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Dedication

For my fellow travellers who want to know more, Angels
Carry Umbrellas is a personal story on how to access the
wisdom, humour and understanding of angelic guides. You
will never feel alone again.






Note from the author

When | speak with my guide, | speak directly to God: there
is no separation. You may prefer to replace the term ‘angelic
guide’ with God, or any other name that for you represents
the Divine. Although | see guides as separate beings, in
reality they’re not. Guides fulfil our need for our own
individual helper, someone with whom we can relate.

Sometimes in my healing clinic | have seen a tall column of
light standing next to a patient. This strengthens my belief in
guardian angels.

This book is about my own route to a deeper realisation of
God. If my story resonates with you, please take from these
pages whatever feels right and good; what works for you.
The writing of Angels Carry Umbrellas was driven by the
desire to share a simple story, with all its mistakes and
revelations.

Like many others, | have stumbled along, trying to make
sense of the bigger picture, and to gain an enlightened view
of the world.

| want to assure you that it is possible to have a real, two-
way communication with your guide; to live your life, not from
a place of fear and worry, but from a place of courage.
Listening and understanding your guides leads to a
heightening of your awareness and an expansion of your
wisdom.

From time to time, we will get rained upon. We’'ll feel left
out in the cold and alone. Our guides are always there to
step in, steadfastly holding imaginary umbrellas over our
heads, encouraging us to see that it is only rain. Such
difficult patches will pass, and the sun will shine again.

With the benefit of angelic guidance, we will receive a
broader and wiser understanding of our challenges. That is,
indeed, a valuable gift.

Many people have had truly amazing experiences.
Whether shamanic, religious, spiritual or mystical, there is a
strong urge to tell our stories and it is vitally important that



we do share our knowledge and experiences. But
misunderstandings can occur if we hold on to a belief that
there is only one right way.

In reality, our stories are stories we are telling to ourselves.
In sharing our experiences we are a conduit, documenting
the insights we have gleaned so that others may benefit. No
single journey is the only journey it is possible to make: we
must each find our own path, our own truth. And this may be
a culmination of the truths or realisations of others,
interspersed with our own individual experiences.

My special gift is to hear angels - not what everyone might
wish or desire. Our own path is unique; and we need to
embrace this fact in each other.

In February 2005 my angelic guide Angelo surprised me
with the idea of writing a book about angelic connection. He
reassured me the words would flow easily and help would be
available.

Next appeared Bartholomew, an *ascended master and
spiritual guide. He was instrumental in the late 1980s in
channelling a seven-book series through Mary-Margaret
Moore, an American — books that were beautifully written
and bursting with spiritual wisdom. | felt humbled by his
involvement.

The thought of writing a book invoked mixed emotions,
both excitement and trepidation, and it amused me that
Bartholomew began by discussing the book’s structure.
Below is an extract from our very first conversation:

“Hel l o Juli e, this is Barthol omew al
with you on your book project.
“We wi l |l begin by getting to know ec¢

help how we work together for the future. 1 have assisted with
numerous books for people, some of whom you know. It is a
privilege to work with you on this very important project, as the
time is right for you to step forward. We will all be there
supporting you; Angelo and others will come to help raise your
energy to new heights. But for now, we are going to concentrate
on what we want to achieve by getting this very important message
across.
“First, I would |ike to give you my

story needs to be told for all of humanity. It has to be clear and



concise in its presentation. You have had a valuable lesson with
your published articles - you know that everything you write must
be written at a level that anyone can understand.
It is important to start with the basics. Writing a personal story
will be enticing for those who want to connect with you on a heart
level. And we all know that all things from the heart come from
the Divine.
“rt owi LI take time to build your sp
willing student and keen to learn, hence we are very grateful for
your discipline and kind spirit.
“I'n the beginning we witlitbybit ackl e t he
build it up like a pyramid. The base is harder to build because it is
bigger, but once we have the momentum going, it will flow easily
and you will actually enjoy the process. I know you are wondering
how it will fit in with your busy life at the moment. Rest assured
we wi || al ways monitor what you have
order to create balance with all you are doing.
“The -bulldng the base. Here you give your readers the
sense of what they need to do in order to begin their own spiritual

journey. I't is not good enough to co
as there is a preliminary process that needs to be undertaken.
Don“t worry if you are feeling appreh

to speak about. We are looking at doing this in stages. Relax,
breathe and get back into the space of abundance and infiniteness.
“Good. Now we can start."”

