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Parenting and Feeling Healing
My healing Experiences

Book IV



Samantha McCabe

A little bit about my Spiritual History

Where do | start? | suppose it all began with a very keen interest in Tarot. |
bought my first deck when | was younger and really enjoyed the cards and felt an
instant connection with them and my creativity flowed as my relationship with the
cards grew. | began to do readings for people and then | was employed by a
telephone Tarot line to do readings as a full time job, but it felt so awful to me and
| dreaded the phone ringing. It just wasn’t me to work in this way so it didn’t last
very long and | gave it up.

| got into witchcraft and really loved it. | also explored all types of ‘MIND’ led
spirituality including Shamanism which led me to an induction into the Munay Ki
initiations. The Munay-Ki isn’t very well known so here is a little about it. The
Munay Ki is a series of nine Empowerment rites based on the initiatory practices
of the Q'ero shamans of Peru, as taught by anthropologist Alberto Villoldo.
"Munay" in Quechua means "love and will", together with "ki", from the Japanese
word for energy, combine to give the meaning: energy of love. The Munay-Ki is a
modern form of transmitting the initiation empowerments of the Q'ero, and is
based on the traditional initiation ceremonies of Q'ero shamans.

| initiated in all of the Reiki systems to Master level, sitting in on many days of
courses and spent so much money on all of it. | went to meditation classes twice
a week and meditated every day for many years. | visited spiritual sites and
places, | bought beautiful crystals and spiritual jewellery hoping to feel something
from it all that would change me or make me feel something special and
amazing. | was looking for a feeling but none of it did it for me. All it did was to



expand my MIND and lead me further away from my SOUL. | spent a lot of
money hoping to feel something. | thought surely the Reiki would change me,
make me more spiritual and special and an amazing healer, but there was
nothing! | was always left very disappointed and the feeling | was after, never
happened. | looked outside of myself and | looked everywhere for the feeling |
was so missing. | have even seen my Reiki master and she has now given it up
and she admitted to me that she felt nothing from it and it did nothing for her.

| understand that | had to go through it all, | had to chase my mind’s leadings and
follow the feeling in me that | was searching and looking for the answer to such
emptiness and longing. | yearned to fill the emptiness and the huge void | felt
inside me, | looked everywhere for the answer but nothing worked for me.

| wanted to be special, to be loved, to be ‘Something’ to someone, to be a great
healer so that everyone wanted me and came to me. | wanted to be the best but
| was left feeling as crushed as | have always felt and totally deflated because
nothing | tried ticked any of my needy, mind led boxes. The feeling of having to
be a nothing for the rest of my life, was killing me but it was the truth; my mind
wanted power. | wanted to feel like | was something in life; | wanted to feel like |
was wanted because | felt so unwanted, loved because | felt so unloved. My
search for Love was never in the places | thought it would be.

All this time | was searching and trying ‘this and that’ spiritual practice, | had this
constant nagging within me, a feeling that kept me searching so | could finally feel
content with myself but it never came. Nothing | did fulfilled me and the nagging
feeling kept on, like a hunger inside me that never feels full and it kept me searching
until one day | searched on the computer for ‘How does Mary Magdalene Heal?’ |
felt a connection to Mary and had many books about her by authors who thought
they had an idea about who she was. My Google search led me to the writings of
James Moncrief and his web site and forum;

Home | Divine Love Spirituality and Childhood Repression forum (freeforums.net)
and

Divine Love Spirituality — free books and Padgett Messages — Divine Love
Spirituality — God is Personality (weebly.com)

The feeling in my heart when | found these writings and channelling from James,
wow, just WOW! The feeling in my heart was that | have finally found what | have
been looking for all my life. | spent my days reading all of the messages from Mary
and Jesus and there was no going back. | had found my answers and | now knew
how to heal and it cost me nothing, there were no initiations, no meditations, no
chants, no gongs, no laying on of hands, no rituals, all there was for me to do was to
feel my feelings and end the denial and rebellion of myself and of God. It sounds so
easy the way | have put it but my writings of my feeling healing experiences will
show you how awful it can get when becoming aware of the denial and suppression
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of your own feelings. It has been a harrowing time for me, but also an incredible
time, as | get to know the truth of myself through my feelings and by longing to God,
My Mother and Father, for their help to get to the truth of my denial, that relationship
has been incredible, | can’t do it without them.

When | don’t include God in my healing, | can only get so far with my feeling
revelation. When | long to God for their help, it is like magic happens; | uncover
layers that | never knew existed but have always been there, causing so much harm
and illness to me. | need to include God, the creator of my soul, God knows
everything that is in me, all the hidden thoughts and feelings, God knows me better
than | know myself, so to long to God to help me is the only way to get to my denied
and suppressed trapped feelings that | had no idea | had pushed so deep down
within me. It is incredible how it happens. God created my soul, God, My Mother
and Father, are my true parents and they want the best for me, they want me back
and | can feel that and that keeps me going, even in the darkest times in my healing
| can feel them pulling me along, even when | hate them and am calling them all the
Fuckers under the sun, they still want me.

My writings are at times harrowing, which is how it should be when you have not
been loved how you needed to be by your parents; there are not many good times
to read about. It's a tough read and it was tough for me to compile these books
having to re-read it all, but it is the truth of my denied and suppressed childhood
feelings. These are the feelings my physical parents put into me at my conception,
in the womb and throughout my childhood. | denied my pain and refused to feel it,
just as my parents had done, and for the best part, never even realised the deep
pain that was in me, but through my ‘feeling healing’ and with God's help, | have
been feeling my way to the truth of the bad feelings that have been denied and
repressed and have caused every pain, illness, situation, relationship and
experience in my life.

| don’t expect you to enjoy reading my healing experiences but | hope they give you
an insight into what true healing involves, and what is more important, | hope they
bring up in you, many feelings for you to accept, express and find the truth of.

By way of explanation, my writing may have all manner of grammar, spelling and
punctuation errors, as it’s just as | write it. | also should say that | don’t use capital
letters when referring to my physical parents because | don’t want to give them any
more power or importance. | only use capital letters when referring to God as my
Heavenly Mother and Father, to give them all the importance.
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Nothing is ever enough for me. 6 November 2018

I feel like I want to carry on writing, I have more to express. My impatience to
want a bigger Divine Love experience is just like it has always been for me,
nothing is ever enough I want more and more and I don't want to wait and it is
all how it was for me with not receiving mum and dad’s love, because I craved
love so much I got compulsive in my life, wanting more and more and being
frightened of never getting so I went out and got it myself.

It is exactly how I felt as a child with my parents, wanting more and more from
them but never getting it, always being let down, deflated, despondent and
disappointed I never got what I needed so I grew into an impatient child and
adult wanting it all now and if I didn't make it happen I would miss out and 1
have been doing this with God’s Divine Love, shit it is all so obvious now, what I
have been doing. I have been using my mind to make Them love me and it will
never work with God.

It has been an unloving demand based on my fear of not getting if I don't push it
with them. My mind has been so strong at getting what it wants it has been
doing the same with God, it’s like a kind of Bullying, making Them love me
because of how scared I am that They never will. I can’t keep it up, I am
exhausted and lately I have felt like I am crumbling, even to feeling They don't
even exist all because my parents’ love didn't exist to me, it was in my head, not
my heart and if its not in my heart it doesn't exist because I can’t feel it. That is
how I know my parents’ love didn't exist, I didn't feel it, it was all in my head, a
belief and God’s Love has been the same, a belief, maybe that doesn't exist either
and I have had to feel that because if my parents’ love didn't exist to me then
how could Gods. Ihave been waiting for something that I don't believe exists
but just hoped it did and I have had to face that truth. I didn't believe in my
parents’ love so I can’t believe in God’s Love, it has all been a mind game, a
hope, a last hope that has had to be known and given up.

