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Introduction
This is a book dedicated to all the twin souls and twin flames who
are destined to form a reunion in the twenty first century. The love
between twin souls/twin flames is true love in the purest sense of the
meaning.
This is an account from a personal perspective. Many stories relating
to the unions of twin souls have been written by people who haven’t
necessarily experienced this first hand.
There seems to be a lot of varying opinions about the differences
between pairings of what we call twin souls, twin flames, and indeed
twin rays. Giving names to relationships really pulls apart the
genuine love source. Relationships are pretty much what you
perceive them to be. However, this true story is written to assist those
souls who may need guidance – those who are approaching joining
with their twin soul and experiencing difficulties. Or perhaps there
are twin souls out there who are in a solid relationship but wondering
why there are often unexpected rough patches in their lives.
In this book, I am going to question some of the theories that have
been documented about twin souls. The sources that form these
theories don’t usually mention whether they have personal
experiences of such incarnations or they have received messages
through Spirit. It isn’t my intention to blow apart these theories, but I
may break them down, because some of them are fairly generalised.
Therefore, I feel it’s appropriate to offer more detailed information
on this subject from personal experience.
I haven’t found much documented material on twin ray unions, but I
do believe they exist. There are indications and reports that twin rays
never separate, but there is much work to be done in preparation for a
twin ray pairing. In a lot of ways, you may have to experience a twin
ray pairing to recognise it. This is the ultimate type of relationship on
the spiritual and physical levels.
Let me fill you in on some of my background history, and then I can
share my journey of how my twin soul and I overcame difficulties
when we met.
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1
The Background
In the early part of 2001, I met my other half whom I believe to be
my twin ray. Let me take you on our journey. I will show you how
universal karmic forces can conspire to assist in helping these twin
souls reconnect.
Then I met my present husband, I was only three months out of a
horrendous finish to my second marriage. The ex-husband and I had
run two businesses together for many years. In early 2000, he met
somebody else, who, unfortunately, lived not far from the site of our
companies. After a short while, I learned that this woman was
paraded in front of our employees and work colleagues most days
after I had left work.
I had our son, Jeremy, when I was 41. He was a planned baby. I
previously suffered a miscarriage when I was 40, so my biological
clock was running out. We were both thrilled to have a son.
I had a daughter during my first marriage. We lost her when I was
27. She was a victim of medical misadventure from an instrument
birth that went horribly wrong and she consequently suffered from
cerebral palsy. Tragically, she passed away not long after turning
five years of age. She is still sadly missed.
During my second marriage, we lived in a townhouse that my mother
left to me when she died in 1990. The only reason I didn’t leave the
marriage when I found out about the affair was because the house
was mortgaged for the business, and I believed I would have been
left solely with the debt.
My father had passed away in May 2000 and, after a number of
awful events that year, our marital situation finally came to the
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crunch towards the end of October. Our son, who was five years old
at the time, had started school in late August. I would deliver him to
and pick him up from school every day. On the day our marriage
ended, my ex-husband was out doing a job, which involved servicing
a commercial scrubbing machine. He told me to contact him when I
was driving home. When I did ring him, he said that he had picked
up Jeremy from school, and that I was to go home and wait for
someone to call me to explain everything. It all sounded ominous and
threatening.
Obviously, I smelled a rat. When I returned home, I was utterly
shocked to find half the contents of the house had been removed.
When I rang him, he calmly said that someone would come to the
door to explain. Just at that moment, there was a knock at the door
and, as expected, the person standing there was a legal clerk to
deliver separation and custody papers. I immediately rang a solicitor
I had been in contact with some time before, when things were
sticky. He put me in touch with a barrister to assist me to get my son
returned to his rightful home.
His father had not only removed Jeremy from a school that we had
both agreed on when he turned five, but he put Jeremy into a school
of his own choice, which was in the vicinity of where he had
underhandedly rented a house. Suddenly having my son removed
from my care and his school, and not being able to see or speak to
him, was the second worst event in my life. The death of my
daughter was the worst.
I had already been through the mill, enough to last a lifetime, as the
previous marriage had also broken down. My daughter’s father met
somebody else and remarried before our daughter passed away. So
after the sadness of a miscarriage, having a healthy baby boy like
Jeremy was such a precious gift.
We had our custody case in the family court arranged for the
following week. I learnt that judges won’t tolerate one parent taking
the law into their hands. Jeremy’s father also perjured himself and
could have been jailed. It didn’t make him popular with the judge.
He was ordered to return our son to me.
I was granted main custody of our son with his father having shared
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custody every second weekend and half of the school holidays. The
whole business psychologically damaged Jeremy for some time
afterwards. He didn’t want to be left alone with somebody else. He
preferred to be with his father or me. When things cooled down after
the court case and we were speaking again, we juggled the custody
arrangement around our weekend activities.
When the husband had his items removed from my house, he took a
stereo and some camera gear which had belonged to my late father.
However, the universe saw to divine retribution by way of karma and
he was burgled on two occasions while living in the rented house.
The items he stole from me were in turn stolen from him.
Not long after all this, I met a guy whom I felt comfortable with, but
the relationship wasn’t fulfilling. It didn’t have that element of
excitement that we tend to look for and expect from a new
relationship. We visited each other apart from dating and one day I
found myself inexplicably running from his place. I explained to him
that I had to go. I couldn’t drive my car out of there fast enough, but
the really strange part about it was that I didn’t know why I was
acting in that manner. The only way I can explain what happened
was that it was like an unknown force somehow tearing me away
from him.
It was a relief to escape at the time, but later in the day, I wasn’t very
pleased with myself. The act went against everything I was brought
up to be. I continued to act impulsively that day and I was really
missing my son. I went into my business premises seeking some kind
of solace, but going there didn’t help. I rang Jeremy’s father, who
lived not far from our workplace to see if I could pop in and visit
Jeremy. When I went around there, I was offered a coffee and so I sat
down at the dining table. Relations between us were reasonably
amicable by that time.
On the table in front of me were about two pages of classified
advertisements, which had been removed from a tabloid newspaper. I
casually looked them over while waiting for my coffee. The exhusband said that I might as well take them home if I wished to look
at them more closely. He suggested that I would never know what I
might find. How true that turned out to be.
3

2
How We Met
When I got home, I looked at the ads in the personal column, purely
out of interest; I had nothing else to do on that Sunday afternoon.
One particular ad caught my eye. It described a male seeking a
female companion for dinners and beach walks etc. One phrase
intrigued me. This man was looking for a woman aged 35 to 50 years
old and he was in his mid-thirties. I must confess to feeling timid
about ringing and leaving a message on a voice mailbox, so I left the
paper lying around on the table for a few hours. However, I was still
plagued by a niggling message in my head. I felt I had to take the
bull by the horns and contact the number in the advert. I was not
prone to making moves like this and really couldn’t see any practical
sense in it. I just knew I had to do it.
This man’s message said to mention when was a good time for him
to respond. I said any time after 7pm during the week. The next day
around 5pm, not my suggested time, he phoned me. There was a
great sense of expectation about the call, and in an instant, I knew
that this was what I’d been waiting for all my life. He explained it to
me at a later stage that he knew by my voice on his mailbox that I
was the one for whom he was searching. He had known for some
time that I was out there somewhere and the advert was his vehicle to
find me. This is one of those one in ten million chances of meeting
the person for whom you’re looking. He said he knew that the
woman he was looking for would respond. It was fate that the
universe conspired for us to eventually meet.
Although I hadn’t spoken with this man before, there was something
in his voice that seemed so familiar. Weird, I know! Keiran
suggested we meet for a coffee somewhere. I expected him to name
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the place and time, as you do. On the contrary, he asked me to
contact him the next day, which incidentally was a public holiday in
New Zealand, and requested that I decide the details for our meeting.
The day after the phone call, I wracked my brains trying to think of a
suitable place a man much younger than me might want to have
coffee. After all, I was 46 years old and he had just turned 36. So I
would recognise him, he told me he had shoulder length sandy
coloured hair and earrings in one ear. I immediately imagined he
must be hippyish and naturally pondered where he might want to
hang out.
I went through memory and decided on Cornwall Park kiosk in
Auckland, which, to my mind, seemed an old-fashioned venue. I was
very nervous, but when I rang Keiran, but he had such eagerness in
his voice, it immediately put my mind at ease. He wasn’t at all fazed
and seemed quite delighted by my suggestion of Cornwall Park, so
that’s where we agreed to meet the following day.
Being a woman, my next dilemma was what I was going to wear. I
will admit I was having a problem about the age difference. The
message came to me that Keiran would wear jeans. I would normally
dress more elegantly but, against my better judgment, I also wore
jeans.
The next morning, I turned up on time at the kiosk car park and
walked up to the outside tables with trepidation. Keiran was already
sitting there, waiting for me. At first glance, he didn’t look “my type”
in the human form, but we immediately recognised each other – soulwise that is. As he stood up for introductions, I reached forward to
kiss him on the cheek. I felt that took him by surprise. Then we
ordered our coffees. Sorry about the cliché, but it was love at first
sight.
To put it in Keiran’s words, everything was so easy. Apparently, he
fell head over heels for me. For my part, yes, it was easy to be in
each other’s company, but I have always had a cautious side to me,
which I put down to being a Cancerian. However, I found that I have
very little control when love at first sight happens.
It became evident that Keiran and I had pre-arranged our meeting
place in a previous lifetime. We just didn’t realise it until we made
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those arrangements. No doubt, if we choose to be together in a future
life, we will again arrange a meeting place in another soul
incarnation, whilst in this life.
I have spoken with other twin soul couples who reveal that they have
done exactly this. They believe in arranging events for the next life.
Likewise, I believe in learning new skills and educating ourselves in
certain areas for the next incarnation. This is entirely possible to do
and, somehow, we instinctively know when we will need something
for our future. I am certain that a lot of us do that at a subconscious
level. Occasionally, if I blurt out to somebody that I’m doing a
particular thing because I know that I will need it in the next life,
they don’t even flinch at the comment. Maybe they are spiritually in
tune with it or are secretly doing the very same thing in other areas of
their lives.
Just like Keiran and me, these other couples believed that they
should’ve met years before they actually did. That would not have
been perfect timing though, as we all meet our partners when we are
supposed to, and with the aid of divine intervention.
We had both suffered traumatic events in our lives. Keiran’s most
traumatic event happened about eighteen months prior to meeting
me. At that particular time, he was living on an island in Auckland’s
Hauraki Gulf with his partner, children, and his in-laws. One day, in
the process of clearing and tidying a spare property he and his
partner owned, Keiran lit a fire to burn all the rubbish. He was using
a chainsaw beside the fire when the petrol cap came off. His track
pants caught alight. He managed to pull them down, but he was
severely burnt up his legs and, of course, on his hands, because they
were in contact with the track pants.
The fastest method to be transported off the island was by helicopter,
so the Westpac chopper was called in. The paramedics immediately
gave Keiran morphine and dashed him to Auckland Hospital, where
he remained for three months; five weeks of that time was spent in
intensive care. After the initial recovery time, he had skin graft
operations performed on his legs, and then his hands, over a period
of two to three weeks. The surgical team were unable to finish the
grafts on one hand because he “died” on the operating table. Having
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resuscitated him, they decided that was enough, as his immune
system was compromised and his body couldn’t take any more
onslaughts of general anaesthetic. Keiran ended up with no
fingerprints on one of his fingers.
The morphine made Keiran sick soon after the first burns treatment
and he refused any pain relief at all. Paracetamol wasn’t going to
suffice. This was the stage where he had to adjust to a high pain
tolerance.
It was during those weeks lying in a hospital bed that Keiran had a
vision of me. Tragedies such as this can be life changing events and
so it was for Keiran. The experience encouraged him to make some
decisions for his future. This set him on a path to find the woman in
his vision. This was the beginning of his soul’s work, which would
lead him to reunite with the other half of himself.
For my part, I had weathered some hard lessons in my life while
working towards the reunion with my other half.
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3
The Romance
During our conversation in the park, we discovered that we had a lot
in common. We decided to take a walk afterwards. It’s always lovely
walking in Cornwall Park. It provides wide open spaces which
encourage a long dialogue, especially in the summer months.
Throughout our ‘getting to know each other’ conversation, Keiran
revealed to me that his paternal grandmother ran the kiosk during
World War II and that his father was born in the cottage next door. It
became clear to me why it was no surprise to him that I had chosen
this venue for our meeting. It was meant to be. Later on, we learned
that this was to be an initial event that convinced Keiran we were
meant to be together.
As with other soul mates, it is the same with twin souls. They find
much in common; like birth dates, names, family dates, or pets’
names. In our particular case, Keiran had owned a border collie in his
teenage years and her name was the same as mine. In turn, when I
was a little girl, I had owned a Siamese cat with the name of his
daughter, only my cat’s name was spelt with a ‘C’. We also
discovered that I went through my marriage break up during the
months that Keiran was trying to exit his sixteen-year relationship.
To my way of thinking, what we may think are coincidences, are
actually foundations, which are formed as a basis for our future
reunions.
As much as we didn’t want to part that day, life brought us other
duties, so we arranged to meet at my place the next day. Keiran was
on evening shift that week and I owned my own business at the time,
though I had a contractor to run the business if I wasn’t around. The
ex-husband and I had split our two businesses and he owned one of
8

them while I owned and operated the other one.
