

The original agreement I had signed
with the law firm was for a one-third payout for attorney fees.
When we decided to settle, my attorney immediately tore up that
agreement and wrote one for a one-fourth settlement. In addition,
he eliminated some fees and costs, saying that I needed the money
far more than he did. Again, how many attorneys does one hear of
doing such a thing?

As I look back on these events, I
realize how very blessed I was to meet these wonderful people who
cared for me, even though they didn’t know me! Because of their
love and generous hearts, I grew as a human being and became a
better person.

I send my love and blessings to all
these beautiful souls who helped me get through one of the most
difficult periods of my life. I am so much more of a loving soul
because of you, and I hope that in some way I have repaid you by
passing on your generous spirits in like kind to others.

I came to realize how the unseen hand
of Spirit and the angels had protected me. Even though I had come
to near death and endured a great deal of pain and hardship, I had
been granted the greatest gifts of the spirit that one can possibly
imagine!

My faith in the human race was reborn,
and the experience was very life-affirming. Knowing how very close
to death I had come, I realized I had been given a second chance to
do something meaningful with my life.






Insights by Philip
Comi:

In the spring of 1967,
aspects were such that I would be very restless, looking for new
horizons and wanting to write a new chapter.

In the summer of 1967,
Pluto was launching me into my future, clearly triggering the need
for a new direction. Sometimes events even come tumultuously. Pluto
represents the urge to terminate or drastically change the person
whose Sun it conjuncts, and was exact during the time frame of my
relocation and life-changing “accident.”

Neptune was exactly
opposite natal Uranus in July and August 1967, triggering the
karmic uniqueness of self-illuminating events.

In March 1967 and August
1967, a profound dance between Uranus and Neptune was indicative of
unusual occurrences and total chaos in a relationship. It would
have been a very difficult energy to deal with.

Events would have been
manifested for some other reason and triggered something profound
in the relationship house. In retrospect, these events did greatly
alter my relationship with Mark. In my early life, this seems to be
part of the pattern—go through chaos and turmoil—which makes it
more dramatic and certainly gets my attention.

All of the transits in
this period lend itself to the need for new experiences, coming
from all levels of my chart at that time.






An Out-of-Body
Experience

The recovery from an accident takes a
very long time. It is only now that I understand how trauma remains
in the energy field of the body. Of course, at that time I had no
knowledge whatsoever about such matters. After returning to my job,
I found my stamina was much less than what I was accustomed to and
would come home each night totally exhausted.

My energy level became so low that I
had reached the point where I had to concentrate just to continue
putting one foot in front of the other. Upon returning home from
work one afternoon, I just barely made it to my bed before
completely collapsing. I remember my breathing was very
shallow.

Suddenly I felt myself slip out of the
top of my head as if in a vacuum. Then I found myself floating over
the television in the corner of the room and looking down at myself
on the bed! I slowly began floating further away and became aware
of a dark grey cloud to my right which was trying to envelope me.
It felt very negative and non-loving to me, and I resisted the pull
of energy. It was very strong, and it took all of my concentration
to keep it at bay. By focusing my mind, I willed myself back into
my body. I reentered through the top of my head and found myself
back in my bed, much to my great relief!

The experience frightened me, as it
was definitely not a pleasant one. I had heard of out-of-body
experiences, but never having read anything on the subject, I
searched out several books. After reading other real-life accounts,
I was convinced that my experience was not something I had
imagined. One thing which I did not see that most people seem to
experience was a cord, usually silver, back to my body. And, I did
not see any relatives or great white light as is common in many
near death situations.

I later worked with a woman who said
she had literally died for several minutes during her daughter’s
difficult birth. She experienced the same floating sensation and
was able to look down upon the doctors and nurses ministering to
her. She recalled a bright light and many relatives gathered around
her, and she felt a great peace. She was told it was not her time
and that she needed to go back to take care of her daughter. She
was resistant, wanting to stay, but the doctors revived her and she
was back in her body.

