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I was very close to both of my parents who were my best friends, and I have lost count of the number of happy times we shared, and all of the creativity and laughter. Like my beloved father Joe, my mother Margaret was so special, and my total inspiration. I would therefore like to dedicate this book to their memory.
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Introduction

Some of you may already be familiar with my Angel and Mystical artwork, or the many books which I have written. Although I am primarily known for my artwork, I am also a Spiritual Teacher, and it was actually through my very first Reiki healing, that I discovered I had a hidden artistic talent. Ironically, it was not me who went searching for Reiki, but rather it found me, and at a time in my life when I needed all of the help that I could get!

So, what does Reiki have to do with Shamanism?

Well, quite a lot actually, as they are both natural healing systems…

Reiki was rediscovered in the mid 1800’s by Dr. Mikoa Usui, a Christian Minister in Kyota, Japan. Reiki is a healing technique based on the principle that the therapist can channel energy into the patient by means of touch, to activate the natural healing processes of the patient's body and restore physical and emotional well-being. It is a Japanese technique for stress reduction and relaxation that also promotes healing. It is administered by laying on hands and is based on the idea that an unseen life force energy flows through the human body.

Shamanism is also a natural healing system, which has been in existence since time and memorial. It is a set of healing techniques based on the principle that the therapist or Shaman can channel energy into the patient, to activate the natural healing processes of the patient's body, remove any dark energy, and restore physical and emotional well-being.

They both involve reaching an altered state of consciousness, although the processes undertaken to reach this state are a little different. However, they both involve connecting with spirit guides of one form or another, in order to perceive and interact with the spirit world and channel energies into this world.

There are many misunderstandings about shamanic practice, and although there are some dark connotations, it can also be deeply spiritual and based on the greater good.

This book has been designed to be a resource for all things shamanic, and to give an insight into Shamanism, spirit guides, and how to connect to them.

I have also created a relaxation/meditation CD also entitled Spirit of the Shaman, which contains rich textures, atmospheric and nature sounds that combine to create a mythical journey around the spirit world.

Full details of this can be found at my website www.spiritoftheshaman.com
The aim of this book is to shed new light on Shamanism, and to connect it with other forms of spirituality. It is merely a set of techniques to aid the connection to spirit. This connection should only be used for good, and to bring insight and healing...

My Journey
My semi-autobiography is already contained within my book A Way of Being - The Journey to Spiritual Enlightenment, so I feel that there is little point in repeating it here. However, I do feel as though a brief summary of my life is needed to gain an understanding of how I came to write this book...

I grew up in a small village just outside Solihull, West Midlands, the only child to two loving parents. Looking back I count myself very lucky to have all of their love and support, and to grow up in such an idyllic part of the country. My early memories are of green fields, little character properties dotted about with a village post office and stores, a tea rooms, river with a ford and wooden footbridge, a canal and a boatman’s rest. There was also a little railway station with a line that stretched from Birmingham to Stratford-upon-Avon.

I had a very happy childhood, although being profoundly dyslexic my time at school was difficult to say the least. I really struggled, and if it had not been for the efforts of my wonderful mother, then I would not have been able to read or write at all.
Both of my parents had read to me and showed me the pictures in my story books, but somehow the concept of reading had alluded me. It had never occurred to me that they were actually reading what was written under the pictures. That was due to the fact that I loved to sit on my father’s lap, where he would tell me stories about Charlie the Chicken. He was a great story teller and used to make them up, and in the same way I had assumed that the stories in the picture books had been made up too.

When eventually the proverbial penny did drop, my mother sat me down and explained all about reading and writing. I was fascinated, although I still had a problem putting the letters together to form words. My mother then devised a unique way of teaching me how to read.

If she wrote apple, then she would hold up an apple. I was fortunate in having a photographic memory, and so I would memorise the shape of the word apple. She went on to link the shape of other words to objects, which I also began to memorise. There were however, a great deal of words to process, and so night after night she persevered, until I began to develop my word shape vocabulary.

Going back to school I still struggled, although day by day, my vocabulary increased. She also taught me how to draw the words I was remembering, and together we worked solidly. She was absolutely wonderful, and without her help I would have been completely lost. The school system back then was a very different place than it is today, and I did eventually learn how to read and write thanks to my mother, and her perseverance.

When I look back now I have to smile, as my only real achievement at primary school was third in the county egg and spoon race!