Apparently, when Keiran drove into my driveway the next morning,
he stopped and wrestled with his conscience about whether he should
move forward with our relationship. I wasn’t aware at the time, but
he wasn’t completely free to enter a relationship with me, not one
without any obstacles. However, the soul urge within him to reunite
with me took hold of his entire being and he knocked at my door a
short time later. I had risen that morning, thrown my Cancerian
caution to the wind, and opened my heart to the fact that I, too, was
head over heels in love with Keiran. Once I greeted him, we then
embarked on hours of talking and getting to know each other. I can
only describe the feelings we had as electromagnetically charged.
About mid- afternoon, as much as we didn’t want to tear ourselves
away from each other, I had to pick my son up from school and
Keiran had to get to a late work shift. My son was five at the time
and he felt a bit fragile from the break-up between his father and me,
so it was my responsibility to provide him with a stable and settled
environment.
I think that Keiran and I both found the situation so easy and too
good to be true. Therefore, when Keiran said he would call me, I
didn’t believe him. The old belief system relating to human
conditioning became our first stumbling block. He did actually call
me the next day, which was a Friday, to arrange to meet at the
weekend.
We met on the Saturday evening and I cooked a barbecue for us. We
spent the evening watching a humorous movie on television and
holding hands across chairs. Even when we held hands, there was
such magnetism present, it was heart wrenching when we let go. We
then took a long walk in the cool of the evening and talked our heads
off once again.
We returned home quite late and resumed viewing our movie. Then I
asked Keiran if he was staying the night. He hadn’t seemed sure of
himself all evening and I believed he required the invitation. I had
picked up that he was doing a lot of thinking. I felt there was always
a constant dread of having to part every time.
The atmosphere felt like our time together was limited and that it was
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all going to end somehow. The vibes were correct in a way. The
following day everything seemed fine at first, but when Keiran got in
his car mid-afternoon to go home, he looked scared. He told me that
he didn’t know what he was doing and would be in touch. That was
it! He reversed out of my driveway as if the devil was after him. I
thought he was going to crash his car.
I attempted to contact him, but he wasn’t even answering my calls. I
decided to leave a message occasionally. The first one being the next
day when I simply told him how good the weekend was. Two days
later, it was Valentine’s Day and he still didn’t contact me, so I left a
sweet message on his mobile phone. I knew instinctively not to
hound Keiran, thinking that he just wasn’t ready for a full-on
relationship and needed time to sort himself out. But I also couldn’t
understand why he was running from me, and why something that
was so good could appear as though it never happened. It seemed to
me that he needed reassurance that it was okay to feel this way.
On one of the rare occasions we did meet up, we discussed briefly
why it was so difficult to avoid touching each other and the peculiar
feelings we had. It’s so hard to describe, but it was like we were in
another world. We had never felt such a strong magnetic attraction or
experienced these feelings in our lives before.
One evening, Keiran rang when he was supposedly driving home
from seeing his two children. He said that he needed to ring me more
often in order to have voice contact. After that call, I didn’t hear from
him for ages. He still didn’t respond to any calls I made to his
mobile. The connection was always on his terms.
Then one day out of the blue, Keiran contacted me again, explaining
that he was getting a transfer to work in the South Island. I wasn’t
able to fathom, at this stage, that it was an avoidance of our
connection on his part. He was still attempting to run. We decided to
meet yet again in Cornwall Park, where we shared a bottle of wine.
Up to this point, we had never actually confessed to “being in love”
with each other. I believe that on the soul level, it went without
saying. However, on this occasion, Keiran chose to tell me that I
knew he loved me and he didn’t want to hurt me. I thought what a
terrible old cliché, “I don’t want to hurt you”, when a person is trying
to back away from a relationship.
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Keiran’s de facto wife lived well out of Auckland with their two
children and he boarded not far away from Cornwall Park so that he
could earn a decent living. I discovered that Keiran saw his family
approximately every fortnight on a weekend. His explanation was
that he needed time and space to work out a permanent separation
from his wife, otherwise it wouldn’t be fair on me, and he didn’t
want me to be caught in the middle. In turn, I tried explaining that
everything was laid out on a silver platter for him, but I was afraid
that it wasn’t perfect or divine timing for us to take a step forward
together. We offered to let each other go, for the good of the other
half.
I could empathise with Keiran’s explanation in a way, as I still had to
make our path for the future unencumbered from my side. Even
though my ex and I had been legally separated for around five
months, we had yet to arrange a legal agreement to split all our assets
outside of court, if we could. I knew this could be a very stressful
exercise and, like Keiran, I didn’t consider it fair on him that all my
woes would, in all probability, be poured out on him. It made me all
the more keen though to want to press forward with sorting out my
affairs.
I explained to Keiran that I loved him so much that I was prepared to
lose all material wealth to have the reward of him, and to share our
deep love. Despite me telling him this, he still seemed unconvinced
and was determined to run from me once more. I didn’t know what it
was all about, at this stage, but I have since discovered this behaviour
is referred to as the “twin soul dance”, where, in a lot of cases, one
twin has a habit of running from a deep love they don’t understand,
and they have an uncontrollable fear of the unknown. In between
running, that twin still has the inbuilt desire to keep coming back to
the other twin, while figuring out their feelings and heart’s desires.
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4
Time Apart
Although everything was proceeding according to plan in other areas
of my life, and in forming legal agreements etc, I became so
desperate one day from hearing no word from Keiran that I chose to
contact a psychic from one of the daily national newspapers. After
all, I felt utterly heartbroken and was not functioning on the soul
level or any other level that I used to. On the exterior, I was a
confident business woman, but my inner being was like jelly and
wound up almost continuously.
I was not functioning as a complete person at all. It also got to the
point where I was questioning all the feelings I had for this man and
pondering the truth of all the things he said to me. One of my burning
questions was, “Why are we apart if we deeply love each other?”
Of course, as it would eventuate, this woman from whom I sought
advice, who I shall call Loretta, was exactly the right person to
consult. Confronted with such a lucky dip of psychics, this lady was
a true seer in every sense of the word. When I started out explaining
to her that I felt Keiran was, for want of a better term, my soul
connection, she wholeheartedly agreed. Her term for our relationship
was “true love”. She used tarot cards but merely as a vehicle for what
she foretold, because she would get messages and signs in front of
her that she truly relied on.
She advised me that Keiran was running because he had never
encountered anything like this before and it scared him. He had never
operated as a complete person during his life, and would never
function as a whole person until we joined forces. Human nature
being what it is, I still had my doubts. What if she was wrong? My
head and heart were in a mess! She did give me one good piece of
12

advice amongst all the rest and that was to go with my heart over my
head.
That piece of advice resonated with an experience from twelve years
earlier when I thought I’d met my soul mate in London while on an
overseas trip. I didn’t follow my heart, as he advised at the time, and
instead allowed my sense of duty for other commitments to overrule.
I lost him because of my own stupid error of judgment and vowed
never to let it occur again. It took years of regret for me to get over it.
My present predicament, however, wasn’t allowing anything else to
take over or replace it.
I told the psychic that I felt Keiran’s paternal grandmother around me
quite often. She said that I should talk to her and ask her for help, and
so I did. This brought some waves of comfort and light in a sea of
turmoil and darkness. One evening, I had invited my brother around
for dinner, as his wife was away for a few days. After he went home,
I felt so lost and deserted that while I was clearing the dishes, I felt
Keiran’s grandmother (called Gladys) with me once again and so we
embarked on quite a lucid conversation; well, as lucid as a living
person can have with a spirit. I spoke to her out loud while she
replied on the spiritual plane by way of messages. I regarded all this
as being quite natural, although I had never considered myself a
medium before that evening.
After a couple of occasions when I contacted Loretta for advice,
during which I must have seemed on the brink of insanity, she
suggested I should go and meet with her at her house. She lived only
about fifteen minutes from me, so that was easy to do. She was a true
light worker, because money didn’t mean everything, and she was
compassionate towards me in my plight.
Loretta read my tarot cards for me, which confirmed all that she had
already told me over the phone. The other information from her
readings was that Keiran also knew we had to be together and it had
to happen in this lifetime. We had not just one but other incarnations
together. However, I had left Keiran in our previous incarnation. This
was obviously why he was leaving me all the time in this life; similar
to a kind of soul pay back. Loretta always received visual signs and
she saw Gladys in a corner of the room while doing the reading. The
psychic was also kind enough to give me her home number in case I
13

needed her, so that I didn’t have to continue paying for her services
through the psychic phone line.
After Loretta and I had discussed ways of getting through this huge
void in my life, I went home and began a twice daily exercise of
asking Keiran’s forgiveness on the spiritual plane for having left him
in the past. I felt he needed to forgive me on a soul level before we
could move forward in this incarnation. There was a general feeling
of release some time later and I felt there was no need to ask
forgiveness anymore.
After some time had elapsed, I felt that I couldn’t be put on hold any
longer and my nerves were on edge. I felt Keiran should take some
responsibility for this, so I decided to ring and leave yet another
message on his mobile. On this occasion though, I quoted that
famous phrase, “we need to talk”. It always has that sense of urgency
and seriousness about it. It worked!
That evening, Keiran contacted me, but he responded with all bad
news for which I wasn’t prepared. This is the next runaway excuse.
He explained that he was being posted to Australia with his work for
six months. Keiran went on to say that although he loved me and
didn’t want to hurt me, yet again, it would be difficult for him to
keep in touch and it wouldn’t be fair on me. We were both crying on
our respective ends of the phone. He wasn’t simply doing this to me,
but also punishing himself. However, he further explained, if our
paths crossed again …
Keiran’s inner knowing told him that we would meet again. Part of
me was angry with him and I told him in no uncertain terms that
saying all this on the phone was a gutless thing to do. I persuaded
him to come and tell me face to face at my home. He agreed and said
he would call me as soon as he returned from the South Island. At
least, I knew he kept his word in these matters. He rang me a couple
of days later and we arranged for him to come and see me. This all
came about just after Easter 2001.
Just prior to Easter, I had some body shots done. You know the kind
I mean; when you have a makeover that makes you look more
glamorous than you actually are and then you do several different
poses for the camera to accentuate your best look. After all of the
14

photos from my session had been developed, I cautiously asked a
male colleague of mine, Russell, to come with me to the studio and
view the photos because he was Keiran’s age. I thought that there
was nothing better than a male opinion on what looks good. I wanted
to get this right. I arranged for us to meet at the studio, as Russell had
an appointment directly afterwards. I ordered two shots, which
Russell chose, to be printed and ones we thought Keiran might like.
Then the studio had them enlarged.
The evening Keiran turned up, he hadn’t changed his mind regarding
the future as I hoped he would and I could tell there was nothing I
could do or say to alter the outcome of the evening. He stood by his
original story of going to Australia. Realising that I had come up
against a brick wall, I surrendered and gifted Keiran with the two
body shot photos, two poems and a special piece of rose quartz
crystal I had chosen for him to take with him.
This man worked in quarries for his job so I wasn’t sure how these
otherwise feminine gifts would be greeted. One of the poems which I
gave to him was “Sudden Light” by Dante Rosetti, which tells the
story of reincarnated love. He claimed to have read a poem similar to
this one some years before.
Keiran appreciated the rose quartz for its beauty and meaning, telling
me that usually, men who work in quarries actually have a love of
rock and so it followed that they also liked crystals. I remember that I
wore quite bright clothing that evening, in colours of yellow and
green, because I wanted to represent the light in his life. I also put on
a bright and happy front, as I didn’t want him to feel all sense of
gloom and doom whenever I occupied his thoughts in the future.
That evening, Keiran told me before he left that he had loved me
before he met me. I was slightly startled by this statement because it
echoed a song written and sung by an Australian band. The disc from
which it came was playing in the background of our conversation
that evening. The song is about soul mates and having that sense of
completion when somebody meets their soul mate.
Loretta had told me at one stage that Keiran would always want to
know how I am and so would always contact me, wherever in the
world we might be. Something would always niggle away at him.
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Before he left me that night, I asked him to promise me regular
phone calls and all he said was that he would try. Sadly, I felt that it
wasn’t a genuine promise and I shouldn’t hang onto his every word.
After Keiran left, I rang Loretta to tell her of the evening’s events
and the outcome. She did try to give me hope but I was very upset
and still felt this enormous hole inside me.
I had asked Keiran if he would allow me to see him off at the airport
the following Monday, but his excuse was that his family members
would be there and I probably wouldn’t want to see them. Fine
excuse, but I didn’t go against his wishes. The morning he was
leaving, I had a strange connection with Keiran and I awoke from my
sleep suddenly with a vision in front of me of his send off at the
airport. A while later, I was helping my son to dress himself for
school and I felt the plane as it was taking off from the runway. I
found myself in a state of devastation and it was fortunate that I had
a working day ahead of me.
I was often in touch with my psychic, Loretta, usually when I felt
very distraught, while outwardly trying to keep my composure. On
one occasion, she gave me the advice that if I couldn’t handle the
roller coaster ride, then I should get off it then and there. I knew this
wasn’t going to happen and I responded to her in the negative.
There was one more exercise Loretta gave me to do in order to try
remedying my situation and that was to picture myself “coming
home”. It worked as she said it would. In my subconscious, home to
me was where I had been brought up as a child, which was in the
house next door to where I was then living. So I pictured a vision of
myself walking down the path to the front door, opening it and
walking in. In my mind’s eye, I would then announce, “I’m home”. I
felt such a great sense of relief every time I went through this
exercise but didn’t really understand why. In an unrelated way, it had
a sense of coming home to my other half.