Mother and Father want me to see that I don't believe in them because I didn't
believe in my parents, it has to be the same as how it was for me as a child. Shit

and wow. I have been praying to something I don't even believe in just hoping it
was true. What the FUCK!!!!



I can long for Their Love all I want but it won’t happen because I don't believe it
is there for me, it was all a fantasy of what I wanted to be true. I wanted
someone to love me and thought I could skip over it all to get to God but I
couldn't skip over the truth that I don't believe They exist to me or are their for
me in any way and God is trying to show me this truth. None of my parents
existed to me, they were there but love wasn't and I can’t have something that I
don't believe exists, it was all a fantasy to me, something I wanted to be true so
much but the truth is it wasn't felt by me so it didn't exist, all my love has been in
my mind, a fantasy like the whole of my life, not real but a made up realm that I
wanted to believe was true, a total and full denial of truth.

I am impatiently wanting for something that I don't believe exists so I will be
waiting forever in that space. That is Hell, the loop of waiting and waiting in a
fantasy that will never end, endless waiting, frustration, anger, anxiety as it
never materialises for me, that feels like hell, to be in that forever.

As I go deeper down into my spiral of truth and I feel like I am being taken down
through layers inside of myself and I don't believe God loves me, how can They,
They can’t to me. It all has to be how it was for me as a child and I didn't feel
love, it wasn't there in me so that is how I feel about God’s Divine Love and I feel
I can really accept that now. God’s Love doesn't exist to me and that feels GOOD
to accept that and to admit it to myself, I have finally got to that truth and I feel
the nail has been hit on the head within me.

MY PARENTS LOVE DIDN'T EXIST TO ME
GOD’S LOVE DOESN'T EXIST TO ME
I DON'T BELIEVE IT
HOW CAN IT?

That feels like the truth that I believe. I feel like I have broken through the
Fantasy of God’s Love existing to me. Shit, I can’t believe how I have been in a
Fantasy all this time, Fuck me. I have wanted to believe it is real and there for
me but how could it be when I don't believe in my parents’ love for me, I didn't
feel it so how can I feel God’s Love for me, I can’t. That is why it has been so
hard to long for it and not get it, I am fucked off with it, it is no good, it won't



work for me because it never did with mum and dad. I was just living in hope, a
dream, a fantasy. I know I am repeating myself over and over again but I have
to, it is a huge revelation for me and I need to spew it out, it feels so good to
break through the back of my fantasy about God.

I just felt another flurry of Love enter me, like snow floating into me, flakes of
good feelings entering me. I am saying I don't believe in God’s Love and it is
entering me, all crazy. It is the fantasy of what I believed God’s Love to be that is
leaving me, the truth of God’s Love is entering me, it is all doing a huge U-Turn
within me, my beliefs leaving and truth entering. Oh my God, I am in
amazement at how much of a fantasy God’s Love has been to me, I can’t get over
it. The truth is it hasn't existed to me, I just wanted it to so much, like Christmas
and Fairies and all the other fantasy shit I have wanted to be true.

¥ Christa, my Nature Spirit, has just winked at me and

| laughed as I said Fairies, my idea of fairies has been wrong.
' It’s all wrong, none of it exists as I believe it does, just like

| God’s Divine Love, it’s all been wrong because of my
relationship with my parents was wrong, all a fantasy in
my mind of how I wanted and wished it could be. It was

¢ nothing like that and nor is anything else how I think it is,

g fuck, it is all so wrong, it is all how my mind wants it to be,
a fantasy.

God’s Love is a Fantasy Love of my mind because my parents love was a fantasy
love of my mind, all wrong and I have been longing for God’s Fantasy love and
of course, it doesn't exist so how could I feel it. No Fucking Way could I. Shit,
shit, shit the Fantasy has only just cracked within me, I have had to break
through this shit, my childhood fantasies to get to any truth at all. Fuck, I feel
like I have been living in another realm and I have just seen real life for the first
time in full colour where as before it was dull, faded and blurred. I really feel
my physical vision has cleared and I don't need glasses anymore to write this, I
can see the words perfectly clearly. The fog has cleared; the mist lifted and there
is clarity and colour. This is a fucking miracle, I am so excited and I can see
Father laughing again as he sees my happiness. What has happened to me, it is
amazing, I feel so clear.
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God’s Love was a fantasy I had made up so I would be loved but it was not real.
It was not coming to me and I felt frustrated with trying. It wasn't real because
my parents’ love wasn't real and I had to feel the truth of that, none of it existed,
it was all made up by my mind, I had tricked myself all this time because I so
wanted to believe I could be loved. No, I wasn't loved and I had to break
through the Fantasy of not wanting to believe that, believing with my mind that
God loved me when the truth is, to me, They don't love me as my parents don't.
There is nothing wrong with that, I don't feel loved by my parents or God and
now [ get it, it has to be this way and I didn't want to admit it or accept it and I
didn't even know that. I feel so good saying I am not loved, my parents’” love
and Gods Love doesn't exist to me because it was all a figment of my mind,
something I had made up to believe I was loved, I wasn't and that is the truth. I
couldn't be, I was making it all up.

I was longing for a fantasy love of my minds making and God won’t respond to
that but when I have not been expecting it, I have felt God’s Love and almost not
believed it because it doesn't match my mind’s idea of how it should feel, what a
fuck up. I'have probably missed it a million times because I was too wrapped in
my fantasy.

As more comes about this I will write it, I just need to go now and feel real life,
like I have only just been born an hour ago as everything looks so clear now and
I mean physically, amazing.

The truth is becoming clearer. 8 November 2018

The truth of how it was for me as a child is becoming ever clearer for me. I put
the wrong food into my body. I hate cleaning my teeth so if I don't have to go
out, I don't clean them because I hate doing it so much and always did as a child,
so I am not doing it every day only when I want to, I don't wash my hair as often
as I used to because I hate doing that too, so once a week is just about
manageable, I don't clean the house only when it is unbearable to me and there is
so much more that I no longer do because I hated doing it as a child and I have
been doing it as an adult because I feel I have to and I won’t be liked if I don't do
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it, people will not love the real slob that I am and now I am being it and as I have
become that truth of how I feel, I am seeing that I don't care about anything or
anyone, especially myself. This has been a great breakthrough feeling for me
today as I can now see, as I am being it more and being true to it, that this is how
it was for me as a child, I hated doing all these things and still do but was
denying it and doing them, being untrue because the truth is unacceptable.

I don't really care about myself because my parents didn't really care and they
were just pretending, as I have been, I am them all over, faking it all. They didn't
really care about me but they were just going through the motions of what they
thought they had to do with children pretending to love them but they believed
it was true. How can it be when a child is taught not to care about herself,
because she can feel and see that her parents don't care about her, that is what I
got from them and it is the truth because my feelings are now showing this to me
so clearly.

I am being as uncaring and as unloving to myself as my parents were to me.
They didn't care if I didn't clean my teeth, or have a bath or have a clean shirt to
wear for school every day, they were ok to let me have a dirty collar on my shirt
that every one took the piss out of, shit that was awful, the fuckers. They were
ok with me being a bit dirty and grimy and then they would tell me off for not
having a bath or cleaning my teeth, my dad even put me over his knee and
smacked me for it and I was so scared I peed myself.

They taught me how to not care, love, respect or treat myself lovingly, there was
no love and that is what I am being now, all the bullshit has dropped off and I
have stopped doing all those things I felt I had to do every day, like brushing my
teeth, having a bath, washing my hair, cleaning the house, all of those things
have ground to a halt and I am now the opposite of all of that pretence, I am now
going back to how I was as a child, getting back to the truth of how it was for me
so I can see it clearly by being it, being the truth of it not running from it because
it was so unbearable to accept that I am this person and I feel like a cave man
inside and am looking like one too.

