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INT ROD UCTION


The Sweet Creamy Stuff in the Middle

In this life, my name is Sandra. I am an ordinary
woman who has lived an extraordinary life. I first
considered writing this book in the form of a novel,
creative fiction. But in order to remain authentic, I am
writing instead, from the heart. This is a true story. My
story. This is a love story, one quite out of the ordinary
and out of this world.
I am inviting you to share in my personal
journey of love, ecstasy, and truth. Travel with me,
experience and discover what those in a higher place,
living in higher wisdom, with no physical body to
hamper, restrict or distract them, can teach us about
love.
The Sweet Creamy Stuff in the Middle sub-title
chose me. And it makes sense really. Life's earth school
is like that. Like those sugar-covered cream-filled
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donuts. You take a bite, in anticipation of finding the
really good stuff. Life promises us the really good stuff,
expressed or implied, right? But there's other stuff to go
through first. Boring stuff, messy stuff, kinda stale stuff.
And often, just when it appears to be getting good, it all
falls apart. Bite after bite, we anticipate, because we are
human, always hoping. Often, we forget to savor and
appreciate when the path is good, because we are
always wanting more—always striving for that sweet
creamy stuff in the middle.
The sweet creamy stuff in the middle. Yes, that's
what he was to me and what I was to him. Together, we
found a way to the sweet, and with great effort and
sacrifice, we learned to savor the treats along the path
that led us there. As you walk this journey with me,
perhaps you will discover answers to some of your own
questions. What is real? How sheer is the curtain
between us and the other worlds? How is love really
meant to be?
As for me, my personal and most pressing
question became this:
When a woman finds truth and the depth of love
she had always so madly desired, on another plane,
with a gentle male soul, no longer in his body, does the
experience forever surpass any experience that she can
create with any lover she may find here on earth? Or
will this astral love experience groom her as the
ultimate preparation for her forever love here on earth,
the way it was always meant to be?
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Perhaps you and I can find the answers together.
And maybe, just maybe, from what we learn, we can
change the face of love on earth forever.
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JUNE 2010
“You don’t have to see the whole staircase. Just
take the first step.”
Martin Luther King, Jr.
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PASSAGE 1


“I could observe the wispy, smoky, mirror image of
myself drifting away from everything I knew.”

My path to the other side, and to him, I paved
first with technical knowledge. From when I was a
child, I had the ability and an affinity to travel to a place
I called across the bridge. It was 2010. In my adult life, I
was seeking a spiritual teacher. There was so much I
sought to understand about life and about myself.
About loss and about love. I knew instinctively that I
would not find any profound understanding from
within my immediate earthly surroundings. So I began
to research the art of astral travel, or astral projection,
as it is sometimes called. It would be in another plane
that I would find my true teacher.

By that time, I had already trained in selfhypnosis and had explored past life regression. So astral
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projection came quite naturally to me. I learned that it is
best to eat clean, natural food, soak in a bath of sea salts,
and to be at peace with my thoughts before each takeoff.
Equally important, I learned to ground myself
when I returned from my travels, ensuring that my
energy came completely back into my body and through
the bottoms of my feet, like roots planted into the earth.
On occasion, I would forget this crucial grounding step,
and so the next day I would face the consequences. I
would feel spacey walking through my day-to-day,
finding it difficult to function.
Each time I traveled, my body was left behind in
the comfort of my Zen-style pedestal bed. Even with
eyes closed, I could observe the wispy, smoky, mirror
image of myself drifting away from everything I knew,
and onto a cement stairway that would lead me to the
other place.
The first time I set foot on the other side of that
stairway, I knew I was home. Really home. And
instinctively, I knew he was there waiting for me. It all
felt so ordinary.
I crossed an expansive lawn, wearing only the
sheer white bed sheet that I had wrapped around
myself in haste, aware of my nakedness. This make-shift
garment would be the only reminder of my earthly
launching pad.
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My bare feet drifted through the grass, the
texture soft, like kitten fur. A large white house, simple,
unexceptional, presented in front of me. Surprising. All
those images of gold and glitz and royalty must have
still encapsulated my images about heaven and how it
might appear. Is that where I was now? My mind tried
to confuse me so in that very moment, I released my
preconceived notions. That release would be the first of
many acts of profound letting go of my deep seated
beliefs—about the other place, about myself, about
what's real, and about love. I would be forced into that
letting go process over and over again during the
course of the upcoming journey that lay before me in
the two years to come.
Up the stairs now, of the big white New England
style house and stepping onto the wrap-around porch. I
was part of it now. And it supported me. We were
suspended somewhere, rather than being located
anywhere. I felt no foundation. I felt unearthed. The
door in front of me stood open. The wooden porch slats
gave a little under my bare feet as I walked through the
door.
I could immediately sense that an entire world
was contained inside that place. Was this a scene of my
own making? Would your scene present differently?
Inside, an elaborate entry way—hardwood floors, a fine
mirror embedded with sparkling clear crystals. A
healthy fern presented on a white pedestal just to the
left, French doors leading somewhere. I opened them,
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without really considering whether I might be
intruding. But I felt welcomed into a small empty foyer.
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PASSAGE 2


“…for me, those two worlds would collide, sending the
extremes of mystery, love, beauty, ecstasy and
passion, spinning out of control.”
He entered the foyer and greeted me. Hand
outstretched. Long elegant fingers. I could barely
discern his physical features but the warmth of his
energy was palpable.
He was my teacher, he told me. I could call him
Edward. That would work for now, was his message.
Vague. I felt comfortable with him and within the
confines of those walls. I wondered if my mind was just
conjuring up a setting that felt familiar to me or
whether this place was designed to be this welcoming
for all who entered. At the same time that my mind
questioned, my soul concluded that it didn’t matter.
Edward guided me off to the right of the foyer
toward a large castle-like door, wooden with heavy iron
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hinges and handle. Even before Edward opened the
door, I felt the air turn thick, and the deep scent of rain
forest green seeping toward me.
My first conversation with Edward was kind and
welcoming, yet cautionary. As we stood in front of that
massive door that led somewhere, he told me. I was
tempting the portal. He explained.
Like an opening in a cloud yet oft times
impermeable, there is a portal between the worlds.
Every day to come, I would live with the fear that it
might close to me. Here, I would be weighed down by
the pressure of my own choices. Where would I want to
be, here or there, if given that choice? I would reach
that fork in the road when such a decision must be
made. But not today.
It seemed as if Edward’s only mission with me
that day was to help me feel comfortable. He did. And to
help me decide. Having been warned, did I want to go
through with this? There was no question. I did.
Edward opened the door slowly, his eyes on me the
entire time, almost as if he was giving me a chance in
each moment to change my mind. It seemed like the
opening of that door took forever. It was a process in
itself. The scent was strong now, the comfort of it
wrapped around me like a warming shawl. I looked up
at Edward. He nodded. I walked through the doorway.
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A pool. The water was a sparkling turquoise,
waterfalls and massive boulders created the spa-like
backdrop. An oasis nestled inside the big white house.
Exotic plants with pink and orchid blossoms
pushed through between the rocks. Coy, in various
colors of shimmery white, gold, and variegated, all
plump and happy, scooted around in a winding river
running adjacent to the pool. Their habitat was
exquisite. The whole place exuded peace and calm. The
stars formed an ethereal ceiling.
The shadow in the corner came into clear focus.
A man. Standing at a distance. Hesitant. Edward took my
hand and led me to sit at the edge of the pool—the
healing pool as he would refer to it. I pretended not to
notice that conspicuous figure, dark shoulder length
hair. Beard, full but trimmed. Black pants and a gold
brocade Nehru jacket. And I pretended not to notice
how beautiful he was. But Edward saw past the
pretense.
“He wants to meet you.” Edward posed this, but
not in the form of a question.
It was one of those moments. You know. A split
second that remains in the heart. The split second that
we look back on again and again. A point of no return. A
butterfly worked its way from my stomach to my throat.
It would take some time, but I would say yes.
11

Love Above and Beyond

I would meet him. Edward would bring us
together. Two distinctly separate souls living in two
separate worlds.
My earthly home, his home, above and beyond.
As a result of that simple yes, for me, those two worlds
would collide, sending the extremes of mystery, love,
beauty, ecstasy and passion, spinning out of control.
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PASSAGE 3


“I grew closer to understanding our earthly
misunderstanding of life and death.”
I asked if I could call him Daniel. It had never
been his favorite way to be addressed in life, he
explained. Too biblical. But he would agree if it pleased
me. It pleased me. Daniel had left his earthly body
behind in 2007 at the age of 56. Prostate cancer that
had spread to the bone. He saw the pain in my face as he
explained and then, reassured me.
"It's ok, Cassie. My cancer was my vehicle.
Nothing more. I had to make it to this next phase of
learning somehow."
He had called me Cassie from the moment we
met. He said he didn't know how he came up with that
name but I didn't question or object.
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One of Daniel's deepest desires was to share
with me, and subsequently, with others, what it had
been like for him to leave his body. He felt part of his
own mission was to explain the soul's confusion and the
unresolved earthly desires we carry with us after we
experience earthly death. He would accomplish this
through poetry, using me as the channel to deliver his
words. This book may appear to be my story, but in
truth, it is Daniel’s story.
As a matter of fact, every morning, after I had
traveled the night before, I would wake with a sacred
poetic message swimming in my head. In short order,
Daniel’s words would make their way to the tips of my
fingers. And my fingers would move pen upon page.
How distinctly I could discern his rhythm and rhyme
would depend on my own spiritual clarity, and the level
of consciousness I could hold day by day. Some days, the
poetry was clumsy, with a childlike feel to it. Other days,
I could bring in his grace and his brilliance with total
synchronicity. I could always feel when I got it right.
Through Daniel’s melodic verse, I grew closer to
understanding our earthly misunderstanding of life and
death. And as each melodic verse channeled through my
soul, I grew closer to him.
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A Soul’s Confusion
On the other side there’s a rainbow
The first thing the Soul’s Eye will see.
Will it be the same for all who go?
Or was this plan in place just for me?
Next, a doorway to a learning
As chasmic as learning can be;
And when the learning is over
The soul earns its chance to be free.
My earthly life, just a memory
A strong hold that just won’t let go.
To see and to taste and to touch just once more
A new way of life I must know.
In the waters here, there’s a cleansing.
As pure as a cleansing can be.
And once the cleansing is over
The soul earns its chance to be free.
Where do I go from here?
Awake to the choices, the meanings so deep?
Where do I go from here?
While you sleep, dear one, while you sleep?

15

Love Above and Beyond

16

Sandra Alexander

PASSAGE 4


“We played with time, rendering its restrictions nonexistent.”

I was taking time to know Daniel, trying not to
make the mistake of thinking I knew him at all. We tend
to pigeon-hole people and hold them in our minds the
way we once knew them. The way we remember them
from the past, as if they have not changed or grown.
Each time we cross paths with another human being, it
is our sacred responsibility to view them as if we have
never met them before. It’s like watching a child grow.
When we see a one-year-old child, then see him again a
few months later, it’s obvious. My, how they’ve grown!
Yet, even though we are a bit amazed, we aren’t really
surprised because the growth of a child is anticipated.
This is the most spiritual of ways to view one
another. We are all just children, growing after all. The
soul cannot help but grow. Sometimes that growth is
achieved through self-discovery and personal effort and
17
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at other times through life’s brutal lessons. It was
exciting to me to be open to exploring Daniel, knowing
him all over again each time we met. I imagined what it
could be like, living life and loving others that way.
Viewing one another as growing, ascending beings,
without assumptions. I committed to learning to live
and love that way. Daniel would teach me.
Up to that point, each time I traveled, I could
always count on finding Daniel in the same place—
sitting at the side of the healing pool, right where we
had been introduced.
It’s funny—I never sensed the presence of others
in this space. It was always just me and Daniel. And we
would often seek out Edward for guidance. We both had
so many questions. Other souls in astral form did
meander around, Edward had explained, but I had yet to
perceive them. The truth is that there are beings in
various stages of evolution moving around us all the
time, not only in this above and beyond place but on the
earth plane, too. Edward had told me that if we let our
minds take it all in, we’d all probably go nuts. Too much
for the human mind to comprehend and an
insurmountable level of distraction. Indeed, some do
see, take in, and then find it necessary to escape into
varying levels of absence. Do we consider that this is a
very real explanation for many types of mental dis-ease,
or what we call Alzheimer’s disease or many degrees of
autism?
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Many of us can cope with being able to see what
others cannot. Others of us must escape from the seeing,
hearing and feeling just to cope.
At that moment, within that understanding, I
remained grateful for whatever filter had been granted
to me—allowing me to see only what was pertinent to
my growth at that time—and only what I could
comfortably handle.
Daniel would later explain that he could see it all
now, and it was all as normal to him as a walk in Times
Square.
“If you can call a walk in Times Square normal,”
he joked.
Yes, this place was lively and a bit crowded. But
he assured me that there would be places he could take
me where we would always be completely alone. And if
we couldn’t find one, we could create one, he elaborated
with a gleam in his eye. I could tell he was excited to
show me things I could never even imagine existed—
and eager to share what he had learned so far in his
passage.
Once, and only once, I had asked Daniel to
describe what was going on around us as we sat at the
side of the healing pool. I felt as though I was asking him
to reveal some secret that he had earned knowing and I
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had not. Yet, he seemed to take so much joy in
describing it all to me.
“A group of men and women are kinda hovering,”
he explained. “They are all dressed in regulation white
terry cloth robes and black rubber flip flops. Most are
sipping on cool fresh cucumber water…”
As he went on, and on, and on…and as the story
became more ridiculous and elaborate, I realized he
wanted to see how far he could go with his silly
fabrication before I saw through the joke. I had no way
of knowing for sure which parts, if any, of his
description, were even remotely accurate. I could not
see what he could see.
Even when I realized his tangent was purely
fiction, I went along for a while, asserting ooooh’s and
aaaah’s just because I knew he was having such a good
time telling it. We were coming to know each other
pretty well, in part because of the time we spent
together in this above and beyond place, and in part
because of familiarity—we had known one another for a
very long time over many lifetimes.
Daniel would explain that time was irrelevant
here—non-existent. I had heard these spiritual concepts
about time in general, that we manifest time and space
in our earthly world to create an order to things that we
can understand. I was experiencing a time warp first
hand each time I traveled.
20
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In my early experiences with astral travel, I
would make a point to look at the clock as I left my
physical body behind each night. Then, after an
experience filled with substance and weighted down
with lessons, stuff that in earthly time would take hours
and hours or even days to walk through, I would return
to my bed and by the clock, see that I had only been
gone for about five minutes earth time.
“That’s the beauty—even the purpose of this
place, Cass.”
Daniel would elaborate.
“I realized when I arrived here that without
human functions always getting in the way—eating,
sleeping, making a living—the learning is accelerated.
Remember that in knowing this for yourself now, and
returning to your earthly life, there are ways you can
erase time in your own daily experience, too. Don’t
forget to take advantage of that.”
I didn’t really understand at first, imagining that
doing without eating, sleeping and making a living
wasn’t really do-able for us in the real world. Yet, slowly
I began to get it. Each day I applied the concept a bit
more. Here’s how it went.
So, have you ever been up against a deadline of
some kind and asked for angelic intervention? You may
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have found that you suddenly produced six hours of
work in a half an hour? Have you ever been immersed
in doing what feels good—an artistic project, being
present with someone you love? It feels like just
moments, but you look up and wonder—where did the
time go? That’s an important question and discovery.
Where did the time go? Yet in life, we tend to chalk
these time adjustments up to whatever and go back to
business as usual.
What I learned from Daniel is that the time warp
can be business as usual. And I recognized that
whenever time is dragging for me, I can be assured that
I am engaged in some activity or thought process that is
not feeding my spirit. And isn’t feeding the spirit
essentially why we have manifested here in human
form anyway? The body is a tool—our individualized
GPS system that brings us back to our spiritual center, if
we are wise enough to use it that way.
This time manipulation discovery began
supporting me in living the life of a soul in a physical
body rather than a human body with a soul in there
somewhere. Minute by minute, day by day, living this
way takes concentrated awareness and extreme effort.
That’s because the magnetic draw of earth-life energy is
so strong. Even now, years after these initial astral
learnings, I still often struggle to remember the power I
have over time. That is how Daniel and I became so
familiar with one another so quickly. We played with
time, rendering its restrictions non-existent.
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PASSAGE 5


“The playful child—the hurt child—the woman inside
me. All at once, I began to anticipate him.”

As my travel progressed, I would most often find
Daniel, not at the healing pool, but sitting on the steps of
the white house. It was comforting to see him there as I
descended the concrete steps. He was waiting for me.
Black pants, bare feet, white shirt open in the front.
Casual. Sexy. And his shirt sleeves rolled up, a metaphor
to me for all the hard work he was doing in this place.
This one night, we didn’t go to the healing pool
together. We didn’t look for Edward.
“Let’s walk.” That’s all he said.
I felt excited. Perhaps it was time for me to see
more of this place. It’s nature. It’s expansiveness.
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Daniel took my hand and as he did, I noticed the
length and strength of his fingers. I stopped for a
moment and just examined those hands which seemed
to hold stories of their own. I wondered what it would
be like to be touched by those hands and imagined them
moving as skillfully over my body as they might while
bringing a worn stringed instrument to life. I knew he
could bring me back to life, too.
Yet, weren’t those hands a figment of my
imagination? Just a way for him to appear to me so I
would recognize him? So I could better open up to him?
But, God, how sick I was of trying to think everything
through. In the energy of this place, thinking and
figuring felt so out of character for me. So it was in that
moment that I abandoned all expectation. I let go of the
notion that Daniel might ever really touch me here. I let
go of the hope that I might ever feel or respond to his
touch. And I would later find out what we all need to
discover to manifest our dreams—it is in the space of
letting go that our dreams arrive. Just as mine would.
Daniel was a strong, energetic presence. But not
an entirely physical one. And not an entirely astral one.
I accepted that as we headed together to our
destination that night. Daniel wanted to show me the
library.
Soon, he said, we would read together—the book
of our lives. We would discover the story we had lived
together in another time and place. We would learn
what we had done right, and painfully, what we had
24
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done wrong. I felt a tingle of excitement run through
him and then through me and settle into my chest.
Through this past life learning, we would have the
opportunity to fix everything. The playful child—the
hurt child—the woman inside me. All at once, I began to
anticipate him.
A large room lined with shelves and shelves of
books. Old velvet chairs upholstered in dark maroon.
The scent of must and dictionaries and old stuff mingled
together here. The largest book of all at the entry, held
open with massive gold clips, sat on what looked similar
to a music stand made of wood. Cracked binding. I
approached and felt compelled to touch the pages.
Yellowing parchment. Crisp. Fragile. The words written
there were beginning to fade and had become a bit
difficult to read. Yet still legible. I didn’t ask how this
would play out in a few more generations.
Did this seemingly vanishing history portend the
closing of a window in time, when our stories might be
inaccessible to us? Would the correction of painful
mistakes and the possibility of joyous times relived be
lost to future generations? Was everyone’s story in
imminent danger of extinction? The fading process
reminded me of one of those 1960’s Polaroid photos.
Memories in time, evaporating, leaving us with only the
memory of those images that we had been wise enough
to capture with the heart.
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Daniel was still holding my hand. I looked to him,
a submissive glance. I knew he would lead, and find our
pages when he was ready. He did.
Quietly, without comment, we read. Now and
again, one glancing briefly toward the other, but as we
each in our own way, re-experienced our past years
together, our eyes never fully met.
Daniel gently turned the pages for us, sensing
when my eyes reached the last word on the page.
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P ASSAGE 6



“Daniel was deeply philosophical. He kept that part of
himself tucked away. Hidden. I saw it anyway.”

I was born Cassandra Abigail McDougal in 1906.
In marriage, I would become Cassandra McDougal
Woodhouse. Daniel and I had met in July of 1920. I was
just 14 years old. He was 18 and working on my family’s
ranch a couple of days a week. Daniel Grayson
Woodhouse. I knew he was mine from the moment he
caught my eye. I pretended to be disinterested and he
pretended to be overly smitten. Over time, I would
discover that he was not really pretending at all. Even
though Daniel and I were tied together in a soul sort of
way, that was a concept not spoken about often back
then.

Conservatism was especially prevalent in
southern Colorado, where old fashioned values were
not up for discussion. Soul was rarely part of religion, at
least in our small community near Lamar. As it was, I
was considered much too rebellious and far too forward
27
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thinking for the times. Daniel was deeply philosophical.
He kept that part of himself tucked away. Hidden. I saw
it anyway. And he saw me. Yet there was little need to
talk about what we saw. Who we were reflected in how
we walked through life.
We had five children, close together. I conceived
naturally and easily. What most women back then
considered their wifely duty, I found fun, adventurous
and fiery. Even the process of childbirth itself was made
erotic as Daniel lay with me, tended to me, and touched
my body during the course of my labor in a way that
hastened the process and rendered the pain irrelevant.
The children arrived in this order: Daniel Jr.,
John, Elena, Carrie and Beth. Our life was beautiful at
the beginning, fraught with pain and insurmountable
obstacles at the end. Those obstacles came in a time and
place that is now referred to as the Dust Bowl. Still the
love remained as did the formidable and unbreakable
connection.
We loved well. Daniel loved that I was a writer.
He bought me my first typewriter and I enjoyed it but
often still resorted to putting ink to paper since I liked
to sit in the grass under a tree and write. I would steal
away and hide there. Daniel was a man one would say
back then who had scruples. He did for others outside
our family, not because he couldn’t say no, but because
he felt that if he had, others should have, too. He would
have been, and probably was, a liberal in modern
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times—never feeling that those in need had created
their own destiny. Instead, he often voiced that he knew
those less fortunate were put in front of us as an
opportunity to share materially and with compassion.
So each day, after Daniel’s own work as a traveling
ranch hand was finished, he would stop off and help
build a fence or shoe a horse for a neighbor or a
stranger.
That meant his arrival at home was often quite
late. Some days, he’d arrive even later, stopping in town
to buy me something special—a new dress or selfishly,
some fresh fruits, knowing a home baked pie was in it
for him. I loved to do for him. Cooking. We had a few
raspberry bushes and sparse as their harvest was in our
area of the country, I’d save up for a handful here and
there and make one raspberry tart. Just for him.
Raspberries were his absolute favorite.
When he was ready to love me, I never turned
him away. I think that’s because when he came to me it
was as if he were bringing me the gift of him—never
just seeking some sort of release for himself. There was
never a goal of climax. Climax almost always came for
both of us, but the physical response to one another
was simply a result of our desire to connect. The love
and admiration we harbored deep in our souls for one
another was ever present. For me, Daniel was the
reflection of what it meant to be a man. He was
beautiful, muscular and strong. His hair was like black
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silk. But it was the light in his eyes that shone like a
beacon for me.
He adored me, too, but he just expected me to
know. There was not a lot of discussion about it. Still,
his adoration was reflected in his actions, in his eyes,
and radiated from his lips when he kissed my hair, my
forehead, my cheeks. And I was content to just know.
As we read, and as Daniel gently turned the
parchment pages, I felt so grateful. I felt everything I
read about. It was as if we were back in time. Feeling it
all. But then, the joy turned to pain, grief and
frustration. I wanted to stop reading right then. But I
remembered Daniel’s reference to fixing our mistakes,
so I reluctantly read on.
I died in 1936 at the age of 30. All the children
had died too, except for John, as a result of the dust
pneumonia that ravaged SW Colorado during that era.
Our children are still buried there, graves marked by
four small homemade wooden crosses. Daniel had left
Colorado for a period, to prepare us for a move to
California. A new start. But I was too sick, too frail, and
too beaten down with grief to endure and died before
the move, even before Daniel had returned home to
collect us. Five crosses now. One was mine. Daniel
moved west with John, leaving nothing but the dusty
land and the line of white crosses tipped over in the
dirt behind him.
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Daniel took a job working the ship yards that
began to spring up on the California coast at that time.
He did his best to maintain his spirit, but it was farming
and ranching and the smell of rich soil that fed his heart
and Colorado never left his soul. He became even more
introverted than before. His way of shrinking from a life
and a place that could not bring his own inner spirit
back from the dead.
Daniel was a good father to John, and wise. But
the boy had my rebellious streak and left his father
shortly after the move to California. Daniel died, too,
soon after, following close behind me in 1944 at the age
of 42. The ship yards offered an abundant dose of
asbestos and so Daniel, as many others had, succumbed
to a debilitating disease that would now be identified as
cancer.
Then, began our interim period. They tell us that
we meet our loved ones again in the hereafter. That’s
what we called that place, this above and beyond place
back then. And so, on the other side, I waited for Daniel.
In truth, I had never left him. I chose to stay by his side
for those eight short years that he remained on earth. I
watched as he died a little more each day. So much of
his inner pain at that time was the guilt of leaving me
and the children during our most difficult times in the
dust bowl. I was angry at his leaving, even though he
really had to do something to change our dire
circumstances. But I put up a pretense of strength and
apathy and let him go.
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He still carried my anger inside of him as he
lived on after I died. I knew he felt me with him—the
ghost of me trying desperately to comfort him. Often he
talked with me, too. He was a spiritual man and knew
beyond knowing, so we remained connected. He never
once questioned my ethereal guidance or my presence
during that time.
When Daniel’s body died in 1944, he and I came
together again in astral form, in an upper dimension of
learning and loving. The experience was surprisingly
like our lives had been on earth and for a while, we reenacted our favorite times and re-experienced the
things we had loved to do together in Colorado. But
eventually, as our spirit guides and teachers informed
us, we had soul work to do and had some decisions to
make.
That soul work entailed our being physically
apart for a while as we would both incarnate into new
earth bound bodies, both of us starting once again in the
womb.
“This is crazy,” I found myself thinking as I read
on.
I had not anticipated learning about life in
between lives with Daniel or even without him. Prebirth stuff. Really? My mind tried to erase reading from
the book and I wanted to discount all that I had learned
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thus far. I wanted to walk away. I just wanted to go
home.
Then, I glanced over at Daniel. His face was tear
stained. He read on. It was only my need for his
approval—to match him in mind and soul—that kept
me reading, too.