The other exercise I needed to do every day was to ask for
forgiveness for leaving Keiran in our previous incarnation. I got a
clear psychic message that I detected a spiritual grudge coming from
him, and I should offer my sorrow at deserting him before, and
request complete forgiveness. In fact, I had an idea at the time that
this wasn’t only on a subconscious level for him but also on a
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conscious level. I fed Keiran this spiritual message on a daily basis
and bumped it up sometimes to three times a day. I also knew the
right time to discontinue this exercise, and when the job was
complete.
This is where it gets more interesting, if a little weird. During those
months, the psychic, Loretta, suggested to me that I might like to
visit a past lives counsellor. They were all the rage at the time and,
although she was quite capable of doing the job herself, I was still a
disbeliever and she was aware that I might need a new face, voice,
and guidance to put the pieces of the puzzle together.
I knew where to find a past-life counsellor so off I went. Her name
was Dayal and I showed her a photo of Keiran so that she might
relate to him better. Silly me! Of course, she didn’t really require that
at all. However, she glanced at the photo and commented that she
knew someone like him once. Both psychics made the same remark.
What they really mean is that these guys like Keiran have a certain
look in their eyes which indicates they have gleaned an awful lot of
knowledge from many past lives and are indeed very similar in
spirituality to these psychic ladies I had visited.
When Dayal started on her reading, I noticed she was using some
unusual tarot cards. These were obviously her seasoned pack of tarot
and not at all like the set of Phoenix past-life cards which are used
specifically for that purpose.
There were several past lives connected with my man and these
travelled far back in time. The first connection was in a field of
flowers when we were around 18-19 years of age. We didn’t have
much of a chance to know each other or live together because he was
killed and taken from me. Dayal sensed the intense feeling I had for
this man way back then. She explained that I lost my life shortly after
his life was taken and, if I hadn’t, the heartache of losing him would
have killed me. There was definitely a link from this life to that life.
The second connection we had was in Greek/Roman times where I
was doing spiritual study. I was dressed in a white gown and had
long, dark hair. This same man was around me in a role of healer. He
was in his early twenties and working in a temple with traditional
medicine and natural therapies. He was also an overseer to beauty
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therapies, which were connected with hot pools and spas. Dayal
picked up on the pungent smells of herbs in the atmosphere. Sadly,
my studies prevented me going anywhere with this man in that life.
The third experience together was in some mountains with a Nordic
feel to them and the crisp aroma of snow was present. This man was
involved in a group or cult similar to the Knights Templar, working
with the forces of nature. Most of you will be familiar with the
Knights Templar, but for those who aren’t familiar, I will explain.
They were a medieval group and their full title was The United
Religious, Military, and Masonic Orders of The Temple and of St
John of Jerusalem, Palestine, Rhodes, and Malta. They were an
international philanthropic chivalric order affiliated with
Freemasonry. Throughout history, it has been claimed that
freemasonry itself was founded by the Knights Templar or that the
Knights Templar took refuge in freemasonry after their persecution. I
am aware that some will argue the connection between the Knights
Templar and Freemasonry.
This was the clincher for me to have faith in what was happening
here. The past-life counsellor had no way of knowing that Keiran’s
job was the role of a Quarry Supervisor and ultimately his trade was
that of a stonemason. Down through history, stonemasons were
heavily connected with Celtic Druids and they, in turn, were
involved with freemasonry. All three went hand in hand: the Knights
Templar, Celtic Druids, and the Freemasons. So it came to light that
Keiran’s present incarnation was very reminiscent of and, in fact,
was resonant of a past-life.
The Druids were an ancient order of Celtic priests in the societies of
Western Europe, Britain and Ireland. Celtic Druids served their
communities by combining the duties of seer, priest, poet,
philosopher, historian, scholar, teacher, doctor, astronomer, and
astrologer. Interestingly though, they were also into stonemasonry.
I haven’t mentioned that Keiran had been trained, in this life, as a
masseur, and possessed the natural gift of healing. It became
apparent during my consultation with the counsellor that Keiran’s
abilities in this life, namely being a stonemason, a healer, and his
interest in becoming a freemason, all harked back to past
incarnations. The pieces were finally coming together.
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Dayal picked up on the sight of Keiran’s grandmother in the room
with us, sitting in a corner to the right rear of me.
As I mentioned earlier, I had taken up reading tarot cards myself,
with Loretta’s influence and, it turned out that there was an
underlying reason for choosing a set of The Voyager cards, which
was unknown to me at the time. A particular card from this pack, the
Sage of Crystals, also called The Knower, was constantly turning up
for me when I was doing a spread. Within that card were several
signs consistent with my situation: the head of Einstein out in space
and several crystals, which all had a meaning. For me, Einstein
depicted Keiran’s grandmother. You know, the blue rinse, glasses
and being of old age; because she had often given me signs, and here
she was in spirit, listening in and present once again.
Dayal interpreted the different crystals in the card, which I had taken
along with me. Tourmaline was for healing the heart, hematite was
for grounding because Keiran’s head was out in space (as Einstein’s
was pictured in the card) and he needed bringing back down to earth
and reaching some clarity of mind. Fortunately, as she explained, he
had the numbers in his birth date to brain drain – meaning the ability
to clear his own mind in order to think straight for his future, which
he needed to do fairly urgently.
She went on to say that Keiran had a constant headache, a hot spot
which represented more than the symptoms. She likened it to
breaking through psychic glands in his head. In other words, he was
suffering from a psychic headache. You wouldn’t find it in the
medical text books, but there it is. At that point, it was time for
Keiran to take charge of his future. The squishy mess inside of him
contradicted all the outer fiery energy of being a Sagittarian. He had
power on the soul level, equal to that on the spiritual plane. Also, he
had the mind span that reached from the ability to dig a hole (which
he did in his quarrying job) to blessing spirit. This all stemmed from
the number five in his birth numbers.
I learnt from this session that, although Keiran and I felt our path was
too easy when we met, part of our human programming
(conditioning) is that we are not attuned to finding perfection.
Believing that we always have to sacrifice something prevents us
from going into bliss. However, there were spirit memories coming
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through to us from past lives together, and this was big time past-life
stuff at that particular time.
Whereas in the year 2000, men went off on a tangent, leaving their
wives or partners and not knowing why, 2001 was the year when
women were deserting their partners, but it was a cycle which began
in 2000. Whoever left their partners in that cycle didn’t do it
consciously, but they did it on a soul level with the aim of meeting
their twin souls. They were driven by powerful energies which they
gained from past lives; soul imprints from aeons ago.
These soul mate couples needed to learn that what you resist does
persist. Therefore, the longer my man resisted the soul urge of being
with me, the harder it was going to get and the more it would lead to
hurt for both of us. Most of you have probably heard the term, “the
more you resist, the more it persists”. This is how it is for twin
souls/twin flames. The urge to live our lives together as one half of
the other will persist until we are complete as one and the job is
done. If you both continue to resist, eventually karmic forces will
have to take over, and, if you think you can beat those, you are much
mistaken.
There is no other way these couples can live but together. If they
don’t come to the conclusion that they are meant to be together, and I
mean at all costs, life becomes tougher and they suffer mind chatter
or, worse still, nervous breakdowns. Their souls criss-cross, just like
the DNA strands that are illustrated on the backs of my Voyager tarot
cards.
You will recognise this soul urge that I write about if you have
experienced it before or are experiencing it now. It’s the kind that
rips your heart out when you get near each other. It’s an unsettling
emotion and one which can affect you on a very deep level if you
resist it.
Twin souls/flames have a stronger connection than the soul urge
which they share. In fact, it stretches beyond their souls into higher
self, the meaning of God, and up to spirit. We come from the same
soul families. I wondered early on in our connection if my son knew
Keiran in a previous life. I had a photo of Keiran on my dresser and,
my son, Jeremy would look at it and announce that he loved Keiran. I
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found that most extraordinary and his statement startled me, but it
was very probable the three of us had been a family before. The other
truth of this was that it was quite likely that Jeremy and Keiran
shared the same thought patterns. I have always suspected that
Keiran and Jeremy both used the right side of their brains more than
the left side, which gave each of them an understanding of how the
other one operated.
At last in this life together, there would be a breaking of past karma
and a clearing for our getting together to work out harmoniously.
The number eight in our birth numbers would trigger a clearing for
myself and loved ones. I had it pointed out to me that the old cycle in
this life had gone, because our souls were finally enlightened in the
discovery that we didn’t wish to desert each other in this incarnation.
We knew instinctively that we had to make it in this life, come hell
or high water, but just a little coaxing was necessary.
There is a saying, “get with the program”. From my point of view,
our souls appear to be programmed to fulfil certain tasks and
obligations in each incarnation. Keiran’s and my souls had quite
clearly been programmed to meet in this life and fill the role of each
other’s one true love or, quite literally, the other half of each other.
For quite some time, Keiran was avoiding getting with the program
in the physical form, but his soul and spirit were telling him that he
had to be with me. He was still doing his work on the spiritual plane
but, by going against his soul’s urge or programming, he suffered
from something similar to an ongoing migraine. The move to be with
me was in the too hard basket in Keiran’s mind when actually it was
quite easy – as easy as he had found our relationship in the first
place. However, in the early stages, he didn’t feel safe in leaving his
so called comfort zone.
I felt at the time that our souls’ programming would win out every
time. However, if we follow what our conscious minds want because
we think something is too hard to do, there remains the danger that
we can choose the path of our own free will, thereby walking away
from a task we were meant to fulfil. Our inbuilt programming from
past incarnations is so strong, and we should succumb to it in the
instances of true love, in order to reach peace in our lives. Otherwise,
the love that we abandon will haunt and taunt our souls for the rest of
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our lives and make us generally miserable inside until the day we die.
And all because we didn’t have the courage and strength to get with
the program and fulfil our souls’ work. A phrase describing this is
called ‘dying of a broken heart’. People metaphorically say that
somebody died of a broken heart, but I believe that can happen. It’s
possible that if someone has lost a true love, they can be haunted by
it and become so depressed that their immune systems fall apart and
they eventually fade away.
Look on ourselves as having an electromagnetic blueprint. This is
what counsellors work on when taking people through a re-birthing
technique. It’s that same electromagnetism that soul couples feel
between them when they simply hold hands or when they glance at
each other. It’s that electromagnetism that has drawn them together
in the first place. This cannot be denied and is an overwhelming
feeling between soul mates, let alone twin souls/flames.
During the past lives reading session, I was informed that all this
business is very scary for a man. There was feminine energy rising
up for two to three thousand years which was rocking men’s boats.
Their emotions were suppressed by it all and they ended up with
what you could call mud pools inside of them. They didn’t know
why they were here or over there, so to speak. Eventually, the males
who walked away from partners in the year 2000 had to get in touch
with their feminine sides. In truth, it was a wakeup call for all of us
that feminine energies were really taking over.
Whereas fate intervened in January 2001 for many soul mates –
leading them to find one another and work at being together, the
timing was now perfect for all of us to make that crucial move.
Because there was going to be some greater purpose for those
especially strong partnerships – work that needed doing in the future
for the greater good of the planet and the universe.
When I talk about timing here, I’m referring to divine timing. Divine
timing was obviously going to come into the equation when dealing
with the soul urge or the soul’s programming. The word “divine” can
mean different things to different people. Most people think of it as
the entity of God, but for those of us who don’t believe in God per
se, I’m inclined to interpret divine as the universal vibrations or
perhaps our higher selves.
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The past-life counsellor told me that Keiran would try asking me to
walk away, which would be a continuation of the pattern we had
adopted in past lives. As she so rightly said, whatever came out of his
mouth wasn’t what he actually meant. He often behaved in a
duplicitous manner which added to my confusion. However, his past
experiences, be they in this life or previous lives, had taught him not
to expect good things. This is really a negative aspect from most of
our lives, being inherent in our own and prior generations. Whether
our parents and teachers intended it or not, we are brought up with all
sorts of negative advice and opinions, but we are not often
encouraged to believe that we have the universal right to everything
we wish for or want.
Keiran’s reason for asking me to walk away would be that he was
doing it for my protection. Protection from what, I wondered. Well,
protection from getting involved in his partnership break up or being
named “the other woman”, I guess. Maybe it was just the possibility
of me getting hurt, or perhaps there was no cogent reasoning behind
his actions. Dayal suggested that if Keiran was going to do such
courageous and admirable things for me, then I should tell him to get
with the program and come home. After all, to be with me again was
like properly being home – home for two halves of a soul. If he was
making decisions for my sake alone, he would carry my karma as
well. The way things were looking at that time, I think he already had
enough karma of his own to deal with.
This is where karma becomes tricky. It’s difficult to explain in
words, but it’s like you had an experience in one life and you liked it,
so you want to do it again in a future life. We create our outcome and
Keiran would eventually have to surrender to the soul urge, or
deeper, to spiritual planes. The more resistant he was, the unhappier
we would become, and our health would suffer. As it stood, our
appetites had waned and we were both losing weight. If Keiran was
to do any favours for me, he should, “go with the will of God”. I use
that term very loosely here due to the varying connotations
everybody has of God.
Anybody being chivalrous for those reasons seemed a load of
bollocks to my way of thinking. It would be different if there was to
be a happy outcome but, in this instance, both parties would end up
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an absolute mess, so he wasn’t doing either of us any favours. Keiran
just couldn’t see the wood for the trees. According to Dayal, it was
up to me to help Keiran reach some clarity of mind in order to move
forward and make decisions for the future. One way of helping him
to do this, as he didn’t seem capable of doing it himself, was to place
the Violet Flame around him – visually of course.