* Ascended Masters and Spirit Guides are not angels, but
belong instead to a group of human beings who once walked
on Earth, and are now so advanced spiritually they no longer
need to return. Instead, they give their time and service to
those in need.

Note: Angelo is my guardian angel and is with me always.
Bartholomew assists with writing projects, a skill in which he
is particularly gifted.






Special thanks

...to Sonia who taught me how to connect with the angelic
kingdom.
...to my friend David who plucked up the courage to speak
about his guides, and in doing so, opened wider a door that
led to life-changing discoveries.
...to my parents who were always supportive and open to
new ideas and thoughts. | have also been fortunate enough
to enjoy many enriching spiritual discussions with my two
sisters, Sally and Robyn and my niece Caro. Sally also
provided me with some helpful writing tips.
...to my editor Jenny Agante who spent numerous hours
honing and polishing this book and for offering much
appreciated suggestions and comments
...to my longstanding English friend Victoria, who bestowed
on me a much-needed holiday where | started to write the
initial chapters.
...to Christophe, who supports and encourages me, without
question, in any endeavour | engage in.

Heartfelt thanks also to my guardian angel Angelo. His
never ending support and love means | never feel alone.
Bartholomew, it has been an honour to write with you.
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"We are not human beings on a spiritual
journey. We are spiritual beings on a human
journey."

Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

French philosopher, scientist & priest (1881-1955)



Chapter 1

Introduction

Imagine a world where, on waking, you can tune in and get
advice from someone who understands you better than
anyone you have ever known. Someone who knows your
weaknesses but also your strengths, and who is cheering
you on from the sidelines, wanting for you to realise that you
are not alone, even in your darkest moments.

Welcome to your guide, your angelic guide; the energetic
being who accompanies you through every lifetime. It may
sound far-fetched to ordinary mortals, out of reach; but this is
what | have come to know as true.

| was first introduced to guides by a doctor called David at
a doctor-healer network meeting. Over coffee we found
ourselves falling into a deep spiritual discussion, culminating
in his admission that he both hears and speaks on a daily
basis with his angelic guides.

Within two weeks of that meeting, on 23" November 2004,
| was speaking to my own guide, Angelo. Since that time |
have helped countless people discover the wealth of advice,
wisdom, compassion and immense understanding of the
angelic kingdom.

Angels know our lives can be troublesome, and burdened
by difficulties: financial concerns, nagging health issues or
emotional upsets. We want to know: “Why are our lives like
they are? Why are we here? What is our purpose?”



So, | hear you say, “How do | start to connect with my
guide?”

The first step in making contact with the angelic kingdom is
to believe in their existence. That sounds simple, perhaps
too much so; but when you believe, you begin to move into a
place of Trust. The light within you expands and you begin to
shine. This light is known as your aura, an energy field that
surrounds all living things. It manifests as glowing, colourful
lights that radiate outwards from the physical body.

For those who can see auras, whether with the human eye
or by using specialised photography, it moves and flows as a
living form, constantly changing - displaying emotions and
general wellness. When you are happy and spiritually
connected the aura expands, when you are sad, angry or
unwell, the aura clings much closer to the body.

When you believe, change happens. Your awareness
grows and your intuition sharpens.

Many people walk around in a fog, in a semi-conscious,
almost robotic state of being. As a healer and life coach, |
know you can be shaken out of this stupor by different
experiences, such as a spiritual awakening, a serious illness
or accident, the death of a family member or close friend, or
even the sudden realisation you’re only eighteen months
short of a significant birthday.