Daniel had returned to earthly life in physical
form in 1951. I followed suit in 1955. Prior to that, we
had been given seven years together in astral spirit
growth before we had to say goodbye. It had been gut
wrenching to watch him incarnate before me. The
challenge, the book told, is that if we were not
separated, we would never be motivated to move to a
new level of spiritual understanding. It would be that
elevated understanding that would make it possible for
us to find one another again.
Good heavens. No wonder we felt so familiar to
one another. My soul knew his. His soul knew mine.
In life, when we seek what we so loosely refer to
as a soulmate, we often run far afoul of soul seeking and
get caught up in physical attributes and earthly need.
Need is not love. Love is a connection between two
souls. Period. Daniel and I would both fall into the
trappings of physical love during our lifetimes and as a
result, block ourselves and the other from our coming
together as lovers, friends or soulmates on earth in our
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1950’s incarnation. His most recent life on earth. My
current one.
Daniel had reincarnated as an infant and was
born once again into farmland. He had a near perfect
childhood. I returned as an infant in 1955 and was
relinquished at birth. I was adopted into an Italian, New
England, middle class family when I was five months
old. They called me Sandra.
The two of us had wandered through life, living
the best we knew how. I had children early in life, in
order to heal the wound of my lost children from the
past. Daniel had no children, partly in order to avoid the
gut wrenching pain of that subconsciously remembered
loss. And partly, because he was given extraordinary
artistic talent and the soul required him to make
something from that. So children never factored in for
him. Even the focused time it took to cultivate a healthy
earthly love partnership was hard for him to find.
We each married others. Daniel and I had
crossed paths several times in this physical life. Once in
1993 in Taos, New Mexico and once in Red River, New
Mexico in 1994. That was a difficult discovery. The pain
of missed opportunity rose into my throat and stuck
there. Daniel had been open to me during each of these
times. But I was closed. Unapproachable.
For a short time, Daniel and I both lived in
Colorado, just miles from one another. We frequented
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some of the same spots and this one time, we crossed
paths in a downtown Durango coffee shop. Daniel had
been behind me in line as we paid for our coffee. My
order came to two dollars and four cents. I put the two
dollars on the counter and reached deep into my purse,
digging for change. A hand—a large smooth skinned
hand with long strong fingers wearing a beautiful ring
with a mother of pearl stone, reached to my right side
and put four pennies down on the counter.
“Here ya go.”
A beautiful velvety voice. Familiar? Barely,
blending into the background of neighborly
conversation, clinking coffee cups and latte machine. I
thanked him and without looking back, headed out the
door. As I write, I remembered that incident. I recall
that I had assumed back then that the gesture was an
effort to get the line moving along. I had missed it. His
effort to get my attention. A gesture of kindness. The
hope that I might look back, into his eyes, just for an
instant—and know him.
Daniel died six years later in 2007. The same
year and the same month that I began my own past life
exploration. As I lay hypnotized during one past life
regression, Daniel was transitioning from his body. He
made his way into the room where I floated above
myself. He accompanied me. We joined together in
spirit, not yet knowing what was to come. That is the
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day the door to our metaphysical reunion was opened
to us.
The book of our lives stated the future
prediction. If all progressed as planned, Daniel and I
would be reunited in June of 2010. It prophesized
immediate recognition. The book spoke of a deep and
global purpose for our coming together in the astral
world. We would learn the secrets to a rare sort of love
bond between a man and a woman. And now, it was
June 2010 and there we stood.
Daniel reached down to flip the page. I was
nearly sick with the excitement of knowing what would
come next. That would have to be what was written in
the following pages. We had read everything through to
this present moment. So why would I stop reading and
walk away? But that’s exactly what I did.
I let go of Daniel’s hand and walked back to the
white house. I sat on the steps and waited. Daniel had
held my hand the entire time as we read the book, and
on occasion, I felt him grip a bit tighter. Many questions
were answered for me that day, but this the most
profound—if I had ever been offered the gift of seeing
into the future, how much would I really want to know?
Have you ever wondered the same? Standing in front of
the book of our lives, when it was time to venture past
the now and into the future, I chose to venture no
further.
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During my travels, I would never gain access to
the library again. I know this—when we set a vision of
what the future will or even might be, we most often
limit the result. I had entered the limitless. The
boundless. Only limiting thoughts could break the spell.

From the moment I met Daniel just weeks
before, I knew our connection was something unique. I
have felt the desire and attraction grow. There were
implied promises of intimacy and sexual union to come.
But only in potential form. The only certainty was the
truth of love. As we experienced love, without physical
bounds or constraints, we would have no choice but to
become the energy of love itself.

Daniel had appeared amidst my thoughts and sat
next to me on the steps.
“I couldn’t read anymore.”
“Yeah. Me neither.”
“We’ll write it together, Cass. The future.”
And later, we would ask Edward if that rewrite
would be permitted. He assured us it would. We would
have choices to make. We would make them together.
“In your world, they call it free will.”
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PASSAGE 7


“But like a boat running up on the rocky shoals, for a
long time, I lost my true north. I got stuck.”

All the while, spending my nights running back
and forth between worlds, my life went on in
between—a living had to be made, friends and family
deserved my love and attention. There were books to
write, and a dog to walk. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to
do all of these things. I did. But like any other addiction,
I suppose, my thoughts were consumed moment by
moment with my next trip to the other place—and to
Daniel. That was my earthly challenge. To travel when I
could, to observe myself and live life in the moment and
with meaning. But like a boat running up on the rocky
shoals, for a long time, I lost my true north. I got stuck.
My earthly progress was hampered. And I didn’t care.
Now as I look back, it’s hard to remember much
else that happened in my life from June of 2010 to
December 2012, during which time I was always more
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there than here. I had taken a sabbatical from life. I
decided that maybe that was ok. I figured that I could
decide when the sabbatical should end. I could take my
own time coming back to a fully lived earthly life. The
question remained—when and where would I draw the
line?
One minute I wanted to stay in the other place
forever and not come back at all. In other moments, I
tried to chalk up the whole astral travel thing to
nonsense and fantasy. Travel was way too
unpredictable, after all. I had never been very
comfortable with unpredictable. I like to know things. I
like to know how much the electric bill is going to run,
down to a dollar or two. I like to know where my keys
and my sunglasses are. And please call before you come
by my place for a visit, so I can straighten up and have
your favorite tea and sweet treat in the house ahead of
time. An umbrella in the car and sunglasses in my bag
for any outing.

But this whole astral travel experience taught me
that even with a back-up pair of sunglasses on hand and
an umbrella in tow, I might still end up in the blinding
sun or in the driving rain, unprotected. That was the
balancing act at hand—knowing how much of the other
place I could take in before losing pieces of my life
forever, creating a very unfair exchange.
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PASSAGE 8



“There are many ways to shift from clumsily
navigating love to becoming the energy of love.
The tools to get there are very personal.”
In this life, love had come to me in the form of
friendship. Her name was Liz. We had simply come
together, enjoyed one another’s company, and had
always been there for one another. There was nothing
complicated about it. It didn’t feel like a choice, though I
suspect it was, and there was no judgement. We never
defined any of it and we never really talked about it. We
just did it. For 30 years, we just did it. Well, 29 ½ years.
As Liz transitioned from her body from what they call
brain cancer, she invited me to help birth her into the
afterlife. Liz continued to remind me that we would
miss the 30th anniversary of our friendship by about
four months.
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During her final days, Liz told me that she wasn’t
sure she could leave me. I comforted her by promising
her that it was ok. She could go. I would find her.
“I’ll go over the bridge and I’ll find you.” Looking
back I see I was a bit over-confident about that. I’m not
sure if Liz’s response to my promise made me feel more
or less reassured.
“Don’t worry, Miss Sandy. You’re already there,
waiting for me.”
A confounding concept for me when Liz first
explained my spiritual geography this way. But I was
not confounded for long.
I came to understand that we really can be in two
places at once. Quantum physics has explained this for a
long time now, but up to that point, I had yet to
experience it to this magnitude. I had made short trips
in and out of myself from time to time as the observer. I
would watch myself act and react as in a movie for very
brief periods. But this was way different. To be
somewhere else, and not be aware? That would take
work for me to comprehend. But I would eventually
come to understand this way of living and being quite
well. And anytime I could sit in that state of
understanding, I felt my consciousness had elevated.
As a species, we truly can, and in this phase of
human evolution, certainly must elevate our state of

42

Sandra Alexander

consciousness as we walk the earth plane. We must
raise our own inner energy vibration in order to propel
ourselves into the above and beyond place at will. And
those already living out of body, whether passed on
from earth or eternally existing in an angelic state, must
also adjust their vibration, moving slower and into
lower frequencies, in order to meet us where we are.

It is through this energetic teamwork—a true
spiritual coming together—that a bridge between
worlds is created—heaven on earth.

The details of my life with my friend Liz are not
really relevant here. Suffice it to say that we
experienced a poignant story of love and friendship as
so many others have. What is important here is that Liz,
Daniel, and Edward were the primary contributors to
my newfound understanding of what it means to love.
And for formulating the process from loving to
becoming love. Two very different states of awareness.

As we journey to the upper worlds, through
other dimensions, we are provided the opportunity to
change. My travel was unconscious for a long time. Most
of us exist in that back and forth state without even
being aware of it—that two places at once concept. But
when we can make the process of astral travel
intentional and for the good of all, true oneness and
global change can be accelerated.
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Does this mean that astral travel is for
everybody? Definitely not! Through the whole process, I
wasn’t completely sure it was always for me. There are
many ways to shift from clumsily navigating love to
becoming the energy of love. The tools to get there are
very personal. It was Daniel’s mission to share a variety
of those tools with you—and now, through this writing,
the mission is mine.
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PASSAGE 9


“Of light and lavender and the warmth of a kiss…”

It was the night after we had learned all about
our past life together—and learning of the opportunity
to make it all right again. Somehow. I felt horrible for
the pain I learned I had put Daniel through in that most
recent life together—and he even more so for having
left me and the children alone back then.
So I traveled the next night with a little
trepidation. In modesty, I had regularly made the trip
wrapped in my white bed sheet. Now, that began to feel
a bit silly to me. Next time, I vowed, I would leave the
sheet behind. The material, however light, now seemed
to encumber me. Though it was a comfortable and
simple garb, it was no longer a necessity. There would
be nothing particularly sexual about crossing the lawn
and climbing the steps of the big white house unclothed.
It would only be freeing. But not tonight. Next time.
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I heard those words bouncing around in my
head. Next time. I had begun to count on the next time
and more next times to come and I knew that wasn’t a
good idea—depending on the fact that Daniel would be
there, waiting for me. I wasn’t sure whether counting on
a next time was an act of taking him for granted or
whether I finally felt safe. I could trust him. We could
trust each other now. I decided it didn’t matter. I was
deeply grateful for this one more time. I would let that
be enough.
Daniel wasn’t on the porch steps and I tried to
calm the slight panic in my chest. I walked directly to
the healing pool and there he was. I sat quietly next him,
putting my feet in, not asking for his attention. I had
moved more into my divine feminine energy and as a
result, I understood that he would let me know when
and if he was ready for me. He smiled at me from the
side and told me I was beautiful. Holding my feminine
energy next to a man quietly is not as submissive as it
sounds. It had begun to mean letting go of the need to
say anything. The need to do anything. To follow his
inner and outer wisdom. That was a simple gift I could
offer him.
When he was ready, Daniel slipped into the
water, serpent-like, along the rocky side of the pool and
faced me. He dipped his head backward into the water,
and he rose, hair dripping—slicked back away from his
face. I loved how he looked—wet. His features were
remarkable and that night in the pool, each was
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emphasized. He extended his hand in invitation. I
accepted. The sheet clung to my every curve now and I
lay my head on his nearly hairless chest for a while. I
turned my face up toward him. I reached for him and
touched his throat. His neck with my fingertips. It felt
strong and pure and muscular. His right hand slipped
under the sheet and gently massaged my back. I could
feel him, his every move, his knowing of the perfect
level of pressure to apply, his warmth.
He was more there, more physical, than ever
before. Much more than just the palpable tingle of
energy that we had exchanged as we held hands in the
library. It occurred to me that I would, at some point,
want to know how he had managed to bring himself to
me so physically and so fully now.
How I had longed for him physically. Deeply
desired his human touch. Was it this longing of mine, or
his, or the melding of the two that had created this
powerful body manifestation? I let the wondering go,
unwilling to give in to the idle mind chatter that could
certainly rob us of this moment or distract me from
even one gentle stroke of his hand on my back.
Daniel had come to me in the physical body he
had worn just before he passed from the physical world,
mid 50’s. Short hair style. Still a fit but not a sculptured
muscular physique. He was demonstrating sensitivity, I
guessed, for my own aging and my vanity about it.
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Up to this point, I had only shared myself fully—
intimately with three men in my life. Two husbands and
one extraordinary lover in between. By the time I met
Daniel, I understood that a man must earn the sacred
sexual treasure a woman has to offer.
And that day, in that pool with Daniel, even
though I knew that he had more than earned me
lifetime after lifetime, I knew that beyond the
movements of my body and the desire in my eyes, I
would ask him to wait. He had waited for so long
already. But it seemed only right. He would earn me
once again. As our wet bodies leaned together in the
steaming pool, my mind left me and temptation nearly
overwhelmed me. I could have given him everything
right then and taken all he had to give. And how I
wanted to.
Daniel came close and I fell into those eyes. I
know that is a trite way to describe it. Perhaps a better
writer might have found another way but that was my
truth, nonetheless. Daniel’s eyes contained such depth
of soul, of experience—their color sometimes green,
sometimes hazel. On occasion, light brown mixed in.
The color of his eyes reflected the mood of his soul—the
condition of his heart. And I could read him.
As the movement of his hand on my back slowed,
he asked if he could remind me of what we had
experienced together so long ago. A preview of what
was to come, he teased, to reassure me. I think that he
wasn’t ready either—for everything. His lips moved
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close to mine. I trusted him. I didn’t say yes. I said
please…
We both smiled. I felt shy. His lips were full and
soft and teasing. Just barely touching mine, tickling the
surface and igniting a hunger in me for more. And he did
offer more. Just a little. I accepted but I resisted taking
more of what my body needed, knowing he would
gladly give me anything I asked for. My soul clearly
knew it was much too soon. At that moment, I felt I was
made for light, and lavender, and the warmth of a kiss.
My passive resistance was like bathing in a new
kind of light, his for me, mine for him. I caught a glimpse
of our past mistake. All at once, seeing that amazing
light but neither of us knowing to look away. Please
don’t let us burn this time. Please don’t let us selfdestruct. Healthy fear led us to a good place—a place of
slow simmering passion.
The fear that if I took too much too soon, he
would vanish. Like a gentle bird, feeling safe enough to
venture close, accepting tiny bits of bread. Coming back
for more and more and more—bits at a time. But in
trying to get too close too soon—because enough is
never enough—the bird would fly away and it would be
too late.
Even as I held myself in check, I could see what I
was learning. His very presence begged a deep act of
patience from me—restricting my desire to have
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everything I wanted all at once. And within the act of
holding back—of letting him go—of trusting there
would be more—refusing to claim him as mine—I
created the very space I needed to eventually receive
more. More of him and more of everything the universe
had to offer me.
I had been stroking his throat the entire time. As
his lips played with mine, I accepted and reciprocated,
finding his rhythm and accepting it as my own. Then,
the surprise. The first of many like it to come. A
lavender colored beam of sparkling light wafting
through us, penetrating our throats, back and forth. I
saw the lingering image of it vividly, even as I closed my
eyes in acceptance and surrender. The sweet, strong
energy surged though by body, downward, lingered at
the heart, warm and clean, brief but powerful.
Then, Daniel gently moved away, his lips, his
energy, his strong spirit, just a moment before it became
too much.
As my body settled, I found us forehead to
forehead, too close to care where I ended and he began
—yet maintaining the essence of who and what we had
become.
“I’ve missed you,” I whispered.
I remembered. So much of him. All of what he
wanted to remind me of.
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“I’ve missed you, too. God, how I’ve missed you.”
And that’s how it would be with us.
Experimenting. Exploring. Tasting the astral experience,
then falling back on the more physical experiences,
finding comfort in what we knew while venturing
further and further beyond what either of us could ever
have imagined.
Each time, Daniel led and guided us both,
whispering once,
“You know I have no idea what I’m doing, right?”
His vulnerability tugged at me. Still, the way my
body responded to him, the way my spirit rose and fell
in unison with his, each and every time, I knew he had
to feel more and more confident in his own deft ability
to please me, whether or not he knew what he was
doing. He took his time with me, offering more, just one
wisp at a time. From that first sensual experience on,
each time I returned to my earthly home, even though
next time was never expressly promised, I spent a lot of
time in my day-to-day craving him, all of him. The
passion fires grew stronger,wanting to give him all of
me. Imagining the day I would say yes. Or please to all of
him.
I was a normal woman after all. Isn’t that what us
girls do, moon and swoon and wonder if the phone will
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ever ring when our hearts become even partially
captured? I had been no exception. The difference was
that when I set my earthly fears aside, I could embrace
who I really was. It would be Daniel’s most emphatic
teaching that we must all savor the moments as they
came. So for the most part—for Daniel and I—we set
the worldly masks to the wayside. It wasn’t just love
that carried us now. It was truth.
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PASSAGE 10


“My stomach felt sick with anticipation as I navigated
each hill, rising and falling into each dip in the road,
waiting to see what might appear in each clearing
ahead.”
We women with vision get ourselves into a
quandary with men. This is because we can see,
hovering above each man we encounter, just over his
right shoulder to be precise, the perfect version of his
higher self. That is why we can feel so overwhelmingly
drawn to him and then later, just as overwhelmingly
disappointed. We can see so clearly a man’s ultimate
potential and his soul’s purpose. This vision of a man’s
perfect and potential light can render us blind (deaf,
too) to his human frailties. We often ignore the evidence
that it may actually take this guy many lifetimes to
reach the potential we so clearly envision on his behalf.
We often wait far too long for his higher self to emerge
into his way of life. Sound familiar?
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The waiting can be agonizing. We have to learn
not to wait. To become instead. So I learned to focus
more on living up to my own light potential. I stopped
trying to live up to the notion of Daniel and instead, live
up to the notion of love.
I learned this lesson the hard way in my early
encounters with Daniel. I fell deep into the trenches of
giving. Of doing. Of earning. I fell right out of my
feminine energy and into a ditch. It was an enormous
blunder, one that almost grounded my travels for good.
Here’s how it went. Daniel deeply regretted not
having savored enough in his earthly life. This came up
in almost every conversation we had. If he had it to do
over again, he would savor the last experience of each
of his favorite things. He even made a list:
Pet and ride a horse, savor.
Feel the ocean mist on my face from a boat,
Savor.
One last camping trip, savor,
Eat linguini with clams, savor.
Eat fried eggplant, savor.
One more glass of superb red wine, savor.
Eat a hunk of black forest cake, not a piece a
hunk, savor.
Watch the Godfather trilogy, savor?
Go back to my ranch one more time, savor.
Sleep, savor.
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He mused over the list. We joked together about
his preferences. He went on in quite a lot of detail.
Sometimes it seemed as if he was going totally off
subject but he never did. How I loved listening to him.
His voice. Following his often complicated, but always
organized train of thought.
So, instead of staying in my feminine sparkle,
listening quietly and supportively exploring savoring
options with him, as I should have, I drove right into
that metaphorical ditch. I went on a tangent. A savoring
tangent. In the physical, I abandoned all wisdom, I took
off, focused and single-minded, savoring on Daniel’s
behalf.
The black forest cake was fun and since he had
requested a hunk rather than a slice, I had to space the
savoring out over an entire weekend. Fried eggplant?
Made it myself. Godfather trilogy? Odd to think of
savoring this, but ok. Done. Superb red wine? No
problem. Then, I invited a friend to visit a local Italian
joint with me. Linguini with clam sauce? Got it covered.
My friend understood the savoring concept
really well and what this whole extravaganza meant to
me. She sat quietly each time I dipped my fork into the
festively decorated bowl, capturing a bit of pasta and
one of the fat, juicy clams. She ceased all conversation
as I immersed myself into the flavors and textures.
Sweet. Salty. Soft. Warm. I held each bite in my mouth
for a few seconds before chewing, then swallowing ever

55

Love Above and Beyond

so slowly, eyes closed, letting the taste and scent
become a part of me.
I felt as if I, too, was discovering how eating
should be done, for the very first time. I put my fork
down between each bite, allowing plenty of time before
going in for the next. Each bite of food came with just a
slightly different experience, since there was no way for
my fork to scoop exactly the same combination of food
and sauce and spice each time. And who would want
to? If we could live like this, I thought, life could never
be boring. And once our earthly experience was done,
there could be no regret.
At the time, I was so intent on doing for Daniel,
that it didn’t occur to me that I was the one learning a
whole new way of being in this world. I had always
done the work of being in the present. But for some
reason, when I was doing it all for Daniel, I took much
greater care. I got it right. Let’s remember that Daniel
had never asked me to plow through his list for him. I
had taken that mission upon myself. Daniel would make
one request of me, and soon, but as of that moment, he
had asked nothing of me.
And there was yet one idiotic move I would need
to make before discovering all that. One more
experience to savor on Daniel’s behalf.
“Go back to my ranch. Just one more time.
Savor.”
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The next day, immediately post-clam, I packed a
picnic and leashed up the dog, determined to find
Daniel’s Colorado ranch and see it just one more time
for him. And for the first time, for me. I had mapped it
out as a three-hour drive from my little apartment in
Corrales, so a day trip seemed do-able. It was early
summer and who could complain about a beautiful
mountain drive through the New Mexico and Colorado
mountains?
It was a glorious day.
Carma and I stopped at Abiquiu Lake for a picnic
lunch. We shared tuna sandwiches and she enjoyed a
splash in the water, surfacing as a muddy mess. It was a
fun trip.
I persisted with the drive. My stomach felt sick
with anticipation as I navigated each hill, rising and
falling into each dip in the road, waiting to see what
might appear in each clearing ahead. I didn’t give up
easily but after slipping and sliding on one too many
newly graveled roads, I turned south and drove toward
home, more than a little irritated. I never found the
ranch or even the road leading up to it. Part of me felt
as though I had failed Daniel but the rest of me knew
full well that finding the ranch was not meant to be—
not that day anyway.
I complained out loud. To Daniel.
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“You could have helped a little, ya know. I did all
this for you. And you just sat there on your insights.
Yup—you just left me out here flapping in the wind.
Lost in the woods.”
Then I started to cry. It wasn’t funny anymore.
And I felt so very alone, talking to the air like that.
“Now. Now.” His voice came in loud and clear.
“I never asked you to do this for me now, did I?”
I passed the sign. Welcome to the Land of
Enchantment. We had both left Colorado behind all over
again. The truth was obvious to me then.
“Oh. Yeah. I guess not. Ok, well. It was a beautiful
day anyway. I never would have just taken off for a fun
day with Carma for no reason whatsoever.”
What a shame that this was true. I vowed to
make more day trips like that on the spur of the
moment. Just for me. And for Carma. I hoped I had been
successful at changing the subject.
“There’s more to it than that, Cass.”
And there certainly was. How many of us do
that? Taking on the work of others in order to prove our
own worth. Thinking we can do the work for someone
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else that only their own soul can do. Parents for their
children. Friends for friends. Lovers for lovers. In the
process, we rob them of their own choices, decisions
and experiences.
In the past, I had lived life like a chameleon. I
could become anything anybody wanted me to be in
order to be loved, accepted and to blend into the
landscape of any relationship. Becoming what everyone
else wanted me to be and losing the real me—holding
up the charade. And there was always that defining
moment when I couldn’t stand it anymore.
“I love you. Stop trying so hard. I love just being
in your light. Being close to you. Why can’t you just let
me love you… and believe that you’re enough?”
Finding a safe spot to pull over, I stopped briefly
along the side of that mountain road. Surrounded by
nothing but rock and towering aspen, I wandered a
ways into the woods, looking up. Turquoise sky. A hue
of turquoise I had never experienced before in any
lifetime. I knew that the sky had been painted there,
just for me.
I arrived home just after dark. Enough traveling
for one day. So I stayed in my bed and whispered a
gentle good night to Daniel. As I drifted off, I felt the
strength of his arms pull me into him. Was this real?
Was he traveling to me now? I embraced the moment
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and the restful sleep—savoring. And in the night, I
heard him whisper his truth.
“Just let me be near you. You don’t have to do
anything. Just let me be with you.”
And in that moment, I knew that in life, should I
find love in the physical world again, this was now my
truth, too. Any man who I might eventually invite to stay
in my life as an earth partner would tell me that. That’s
how I would recognize him.