Luckily, I had previously heard of the Violet Flame. For those of you
who don’t know, it is a great cosmic force descending from an
Ascended Master by the name of St Germain. It can transform our
karma and heal our mind, body, spirit, and soul. From personal
experience, if you regularly use the Violet Flame for self-healing,
people start to observe that you look positively radiant. I suddenly
looked on it as a way of sorting out Keiran’s messy mind and placed
the flame around his body on a regular basis.
I have learned since that we should thank the flame whenever we use
its wondrous powers. It’s very similar to everything we receive from
the universe, in that we must be grateful for what we do receive.
Many surgeons swear by the Violet Flame and have accepted it into
their professional lives.
For those that say Grace at the table when you are about to consume
a meal, it’s not just about “for what we are about to receive, may we
be truly thankful”. It’s about everything that the universe brings us.
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5
Working Towards Reunion
We now had the conscious awareness that we’d been there, deserting
each other in every past-life, and we chose not to do that in this
present incarnation. It may have been pure conjecture, but according
to all the signs, it was me who probably deserted Keiran in our
immediate past-life together. But it may have been at his request,
perhaps because of the possibility that one or both of us were in
danger.
As the situation was evolving in this life, the time was right to bring
out the disordered clutter from past lives, and get rid of it. By all
predictions and signs, Keiran would soon handle everything and have
no concerns. He would start to talk about it. My cards were in sync
with the timing for this. The cards indicated personal evaluation
where there would be nervous doubts. It was a matter of feeling the
moment and catching ourselves; to look, listen, and feel it inside and
thereby stop the mind chatter.
The cards also pointed to true love and they showed that our karma
was balanced on the spiritual and astral planes. We were going back
to past-life awareness. What was a bad situation now from a bad
decision by Keiran would result in a good outcome. It would not be
as traumatic for him as he might have imagined. There was timing
for being kept apart and, following on, there would be timing to
enable us to stand in each other’s energy.
Dayal picked up on a spirit around me who was very protective. She
said that Keiran had been picking up on this spirit too and he felt that
he had to make the move in the right way because his fear was
tremendous. His decision was hard to make, right or wrong, because
he sensed a giant American Indian, or ascended master around me.
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As it evolved, this spirit was helping me to remember the past. We
were both experiencing vivid dreams of past lives together.
Memories were at the forefront at this time: memories that had been
taunting Keiran for his whole life.
Loretta had explained to me that Keiran was not operating properly
throughout this lifetime but, once he met me, he finally felt complete.
It was the same feeling for me; that feeling of being complete, which,
I guess, can only be described as two halves of a whole, both
reflecting mirrors of each other. In turn, this produced a clear and
tight psychic link, which meant we were actually closer in mind and
spirit during the time he was away from me. The essence of why he
was here in this lifetime wasn’t going away just because he
physically left me in the lurch, so to speak.
Keiran’s biggest problem was that he assumed I had expectations
which I hadn’t verbalised, although this wasn’t the case at all.
However, as the outcome in the card spread became apparent, it was
all looking very good for our spiritual love to work out and to then
discover our destined form of service, whether it be in the physical or
spiritual form.
The cards said we would find a resolution by the end of June/July, by
both being at the point during the month of June where there was
separation. They showed harmony in the home after that. There
would be a close bond in a long term love relationship and a
commitment being made on the physical and spiritual plane – OR a
commitment to spirit from both of us. Everything would get better on
every plane and any doubt generated by Keiran was not necessary.
He would still have a little bit of paranoia, but would learn to deal
with it.
According to the cards, Keiran would get his act together very soon.
In fact, in two to three weeks’, it would all suddenly make sense to
him. By the end of June 2001, he would have clarity and growth in
every aspect. There would be a growth spurt and by the end of the
sixth month, June, there would be harmonious outcomes and energy
associated with unconditional love.
I was told that we must join. The cards indicated true love and that
we were aware of our emotions. We would come to understand how,
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what, and why we were feeling the way we did. In fact, it went into
the fourth dimension of visualising and standing in the Violet Flame.
By doing this, we would be able to call in more light, feel more
clarity, and make acceptance in our hearts. The key was to take one
step at a time. The essence was not to run but to enjoy the view while
cruising. The slower we go, the more aware we can be and this will
allow all our future to unfold. As the saying goes, “all in good time”.
The main obstacle was that Keiran was having difficulty making
decisions and was too focused on work. The likely probability was
that he thought that if he focused on work, the situation of the pair of
us would go away. Not so. As I said earlier, the number five in his
birth numbers represented his mind, which could span great lengths
and depths. In other words, while he was digging a hole,
metaphorically, in the quarry, he was capable of blessing spirit at the
same time. This was causing most of his turmoil, and, possessing an
overactive mind as he did, it caused him to have a debit on the level
of the mind since January 2001.
Dayal was so certain about all she read pointing to true love, she said
that if it wasn’t to be, she shouldn’t be doing her job. It had to work
out, but while she was telling me this, I was sitting there, still
sceptical that we would work things out at all. I had two obviously
great women, working in the psychic realms, trying to tell me what
was virtually the same outcome and I couldn’t believe or didn’t trust
that we would actually weave the magic.
For a few weeks, each day went by with no word from Keiran. My
47th birthday, near the end of June 2001, passed with no news. I went
out with family for a celebration dinner and pretended to look and be
happy, even though I was still feeling gut-wrenched inside. I had
almost daily contact with Loretta and visited her to make myself feel
better. The school holidays came along and I finally decided,
“bugger him”, I’m going to enjoy some quality time with my son.
Jeremy was still only 5 and needed my time and company. We would
visit playgrounds where I would join in the fun and have his little
mates visit us, and chinwag with the other mothers. I was also
bearing in mind that Dayal had advised me to enjoy the view while
cruising along, so that’s what I was attempting to do. I had learned
that sitting around and waiting for phone calls and things to happen
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hardly ever works. We have to move on with our lives as we would
normally do and the rest would follow on.

28

6
The Phone Call
By the time July 8th came around, I knew the time was getting closer
to Keiran and me reuniting again. Strangely enough, I started to
develop a tingling down my spine that I suspected wasn’t normal. I
was at work the following day and rang Loretta to ask where the hell
Keiran was, and to say this was getting too much to bear. She
suggested that I ring him at his work, to which I replied that, by all
accounts, he was still in Australia and I couldn’t contact him.
However, Loretta had a different view and added that I would
probably find Keiran at his work number in Auckland. As nervous as
I was about doing this, I had to take the risk and give it a go.
I had never phoned the quarry where Keiran worked before. When I
rang the office, a pleasant young woman receptionist told me that he
was out in the quarry somewhere, and I should ring back when he
was on his break. A while later, feeling really annoyed, I decided to
try again. On the next call, I asked the receptionist if I could have an
appointment to come and see Keiran in his office. She replied that
she didn’t have his diary with her, but she would pass on the
message. It was a surprise to me that Keiran was actually in the
country, and not in Australia, which was the line he had strung me.
A short while after my second call, I received a call from the man
himself. He had been given a message by the receptionist that a lady
was desperately trying to get hold of him and that I had tried three
times, which was a slight exaggeration. He knew who it was and
obviously thought he should contact me so that I didn’t continue to
ring the office. After all, I was now onto him and his little
deceptions. Keiran sounded quite excited to talk, and said that he
expected me to yell at him for being in hiding and lying to me. I did
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comment that what he did was smack in the mouth material, but there
wasn’t much point in yelling at him. I then requested that he visit me
at home, so that we could talk. He quickly agreed to that but, as we
were still in the school holidays, he had his daughter staying with
him for a few days. The lady where he was lodging was looking after
his daughter, who was only six years old, while he worked during the
day. However, Keiran agreed to leave his daughter with the landlady
on the Wednesday evening so that he could visit me. I instinctively
knew that wasn’t even half the battle won.
I consulted Loretta again and asked how I could convince Keiran that
we were meant to be together as I felt that I only had one opportunity
to do this and that would be on the Wednesday. I had two nights until
the bell tolled and set about making notes of everything that had
occurred in the time we had been apart. This meant documenting the
visits from Keiran’s grandmother, meetings with other people, my
emotions, and my session with the past-life counsellor. By the time
I’d finished, I had four pages of notes to go through with him. Keiran
referred to it as a lecture at a later stage, but never mind that.
One thing I have learned over the years about opportunities is that if
you pass them up without even looking at what they have to offer –
their pros and cons – you may have many regrets after the fact.
On the morning of our meeting, I received a phone call from Keiran.
He said he would rather meet over a coffee on neutral ground,
because he wasn’t able to continue our relationship, to which I
laughed. Yes, I laughed at him because he still wasn’t getting with
the program; instead, he was trying so hard to walk away again.
Also, we hardly had a relationship going on to call it that.
I was supposed to think of somewhere we could meet. I returned his
call explaining that it had to be at my place so that, in the
circumstances, if I was upset then I could save myself the
embarrassment of other people being around to witness it. He agreed
to my wish, but I felt like I had walked into a brick wall again. I
inquired if he wanted answers to our predicament, because I had the
answers. He replied in the affirmative. This was a good start, as
Loretta had concurred with me that Keiran was in a state of defiance.
On the face of it, if he walked into my home, he was afraid of
walking into bliss again, and he was still trying to run away and deny
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himself true happiness with his one true love.
For my part, I couldn’t understand anyone torturing themselves the
way Keiran did, when his future and entire happiness were all
handed to him on a silver platter. All that age old conditioning about
family values had certainly taken its toll on him – the general belief
that dwelt in his family dictating that you live out those family
values, occasionally to your detriment. In my opinion, this was
bordering on self-masochism.
The big night arrived and, as fate would have it, the date was 11th
July. I will go into the significance of the number 11 later. Keiran
turned up slightly early and, considering the tone of his phone call
that morning, it was a big turnaround that he obviously couldn’t wait
to get there. His demeanour was one of ever so slight excitement. It
was hard to absorb the difference in him and I was sarcastically
thinking to myself, “Careful now, you don’t want to enjoy life too
much when you’re still trying to run away”. As it eventuated, the
atmosphere was fairly relaxed and not filled with tension as I
expected.
What broke the ice was an initial, blatant observation from Keiran
that I had some domineering mannerisms. Not being one to leave
somebody unchallenged, I accused Keiran of being a control freak.
He was surprised at my statement so I went on to explain that he had
controlled our relationship since we met, to which he had to confess
that I was probably right. I then continued to explain that my
mannerisms had most likely come from my years as a
businesswoman and it consequently spilled over into my personal
relationships. He thought that was being very truthful. Anyway, with
our criticisms and judgments out of the way, we proceeded to sit
down and nut things out. Interestingly, all Keiran’s negativity from
that morning had disappeared, his barrier was almost down, and
some humour was evident.
Keiran told me that his back was quite sore, a complaint he has to
this day, and stated that he would prefer to lie on the floor in order to
relieve the pain, so I joined him by sitting on the floor. I had to
literally be on his level to go through the topics that I had made notes
on. He then decided to rest his head on my lap while I talked. Keiran
closed his eyes while I went through my notes and he did some deep
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breathing techniques. I wondered if he was truly listening but, as I
discovered later, this was his way of taking things in properly and
absorbing what I said. Occasionally, he would open his eyes and
glance up at me. There was a purpose in doing that, but I didn’t learn
until sometime later the reason for it.
This may seem scary but, apparently, when Keiran and I first met,
my eyes had the look of tiger’s eyes. My eyes scared him and he
wondered, at one stage, if the golden glow in them meant that I was
actually as mad as a meat axe. That evening, when it was looking as
though he had finally surrendered to getting with the program, and he
had relented somewhat from recent signals, he noticed my tiger’s
eyes were slowly disappearing. Tigers in Buddhism are
representative of spiritualism, but I will come to that later on.
Occasionally, I would amuse myself by trying to imagine looking at
myself with golden, gleaming eyes.
We had a lot of talking to do. Keiran admitted he hadn’t left his de
facto wife, but merely boarded in Auckland in order to work.
I began our discussion by giving Keiran three options, which I really
did for my own benefit, so that he couldn’t leave that evening
without my knowing where I stood. The first option was to accept
what I had to say and if I didn’t explain it very well, option two was
to go to my friend and teacher, Loretta’s place. She would be able to
help us see the true situation and come to a decision. After all that,
the third option and most frightening one was for him to walk away,
once and for all.
I remembered that Keiran had previously told me that he was in such
a mess that he had consulted a counsellor through his workplace
while he was in Christchurch. He said that person wasn’t of much
assistance and I understood he really needed the services of a
spiritual counsellor. Apparently, this woman thought he was nut case
material because of the story he went through in terms of explaining
our spiritual connection. He appeared quite relieved when I told him
that I had consulted a past-life counsellor while he was absent from
me. I was searching for answers and I felt that he must want answers
too. He agreed with that sentiment.
I could’ve given him more information on the last occasion we met,
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but I was fearful of what I call the “fruitcake syndrome”. He may
have thought that I was mad. Well, he partially did consider I was
mad at that stage on-account of my tiger’s eyes, but we won’t dwell
on that. I asked Keiran if he had really wanted to dump me before
and explained to him that I had given him opportunities to do just
that.