The fear of an upcoming decade, another big 0, is often the
push you need to bring you out of apathy and into action.
You realise that you want to live a more authentic life, to
change a job you loathe or end a relationship where you feel
unhappy or paradoxically alone. Nagging dissatisfaction with
a negative situation begins to gain momentum, until the day
you find the courage to confront what is wrong.

Your personal goals now might be to gain mastery over
thoughts and actions. No more over-eating, self-criticising,
procrastination or blame.

But why wait until then for a major, life-changing revelation
and a new beginning? Isn’t it better to connect and flow as
each day merges — innately understanding your life’s
direction and purpose? With a spiritual connection, life is
easier. We get to the point of the problems. We solve,
resolve and release whatever causes us pain and worry.



Guides live in the spiritual realms, with access to the
earthly planes. Humans have the capacity to connect to the
spiritual realms for this is where a part of the soul still lives.
These connections can provide much greater resources than
are available on Earth. Profound wisdom and understanding
comes directly from spiritual guidance.

The issue of will is important. Everything you do and
experience relates to free will. You know when you should
have followed your first, instinctive feeling, but often fear
takes over (“False Evidence Appearing Real”’) and you miss
the opportunity.

Your inspired thoughts are delivered through a gut instinct
or ‘rightness’. This is the mental doorway your guides use to
speak to you.

Creating a bridge of communication with angelic guides
requires a still mind. Learning meditation techniques is ideal,
enabling an effortless transition from the active Beta state
into the quieter and more receptive Alpha. Here lies the
place where guides can lower their vibration to communicate
with you. The challenge is learning how to master the
quietening of a busy, active, left-brain mind, but there are
genuine rewards if you choose to learn. The soul yearns for
these quiet moments, and the meditative state is also
recuperative for the physical body.

Higher wisdom can be attained in many ways. One
avenue is through angelic guides and this is the route
outlined in this book.

Guides help and guide us through life’s bumps and
scrapes. If asked, they provide clarity and understanding as
to why something is how it is. Some obstacles will be
removed - other challenges will remain to be conquered;
teaching us what we need to learn.

Some will find it easier to connect with guides by automatic
writing. This is where you write what your guides are saying
by accessing the right hand side of your brain where
creativity is expressed, and which is also the pathway to a
meditative state. (This is further discussed in Part I, Chapter
6).

With practice, you can learn to connect at will
Communication may take many forms. If you have asked for
help, but are not yet able to hear your guide, then the angelic



kingdom will use other methods to get a message across.
For example, it could be a sense of knowing, but being
unsure exactly ‘how you know'. A friend or stranger
unexpectedly provides you with a valuable message. Even
books, magazines, TV and radio shows can offer answers to
your most pressing questions.

Developing a direct, two-way conversation with your
angelic guide is the main aim of this book. Everyone is
spiritual: it is a not a gift you must journey to find, but
something already deep inside you, a part of your DNA.

Whenever possible, take your own counsel for your
problems. Don’t give away your power to other people. The
angelic kingdom waits patiently for us to ask for their help;
they have heard it all before and know our trials and
tribulations. They are our greatest resource and have all the
answers. We only have to ask.

The world is full of those who want to make their own route
the correct and only route towards enlightened living. But
whatever route you choose to be on is right for you. Do not
be swayed into thinking there is only one path: there are
many, and your soul knows which is right for you.

For example, today is right for you, even if it doesn’t seem
so. Living from a spiritual perspective is striving to find and
follow your own truth. Allow love, kindness and respect to
accompany you always.



“The beginning of knowledge is the discovery
of something we do not understand.”

Frank Herbert

US science fiction novelist (1920 - 1986)






Chapter 2
Early Life

¢

| was born in the early 1960s, the middle child of a German
father and English mother. Both my parents and three
grandparents were born in New Zealand, my father's
German family emigrating there in 1846. The newcomers
formed a small German community in Nelson, a tiny hamlet
located at the top of the South Island. Life was hard but the
settlers were determined to create a new home.