In my forming years they didn't bother with me in a loving way, to teach me to
care about myself and look after my self with any love, it was all just a chore and
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I hated it all, I didn't care about myself because they didn't, if it was in me to love
and care about myself, if I had felt I was loved and cared for I would not be
shoving shit food into me, to numb the pain or not caring about myself, I would
do it all naturally because I was so loved and cared about from the beginning but
that wasn't the truth.

I can’t believe I have got to this state but I have had to, it is the truth of how I was
parented and I have had to see it all clearly to know the truth and it has come
about all through how I feel and how I denied those feelings because I wouldn't
be loved like this, because to be like this I couldn't have been loved and I don't
feel it right now, I feel depraved of all care so I can’t care about myself in any
way and that is the truth of me. I am grotty, really grotty as I sit here, it’s not
pretty and it won’t be accepted but it is the truth of me and how I was parented
in my forming years.

I feel like a little girl who is just on the edge of being dirty and smelly. Mum
wouldn't have let it go too far because of what people might say so as a child she
would do something about it when it got to be noticeable and plonk all three of
us in the bath together, not one at a time but me, my sister and my brother all in
together. I feel like that neglected little girl.

I have never enjoyed caring for myself but always had to do it so I never got like
that again, it has always been a chore for me, to brush my teeth ever day and
night, I did it but hated it, showering every day, I did it but hated it and such a
chore to dry myself. I hated that bit as a child, having to dry myself and feeling
cold and wet. All these things I forced myself to do every day because I felt I
should but hated doing it all so now I am not doing any of it and being the truth
of my unloved state and it ain’t pretty. I am being like mum was with me and
doing it when it gets too bad and I know it all sound gross and it is but it is the
truth and I want to heal it so this is the truth of how it was for me in my forming
years.
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Scared of others reading the truth about me. 8 November 2018

I feel really bad about how personal every thing I write is. It is so personal and
makes me feel so ashamed of myself and like no one will ever like me because of
the feelings I write about myself, every one will know the truth and it is awful. I
don't want to keep it all to myself and my writing journals and God, I want it out
there to help anyone else who may want to do it because it is so hard to do it
alone like I am doing. After I have written something so personal I feel like I
have done something really bad, like admitting it is very bad and I should keep
all of this shit to myself and I can hear my mum saying to me "what the hell do
you think you are doing telling everyone this stuff about you and us, your
embarrassing yourself and us, take it off and never do it again".

I feel naughty because my parents words ring in my head that I shouldn't be
doing it but I want to be true and honest and feel all of the shame I need to feel
by being true, the truth makes me ashamed of myself so I have to lie but I want
that to all change now and my personal stuff has to come out, that is just how I
feel. To have to consider them in everything I do and say is horrible, it
suppresses me and my expression having to worry what they might think about
what I do or say and because of me worrying about how they feel, | now worry
about how everyone feels about me, fuck them, its horrible to be in such a state
of worrying all the time about how others feel about me.

Everything I have done is so I am seen to be a good person who is nice and tidy
and looks after herself but I don't want to, its not true and it is not who I am in all
of my damage, I am fucked and I want to be the truth of that fucked up state and
I am not nice, it’s just a pretend me who will be accepted be all if she is nice,
smiley and polite when really I want to scream Fuck Off and I hate you all, I am
dark and ugly and have no love to give anyone or anything, it is all an act put on
to please my parents and now I have to please you because, to me, you are them,
everyone is them.

I am sick of being nice all the time, I am scared of hurting anyone or upsetting
them being how I truly am, I am so programmed to be nice it is sickening and a
lie but it is all I can be for now. I am still so wrapped up in that programme it is
so hard to be true, I am so frustrated that I just went to the shop and didn't feel
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particularly happy but I put on this full smile to the check out girl and said thank
you and it was such a lie, I don't need to smile and be so nice to every one. I
walked away feeling so angry at myself for being so sickeningly nice, for fuck
sake can’t I just try to not smile, NO I CAN'T, it is so automatic in me that it just
happens when I don't even feel like it and its going to be so hard to break it so I
have to keep being it and feeling the anger and frustration of not being how I
truly feel, which is not happy or having to fake smile all the time. I feel so
hopeless and useless that I will always be this way with everyone and should
come with a warning sign stuck to me "don't trust this girl, she is not really
happy" or something like that anyway.

If I am not nice or don't smile, I am scared of offending someone or they might
feel hurt that I didn't respond in kind in the smile at me in their fakeness, my
fakeness has to pander to their fakeness so we are both being totally fake to each
other. How fucked up! I feel like screaming that I will never get out of this loop
as I catch my self doing it again and again because I have to keep everyone
happy, mum and dad happy so they don't feel any pain.

I am beginning to know the truth of my true state and it is not nice and I am
scared shitless of people and I go around smiling and humming a tune to say to
them that I am a nice person so please don't hurt me, I am scared of constantly
being attacked if I am grumpy and miserable which is how I feel but am too
scared to show it in case I get attacked for it. And if I do, it will be because that is
how it was for me as a child, I wasn't allowed to be grumpy of horrible or
miserable. It is all such a huge back to front mess.
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I am who I never let myself be. 8 November 2018

Everything I wouldn't let myself be, is who I am. Everything I denied about
myself, is who I am. It is all becoming so clear to me, clearer every minute as
more revelation opens up to me. The truth of who I am is getting closer in some
ways but still so far away in others as some of it I still can’t accept but it is
changing faster all the time as I feel more of my feelings. I am pretty vile and
that vileness has been there in me all the time but just so denied as I do all I can
to try and not be that vile person and pretend I am someone else, someone so
much better than the truth of my untruth. I want to be all of my untruth, I want
to be true to it and it is not easy breaking through all of my bullshit of who I
think I should be, who I have been taught to be to be loved and accepted by my
parents. I am becoming the unloving truth that I really am, all of my pain is
being shown to me through how I feel and I am seeing and feeling it so much
clearer.

My pointless existence. 10 November 2018

Over the last couple of days I have been sinking deeper into my pointless
existence. I don't care about myself at all and my whole life has been about
pretending I do because that is the acceptable thing to do. I don't care one bit
about myself and that is the truth. I haven't got dressed for two days, barely
getting out of bed, even my hair smells horrible now but I can’t be bothered to
wash it, what's the point. I feel so pointless and like it is the end for me. It
constantly feels like it is the end of the road when there is no love and I am not
cared about and it felt like that as a child I just didn't know how to express it, 1
constantly felt like I was going to die because I didn't feel cared about and that
was the reason for my life long panic attacks, I had to protect myself from death
that I felt would happen every day because without love there is NOTHING, it is
a constant ending and I am feeling that ending now and there is no point in
doing anything. I don't feel depressed, I just feel nothing, the nothingness I
wouldn't let myself feel all my life, now it has to be felt.

I have no care for myself, no love; I am just here for everyone else. I don't come
into it, I am here to serve others all the time like I had to be there and serve and
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obey my parents. I have no worth but am just waiting continually in a space of
nothing until I am wanted, until I am of use and service other than that I have no
purpose and I don't know why I am here. I feel empty and hollow to myself.

Every day is the same, I get up, I go to the loo, I put my glasses in my dressing
gown pocket and walk downstairs and sit on my settee with my red blanket and
put it over me and sometimes I stay there all day, the settee has my indentation
in it and is old now but I can’t bare to part with it, it is mine, it is familiar to me
only, it fits me. If my children or Trevor come in they know exactly where to
find me, nothing changes from day to day, I am that predictable and boring.
There is a nagging in my mind to go and get dressed, bathed and all of that but I
can’t be bothered, for what??