Keiran had previously said to me that he wanted to be in my
mornings and my nights, and his desire was to stay forever. I had to
ask him if he had only wanted to be with me forever while I was in
his presence or when he left as well. I then asked him what his heart
said to him and instructed him, in my domineering manner, not to
use his head – in other words, his gut feelings towards our situation.
He told me he fell head over heels for me on our initial meeting. He
knew he had met his match.
I asked Keiran what had happened to the rose crystal and photos I
had presented him with the night he left me. He still had the crystal
but the larger photo had mysteriously disappeared. The only
explanation he could find for that happening was that the lady he was
boarding with had gone through his belongings and extricated the
photo.
I explained to Keiran that when he was in Christchurch avoiding me,
I rang a clairvoyant, Loretta, who was now a close friend and told
him that she and I have much in common. I said that the first phone
call I made to her, she picked up that we were the “perfect match”,
our meeting was meant to be and we can’t ever break the ties. I told
him she said he was denying his emotions because he wasn’t used to
the unknown, but that he would transform and the bond would grow
deeper after that. I said I wondered, after the last time he left, if the
healing was over for him from a past-life with me. I subsequently
questioned the whole thing and sought answers. I referred to this
state we found ourselves in as ‘supernatural’, for want of a better
description.
In my spiel to Keiran, I inquired about him mentioning on the phone
that he was hurt and I wanted to know what the hurt was really about.
I had my theories and believed that his soul felt in a state of
abandonment, as did mine. I reminded him that the key to all this was
“going with the flow” in life, in spirit and in our souls. This, of
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course, was very hard for a fire sign (Sagittarius) to do, as he tended
to analyse everything.
I carefully explained to Keiran that I had consulted Loretta. I related
the whole experience with her to him:
‘I asked her if you walking away was a punishment for me leaving
you in our last life together. If it was, then weren’t you now walking
away from me on a regular basis? I had then asked Loretta if this was
occurring on a conscious level or a subconscious level and she
responded that it was on both levels. This is part of karma; we are
repeating history and the same pattern was emerging where you were
asking me to leave all the time, whereas in fact, you were the one
leaving. I considered it a possibility that you were perhaps testing me
to see how much I wanted you in this life, so I set myself on a course
of asking your soul for forgiveness. I asked your soul spiritually each
day for seven days as prescribed.
After seven days, the guilt I felt didn’t lift from me so I then
proceeded to ask for forgiveness seven times a day for seven days.
This ritual took some doing as well as remembering and I recall
thinking that I must have been bored in life to fill my days with this
ritualistic mumbo jumbo.’
I asked Keiran firstly, when his grandmother had passed away and,
secondly, if her spirit had visited him. He replied that she hadn’t
visited him, so I explained that she had been to see me on numerous
occasions. I then inquired what his dreams had been like, as I knew
his grandmother was going to guide his dreams. Keiran then told me
that he had dreamed about our past lives together and described the
content of those dreams. I admitted to him that I had asked his
granny for help with our connection and I had made a promise to her
spirit that I wouldn’t walk away from him in this life.
When I first contacted Keiran’s granny (Gladys), I meditated for 10
minutes or so and she gave me the answers that I was seeking, and
from thereon, I talked to her often. She was there guiding us all along
and I invited her into my dreams for guidance on more than one
occasion. As mentioned, she had been at my shoulder many times
when I had visited Loretta’s place.
I brought up the details of Keiran’s original advertisement in the
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tabloid and the fact that it worded the possibility of a long term
relationship. Keiran explained that he requested older women
because they wouldn’t flirt the same as the younger women. I
reminded him that when he had left me to visit Australia, I had left a
message on his mobile suggesting he put out to spirit for answers
about the way he felt and asked him if he ever did so. Of course, he
did – he’s a spiritually advanced man. I told him that I had visited the
past-life counsellor three weeks after that. I now recognised that
Keiran didn’t understand why or how we met, and our feelings for
each other.
My Sage of Crystals tarot card was the essence of his grandmother
and the steering of Keiran towards seeing the bigger picture.
However, the ‘silver platter syndrome’, as I call it, was still ingrained
in Keiran. Divine timing was happening now and we needed to start
our real love story together then and there.
Loretta had envisioned us writing a book together one day about our
experiences and HERE IT IS. This book is now part of me being a
light worker in giving people more insight into the unknown.
I needed to put Keiran straight on the fact that I wasn’t chasing
husband number three. In fact, after the last fiasco of a break up, I
was dead against marriage.
I went into the details of what happened in a past-life regression that
I had attended. My conscious mind was too strong for the
subconscious and I couldn’t be hypnotised or go back there. The only
result which came from that experience was a thumping headache.
Keiran informed me that he was also unable to be hypnotised. In fact,
he was unable at that time to wear a watch, as they tended to go
backwards or stop altogether. Such was his electromagnetism.
As I went through my notes that evening, I explained to Keiran that
Loretta had done a tarot spread following a meditation two nights
prior to our meeting. She used the Native American tarot cards,
which I had gifted her, and she drew 6 Major Arcana in the Celtic
spread, which meant our union was preordained or predestined. The
outcome card represented ‘happy families’. Loretta had asked the
cards Keiran’s state of mind, and where he was emotionally. The
card which came up was “Defiance”. Well, we all knew that of
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course. He had been in defiance for months and would have
continued in that state if I hadn’t had the strength to catch up with
him and give him this lecture, as he referred to it.
At this point, I shall give an explanation about the significance of
number 11. The number 11 is synonymous with twin souls, twin
flames or twin rays. Apart from 11 being a master number, as is the
number 22, it’s known as a spiritual messenger, alerting these souls
of the two into one; ones into two; the power of one twice amplified.
This is the symbol of the twin souls. The phenomenon of the number
11 has been experienced by many twin souls in birth dates, dates of
meetings etc. Hence, our true reunion and/or renewal of our soul
connection occurred on the 11th July, and Keiran chose the date
himself. He unknowingly had a hand in our destiny.
Keiran’s daughter was returning to her mother on the Friday so we
agreed to meet for further discussions on the Saturday.
Before our pre-arranged time the next Saturday morning, Keiran
turned up at my place, only this time he brought me a belated
birthday gift, promising never to forget my birthday in the future.
The gift was a delicate necklace in a V shape of black and crystal
colours intermingled with red stones. It had the presence of being
very new age, as well as old world, and was the type of jewellery that
I picked Keiran might choose. We acknowledged that it looked very
American Indian in design and we believed that one of our
incarnations spent together was on the Native American plains. This
point was certainly confirmed by Loretta when she read my Phoenix
past-life cards on one occasion. This particular deck of tarot is about
reading and interpreting past-life influences. For me, the reading of
these cards indicated that I shared a powerful karmic bond with an
important friend or lover who spent a past-life without me among the
Plains Indians. The particular friend or lover the cards referred to
was the moody, quiet one! There was no doubt as to which one of us
that was.
Keiran was now free to spend all day with me, having farewelled his
daughter back home by plane the day before. We had a lot to talk
about, but I could tell that he was still slightly hesitant about joining
me and moving on in life. He just seemed stuck as to how he would
orchestrate the move without hurting everybody. We both had young
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children and youngsters always seem to be in the middle of the
turmoil when changes are made in family structure.
Unfortunately, hurt may be unavoidable in situations like these and
they draw lessons for everybody to learn, including the children. I
have grown to believe that it’s not only part of our karma, but also
our children’s karma.
I will add here that three days prior to our meeting on the 11th July,
Loretta instructed me to clear out some drawers and wardrobe space
in my bedroom. This exercise is related to feng shui practices and it’s
carried out to accommodate somebody you are expecting to stay in
your home. It was hard for me to believe that it actually worked, but
three days after that, Keiran had finally decided he would be coming
to stay.
I wasn’t quite convinced that Keiran was ready to throw caution to
the wind, even though he clearly wanted to at this stage. So I offered
to take him on a visit to Loretta’s place so that we could have a round
the table meeting to work out the details of how we should move
forward. Keiran happily agreed to do this so I made a phone call to
Loretta and we drove to her place. Loretta was much better qualified
than I was to talk to Keiran about the past, present and future. Once
they met, Keiran and Loretta realised they were both equals in a way.
Loretta knew that Keiran could see auras and more or less took him
for a lesson on it. The next thing I knew, they were looking through
their hands out of the window. Now, Keiran could see all the colours
again and he was fascinated because he had left all this stuff behind
as a young lad.
He divulged his secret to us that when he was small, he used to tell
his school teachers that he could see all these colours and they would
send him off to the library to find answers. The teachers were
obviously not qualified to answer his questions or were not prepared
to enter into those kinds of topics. His grandmother, Gladys,
understood Keiran. She would sit him on her knee, talk to him about
all the occurrences that other people would find weird, and help him
understand. Gladys was like Keiran, so in a way, they were soul
mates, only blood related.
No wonder Gladys was hanging around us at that time, although
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mostly in my company. Keiran so rightly put his finger on it by
commenting to me that his grandmother and I probably shared a very
good friendship in some past incarnation together.
Gladys turned out to be the tool for us meeting and getting together.
The guidance came from on high, so to speak. I feel though that
Gladys’ spirit knew what a hard nut to crack Keiran would be and so
she thought it wiser to assist me in organising for the relationship to
go forward. I always felt a certain sense of peace around me when
her spirit was present.
Sadly, when Keiran’s grandmother passed away during his teenage
years, he didn’t have that spiritual support any more so he would
seek out books on how NOT to be psychic. He didn’t like being
different to his peers, by being psychic and able to see auras, etc. He
feared he would be ridiculed and rejected by friends and family if he
embraced his spirituality. Keiran virtually gave it all away until now
– in his mid-thirties. It seemed inevitable his spirituality was going to
catch up with him. Acknowledging his extra senses and abilities was
part of getting with the program again. I felt he owed it to the
universe and me to develop his full potential, and so he had no
choice but to embrace everything from the past and to grow with it.
This was indeed what his grandmother’s spirit was wishing him to
do.
Keiran gained some much needed confidence from Loretta that
Saturday. She encouraged him to move towards that freedom of spirit
that we all crave. Once we had returned to my house, he expressed
his pleasure that plans were in the air to finally have all that he
wished for in life. He just needed to take one step at a time.
Incidentally, the psychic headache had now disappeared and my eyes
were back to normal. All that was needed was for Keiran to accept
the truth about us and then a natural progression would follow.
When I complained how difficult it had been for me while he was
parted from me, Keiran was insistent that it hurt him far more. He
explained that if I hadn’t hunted him down, he would have always
wanted to know how I was and would’ve kept a check on me. Silly
boy! It took him longer than most to work out that he didn’t have to
cuddle a pillow every night, imagining the pillow was me. He simply
had to get with the program and acknowledge what was meant to be.
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It was a very productive day. Loretta and I made real progress with
Keiran. In his boyish excitement, when he left my place, he reversed
into a retaining wall alongside my driveway. We both laughed and he
said that he didn’t care about the damage to his car, then continued to
reverse out on to the road.
He was like a little boy whose Christmases had all come at once.
Before Keiran left, he suggested that we needed to talk more about
everything in the future. It was difficult for me to believe him, as he
was always short on conversation prior to that time, but he did adhere
to his promise. What a complete turnaround from what had occurred
prior to that.
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7
The Aftermath
A few days later, I received a surprise letter in the post from Keiran,
which explained that he had lied to me about his past and where his
family lived. He said that he hadn’t realised in the beginning that we
were soul mates, or what you would refer to as soul mates. The letter
went on to say that he didn’t just love me, that it went deeper than
that. He originally thought that my tiger’s eyes meant that I was
totally mad as a meat axe but that had all gone. I thought it took
some courage to finally admit that he couldn’t carry on a long term
relationship unless he told the absolute truth about his situation. At
least, he said “long term relationship” which gave me a sense of
security. Now Keiran was asking me for forgiveness and our
connection was on an equal level of understanding, which was a
relief.
I was slightly shocked at this letter and rang Loretta. It happened to
be her birthday so I took her out for lunch and, as I was driving her
back home, I received a call from Keiran regarding the letter. As my
mobile was hands free in my car, Loretta was listening into the
conversation when Keiran asked me if I forgave him for all the lies
and he asked if I was prepared to continue on the path we began.
Loretta sat beside me sniggering and I found myself laughing inside,
as I listened to this man who left me in the lurch, now grovelling so
that we could be together for the rest of our lives. Keiran had
cleverly discovered there was no other way to live. Deep down, he
knew I would have to forgive him. His soul would have known this
all along, but his mind was a tad slow in catching up.
Subsequently, we met often and everything was out in the open, or so
I thought… Keiran still had to find clearance and acceptance with his
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family. He purposefully went to his parents’ place for dinner one
evening, just as he had done on a regular basis in the months before
our meeting. But this time was a little different. He had to be honest
and open up to his parents, tell them that I existed, and tell them what
he intended to do with his life, which didn’t include being with his de
facto wife. His parents had an inkling that this scenario was looming,
so it didn’t come as too much of a shock. They asked that he
withhold the news until his daughter had celebrated her seventh
birthday. He tried to abide by that request, but it would happen
according to Divine timing, which is perfect according to the laws of
the Universe, and out of our control.
One Sunday, not too long after that dinner, Keiran asked me to
accompany him to his office at the quarry, to assist him in preparing
graphs and other work for a job promotion interview within the
company. I was happy to help, but during our time in the office,
Keiran received two phone calls from his de facto partner. She was
suspicious of him. She wanted to know if he still loved her and
inquired if he had somebody else. No matter how much he denied it,
she doubted his story. I tried to tell Keiran that I knew what it was
like to be in her shoes and I insisted it was time he told her the truth.