Secondary school presented an entirely new set of problems, as they did their utmost to undermine everything that my mother was trying to do to help me. I was written off as a failure, and sent to remedial studies, despite the progress I was making under my mothers tutoring. The main problem was the fact that I could not read what was written on the blackboard, and to this day I struggle to read anything that is handwritten. Things have to be clearly printed, and be in a legible font, as anything fancy still alludes me.

I also have problems with signs and reading clock faces as I see a mirror image. This has proved hilarious in some instances, and very embarrassing in others. I was once given the job of ringing the school bell for breaks, and it goes without saying that everything descended into chaos in only a few short hours…
My mother, with her considerable skills, gifts and talents always encouraged me in everything I did and was my true inspiration.
School was still horrendous although I did spend most of my last year at home having caught Glandular Fever for the first time. I was very poorly, but it did provide me with a silver lining, as I was away from my torment. My mother helped me with the work the teachers who could be bothered sent, and I learnt such a lot and began to improve away from the demoralising school environment. Looking back it was a real blessing in disguise, and if I was able to have my time over again I would never have gone to school at all. My mother was more than capable of teaching me, and she being highly intelligent just like my father, I would have excelled instead of struggled.

I did manage to get some qualifications, despite being written off by the educational system, and it was not until I went to college that one of the tutors identified that I was dyslexic. At last, I began to receive some help and did quite well, although I still underachieved.

College was great fun and so different from school, and I was able to learn in a supportive and happy environment. It was wonderful, and for the first time in my life I really felt part of the educational system.

It took me a further thirty years to realise that on a soul level, if you choose to live your life through your heart, then you feel your way through using your instincts, senses and emotions. If you choose to live through your head, then you only see what is in front of you. This does lead to communication problems, as in my case my heart ruled my head.

In those early days I discovered that I was musical, and played the recorder for a short while. I then set my mind on a guitar, and my parents very kindly bought one for me. It was an acoustic that my mother managed to get from one of her music contacts. She knew Bert Weeden the author of the Play in a Day books. She also arranged guitar lessons for me, although sadly not with Bert!

I was a natural, and quickly leant how to play the Spanish guitar and was doing really well, until my encounter with the boy next door. He was five years older than me, and also played the guitar, although dare I say it, was not nearly as advanced as I was. One day he cornered me and when I refused to give it up, he hit me across the face with a plank of wood nearly blinding me. I was only five, and had to have stitches. I wore an eye patch for several weeks whilst it healed, and still carry the scar to this day. My parents dealt with it, but the whole experience put me off. This was my first real encounter with jealousy, and the harm that it can do.

When I was at college, I rediscovered my musical talent, and after trying various other instruments settled on the drums - much to the delight of our long suffering neighbours!

This gave me a whole new lease of life, and for the first time I found something at which I could excel. I feel sure that most musicians will say that music is all about the heart and the soul. I did learn how to read music, but never did it parrot fashion, I just used the books to learn a few new techniques and joined a local band. We started to do really well and I gigged around Birmingham with them. We acquired a manager and recorded our music in some of the studios used by the name bands of the day. This led to the offer of a recording contract, and life was good. I had also managed to get a job working for the government in the Valuation Office, and had my own car. It was a mini van, ideal for transporting my drums around!

On the eve of us signing, the other band members decided that if they replaced me with a session guy, then they could divide my share between them. This was my first encounter with the cut throat world of the music business!

I refused to give up on my musical career though, and so decided to go solo. This way I would be in control and avoid what had happened to me in the past, and bought into a local studio and trained as a sound engineer. I could not sing, and so recruited a variety of singers and produced an album of my original material. I also played the bass guitar and keyboards on some tracks, and did my best to promote it. During this time I trapped a nerve in my back, and after failing to make the all important breakthrough I began to get disillusioned as success became somewhat illusive. So, I sold up and went to university to as a mature student.

I eventually graduated as a Chartered Surveyor from university and then music beckoned again, and I was able to use all that I had learnt over the last fifteen years to create some new material that people considered good. I had a new manager who recruited Miss Wirral Globe to sing for me, and arranged for my white label Destiny 12” single to be recorded in Liverpool. I had the world at my feet, a single tipped to be a hit, a lucrative pending record deal, and a real dream come true!