The voice is mum telling me to go and do all those things, not to just laze about
all day but I want to laze about, I don't want to do any of those things she says,
so I don't now, I don't have to any more and I only did them because she said
and that command is still in me telling me its wrong to not care about myself, go
and bath, wash my hair, clean my teeth and get dressed, look after myself yet she
doesn't realise that it was she that taught me to be like this and not care about
myself, she didn't care through my forming years and she has forgot. And the
other week she told me of how her mother was lazy and messy and didn't care
about them, didn't look after them very well and the house was never cared
about and she said it was horrible and has always stayed with her but she
couldn't be any different to her own mother but has forgotten or is in complete
denial of how she was with us as a young mum. She was like that and I had the
same feelings and memories about her, exactly the same and that is how I was as
a young mum, rubbish, fucking rubbish at it all, not caring just the same as the
other women in our family, I got it from them.

Now, I am being the truth of that, I don't care about myself the way all the
women in my lineage didn't care and none of them will like the truth I am now
being, I can feel them in spirit running from me screaming with their hands over
their ears not wanting to know the truth, well I am it, you fuckers. This is what
you lot have created and taught the new women in you lineage to be like,
uncaring, unloving, useless fucks and I hope they all can hear me and I hope the
truth hurts them, burns them, and cripples them the way it cripples me.
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Shit, I feel so uncared about as I sit in my uncaring condition and mess, this is it,
this is the truth of how unloved I was and it has nothing to it and I can’t even
explain how it feels, it is so empty. There is no where else to go from here but to
sit in it and be it for as long as it takes, I feel like a tramp in my own home, I can’t
be bothered to do anything any more, its all pointless, there is no love in
anything so why do it. That is how I felt as a child but was forced into doing
things by my parents. They wouldn't let me be the truth of how I really felt
because I wouldn't do anything and that wasn't allowed. I am now being how I
felt back then, I am not doing anything and being as pointless as I felt back then
without the push from mum and dad to do stuff, I don't have that now, I can just
sit in the truth of how I felt back then and now.

I don't want to do anything at all, nothing holds any interest for me, it is all
pointless and unloving anyway so there is no point to doing it. I spend most of
my time not doing anything and not even moving from my couch, just to go to
the loo or eat and I do sometimes worry that I am getting so unfit and I might
even seize up because of my lack of any real exercise, it even hurts to go upstairs
sometimes and then I feel really bad that my nothing condition is going to end in
my not moving or walking and just being crippled because of my unloved state
and how it has led me to not move any more and my muscles seize up on me
because they are not being used anymore. If I did end up like that it would be
more truth of how unloved I felt as a child, not being able to move for myself, my
will even being taken to do that simple task.

Sometimes my mind comes in (which is my mum because now I can feel who it
is suppressing me, either mum or dad) and tells me to get an exercise bike (that is
mum for sure, dad is way too lazy for that) or start doing some simple exercises
or go walking like she does, join her walking group, or even do house cleaning,
that is like a work out, my mind is full of my parents telling me what to do to not
be like this, to deny how I really feel. I can’t do any of that mind stuff, I just want
to sit in my truth of how it was for me and not do anything to deny it, so I am
being the useless blob that my parents would be horrified about me being, they
loved the happy, successful, pretty me, that kept them feeling good about
themselves, this me, the truth, they stay away from, they hate it, they just want
me to go back to being who they feel comfortable with.
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I have had a break down to them, but to me I have had a break through just by
being the truth of how I really felt as a child and it has come down to this blob in
a pink dressing gown on the settee doing nothing every day, the same. This is
the truth of how they made me feel, like to myself, I am nothing, I have no worth,
I am an empty shell of a person, without them telling me what to do I am
nothing, without me being who they want me to be I am nothing, on my own
and to myself I am nothing. The real me wasn't seen or cared for only their
fantasy of me, the fantasy I believed in for all my life, I cared for that and loved
how that fantasy looked and fed that fantasy with good hair, the right diets,
great expensive make up, the latest fashion, great shoes, partying and drinking
with friends, I built that fantasy and fed it with all it needed because that was
loved and cared about so I had to maintain it to keep that attention going.

Now the fantasy has died and gone I am left with the truth and it is dark and
grey and ugly and smelly and drab and reclusive and over eats and lazy and
uninteresting, doesn't care about herself and in a pretty poor condition that I feel
is only fit for the Hells, that is how it feels everyday now that fantasy life has
crumbled and I am just left with me and there is nothing. I am nothing and that
is what all of that fantasy life was covering up, the fact I felt like nothing inside
so had to claw all of these addictions to me, to make me feel like something
where as the truth was, I felt like nothing but didn't want to feel it, it was always
there but I buried it deep and now it is all I am left with. NOTHING which feels
like the end of the road, which the truth of being unloved and uncared for, there
is no where else to go, it is a depraved existence that is a space I have to sit in
until I have fully felt it all.
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“Sam, you will make it worse, sit still” 13 November 2018

So many pains, yesterday I had the worst and most severe pain in my left
shoulder blade, it went right deep into me like I had been speared or had a huge
nail driven through me. I was in so much pain I had to just sit on the steps that
go upstairs in my house, I couldn't move or breath properly, I was paralysed in
fear that if I move I will make it worse and today I have terrible pain in my right
foot toes, right the way across them but deep inside, like rheumatism, shit it
hurts to move or bend them and the pain is creeping up my foot, I can feel it now
and if I move them I make it hurt so much and on both days I have prayed to
Mother and Father to help me feel the truth and last night I was talking to Mary
telling her all of my feelings and what came up in me is how I blame myself for
the pain and in both cases I have had the feeling that if I move I will make it
worse for myself. I blame myself for it, for making it worse and I can see my
mum telling me to "Sit still, stop fidgeting, stop moving, you will make it worse"
all the blame put on me and now I do it to myself. I have been able, through this
pain, to see how much I blame myself for my pain and others and it is up to me
to put it all right.

I was in pain and it was my fault, I was getting blamed for it yet I was in pain
and wanted care and sympathy but got blamed and took that blame on through
out my life. I now feel like it is down to me to solve everyone's problems and fix
it all so no one has to feel pain, like it is all my fault. I am now taken back to
times when I was a child and a little boy squeezed my fingers so tightly that one
of them broke and I had to get them strapped up, I didn't tell anyone about him
because I didn't want him to get in trouble, I blamed myself for it, I said I hit my
hand on the wall and it was my fault because I felt I had to protect him from
being blamed and being in trouble.

It was always my fault, mum and dad never once saw what they were doing to
me subtly, so subtle I would have missed it if I was not doing my Feeling
Healing, they were never taking responsibility but putting the blame else where,
on their children. Now I have grown up to be a guilty person, like it is always
my fault, someone bums into me or hurts me and I am the one to apologise for it,
I do it all the time and it fucks me off and I walk away feeling like I am such a
hopeless case, as I blame myself again for something that was not my fault. Fuck
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it’s annoying to be so pathetic and grovelling to everyone because that is how I
had to be to my parents, fuck them.

I feel like I have to blame myself for all pain, it is in me to do that, put in me by
my parents. My pain in my toes is there and if I move them it will hurt and be
my fault, I am making it worse as mum said to me as a kid. I am to blame for all
pain and I have to put it right, that is what I believe and that is why I wanted to
be a healer throughout my new age phase in life, doing all of these healing
practices so I could make it all good for everyone because it was my fault they
were in pain, I am to blame. The world’s pain is my fault so I have to fix it. Fuck
I really feel like that now I am feeling it.

I wanted to be a nurse to heal everyone so they wouldn't feel pain any more and
that was when I was very young and every thing I have done is to make people
feel better because of the blame that was put on me since my conception. Mum
was pregnant again, I was to blame, shit another baby we can’t afford, I was to
blame, oh no its a girl and we already have one of those, I am to blame and now
they blame me for splitting up the family because I told mum and dad how I feel
about them, mum says I have caused this and it is up to me to put it right, well
fuck them both.