When I later began studying about
healing, I learned that when one is in a weakened physical
condition, negative energies can attempt to enter the body. We can
weaken the physical body through means of alcohol, drugs,
depression or, as in my case, just plain physical fatigue and
trauma.

As I learned more about the energy
field which surrounds our bodies, called the aura, I concluded that
the physical trauma from the accident had disrupted the energy
flows in my body. Leaving holes in my auric field, it made me
susceptible to negative energies or thought forms. They are denser
than positive thoughts and can attach themselves to a person in a
weakened state.

In an outer world so full of chaos and
negative news events, I have learned that it is vitally important
to surround myself with whatever keeps me in an upbeat, positive
space. Nature and animals help me immensely, and I avoid people who
look at life through a glass darkly and emit negative energies. I
play beautiful music and burn scented candles or incense. I
surround myself with beautiful objects and pleasing colors which
delight my eyes each time I look at them.

It uplifts me when I surround myself
with things of beauty and people who are cheerful and optimistic.
My inner spirit feels invigorated when attending a lovely church or
a concert. I am revived after visiting a forest or sitting by a
lake, and restored by the sounds of a running stream or ocean
waves.

We are inspired by those souls who
overcome incredible physical handicaps with a fighting spirit. We
are brought together by disasters to display the most incredible
humanity that make our little troubles seem like nothing.
Differences fall away, and we often find our grandest moment when
faced with the hardest of times.

It is so important to meet each day we
are given in a positive manner and live it to the fullest. When we
infuse our lives with positive energy and thoughts, we maintain a
healthier body and happier mind, which not only benefits us, but
everyone around us. We need to take the time to let others know how
much they mean to us and to support everyone we meet with kindness,
as we are all fellow travelers and the road is often difficult. We
never know what sorrows or hardships another may be
facing.

I am grateful, therefore, for this
out-of-body experience which, while frightening at the time, had a
major impact on my life by giving me further insights and
understanding. It was the first time I was truly aware that there
is an existence of consciousness outside of the physical
body.
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CHAPTER FOUR

NEW DIRECTIONS






Marriage [1970]

After knowing each other on and off
for three years, my relationship with Mark suddenly changed in
September 1969, and we became engaged and married within a few
short months.

That summer of 1969, reaching a point
in my life where I felt I wanted to be married and start a family,
I began to seriously consider my relationship with another man whom
I had known for about eight years. I had met Jorgan in Denmark when
we were both traveling there. He was currently residing in Toronto,
and we dated whenever he visited New York. After moving to Phoenix,
he continued to occasionally visit me. For years, he indicated a
desire to have me marry him, but without a lot of pressure.
Therefore, I never really had to make a decision, which was fine
with me.

Jorgan wasn’t quite real to me, more
like an illusionary person who would make my routine life
periodically exciting by taking me to exclusive restaurants and
hockey games and then be gone again. In retrospect, it was much
like my relationship with my father. During that summer of 1969, he
had accompanied me, along with my stepfather and brother, to Las
Vegas and I was seriously thinking about marrying him.

Having dated numerous men, I never
found anyone with whom I wanted to make a serious commitment. I was
usually illusive and noncommittal and did not like the feeling of
confinement, or even suffocation, I would get when someone started
getting too serious. It has been my experience that once a
relationship starts taking a more serious tone, suddenly the other
person expects you to no longer have any autonomy over your own
life. I found I was a very giving person when it came from my own
free will, but if something became expected or demanded, I would
stop giving. Even when in the throes of love, I required a certain
amount of breathing space and would break it off if the
relationship became possessive. Therefore, it was quite novel for
me to be considering settling down, so I guess it’s true about
hearing the biological clock ticking.

As I was contemplating this
relationship with my long-distance suitor, I was somewhat taken
aback when my friendship with Mark suddenly took a different turn.
He appeared on my doorstep unannounced on my birthday in September
and, as I had no plans, he offered to take me to dinner. We got
dressed up and had a wonderful evening, during which there seemed
to be a subtle shift between us. By the end of September, it became
more apparent when one day he showed up with flowers.