When I woke in the morning, Daniel was gone
but the lesson remained. Firm and hard-wired in. Now,
with Daniel I was learning. To let go. To let him lead. To
just be. To welcome him into my energy and care. To
relax into my feminine power. To love in a whole new
way.
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PASSAGE 11


“…would this mystical, sexual, spiritual merging
fulfill a desire in her that
an earthly partner never could?”

A question remained in my mind and I would
find out that the same question was taunting Daniel,
too. Would we remain together? For how long? And,
how?
For me, there were questions that demanded
answers, not just on my own behalf but on behalf of all
women. On behalf of love itself.
If a woman can travel to astral planes and forge
a relationship with a higher being, would this mystical
sexual, spiritual merging fulfill a desire in her that an
earthly partner never could? Or when being fulfilled in
this way, is she then better equipped for earthly love,
offering an earthly partner a supernatural level of
feminine truth, wisdom, patience, and compassion? Was
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my love above and beyond simply a training ground and
deep preparation for a magical, earthly love to come?
Or could it be that the spirit plane relationship will spoil
me now for any possibility of a love connection on
earth, because nothing could possibly compare? Was
this all just an information gathering for sharing and
supporting the growth of others—our society? These
were big questions. The questions.
The only thing I did know for sure was that any
thought of simultaneous relationships, one on earth and
one in the ethos felt disingenuous and like adultery to
me. I would need to choose. Here or there? But not
today.
I would learn. I would explore. Now, I would love
Daniel the way he deserved to be loved and support
him in the next part of his journey. He had grown and
opened a place inside him so he could let me love him.
Now I would open my heart completely and let him love
me. Lead me. Give to me. And show me. Show me the
spiritual power inside me, inside all of us, above and
beyond what I had ever imagined.
The next time I traveled, abandoning the bed
sheet, I felt more quiet. No longer shy. Just quiet. Daniel
waited, lounging on the steps of the white house. A
repeat of black pants, white shirt, partially unbuttoned
in the front, sleeves rolled up. Hair unkempt. Bare feet.
We both hated shoes, he more than me. He had hated
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them in life, too, he shared, and had even taken quite a
few professional photos in bare or stocking feet.
“I needed to wiggle my toes,” he explained,
smiling as if he felt a bit silly about that.
On the rare occasion that he did wear something
on his feet, it was when he tended the horses. Dirty, old,
ankle height, scraped up, brown work boots. Always
caked with mud. I wondered why in this ethereal
environment, one would still make this choice of
footwear.
Then the wondering sparked a memory in me.
For a brief visionary moment, I was transported back to
a small cabin. I was kneeling at his feet, as he sat in a
rickety old chair. I maintained eye contact with him as I
slowly pried those same dirty, old muddy boots off of
his tired feet, pulling off the dirty socks underneath, in
service to a man I respected and adored.
The socks were caked with dirt and small
pebbles, like those of a child playing in the sand box all
day. His feet were perfect, in shape and form. Hot.
Blistered. I reached for the small pot of salve I kept
handy. A tub of water. I washed his feet and then
applied the salve, moving my hand to caress each
aspect of each foot. Symmetrically.

There was nothing subservient about this ritual.
Just pure. Just love. And there was something deeply
erotic about it.
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As the luscious memory moved from my
consciousness, I was brought back into the other place
with him. He appeared as a vague shadow of a figure
again this time. As he took my hand and we walked
toward a wooded glen, I could feel his energy and his
essence, but I couldn’t feel his body. Not like last time.
He talked. I listened. I hoped I would remember
everything he told me. It was a lot. It was important. He
started at the beginning.
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PASSAGE 12


“What we create in life is our soul’s mirror—
a template and springboard for our growth once we
reach the next plane.”

Since Daniel had left his body just three years
before, he had been waiting for me. In the space of
waiting, he had accomplished much soul work on his
own. He started by studying his own poetry and
writings. He had achieved some notoriety through his
work in his life and had grown a substantial following
for his poetry and verse. Now, he said, it was his
learning to take apart each line and analyze each word
he had ever written. He did this in order to discern
what he had learned, what he had taught, and what he
had yet to learn. And what he had to teach, me and
others who were not directly assigned to him as
students.
During my earth times, I was tempted to look
for Daniel and find his identity. But I never had to
probe. That information would come to me without
effort.
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Once it did, I studied his poetry and at times become
obsessed with the teaching it offered. Daniel explained
that a little exploration of his earthly life was ok as an
amusement. He liked the idea of my knowing just a bit
about the man he was during the life we spent apart.
But Daniel cautioned me that he and his soul were in
constant, fast-paced transformation now, and his
former life was becoming irrelevant.

“Who you were before all this is becoming
irrelevant, too, Cass. Just remember that who we were
then isn’t who we are anymore. I want you to know the
me I have become. And I want to see you for the woman
who is with me now.”
Daniel went on to explain that he was going to
feed me this writing—new poetry. Teachings to share.
And he has. As I write and polish, I can still hear and
feel his guidance.

“Just write the damn book,” he told me. He
emphasized that when we transition to other planes, it
is crucial to have created something tangible to reflect
our lives back to us. This is why creativity in our lives
on earth is so very important. We all have our own
distinct creative abilities. The writer will examine her
stories and the man of music will examine his songs.
Every lyric. Every chord progression. The painter will
dissect each brush stroke and color combination as the
quilter will unravel each stitch to see what was behind
it. That is why it is so senseless, he said, for us to set
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aside our creative gifts. The gardener each sprout, the
gourmet every scent, taste and emotion prepared to
nourish another. What we create in life is our soul’s
mirror, a template and springboard for our growth once
we reach the next plane. If creativity is set aside in life,
then there is little to examine and that’s like starting
over from scratch, life after life, never ascending the
ladder.
“There will be so much less work to do between
planes and between potential new lives if we dare to be
who we are, embrace what’s real for us, and create as
we are called to do,” Daniel explained.
“You can’t create the gourmet feast with an
empty cupboard,” he told me.
“Write. Keep writing.”
There was an urgency, almost panic in his voice
as he instructed me, as if he feared I might discount
what he was telling me.
“Write about us, my beautiful girl.”
How I hated it when he referred to me as his girl.
Knee jerk reaction from an earlier more repressed time
for women, I supposed, but still.
I kept my dismay at his expression to myself
because he was loving and sincere.
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Then, Daniel went on to express his regret that
he and I remained apart for an entire previous lifetime.
“That was a real bummer, Cass.” I smiled at the
very 60’s California hippy expression. Bummer. Cool.
Awesome. Chick. He did a lot of that. I guessed he had
spent some time in California in the past but we never
discussed that.
I asked Daniel if there would come a point that I
could do something special for him. I felt that there
should be a give and take in our connection, even if I
had learned not to over give and overdo.
I owed him nothing, he told me. But if I might not
mind, he will offer me a small assignment to do on the
earthly plane for him somewhere down the road. I
agreed without knowing what that assignment might
be. I knew he would never hurt me. Or ask anything of
me that I would not be capable of doing.
Daniel then moved on to describe what it was
like as he moved from his body to this new state of
being.
“God almighty, Cassie. I was a mess. A train
wreck. The regrets were crushing. Some big stuff like
never having found true soul love. But there was always
a soft voice that followed me everywhere. A voice that
reminded me that true love was still out there. Just
beyond my reach. That was nice. But at the same time, it
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kinda sucked. To realize that I hadn’t really slowed
down to savor love.”
“Like those clams,” he said.
Again with the clams? But I could tell he was
trying to make an important point, so I didn’t interrupt.
“No, really. Ya know, Cass, we just don’t savor in
life. I ate my last plate of linguini with clam sauce
months before I left my body behind. I enjoyed it, but
even then, did I savor? I knew it was the last time for
such rich food! But no! And then one day I wake up
dead and realize. "Here I am dead. And did I savor those
clams? No! Did I savor a God damned anything? No!”
He was on a tangent. I felt a very warm, special
empathy in my heart that something so small could still
be a sticking point for him. It was sweet. Not only the
concept itself, but that he would admit such a
shortcoming. And yet, when applied to all the joys of
life, there was nothing trivial about it. It was clearly
important to him that others, me included, learn from
that grave mistake that we all make in our humanness.
Next, Daniel spoke to all the questions going on in my
head without my having to ask.

“Once I realized that such a small thing, savoring
a meal, could carry so much weight with me, I had to
admit that I had let much of my life just pass by. That I
was addicted to the recognition I could get from my
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work. The center stage. The admiration. I realized that I
didn’t paint enough. That I didn’t die looking out over
the mountains as I had wanted and needed to. It all hit
me at once. The waste. And I went crazy. I felt tethered
and earth bound. It was a soul’s prison of my own
making. I cut some of those tethers, Cass. It was hard
and it was messy. But other ties remain to this day. I’ve
got work to do, girl!”
Daniel emphasized that it would be part of our
work together to let others know what he had come to
see, only much too late.
“Savor. Cut cords to what doesn’t matter. Be
grateful. And now, I am so grateful to know it’s really
never too late.”
Daniel was trying to explain how we can best
love and learn, while we still have the merit to walk the
earth and again later, when we discard the physical
body. First, we learn from our own mistakes. Then, we
create an avenue to elevate the consciousness of others
by sharing that wisdom and knowledge. This is the
energetic cycle of sharing that can indeed spark heaven
on earth. Some of us participate in the cycle to some
extent. Others of us get stuck in the muck of our
physical needs and find participation challenging, if not
impossible. But it is only full participation by a critical
mass of both the earth’s inhabitants and those working
together with us from above and beyond that can
change everything, forever.
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Letting Go
I stand now with blade in hand
Cutting tethers, strand by strand.
Connections that strangle and bind me.
Earthbound but no longer a man.
I slice and the blood pools beneath me
As profuse as the things left undone.
In order to capture this promise of peace
I butcher the holds one by one.
Yet longing burns hard as I cut them
Letting go of the things I have loved.
The horses and women who served me
The tree and the wolf and the dove.
It’s done and I turn now in horror
Who must I face now and what?
And there she stands twinkling with
promise.
The same girl I loved for so long.
This must be what they call heaven.
Our spirits now sing the same song.
So hang on with all you can muster
Or learn from us now and let go.
You can untie the peregrine falcon
Or sit on the shelf if you must.
Will it be your own instinct you trust?
Or set life on the shelf with the dust.
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PASSAGE 13


“I refused to take even one small piece of my current
physical world with me to the other side. I would go
to him pure, unencumbered…”
I stood surveying the lingerie rack at a local
clothing store. It was Saturday. I would travel that night.
I found myself throwing glances over my shoulder, as if
someone might know. I felt especially insane that day. I
wanted to be beautiful for him. I wanted to surprise him
—adorn myself for him. But as I foraged through the
lingerie, I couldn’t help but wonder if someone around
me might suspect that I was choosing to please a man
who no longer was.
Just as I decided to abandon the effort all
together, my fingers encountered the softness of satin. I
pulled back the adjoining tightly packed hangers to
reveal a simple, pure white, spaghetti strapped gown
with a V neck and a slit up one side, reaching to midthigh. I held the gown up to me and looked down to
assess. It was long, would fall mid-calf length on me. It
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was perfect. I paid quickly, before I could change my
mind.
I told myself that as long as I had completely lost
my mind, I may as well go all the way and enjoy a
continued shopping spree. Next stop—a woman’s
department store nearby for accessories.

Though I had plenty of lovely clothing and a box
filled with adequate jewelry, I refused to take even one
small piece of my current physical world with me to the
other side. I would go to him pure, unencumbered of
memories and energies that could interrupt what we
were creating. For me, to drag history with me would
be like drinking pure, sparkling water from a dirty
glass.

All this—the shopping, the spending, the
preparation—it was just for him. All I wanted was to be
beautiful for him. Yet deep down, I knew that none of
this was for him at all. It rarely makes any difference to
a man what a woman wears when she comes to him.
When he is magnetically drawn to her, he automatically
filters her as beautiful. She becomes beautiful simply
because she comes to him—willing and open. This is
true not for just any man, but for the man who is
connected to her soul. No, that day, the force behind my
ritual had more to do with how I viewed myself. How I
wanted to feel when I stood before him that night. So I
fully embraced my feminine essence. Perhaps for the
first time—in any lifetime.
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My knowledge of and connection to my divine
feminine was developing, but gradually. With Daniel to
hold the masculine space for me, I felt safe to relax into
the sacred dance between masculine and feminine. Sun
and moon. A spiritually masculine man is always in
creativity mode. He brings light into the world, in his
own unique way, or into the upper world, and it trickles
down to consecutive levels.
Still, a spiritual man’s creation cannot manifest
fully without the surrounding light of the divine
feminine. The mistake I had made as a woman, even up
to my efforts to savor and experience on Daniel’s behalf,
was in my need to do. What I had come to understand,
and the primary lesson I would take from my love affair
with Daniel, is that a woman need only maintain the
highest quality and purity of her divine feminine energy
in order to manifest life’s abundant gifts and to be
loved, adored and to support the man in her life. To
focus on being that energy rather than doing was the
key for me now.
And if a woman’s holding that energetic space for
a man is not enough to fulfill both, then we can conclude
that we are not with the right partner. But we must also
be aware that creating that pure energy is an ongoing
process of push and pull with the outside world and
outside energy, always tempting us to lose our footing
and go with the hectic negative flow. That is where the
effort comes in for the spiritual woman. And
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that is what still takes conscious effort and practice for
me now.
At home, I rolled and brushed my hair and
slipped into the gown. I had chosen a mother of pearl
hair clip and faux pearl necklace and earrings to match.
Just a touch of lipstick. Daniel had emphasized many
times how much he loved the natural color of my lips. I
had found a shade that matched my natural essence. I
put cocoa butter cream on my hands and feet. Climbing
in bed, I had a moment of anxiety that maybe, after all
this preparation, I might not reach him at all. Why did I
still fear that, when up to now, I always had reached
him? As usual, easily and smoothly, off I went.

Daniel wasn’t waiting for me in his spot on the
steps. But I could sense him and so I followed a path off
to the right, into the woods. Not far along the way, he
waited. Jeans. Unbuttoned white shirt, barefoot,
crouching by a newly stoked fire. It was as though the
fire hypnotized him as he stirred it with a short, thin
tree branch, keeping it going. He acknowledged me
with a wry smile and a sideward glance, then a brief
double-take that told me he had noticed the special
effort I made for him. As had become a regular practice
now, for my own sake, I paused, and allowed him his
space and for our energies to sync up before I spoke.
There was always something going on in that busy
head of his. A poem was writing itself or perhaps a
song. And of course, he was deciding his next move
between man and fire. Women talk too much. It’s true. I
was learning .
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I set aside the chatter for girl talk with friends. With
Daniel, and with any other men of substance, best not to
interrupt whatever was happening in his inner world.
He would let me know when he was ready for me. But
when he did, I knew I would have his rapt attention.
I snagged one of the blankets that was draped
over a comfortable looking sofa at fireside and wrapped
it around myself. The blanket had absorbed the heat
from the fire and it felt good. It did occur to me that I
wasn’t exactly dressed for this outdoor set up. But it
didn’t matter. I felt like a beautiful goddess.
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PASSAGE 14


“I woke up in my bed, remembering that I had just
held a star in the palm of my hand.”

I sat, curled up on the sofa and took it all in. The
moment that could never be repeated this same way
again. Fireflies, landing on both of us, decorating us like
little twinkling festive holiday lights. Pink and turquoise
and pure white, whiter than any white I had ever seen
on earth. I heard a giggle leave me, sounding like a
happy little girl, as I experienced this first in life. Daniel
looked up from the fire and smiled along with me,
clearly pleased that I was so thoroughly enjoying what
he had planned for us.
“Camping,” he stated simply. “It’s on the list.”
Then he held a stare. A gaze of all knowing,
searching me, trying to determine if I had remembered
his list. He did that a lot. That searching and staring in
an attempt to read thoughts and feelings. Whether or
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not he could understand me at all, I was pleased in his
effort to try.
The fire was holding its own now so he joined
me on the sofa. Not really a piece of furniture—more
like two camp chairs sewn together, covered with soft
material—the feel of it was exquisite. Not exactly
roughing it, I thought. I put my head on his shoulder and
we watched the fire for a while and the fireflies. Perhaps
I wasn’t overdressed after all. I wondered if I had
surprised him at all with my attire or if he watched me
from afar as I walked through my day-to-day life.
Perhaps he had been there to observe me
shopping and primping for him. I came back to the
moment. That question could wait for another time. He
began to speak.
“I’m finally letting go of the regrets. Now I know I
can do it all over again right here. With less time and
less energy, we can reverse most of our regrets, Cassie,
and savor all over again what we so foolishly missed in
life.”
He elaborated and I could hear a tinge of little
boy in his voice—that tone that moved in when he was
excited to be teaching me something new—and
important.
“So the savoring you did on my behalf, Cassie.
The effort you thought you were making for me. It
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wasn’t for me. It had no impact on me at all. It did,
however, have an impact on you. You savored for you.
And from now on, I expect you will savor everything.
You won’t forget, will you? And you’ll write about all
this, right? And inspire others to savor more, too. Right?
So they’ll remember, too? Because as more savoring
happens in our earthly life, the more like heaven earth
can become. And then as a result, the energy on the
earth will catch, like a huge bonfire of being present and
savoring—and gratitude!”
I felt a little anxious. Was this what he would be
asking of me? I felt he was writing the next chapter of
my life story for me instead of with me. There was a
finality in his voice that bode another separation. Or
was there? I had been taking copious notes with each
travel experience. I was channeling in his poetry. But it
would be seven years before this book would be
written and shared. Not because I would lack the time
or inspiration. But because until then, I would lack the
courage.
An odd thought arose from my anxious thinking.
And without filtering, I voiced it.
“So, just one question then. If we can correct any
mistakes we make on earth once we pass on, then
what’s the big deal when we don’t get it right during
that lifetime? We can just fix it later, right? So why don’t
we just figure,
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“What the hell? I’ll do what I want and get it right
some other time.”
Daniel raised an eyebrow. His right eyebrow. I
had come to know this meant disbelief. Confusion.
Sometimes exasperation or an “are you kidding me?”
response. Raising his left eyebrow conveyed a more
playful message. A come hither sort of look. And often,
in response to my doing or saying something irreverent.
My irreverence was one of the things that had drawn
Daniel to me, lifetime after lifetime. Yes, those eyebrows
had a language all their own and so today, his
expression told me he was taken aback, in one way or
another, by my question.
He froze like that for a moment, holding the
raised brow firm—waiting. So when a few seconds
passed, I guessed, he believed I was smart enough, and
maybe evolved enough, to answer my own question.
So I gave it a shot.
"Ok, so obviously the more we get right in
our earth school life, the less we have to correct in
this place.”
I looked around indicating what I meant by this
place.
“There are higher levels to reach and so maybe
the longer we delay in one level, the longer we put off
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reaching the next. And with every level we reach, maybe
the more peace, love and what we call heaven we
experience and can share with others? And the levels
we reach individually, maybe our progress and growth
all add up to a more spiritual collective energy that
impacts life on other levels and speeds up the rate in
which others can evolve, too?
All of that just flew out of my mouth, so fast that I
wasn’t sure I actually understood what I was saying
myself.
He smiled. His brow relaxed back into place.
“Take all those question marks and maybe’s out
and yeah. That’s about it.”
He took it a step further.
“And when we screw around and get all caught
up in self-satisfaction. Even when we put aside or miss
altogether our divine mission on earth, we actively slow
down the collective evolution process, whether
intentionally or unconsciously.” He nodded his head at
the end of all that for emphasis. As if he was magnifying
the final beat of some rock song.
I felt good thinking that he might be proud of me
for getting it. That I didn’t disappoint him. Still, in
accepting that this is the way it all works, I again felt an
ending for us hanging out there somewhere. Daniel
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and I were helping each other, joining male and female
energies, so each of us could move to our next level. So
we could bring what we were learning to others and
ignite sparks of light and love. But what did that mean
for us? Where were those next levels located if not here,
and would we be able to go there together? Or would
our journey together soon be over—a purpose fulfilled?
“Do you like roasting marshmallows?” he wanted
to know.
“Not to change the subject!” I smiled. “Yeah. And
hot dogs, too.”
I was grateful to get on with the camping thing
and let go of the letting go thing—just for now.
Daniel had done better than that. His face was
glowing and I could see how much pleasure, so much
excitement, he felt just knowing he could please me. He
pulled out the dogs, marinated sautéed veggie skewers,
a bag of marshmallows, and popped the cork on a bottle
of nice red wine. He seemed to find it unusual how easy
to please I was. It was a little boy kind of excitement.
Yes, we didn’t physically need to eat here in this other
place. He explained that, seeming to read my unspoken
question. But we can, when we want to, still indulge in
that pleasure.
I accepted his gift of cooking for me and ate
every bite. He skipped the marshmallows but was
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happy to toast one after another for me—to
perfection—until I had my fill. We bantered and we
laughed. I honestly don’t remember what we talked
about but I do remember that it wasn’t about this world
or that world or our past or our future. We just had fun.
Isn’t that a common mistake we make in
romantic relationships? We hit the fast forward button
and there we go. Trying to decide if this person
measures up as a life-long partner. We withhold until
we are sure the person sitting across from us is worthy
of our open heart and of our love. Well, don’t we? What
if we just loved each and every person we encounter
first, without judgement? I was doing that with Daniel.
Loving him without having any idea of how suitable we
were to be together long term. There was no fast
forward button. I was out of my element, beyond my
depth and out of this world. There was no set standard.
Which meant that I couldn’t make many of the mistakes
I have made in earthly relationships. It occurred to me
that I would want to remember this. If ever I was given
the gift of a beloved connection on earth, I would need
to apply everything I had learned with Daniel. But in
that moment, I couldn’t even fathom being anywhere
else with anyone else, ever again. So I embraced the
here and now. And we laughed.
It was the sight of one beautiful star that drew
me back to where I was—a sparkle that settled in next
to the crescent moon. That star and all its light had
begun to fall. It caught my attention.
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I looked to Daniel, fearing something not good
was happening. But he stood up smiling.
“No, it’s ok. Just watch!” I trusted him.
Several stars fell all at once. They landed in the
field just beyond us, bouncing like sparkling orbs.
Daniel grabbed my hand and together, we ran toward
the light show. He scooped up a bit of brilliance, using
both hands.