In Germany, the settlers raised livestock and grew fruit and
vegetables, so this is what they continued to do in Nelson.
Fridges were not yet invented, so they were forced to devise
clever ways to keep fruit cool; constructing storehouses over
rivers and smokehouses to cure the fish.

As farmers living off the land, they were completely self-
sufficient, and able, in the depression years of the 1930s, to
provide food and shelter for many homeless people who
knocked on their doors. My father recalled noticing a tree
marked by a traveller that he was told meant his father’s farm
was ‘a good place’, where hungry people were never turned
away.

My father often talked about Maori, the Polynesian
descendants of those voyagers who had arrived in New
Zealand in dug-out canoes or wakas eight hundred years
earlier. The indigenous Maori showed great kindness and
camaraderie to the new German inhabitants. However, with
the start of the First World War, the Germans were shunned
by other European immigrants, although by then they had
lived in New Zealand for over fifty years.

Maori developed a closeness with the Germans, as they,
too, had their own particular struggles to overcome in



integrating with, and understanding, European culture. My
father remembers Maori women with gently swaying grass
skirts cleaning fish on the beaches.

In honour of the Maori people, my grandfather gave his
four sons Maori middle names, and in time that Maori name
became the main name used. My father’s brothers were
Uncle Eru, Uncle Rangi and Uncle Huia. (Motu was my
father's middle name).

Times were difficult and tensions ran high during the war
years with a continuing animosity directed towards the
German settlers. Sadly, this ill-feeling affected even my
father’s local school. During school hours his elder brother
was put up against the tree, and an arrow aimed and fired at
his head, which resulted in the loss of sight in one eye.

Local villagers passing by with a horse and cart would give
the children a ride home from school, but the Germans had
to walk. This was particularly heartless when you know that
my father was one of only nine pupils.

My father impressed on my older sister Robyn, my younger
sister Sally and me a respect for the Maori people and their
sacred traditions. He took us on a first trip to Waitangi, a
historic area located in the North Island where the famous
treaty was signed between the Maoris and the white
European settlers in 1840. There my father made it clear we
were forbidden to touch anything, not even the trees, as this
was sacred land to be respected.

My father also shared some of own his psychic
experiences. Once while bush walking with two of his
brothers they reached a crossroad. His brothers were
certain the car was parked a couple of miles in one direction,
and my father was sure it was the other, but agreed to wait
while they found the correct location. It was late evening,
and dark except for a brightly shining moon and a smattering
of stars. As he quietly stood there, out from a wall of
undergrowth stepped a man in full Victorian clothing,
complete with well-polished shoes. The stranger pulled out a
fob watch, looked at the time and then disappeared back into
the hedge. Taken aback, my father took a few minutes to
venture over to where the stranger had appeared, only to
discover the thicket was dense and impenetrable.



Another incident occurred while he was working for a
brother in Wellington. This brother had invented machinery to
compile wooden apple boxes, and designed special grading
machines to size the apples. Around 1 a.m., working
together late to finish orders, they heard someone walk
across the floor above their workshop. Not long after, my
father's curiosity still aroused, he went upstairs to
investigate. He heard footsteps walking past him and out
through the other side of the wall. Though he never went up
there again, my father now knew there were people around
not of our world, that we refer to as ghosts.

My father also shared with me a near death experience.
Struck down by a heart attack, he was rushed to hospital,
where another quickly followed. While he was lying on the
gurney, he found himself rising out of his body and up to the
corner of the room. Looking down, he saw doctors and
nurses frantically trying to restart his heart before he found
himself back in his body. He didn't find the experience
frightening; in fact, the reverse, with a real sense of calm that
all would be well and he would survive.

During my own childhood, | had a few intuitive moments.
My mother tells the story of when | was four years old, and
her great friend Gray had been invited to our house for
dinner. There was no sign of Gray at the prearranged time,
and she began to worry.