Look at what they have done to me, made me feel like I have to heal the world
because I am to blame. What a lot of terrible guilt to put on a child and they
have no idea and would think I am totally made for what I am saying here. My
feelings are telling me the truth of how it was for me, all through these pains I
have had over the last couple of days and when I moved I made it worse, it was
my fault if it got worse.

I have always felt guilty and that I will be blamed for anything that goes wrong, I
will be the first one to blame, I feel like everyone is looking at me and pointing
the finger. This goes so deep and right from the beginning of my existence, I can
feel it, how I was blamed in the womb, how I felt guilty for making their lives
even more difficult as another baby came along, it was my fault and it wasn't
anything exciting because I was another girl and they wanted a boy so they
named me after my granddad Samuel. I was a let down and disappointment, I
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was to blame for their let down and it would have been so special if I had been a
boy.

Mum was pregnant with me, their 2nd child now they had two girls and dad felt
like a failure again because he didn't have a boy, an heir. He didn't connect with
me at all, I was nothing but a pain and that is how I have always felt to him, a
pain and I am to blame for his pain. I made it all worse for them, like the pain in
my toes, I make it worse by moving them, I make it all worse, it is my fault and I
am to blame, that is the guilt I carry and I have always felt I have to make them
happy because of this guilt I carry from being conceived, it is my fault and that
conception only feels like yesterday as I feel it, me sparking into life so they have
someone to blame for their shit. I feel like I carry it all in me and I do.

I am a nothing, useless thing. 13 November 2018

I am sitting here on my couch feeling like shit, like a nothing, useless thing.
What is the fucking point of me? The more layers of bullshit that I peel away I
am being left with a hopeless, useless thing with a pulse. I am nothing, I feel like
nothing, there is nothing to me, my mind can’t go anywhere, it has come to a
dead end, there is nothing. I feel like I have had a lobotomy, I am just a vacant
nothing who has pain when she moves, so I don't move. Is this what I am left
with, this nothingness, is this what mum and dad gave me? Nothing because
this is all I am left with, nothing has stayed with me; it’s all gone so they gave me
nothing. Nothing that my soul needed, nothing from them has stayed in me to
be of any use to me. If there was love it would have stayed but it has all gone, I
don't feel anything but my pain, there is nothing good in me from them. This is
the truth; I am left empty of all they filled me with because it was not love, it was
of no use to my soul, they gave me nothing to keep and now I feel empty and in
a state of nothing. I can’t believe that none of what they filled me with is of any
use; it has all had to go because it is not love and no good to my soul, my soul
wants love so it has emptied all that is not love out. What do I do with this?
Where do I go from here? This is what they have left me with!

I can’t stop saying it, they gave me nothing so I am now feeling the truth of that, I
have to feel nothing because it is the truth of our relationship and all my
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relationships have been based upon this and they have all been nothing, of no
love because not one bit of any loving feeling is left in me. They gave me nothing
that was any use to me, my soul and I am clearing it out, fucking amazing, this is
amazing. I still don't know what to do with it but it is amazing. I am feeling the
truth of how it was for me as a child, there was no connection, no love, there was
nothing. Where there is no love, there can only be nothing and that is what I am
feeling now.

My dad makes me feel weak. 13 November 2018

I am so tired and I feel like I am coming down with something, my throat is
getting scratchy and I am weak, oh my god, what next. I am so fucked of with
feeling this bad and it can change at any moment, all being how it was as a child
never knowing how it was all going to be.

My son came round and we got talking about anger and he reminded me of a
time when they were both young and we were round at my parents house and
my dad lost his temper with Faye, my youngest, at the time she was only 4 or 5.
My son reminded me that he went to rage at her and I stepped in and took her
away and told him to leave her alone and the memory has really upset me and as
soon as my son went, I came down feeling weak and ill. It was the very rage I
was always scared of as a child, it wasn't like that all the time but when he got
angry it was so scary, my son said he remembered seeing Faye cower in the
corner as he raged at her, she was terrified and that is how I feel about him too, I
cower to his rage and everyone's rage, I am so scared of confrontation because of
him, I couldn't confront him.

I feel like that weak child now as this ill feeling has come over me, I am shrouded
in the feeling of weakness and powerlessness that he made me feel as a child.
Shit, I feel so awful, like I want to just shut down, curl up in a ball and hide. 1
feel so helpless like there is nothing I can do about anything, I can’t save myself,
my children or anyone, life is too horrible and scary, I just want to give up, every
thing is pain. I am exhausted with feeling bad with seeing the depths of my
pain, it is so deep and horrible as more shit comes up, now I have this awful
memory to feel about and it is upsetting me to remember it, how the sadness of
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my dad being so unloving one minute and then caring the next, but of course,
none of it was real. How could he turn against us so quickly and be so scary and
then do it to my children like he owned them. Ijust want to die; I am so
desperately saddened by this memory of how unloving he is. I feel deep
desperation to tell him to stop, stop being so unloving and scary, just stop
hurting us; you don't have to be like this. But of course he does, it is how his
father was to him, even worse, he was beaten and hated by his father. It’s all so
sad, so unloving and such a waste.

I feel really weak and ill now as this sadness takes hold of me, the
disappointment of not being loved. God, I want to cry forever at this awful
memory that I had forgotten and my son has brought it to me to remember and
to feel. It carries on from my earlier post on the forum about my parents having
nothing to give to me emotionally and that is why I feel so nothing now. This
memory my son has raised in me proves that my feelings are right, they had
nothing to give me, no love to make me feel like 'something' it was all about
power, wanting power over me and over my children and to leave me feeling ill
and weak and I have been ill all my life and this is why, they had nothing for my
soul, nothing good for me, nothing good to give me just their pain from how it
was for them as children, nothing good to give me or my children just fear and
power. I feel sick, really sick inside with this memory and I am so grateful for it,
I can feel more of my pain and find more truth.

We are endowed by our Parents with natural love, maybe we neglect this gift from time to time.
As we progress in time, we can add the greatest gift there is to our being, that is by asking for
and receiving Divine Love. Not only does the infusion of Divine Love, with one’s Feeling
Healing, repair our natural love attributes, we evolve into a joyous and loving person in all
respects. With the infusion of Divine Love, with the two loves, we become the complete being.
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I love my teeth. 15 November 2018

I want to clean my teeth all the time, I love doing it, I love my teeth. I have been
cleaning them whenever I feel like it and I love doing it. I don't want to ruin
them by eating sugary foods so I have no longing to eat at the moment, all of my
cravings have gone and I can bypass breakfast and lunch if I feel I don't want to
eat. I feel a compassion for myself and I want to look after myself, it is so good to
feel like this. I have a really deep feeling of sympathy for myself and I want to
cuddle me and care for me like a parent should to her child. I don't feel I want to
neglect myself like I have done, I want to have a bath, wash my hair, eat when I
want to, not when I am constantly craving food, I don't have those cravings at
this time, it could all change but for now, I want to look after myself as my
feelings lead me to. I don't feel I want to hurt myself in any way I just feel so
sorry for me and all I have been through.

I feel like I want to cry for myself as I feel such a sympathy and compassion at all
of the rejection. I feel like I am finally on my side, well, for now anyway.