I wanted to caution him to be careful but I held
my tongue. He seemed to know what he was doing.
“You try it! Here. Don’t be afraid.”

Daniel placed the shining essence in my hands,
watching my eyes for silent permission. He was right. It
was magnificent. It felt a little tickly, like those sparklers
we held as kids on the 4th of July. He scooped up another
and tossed it back to the sky. It was as if the sky was
expecting it. I watched the universe receive it as the ball
of starlight fell back into its rightful place.
“Come on.”
He encouraged me.
I ran and gave it all I had. I heaved the sparkling
thing sitting in my hand, hard, high up toward the
heavens. As I let go, I wondered if I would be able to
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throw hard or far enough and wondered what would
happen if I couldn’t. But it wasn’t like that. With just the
slightest encouragement on my part, the starlight that I
held as mine took on a momentum of its own and lifted
off, settling back into its heavenly home.
Dozens of round, bouncing orbs of light were
everywhere now. I grabbed up a purple one. It was a
shade of purple I had never seen before on earth. I
invited it upward, toward home. We ran together,
Daniel and me. We caught stars, over and over and
released them. I laughed and screeched and felt more
joy that I think I have ever felt all at once. I could feel my
own eyes shining and then I could feel Daniel’s eyes—
on me. He had stopped scooping and running and
collecting and retrieving. I’m not sure how long before.
Now instead, he stood watching me. I didn’t let the selfconsciousness of being watched deter me. Eventually, I
slowed to inspect the magnificence of one unique ball of
light, spinning in my hand—indigo blue. I held it close to
my heart and walked with caution, trying so hard not to
lose it. I brought it to Daniel. Together, we gazed at this
glorious out of this world gift, for a while, mesmerized.
Daniel looked up, and into my eyes. We both knew that
anything that beautiful could not be possessed, or held
onto too tight for too long.
“On three,” he whispered, lending peace and
reverence to the sacred moment.
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“One, two, three.” And on three, we tossed it. I
threw my head back. I laughed spontaneously, but at
the same time, tears fell at what the moment might also
represent. We watched together as its blue majesty
settled in beside the moon. And then I quieted, and
watched as Daniel walked away from me, tearful, too,
finding his own rightful place, next to the fire under the
stars.
He arranged blankets on the ground. We lay
together. He started the conversation, the one that we
would repeat over and over again—both of us trying to
process what was coming next for us—his soul. My soul.
Our souls together. Not knowing yet how much we
could create and how much was out of our control.
Daniel expressed once more his regret for not finding
me and giving me all he could have in life. I took
responsibility for being distracted and unapproachable,
every time we had crossed paths in the physical. But
each time, before long, that futile conversation would
lose its merit. And that night, it was the energy of the
stars, the beauty of letting go, and finding rightful places
that took us over. Lying there on the ground by the fire,
we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.
I woke up in my bed, remembering that I had
held a star in the palm of my hand. My alarm was
ringing. Did I hear the front door close? Had Daniel
come home with me again that night?
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Carma was leaning over me. Time for a walk.
Time for coffee. But first, pencil and paper.

Why Now?
I sought all through life
Your deep purple bliss.
You show yourself now
When I can’t feel your kiss?
You give love that flows easy
I needed you then.
I sat lonely and starving.
You could have loved me back when.
I waited and looked for your presence.
I waited so long for your touch.
I was with so many, but knew none was you
Back then I could give you so much.
Why now that I’ve left here before you?
Now that my senses are gone.
Why now that I have naught to give you
Why now that I had to move on?
So my loneliness, it just continues
Paradise didn’t await.
Instead I must learn what I didn’t learn then
I must do it all over again.
From here, I must seek you again.
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“There’s no elevator to success. You have to take
the stairs.”
Anonymous
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PASSAGE 15


“It was as if life was just a place holder for me now. I
went through each day in anticipation of the night.”
I sat sobbing over the poetic words Daniel had
sent that day. I would be late for work. It hadn’t
occurred to me before I read his poetic expression.
Daniel was manifesting in a way that I could feel him.
Touch him. Be satisfied by him. But he couldn’t feel me.
That was a horrible discovery. Love is meant to be
shared. Had I nothing to give him? I felt selfish. Being
with him only to receive? Before I had time to make
sense of any of this, I was forced to get going. I had to
live life one more day and drop the need to understand,
at least for a while.
On my next visit I would ask more questions.
And the answers would eventually come. I would learn
there was another level of love. A love above and
beyond our physical impulses and bodily needs. We
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would both learn that, Daniel and me. Through
experiencing it, each for the very first time.
Day-to-day life became very—I don’t know—
weird. It was as if life was just a place holder for me
now. I went through each day in anticipation of the
night. Not exactly keeping in the living in the moment
and savoring philosophy I was supposedly learning
from Daniel, but that’s how it was. I bought two more
dresses, one red, short, halter for when I was in that
mood and a long lavender simple more formal gown
that cinched at the back. A garment fit for a goddess.
I walked the dog, I encountered neighbors and
strangers along the way. I held my secret life close like a
bright, shiny jewel that I hid deep in my pocket.
One neighbor, a particularly intuitive lady, her
space decorated with more crystals, wind chimes and
incense than most could probably handle, said she
noticed that I was suddenly without walls. In her
estimation, it had all happened in the past few weeks.
She asked what had brought this on. I lied and told her I
didn’t know. But I was grateful for the validation.
Since I never really ever touched down, so to
speak, I became more visionary and sensitive to this
earthly experience. As I strolled the Bosque Trail that
ran along the Rio Grande River right across the street
from the community where I lived, I encountered many
out-of-body beings, souls who had departed but were at
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a loss on where to go and how to get there. I had no
desire to become a medium and was finally forced to
discourage any direct contact from these souls by
simply ignoring their attempts to connect with me. With
strict orders from Edward, I would regularly inform
these entities that there were others out there who had
an affinity for guiding wandering souls to their higher
purpose. That was not my mission.

This redirection seemed to work pretty well. I
inherently knew that communicating with disembodied
souls was not my purpose. Eventually, I was able to turn
off that switch and not be hampered by their presence.
It was mid-summer 2010. I was scheduled to
make a trip from my place in New Mexico, to my
previous hometown in Durango, Colorado to spend
time with family and friends. I wondered what it would
be like, traveling to Daniel from a new location. I wasn’t
sure why I should feel anxiety about taking off from a
different launching pad, but I did. But I felt sure, too,
that I would know what was right when I got there.
The sensory experience of driving between New
Mexico and Colorado had always filled me. The trip was
good for me. The beauty of nature fed my five senses
and brought me closer to the ground, renewing my
appreciation for what was right here, right now.
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Two days in the mountain the air. The baby bear.
The deer in the crosswalks. The soundless, moonless
nights.
It was worth waking at 2am just to listen to the
silence and commune with the hidden moonlight. And I
did wake. And I didn’t travel. I hoped Daniel would
understand. Each night as I drifted only as far as my
dreams could take me, I whispered to him. I am with
you. I will come back to you. But I didn’t invite him to join
me.
Each morning, as I woke in the downstairs spare
bedroom in my daughter’s country log cabin, the world
began to feel real again. One granddaughter and one
grandson. I had been ever-present in their lives since
they were born. I revisited the experience in my mind.
My infant granddaughter, four years before, lying on my
chest as she slept. I got into watching foreign films with
subtitles so I could keep the sound on mute and not
wake her. Now, during my visit, right around 6:30 am, I
would hear the soft but obvious creaking of the wooden
stairs that led to my sleeping space. Soon a tousled,
flannel clad, still sleepy four-year-old, stuffed bunnies in
tow, would climb into bed with me, smelling sweet and
warm, nestle her head on my chest and fall back to
sleep.
I was grateful for the awareness that this was no
time to be absent. Love meant being there. Present and
open—the sound of a little girl’s breathing, sighing in
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her sleep, the way the wisps of her hair tickled my chin.
She would wake soon and we would go upstairs and
join the family for a hearty breakfast. The scent of nutty
dark roast coffee and pancakes on the griddle would
wake her. Every day there, away from home, and away
from astral travel, would begin that way. And for the
first time, I think, I experienced life fully.

95

Love Above and Beyond

96

Sandra Alexander

PASSAGE 16


“I wore the simple lavender gown. It was a bit long,
so I held it up and tried not trip as I climbed the stairs
to the other side.”
Even on my way back home to New Mexico, I
embraced each and every moment. It seemed the better
I got at savoring, the more aware I became when my
thoughts tried to drag me away. Diligent practice was
working.
I pulled into a local gas station/grocery store in
Cuba, New Mexico—my usual mid-way pit stop. A little
brown-colored bird was flying around inside the store.
The other patrons appeared to be unaware or at the
very least, disinterested. The little thing didn’t appear to
be distressed or in any particular hurry to get back
outside.
I watched her for a while before making my way
to the ladies room. The facilities were in a borderline
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clean, semi-sanitary condition, but this was the only
stop for miles, so I settled.
As I washed my hands, in the mirror in front of
me I saw the reflection of an extremely thin, dark haired
woman, trying to open a small package—fussing,
pulling and tugging. I looked for a place to dry my
hands. I hesitated before offering to help her and in that
moment, she began the conversation.
“I have mental problems, but I’m trying to be
good.”
I grabbed a paper towel.
“Yeah. I know what you mean,” was my unthought-out reply.
“What an odd thing for me to say to her,” I
thought, as she chimed back in.
“You have mental problems, too?”
“We all do, I think,” I told her. No one is exactly
the same and we just all deal a little differently, I guess.”
Tossing my crumpled, damp paper towel, I
offered to help her open the package but by then she
had torn into it.
“I got it.” She announced.
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It was not until then that I saw what was buried
in the over-packaging—super glue.
She said her name was Geneva and that it means
Juniper. There was pride in her voice telling me that.
Geneva offered her hand in friendship, and I bypassed her hand and hugged her instead. She hugged
back—for longer than I might have expected. I told
Geneva I would send her some prayers, if that was ok
with her. She shook her head yes.

I headed out of the store, noting that the little
bird seemed to have gone now. I felt relieved. It had not
been trapped after all. Just a short, playful excursion
away from home. She had always known how to find
the doorway out. I heard Geneva call after me.
“I’ll pray for you, too.”

A loving after-thought, and I smiled. As I drove
the last hour home, I pondered the blessings that both
Geneva and I would have missed if, as I washed my
hands, I had been somewhere else—maybe deep in
anticipation of my next visit to Daniel? On a different
day, walking through life in a different consciousness,
we could easily have stood invisible to one another—
bumping around in our two different worlds. I did pray
for Geneva. As I write, I pray for her now. We were the
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same that day, she and me. We are the same now. Two
women, struggling over something. And trying to be
good.
I was happy to be home in my little welcoming
space in Albuquerque, New Mexico. I had missed Daniel
and longed for him while I ceased to travel to him, but
my body and mind had appreciated the break. Travel,
both physical and metaphysical can be as exhausting as
it is exhilarating.
That night, before I flew to him, I spent a little
extra time primping, styling the hair around my face in
soft curls, a bit of blush and lip gloss. I wore the simple
lavender gown. It was a bit long for me, so I held it up
and tried not to trip as I climbed the stairs to the other
side.
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PASSAGE 17


“That’s what you get for tempting fate and thinking
you could transcend the constraints of normal life.
Who do you think you are?”

I had traveled almost nightly when I first met
Daniel. After my short break and energy recharge, I was
excited to join him again. I prepared as I always did. But
to this day, I have not been able to figure out why it was
on that night that everything went so horribly bad. I had
begun to feel naturally safe with each passing journey to
the other side. I knew I could trust Daniel—Edward, too.
And I was pleased with the way my astral experience
was impacting the way I could be in day-to-day life. I
was liking the me I was becoming more present.
So on that particular night, I launched with
confidence and anticipation, taking the stairs as usual.
But halfway to the top, I hesitated. Or more accurately, I
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was stopped. Suddenly and without warning, it was
there. A presence so foul and so disgusting, that fear and
dread took me over completely. I felt in the grips of its
energy. I was disarmed—unprotected.
My thoughts, my fear, battered me. What had I
done to draw this horrific energy to me? There was
black and green and slime and sharp teeth engulfing my
body and spirit. I was powerless. That’s what my
thoughts told me. Powerless. Exposed. Alone. Impure.
Imperfect. Undeserving. The gifts I had found were no
longer mine. I would never see or feel Daniel again.
I backed down the stairs, and it let go. I was
afraid to turn and run, fearing it would chase me. I
backed down. Back toward the safety of my bed—of my
previous world—my earthly reality—in retreat and
surrender. I crawled back into my bed and wept myself
to sleep, fully believing that I was no longer worthy of
entering the sacred space I had found. Perhaps I had
never been worthy. I was a fraud who had finally been
discovered.
From my bed, and arising from my grief, even
though the monster had let go of me, its image and its
energy stayed with me. I could feel it sleeping there
with me. It followed me around all the next day, at work,
amidst friends, and during my daily routine, like a
green-black misty fog where its image had been.
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“That’s what you get for tempting fate and
thinking you could transcend the constraints of normal
life. Who do you think you are?” My self-judgment beat
me up all day and I was a full participant.
It didn’t seem that anyone else could see or feel
this monster stalking me. But I wondered, anyway,
whether others might sense its presence. I was still
afraid. Was this my eternal punishment—lugging this
thing around? Would I be afraid—tainted—forever?
At home that night, I didn’t primp. I felt locked
out of the heaven I had found. The monster was
guarding the door and I just gave in to it. As I lay down
to sleep in total exhaustion, I heard his voice. Daniel.
The words swirled around me as I drifted in and out of
sleep.
“I’m waiting for you, Cass. Don’t leave me. Please
don’t give up on me.”
I slept through anger like sleeping through a
pounding headache. In and out, rest never really
coming. How could Daniel push me that way? Didn’t he
know? I was powerless. I was unworthy. I was afraid.
And I was locked out.
Then I heard my own voice.
“Go. Face it.”
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What was the worst that could happen? What
was I really afraid of? I moved out of my body, quite
involuntarily, and headed up the stairs. What could be
worse than giving in to the dark? What could be worse
than cowering, feeling less than, losing my freedom to
choose? It wasn’t even about Daniel anymore. It was
about reclaimed courage and the fight inside of me that
lifted me closer to the top of the stairs and the monster
that was waiting for me. And the realization. That the
monster was me.
I walked all the way to the top and in my mind, I
fabricated a cage of sorts. The nasty presence just
hovered there. Glaring at me. I glared back.
I opened the cage.
“In,” was all I said.
First in a normal tone of voice. Then, screaming.
“In!”
The ugly thing approached me, slowly, with
trepidation, slinking into the cage. I snapped the cage
door shut and just sat there on the stairs for a few
minutes, watching it, with curiosity and interest now.
My fear had dissipated. Then, it—the monster that was
me, began to cry. Suddenly, my heart ached for her.
The more the tears fell from her, the more her ugliness
transmuted to softness.
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I could feel that whatever ugliness was left
inside of me had transmuted, too. I softened. I had
spent so many lifetimes hardening myself, donning
cloaks of protection. Now, I didn’t need that part of me
anymore. I opened the cage door. She crawled onto my
lap. My monster. I stroked her. We both fell asleep
right there on the stairway between here and there. I
woke in my bed, having left the cage sitting on the
stairs, cage door open.
I never saw the monster, not ever again. I had
created her. Accepted her. Forgiven her. And then
banished her. Forever. And never again—not even to
this day, would my pathway to Daniel ever be
interrupted.
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PASSAGE 18


“Each of us was garnering something different from
being there, lying in the grass together.”
I found Daniel right where I had left him, lying
on his back in the clearing where we had been camping,
and running and playing with the stars. He was staring
at the sparkling universe, contemplating in complete
silence, save for one cricket, chirping solo. The chirps
kept a slow, melodic rhythm, so that its presence felt
more comforting than distracting.
I lay down beside Daniel, mirroring his outstretched position, being mindful not to disturb his
thoughts, his meditation, and whatever magnificent
creation he was constructing in his mind. Creative
thoughts can be fleeting and the inspirations behind
them of a once in a lifetime nature. To disturb his
brilliance with even as much as a quiet greeting would
be selfish and irresponsible.
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Daniel acknowledged me by reaching out and
taking my hand. So much had transpired in my world
since we were together. Yet being here again with him
now, it was as if the time in between had been erased.
The silence extended. Once Daniel began to speak, it
was like he was not really talking to me but to some
force beyond our control.
“Why had we not been together in this lifetime?
We lived so close to one another. Geographically. We
were practically neighbors for Christ’s sake. We crossed
paths, probably more times than we even know about
yet. What bullshit!”
“Oh, dear.” I only thought the words but kept
them inside. He had been facing his own monsters while
I was away.
Then, a long pause and it was if he was
answering his own frustration.
“Ok, but we are together now. Maybe if we had
met when we weren’t ready, we would have just made a
mess anyway. So maybe we just took the long way. To
the right place.”
Each of us was garnering something different
from being there, lying in the grass together. He was
processing. And I was just there. Being. Listening.
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Providing the underpinnings of his growing wisdom.
That’s what love was, too. To never stop
listening to one another. No matter how many lifetimes
we have spent together, never assuming that we know
our beloved completely. Because there is always
something new to discover about one another. Always
something changing—a new mystery to reveal to one
another. There in the dark, under a crescent moon, my
sparkling feminine energy suddenly became visible. I
could see it rise from me with my very own eyes. A
presence, gently encapsulating us both. Light softness
swirling brilliant green, soft pink, white and lavender.
As I became aware of my visible state of being, I
noticed that Daniel had closed his eyes. I watched him
breathe in, deep. I watched as he inhaled in the very
essence of me. The pure colorful force of strength,
clarity and softness. Later, Daniel would explain that it
was only then, when he would be fed by the energy I
offered freely, that the creations in his imagination
could take form. He would credit me with all his poetic
genius in every lifetime, saying that he had always felt
this same exact essence walking with him, sometimes
more intense, sometimes painfully absent. Like
whispers in the wind, the essence would follow him and
manifest with him.
It was that energy that had magnetized us
together now and in other lifetimes—between lifetimes.
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It is only through this essence that he had recognized
me. And if he were to ever find me again in another
place and time, it is only through this essence that he
might recognize me again.
This knowing was elevating and liberating for
me. It was also more than a bit daunting. As I moved
forward on my own journey, I would discover that for
me, for any earthly woman, to hold that divine feminine
energy of pure love, gentleness, deep kindness, warmth
and clarity was no easy undertaking.
So how do we maintain such a powerful feminine
force? For me, it meant taking on a daily internal
struggle. But that one moment with Daniel, lying in the
clearing, would be my forever motivation. And I would
accept opportunity after opportunity to become a more
feminine healing force, no matter what it might cost, in
spite of the negative push-back of my day-to-day
circumstances.
I fell asleep in the grass, holding Daniel’s hand
and woke up in my bed. Over coffee, the pencil moved
itself.
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Shadow
She comes in the night
Just a shadow of light.
She breaks into the dark
Sifting through clouds.
She gives up her rest and takes flight.
She’s my touch and my taste
My eyes and my ears
My adhesion to love
After all of these years.
For now she connects me to all that I feel
When on earth, I cease to be real.
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PASSAGE 19


“We would have some hard decisions to make and the
time for us to choose was not far away.”

After that night, I worked to become more
conscious of what I consumed—exploring the details of
anything that could impact my sparkling energy for the
better or for the worse. Gradually, my tastes changed
and I began to instinctively eliminate and add certain
foods. I was drawn to create more experiences in
nature. I recoiled from certain relationships that were
no longer good for me and spent more time just being
there for others. I didn’t own a television at the time,
and my choices for entertainment and movies changed,
too. I became fairly adept at opening and closing my
metaphysical channels as a way of absorbing the light
energies and repelling dark ones.
I redesigned my space and took some pretty
hefty loads to the dumpster and to the thrift shop.
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A wedding band, love notes, that held a loving
energy but still tethered me to the past I dropped one
by one ceremoniously, with reverence and care over a
bridge, into the Rio Grande River running beneath it. I
watched as the love from years past, with others who
were not Daniel, was gently swept downstream, along
with my prayers that the love would find its way to
bless others as it had once blessed me. As I watched the
last memento drift from my sight, I wondered if
somewhere down the road I might find myself amidst a
letting go ceremony from this precious time between
Daniel and me.
After that, I would begin to wait for longer
periods of time between visits to Daniel. As part of
brightening up my feminine sparkle, I knew I had to
spend more time energizing. Travel was fatiguing. That
bears repeating for anyone who undertakes this sort of
adventure, even temporarily.
One morning, as I sat on my sunlit balcony, this
poem came in. Daniel seemed to be coming to the same
conclusion that my own heart was reaching. We would
have some hard decisions to make and the time for us to
choose was not far away.
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Twin Souls Apart
She stayed behind as I flew away.
Our love had not come in that life.
Now I’ve found her again; and she’s found me, too
This woman who once was my wife.
The book of our lives told our story.
We read and remembered and cried.
Apart for another brief moment?
A thought neither of us can abide.
So she crosses the curtain and heals me.
Our halves make us whole, she and me.
We love and we dance. We laugh and we walk.
Still, not like we dreamed it would be.
Her body is strong with years yet to live.
I am spirit; by most can’t be seen.
She aches for my body and I crave her soul.
Can we fly o’er the vastness between?
I could capture a soul on the earth plane,
Move in and be human again.
She’ll know who I am by the song that I sing.
Or should she join my world, and when?
Until we decide, we will travel.
Our spirits explode through the night.
Our hearts are together and yet they’re apart
Until these twin souls can take flight.
Oh, when will our twin souls take flight?
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I missed Daniel, with more time in between our
visits. Daniel missed me, too, I could sense from this bit
of poetry. And he had wondered as I had—would we
stay together? One thing was clear to me. We had both
come to the conclusion that we couldn’t go on like this
forever.
We would need to join or separate and
separation felt too painful to consider—at least for now.
One fact is certain—there contractual agreements we
make long before we touch down to live an earthly life.
Daniel and I were both keenly aware of that. It would
take time for us to discover whether we would have any
choice in this matter, or whether we had already made
this decision together a very, very long time ago.
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PASSAGE 20


“Every time I fell asleep on the other side, waking
alone in my bed at home,
I felt a little off all day.”
Every time I fell asleep on the other side, waking
alone in my bed at home, I felt a little off all day. I found
it difficult to concentrate and to orient myself to my
earthly surroundings. Often a pounding headache.
Within the modicum of knowledge I had gained about
out of body travel—even meditation and visualization—
I had learned that it is important to consciously pull our
energy back though our crown chakra and ensure that
the body energy was drawn through the entire body, all
the way through the bottoms of the feet for adequate
grounding. I would need to remember this short but
crucial ritual more often going forward. As it was, as a
result of traveling during the night, I was losing some of
my days completely.
I asked my astral teacher, Edward, about this
challenge during one of my sessions as I sat with him by
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the healing pool. I was particularly curious about how I
ended up back at home in my bed, when I fell asleep
over there, without having walked back on the cement
staircase—my bridge between worlds.
Edwards answer was simple.
“You don’t do it on your own. Daniel carries you
back himself and tucks you in. He often stays for a while,
just to make sure you’re safe. He is extremely
concerned, Sandra, and spends a fair amount of time
worrying, that if you continue taking these chances by
traveling to him, you could suffer some grave
consequences. Daniel, too, has asked me for guidance on
how he might hone his own travel skills and come to
you more often—entering your earthly space—sharing
the risk, so to speak.
But I explained to Daniel the problem with that
idea. You see, it takes so much energy and force for a
disembodied soul to return to the earth plane once they
have released themselves, that their soul misses out on
quite a lot of the learning available to them here on this
other side. For instance, when a soul departs his body,
he may hang around his loved ones for a brief period, in
order to provide comfort, even though he is quite ready
to let go and move on. But once he has moved to higher
dimensions, making an earthly appearance can become
energetically impossible.
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The vibration of the energy in this other place is
much higher than that on earth. Consequently, your
energy, for example, must vibrate at a much higher
frequency to travel here. That’s why you can only visit
for short periods and why at times, you lose energy and
fall asleep. By the same token, Daniel must severely
slow his higher vibration in order to spend any time in
the earthly realm now, which is equally exhausting.
That is why the longer our loved ones are gone from
their earthly lives, the more difficult it is for them to
manifest to us on earth. We rarely appreciate the effort
it takes for our loved ones passed to show up for us.
That is why as years go by, we may feel them only
through a wisp of air, or sense a faint whisper. Once out
of body, as we rise in levels, we can no longer tolerate
the earth’s energetic field. It’s a bit off the subject for
now, but there are also more and more earth beings
born holding a higher vibration, tightly connected to
this other place.
These elevated souls in human form also find it
difficult to tolerate the earth’s slower, lower frequency
vibrations. You are one of those souls, Sandra. The fact is
that the earth’s vibration is slowing more and more just
now. That vibration is based on the collective wisdom
vibration of all humans and all living things. The speed
of vibration on earth varies, even day to day. This is
what we mean when we discuss the energy feeling a
certain way on earth. It is this slow vibration that is
drawing so many like you to this side—an actual
physical need to exist in a higher vibration. It feels more
natural for you here, and less stressful.
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Your physical body was built primarily to survive best
on earth, but you and many like you just don’t feel at
home on earth.”