Halfway through the recording I began to feel ill. It all started with Glandular Fever, which had plagued me on and off for years. My lymph glands swelled causing neck and abdominal pain, and I began to run an above average temperature. I did my best to ignore it and continued to work. I do remember lying on the couch in the studio as the final mix was being played feeling totally and utterly exhausted.

Finally I was going to be a success, which would make up for all of those disappointments. Being written off as a failure at school still haunted me, although I did managed to acquire a cap and gown, thanks mainly to my wonderful mother’s efforts in those early days. The love and support of my parents had made such a difference, and without them I would have been lost. However, what was about to follow would mean that I would have to rely on them even more than before…

A few days later I was prescribed antibiotics in an effort to get me back on my feet again. Unfortunately I had an adverse reaction to them, which led to complications. I now had a secondary infection, with something the size of a golf ball stuck in my throat. I could hardly breathe and my temperature had risen to 106+°F. The proteins inside the body began to die as my temperature continued to rise towards the fatal 108°F. I had not slept for three days, and was in big trouble and I could feel myself slipping away!

The emergency doctor arrived like a knight in shining armour, and as he entered the room I passed out. It was surreal, as I had the classic out of body experienced. There I was standing next to him as he desperately worked to save my life. His name was Dr. Minchell, a man I had never met before, or would ever meet again. If asked he is the sort of man that would say he was only doing his job, but to me he was an angel.

I could see his open medical bag, as he took my temperature, pulse and checked my heart and lungs. My mother was standing besides him and I could feel her love wrapping itself around me. He told her that there was no time to get me to hospital as I could not breathe and that I needed a tracheotomy to open up my airways. Fortunately my heart and lungs were strong and that there was a chance that I could be saved!

It was like watching a medical drama on virtual television, as he worked away. I could see various injections going into my body and sprays into my mouth. To say that I did not look well would be an understatement, but somehow I did not feel at all concerned. If anything I was more curious than anything else. It all seemed fascinating to me, watching this dedicated professional working so hard to save the life of someone who happened to look just like me!

It seemed to be touch and go for a while, as none of us knew whether the patient would survive. The doctor was trying to get some air into my lungs as my mother continued to transmit love making me feel euphoric. It was now getting to the exciting bit, just like the last penalty in a shoot out to get to the world cup final. Just as the player was about to kick the ball, the screen went blank.

Then there was nothing!

I have no idea what happened next, all I know is that some time later I managed to open my eyes. I was lying in bed at home with my mother sitting on a chair next to me. My throat was incredibly sore and with her help I managed to struggle to the bathroom. The grossest thing I have ever seen came out of my throat and I could breathe freely again.

I spent the next few weeks mostly lying in bed with my mother at my bedside. With my father’s strength, love and support also with me, I continued to get better. I may well have recovered, but unfortunately, at the expense of my musical career. I was just far too ill to carry on, and so my dreams were well and truly shattered!

During this time I had sporadic paralysis and a diagnosis for Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. I also discovered that you should never be prescribed antibiotics when you have Glandular Fever. They had all but destroyed my nervous and immune systems, and the doctor who had prescribed them had been severely reprimanded by the doctor who had saved my life.

I just felt so lucky to be alive, and although all of my dreams had slipped away into what might have been, I realised that money, careers and possessions come and go, but it is the love and support of family and friends which is the most important thing in life.

Whilst out shopping, my parents were introduced to someone by a mutual friend who they happened to encounter. My father had been suffering from a niggling health complaint, and the next day an odd looking man arrived at out house. He looked liked a cross between Demis Roussos the 70’s Greek singer, and Crocodile Dundee, and was clutching a big bottle of Aloe Vera. The natural liquid did make a big difference to my father’s health, and he was not the only one…

My parents also mentioned about my illness, and from under the Australian hat, and out from the bushy beard he claimed that he could make a real difference to my life.

So, the next day I found myself in his house wondering what I was doing there and more importantly, how he could possibly help me. The whole situation felt very bizarre, and I was asked to lie down on his therapy couch, as he played some weird sounding eastern music, and rang some equally weird looking bells. He then started to put his big hot hands all over me, much to my astonishment!

My eyes felt heavy and began to close, as he worked down as far as possible, up as far as possible and when I thought he was going to put his hands on possible I went to sit up, but found that I could not move.

I was convinced that he was holding me down by the shoulders, and as I took a quick peek, I discovered that he was in fact, working at my feet. It was the weirdest thing that I had ever experienced, as my whole mind and body seemed to have been taken over by a force which I did not understand.