I have only ever gone as far as my parents would let me. 16 November 2018

Today, I have woken up feeling so useless again. I am back down in my
nothingness, a million miles away from how I felt yesterday. Over night I have
been thinking about all I have done in my life and seeing that I have only ever
gone as far as my parents would allow me to as a child, not to far away in all
areas of my life, I have to stay in their view so they can see me and know where I
am at all times. Every success I believe I have had has all been dictated by them
and in their parameters of what they would allow me to do. I have never
wondered out of that, I wouldn't know how to and I still don't. It feels like there
is an invisible wall around every aspect of my life that I can only go so far and
then I have to reign it in as it is going over mum and dad’s borders for me. 1
don't know what is on the other side and I don't know how to get there.

Every thing I have done is within their safety boundaries, even the bad stutff,
they did it first, I am living in their pattern and not going any further than they
did and it makes me angry that I am such a spineless shit, so pathetic that I need
mummy and daddy to hold my hand, still, in all I do. I am so scared of life that
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is outside their boundary walls, I will die if I go out there, and they didn't so I
mustn't. I am so angry that I can only be them in all that I do; I can’t be me, only
them. I am stuck in them and I feel constantly trapped in their experiences
because I can’t go any further than they did in life so I am stuck at their wall,
sitting at the bottom of it wandering what is on the other side but being to shit
scared to go through, I can’t anyway. I am now stuck here and can’t go any
further. I am so trapped by their experiences that I can’t go any further than they
did in life, which is nowhere!! I feel like I am stuck in nowhere.

How does being so stuck make me feel?

Useless and like it’s the end, like I am dying and do not exist. Like I can’t go any
further in life, only as far as mum and dad say or something very bad will
happen. I don't feel like I can trust it all, anything outside of them I can’t trust
and I have to get their approval on everything or it will go bad, they are the ones
I trust to tell me what I can trust. I don't know what to trust of myself and it is
scary not to have my own trust determining what is good or bad, right or wrong,
I just don't know for myself. I feel so fucking useless today, like I have no
guidance in life and it is scary. I am very stuck. I can’t go any further. I feel like
smashing the fuck out of the invisible wall of mum and dad, I am so frustrated
that I can’t go any further, of myself, I can’t move they kept me so reigned in to
them. I can’t break through them and their boundaries. I am scared to drive to
far in fear of getting hopelessly lost, I don't feel safe in the big towns and cities on
my own, they have instilled it into me that I can’t do it without them, I will not
be safe so don't go. I can’t swim because they can’t, I have tried and I just can’t
trust that I will be safe if I do, they can’t swim so it can’t be safe and I mustn't do
it. So many fears that are their fears and are now mine because I believed them.

I can only go as far as my parents will allow me to in all that I do, I can’t be any
different than that no matter how much I may try, or how much I hate it, I can
only be as they are and it is all so fucking hopeless and I hate it this way. I don't
want to be them, I want to be as far away from them as I can, I want to run away
but no matter where I go I will only go as far as they will let me go and this truth
makes me feel so trapped and caught by them.

I can’t go anywhere, I am like a prisoner who keeps trying to escape from her
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captors, it is futile, they keep finding me and bringing me back to them. I might
as well give up as I can’t win, I am theirs and now I am feeling dead, like I have
just died because of the hopelessness of it all. I am theirs and all I do is them in

me, there is no escaping.

I go to do something and feel how it is them doing it through me, so what is the
point in doing it so I stop. Everything I do is like this, it is all-them, none of it me
so what is the point, I can feel them in me doing it all, it is what they want. I feel
nothing is me so what is the point in having a life when I am living it for them, I
don't feel like there is anything of me in my life, I am doing it all for them, it is
what they like and want to do. I feel so trapped today, in them and everything is
pointless because it is their will doing it and I have given my will to them and let
them take over. I have no idea who I am without them and it is scary to be
without them now and beyond this invisible wall of theirs is me and I can’t see
any future in that, there is nothing in that place for me, without them, they have
made it that way. I feel so lost today.

All T have done has been untrue. 17 November 2018

I am so bored again, sitting in the same place, not even dressed because I have
nothing to get dressed for. I am so bored and I don't know what to do or where
this is going to go. I feel like I will be sitting in this forever, I can’t see anything
else for me. I am so bored. I don't know what to do with myself, do I just sit
here for the rest of my life, doing nothing, I can’t see what else there is for me
and I know I am repeating myself but this is how I feel, like a bored,
uninteresting, nothing person who no one knows exists and it feels so lonely and
rejecting. I might as well not exist. Anything I do will only be done to stop me
feeling bored, it will be an avoidance of feeling, more denial so I just sit here
teeling how horrible boredom is, it is nothing.

I am in a place of not doing, not growing I have come to a complete stop of
everything because everything I was doing was untrue so it has had to end and
that is how it feels, I have nothing left that is true and real and that nurtures my
soul, it has all gone, so what do I do now?? Just sit and feel how this feels to be
left with nothing, to have nothing left that was real. It was all fake and has to go
so I am left not knowing what my soul, myself is. I don't know what is next
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because I have nothing in me left. This is how alone I felt as a child, with nothing
to fulfil me or satisfy me because nothing was real or true, I feel the same now, its
the same boredom, waiting, anxious feeling, waiting for something to come, to
excite me, to change me but nothing will come from outside of me, I have to feel
my way out of it and I feel that could take forever because I can’t see anything
else for me.

Yet again I feel like I can’t go any further in life, I am stuck here at the foot of my
invisible wall that I can’t break through, I have gone as far as I can like this. I am
doing the same shit every day, its the same routine and if I try to change it, that is
no good, it will be using my mind to get out of the loop I am in and I don't want
to do that, I want to feel my way out so real change can happen. This boredom
feels so futile, like I am in prison and I am doing the same routine every day, just
as it was for me as a child, going to school, coming home, doing homework,
having dinner, going to bed, then the same the next day, waking up at 7am by
mum calling me, oh my god that fucking voice, I can hear the unloving drone of
it as she goes into each of our rooms like a prison warden waking up the cell
mates and hearing the moans from each of them. The same loop of hell every
day, how the fuck does any child do it!! Then we grow and it goes on for the rest
of our lives but instead of our parents calling us to get up, it is the alarm clock
and our bosses, we never get away from being parented.

I am so bored, so fucking bored, bored, bored, bored, bored and more bored. 1
have nothing to do and nowhere to go, I feel empty and hopeless and pointless
like a nothing person that doesn't exist. I am not interested in anything but
feeling and even being bored is like a distraction from feeling, I am in an empty
space, not feeling. I am so bored. I don't feel I have anything, I am not connected
to anything, it feels like I am pretending I am alive but really I am constantly
bored which is how I spent my childhood, doing everything not to feel my
boredom. Now I can’t do that anymore, I am sitting here expressing it instead of
going off doing stuff to not have to feel it. It feels lonely; I can’t feel any
deepness in me to anything, its all floating about on the surface, nothing real. I
don't feel real, I don't feel my soul, no heart or depth to me I am just always
waiting to be amused from the outside, for someone to bring it because I can’t
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fulfil myself. I am alone and that is boring, I want someone, some connection, I
don't feel any connection with anyone, ever, it is all just on the surface of me, I
don't feel them which is how it was with mum and dad, I never felt them so I
was not fulfilled, I was always looking for that connection that I never felt with
them. I was anxiously looking for it in every relationship and everything I did
but it always left me bored because I couldn't find the feeling, the connection that
I desired to feel. It wasn't there from my beginning and I have been searching for
it all my life from outside of me. I am empty and bored with no connection to
anything in life, nothing satisties me, I have such a deep feeling of being
unsatisfied with life because I never was satisfied by my parents love, I never felt
it and it has left such a anxiety in me to find it and when I don't, I am left bored.

I am constantly asking Mother and Father to help me while I am writing this; I
am never leaving Them out of my healing.