I hung on Edward’s every word that night. I felt
that I understood and hoped I would retain all that he
told me. And I felt I knew now why I really never felt
completely at home anywhere.
“There are two points very important for you to
grasp here, Sandra. First, be cautious not to get too
dependent on Daniel’s occasional presence with you on
earth. Know that the effort he makes for you in this way
slows his vibration and consequently, his spiritual
progress. Also, the more clear and based in love you
become, the more you quicken your own vibration,
elevating your own energy. This makes it much easier
for Daniel, your angels, your guides, your divine
messages, and all the gifts from heaven that are yours to
come to you. The mystical experiences you are having
now are designed to motivate you and others living and
learning on the earth place to elevate your
consciousness and brighten and lighten your energy
field so that the wisdom meant for you from the upper
worlds is readily accessible to you.
What you are doing, this back and forth, quite an
exercise and your job, if you want to call it that, is to
become adept at shifting your energy back and forth,
syncing up with the upper world, and then carrying this
beautiful vibration back with you, impacting everyone
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you touch, physically and metaphysically. This skill will
serve you well, Sandra, because in your work, you will
be able to easily bind your energy with others, and
slowly and gently help guide them along to gradual
elevation. It may surprise you, but before long, you will
be given the vehicle to reach the masses. No matter that
it may appear on the outside to be an earthly material
mission, it will simply be the means to a magnificent
spiritual end.”
As I write and re-read now what Edward had
told me back then, I am taken aback at how accurate his
prophecy was—how my astral travels have contributed
to my divine mission in this life.
There are safeguards. Being given psychic and
energetic gifts of any kind is an honor that must be held
sacred in order to be maintained. So when we either
misuse these powerful tools or even when we neglect to
apply our psychic powers to the divine mission for
which they were given, these abilities can be hastily
removed from us.
After this extensive and for me, fairly complex
lesson from Edward, I was forced to examine whether I
was sharing my own gifts—as not to lose my abilities to
travel and connect. It is in writing this book that I can
fully participate in that sharing—so I write.
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The Mistake
Oh, how good it feels when we hold our gifts, our love, all
we perceive that is ours close in our heart.
We clamp down around all that is ours and vow never to
let it go.
But what happens to it there— this stuff we call love, and
all we call ours?
It can but swelter in the heat of the heart’s chambers
Like moss—clinging.
No, all the love and all that we dare call ours begs release.
Love and divine gifts have never been ours
And can only serve its true purpose when we let it go—
and give it away copiously and freely.
It is only when we open the heart that the flow of love and
the divine in us can flow
Making room for more.
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PASSAGE 21


“And then there was vanity.”
And then there was vanity. From when I met first
met Daniel, during the course of most of our visits
together, he projected himself as the image of a man in
his mid-30’s. He would later explain that since he was in
his 30’s the last time we were in relationship on earth,
he felt I was more likely to recognize him and be drawn
to his physical beauty in this form. I must admit, it was
more than a little uncomfortable for me, to be aligned
with his youth, given that I was at that time, a 55-year
old woman. Fit but not slender. Gray hair around the
temples becoming more noticeable. Lines under my
eyes, particularly prominent on the hard days.
Daniel must have sensed my discomfort because
soon enough, he began to appear as the body he was
just before he got sick in his last lifetime. About my age.
Handsome but showing the same marks of age that I
was. We didn’t talk much about the vanity that had
driven both of us as we began our astral connection and
growing sexual attraction. But we did acknowledge one
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thing—where there is love, we see through the filter of
love. We were each concerned whether the other would
be attracted and enamored by our physical appearance,
yet in both cases, each of us never cared how the other
looked physically. Our connection had become
energetic. It was the light we saw in one another that
mattered. Still, no matter how many times we came
together, neither of us completely gave up wanting to be
beautiful for the other.
So each time I traveled to him, I would primp.
And he would continue to try and guess which version
of Daniel I might be most drawn to on any given night.
Clean shaven? Full beard? Shoulder length hair? Pony
tail? Cowboy garb? White shirt and jeans? Formally
dressed complete with a crossbow tie? Over our time
together, he showed me almost every version of Daniel
he had ever been. And no matter how he showed up, he
always presented just right. I just didn’t care.
My travel continued to slow—in frequency but
never in intensity. On one particular evening, as I
reached the bottom of the stairs, I realized that I had
begun assuming that Daniel would be there, waiting for
me and ready for our time together. It wasn’t a taking
for granted sort of thing, really. I was truly filled with
appreciation for him and this exquisite experience. But I
had become accustomed to our routine. So that night,
when Daniel wasn’t waiting on the steps, or by the pool,
or in the woods nearby where we had played with the
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stars, I went to Edward. I was almost afraid to ask
where Daniel was—but I did ask.
“He’s tearing a poem apart right now and feeling
very much adrift.”
That was the first time I had traveled without
having the chance to be with Daniel since we met. This
would not be my last time on the other side without
him. Instead, a deep study with Edward often replaced
my whimsical playtime with Daniel. Other times,
refreshment at the healing pool and bringing the desire
for healing for another was my mission. Every now and
then, I would guide another from the physical world to
the other place for their own learning, healing and
revelation. But it was that first time there, without
Daniel as my purpose that forced me to drop my
expectations of how any particular night of travel might
unfold. As a result, I began to drop my expectations of
how life on earth might unfold, too.
That night, Edward’s advice was clear and
concise.
“Don’t chase—not people, not places, not things.
Hold the healing, divine feminine energy and all who
need you will come. Everything you need will come.
Everyone you need will come. All the resources you
need to perpetuate your own work and Daniel’s on the
earth plane will come.”
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Even after Edward tried to teach me all that, I
tried to get a sense from Edward about how long Daniel
and I might be together this time around.
Patiently, Edward said there was as much chance
to determine that time frame as there was with any
ordinary earthly relationship as we begin a journey with
a beloved. We would be together until we weren’t. We
should take this sacred opportunity seriously and apply
the rules of the beloved, being together without agenda.
We had been sitting by the pool, feet dangling, toes
touching the water as we talked together, Edward and
me. I rested my head on Edward’s shoulder. His advice
was fatherly. His presence comforting and reassuring. I
woke up hours later in my bed, feeling refreshed.
After a succession of nights both together and
apart, my time with Daniel began to feel different. We
began to relax into comfort and familiarity, appreciating
the experience but no longer blown away by its
mysticism. In many ways, my life with Daniel now was
more real than any other love and life I had experienced
with any man. It had almost, well, normalized.
Some nights were for learning, some for deep
conversation but just as often, we had fun. And it got
sexier. The poem I channeled the next morning was a
difficult one for me. I understand in part, that Daniel
was trying to help us distinguish between physical
beauty and what is truly valuable. But I had to conclude
that what he was trying to express beyond that, was
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something I was not yet ready to understand. I share it
anyway, for any reader who may indeed, be ready.
Now and Then
Her face creased and lined now—
skin once cream and dew.
Lives and years now old, once brand new
Unveils different kinds of beautiful
The clouds crawl in, hiding stars that shine with soul
Dawning different kinds of magical.
Like gold that’s made from silver
So much that beauty hides
Life casts shadowed vision
Lift your darkness now and see.
The mountain of death looms in front of us
The next moon and the next rising day
Births a different kind of mystical.
Shows the mesmerizing truth.
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P a s s ag e 2 2



“… we were experiencing a deep, almost painful
desire to become one another.
Dissolve into one another other. To be consumed.”
We walked. That kitten fur grass thrilled my bare
feet. I began to run and he pretended to chase me. We
paused, winded, against an old oak tree. He kissed me
and slowly slid me gently down the trunk into the soft
grass, his left hand guiding me, protecting me from the
rough feel of the bark. I remember thinking that there
were no bugs to contend with around here. But his kiss
extinguished my thoughts.
We sat under the tree for quite a while that night.
I asked if he was finding some resolution with the
confusion he had faced recently. The wrestling Edward
had told me he was experiencing. He said he was. Daniel
was finding the answers deep within the poems he had
already written—over lifetimes—and
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by replaying the dreams he had already dreamt along
the way.
I got brave. His kiss had cultivated a flirty-ness in
me and I was in the mood to push the envelope.
“What do you know about astral sex?”
His answer was matter-of-fact. He said he had
never experienced it, but smiled with that smile of his as
he shot me a side glance and said,
“I hear tell that we’ll be learnin’ about that
together, ma’am.”
Not so brave after all, since I was the one who
blushed. I gave him a peck on the cheek and told him I
had to go. I had been trying to gauge my own energy
and return to my bed before falling asleep in the middle
of my travels. As I walked away, he came up from
behind and wrapped his arms around me. I settled back
into him. I was so comfortable there. Embraced by his
strong arms, and beautiful, skillful hands, I evaporated
back to earth, unwillingly.
I slept restlessly and woke in the middle of the
night. 2:44 am. He was still there. My mind was
surprised. Daniel had told me he had spent little time on
the earth plane since his passing. He felt completely
ready not to be there anymore. But still, there he was.
Just as Edward had explained. He was wearing that
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same white shirt, unbuttoned. Holding me in his
familiar embrace against his warm, bare chest. I smiled
and fell into a deep sleep. I didn’t hear him leave.
Edward had cautioned Daniel and me not to
engage in sexual fantasies about one another when
apart. Abstinence was the first step to astral sex, he had
said—a mirror experience to what is called Tantric sex
in our physical world. It’s all a process of
reprogramming ourselves from the goal of climax and
immediate physical gratification to a new level of soul
connection. It was about allowing the ultimate sexual
union to be a natural result of the ultimate love. In
addition, Edward explained that when we imagine
through a fantasy world, our own imaginations always
limits our upcoming experience, one which we have no
capacity to dream up.
I had been celibate now, for many months, and
Daniel since around six months before he left his body.
The tension and the desire was building, but in a new
way. This was more than a physical longing—a burning
for one that encompassed mind, body and soul. The only
way I can explain it is that we were experiencing a deep,
almost painful desire to become one another. Dissolve
into one another other. To be consumed. It was sort of
an exponential desire to become one—but not in an
earthly way.
I asked Daniel what it was like for him now, since
in the earthly world, men and women typically view
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sexuality quite differently. Based on his answer, I knew
then that here, in this place, Daniel and I both felt a
desire above and beyond anything either of us had ever
known before.
I confessed to Daniel that I had experienced love
and pleasure in my life. But it had always been quite
physical. Even my past life memories of Daniel were
very physical ones. Daniel chuckled as he explained that
he had behaved just like most men looking for sex,
seeking relief, connection and mostly, acceptance. So in
this, we would learn together.
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“When the weekend came, I would rewrite the story
of his death for him and with him.
With no more discussion about it.”
I had written a book a year or so prior to
meeting Daniel on the other side. In 2007, I had
embarked on a spiritual healing journey, exploring past
lives. In my book, From Beneath the Olive Tree, I
outlined that experience. I wrote about how we can all
take the opportunity to re-write our stories, mostly for
the purpose of removing regret. Kind of like a do-over.
Upon my arrival to see Daniel one night, I found
him in the library, reading the book I had written. He
looked up when he saw me and simply stated,
“Needs new cover art.”
I smiled and shook my head. He was right. I have
taken his advice since and redesigned the book cover.
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I left Daniel to his reading and took myself and
my state of complete exhaustion back to the steps
outside the old house. I figured I’d wait for a little while.
Daniel might, or might not, finish the book and join me.
But it wasn’t long before he did. The nature of our
conversation took a turn I never would have imagined.
Daniel sat beside me, but didn’t look my way. I
watched as he reached out, my small hand disappearing
into his. He held on tight staring straight ahead and then
began to speak. I remained silent. Why couldn’t he—
wouldn’t he—look at me? I allowed the space I knew he
needed to bring his thoughts to some sort of organized
expression. The silence stretched. For a very long time.
Just as I began to fear I might lose energy and fall asleep
right there waiting, he began.
“I’ll start by saying that this is too much for me to
ask of you, Cassie. And that makes me wonder what that
says about me—that I’m asking anyway. But here it is.
I need to rewrite the story of my last days, Cass.
It still galls me that I didn’t die the way I wanted. Where
I wanted. Being cared for the way I needed. Having
more than just my physical needs met. I needed a soul
escort, Goddammit. Somebody to walk me part way
across that bridge home. It makes me crazy wondering
why I had not earned that in life—a proper death, I
mean. What did I do that was soooo wrong?
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But I’m told that I’ve earned it now. And I think
maybe, just maybe, it all happened the way it did
because you were the one who was supposed to be
there for me. It was your light I needed to guide me
home. So I am asking. I can’t do this by myself. Will you
help me rewrite that part of my story, Cass—Sandra?”
He finally looked up at me and showed me the tears that
streaked his face. One tear sat tentatively on the corner
of his lip. I hesitated, watching the tear let go and fall
into his mouth.
He explained more, through the emotion. It’s as if
he had memorized a very specific check list on just how
he wanted this all to go—how he wished it had gone.
“I want to spend my last day in Colorado. I want
to step out of my body and disappear into the
mountains. I want to eat a Bismarck donut one more
time. My last meal. And I want you there, loving me
through it. Not with your body. Not with your words.
But with your gentle, sparkling flowing energy, playing
inside me like the soft tone of a hand-carved wooden
flute.”
His whole body was turned toward me now and
his eyes pleaded. It was as if he was showing me the full
facial representation of the depth of his pain—of his
need. And for a moment, I saw his brow furrow, as if he
realized my exhaustion—and also realized that I might
not say yes.
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He fixed on me then and I sensed that he knew
the tattered state I was in. His brow furrowed deeper
now, as it always had when he was concerned for me.
His face still streaked with tears, I knew that he was
ready to withdraw his request.
now.”

“You’re tired,” he said. “Let’s forget about this for

He continued to examine my face, surveying my
exhaustion with pain.
“God, what is all this doing to you?”
It was as if he had completely forgotten his own
need for healing. He ran his thumb under my eyes,
where the dark puffy circles and dark, deep lines had
appeared. His thumb was like mine—a characteristic I
had not noticed about him before this or ever seen in
anyone else. His thumb was shaped more like a fifth
finger. It didn’t have that backward sway to it that
makes a thumb a thumb. I smiled and closed my eyes,
enjoying the feel of his hand on my face.
Then, it was my turn. Slowly at first, then more
deliberately and more definitively, I shook my head yes.
Of course, I would help him. We embraced and cried and
once more, I woke up at home in my bed before
knowing whether he had accepted my offer.
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I knew, regardless, that I would not travel to him
that night. Instead, I would take a few days to prepare.
To recharge. Then, when the weekend came, I would
rewrite the story of his death for him and with him.
With no more discussion about it.
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PASSAGE 24



“Few of us ever really know precisely when we will
leave this earth,
or when a close loved one will leave us.
But Daniel and I knew.”

It was mid-December, 2007. Daniel had wanted
to append the way he left his body back then, the
setting, the geography, and to include me. I knew how to
rewrite a story metaphysically and I knew the change in
our frame of mind and in our body chemistry this could
make. So that night, instead of traveling, I dressed in
jeans and a T-shirt and climbed into bed with a different
sort of travel in mind. There would be mountains
involved. And there would be the matter of satisfying
his craving for that jelly donut.
More specifically, a Bismarck—a very specialized
sort of jelly donut filled with, not only raspberry jelly,
but the added decadence of soft white sweet creamy
frosting in the middle. Bismarcks were a standard
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where I grew up in Connecticut when I was a kid, but
they were difficult if not impossible to find these days,
at least in the southwest. I’d figure something out.
I wasn’t sure how to start the whole rewrite
process or how to find Daniel when I began. I would just
show up at the waterfront location where he had passed
in his life. I would rewind time and arrive just a few
days before his death. I knew somehow, from behind
the scenes, supporting characters would appear. They
did. A guy named Harvey, a ranch assistant and friend of
Daniel’s would be our guide. Daniel called him Harv. So
did I.
I left my own body the usual way, and instead of
heading for the stairway, my astral self arrived in the
NE United States, in the room where Daniel lay dying.
Under normal circumstances, it would be a long trip
back to his ranch in SW Colorado. These were, of course,
not ordinary circumstances.
Daniel was lying in bed, more of a propped up
chair really, when I showed up. His hair was dark with
lots of grey mixed in now. He had never shown me this
version of himself before. His eyes were tired but still
retained much of their color and all of their sparkle. He
was thin but not gaunt, as is often the case when
someone is passing from cancer. Was that the truth of
the way it had been or was I seeing him the way I
wanted to see him?
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I might need to filter out some truth just to help me go
through with this.

Daniel lay in a comfortable, small room. At first, I
wondered why he had been positioned with his back to
the remarkable waterside view behind him. But then I
saw why—his chair was set to face an exquisite
mountain painting. That’s what he wanted to see. And
that had been the last thing he really had seen in his
life. Now time and space was interrupted. Now, in
meeting Daniel’s request, he would spend his last days
in another way. His story re-write.
When we re-write a story, we cannot change the
physical outcome. But we can change how we feel
about the outcome. In Daniel’s case, he would leave his
body with a renewed sense of peace and bliss. He
would let go of the energy of regret and anger that
came to a strong man who had lost all control in his life.
Now, Daniel’s consciousness as he leaves his body will
be different—so his journey on the other side will be a
bit lighter and his letting go easier. In that moment, as I
stood before Daniel, weak in body and strong in spirit, I
was deeply emotional and overwhelmed with gratitude
that I had been given this amazing gift. The power to
help Daniel change everything.
Harv had an ambulance waiting that would take
four of us to the private plane that would fly us back to
Colorado. Daniel, Harv, me and a health care worker.
Clearly, the forces at work had thought of everything.
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Harv handled rolling the bed to and from the vehicles. I
simply remained with Daniel. Held his hand. I told him
how beautiful he was. After that, we traveled wordlessly
until we landed in Colorado. I saw gratitude in his eyes,
and in his faint smile.
During the plane trip, Daniel decided to move
from the bed set-up into the comfort of an adjacent
lounge chair. There were two such chairs, so I sat next
to him and we held hands. I just naturally began to sing
and he began to doze as I whispered the song.
“Down in the valley. The valley so low. Hang
your head over. Hear the wind blow.”
His eyes were closed but through the haze, he
made a request.
“Don’t whisper. Really sing! Sing!”
I felt a little self-conscious as I took my voice
from barely a whisper to a soft but audible voice. He
shared a memory, eyes closed.
“You sang that to our babies. In that life in the
desert. I always loved it and somehow knew that, even
then, you were really singing to me.”
Then, he drifted off to sleep and not long after, so
did I.
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When Daniel woke, I administered the pills
handed to me by the health worker. She was a pretty
girl in a blue smock. I still regret not asking her name.
Daniel remained drowsy, tired and weak, but the pills
seemed to keep him, for the most part, pain free. When
he did feel pain it was in his legs and in his back. As the
announcement came to prepare for landing, I helped
Daniel get back into the bed. The bed was tethered
down with what seemed to me a complicated set-up. We
traveled again by ambulance to the place we would call
home for the next 36 hours. That is all the time we
would have. Harv joined us to help at the ranch. The
young woman stayed behind.
It was a bumpy ride, once we hit the gravel road
that lead from the main highway to the remote
mountain property. Snow had turned to rain in most of
the lower elevations of Southern Colorado over that
past month, so there was little accumulation except for
the small piles that remained under the trees and
shrubs where the sun didn’t linger. It was wet and
pretty muddy, but not white. Daniel loved the snow. I
hoped its absence wouldn’t disappoint him. How odd.
Since I was conjuring all this up, I wondered why there
were obstacles to creating the perfect scenario? I
concluded, right or wrong and haven’t given it much
thought since, that we move into an alternate universe
in these situations, and must believe what we see.
Perhaps we get ourselves there, but it’s not that we are
imagining or conjuring at all. We are simply traveling
through one of the many possible alternatives. A guess.
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Harv wheeled Daniel though the double door
entry. Vaulted ceilings. A large, warm comfortable
space, but casual. Nothing in excess in furniture or
décor. No woman’s touch. All cowboy macho. Kind of a
cluttered western motif put together haphazardly by a
guy.
I asked Daniel where he wanted to settle. In what
room. He hesitated and I felt that he knew his
preference but was reluctant to make the suggestion,
knowing it would present us with a bit of a challenge.
I understood him now and was grateful for my
new found ability to pay closer attention.
“You want to be upstairs. You should, Daniel.
The view must be amazing from there! I can’t wait to
see it, too." He just smiled.
The stairs to the second floor landing and to the
master bedroom were not especially steep but there
were a whole lot of them.
“Let’s go. We’ll make an adventure of it. And you
know how adventures are. We’ll just let it take however
long it takes,” I said.
I wondered, when I heard those words coming
out of my mouth, whether I sounded ridiculous. Like
some sort of Pollyanna. But Daniel seemed encouraged
and up for the challenge.
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I was grateful that Harvey was there to help. We
began the climb, taking one stair at a time, and each was
a major effort for Daniel. In part, the energy it took to
ascend—and in part, to avoid a potential fall. It really
was like climbing a mountain together—one of those
Colorado 14ers.
“And then I’ll get my donuts?”
I assured him that donuts came next. We seemed
to be making pretty good progress, just the two of us,
so I sent Harv to the grocery store, which was almost an
hour drive away. His list—jelly donuts, waxed paper,
creamy white buttercream icing in a jar. With those
three ingredients I could create a Bismarck for Daniel.
I’d use the waxed paper to make a pastry bag as my tool
for piping the sweet creamy stuff into the donut. It
would mix with the raspberry jelly already inside to
formulate the Bismarck concoction Daniel craved. I was
thinking I could go for one of those, too, at that point.
We were just four steps into the journey when
Daniel called out to Harv.
“Don’t forget the milk.”
I glanced at Harv. He nodded and I heard the
door close behind him—which made me really nervous.
It was just me and Daniel now and I prayed I could keep
him safe and comfortable until Harv returned.
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Daniel held onto the railing and to me. After
every two steps, he would stop, turn and sit down for a
few minutes. About half way to the top, Daniel broke
down. As he cried, he reached for comfort. I just sat with
him. I put my head on his shoulder, too, and we leaned
into one another.
“I’m sorry. Is this too much?”
Maybe I should have discouraged this or at least
encouraged Harv to stay for a while longer. I still didn’t
understand why, if I was rewriting the story for him,
that I couldn’t make this easier for him. Why there was
still so much suffering. Only later would I find my
answer—and it was quite simple really. A repeat of a
lesson already explained to me, only in a different
context. Funny how difficult it can be sometimes to
translate our life lessons from one circumstance to
another. But here’s the way it works.
There are some things that we sign up for as part
of our life on earth contract before we come to earth in
physical form. The whereabouts surrounding Daniel’s
death, who would guide him and care for him—all open
to editing and rewrite. Free will choice. But the level of
suffering and the date and time of his leaving this
world—that was a decision that Daniel had made as
part of his life’s journey. It was almost set in stone. Now,
on occasion, our soul might have a change of heart, so to
speak—and we might be granted an extension of our
life on earth, but the way I understand it, this sort of

146

Sandra Alexander

reversal must be earned through much effort and the
request very purposeful—and for the greater good and
for some exceedingly important completion. Daniel had
never asked for such an extension. He knew his new
mission awaited above and beyond this world. So there
we were—rewriting what we could and accepting the
rest.
Daniel shook his head through the emotion but
still couldn’t speak for a while. But then he did.
“I am so grateful. I’m so grateful. I can’t believe
all of you would do all this for me. He looked around
indicating that he was talking about the whole
experience. There was a woman, a feminine figure, just
a wisp, somewhere in the background and his gratitude
went out to her, too. An angel? A loved one passed? I
never could focus in on her but her very presence was
a comfort and very real.
“All this trouble,” he said.