“Everything is fine”, | told her. “Gray came home from work
and decided to sit down for a quick read of the newspaper
before he came out; instead, he fell asleep.”

| tried to convince her that he would be here soon, and
when Gray finally arrived he apologised profusely explaining
his delay in exactly those words ...

In my early twenties | worked for a record company in the
sales department. Usually | took the customer orders over
the phone, but every few months | was obliged to visit stores
in remote areas. My boss had allocated a particular car for
one such trip, but when | saw it | had a panic attack. |
pleaded with him not to make me take the car, as my
overriding gut instinct told me if | did something awful would
happen. He refused to budge so | convinced my boyfriend
Peter (later my first husband) to take time off work and go
with me.



| was somewhat reassured that | would not have to make
the three day trip alone, but still as we headed out of town
there lurked an overwhelming and ongoing sense of gloom.
After three hours the car was playing up and we pulled over.
When the breakdown vehicle company told me after
inspection the sorry news that it needed immediate repairs, |
was secretly delighted and promptly hired a rental car. In
retrospect the unexplained fear was so powerful | am sure
we were destined for some terrible accident. With the car
replaced, | happily got on with the task of visiting my
customers.

My mother was always open to exciting new ideas and
concepts. When | was thirteen she took Sally and me to an
evening event entitled Seeing Auras. As people slowly took
their seats, my gaze drifted along our row to look at the other
participants. To my amazement | saw, only four chairs away,
a young man with his hands slightly extended, and with
bright, multi-coloured lights radiating from his finger tips.

Transfixed, | watched for what seemed only a minute, and
without taking my eyes off him, began to prod my mother, on
the other side of me, madly trying to get her attention. There
was no response, and | spun round to tell her what | was
seeing. When | looked back, the lights had gone.

The meeting commenced. The speaker walked to the front
of the room and stood against a blank, white wall. She
began by asking the audience who could see her aura, and
nearly half of the audience raised an arm. Frustratingly, we
were in the group that couldn’t.

Years passed before | saw a glowing, golden aura
encircling an individual, but once | had learned the
technique, | could see auras anytime.

(And you can find out how to do it yourself later on in this
book).



“A man must make his own arrows.”

American Indian Proverb






Chapter 3

Moving to England

¢

When | was twenty five, Peter and | left New Zealand for
England. | didn’t realise then that London would become my
home for more than two decades. Peter was ten years older
than me, a talented musician and television director, and the
producer of many entertainment programmes. We settled
easily into the London lifestyle, yet somehow | ended up
spending a number of years doing uninteresting jobs. | was
consciously searching for my ideal role, but it wasn’t until |
was thirty-eight that my true vocation as a healer and a life
coach was revealed.

At twenty-one a friend had introduced me to Peter, and by
the time | was twenty-three we were married. | adored him.
He was funny, kind and my best friend. But always there was
a nagging doubt that Peter would be my partner for life.
Loving him so dearly, | tried to ignore this, but somewhere
deep inside hid a heart-breaking delusion.

Two years after we arrived in London | had met Graham,
another New Zealander who had lived many vyears in
England. He was the exact opposite of Peter. Graham drank
and smoked too much, drove his car at high speeds and was
a real party animal.

| was fascinated by Graham and he was equally fascinated
by me. Though | had that sinking feeling you experience on
a roller coaster ride you can’t get off, | knew there was
something about Graham | had to experience. But the
thought of ending my marriage with Peter was too much to
bear.

Finally, when | confessed my confused feelings for
Graham, Peter decided to move back to New Zealand. He



had been toying already with the idea of accepting a job offer
there. His plan was that | would follow once our flat sold, and
that would give me time to reflect on what | wanted.

| was left on my own in London, with Graham in hot pursuit,
but | did return to New Zealand to see if my marriage could
be resurrected. It could not. Though leaving someone | loved
so deeply was horrible, | knew | had to make sense of my
mixed feelings for Graham. With much sadness | formally
ended my marriage and returned to England on my own.
This remains the worst episode of my life.