It wasn’t fair to string her along and wait until after his daughter’s
birthday, as it wouldn’t change the outcome. Previously, Keiran had
let slip my name to his daughter and she had asked who I was. He
told her that she would meet me one day. I felt all along that she
wouldn’t have a problem with me being around her father.
I could see that Keiran was sweating about confessing the truth and
dreading the moment when he had to break the news to his partner
that they were over. He explained to me that he had attempted to tell
her their relationship was over months ago when she refused to live
with him in Auckland again. She had never wanted to leave the
comfort of her parents or her surroundings on the island. When they
had lived together in an Auckland suburb when their children were
younger, she was constantly on the phone to her parents and feeling
dreadfully homesick. Keiran figured that Rebekah obviously didn’t
love him enough to be with him where he had to be because of his
job. Even though he had made all the right efforts for them to be
together, it was evident that it wasn’t going to work out. I don’t think
that anybody would consider it particularly normal for one partner to
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be missing their parents all the time and refusing to live together for
the ultimate good of their own family.
I do believe Keiran had gone to great lengths to attempt to make it
work for them. His parents had vacated their own home one weekend
so Keiran and Rebekah could spend the time uninterrupted and chat
about their future as a family. Keiran had been taught about respect
for family values and that weekend was his last crack at it. For
Keiran, I think it was all about not wanting separation from his
children. After all, none of us wants to be separated from our
children if it can be avoided. However, in the end Rebekah decided
that she couldn’t live in Auckland again, so Keiran ended his
relationship with her. She apparently didn’t comprehend what the
outcome would be.
In the office on that Sunday, once Keiran started doing his deep
breathing again, I sensed he was in an awful quandary, so I rang
Loretta and asked her advice. She agreed with me that Keiran should,
in her words, “grow some balls” and tell Rebekah the truth, once and
for all; that I was in his life to stay. I convinced him to ring her that
evening when he returned to his lodging place, although I was on
tenterhooks about it all. After his phone call to Rebekah, he rang to
let me know how it went. She asked him how long he had known me.
His reply was, a couple of hundred years, but she didn’t understand
the meaning of that statement. In fact, it was more than probable that
our souls had been linked together for many more hundreds of years.
It was only a few weeks later that Keiran wanted to bring his children
around to meet me. I found the thought of this nerve wracking, but I
had no cause to feel that way. He arrived with his daughter, Kayla,
and his son, Trevor, but it was just a short visit the first time. As I
expected, his daughter was quite chatty and seemingly unfazed by
the whole situation. His son accepted me reasonably well, but my
conversation with him wasn’t as easy as it was with his daughter.
The son was 11 at the time, which I regard as quite a tender and
vulnerable age for boys. My son was with this father on that Sunday,
so the children couldn’t meet him that day, but there was plenty of
time for all that. As I mentioned earlier, we were supposed to be
cruising while watching the scenery instead of trying to expedite the
outcome.
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By this time in our relationship, Keiran was ringing me every day,
sometimes several times a day. This was quite a change from the old
Keiran who never contacted me. He was now firmly ensconced in a
new comfort zone. Things were as they were meant to be for us, as
far as the universe and spirit were concerned. That didn’t mean
things would be easier in all areas.
Needless to say, there was huge disapproval from his ex-partner and
her family on the island where they lived. They were of the opinion
that Keiran should’ve waited until a better time to reveal the truth.
But when is there ever a good time for an event which dramatically
changes people’s live? Our lives were changing according to divine
timing. His parents accepted me, knowing that their son had been
unhappy for some time, and that he wasn’t living in a real marriage,
because his partner didn’t love him enough to join him in the city
where he was forced to find work.
My son’s 6th birthday was later on in August, exactly three weeks
after Keiran’s daughter, Kayla’s. I had a birthday party planned at a
local venue on the Sunday with Jeremy’s school buddies and we
thought this might be a good time for Keiran and Jeremy to meet.
Jeremy’s father came to visit him at my place first and that’s how the
old and the new partners came to meet. Jeremy and his father drove
to the party venue separately from Keiran and I, and we all seemed to
enjoy the birthday party. It was a chance for some of the other
children’s mothers who I knew from school to meet Keiran. Being so
much younger than I am, Keiran was amusingly known as my toyboy
at that time.
After the party, Jeremy, Keiran and I made our way home together
and then my brother and sister-in-law visited my place for Jeremy’s
birthday, as they were his godparents. This was a good opportunity
for Keiran and my family to meet and have an initial getting to know
one another encounter.
One Saturday afternoon, Keiran and I decided that the time was right
for our respective children to meet, and so we organised to see a
movie in the city. At least at a movie, the children weren’t obliged to
make small talk with each another. The movie afternoon went really
well. Then one weekend soon after this, Keiran’s mother decided to
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invite me for dinner. Our children went with us and it was all very
pleasant. They were slightly shocked at the age gap between and
Keiran and me – as was his younger brother, who lived with his de
facto partner, when Keiran took me to meet them. The brother, Chris,
did his utmost to embarrass me, and asked me why I would want to
hang out with Keiran. But as I’ve discovered since, he always wants
to know everything. However, I was a bit more mature and wasn’t
into playing his games. We consumed a coffee to be polite and didn’t
outstay our welcome. It was more than either of us could stand and I
could clearly tell what Chris thought of me. He was taking sides with
Keiran’s de facto wife and I suppose he was entitled to his opinion.
However, he wasn’t aware of the whole story and not really in a
position to judge us.
One of the problems you encounter when situations like ours occur is
that the people around you usually advise putting the children first.
They no doubt mean well and have good intentions at the time, but if
they looked more deeply into the relationships of the couples, they
would see that it’s not always in the children’s best interests to be
considered first. Of course, I’m not suggesting that we neglect our
children’s emotions or feelings, but if, for instance, Keiran and I
were not happy as individuals because we continued to procrastinate
about our souls’ reunion, the likelihood of our children being
unhappy was almost certain, as they would pick up on our vibes. It’s
far better for the children to see their parents in a happy emotional
state. They then adjust to the circumstances instead seeing their
parents tense and torn and wondering what the hell is going on.
In cases of marital break-ups where another relationship has been
initiated, possibly one of the parents of a child on each side is going
to be in a state of unhappiness, but it doesn’t usually last, and people
tend to forget that we choose our parents. Therefore, a child has his
or her own karma to work through and, as harsh as it may sound, our
children often have to go through similar traumas to the ones we
have to endure. However, we have a responsibility as parents to
smooth the path and guide the way towards a solid and loving future
for our children. During the difficult times, it would be beneficial for
us to talk through the situation with our kids. Sometimes it may be
necessary to seek some professional counselling. We often comment
that kids are more resilient than adults are, and you would be amazed
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how kids seek solace through their peers, no matter how old they are.
I witnessed this situation happening with my son when he confided
in me that he would talk about the changes in family relationships
with his little mates at the tender age of seven. I guess that I was
relieved he could get it all off his chest in that manner.
Keiran had planned to visit his partner, Rebekah, and tell her about
our relationship, as we were certainly not popular with his family
about that side of things. I had some inkling of how it felt for her
because I had been in a similar position when my son’s father left.
Clearly, Keiran should not have told her on the phone, but, in his
defence, he was backed into a corner by her phone calls while we
were working in the office on that Sunday. In this instance, he had to
be cruel to be kind by telling her sooner than expected, even though
the circumstances weren’t ideal. In life we often ask ourselves, when
are circumstances ever ideal?
Keiran was not in a position to take a day off work at that time and
fly over to the island especially to see her and deliver the bad news.
Of course, I had hoped in the beginning that Keiran would sort out
his own family departure during those weeks we spent apart. I
imagined that was the main purpose of our time apart, so that he
could make a clear path for us to get together without all the trauma
of me being “the other woman” as it were. There were no excuses for
Keiran announcing it the way he was forced to in the end.
To act in the right and proper way, Keiran would’ve needed more
clarity of mind, which he didn’t have. As the past-life counsellor
remarked, his mind was on the debit side and he couldn’t quite see
past the confusion that was going on inside of him. One might hold
the opinion that I should not have pursued him the way I did or
encouraged him at all, but I was not fully aware of his precise
situation until he came back to me on 11th July 2001. If both of us
had done absolutely nothing and left ourselves in limbo, the universe
would’ve conspired and something would’ve magically happened to
bring us together no matter what.
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8
Getting To Know Each Other
Not too long after we reunited, Keiran voiced his wish for us to visit
a lady in Cambridge who had all the equipment for photographing
auras and doing psychic readings. I agreed to this because we were
naturally curious about our future together, and so he organised the
outing for us on one cold and foggy Saturday morning.
The lady welcomed us into her home and photographed our auras,
which was an experience new to both of us. When she unveiled our
photographs, she was stunned to find that they were identical. She
explained that this was a very rare event indeed. The truth of our
souls showed colours of red and orange emanating from our auras,
with a huge amount of yellow over both of our left sides. People in
general were not particularly aware of a title for twin flames back in
2001, so we weren’t able to come up with an answer for the identical
auras.
During her readings of our futures, this lady foresaw that we were
together to do a form of service. Yet again, that was confirmed. She
also predicted that Keiran would one day acquire an Indian
motorbike, which was something he had always wanted. As for the
remainder of the reading, I recall that we were both so in awe of
being together at last, I don’t think either of us really worried about
what might be in our future. This session further proved to us the
essence of who we were – that we had joined as one half of the other.
During our time of getting to know each other properly, we hit on the
idea of attending Buddhism meditation classes. These were taking
place on the other side of town, but we booked ourselves in for
classes and religiously attended once a week. It was quite a pleasant
atmosphere because we felt relaxed, knowing that every other
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attendee was like-minded. I have to confess though that we quite
often dozed off despite the fact that we were sitting upright for our
meditations. The meditations were so lengthy and there was a deep
silence surrounding us that it was very conducive to catching a few
zeds. We wanted these meditation classes to benefit our relationship
in the long run and hoped there might be further benefits towards
whatever form of service we chose to do in the future. The course
didn’t entice us into becoming members of the Buddhist religion, but
it was a good all-rounder for people of no particular religious
persuasion, even if it simply helped them through their lives in some
small way.
A wee bit further on, we investigated going to an evening workshop
which was about seeing spirits and auras. This workshop was held by
a psychic reader, who I shall refer to as Tony. The goals during this
evening were to see people’s auras and then their spirits or the
entities they had been in past lives. I don’t have any doubt that
Keiran could already see auras, but that evening was simply a way of
confirming for him that it was quite acceptable to do so, and
confirming that there were other souls just like him. The rest of us
beginners present were on a learning curve.
Tony guided the class through distinguishing everybody’s auras and
then, one by one, we each had to sit on a chair out in front of the
group. All of this required a great deal of concentration but, yes, we
did manage to see spirits which emanated from each person; people
that they may have been in past lives, including Kieran’s. Then it
came to my turn and I was the last person to sit in the chair. The
whole class was silent for some time and then everybody confessed
to seeing the same thing. There was no spirit emanating from my
body, but a bright white light surrounded my body. As they were
sitting together, Tony leaned over to Keiran and said, “See that light;
that means she’s your powerhouse.” Then I heard Keiran say, “Yes,
now I get it; that’s what she is.” All along, he had wondered what it
was about me and why I was in his life. This was the time to bring
about a conclusion; the conclusion being that Keiran had discovered
I was the force and the energy required in order for him to exist for
the rest of this life. Tony reinforced this for him and everyone else in
the room was witness to the discovery. For my part, it seemed quite
odd to be in a room full of strangers, hearing myself being talked
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about as though I wasn’t in the room.
***
I had booked to visit a friend and her husband, in Melbourne in
August. We had gone to high school together and had been friends
for thirty-two years at that stage. She didn’t visit Auckland very
often so I decided it was time for me to visit her. My trip was
planned prior to Keiran coming back to me. Loretta warned me that I
wouldn’t be going to Melbourne, but I stubbornly made the booking
anyway. I thought that I should live my life while waiting for Keiran
to move his butt, instead of sitting and waiting, otherwise I wasn’t
doing myself any favours.
Fortunately, I had only paid a deposit, because, as predicted, I did
end up cancelling the trip. Keiran and I were going through such a
crucial transition for our future at that time. However, towards
October, I had been asked by a friend and work colleague if I would
like to go with her to Sydney for a motivational conference. I agreed
to go and she didn’t mind Keiran tagging along.
Claire was quite a lot of fun to travel with and we all enjoyed each
other’s company. Unfortunately, I discovered those ra-ra conferences
were not really my forte and I excused myself after the first evening.
Keiran and I went off to explore the city, all the while wondering if
this was the place where we would eventually live. Loretta had
predicted that we would move to another country. The problem was,
how would we make a living there with Keiran being a rock man. In
the end, we left that question to the Universe to solve.
After we returned, it wasn’t long before Christmas was upon us. As
my luck would have it, the main part of Christmas Day was to be
held at Keiran’s brother’s place, which wasn’t perfect by any stretch
of the imagination, but I had to handle it as best I could. At least,
Chris was better behaved with his parents there. Keiran’s father was
chief barbecue cook so I sat beside him and we chatted. Admittedly,
he had a couple of drinks under his belt, but he was full of praise for
the way I had supposedly brought his son back to him, as he
described it. He claimed that Keiran hadn’t talked much to his
parents in years and that he was certainly becoming thinner, and not
looking well in those months he had walked away from me.