We rocked back and forth together on the steps. I
had been seeing this all as a do-over. That was my role
in all of this. I guess it surprised me that it was clear to
Daniel that we were amidst a do-over, too.
My reply was simple.
“You’re just letting us love you, that’s all. Do you
know how many people go through lifetime after
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lifetime not really letting anyone truly love them? They
give and give love, but can’t accept love from anybody.”
I knew I was talking about me. My own challenge
to allow others to give to me. That’s how I had gone
through lifetime after lifetime in the past. The crucial
shift in me during my time with Daniel in the astral
plane was to accept and receive—knowing that
accepting allowed others the blessings that came with
giving.
I decided to try to lighten things up a bit. We still
had lots more stairs to climb.
“It’s all about love and donuts. We now know the
meaning of life, Buster. Now let’s get moving or no
donuts for you!”
He laughed, a weak quiet laugh, then we
gathered ourselves for more climbing. We would make
it to the top.
I helped him into the hospital bed—huh, Harv
must have thought ahead and set this up for us—and he
drifted off quickly. Before he did, I pulled off his shoes.
Moccasin type with tassels. Brown. Heavy, winter ski
socks. Grey and black. I wondered whether his feet were
hot or cold.
“Take them off!”
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He was referring to the socks and his voice was
urgent. Socks off and on, throughout the next several
hours, his voice became urgent, and even frustrated at
times, but never mean. Never demanding. And he never
received anything from me or Harv, a touch, a look, a
kiss, without whispering a thank you, no matter how
much effort it took.
I undid his belt and pulled it off through the
loops. I unbuttoned his shirt and massaged his chest
just a little. He smiled. Not sure if he was smiling in his
sleep or whether he was just resting his eyes as he so
often did that day, but I was grateful to know that I
could help him feel comfortable and at peace.
I kissed his forehead and let him rest. I lay next
to him for a short while and dozed, regaining a bit of my
own energy back. I didn’t want to leave him, not for a
moment. But I could hear rustling in the kitchen
downstairs. Harv was back, so I headed down the stairs,
acutely aware of how easily I navigated those stairs in
comparison. I said a prayer of gratitude that I was well
and strong enough to help him.
I found the raspberry filled donuts, just the right
kind. Sugar coated with that dusty, messy powdered
stuff. I fabricated a pastry tube out of the waxed paper,
as I had learned back in my cake decorating days. I halffilled the bag with the creamy white frosting and piped
a little into each donut, through the same hole the
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jelly had been forced through. The donuts grew plump
with the added sweetness.
I put the donuts, over bursting with filling, back
in the bag. There were four of them. I checked the
refrigerator to confirm. Harv had remembered the milk.
I searched and found a glass inside one of the wooden
cupboards. As I looked around I observed a spacious but
somewhat outdated kitchen. I passed by an atrium that
might have held plants at one time. Now empty and
devoid of life.
I went back upstairs and curled up in a fetal
position into the large bed next to Daniel's hospital bed.
It was soft, with plush bedding and pillows and set high
up off the ground. I pulled up the brown checkered
comforter sideways and watched him sleep.
I dozed again, not meaning to, and when I woke
he was watching me. More smiles.
“Is it donuts yet?”
My last meal, I remember he had said when he
described this whole re-write.
I headed downstairs and made up a tray. There
was more medication to give. I offered him soup—some
food with substance first? But Daniel said he wasn’t
going to waste himself on that healthy stuff.
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“I’ve always wanted to commit suicide by
donuts,” he grinned. The dimple.
I rolled my eyes. Not funny. But I was glad he still
had it in him to make bad jokes. Maybe that meant we
would have a little more time. My thoughts took a
turn—maybe this re-write can heal him. Maybe he’ll get
better. My soul reprimanded my foolish thoughts. Few
of us ever really know precisely when we will leave this
earth, or when a close loved one will leave us. But
Daniel and I knew. We knew that just before 6am the
next day, this story re-write would be complete.
I cut one donut into 12 pieces. He scrunched his
face up as he watched the sweet gooey stuff ooze out a
bit. That nose scrunch was a facial expression I knew as
a definitive form of communication for Daniel—for yes
or no, pleasure or displeasure.
Shall we go for a walk? Eyebrows raised for yes.
Nose scrunch for no. Oatmeal for breakfast? Nose
scrunch meant I’ll skip it. He had always hated the
texture of oatmeal.
I fed Daniel the first piece of donut. Not because
he couldn’t do it for himself. Just because. I told him
again how beautiful he was. His teeth were so perfectly
set into his wide smile. His gums had become redder
and irritated, from the medication I presumed, but his
teeth had remained perfect through all the illness and
the treatments that came with it. He tilted his head back
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just a little and closed his eyes, savoring—the flavor, the
texture, the creamy sweetness that he had craved for
weeks now. He fed me the next piece and we laughed
behind our hands, covering our mouths, like little kids,
trying to avoid exposing our cream and crumb covered
teeth.
I helped him with his glass as he washed down
the final crumbs of donut with cold milk and he pointed
at the glass with a question on his brow. Did I want a
sip? My turn to scrunch my nose. He must have
forgotten.
“I hate milk. Thanks, though.”
Daniel slept partway through the night. He called
out a couple of times, for help turning into a more
comfortable position. Another time for some brief
company and yet another for a chest massage. In his
calling out, he called me by several names, perhaps not
quite remembering who was there with him or not
knowing what version of me was there or what lifetime
we were living in just then. I could tell, by the look on
his face when I got to him, that he was upset with
himself for mixing up the names.
“Don’t worry about the names,” I told him. “Call
me by any name or by no name at all. I will always show
up.”
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There was a small bell, a trinket in the house. I
had seen it downstairs on a book shelf. When I
suggested he could make use of the bell, a convenient
way of beckoning me, he just grumbled.
“You aren’t a servant.”
Ok—no bell, then.
It was 5:30 am and were both wide awake. A few
sips of orange juice and water—for both of us. Another
dose of meds for him. I suggested we spend some time
out on the balcony adjacent to the master bedroom. The
sun wouldn’t even peak up from behind the mountains
for over an hour. Yet there was a wisp of twilight color
at the very tip of the mountains, promising it would.
Daniel liked the balcony idea.
“We can watch the sunrise together,” I offered
knowing full well that when the sun rose that day—I
would be alone. The air would be cold, but we didn’t
care.
Daniel was having a tougher time drinking that
morning. I called down to Harv, who found some straws
for us. That helped.
The balcony was wide enough to hold the bed, so
I rolled him out and he inhaled the outdoors as if it
could fill him up and as if he could become a part of it.
Maybe he did. Even when he closed his eyes, I could tell
by the bliss in his face that he was still experiencing it
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all. He was savoring. I sat beside him in a comfortable
padded outdoor rocker. He asked me to sing, so I did. A
song about how long we had loved one another. About
summers and winters. About the book of our lives. I
cried my way through it.
But I didn’t make it through the entire song.
Neither did he. I was sobbing now, but through the sobs
telling him that it was ok to go. I promised I would find
him.
His head was tilted back and his mouth open
slightly, allowing himself to be filled by the mountain
breezes just one more time. I felt his spirit wash
through me, like a warm ocean wave—a stark contrast
to the cold Colorado morning. Still on the balcony, I
climbed into his bed with him and pulled the covers up
over both of us. The sky had begun to snow. Flurries
covered us gently, like another soft blanket. My cheek
was pressed against his, still warm amidst the snowfall.
I felt him come up behind me, his familiar energy. It
came as a warm glow. I could feel the strength of his
arms steal up from behind and wrap around me—tight.
A kiss on the cheek and he walked away. Still holding
his body and watching his soulful image, walking across
the snowy wood, stocking feet, placing footprints in the
snow, footprints to be quickly banished by the wind.
Daniel looked back, but only once, waved a still handed
wave, smiling, then turned away and vanished into the
mountains.
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I began to sing again—to finish his song. I woke
in my own bed at home, softly singing, lying in a puddle
of tears. Now what? That’s all I could stand to think
right then. Now what? So I got out of bed and wrote
down the answer that he sent to me.

The Reach
My arms reach out past the causeway.
My hands grasp for something brand new.
Yet my fear and my doubt can consume me.
As my soul seeks what’s real and true.
Yet I follow the path that now beckons.
I’ll step out and go it alone.
It’s time now to seek what’s inside me,
Just to find what was there all along.
In the soul, is where we can find home.
Look inside you and know that you’re home.
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PASSAGE 25



“I closed my eyes and gave him silent permission.
With permission granted, he whispered my name.”

I climbed right back in bed after writing Daniel’s
poetic message. It wasn’t completely light yet. I needed
to go. I needed to go now. I needed to know for sure
that he was still there—that I could keep my promise
and find him. I left my body quickly with no
ceremonious preparation. I ran down the cement steps
that morning and onto the porch of the big white house.
Daniel was not waiting. I tried not to panic.
Edward met me on the porch.
“He thinks that you can no longer desire him
now, since you’ve seen him now at his worst.”
Daniel was still there! He wasn't dead.
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We would never again speak of the death
scene—of his earthly death story re-write. I never
brought it up. Neither did he, so I left it at that. But I saw
and felt, the difference in him—so much lighter for
having left more regret behind. The opportunity to
rewrite our own stories is always available to us. We
don’t even necessarily need to know where the pain and
regret grows or from what experience it stems. We
need only let go.
I settled myself down enough to listen closely to
what Edward was telling me.
“Of course, I desire him. More than ever. I didn’t
see him at his worst. My God, I saw him at his very
best—his courage—his strength—his grace.”
“Well, you’ll have some convincing to do,”
Edward advised. “Go home. Come tonight. Show him.”
I returned home and slept late. It was Sunday. All
day I felt my resolve and my confidence build. I had
gained energy and strength. I was excited to prepare for
Daniel, as I had never prepared before. I would show
him the goddess in me. He could never again question
my desire, or the fire that had burned so intensely
inside of me for him over so many lifetimes.
Way before dusk, I began my ritual. First, warm
almond oil with just a drop of lavender. I filled my
garden tub to the brim. Lit one simple candle that added
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a warm glow. Standing in front of the mirror, barely
illuminated, I filled my palms with the oil and began at
my third eye chakra. With my eyes closed, I moved my
hands in a circular motion on my forehead. I gave all of
my body the same attention, the throat, the heart, the
belly and sacral chakra. I could feel the energies surge
and the life force reigniting everywhere I touched. I
added more warm oil to my palms and caressed my
inner thighs, the soles of my feet, each toe and then
finally, each finger on each hand.
In primping for Daniel in the past, I had focused
on the physical, outer beauty. Now, inherently
understanding what was to come, I would prepare my
energy for him. I would be ready to give to him and to
receive from him in a way I never had given or received
before—with any man.
I eased into the hot bath that awaited, allowing
the fragrant oil to seep deep into the tissues of my body,
reaching into the very essence of me. I soaked for a long
time. Later, as I dried myself, there was a softness—a
lightness of being that surrounded me. Yes, I was ready.
I slipped into a sheer, long, lavender gown,
cinched at the back. The neckline dipped just enough to
suggest that there was a fullness to my chest. A simple
string of pearls drew further attention there. My hair
naturally curly, an extra fullness prompted by recent
rainy days. A touch of light pink lipstick and matching
blush to brighten my cheeks, already flushed
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from heat, steam, oil and anticipation. I check the dim
image in the mirror once more and smiled, pleased that
I can still feel beautiful.
I pull the drain on the tub, blow out the candle,
straighten the bedroom and remove the clutter. Set the
cell phone to silent. Nothing will interrupt this night.
Edward was waiting in the foyer. He smiles when
he sees my presentation.
“Is he here?”
“Yes, he’s outside. But I’ll tell him you are waiting
for him—upstairs.”
I accept Edward’s clear direction.
I climb the spiral staircase that leads to the
upstairs landing inside the big white house, and
instinctively enter a bedroom. I sense I had been there
before. The room was small, modest.
I took a seat, in a dainty cushioned chair by the
window, gingerly, as not to wrinkle my perfect look.
Outside the window, lovely, green, well-manicured
grounds. One perfect tree, a redwood, hundreds and
hundreds of years old, I could only guess. Behind me a
brass bed, reflected in a standing mirror—a few
wooden antique side tables. Doilies. Old fashioned
lamps. The scent and feel of an ocean mist drifted
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toward me from the open window, telling of the sea in
the distance—the essence of which we both so loved.
Then, I saw him. I watched him walking
hurriedly—leaning forward a bit, as if he was always
running just a little bit late. I liked the way he moved,
deliberately, as if he knew where he was going. I could
barely make him out. But even though it was hard to
focus on the distant figure, I knew it was Daniel, just by
the way he carried himself. Upright. Confident. Head
held high. And always, as if a curtain was about to open
for him. Black velvet sports jacket, white shirt tails not
tucked in, jeans, and of course, bare feet. I heard the
stairs and the wood floor creak as it had under my own
bare feet, as I walked into the house just moments
before. But I pretended not to hear and remained
seated, facing out the window.
The tension—the anxiety inside of me—that
butterflies in the stomach feeling traveled into my
throat and stayed. You know, that feeling that can take
you over—the same feeling you feel whether something
really good is getting ready to happen or whether
something bad is getting ready to happen. When you are
at the top of the roller coaster and the drop to several
hundred feet below is imminent. Stage fright. That
feeling, whether in the good or not so good context, has
always made me want to run. But I could find no reason
to run now—and even if I could—there was nowhere to
go.
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Daniel stole up behind me as if to surprise me. As
I write, I don’t really remember him noticing or
acknowledging the way I looked for him. I don’t even
know if he really looked at me, but I did know he was
glad I was there. The rest didn’t matter.
Few words were spoken. I could barely perceive
him. His physical image faded in and out. That didn’t
matter either.
I could feel every part of him, his warmth, his
strength, the excitement and his energy charge. His face
was but a wisp and I could only touch him with my soul
and share with him the force of my energy. The clean,
bright, healing, feminine energy I had so carefully
cultivated for him that night.
I closed my eyes and gave him silent permission.
name.

With permission granted, he whispered my

We lay together. I placed my hand on his heart.
It’s hard to explain. Though there were no physical
bodies, there were memories and visuals of the physical
and it all melded together in perfection so I just let it all
happen. I was afraid to close my eyes, knowing sleep
might come and interrupt all that was possible. He held
me and stroked my hair. Once again, he began at the
throat. I willingly received the sweet purple essence.
Then, we touched foreheads and the energy began to
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flow more freely. I told him I would do anything he
wanted me to do. His requests were gentle and few.
Letting go and allowing was all he wanted from me.
I relaxed into the mystical foreplay as he
progressed, from forehead and throat to lips, and heart.
A tingle in my belly. The feeling was white and hot. I felt
a long, lingering, pleasurable teasing burn downward
through all of me.
I felt Daniel’s forehead against mine. I don’t
remember when the lavender colored dress dropped
away, exposing my naked body. We weren’t in the
bedroom anymore. Suspended. I don’t know where.
From his forehead, at the third eye, I could feel him
being careful not to give or take too much too fast.
There were moments I feared we might short circuit
from sheer overload, but just as the moment of selfdestruct seemed inevitable, Daniel would peel his
energy back, just enough, his surges back and forth
becoming increasingly pleasurable.
During some point, amidst his energetic teasing,
I recognized that I was paying far too much attention to
the whole process. I had become fascinated by it all. I
knew I had to stop thinking, so I did. I let myself feel. All
of it. All at once. Even when it felt like too much. I
trusted him. Like a woman dancing, ignoring the steps.
Allowing the music and his male essence to lead. All the
energy of our desire from lifetimes, love unexpressed, a
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raging river, made its way, back and forth, through
every chakra, first his and then mine, in perfect unison.
I could observe us, two souls united, from a
distance as an observer and yet, at the same time, being
present with him and feeling every spark. Our astral
bodies hung in suspended animation, as Daniel deftly
controlled the pace, the movement, the colors of indigo,
lavender, brilliant green, yellow, orange and red, sliding
in and out of his body through mine, massaging—
enlivening every single cell in my body, still lying in my
bed on earth. I fell tumbling from observer to full
participant, as the woman in me and the man in him
stood together, now deeply longing to completely fill the
empty spaces we had held open for one another for so
long.
I stood before him, powerful and powerless at
the same time. I felt a smile come from within him,
knowing he was pleasing me, providing something no
man had ever provided before. The tension rose to a
crescendo. It had become nearly unbearable to hold
back from our full expression as man and woman. Yet,
the longer he held me there, the less I could perceive a
him or a me. No longer disconnected.
It was red, fiery and explosive. All the energy he
had been holding for us, focusing on everything that
made me a woman and everything that made him a
man. The waves of pleasure were ongoing, continuous,
and surprisingly silent. I woke in my bed, my body

164

Sandra Alexander

responding—for a very long time. I felt that if I had
taken control I could have stopped it. But I didn’t. I
simply allowed. I savored. Then I slept. I woke
refreshed.
Over a hearty breakfast of eggs and buttered
toast, I took out my pencil, and my no frills yellow legal
pad. I saw that the pencil was in serious need of
sharpening. (Why do I not just get to the business of
sharpening, and spare myself the inconvenience of
dwindling lead? Perhaps a look at the meaning behind
that someday. Not today.) As I put dull pencil to paper,
scribing his latest message, my soul calmed.
Teacher
She never says no, yet she takes her own time.
Her bridle of strength she wears proud.
Her gait speaks of fineness and virtue.
Her wisdom she dons like a shroud.
Each morning I rise; her love beckons.
She knows how to gambol and feel.
She’s mastered her mission. She’s wiser than me.
Her softness can show me what’s real.
As we go riding, the world takes its leave.
Just her mane and my hair sail the wind.
Her body each moment reflects back my truth.
My guru, my master, my friend.
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During the course of the day, my mind wandered
back. Of course, to the mind blowing astral sexual
experience. But even more often, to the earthly life
experience, Daniel and I long ago. I recalled loving
together back then. I could still see how love looked on
him. His mouth completely open, a slight smile, his head
tilted back. Just watching him drove me to move with
him. He had given and paused, always allowing me to
reciprocate. Our astral ecstasy had triggered all those
luscious memories of earthly love.
After this experience, I was left with two levels of
new understanding. I saw how ridiculous it was,
especially as we age, to abandon sexuality, accepting
lack of libido and certain dwindling of what we call
performance and dis-function. In this phase of life, we
have the opportunity to set aside physical aspects of a
sexual connection and elevate to a sacred, more
mystical one.
Consider having no bodies, no expectations of
performance, only elevating our consciousness to the
point of taking orgasm beyond orgasmic.
And I knew myself well enough to know that I
didn’t want to choose just yet, between the earthly
experience and the astral one. So for now, I would
continue to travel.
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PASSAGE 26



“A fear crept out of my ego. I wondered if Daniel
would need me anymore.
He was making his dreams come true now.”

I was excited and I must admit a little shy to see
Daniel again after that passionate night. I hoped he
wouldn’t interpret my shyness as withdrawal or as a
change of heart. That can happen with me sometimes.
Not too many people perceive me as shy, so when the
shyness takes over, my mood can often be misconstrued
as coldness or distance. It’s at times like these that I
need the lover in my life to take a step closer, to draw
me in. To understand.
I promised myself I would tell him.
“I am not pulling away, Daniel. I’m just feeling a
little shy.”
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And I did tell him. And as I did, I blushed a little.
He seemed enamored, not just with flushed cheeks, but
with my openness and vulnerability. I made a mental
note. Perhaps, when I experience love again, in my
physical life, this sort of open sharing would be a good
idea.
I was brought back to the now, when with a
never mind that kind of attitude, Daniel grabbed my
hand and tugged me along the path into the astral
woods faster than my feet were moving. So I moved
faster. His eyes were shining and my shyness fell away.
As we ran tripping along, Daniel kept looking back and
throwing out comments into the air.
“Wait ‘til you see!”
“You won’t believe this.”
“God, I waited so long for this.”
Then, the magnificent scene came into view. An
art show set up on the banks of a sparkling aqua lake.
The sun was hitting the water just right. Sparkles
jumped off the water like paint splattering on a
canvas.
“Oh, Daniel!”
“Do you want to see?”
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Of course, I wanted to see. I smiled at him as my
silent answer. I felt tears. So much joy was coming from
him and the boyish excitement to share it all with
someone—with me, touched such a deep place inside
me. His vulnerability. Daniel had told me that during his
life, when he retired, he had wanted to focus on his art.
But in his life on earth, Daniel had never reached
retirement nor did he leverage the extra time he needed
to express himself through the many art forms in which
he naturally excelled, especially painting and drawing.
Now, an artist gathering. Painting. Photography. No
wonder he was so excited.
“I thought I had all the time in the world to get
around to this dream, Cass. And then I thought I had run
out of time. Now look! There is all the time in the world!
Just not in the way we think.”
The whole event was set up like a festive
carnival. We strolled the lake and he showed me the
beauty being created there. Daniel had discovered that
the five senses he had once adhered to so tightly were
barely an introduction to the multi-sensory array that
awaited him in this new dimension. God, he was so
excited. He talked about the color palette—offering
shades he had not ever seen or even imagined before
this. It was all waiting now, at his artistic fingertips.
When I remarked that these colors didn’t even exist on
earth, Daniel corrected me.
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“It’s not that the colors don’t exist,” he explained.
“But not until those on earth tune in to that higher
vibrational frequency and the multi-sensory experience,
can they then observe what exists beyond the five
senses. Most often from there, we just can’t perceive all
this.
He went on to explain that the same goes for
sounds. For words. For touch. For emotion. And for love.
Still overflowing with excitement, Daniel
grabbed my hand again and guided me to an area close
to the lake—canvases lined up against a tree and
standing on easels all holding a variety of artful
creations reflected back to us from the watery
surroundings, accentuating their beauty.
Daniel stood back, arms crossed over his chest,
nodding his head, waiting for me to browse his
creations. I hoped I would like them, since he seemed to
be expecting a response of some sort. But my concern
lifted as I gasped with disbelief and covered my open
mouth with my hand—taking in the beauty of what he
had created. The beauty of him that lay open and
vulnerable on each canvas.