In early December, he drove up from
Tucson to help decorate my Christmas tree. He brought a large
wrapped gift, which he kept pestering me to open all day long.
Preferring to see a gift under the tree, I didn’t want to open it.
I resisted until dinnertime when it became obvious that it was very
important to him. I opened many boxes until I came to the small one
which contained a beautiful engagement ring, which explained his
anxiety. He then stated that he wasn’t going to be strung along
like all the other men I’d known and, if I didn’t want it, he would
be gone and not come back.

In that moment, I knew I had been
waiting all of my life for someone to make a stand like that, to
put his feelings on the line while risking rejection. I realized
that in order for me to believe in a relationship, it was extremely
necessary for me to feel that I had not had to manipulate or
convince someone to put a ring on my finger. I needed to know that
someone was willing to make a commitment of his own free will and
choice, and was honest enough not to play games. Not wanting to
risk losing this man, I said yes.

The irony of the moment was that my
Danish friend called just then. As Jorgan wanted to make plans to
visit, I had to tell him I that I had just agreed to marry someone
else. It was awkward and I would have preferred doing it
differently, at least giving an explanation to this man whom I
loved dearly. My relationship with him had consisted of an
occasional fun meeting without much substance, so I chose the one
whom I had gotten to know on an everyday basis.

Having trust and abandonment issues
from my early life, not consciously at the time of course, marrying
a man whom I considered my best friend also helped me take down my
barriers and allowed me to believe in this marriage. It was a rocky
start, however, because it is true that you don’t know another
person until you live with them.

My new husband, who tended to be
overweight, began taking diet pills. On some people, they have a
similar effect as that of an alcoholic—some are pleasant drunks and
some have a complete personality change. Unfortunately, his was the
latter and a very unpleasant side of him emerged. I found him to be
petty and demeaning to me, and we soon began having control issues.
I thought I had married a man who loved me like my father had, but
ended up with one who treated me much like my mother
did.

After six months of marriage, I wrote
him a lengthy letter with an ultimatum: discontinue the diet pills
or I would leave. Since I did not like yelling or fighting, having
had enough of that in my childhood upbringing, I had never learned
the proper way to be heard and preferred writing my points on paper
rather than argue. Whenever we tried to discuss contentious
matters, Mark was very intimidating and made it difficult for me to
get in a word edgewise, so trying to talk things out was never a
productive means of communication for us. It took me a long time to
figure out that I was dealing will passive-aggressive
behavior.

Things got better after the letter,
maybe not a “to the moon” life, but companionable and I was fairly
content. I liked being married after being on my own for so long,
although I saw character traits in Mark which I didn’t like at
times. However, even though I had difficulty making a commitment in
the past, once I did so, I found I would move heaven and earth to
try and make it work, even if it killed me. And spiritually, it
eventually did.

Our main objective was to have a
family, a dream of mine, and probably my biggest motivation for
wanting a marriage.






Insights by Philip
Comi:

Beginning May 1969, I was
having a Saturn Return [when Saturn returns to the same degree as
the Natal chart]. This would influence me to consider settling down
and be more serious about my future direction.

By May 1970, Saturn by
transit was conjunct my 7th House at fifteen degrees
Taurus, which would have triggered issues in the marriage. It would
be like a pruning cycle—“Who am I?”—and dealing with partnership
issues.

My progressed Moon was
inconjunct Uranus in February 1970. The emotional state was such
that the marriage was a compromise requiring some adjustments and
issues to be cleared.

Solar arc Ascendant was on
the 2nd House. The main issue would have been how this affected my
self-worth and self-esteem in the long haul. This was a very
serious or sobering endeavor overall.

There were some stresses
and pressures which would show up fairly quickly in my life and I
knew they were there, but at the time, it was easier to look past
them.