I am now feeling the sadness of being such a bored child, sitting there in my play
pen filled with toys but I don't want them, I want mum but I can’t have her and
when I am not satisfied with the toys, I cry and she gives me biscuits or food to
pacify me, or a dummy, anything but her. I use food to S
stop me feeling bored as an adult, just like mum did
when I was a baby, she taught me that food will make it
all better, will quieten me and calm me and fix all of my
pain so food is my answer to everything because it was
hers.

I have found myself wanting to eat during writing this,
to alleviate my boredom and satisfy me, all the
substitutes mum used so she didn't have to give of
herself. She was what I needed, if she was there for me
then none of this would be happening, I would feel content with myself because
I was wanted and loved by them both, not just mum, I never remember dad
picking me up. There was no real love connection so I am empty inside, empty
of love and feeling connected to anything, which I can’t be without love, love is
the connection to all and I don't have it so I sit here as bored as when I was in my
playpen, I haven't changed, I feel the same today as I did back then.
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How wonderful it would have been to be wanted and loved and picked up and
not to be given substitutes for my parents, but for them to have wanted to give
themselves to me, that we were that connected to each other that I would have
lived my life full of the surety of their love for me, that I was so sure I was so
wanted by them that there was no doubt in me that I was loved, I would have
felt so safe in life. But that is all bullshit dreaming, it wasn't like that although I
believed it was but it is only through my Feeling Healing that I have discovered
the truth because how I feel and have felt all my life but denied.

"T am so bored Mother and Father, so bored and I feel so unloved and alone and
that life is just washing over me and not touching my heart because it can’t, I
have no connection to anything because I have no connection to love, it isn't in
me and it wasn't in me right from my conception. I feel nothing because I was
given nothing true, I don't feel any truth in me so I am empty. I don't feel I will
ever get out of this boredom like I am stuck here, in it just waiting for mum or
dad to come and do something with me, but it never comes, not with any true
love feeling that I can feel in my heart. Ijust want to curl up and cry in my
eternal misery of boredom that will never change for me. I feel so hopeless to
change, I don't feel I will ever feel love in my heart, it is made of stone and it is
cold. I feel terrible today Mother and Father, like I will never feel love".

Natural Love Flow Feeling Healing with Divine Love Flow
Natural love is Creation’s love; Divine Love is Soul’s love.
One can swap back and forwards between paths
| am God I am God'’s son / daughter / child
Intellectual Emotional
Self reliant (trust myself) God reliant (God relationship)
Self-determination way of life Soul-spirit living harmony
Mind dominates Soul dominates
Adult like Child like
Control Feeling
Millions of paths (man created) Defined path (God created)
Peak possibility is 6th sphere Peak possibility is infinity
time to complete path: (sphere / mansion world are same)

100 years to over 1,000 years 5 years to over 10 years to at-onement



Natural Love Flow
Natural love is Creation’s love;

Feelings First with Divine Love Flow

Divine Love is Soul’s love.

One can swap back and forwards between paths

| am God
Intellectual
Self reliant (trust myself)
Self-determination way of life
Mind dominates
Thinking = Mechanistic
rational
analysis
reductionist
linear
Values = Mechanistic
expansion
competition
guantity
domination
Adult like
Control
Millions of paths (man created)
Peak possibility is 6th sphere
time to complete path:
100 years to over 1,000 years
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Soul-spirit living harmony
Soul dominates
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Give them everything, but ourselves. 17 November 2018

Why do we give our children toys, sweet foods and drinks, iphones and x boxes
and TV’s? All so we don't have to give our self to them, give them anything to
shut them up so we, the parents don't have to spend time with them and actually
connect.

I have done just the same as what my parents did to me, to my children, I have
given them everything, thrown the lot at them all so I didn't have to give any of
myself, my time to them. I wanted to carry on doing what I wanted to do with
out them interrupting just the same as it was for me as a child, it couldn't be any
different. Now I can see how awful I was as a parent, fucking awful and every
birthday and Christmas, throwing more shit at them so I can move further and
further away from them and just immerse them in stuff, not me, not love. I
didn't have love to give to them so I bought substitutes just as my parents did to
me, toys and food and stuff. Now my children buy their own stuff to keep them
amused and satisfied because what they really needed was never there in them,
my love, that connection with me and I thought I was such a good parent giving
them all they needed but missing the only thing they every needed, my love and
connection.

I have done it all so wrong, I have missed it completely with them and now it is
too late, the damage has been done and I feel so awful at what I have done to
them, I can see it, they can’t, yet!! We have talks about it but they don't want to
believe it, but I see the consequences of what I have done to them, I see it in
everything they do and to watch it is agony and that agony is the consequence of
what I have done to them, I am paying for it in pain as I watch them live their
lives, I cringe, and want to retract into myself as I see it all, and this is what is
called normal living but it's not, it’s all wrong, it’s what I have taught them and
put into them from conception and it is bad, very bad and I have to just let them
live it,  have left them with such pain as I heal myself and I feel terrible, like a
monster who has caused such pain that my children are still pretty unaware of.

And then I say well I am off now to heal myself, leaving them with all of the shit
I have caused in them, it’s so bad and so wrong and feels torturous inside of me,
as it should and when they come to do their healing, they will see it all and hate
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me and I will be glad they do, at last, because now they will be living in the truth
of what I have done to them. Instead of the denial they are in now but I can’t
interfere with that denial, we talk about so much of my healing and they like it
but I can’t force them to understand. They still love me and are still in the
illusion that I have been the best mother, as I was with mine, but it is wrong and
untrue and only through their feeling healing will they know the truth. I know
the truth now of what a bad mother I was, but they don't want to know that, it
hurts them to believe it is true about me, but it is true and I hate knowing it, and
them not, it is like I know something they don't, I am lying to them but they
don't want to hear me yet, it is all to come for them.

Praying to Mother and Father. 17 November 2018

"Mother and Father please help me, I feel so empty inside, so, so empty, please,
please help me feel the truth of my emptiness. Ijust want to go and fill this
emptiness with anything, it hurts so much; I need food to fill it, to take it away
because it is so empty and painful. Please Mother and Father, help me I am in so
much pain at how empty I feel, like a huge vacuum of space that is hollow and
empty and wants filling, it is so painful I can’t stand to feel like this anymore,
please help me. Please give me your Love to fill me, please help me Mother and
Father I am so desperate to be filled. Please help me feel the truth of my
emptiness and pain, please help me to get it all out of me Mother and Father, I
feel so hollow inside and vacant, there is nothing in me and I feel crazy, frenzied
to get this emptiness filled. I am holding myself and rocking like a mad person
because I am feeling so in a crazed frenzy and the longing is unbearable in me, I
long and long and get nothing, nothing to quieten me and satisfty me so I have to
use food or toys. Help me please mother see more of how this was just how it
was for me as a child, all the pain I denied to let myself feel. I feel terrible, almost
crazed with desperation to fill my void of emptiness and boredom; there is
nothing for me Mother and Father, Nothing. I feel insane with the desperation,
like an addict that can’t get her fix, it is denied to her what she needs, that is how
I am feeling, almost frantic with need”
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SPHERES of PARADISE being the home of
our Heavenly Parents, Mother and Father,
within the centre of the 7 super universes.

Unknown number of spheres to progress
through to reach Paradise.

HEAVENLY
Ascending out of NEBADON is beyond PARENTS

the regency of the Creator Daughter r
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and Son, Mary and Jesus.

INFINITE & UNIVERSAL
SPHERES, unknown number to
progress through within Nebadon.

ETERNAL SPHERES 3 spheres
unnumbered. Involvement with
Earth finishes.

CELESTIAL HEAVENS
are spheres 8, 9, 10.
Divine Love Spirit Healing
Mansion Worlds are 3, 5, 7.
We are healing our soul!
We all arrive in spiri
<nto Mansion World 1.