When Graham and | began our life together neither of us
knew the other particularly well. In those early months, there
was the inevitable, sinking feeling that | had made a terrible
mistake, compounded by my inexplicable love for him. In
essence, | felt ‘linked’ to Graham.

| knew the answer was not to return to Peter, although it
was tempting to rush back and hide beneath his caring wing.
| certainly didn’t want to experience again the heartbreak and
sadness | had suffered from that last and painful split. This
fuelled my desire to make my relationship with Graham work.

Graham was a gambler, not at the gaming tables or by
putting his money on the horses, but in taking huge risks in
business. He was a film financier, infatuated with the chase
and excitement that ensued from wheeling and dealing. As
the years passed, it became apparent that Graham would
readily go for broke without a second’s thought about our
own financial security. He was a dreamer and had great
ideas: the trouble was, they rarely came to fruition.

Seven years after we had begun our lives together, we
were completely broke with our flat due to be repossessed
through non-payment of the mortgage, and also heavily in
debt. | had no idea of the magnitude of the sum owed until
much later when Graham admitted it was over £100,000.

What happened next was an amazing stroke of luck. He
finally stumbled upon an opportunity to use insurance
monies to part-fund big budget studio films. In order to
reduce the risk to the insurers, Graham arranged for the
money to be put into a slate of films.

Based on Graham'’s figures, one studio was delighted to
sign a twenty-five picture deal designed to carry minimal risk



for the insurance market. Other studios followed suit, and
suddenly we were rich.

We sold our one-bedroom flat in London and relocated to a
luxury riverside boathouse in Henley on Thames in
Oxfordshire. That was a magical time. Keen to finally get
settled and free of financial difficulties, | strove to put the
struggles of the past years behind us and create a strong
base of assets.

With no knowledge of stocks and shares, | put our money
into bricks and mortar. Past purchases proved | had a good
eye for property, and | subsequently found a wonderful two-
bedroom flat in St John’s Wood in London. The drive
backwards and forwards to Graham’s London office from
Henley was too long, so we agreed to get a London base
where we could stay one or two nights during the week.

During this time | was working as an events organiser, and
regularly travelled abroad. | enjoyed the job, but it was tiring
and involved long hours. With Graham’s new-found wealth,
he readily encouraged me to pack it in and take a break.
Soon my energy was absorbed in decorating the London flat,
and the purchase of a tiny cottage next to our boathouse that
needed a great deal of renovation. | worked on this with a
builder friend, and three months passed happily by.

Meanwhile Graham was coming home from his office with
tales of troubles and woes. For seven years | had pretended
that, once our financial difficulties were behind us, he would
somehow turn into a calm, relaxed individual and start to look
after himself properly. But Graham couldn’t get rid of his self-
destruct button. The reality hit home. He was drinking too
much and smoking in excess of fifty cigarettes a day. | had
hoped he would finally be able to enjoy what he had worked
so hard to achieve, but essentially nothing had changed.
The work pressures seemed to increase, not decrease.

It was during this time we decided to get married. Nine
years together, and we thought we were finally there: but the
cracks were beginning to show. Graham arrived home from
work tired and grumpy, while | was relaxed and in country-
living mode. Deep down we were not happy, and it was a
shared delusion that getting married would solve our
problems and give us the togetherness that we both craved.



| didn’t know that Graham had set out on another journey,
and was seeing a woman he met at the Cannes Film Festival
a few months before our wedding in August 1998.

In September we headed to Venice for another film festival.
Graham was distant and constantly disappeared to make
private calls. | began to have my suspicions, and on our
return, | confronted him about seeing someone behind my
back. He admitted his affair and that he was in love with this
woman.

As it was only a matter of weeks after our wedding, | found
this extremely upsetting and confusing. We were in the
fortunate position of owning more than one property, and we
agreed he would live in London and | would stay on in
Henley, thereby creating a space to think things through.

With Christmas looming, and Graham and his new
girlfriend together, | took the decision to work on Christmas
Day at a homeless shelter. | took my wedding cake in for
sharing. It was a very low time for me.