Our Blessed Child
[1975]

Our son came into our lives after many
years of trying for a child. I had occasionally dreamt of a boy
child for at least eight years, and often felt a presence so close
around me I would talk with him. It was painful for me to see
former co-workers visit with their newborn babies. Tests revealed
that my husband would most likely not be able to give me a child.
We tried artificial insemination by my husband at the University
Hospital’s top-rated fertility clinic, but after a few months of
failure, I decided not to pursue it any further.

One day shortly thereafter, I finally
surrendered my dream and said, “Okay, God, I don’t know what’s so
wrong for me to want a family. I think it’s a noble desire, but if
that’s Your will, then so be it, I’ll try to find a hobby.” I
suddenly felt a complete letting go, a total surrender, like a
burden had been lifted from me and taken away. After so many years
of disappointments and tearful pleadings and petitions for a child,
it was almost a relief to finally have this intense desire gone
from me.

Then, guess what! Three days later, I
opened a letter in the mail from an attorney whom my husband had
known years before in the National Guard. I was not aware that he
had discussed this situation with anyone, but the letter stated,
“If you’re still interested in adopting, please contact me
immediately.” I was incredulous!

Three months later, they placed the
most beautiful baby boy in my arms, and even though what followed
was not always easy, he made it possible for me to learn what love
is really all about.

To know that you have been given an
opportunity to make a difference in a little life is such an
awesome gift which many take for granted! I made a very conscious
commitment to being a good mother and not repeating the patterns of
my childhood. Too many times, the unresolved behaviors of the
parents perpetuate the continuance of those behaviors in their
children throughout generations, and I was determined not to fall
into that pattern. I had done a lot of introspection and
self-analysis since I was a child and was pretty confident in my
ability to be a good parent. I truly believe every child should be
born into an atmosphere of welcoming celebration and reinforced in
the importance of their life.






Insights by Philip
Comi:

Transiting Uranus was
hovering opposite Natal Saturn at the time the adoption was
occurring. Saturn was asking me to become a more responsible person
and Uranus brought me this sudden opportunity, seemingly out of the
blue. Because Uranus represented the partner in my chart and it was
opposite Saturn at the time, it would test the partnership
considerably, and Philip questioned whether Brent was ever really
close to his dad.

Transiting Saturn was also
on the cusp of my 9th
House at the time, which would indicate the legal
matter of the adoption process.

Jupiter came into my
5th House, the house which has to do with children, in January
1975. It was a very fast moving Jupiter, so from January it just
zipped right through, and by the time we adopted our son in June,
it was in my 6th
House. This would explain why the adoption
happened so quickly.

There were also a lot of
lunar progressions happening at that time, so it was an emotional
time. Pluto by solar arc was conjuncting my Moon in January 1975,
which would help me to finally let go of the insemination
process.

Solar arc Mercury was on
the 12th House cusp. This would have been the evolution of the
awareness of the karmic connection basically between me and my son.
Looking at the period following the adoption through the month of
July, things would have occurred that clearly showed we were two
peas in a pod in some way. Mercury hit fifteen degrees of Libra,
which is of spiritual significance. This occurred in the
12th House, which is the awareness of the soul and the soul’s
energy, and it would also have that connotation because it’s in
Libra.

My son and I obviously
bonded intensely during that first thirty to fifty days. The planet
of the twins, Mercury, was triggering my house of the soul, which
would make me subtly aware of lifetimes in which it was almost like
we were twins, friends/twin souls.

 


Motherhood was all I expected it to
be, yet nothing like what I expected. To be honest, it was one of
the most difficult undertakings of my life. I found out that all
the intent in the world doesn’t necessarily make it so.

My husband was often critical and
harsh in his discipline of our son to what was just normal testing
of boundaries and growth patterns in discovery of self. A firm but
loving explanation was all that was usually required, but too often
the belt was the resolution to a minor incident.