Earth Planes 1 and 2 are
of Disharmony — Hells.
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I'D TURN BACK AVONAL PAIR GOD ’

IF | WERE YOU!| Throughout the Avonal Age of 1,000 years, their Spirits of Truth will assist us
in embracing and engaging with our Feeling Healing and with Divine Love
our Soul Healing. They will assist us to develop our soul well into Celestial Heaven status
should we persevere with such a goal. The extent to which the Avonal Pair develop
themselves while here in the physical on Earth is the level that their Spirits of Truth will be
able to assist us. Then it will be Mary and Jesus’ Spirits of Truth that will assist us up and
out of Nebadon, where our Heavenly Parents will then assist us onto Paradise, Their home.
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Maybe I don’t want to be loved! 17 November 2018

Mother and Father have helped me to see more truth, that I don't want to be
loved, especially not by Father. I am too angry to let Him love me so no matter
how much I long for the Divine Love, I can not receive it because I don't want it,
my feelings are rejecting Mother and Father’s Divine Love because of the anger I
teel for my dad and his rejection of me and the way I feel about him is the way I
feel about my Divine Father and all men/masculine.

I feel so angry toward my dad, he was always around but he rejected me, he
never came near me or showed love for me, it was just something that was a
matter of course, it was never said but of course he did, that is how it was but it
wasn't true, he couldn't show me any love or any of us because he wasn't loved
by his father, his dad was awful to him and dad carried that unloved anger with
him and into us/me.

I feel so angry towards dad, like I don't want him near me, I didn't want to get
near him because I know he didn't want that closeness, I felt it so strongly from
him so obeyed his feelings. Now, I carry that too, I can’t have a relationship with
Mother and Father because I couldn't have a relationship with my parents,
especially my dad. They have made it so hard for me and they blamed me for
pushing them away and rejecting them saying I never let them near me, its all
my fault, I am to blame and I thought that was true all my life until I began to
heal through my feelings and now I know the truth I had been denying. I
pushed them away because they pushed me away, I felt unwanted so never
asked for love and affection from them. I shouldn't have had to ask but it wasn't
in them to love me how I needed to be loved.

I was rejected and denied love so I reject and deny love and I can’t be any
different and if I thought I was, it was all bullshit that I wanted to believe about
myself. Like my dad, he tried to be so different to his dad and he was so much
better than his dad was to him, but he could only be different by using his mind
to be, in his soul was all the same pain as his dad passed on to him. He couldn't
be any different than his dad and he believed he was until I told him he wasn't
and he went into a rage, so I told him the lot, everything I feel about him and he
told me he had failed as a father then. Isaid that we have all failed as parents



35

because in us is our parents pain that we can’t help but be. The apple doesn't fall
far from the tree.

I am feeling now, like I will never be able to feel love or
give love, it will never happen to me, I feel hopeless
that I will be able to receive God’s Divine Love because
I couldn't receive my dad’s love because it wasn't their
to give, so is God's? I am feeling pretty hopeless now,
like God’s love isn't there for me and I won’t be able to
break through this incredible strong feeling of not
being able to receive love or give it because I am not
love, I am rejection. I am angry and I don't want love

from anyone, I am not lovable so you can all fuck off,
don't come near me, I don't trust your love, it isn't true
or real, stay away from me and as you reject me I reject you, I hate you, you can
not love me, I won't let you. Your rejection of me has left me powerless and
weakened so I weaken you by not letting you near or love me. Stay away.

So much fear of what hasn’t even happened yet. 19 November 2018

Woke up with that awful bloody pain at the back of my left shoulder blade, it is
so deep inside and it burns so much. It hurts to take a deep breathe and feels like
something is stuck in there. I am so sick of pain, one wrong move of my body
and I am in pain and just by writing that, my mind has confirmed the feeling is
right. One wrong move for me as a child and I was in trouble or in fear of being
in trouble which is the same for this pain. If I make one wrong move it will be
worse.

It hurts so much and now I want to sneeze, all to make the pain hurt even more.
I am scared to sneeze, to make a move in case I make it worse. I am scared of the
pain and how bad it may get, I am scared of a future feeling that hasn't even
happened, which is me all over. My life has been all about the fear of the future
and what may or may not happen to me, I always had to be a step in front as a
child, working out what could cause me pain if I do it and I am still doing that,
don't sneeze, it will make it worse, don't move this way, it will make it worse.
Don't do anything Sam, don't move, don't even breathe because it will make it all
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worse, just stay perfectly still like you don't even exist.

I just moved to get more comfortable and it really hurts, I am uncomfortable all
the time and always have been. I am uncomfortable doing anything, I am scared
to do anything in case it hurts me, I need to be comfortable, that is how I have
created my life, to be comfortable so I don't have to feel pain. I am in pain now
and I can’t be comfortable with it.

It is hurting me, stabbing me, lodged in me like a hot poker twisting if  move. 1
can’t do anything and that is exactly how I feel, like I can’t do anything at all, 1
am trapped in pain and can’t move out of it. I am to scared to move or do
anything in my life, in any area of my life in case it hurts too much or causes me
discomfort so I stay still, stagnant in the same place because I am too scared to
move and its like every time I try to, I get hurt more, I am on pain’s leash, it
controls my every move, even down to my breath, it hurts.

I am so sick of being controlled like this, sick, sick, sick of it, I can’t break free of
it no matter how I try, I am stuck in it, controlled by pain, controlled by mum
and dad and it is causing me pain, I want to get out of it so much but I can’t,  am
stuck in it and too scared to say "Fuck you, I am off". I can’t do that so I have to
stay in it. Give up. Resign myself to the fact that I am too scared to not be
controlled because I am scared of what is outside of that control so I stay stuck in
it, with mum and dad holding my reigns like when I was a baby, they had a set
of white reigns for me, I have a picture of me with them on me so they could
keep a hold of me because I was always running away but soon learnt it was
futile to even try so I stopped trying and gave in as a baby.

That was where I gave in to them, as soon as I began to walk they put reigns on
me and stopped me, shit, that's awful, I had only just learnt to walk and they
stopped me. I might hurt myself if I go too far away from them so I have to be
controlled by them, it all makes so much sense why I feel so stuck and not able to
go very far from them, I still have my white leather reigns on, they never came
off and I can feel the energy of them still on me, strapped tight around my chest,
pulling me, holding me back, hurting me as I resist them and their restraint. My
mum is holding them so tightly as I try to run forward, I can’t go, I can’t run, I
fall to the floor crying and she drags me up by my reigns like a puppet as I am
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crying and just flop as she has total control, I am hanging there as she lifts me up
from the floor, like a dead weight. It’s too rough, it is hurting my chest as I hang
there not helping her and she is getting cross because I am defying her and
making a scene. My arm is trapped in the reigns and it is hurting me, my left
arm, it hurts.

I can see what is happening and where this pain comes from as I struggle with
mum to get free from these reigns and her control. We are having a battle, I want
to be free and she wants to control me and I can’t win, I have to give up so I just
go limp, dead like as she holds me up in the reigns. As I saw all of that
happening I remembered how even now I do go limp and dead like as I give in
and surrender when I am under attack, [ used to do it with my first husband
when he got aggressive with me, I would just go limp and lifeless and give in
because he was so much stronger than me, I would just flop and die so I didn't
get hurt and he would leave me alone, it was like a defence mechanism with me
and it felt like I was dying and I get that from my childhood where I did it with
mum and dad, I went weak because I couldn't win and I remember the feeling of
something in me dying, my soul shrivelling up and dying inside. I couldn't win
so I gave up and I felt so close to death, it was all on a knife-edge.

This pain I have today, and get a lot, is controlling me as my parents and others
have done, it is the pain of being so controlled. It hurts so much and I feel like I
want to go loose and floppy again, just let it take me and have me, as I can’t win.
I have to surrender to it as I had to surren