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However, now he would engage in conversation with his parents
more and looked healthier since his appetite had increased, for
obvious reasons.
Not long after we got together, we discovered that we could follow
each other around spiritually when we weren’t in each other’s
presence and while we were going about our own daily business. My
first experience of this occurred one day when I was travelling along
the motorway and Keiran rang me on my mobile. I informed him that
I had just left the hair salon and he confirmed that, explaining to me
that he was there with me. He went on to tell me the details of my
hair cut and the exact colour.
I confess to feeling slightly shocked that I had an invisible man
following me and watching my every move. Two can play that game,
although it was anything but a game. I found that I, too, could
invisibly follow Keiran and I did that one day. I could see him going
about his business in the quarry. I am reliably informed that it’s all
connected with quantum physics except that I’m not overly familiar
with the subject. I liken it to sitting with a friend, having a cup of
coffee together, while standing aside looking at the two of us
enjoying a chat. A short while later, I announced that we shouldn’t
get into stuff like that, as we were both entitled to some privacy.
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9
The Outcome
In the New Year of 2002, it was time for some planning for our
future. We decided it was definitely time to throw out the old and
bring in the new. It was time for me to sell my car (it was chosen by
my ex) and to sell my townhouse and my business, but one thing at a
time. Keiran had succeeded in getting that new position he had
applied for within the company. However, he felt the need to move
on to something different. He chose to resign as Quarry Manager and
was offered more money, but declined the offer.
Keiran’s best friend whom he had worked with at the quarry, moved
to a new position in the Bombay hills which was about 45 minutes
driving distance from our place, on a good day. He asked Keiran if
he would like to contract to his quarry, moving rock, and setting up
different grades of rock by the office area for sale to the public, as
well as delivering rock throughout Auckland. So we bought a tipper
truck for this purpose. After Keiran had been with the new company
for about 2 months and had established the job would be permanent,
we decided to move out to Bombay. For one thing, the travelling to
and from work in heavy traffic was starting to pall with Keiran. The
other reason was he would be relieved to leave my residence and
make a fresh start. He always felt as though “things” were leaping
out from the walls with all the history the place had after my residing
there for twenty odd years. There was additional history in the house
with my late mother having lived there as well as my late daughter.
It all seemed so easy after that. I put my place on the market with a
firm of local real estate agents and on Anzac Day in 2002, we went
hunting for a new residence in the Bombay area. The agent first
showed us a place that was way too close to the electricity pylons
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which run along the Bombay hills and we could hear the electric
current passing through them. We then told him about the quarry job
and he mentioned a lifestyle property that might interest us. As luck
would have it, the property was directly across the road from the
quarry where Keiran was working. The property was in a mostly
rural area with the house and sheds standing on three and a half
acres. The agent said we would have to pay more than we were
originally looking to pay, however, we were open to that possibility,
and we were optimistic about the outcome.
As we drove down the long driveway and looked at the house, we
knew we wanted it. The rural landscape out as far as you could see
was stunning. It faced down onto the Waikato region. They always
say you should look at a property a second time, especially if the first
time the weather leaves a lot to be desired, and we had chosen the
worst day to go house hunting, in cold, grey, rainy conditions.
However, we had everything there we thought we could ever want,
including a huge farm shed to house the truck and lots more. The
large shed had been used for an upholstering business and had a
mezzanine floor, which we visualised as a perfect playhouse for the
kids.
Within two weeks of my townhouse going on the market, I received
an offer very close to my asking price. It was a done deal, so we
knew how much would be in the kitty to purchase the new property.
We almost lost the deal over our new property because our solicitor
got too legal over a drainage issue and the vendors were becoming a
little annoyed. Keiran and I put our heads together and prayed like
hell and the agreement finally went through. Our settlement date was
19th July. I always feel good about numbers 1, 10 and 19 because
they are numbers of renewal and, fortunately, the 19th was a
Saturday. Perfect! Or so I thought. The day we moved, Keiran’s
parents helped us. However, Keiran got a severe migraine so that he
was able to do very little but sit in a corner of the new house and
keep fairly quiet. More often than not, my son went to stay with his
father at weekends but, on this day, I made sure he joined us. I
believed the shift would help him to adjust and he was quite excited
about the move. We had bribed Jeremy and Kayla with a menagerie
of animals that they could have on the new property so they were
looking forward to that.
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Keiran continued to suffer from migraines for a couple of years after
moving, until we were referred to a product easily procurable from
the health shop that assisted in preventing them. The migraines soon
disappeared.
One interesting point was that prior to physically looking for
properties, Keiran and I had discussed and joked about where we
would eventually live. He was adamant that we would live further
north of Auckland and I was equally as adamant that we would live
south of Auckland, more specifically, in the Mangatawhiri region. I
remembered going to my niece’s wedding in the grounds of a wellknown luxury hotel right in Mangatawhiri itself. Her wedding took
place in the April of 2001 when Keiran was in hiding from me. It
was a wonderful setting for the wedding and I glanced at the
mountains all around the guests, while thinking to myself that I or we
would reside in that area one day in the future. I felt happy for the
newly married couple but slightly melancholy for myself, wishing
that Keiran was there beside me. Most of the guests including myself
were able to stay in the accommodation for the night after the
wedding reception.
During the outside celebrations, immediately after the marriage
vows, the alarm in my car went off, much to my embarrassment. The
car, which was my ex-husband’s choice, had a tricky alarm system,
which had started to play up increasingly prior to that day. I had the
alarm examined by the company who had installed it in the car
before I purchased it. I had called them on two occasions to
investigate why the alarm would sound at will and at the oddest of
times. On the second occasion, the repair guy was flummoxed as to
the cause and suggested that I was operating on the same wave
length as the alarm system and, in fact, I was the one setting it off. I
did give him a rather suspicious look but he was obviously serious.
Of course, I wasn’t intentionally aware of this and, while my friends
and family thought it was a huge joke, I could fathom how this might
occur when you look at the electromagnetic connection between
human beings and car alarms. Anyway, when the alarm was
triggered at the wedding, I received a ribbing from my nephew and
raced out to click the car key and calm the alarm down. As if that
wasn’t enough, the flipping alarm went off in the middle of the night
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as well and I raced out in my night attire to put a halt to the
disturbing noise. We were never sure, in this instance, if my
wavelength was the culprit or it was interference from the
surrounding reception towers in the hills, because the latter was a
possibility.
Back to my story of our friendly arguments over where to live. We
would often do meditations together. On the one hand, it was good
for our togetherness and, on the other hand, we would frequently
have visions of the future and we found this a novelty. The
meditations would offer guidelines, if you like. Prior to purchasing
our property, I started getting a particularly vivid vision, on more
than one occasion, of a sunset behind three mountains and we knew
this was significant but were unsure at that stage what the
significance was. One evening, not long after moving to our new
property, Keiran was doing some repairs to a fence on the very top of
the property, which was up a long drive. I walked up there to have a
chat and see what he was doing.
Keiran explained to me that while he was working, he had looked
over towards the quarry across the road and there was the vision;
three mountains overlooking the quarry facing the west where the
sun sets. We were very smug about the coincidence but had a laugh
as well. For us, this meant that there were meanings to our
meditations and that spirit knew long before we consciously did that
we were destined to live there, although our souls would have been
aware of it. That was not the only coincidence that arose out of our
move. We were together the day that the title for the property arrived
in the post and we discovered that we were now living not in the
town of Mangatawhiri per se, but in the Parish of Mangatawhiri. We
were living about 15 minutes away from the actual town of
Mangatawhiri, and where my niece’s wedding was held, but I
couldn’t let Keiran forget for some time that I was on the button
when I predicted we would live in an area south of Auckland. He had
to concede that my forecast held more clarity than his.
Our biggest hurdle to stem from that move was that we were looking
too hard at what service we were going to perform for mankind, and
sometimes when you’re looking is not when you’re going to find
something. They always say exactly that about love; it turns up when
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you’re least expecting it. As I learnt in the last couple of years, the
best things arrive unexpectedly; otherwise, we can easily mislead
ourselves into something which will be to our detriment and not for
the common good. We tried out a few ventures over the years in our
quest to do a form of service, but we felt none of them were doing
the job we were meant to do.
The closest work to nature Keiran did was when we started our own
landscaping business, working with rock from the quarry over the
road. This began in conjunction with the contracting work he was
already carrying out for the quarry. Keiran’s love of stone produced
some beautiful landscaping work. He was particularly at home in a
quarry, being constantly in touch with the natural things the earth
provided and he could communicate with the rock to find out where
the best place was to do a blast. This part of him was harking back to
the Celtic Druids and the ceremonies they would perform while
surrounded by nature.
Sadly, the heavy work in the landscaping wrecked Keiran’s back and
he had to give it up. Alongside the contracting work, we started a
massage therapy business. Our large shed was big enough and we
divided off a room and decorated it as a studio for seeing clients and
doing healing. I thought it would be a shame if his healing skills
were to go to waste in this life. Keiran had already been trained as a
masseur in his early twenties. He then went to classes in Aquarian
Healing to further his skills after we moved house. This healing
entailed long-winded courses with certificates at the end of each
course.
It suddenly dawned on me one day that Keiran didn’t need to learn
other healing as he was already gifted with natural powers of healing.
I mentioned it to him that he should give up these rather expensive
courses and simply go ahead and heal people. It was all contained
within him and I had personal proof of his abilities. I had been on the
receiving end of Keiran’s absent healing many times. For over 30
years, I had suffered from the repercussions of a whiplash injury and
often had neck pain, or headaches originating from my neck. If
Keiran called me from the quarry and I mentioned that I had a
headache, he would heal the pain, and the headache would be gone
within ten minutes. I could tell when he was working on the healing
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from a distance. Why would he need outside instruction on how to
heal people?
I joined Keiran in the massage studio though only in a small way as I
had taken courses in Reiki and Indian Head Massage. While Keiran
was more accomplished in natural healing of the physical body, I
was perhaps better in healing with words or counselling.
We met in 2001 then decided to move house in 2002. In 2003, we
made the move to get married. The spirit of Keiran’s grandmother
told him many times that he had to marry me. In fact, it wasn’t in
Keiran’s nature to marry. He had said to me that he didn’t believe in
marriage and this was the reason why he had never tied the knot with
his children’s mother. However, they were together for 16 years
which wasn’t bad going in this day and age. His grandmother,
Gladys, had the old fashioned beliefs about the sanctity of marriage
and told Keiran he did have to do it right this time round. He
occasionally needed the reassurance that I would marry him and,
although I had made promises to myself after each of my previous
marriages that I wouldn’t enter into matrimony again, I knew that I
had to marry Keiran.
In my efforts to prove to Keiran that I would marry him, I purchased
personalised car registration plates with his surname on them. Now
you can’t get much more promising than that!
I started to plan our wedding from our new home towards the end of
2002 with strict instructions from Keiran that he didn’t want too
many people in attendance and definitely no wedding video. I was
slightly disappointed by his directions but then he was quite a private
person and didn’t like a lot of showy stuff. My son, who was by then
seven and a half, was assigned to give me away. Both my parents had
long since left this world and so I had only one brother and his wife
who could attend and two very dear friends, one of whom performed
our wedding ceremony, and the other lady did a reading for us.
Keiran’s parents were invited, along with one of his brothers – not
the brother who had been so insulting on occasions.
We considered it appropriate to marry on the date we met two years
prior, February seventh. A fair bit of physical preparation was put
into the forthcoming occasion. Keiran made a special rock garden
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that doubled as our wedding altar. Standing stones were surrounded
by smaller plants to offset the nature of the garden. The whole scene
looked quite stunning. It had an air reminiscent of ancient history –
of when the Vikings invaded Europe, and from the Stone Age, the
Ring of Brodgar on Orkney Islands, north of Great Britain, and the
ring of stones, the Standing Stones of Stenness, a short drive down
the road. This was my ancestry and I had been lucky enough to visit
the Orkneys many years prior to Keiran and I meeting. So it
eventuated, that we both had rock and stone in common as well.
The day arrived in February 2003 and it was a picture perfect sunny
day on the farm. As predicted by Loretta, I was going to be wearing
Keiran’s grandmother’s wedding ring. Keiran’s parents offered it to
me once they were informed that we were getting married, as he was
their first son out of three to take the plunge. Loretta also foretold a
string quartet playing in a park on our wedding day. She was almost
correct. We invited a string duet to play at our actual wedding
ceremony at home and they were wonderful as well as very fitting
for the occasion. However, we did have a park in the arrangements
as, naturally, we celebrated our wedding feast at Cornwall Park,
where we first met.
Our spirit friends were very busy the morning of our wedding day.
They really laid it all on for us. The few guests had arrived and I
approached the ceremony on the arm of my son from under a pergola
in our garden. Jeremy led me to my future husband’s side where he
was waiting with bated breath and that usual look of nervousness. I
had to understand that this was an ever so huge step for him. His son,
Trevor, was standing alongside of him holding our wedding rings
which were placed on a violet coloured cushion inlaid with a Celtic
cross. We were fortunate to find it, as it was perfect for the occasion.
As we stood together and our celebrant began the service, we were
both deafened by a cacophony of spirits’ voices. Our secret thoughts
were that Keiran’s grandmother had organised her own spiritual
celebration and gathered all the entities that had steered us towards
our present union.