This began to build resentment in me
as I was unconsciously reminded of my own childhood, remembering a
time when I went to school with welts across my back from being
beaten with a metal broom. I made my disapproval known and
attempted to discuss this, but felt I was not heard. My son began
to build up anger which would occasionally erupt in rebellion
against authority, mostly mine.

My son, whom we named Brent, had a
terrible time with allergies and had difficulty breathing at night.
This left him fatigued, and he was not always the most pleasant
child to deal with. When he was old enough to have an allergy test,
we were able to make some adjustments to food and environment that
were helpful to him and greatly improved his
disposition.

Even though the doctor informed my
husband that he should not smoke around Brent, especially in
confined places such as a car, he continued to do so with little
regard to our son’s health. I often found him to be mean-spirited
with emotional put-downs directed toward me and my son. A couple we
were friends with once remarked to me that it was their observation
that Mark would subtly undermine everything I said, so I know it
wasn’t just my imagination.

After a while, I realized there was no
real communication between Mark and I. We both became more remote
with each other, and I strove to become more self-sufficient. This
kind of situation tends to breed discontent, which carries over
into the physical relationship as well. How can one feel warm and
loving toward someone who makes you angry and who isn’t willing to
communicate? So the chasm just keeps getting wider and
wider.

At one point, we built a guest house
for my mother-in-law in which to live. She was a very down-to-earth
woman with a farming background, who had been an OB-GYN nurse for
over forty years. My husband’s father died when he was two years
old, and she raised her two children alone. I found her to be a
loving and positive influence and my son adored her. My husband
Mark, however, didn’t always treat his mother with any more respect
than he treated us. One day, my five-year-old son said, “Daddy, you
shouldn’t talk to Grandma that way, some day she’s going to die and
you’ll feel bad.” Well, as they say, out of the mouth of babes! At
least I felt reassured that my son had the wisdom to see such
things all on his own, even at such a young age.

When Mark and I married, we had
compromised and became members of the Episcopal Church, which
suited me very well. When my son was three, I unexpectedly found
myself teaching his Sunday school class for children ages three to
five. It was not something I consciously chose to do of my own
accord. The current teacher desperately needed help, and they
begged for someone to assist her. I finally volunteered after much
pleading from our priest. Well, one week later, she quit and I was
in charge! I was horrified and felt totally inadequate.

Little by little, though, I found I
was quite good as a teacher and really enjoyed the children. At
this age level, the concept of God is quite fundamental without
dogma, with which I had never felt comfortable. It was very
gratifying to see a frightened and shy young newcomer eventually
raising their hand eagerly to answer questions and enthusiastically
participate in discussions and activities. I taught Sunday school
for over five years, and during that time I took many classes
offered through the diocese Bishop’s School, including theology,
ethics, and teaching techniques.

While sitting in a restaurant many
years later, I handed my credit card to a young lady to pay my
bill. When she looked at it, she said, “Oh, I thought it was you.
You were once my Sunday school teacher, and I’ve always wanted to
have a chance to tell you how much of an impact you had on my life
and what a difference you made.” She had been a very shy child of
three when she first came to class and I watched her blossom before
my eyes over the next several years.

It was so amazing and heartwarming to
me to hear these words after all those years! To get confirmation
like that, to know that you had such a positive influence on a
young life that they remembered you always, is very humbling and
rewarding. It brings to mind also, however, how much of an impact
our misdeeds can have on a young life as well!

That was a time of immense growth for
me spiritually and, although I had a good relationship with my
child, I also felt like I was losing control. In fact, Brent is
probably the only child in the history of the church to have gotten
into a fist fight with another child on the altar during a
Christmas pageant which my class was performing! You can only
imagine my humiliation.

My authority was continually being
challenged, and it was a constant struggle of wills. He began to
treat me with a lack of respect, much like how his father treated
me and his own mother. While driving Brent and some of his school
friends to an event, I overheard one of them say to him, “Why are
you so mean to your mom? She’s so nice.” That comment echoed in my
ears for a long time.
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Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/14365
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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