First, a portrait of a young girl from lifetimes ago.
It was me. He had captured the soft and the stern all at
the same time. Then, on a smaller canvas, a magnificent
orchid, just a simple white flower, almost disappearing
into the white of the canvas with splashes of pink,
purple and aqua blue, bringing it to life. I reached for
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the flowered canvas, holding the work, first in my
hands, and then to my heart.
His favorite he said, was a fantasy—a giant
canvas creation of this whole outdoor scene, from the
carousel to the lake reflections, to the hundreds of
pieces of art in various forms, created by souls in this
other time and place. I still held onto the small canvas,
and its simple flowery beauty. This was the one I would
like to hang in my house, I told him. The paintings were
all done in acrylics, it appeared. Then, there were
photographs—a lighthouse, a multiple rainbow shot
with a spectrum of color I had never seen on earth.
Daniel said he thought that was the one I might favor,
but he didn’t seem to mind my alternative choice. He
was just pleased that I was there—someone he could be
with in a way he had never been with anyone else on
earth.
A fear crept out of my ego. I wondered if Daniel
would need me anymore. He was making his dreams
come true now. Within seconds, I dropped the notion. It
lifted me to remember that it was the divine feminine
that provides the catalyst to the manifestation of a
man’s dreams. Last night, I had given him the very best
of my feminine force. Today, his own artistic dream
manifest. I had to guess that this was no coincidence.
What an interesting demonstration of the power of
purposeful lovemaking—beyond self-gratification,
beyond the physical gratification of a partner. I had
experienced the power of sexual connection the way
171

Love Above and Beyond

it was meant to be harnessed.
I would learn soon enough that astral sex,
sexual connection in the physical—it need not be one
or the other. But in order to reach that learning, I
would have to fall off the rails—I would have to get
stupid, one more time. Here’s how it went.
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PASSAGE 27



“I wanted to be with Daniel. I didn’t care about
anything or anybody else. And that’s when I got sick.”

The travel back and forth continued. I was
learning and growing and learning how to be love now,
rather than seeking love. I embraced my newfound
power. Knowledge. Wisdom. Divine Feminine. All on my
own, I began to examine what new life choices might be
open to me now. I decided without discussion with
Daniel or Edward that it was time for me to make some
decisions about my life, and more specifically, about my
geography. There was such a thing as free will, right? So
one morning, instead of channeling a poem from Daniel,
I subconsciously pushed it aside. I outlined what I
perceived as my three options. Then, for days, I thought
of little else.
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1.
Let our experience unfold. Daniel
and I would remain present, complete our
learning together, me on earth, him in the other
place, traveling back and forth. We would allow
it to become apparent when it was time to take
our separate roads again. At least for a while.
2.
I would leave my body behind
permanently in this life, sooner than later, and
join Daniel. That would entail dying, as others
would see it. Daniel and I would then walk the
rest of our journey in the endless. Wherever we
would go, we would go together.
3.
Daniel would choose to join me on
the earth plane as a way to continue his learning.
He would integrate his soul into a body here on
the earth plane. I had researched how feasible
this concept might be and discovered this was a
very real option. There are many names for it,
but the easiest for me to remember was a step in.
This can only be done with permission of both
souls for mutual benefit.
As I reviewed my list it was clear that I had no
control over option three. That was between Daniel and
a contract that would have been put in place long ago.
That left me with two options. To stay earthbound or
not. And somehow deep inside, I knew that my exit date
was probably already pre-ordained. Or was it?
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Ultimately, I scrapped the list. The only thing to
do was to allow. To savor each moment of this
spectacular period of life I was living. So outwardly, in
my conscious mind, I dedicated myself to the unfolding.
But that’s when I got, well—stupid. I chose to forget
everything I had learned—everything that this unique
experience had taught me. In that moment, I allowed my
subconscious to make a different choice. I wanted to go
home. I wanted to be with Daniel. I didn’t care about
anything or anybody else. And that’s when I got sick.
That’s when my body began to die. I went to bed that
night, relaxing into the spiritual process, not knowing
my body was making a different choice.
I woke later that night in excruciating pain. A
burning, primarily settled into my left side. I had a
history of some inflammation issues in the past but that
had been a few years before. I had reached a period of
wellness and high energy. Still, the pain was
overwhelming and I couldn’t imagine what the source
might be.
I wondered whether I was somehow trying to
block my ability to travel. I lay face down in my bed,
holding my right hand to my left side—an attempt at
self-healing. And I felt another hand, with a stronger
pressure, press gently over mine. A cooling sensation
soothed the heat and the pain subsided. I slept. I woke
at 9:45 in the morning, grateful it was the weekend.
Grateful it didn’t hurt anymore.
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Still, the pain, always the same area, intensity
and nature came regularly and always at night. As a
result, my travel frequency diminished. I made no
attempt to take off most nights. I had learned early in
the process how important it was to be at our best
when we travel into other realms.
Night after night, the agony in my body
presented, sometimes for hours at a time. Often, as I lay
there, I thought of Daniel, and his own suffering as he
left his body behind. I thought of my beautiful friend, Liz
and the others I had known whose vehicle from this life
to the beyond, had been a painful one. I tried to find the
blessing in it.
While western medicine was never my healing
modality of choice, I sought a diagnosis. And whatever
that diagnosis might be, I felt a bit of sub-conscious
anticipation. Perhaps bad news would really be good
news for me and Daniel.
On December 16, 2010, I went to work. I could
barely stand. The pain had moved to my back. I tried to
make light of it. Since the pain had always appeared at
night, I was beginning to wonder if it was all my
imagination. But that day, my deteriorating condition
became very real. Not just to me but to my friends and
colleagues around me.

The diagnosis came from a urology referral.
Suspicious cells and a shadow in the kidney, likely to be
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a mass. The left kidney was blocked by then which was
the source of the pain. A day surgery procedure was
planned. What would they find?
Finally, my intentions—and my choice, made its
way into my conscious mind. In the days leading up to
the day of the procedure, I got my affairs in order, so to
speak. Legal paperwork. I wrote my obit. I wrote a letter
to my daughters. I wasn’t sure how much control I had
over this. But I knew that if the next few days presented
me with the opportunity to join Daniel, I would take it.
The night before the procedure, I felt well. The
pre-procedure meds were doing their job. So I traveled.
As I arrived, Edward and Daniel were both sitting by
the healing pool. I hesitated in the doorway. I was quiet
and they continued to talk together, as if I wasn’t even
there. I felt invisible. Perhaps I was. I listened.
“She’s being ridiculous.” Daniel addressed
Edward.

“She can be as ridiculous as she wants, Daniel.
Her coming here to be with you has never been an
option. It’s not in her contract. Not yet.”
“Shit.” That’s what I remember thinking. Sounds
like I won’t be going anywhere. I woke in my bed.
Before leaving for the hospital, I re-read the note I had
written to my daughters.
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To comfort them after my leaving this life. I took the
letter off the kitchen counter top and tossed it in a box.
They would find it. Someday.
The procedure went well. Angels packed the
hallways of the outpatient unit. There was a bit of
pushing and shoving as they all tried to fit. Who knew
angels could be prone to pushing and shoving?
There was no mass. Or it had gone. The blockage
which had created the pain was easily resolved. I healed
in a matter of days. The suspicious cells were no longer
suspicious. The pain has never returned.
At some level I was grateful—at another level, I
felt selfish, defeated and stuck.
I went for walks. Lots of walks. Fall was giving
way to winter. I bundled up except for flip-flops on my
feet. I felt more angry than sad, I think. The meltdown
was inevitable—I felt like a fraud—a liar. How long was
I supposed to live like this? I let the cold breeze numb
my thoughts and my feet. At home, I would melt down.
And then, I would travel again. I would talk to Daniel.
Maybe we could figure out what to do next.
We walked together that night—in his world.
Daniel told me that he had felt like Pinocchio most of
his life. Always wanting to become real and seeking a
woman or even an audience to help him make it
happen.
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“We all need to feel real, Cass. We just don’t
know what that’s supposed to look like. That’s what we
are both still struggling with.”
He cupped my chin in his fingers and tilted my
head to him.
“Can we just stick with it for a while longer? You
don’t have to but…”
Of course, I had to. So, the next day I let go of the
struggle. I would cease to chase what was real—what
was next for me. And as soon as I did, what was real
would find me.
Maiden Voyage
A maiden, she sails with me through the night.
She wanders beside me through deserts.
She finds me lost.
Quenches my thirst.
“May I stay lost with you,” she asks?
And the moment, we agree
To remain lost forever,
Together, we are found.
At morning’s light, I channel in his simple
expression. I hear Daniel’s voice in my head.
“That one needs work,” he says.
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“Sometimes it’s hard to remember how
I got myself into this.”

As I get back into the rhythm of my travel back
and forth, I remember. Sometimes it’s hard to
remember how I got myself into this. Here’s how it
went.
In prayer, I asked for a relationship. I asked for a
man to whom I am physically attracted, whether to the
world, he is physically attractive or not. I asked for
someone with whom I have an intense spiritual
connection and spiritual history. I asked for someone
who is busy with his own work, in some way
contributing to the greater good. I asked for a
relationship that when together, we will reveal more
light and healing in the world than either of us could on
our own. I asked for a connection with a man that by its
very existence, will enhance all other work and other
relationships. I asked for a relationship that will give us
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both more energy to share with the world. I asked for a
man who is busy making the world a better place.
I asked for a man with a strong male essence
who is willing to make sex a monogamous adventure,
building a connection of spirit—a lover who will
explore together with me astral sex and Tantra. We will
teach one another and learn from one another. His spirit
is gentle and kind yet decisive and strong. And he will
let me love him, so that I can share freely all the
feminine treasures I have to offer.
At the time, just weeks before Daniel appeared in
my life, I asked for all of this, deciding it was all that I
wanted and not too much to ask. And now I could see—
my requests had been completely granted. What I didn’t
specify is that this gentle man should still be in body,
walking the face of the earth. He should be strong and
well—and not dead.
It was beginning to wear on me, and often I
would forget that Daniel and me couldn’t try this great
new restaurant together, or do Paris together. I had met
with a psychic intuitive around the same time that I
made my soul mate request list. She told me I would
attract a mate who was everything I could ever dream
of, but it would not be a connection others would find
socially acceptable. She also said we would be traveling
together. Great distances.

182

Sandra Alexander

As 2011 took form, me, myself, and I agreed. My
dream had come true. There was nothing missing—
there never is. And maybe someday, I might wish for
another earthly love. But in that moment, I knew I was
very close to putting acceptance into action. Receiving
the gifts I was receiving with an open heart. I would
simply stand beside Daniel and be love. Seeking love
was no longer a remote consideration. Relaxing into the
new life I had been given was the only way now. And I
got very, very good at that. And the results were
magnificent.
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“Your very relationship holds a portal open
for others to find.”

“Your very relationship holds a portal open for
others to find. That tiny opening that you and Daniel
each crawl through to reach the other also creates a
space for others to find their way back and forth—to
forge the ultimate spiritual growth.”
We were sitting with Edward that night in a
different way. No agenda. Not needing to know. And it
seemed that Daniel’s agonizing had calmed in unison
with mine. We were both in the place of acceptance
now. And once we heard Edward explain the power of
what we were creating together, we were
dumbfounded. We didn’t have to respond as our faces
told the story.
Edward added,
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“Once enough soul connections like yours are
forged from the earth plane through to the next plane,
creating these open portals of passage, then the entire
world on earth will feel the shift happening, and in a big
way. The light force coming through those openings is
becoming more and more palpable by all. But those who
have developed an affinity to the light and this higher
vibration will ascend to their own new level of
awareness.
Others who have lesser affinity to these higher
energies, or sadly, an aversion to it, will become more
and more uncomfortable in their own skin over time.
Those with affinity will clash energies with those
without. This energy of conflict is already arising to
some extent. But the good news is that those who have
the courage, can make it their business to gently guide
others to a higher level, bit by bit. You both already
know how to do this, with your music, art, writing and
interactions. Your experience here together will take
your abilities to a new level, if you choose.”
Daniel and I parted with a renewed sense of
responsibility that night, not only to one another but to
the greater good. There would be no more regret—no
more wanting things to be different. We had learned
that every love connection, romantic, friendship, etc.
provided the potential for opening a portal of light and
love between worlds. Within every family, relationship,
life we live and career we choose, the human mission
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remains the same—creating the energy of love and light
within the framework we are given.

Place
A lifetime in body just looking for home
With a distorted and false sense of place.
Now leaving my body
My teacher is me.
The two of us stand face to face.
All of the choices are mine now.
No more excuses to make.
Our hearts choose to mingle starlight.
And still, there is no time to waste.
We stand in the magic of fate.
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“And at that moment I also knew, that his
memory was already fading into what we call the
past.”
I opened my eyes, feeling wide awake, peaceful
but restless. And a little hungry. I slipped on my pink
silk robe, got up and felt the need to be outside. I went
to the balcony and spent some time with that starlight
from Daniel’s latest poem. It was stuffy in the
apartment, odd for a chilly season in New Mexico, so I
turned on the AC anyway. I made toast and spent some
time at the window while it cooked, noticing things
about the trees outside my door that I had never
noticed before. I lavished butter onto the crusty bread,
perhaps a little too generously, all the while watching
the reflection of the tress outside dancing in the face of
the clock on the mantle, chiming three times.
I devoured the first piece of the toast, dripping
butter. By this time, Carma was awake with me, joining
in the unusual change of routine. I popped in a
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second slice of the sour dough bread, this time with the
intention of sharing most of it with her. She was patient
and waited to be invited. I sat on the floor in front of the
fireplace, still a partially consumed log there, left over
from December. Making my way to the fridge, I drank a
few sips of orange juice right out of the bottle and called
Carma back to the bedroom. She sat there looking
confused until I told her the word she understood,
night-night. She crawled under the bed and settled in. I
left the AC on. I needed to feel the cool air blowing on
my face.
I smiled and slept. I woke for an instant, feeling
Daniel beside me, holding me, kissing the back of my
neck, moving his lips slowly down to the small of my
back. And at that moment, I knew that every night for
the rest of my life, I would remember him, holding me
like that. And at that moment, I also knew that his
memory was already fading into what we call the past.
When I woke, he was gone. The AC had been turned off.
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“We stood at a deep, infinite drop off.
“The Edge,” he said.”

I walked Carma early the next evening, before
readying myself for travel. The colors and feel of an
early spring appeared different to me now. I reflected
on Daniel’s visit to me the night before. Something new.
As I walked the sidewalk, the grassy berms along the
way reminded me of the green-yellow crayon that only
came in the big 64 crayon variety box, with built in
sharpener. I walk Carma on her leash. She mirrors my
pace, so the walk is meditative and comfortable. The
sound of clinking dishes from the balconies above. A
dad playing ball with his daughter.
An old man watching TV amidst the smell of
microwave dinners. Two ladies smoking cigarettes on a
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patio—talking girl talk as the word testosterone rises to
the top of the conversation with giggles to follow—all
while I’m Already Gone—a pop tune plays in the
background. A pack of storm clouds, sitting just atop the
sunset, but the sun wins out.
I smile the whole way, taking in all that ordinary
life has to offer. I am so grateful.
At home, I sat in meditation for the first time in
months. The astral travel seemed to replace meditation
for me, for a while, but it shouldn’t have. These are two
very different states of being and serve two very
different purposes. Meditation grounds me—helps me
pull down and manifest the wisdom I gather through
my astral travel. In travel, I am in a different dimension.
Over the next many years, it will be a continuing
challenge for me to be all in body or all in spirit at any
given time. For many of us, being part here and part
there is a senseless pursuit. The state of being in both
worlds at once can prevent us from manifesting life as it
was meant to be lived.
I started my renewed grounding meditation with
ten minutes each evening. As I sat, I went deep quickly.
Carma sat at the door to my meditation space, in her
pout pose, knowing the room was off limits to her.
I tried to travel on Saturday night, just after 8:30.
It took several attempts and once, after I arrived in the
other place, I just curled up in the grass and fell asleep.
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Daniel was patient. He explained that the next
experience would be monumental, that my body and
soul were both pushing back against what was ahead.

“Take your time, my precious luv. Be sure you’re
ready.”

That was the first time I could remember him
using an endearment with me.
Finally, as traffic sounds began to die down on
the street outside my apartment building, I felt able to
go. I traveled, completely naked, no makeup, no
adornments this time and more than just a little
frightened. I instinctively knew that once again, on this
night, I could not encumber myself. Nothing from the
earthly world belonged.
I encountered Edward first, waiting at the foot of
the cement stairway. He told me that Daniel was waiting
for me at the Edge and directed me down a wooded
pathway.
A bright, bluish light guided my path and I could
see what was coming into view. Daniel met me. He said
that there was just a short way to go. He appeared as an
astral image. Also unclothed. He took my hand and
searched my face, taking time and care. It was as if he
tried to look through me to see for himself whether I
was ready for another step. The moment went on and it
was like climbing the ladder to the high dive for the first
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time, then gazing at the water waiting—a very long
jump. But I felt prepared, even though, for what I was
prepared, I had no idea.
We walked on, Daniel seemingly satisfied,
dropping his concern. When we cleared the brush, a
new and expansive world opened up in front of us. We
stood at a deep, infinite drop off.
“The Edge,” he said.
The entire universe was suspended there. Daniel
held me close and guided me as we carefully sat on the
ground, feet dangling into the endless space beyond.
“The Edge. Nexus. The Reach. Everyone seems to
give it a different name.”
For me, it was as intimidating as it was
magnificent. The space beyond what I had known as
above and beyond.
“Cass, there is another level to love—to
connection. This is a paradise, a treasure few ever find
while still maintaining a connection to the physical
world. Here we sit—together in our astral bodies. My
physical body, ashes on the earth below—yours
tenuously, lies unknowing in your bed at home.
Tonight, if you feel ready, we can leave our astral
bodies behind, too, sitting here on the edge of all that is.
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Only our essence, the purity of our souls will then take
the plunge, over the Edge. We can dance together there
—amidst the stars and beyond.”
Surprisingly, I felt no hesitation at all. I didn’t ask
what might happen after that. I felt that rush of energy
climb to my throat, bringing anticipation. That same
feeling as before, anticipating either overwhelming joy
or overwhelming anxiety. Yet, I knew quite certainly
that no feeling would hold me back. Daniel didn’t ask
me for an answer. He simply went first.
I watched with fascination and deep admiration
as Daniel’s beautiful essence left his astral body, a clear
white aura with just a bit of yellow and a touch of
brilliant green. His energetic light drifted over the edge,
hovering. There was no hand outstretched—only the
energy of beckoning.
I watched from where I sat as my own essence,
pure lavender with a swirl of white, floated past my
own astral image and out past the edge, making its way
parallel to the colors of Daniel. There was no effort.
There was no willing this to happen. It was as if the
agreement for what was happening now had been
written and signed long, long ago.
Somewhere amidst unspoken thought, I felt
Daniel ask me if I was ready. And there was another
voice. From far away…
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“Are you sure?”
But in that moment, thoughts did not travel
backward or forward. We had become thought. And we
were becoming love.
Yes. Yes. Yes. I was ready. For what I did not
know. But the energy of yes resonated through the
essence of us both.
A sparkling dust began to shower down on the
sparkling colors that were Daniel—and me. As the dust
fell, like the first gentle snow that ever touched the
earth, our spirit energies became cleansed. Slowly, with
clear and deliberate intention, I watched from my
astral body, sitting there on the edge, as our individual
colors merged with force, forming a vibrant ball of pure
bright white.
Suddenly, I was acutely aware that our astral
bodies were gone as was my birds-eye-view of the
experience. Instead, I was in it. Over the edge. In the
Nexus. We had both become one with a sparkle in the
universe. There was no way to distinguish us anymore
—we were not two. His spirit and mine had merged.
Only one bright essence remained.
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I don't recall traveling back home. I woke with
tears running down my face. I pulled my energy in and
grounded myself. There was a stronger, more intense
energy pull this time. In one sense, I was relieved that
my body still existed. But in a more profound way, I was
devastated. I had reached that place in time and space
we can only imagine. One with the universe. One with
the essence of another soul. I had experienced the
intensity of union that only a blessed few would ever
encounter while in physical body. I felt different, a more
intense pulling between the physical and metaphysical.
The pull would never subside. Had this been a cosmic
marriage? If so, what did that mean? Was Daniel now
part of me and me a part of him? Would we ever see
one another in the astral plane again? I thought my
head might blow off for the sheer pressure of thinking
—so I had to stop. No matter what, I knew one thing for
certain. Life as I knew it would never, ever be the same
again.
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“They tell me I’ve done well, Cassie. I am under
consideration for what is next for me.”

I went straight to Edward that night, finding him,
as always, sitting by the healing pool. Edward explained
what he could.
“Even those of us who have attained a certain
level of wisdom are not privy to all. I can tell you this.
Cruelty is not part of this path for you and Daniel. Your
learning is done, but now how you formulate a
continued connection is based in free will for both of
you. You must continue to travel—to seek the highest
level of guidance. And you and Daniel will decide
together as any two souls do what is best for you
together—and separately.”
That’s when I told Edward that I wanted the best
for Daniel. I said, right out loud, that I would let him go
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if that’s what was best for him. Edward didn’t respond.
He simply dismissed me in his usual affectionate way.
I went for an astral walk, at first choosing no
particular direction. I felt alone and yet as if I could
never, ever consider myself alone, all at the same time. I
stood in the middle of nowhere. I began to run, deeper
into the woods toward where Daniel and I had camped
and played with stars. I was frantic now, stumbling on
gravel and stone, scraping myself on low hanging tree
branches. The whole place felt unfriendly now. I tripped
and ended up on my knees in the dirt.
What did I do? Why did I say I could let Daniel
go? I said it out loud. Why didn’t I just tell him that I
would never let him go? Why didn’t I beg? Don’t leave
me. Please don’t leave me.
So I said the words right there, out loud from
that place on my knees. It was a deep and guttural,
soundless cry from a place in the heart that makes you
want to die—like it will never stop killing you.
At that moment, I was so inside myself that it
took a while for me to feel the arms wrapped around
me. We sat there on the ground until I settled into calm.
“Make up your mind, girl!”
He was smiling and teasing me.
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No one ever had ever needed him that way
before, he told me later, or desired him that intensely—
not that he knew of, anyway. Not that was ever
expressed. Not even me when we were together in
another lifetime. To be desired and needed that way
was all he ever wanted and what he had been looking
for all this life. But he had never known how to get it.
Now he said how ridiculous he felt to have to die in
order to be loved that way.
“You can’t run me off, you know.” He made sure I
believed him. “I’ll keep coming back like that bad penny
they talk about no matter what you do, Cassie. No
matter what.”
Even in writing this, it’s hard to believe that such
a deeply poetic man indulged in so many clichés. But he
did. It was odd that day, how difficult it was for me to
speak my truth out loud, begging Daniel to stay. But
once I did, and then when he showed up, one more
time, I was able to begin letting go. In other romantic
relationships, and with Daniel in another life, I had
hardened myself—pretended to be stronger than I
really was—setting aside the humanness in the woman
that I was. I had made a leap that day. Now Daniel could
lead us to the next step.
“We are headed for separate paths, Cass. We
both know that. I have work, and you do, too. A book
will come of this. We are meant to bring that forth
together. But we are on our way to more time apart.
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And you, my precious love, are on your way to
manifesting all that you know about real love—with
someone in the physical world—whenever you’re
ready. And you can be ready anytime you choose.”
We both held on tight, sitting there on the
ground, settling into the truth of it.
“Let’s walk,” Daniel said, helping me to my feet
and dusting me off. It was feeling like spring back in my
earthly home but it was fall here—at least for tonight—
my favorite season. The smell of acorns and wet leaves.
Misty rain. The wet scent gave me a heady feeling as we
walked along a muddy path, covered with colorful
leaves.
A small, rustic cabin in the clearing ahead, its
front door slightly ajar. Fragrant hot chocolate. Daniel
guided me in and went to pour us both some of the hot
chocolate drink. Mugs. I curled up on the comfy sofa
next to the warming fire, already burning in the stove. I
was cold, he could see, and wrapped a quilt around my
shoulders and settled in beside me. Daniel came into
focus for me now.
“They tell me I’ve done well, Cassie. I am under
consideration for what is next for me. “
I shook my head, knowing this to be true, and
having expected this time to come.
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“But I don’t think I can leave you, Cassie. Not
after just finding you again.”
So much had happened. We had learned so
much, but in earth time, it had only been a few months.