There is a Celtic tradition that the wedding rings be passed from one
guest to another in order to bless them prior to slipping them on our
fingers. This tradition was duly carried out and we were privileged to
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have two very dear friends of mine for many years, perform the
ceremony, and do a reading for us. After the nuptials were complete,
our celebrant’s husband cracked open the champagne. Were we
ready for that!
Keiran’s daughter was only eight and a half at this time and she
looked resplendent dressed in bright yellow, carrying a ribboned
basket full of real rose petals, supplied by the florist. Jeremy looked
so cute in his little tuxedo with a bow tie. We had arranged for a
fabulous photographer, so she took a few photos before our small
children showered the wedding party and themselves with these
gorgeous rose petals. They also found their way into our glasses of
bubbly, which was a source of some amusement on that beautiful
sunny day.
One quite noticeable difference with twin souls is the fact that they
don’t tend to have children as a couple. They can be together with
children from previous relationships or marriages, but they are not
meant to start a family as a soul couple and there is a very good
reason for this. The purpose of their soul reunion and living together
is to perform a form of service to mankind, animals, or the planet.
These couples couldn’t adequately succeed in their tasks if they were
distracted by rearing babies, alongside everything else life throws at
them. They often have an age gap, which naturally prevents them
from having children and leaves them free to devote more time to
their own spiritual advancement.
During our rural life in Bombay, we had Keiran’s son and daughter
stay with us every second weekend. Keiran would fly them over on a
Friday afternoon and they returned home on a Sunday afternoon.
They would also come to stay during the school holidays.
About two years after we settled there, his son, Trevor, decided one
Sunday afternoon that he wanted to go home early and so he was
taken to the airport. Sadly, he left for good, never to return. Trevor
had been ruminating on the way his father had left his mother so,
without asking us or being armed with the truth, he chose not to
speak to his father again.
Over time, Keiran tried to make good with Trevor but it didn’t work
out. Nearly eight years have now passed. Hopefully, there may be a
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time in the future for some healing between them.
Keiran and I were now on an even more equal footing. We had both
lost a child; I had lost a daughter and he had lost a son, though not
permanently for him.
Late in 2005, we opened a mini-golf and café complex on the top of
our property. Keiran and others had formed the actual mini-putt
course out of rock from our quarry across the road. Not only did we
do this venture as a service to the community, but also it became a
showcase in the various uses of rock and stone for our landscaping
business, which Keiran was still active in at the time.
Some prospective clients were not able to visualise how their gardens
might look after landscaping, so the mini-putt would give them real
life perception. At the same time, the public could enjoy some fun
playing mini-golf while gazing at a herd of cows or goats over the
fence. It was quite a unique and beautiful place for people,
particularly with young families, to stop off when travelling between
Auckland and Hamilton, to stretch their legs and have a bite to eat, a
hot or cold drink or an ice-cream.
We had battled objecting neighbours for two years to gain our
resource consent and considerable funds had been poured into the
legal side of developing such a complex. To bring about a resolution
of their worries, we underwent mediation, which was a cheaper way
of dealing with their issues than going to court. I employed a
favourite saying of mine during the time of pre-development –
“come hell or high water”. So when the outcome seemed a bit
doubtful from time to time, I would recite, “Come hell or high water,
this is going to happen”. The phrase had an air of certainty to it, and
it let the universe know that this was going to be. I find it works
more often than not.
The level of commitment that was required for us to operate the
mini-putt and café was huge. We gradually became aware that
Keiran’s daughter and my son were missing out somewhat on a
normal life, from being involved in the business with us most
weekends. I would partially enlist their help during school and public
holidays too, while Keiran was going out to his other work. In
amongst all this, we were also racing our own greyhounds as
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owner/trainers, albeit in a small way, so there was an additional
commitment most Sunday afternoons.
There weren’t enough sources of family entertainment in our area,
and we often had the local council on our backs regarding signage on
the highway. Also, a part of the community didn’t appreciate what
we had to offer, so, in the end, we decided enough was enough, and
we closed it down four years later.
During all those years, we really lost sight of what the past-life
counsellor actually said. She told me that it would be a destined form
of service but, of course, we weren’t awake to the fact that it didn’t
have to be in the physical form. It could be in the spiritual form, and
we had unknowingly missed the fact that it was possible to do
spiritual work while holding down jobs that would earn us a living.
Instead, we were attempting to do a form of service in helping
people, while expecting to earn a living from it.
We found to our cost that expectations can be very disappointing and
deceiving. What happened was that we were two very strong willed
souls thinking that we could sort all this business out ourselves
instead of allowing the Universe or spirit to guide us.
I guess we did try and, in doing so, we carried out three different
forms of service; the landscaping to enhance properties, a healing
studio and a form of public entertainment. The trouble is we were
silly enough to attempt all three at once. However, perhaps we did
actually achieve what the universe expected of us, and then it was
time to leave them be.
Life for us has been very hard at times over the years. We have
questioned, from time to time, if we were soul mates or twin souls,
probably because life hasn’t run as smoothly as we perhaps hoped it
would.
We should never question some things. They just ARE. We were
brought together on this earth, the one half of the other, to build our
strength together, overcome huge hurdles, and make a difference.
That does not entitle us to have an easy life, even though we may
think that we earned it.
As I pointed out to my now husband, we are definitely twin
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souls/twin flames. We are not gods or super-humans and should
never get the big idea that we are or that we are infallible and
therefore shouldn’t ever argue. It’s because we are so close in our
souls that we are handed the biggest tests – ones we have to
overcome – much more than your ordinary soul mate union. You
could say that we are truly tested in fire. The truth is that we have
probably had more disagreements in our life together than most
couples and, on occasions, it seemed there would be no solution to a
problem. We were both too stubborn and strong willed to see any
light at the end of the tunnel. It’s because we are not perfect that we
have to work things out, just like everybody else. We are supposed to
have a special strength to find a solution and that makes us grow
stronger.
Believe me, and I have heard this said by other twins, when twin
souls disagree, they can have absolute blazing rows where no holds
are barred and extremely hurtful words are spoken in fury. In fact,
we could probably leave most couples for dead in that regard. And
yet, part of our soul-ship is to get over it and leave it all behind.
Allowing love to overcome everything, which we vowed to do on
our wedding day and doing some self-healing along the way. This is
what we do to learn unconditional love, because that is really the
fundamental purpose of soul mate relationships.
If our deep soul love was really worth anything, we would see it all
through and not end up hating each other as some couples inevitably
do. Having said that, I have discovered in recent months that there is
not only a deep soul love with twin souls, but there can also be a
deep hatred; it’s the yin and the yang, if you like. There can be a very
fine line between love and hate.
There are many tools which the universe has at hand, or catalysts for
change, in assisting couples to meet their one true love. I refer to
them as tools because they are merely ways and means for the
beginnings of relationships. One story which was related to me was
about a young Fijian Indian man, a pharmacist, who was your
average modern male with attitudes to boot. His mother had arranged
a female match for him years before the time came to marry. Where
most modern males would run a mile from an arranged marriage
these days, this particular guy was strangely resigned to the fact that
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he would marry and make a life with a woman his mother had
arranged for him. As it turned out, they did marry and actually fell
truly in love, although I’m not sure which came first; falling in love
or the marriage. What I’m trying to say is that perhaps this young
man knew intuitively that he was marrying the right woman for him
or maybe even had that twin soul connection with her. His mother
was merely a tool who had a job to do and a role to play in her son
and this woman being together for a long term relationship. It had the
added bonus of them actually being in love, as if they had met of
their own volition, and enjoying a loving, enduring marriage. This
couple’s upbringing and culture, although considered very old
fashioned now, allowed things to work out for them.
And so it is the same for twin souls or twin flames meeting on this
earthly plane. It can happen from pure coincidence, or when events
conspire, as they did for Keiran and me. These days, more than ever,
people are relying on the internet to meet their destined soul mate.
With modern technology being so much a part of our lives, the
internet is just another method or catalyst whereby people can make
a connection and perhaps recognise the presence of a soul mate or
twin soul. They meet their match either by searching the internet
themselves or with the guidance of a dating agency.
As weird as it actually is, our connection was brought about through
my ex-husband acting as the vehicle in handing me newspaper
advertisements while making me a cup of coffee. It was meant to be
that I visited that day because I wanted to see my son.
My most recent discovery was twin souls of the same sex who are
totally heterosexual. Very little has been written about this part of the
topic but I have witnessed it for myself, although I feel you have to
use the term ‘twin souls’ in a broader expression.
My son has a best friend who he met through school and I believe
they have an unusual sort of friendship. My stepdaughter and I were
following them one day, when we were out shopping, and I suddenly
noticed that these two young men (sixteen and seventeen at the time)
had the same shaped calves, although my son’s calves were thicker
than his friend’s. Then I noticed that they had the same style of
walking. Not only that, but they walked in unison, every time they
had stopped and then started walking again. My stepdaughter
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concurred with my observations and considered it rather strange.
That evening, when his friend had gone home, I approached my son
about this friendship, as I was curious to find out more. When I asked
him if he thought he and his friend were twin souls, he replied that it
was weird; when they sat in class together, he would look across at
his friend and find him sitting in exactly the same position as him.
That was all he commented on and I didn’t push it any further, but I
do know from overhearing their conversations occasionally, that they
possess telepathy between them and have similar thought patterns.
Their friendship drifted apart for some months, but there was a
reason for this. My son had met a girl in school who turned out to be
his one true love. She happens to live across the road from us and
their relationship needed precious time to grow and cement itself. As
far as I am led to believe, they couldn’t live without each other and
make each other feel complete. After this natural progression, the
time was now right for the other friendship to renew itself.
It has been documented that we can have more than one twin soulmate. However, there is only one twin ray, if we are lucky enough to
meet that twin. Therefore, I believe it is perfectly reasonable to
assume that my son could meet his twin soul of the same sex from
one or more past-lifetimes and, later, meet his twin soul of the
opposite sex from one or more past-lifetimes, with whom he would
settle down for the rest of his present lifetime. Who knows?….my
son and Mark may move forward to perform some form of service
together in the future and they may both also meet their individual
female twin souls in order to do work together.
For myself, I have been very blessed to find and have as my closest
friends, what I like to call, three “soul sisters” during the last thirteen
years, with one of these ladies being one I met a year ago. These
wonderful and exceptional women are the sort who would be there
for me at any time of the day or night, just as I would be for them.
We share our deepest secrets and help with sorting out day-to-day
problems.
Shortly after Keiran and I got into the swing of our souls’
reconnection, Loretta emailed me one day informing me that she had
received a message claiming that we had the twin ray union.
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A twin flame union was set up long ago and each of the twins has
kept the same twin for aeons. The twin ray union is the ultimate and
there is no need to look further as this is experienced with one
another. As with Keiran and me, you can see that there was a great
deal of energy work necessary in preparation for coming into soul
harmony. This is a joyous event and should be regarded as a gift. I
used to remind Keiran that we were a reward for each other. Both our
missions are one and the same, so the responsibility is held equally
by both of us.
No matter what our trials may be, there is an underlying deeper
meaning to our love, which nobody can be expected to fully
comprehend. It is something one has to experience.
Sometimes, we don’t like ourselves or our other halves, because they
are a mirror image of us and reflect back at us all our faults and
imperfections, but we have to work all the harder at our soul union
for the greater good. We are not doing it for ourselves. We are here
to strengthen our union, overcome our imperfections and tests, in
order to continue with our souls’ mission.
During 2004, we had a second reading of our auras done. This took
place in a community hall of a fairly small town while we were on
holiday as a family. The photographer and reader was a male on this
occasion and our auras revealed quite different colours, not just
different colours between us, but they had vastly changed from the
previous reading in 2001. Keiran’s aura contained greens for healing
and balance, along with white for spiritual intuition. My colours were
green and blue for spiritual intuition and blue for loyalty and
sensitivity. There was also violet on my left side representing deep
spiritual growth.
Years passed before we had our aura photos taken twelve months
ago, at a place about an hour and a half’s drive from where we live
now. We were shocked once again as the reader unpeeled the photos,
and the results certainly took this lady by surprise. She remarked in a
similar vein to our first reader that she hadn’t witnessed two aura
photos so identical, but there was the proof of our twin flame union
for all to see. Keiran and I had reverted to red, representing vitality
and passion, orange for being expressive, ambitious and creative and,
lastly, yellow and green on our left sides, representing new mental
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abilities as well as personal development and renewal.
There is a theory attached to the rose crystals Keiran and I had (I
bought one for myself at the same time I bought the rose crystal for
Keiran). The crystals should split in two once a couple has learned
unconditional love. For many years, my crystal had one crack
through the middle. It now has two cracks through it, but Keiran’s
crystal has disappeared altogether. Herein lies the mystique behind
rose crystals and there has to be a lesson in all of this.
And whatever happened to Loretta? A short while after Keiran and I
got together, she met her twin flame via the internet. She left her
husband and moved to Melbourne to be with her twin soul.
Sometimes we have to become familiar with other people’s
experiences in order to recognise and acknowledge our own.
Dayal, the counsellor, was living with her soul mate when she took
my session and recognised true love.
We moved to Queensland three years ago, with Jeremy, Kayla and
our two dogs. Keiran now works away from home as an Operations
Superintendent for an iron ore mining company, so he still gets to
work with his beloved minerals and bits of rock. And, yes, he tries to
call me every day to see how I’m doing. While he is away, it’s like
there’s an invisible cord that binds us in spirit.
We are ONE! But we shall continue to be each other’s conscious
imperfection!
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