On Boxing Day my sister telephoned to say that my father
was ill, and might not have long to live. By the time my flight
arrived in New Zealand forty-eight hours later his health had
improved and he was out of danger. While | was staying
with my older sister Robyn, Graham bombarded me with
calls. He had made a terrible mistake, and wanted to come
back to me. We agreed that he would do this when |
returned to the UK a couple of weeks later.

But when we did get back together, he remained distant
and preoccupied.

In March 1999, after we had walked around Camden Town
in London, and were now drinking coffee in a café, | looked
across at Graham. He sat there, monosyllabic and
withdrawn; and it was then that we agreed to call it a day.
The last thing we had bought together was a sculpture of an
American Indian, depicted as an Eagle Man with wings
attached to his outstretched arms. For some reason | was
tearful when | saw this beautiful piece of art, and knew it was
meant for me. | only discovered why much later on.

Two months later | was stunned and numb to learn that
Graham’s lover was pregnant. He had begged me to take
him back, and couldn’t bring himself to tell me the truth. This



was the ending of our long relationship, after the many ups
and downs of our nine years together.

But Graham was a dangerous adversary. | had witnessed
first hand how hard he could be on women from his past
relationships, and knew what was probably in store for me. |
was not wrong. Within a brief space of time and before the
divorce was finalised, Graham was trying to sell the
matrimonial home from under me. | felt genuinely frightened
of him, and my solicitor advised me to take out a restraining
order to prevent him entering the house without permission.

With both of us locked in a confrontational situation, a
friend who was a corporate lawyer stepped in to prevent
matters escalating out of control. He was mindful that the
legal fees would be mounting, and he wanted to try and help
us out. He had been at our wedding only months before!

Graham had put our three properties in the names of
companies registered off-shore, of which he had a few. He
refused to disclose what monies he had to my lawyers, but
during our marriage we had spoken openly of his likely
income from various deals, so | had a good grasp of his
financial situation. Our well-meaning lawyer friend drafted an
agreement that both of us accepted and signed, and the
lawyers based the consent order on this.

Two years passed, and | was forced to take Graham to
court. You may wonder why | have gone into detail on all
this; it's because | now understand that Graham provided me
with one of my life’s most valuable lessons. To stand alone in
court and fight my own corner against him was a ftruly
defining moment.

But it was far more than that: it was nothing less than a
wake-up call for the beginning of a spiritual life. Our karmic
connection was finally broken.

One day, when | was reflecting on these painful episodes
with Graham, my guides showed me an amusing picture of
him using a pitchfork to scoop me up like a bale of hay and
loading me on to a raised platform. As the scene unfolded,
they explained that he had tossed me upwards to a higher
level spiritually. If | only focused on the pain from the
pitchfork, | was missing the point. (Excuse the pun).

“Be grateful for the lesson, don’t dwell on the experience,”
was what they told me, and | am thankful for the time spent



with Graham, and bear him no ill feeling. | have now
accepted that he played an important role in helping me to
develop spiritually.

Through adversity you develop spiritual muscle, and so
what Graham gave me was a great gift.

We must all try to see the bigger picture in whatever
difficulties we face, particularly in relation to those who are
doing us a disservice. In such trying and frustrating
circumstances, we gain our greatest awareness.

This is how we grow and develop wisdom. Then we are
free to comprehend the true concept of love, even with those
who hurt us.



After 21 years of living in the UK, Julie has returned to her
hometown Auckland, New Zealand. She is a meditation tutor
and qualified healer who trained with the College of Psychic
Studies in London. She is a graduate of Coach University,
US and a member of the International Coach Federation.

Julie has written numerous articles for magazines and
newspapers on spirituality, healing, meditation and life
coaching. She has her own life coaching practice and
specialises in running workshops on life coaching, meditation
for beginners, and exploring spirituality.

You <can contact Julie through her website
www.julielambert.net.


http://www.julielambert.net/
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