"I have to decide when, and then be strong
enough to move forward.”

Daniel began to outline the actual choices that
had been placed before him—options he had earned.
“There is a next level, the next wrung on the
ladder so to speak. A level where astral bodies are left
behind, just like the physical body is abandoned when
we come here from our earth life. From that higher
level, I can go back and forth from there to this level, but
will no longer be capable of manifesting on the earth
plane. It would take way too much energy—too drastic
a shift in vibration, if I understand it right. From there, I
would be a teacher, like Edward, for those who can
reach this level, either physically through travel like you
can, or with their thought consciousness. I will be able
to continue channeling poetry and songs to those open
and willing. I still have so much I never wrote down in
life, Cass. I would live on that new level—that energetic
space.
I have no concept at all of the learning that must
be available on that level. My elevation would mean that
you and I could still connect, but just briefly, like you
and Edward.
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Of course, there will also be those sparks of my soul that
remain within you. That will never change.

I can choose to remain right here where I am but,
Cassie, I’ve already ruled that out. Way too stagnant a
choice for me. Others have enjoyed this place into
infinity and still maintain an incredible influence on the
soul’s collective evolution. Also, I’ve had to think about
that step in thing you’ve been learning so much about—
you know, find some open, seemingly isolated soul in an
earthly body who has been crying out for a new way to
live. I could integrate with one of them fully and live out
life again, as an adult man, with my new perspective. I’d
get the chance to experience life again through the five
senses. I would retain my learning from this place and
all the wisdom I have gained here. I might even be able
to find you again so we could live and love together. But
I wouldn’t remember you or any of this, not consciously.
And you might not recognize me.”
Daniel finally stopped talking. Normally, I loved
to listen to him as he processed out loud, trying to make
sense of things. But this time, listening to the choices
before him were making my head want to explode. I felt
grateful that the choice was his. He didn’t ask my input
or opinion. I offered none. By this time, I loved this
beautiful soul that I called Daniel in every way that was
real and true. There would be no manipulation. There
would be no coercion. There would not be the slightest
hint of influence from me. He had teachers at a much
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greater level and they would help him decide. And I
would accept his decision.
I realized in that moment something very crucial
in my own evolution. I would have my decisions to
make, too. Should Daniel choose to return in human
form as an adult, that didn’t mean that I would find him
or choose him as my life partner on earth if I did find
him. That choice may or may not be best for me and my
own ultimate life’s purpose.
After talking, Daniel playfully asked permission
to enter me with his energy. He did and we exploded
together like a star in the galaxy. A supernova they call
it, when a star explodes so completely that it produces
a clean death of that star and there is no remaining sign
of it—no indication of its prior existence remains.
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Real
I walk yet you hear not a footstep.
No imprint that waits in the sand.
I cry yet you hear not a whimper.
This being, no longer a man.
I once made a mark on the earth plane.
Chased madly the thunderous applause.
Only now that my ashes are scattered.
I’m not the effect, but the cause.
New power comes hard and with effort.
With a wisp of a thought, I can heal.
Though few now on this plane see me.
It’s the first time my purpose is real.
What a relief to finally get real!
Through death we find out what’s real.
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“Had it all been just a dream? Is any of it real? The
more time that passed, the more I needed some sort
of proof. Some sort of sign.”

After that night, my focus began to shift, too, as
Daniel’s had. For me, it was the transition from what
will happen next to what will I choose next for my own
life? How will I integrate all that I have discovered in
the past months to create value in my life and in the
lives of others? The obvious answer may have been to
write this book. But I would not find the courage to
breathe life into the copious notes I had taken during
my astral experience and turn it into something
coherent for years to come.
My travel waned in frequency.
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My contact with Daniel was minimal. At least for
right then, our work together had become more internal
than external. I had been but one earthly channel for
Daniel. He would find others. And I had already begun
to open myself to the truest kind of love in the physical
world. Daniel had shown me how. My connection with
Daniel began to feel similar to the connections I have
had with other loved ones who have passed. I feel them
at times, call on them for guidance, hear a voice—feel a
touch. I continued to travel, but it was for guidance from
Edward. Daniel wasn’t there waiting anymore. And I
never asked Edward if Daniel had made his choice.
As the nature of my experience began to change,
doubt moved in.
“Had it all been just a dream? Is any of it real?"
The more time that passed, the more I needed some
sort of proof. Some sort of sign.
Spring had moved into the desert southwest. I
took a long drive one day through southern rural New
Mexico. Rocks like cathedrals, a painted cloudless sky
and grasses wisping in the slightest breeze, green with
purple tips. For days after my time in the cabin with
Daniel, knowing his decision was imminent, I felt a
scream welling up in me—energy begging release? Pain
and loss? All of it? So when I hit a long stretch of
straight road, driving fast through a rocky canyon, I
rolled down all four car windows. The only sound in the
desert that day was the pounding of the air coming
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through the car against my head. Then,
the screaming began.
“Show me. Show me. Dammit. Show me!”
The words stopped and the guttural scream
began. The female wolf? For the lost mate? A spiritual
tantrum?
Just as abruptly as it had begun, the screaming
stopped. It was as if I had been silenced by some outside
force. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of
an eagle. I visually tracked it as he came ever closer to
my car. He flew parallel with me for a while and then
soared and danced and played, staying well in front of
my moving vehicle but close enough to make it clear
that his dance was just for me.

Then, a scent—through my open window.
Glorious. A fragrance not of this dimension. I wondered
if it might be some exotic grass or flower, but the
essence stayed with me. I rolled up my windows and
still—it was there. All the way to my destination. That
scent remained and then followed me half-way home.
I went to bed early that night in spite of the fact
that the days were growing longer. I curled into a little
ball and let the sobs take me over. I did leave my body,
but not to travel. Instead, I was the observer from my
own bedroom doorway. I watched myself suffer.
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Then, I caught Daniel's image moving through
me and past me. Help and comfort comes looking for us,
all the time, yet so often we can’t hear or see or feel that
comfort through all the noise that our own pain creates
inside our heads.
Then, Daniel’s astral body, on his knees, beside
my bed. His image carried with it a beautiful white
feather. I watched it all from my bedroom door. I
watched as Daniel just stayed near as I fell into an
exhausted sleep.
When I woke he was gone. As I left the
apartment that day, something caught my attention,
lying in the grass. The feather. The same beautiful,
perfect white feather that Daniel had carried with him
the night before. From that point on, I would find
feathers in the most unlikely places—in shopping carts
at the grocery store, arbitrarily floating in the air then
landing in the palm of my hand. In the months to come,
and even now, feathers would show me the way—
reminding me of all that I have learned. Reminding me
of what is real.
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“When I let go of what I am, I become what I might
be.”
Lao Tzu

Sandra Alexander

P ASSAGE 3 4



“Mountains to the Sea”

I woke the next day, just knowing. It was time for
me to build something new since for the past many
months, I had torn down everything that I had ever
known—all that was familiar. I would grieve, heal,
cleanse and find a new level of vitality. I would
construct a new life.
I sold everything save for a few trinkets that
held sentimental value, and a bit of adequate clothing
for warmer climates. I kept only what would fit into my
compact 2008 Volkswagen Rabbit Hatchback, said
goodbye to my children and early on a Sunday morning
in mid-April, 2011, I drove away from the desert
southwest, heading east toward the ocean.
I felt alone, knowing that I would never, ever be
alone again. Even so, it was deeply painful.
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I drove as far east as I could, from mountains to
the sea, and set up a humble third floor apartment
space for me and Carma. Just a short stroll to the beach
and walking distance to the health food store. Aventura,
Florida. Just north of Miami. A quiet community where I
could swim, and work and hide. Where I could sit by the
bay and watch the yachts dock and launch. My screened
balcony faced east and the moon was often the only
companion that I could count on or wanted as I sat quiet
and alone for hours. I still channeled Daniel’s poetry but
only on rare occasions. I still heard his voice from time
to time. But I rarely traveled. It was time to shift from
being part here and part there to living my divinely
inspired purposeful, meaningful life.
Traveling from the mountains to the sea had
been my first step. I felt relief. I felt sadness. I felt an
ending coming that would be mercifully cloaked in a
new beginning. Another poem or two, but I was unsure
whether the words were his or mine? Somehow, it no
longer mattered.
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Making Sense
Weary as I am now ,
Frightened as I may be,
I soldier on and struggle
As the me I was meant to be.
My body will consciously leave me
A powder just thrown to the reach.
My soul must find a way now
To explain the years in between.
Galaxies spinning, worlds of unknown,
Joy overtakes the despair.
From the ways of the earth, I am finally
free
To express who I truly can be.
So I’ll sing to my lovers forgotten and past
While I hold close the spirit in me.
A new family of friends
We make our amends
Earning our tickets to paradise fair What
a feeling, we’re already there.
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DECEMBER 2012
“Don’t grieve. Anything you lose comes round in
another form.”
Rumi
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“Let the Moon Say Good-bye”

I woke around 4am, but stayed in bed. It was
December 16, 2012. It had been a long time since I felt
Daniel come to me, but I recognized his voice and his
energy that morning.
“Cass, I have to go. I am taking the next step. I
know you’ll be ok.”
How could he say that? My friend Liz, who had
passed years ago now. She had said it, too. You’ll be ok.
So just as I had with Liz, for the first time, I lied to him.
“Yes, Daniel. I’ll be ok.”
Daniel didn’t explain what he had decided—
where he was going. Whether he might ever make
another appearance on earth, and in what form his next
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learning would come. I never asked. That was not for
me to know.
He lay with me a while. We shared our words of
love, endearment and gratitude. Then, just before 6am,
I felt him drifting away. Just a whisper now...
“See ya.”
I fell back to sleep and it wasn’t til I woke with
the sun shining in my eyes, that I whispered my
response.
“See ya.”
I would whisper those words to him over and
over that day, trying to believe it was true. That we
might, in body, someday see one another again.

It took two and a half years of living and healing
by the sea—before I could carry a satchel filled with
perfectly formed feathers—my ongoing collection of
divine Daniel messages—to the ocean. Deep within the
satchel, too, I carried the depths of my emotion and the
sparkling hints of my past with Daniel.
Setting out a large towel on the beach at the
water’s edge, I dropped my cover up shirt, put the
colorful cloth satchel over my shoulder and walked out
into the waves, toward the horizon. It was early
morning and the colors of the sunrise still stained the
sky’s canvas.
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The sea was calm and the waves were small—gentle, so
I was able to walk out quite a distance from shore. Still,
the undercurrent inside of me was strong.
With certainty and determination, I pulled
feathers by the fistful from the satchel, grabbing hold of
all the softness and the emotion attached to them. I
tossed the feathers, dozens of them, perfectly formed,
most of them pure white, along with my dreams—to the
sea.
The tide was moving out. I stood, tears adding
salt to salt, and I saw so clearly how this ocean
represented all the pain of the world—my few tears
negligible in relation to the magnitude of pain and loss
remaining there. I couldn’t turn away until the last
feather had completely disappeared from my view. As it
did, by body involuntarily lunged into the water,
swimming wildly toward it, chasing it, as if by retrieving
that last feather, I could take back all the goodbyes, all
the loss, all the dreams, washed away. But the tide was
moving faster than me, and I gave up the chase.

I wiped my hand over my face, drying off the
tears and the sea. Then, I turned away from the horizon
and swam back to shore, gathered my belongings,
wearing the wet, empty satchel. It was holding space for
new dreams now. And I walked away.
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Let the Moon Say Good-bye
I sent you fire and prayers my love.
The moon my messenger friend.
She captured words I could not say
Through miles; from now; from then.
You looked up and gazed beyond
My desire to be just for you.
You loved me through my pass from life,
Through what I could not do.
‘Til now I just held on obsessed
By fear to let you go.
I could never speak the words of truth.
Yet deeply we both know.
The moon would fade away unseen
Were it not for the sun’s pure light
So let the sun illuminate
The words I say tonight.
Look today at the moon my sweet.
Close your eyes and hear.
This is as far as I can go
Beyond my worldly fear.
O’er the sea in morning sky
She’ll pour my words your way.
She whispers my gentle last good-bye
Then slowly hides away.
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THESE DAYS...
“I came to the ocean in expectation of healing; the
breakers wash over my soul and wash away the
worry and heartache. I feel renewed and ready to
face the future.”
RGH
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“And I have never forgotten and nor should we ever
forget. We are never alone.”

The healing, the cleansing, the letting go was
done. Another exodus. October 2013. I would head
west. I was going back to Colorado—always heaven on
earth to me. I called my children.
“I’m coming home.”
At the time, I was working on the University of
Miami Hospital campus. It was my last day of work
before my move and so I celebrated by enjoying my
favorite lunch time routine just once more. I got soup
and a muffin to go from my favorite campus café and
took my usual place on a bench outside of the hospital.
October in Florida was glorious and the sun on my back
felt just right. A slight breeze rustled a nearby palm and
drew my attention to a figure—out of place.
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A tall man, light brown skin with red hair, tight curls. He
wore a wrinkled white T-shirt and dark green sweat
pants. Under his arm, a plastic, hospital issued bag with
some additional clothing items inside, not sure what
else. He had no shoes. He wore only socks—those
hospital type, light blue footies with grippers on the
bottom.
I immediately felt something was wrong with the
picture. But the man was walking past doctors, nurses
and other hospital personnel and none of them seemed
concerned, or even seemed to notice. I finished my
soup, fresh vegetable, as the man walked out of sight.
Across campus was my favorite place for dessert,
in front of the Cancer Treatment Center, on a bench
under a magnificent cypress tree. As I sat there,
finishing off my warm corn muffin, I noticed the same
man walking across the adjoining parking lot in the
opposite direction from where he had been heading
before. There seemed no question to me now—he must
be lost. I approached him to see if I might help.
“Well, I just left the University of Miami Mental
Health and they told me to go to Jackson Mental Health
across the street but I can’t find it and my feet hurt from
walking in these.” He looked down at his stocking feet.
“Well, how about we go inside and talk to
security here at the Cancer Center? Maybe they can
direct you or give you a ride.”
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He smiled and began to follow me. He said his
name was Joshua.
Then he stopped.
I turned around to see why he wasn’t following
me anymore.
“I can sing, too, ya know!”
That’s what he said to me, looking me straight in
the eye with conviction. Now, I might have looked at
this whole situation a bit differently if he had placed his
emphasis on the sing.
I can sing, too, ya know would have made some
sense in context.
But I can sing, too, ya know—that sounded like
he was comparing himself to someone else I knew. A
chill of energy moved through me, unsure of what was
happening exactly. It was like I was watching some
unfolding mystery in a movie—glued to my chair.
“What do you want to hear?” he wanted to know.
“What would you like to sing?” my response.
And so it began. There we were, standing
together, face to face, in the middle of a parking lot, busy
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with people and traffic. He took my hands in his. Both of
them. And began to sing. And he was really good. A deep
resonant Lou Rawls kinda voice.
“Betcha my golly wow. You’re the one that I’ve
been waiting for forever…”
He sang. I cried.
“I can see this touches you,” he observed as he
moved into the next song—Frank Sinatra’s My Way.
“And now the end is near and so I face the final
curtain…”
The funny thing was, I was not alarmed. I was
not uncomfortable. The rest of the world disappeared
and I just let him sing. I let him move me beyond tears.
And when he was finished…he disappeared. Not
physically. But he became catatonic—unresponsive.
No one in the Cancer Center would help. So I
kept one of his hands in mine and guided him along the
walkway that led across the street to Jackson Mental
Health. Once inside the lobby, Joshua let go of my hand
and took a seat among the others waiting.
I was still pretty emotional as I approached the
receptionist. Suddenly, I wasn’t at all sure that she
would see him, too. I pointed him out.
“Uhhh…excuse me. Do you see that gentleman
over there with the red hair?”
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She responded. "Yes…”
“Oh, good.”

That was a relief. At first. But then, not really.
Joshua was real. He had clearly been a messenger for
me. Now he was in pain. He needed help.
I explained to the receptionist how Joshua had
been wandering the medical campus for over an hour in
his stocking feet and nobody seemed to notice. She was
a very sweet woman and promised me she would look
after him.
I was late getting back from my lunch break. I
have always been hesitant to place meaning or
interpret my moments with Joshua. But this is just one
of the many magical, angelic moments of connection
that have come along since my good-bye with Daniel.
Momentary but significant visits—a stranger in an
airport literally dancing through security calling for my
attention saying,
“Look, I made it!”
Then there was a new found friend at a farmer’s
market, a piano music composer who made the
mythological character Icarus his hero, a holistic healer,
a writer. Each in his own way brought a magnetic
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moment into my life, showing me what I recognized as
sparks of Daniel, passing through for just moments, just
like Joshua—just for me. For a while—but not for long
—I was looking for Daniel in everyone I would meet.
But that practice just watered down the wonderful
experience of each connection. Always leaving me just a
bit more healed, building my desire to love and be loved
again, leaving me a bit more open and a bit more ready.
Always reminding me that the veil between worlds is
very thin. And I have never forgotten and nor should
we ever forget. We are never alone.
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“…magic, ecstasy, and miracles happen only when we
completely let go of our preconceived endings.”

If this were a fiction piece, I would have the
luxury to provide you, the reader, with a fabricated, well
thought out, fantastic ending. But this is not fiction. As a
matter of fact, there is no deviation from the truth in
how I have presented this story. I am a non-fiction
purest in that regard. A stickler. Consequently, there has
been no embellishment upon the actual experiences
that Daniel and I enjoyed together. So if you, the reader,
could plug in your own ending here, how would you like
the story to end? Would I be walking the dog, encounter
a handsome stranger who looked remarkably like
Daniel? Would he strike up a conversation? Would his
sparkling green eyes invite me to look directly into his
soul?

225

Love Above and Beyond

Would I know in an instant that he had finally
come back for me? How romantic. And how completely
off point.
When this story makes the big screen, how
would an Academy Award winning astral romance leave
us feeling, as we walk out of the theater, past the
popcorn and glass encased boxes of assorted candy—
filing past the incoming movie goers? Satisfy yourself
now with whatever ending you’d like this to play out in
your own mind. Then, read on—for the true ending—
which is not ending at all really and embrace what I
have learned—that a life lived in fantasy is no life at all.
But know that magic, ecstasy, and miracles happen only
when we completely let go of our preconceived endings
—letting our own story unfold, offers so much more
than anything we could possibly imagine.
It is said that we create our own reality. And in
many ways, I have learned that this is true. But it is also
true that we must take great care in our creation—not
to think small—and to take great care, too, to take the
soul evolution of others into consideration. The great
exercise of a lifetime for me has been constructing the
perfect dance between creating and allowing. In every
magnificent moment, within every self-creation, exists
co-creation and many delightful, unexpected surprises.
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I asked Daniel how he would have me end our story.
This is his ending. This is my new beginning. Perhaps
you might embrace this moment
as a new beginning, too.

The treasures we garner from our journey to the other
side, whether it be after we leave our earthly body or
while embarking on astral travels, bear astounding gifts. I
hope you have unearthed your own unique treasures from
our story. Take them with you and share them
abundantly, for why else would you have made such
discoveries than to uplift others?

My own soul can now own and gracefully respond to the
following profound truths:

Death, as we think we know it, is a myth.
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We go on.
When we leave our earthly body behind, we take

nothing with us but who we have become. Becoming is
worth the effort.

Even from beyond this life, we will continue to crave

what we did not take the time to savor when given the
chance.

Love comes first. From the first hello human to human or
human to all life forms, it is our calling first and foremost,
to love. It is unwise and unjust to wait, withhold, and take
time to assess and decide whether another is worthy of
our love and care. We must first love and care, and allow
destiny to show us the rest. We must open our hearts first,
ask questions later.

The gift of melding the divine feminine and masculine

together is given to us so that the two not become one,
but the two become exponentially more and infinite.

Love means holding the energy of happiness, nurturance,
gentleness, kindness and healing in such a way that it
overflows onto all things. It’s that simple. And it is not easy
to accomplish. It requires supernatural patience and
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spiritual endurance, pushing against what is easy,
convenient and natural.


As we close for now, my deepest desire for you, dear
people, is that through this writing, you were as
enchanted by this experience as we were, as we
experienced it all directly. And I hope that you have come
away ready to walk in the world and in love in a whole
new way.
And I have a question for you…
As you were reading, did you find yourself letting your
mind wander, backward or forward? Or were you present
with us for each and every word, lesson, touch and
feeling? If not, why not start again? Begin at the
beginning and experience it all with us once again as if
you had never read this book before. And this time, my
dear people, SAVOR. I offer you my love and blessing.
May we someday meet again.
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DAYS TO COME…
“Seek patience and passion in equal amounts.
Patience alone will not build the Temple. Passion
alone will destroy its walls.”
Maya Angelou
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AFTERWARD


“The butterfly rose further into my throat.
He walked in. He had a nice smile.”

It was my second coffee date in one week. I
dressed in white to fit my mood. White slacks, an offwhite silk camisole and a flowing, white, lace edged
jacket. Champagne colored heels. I had taken time,
applying make-up, light, natural and lipstick that
matched the color of my lips perfectly. It was way past
my hair coloring schedule, but I let it be. Patches of gray
framed my face. I used a bit of natural concealer under
my eyes. In spite of a healthy diet and regular use of a
moisturizer—a brand more pricey than I care to admit
—my age showed through. I tried not to care. And in
my heart, I knew that once the right one showed up, he
wouldn’t even notice. Not the clothes. Not the make-up.
Not the gray.
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I arrived before he did and hung out inside—just
one more coffee—or would I prefer tea this time?—in
just one more eclectic setting. I wandered around
inside. I knew him from a photograph. From inside the
place, feeling a little voyeuristic, I watched him arrive,
walking hurriedly—leaning forward a bit, as if he was
always running just a little bit late. I liked the way he
moved, deliberately, as if he knew where he was going.
A butterfly worked its way from my stomach to my
throat.
Funny, as I write this now I realize that Daniel
didn’t even come to mind. All I knew was this—I would
savor my warm drink, and I would open my heart and
ask questions later. All pressing thoughts of the day or
of tomorrow had been set aside, leaving me free, open,
vulnerable and present. The butterfly rose further into
my throat. He walked in. He had a nice smile. He
recognized me and moved in my direction.
And behind him, a wall of windows. Just a few
moments ago, the sun had shone through, creating
prisms of color inside. But now, all at once, the sun
pulled back behind a gathering of clouds, and on that
beautiful Colorado day, quite suddenly, it looked like it
might snow.
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