I was suffering from back problems at the time, just to add to the increasing list of other complaints. Now I was in the grip of what I felt was a type of Voodoo, and half expected that next time I opened my eyes, I would see him dancing around the room shaking a set of animal bones like a Witch Doctor!
When he eventually finished and the strange sensation had left, I hesitantly opened my eyes. Much to my relief he was back to being a Demis Roussos lookalike, and I half expected him to break into song, singing his hit forever and ever!
He just smiled informing me that I had an energy blockage in my head, and that he had released it. I wondered what he was talking about, and when I got up off the therapy couch, to my total and utter amazement, I discovered that all of my back pain had gone!

It turned out that the treatment I had received was my very first Reiki energy healing. (Little did I realise that I would go on to not only be attuned to Reiki, but become a Colour Therapist and Shaman too).

I thanked him very much, and from that moment on we became firm friends. Steve became my Reiki Master, and introduced me to some other therapists. My health finally began to improve with regular treatments and I received my first Reiki attunement. Having been taken to see various doctors and specialist who could not help me, I had found someone who could. It is very strange to think that by just placing your hands on someone you can heal them, but to my amazement it actually worked!

I was also introduced to some of his other friends, who offered to take me to a Mind, Body, and Spirit show. I had never heard of anything like that before, and so curiosity got the better of me and I accepted their kind offer.

The show was full of stalls, selling a variety of things and offering an equal variety of therapies. It was a whole new world that I did not know existed, and I felt myself being attracted to one featuring Native American art and jewellery. I found myself looking at a big picture of someone with long dark hair wearing a headdress, with tattoo’s running down the sides of his arms. I thought that he looked strangely familiar, until it dawned on me that that someone was actually a reflection of me in a glass door!

Not for the first time I began to doubt my sanity, as obviously I had not gone to the show dressed like that!

I later discovered that I had had a past life as a shaman, so it was actually me dancing around shaking the animal bones and not my Reiki Master Steve, and the Puma on the front cover of this book was my Animal Guide and friend.

Still feeling a little odd to say the least, I started to explore the other stalls and soon found myself at one selling original artwork. After several attempts and failures to produce a book cover for my Science Fiction stories, which I had written whilst I was ill, how I wished that I could create something good like them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon wondering around the show, trying not to think about Native Americans, and avoiding mirrors or any other reflective surfaces!

When I got home, still having a few doubts about my sanity, I felt the urge to be creative. The artwork had really inspired me, and so I got my paints out, which were a recent birthday present - wishful thinking on my parent’s part!

Maybe a bit of art therapy would do me good?

I was just daubing paint onto the canvas paper without much idea of what I was doing, when I began to feel a presence hovering over my shoulder. After the incident with the door I decided not to look round!

I then felt it begin to move through my spine and down into my hands. Still not daring to look around, I tried to convince myself that it was just my imagination playing tricks on me. I then started to drift deep into thought, as I painted away. It felt very strange, in fact, when I thought about it, the whole day seemed strange, filled with equally strange people, and the strangest one of all appeared to be me!

Perhaps it was the start of another Chronic Fatigue attack?

They had been quite common at the time, although due to the therapy I was receiving, they had begun to lessen. My hand did feel a little numb though, as if I was not really controlling the brush. I can only describe the sensation as being like daydreaming, and as my thoughts drifted further away, a picture began to form on the paper in front of me. Eventually the presence seemed to leave, and as I looked down, there looking back at me was my very first angel picture!

I was totally and utterly shocked, for not only had I experienced something very odd to say the least but, whatever it was had left me with a lovely, if incomplete picture. I then had an idea.

What if I scanned it into the computer?

There was some art software on there, so I opened it up and hoped for the best. After a few minutes trying to work out what all of the functions were, the same presence returned. The computer mouse seemed to have a life of its own, and the angel started to change and before long a beautiful image appeared!

I was flabbergasted!

There were only two possible explanations. The first was that we had a friendly poltergeist, and the second was that I had been channelling something from the spirit world!
Since returning from the show I had now become a Hippie!
I do not know about peace and love, but I did feel very peaceful inside, and did love what I had just created.

From what I can deduce, we are carbon based like most life forms on Earth, and the computer is silicon based, which is the only other life supporting element, so energetically it is a bit like a marriage between the two - yin and yang or unity if you like.

Over the next few days and weeks I continued to create more and more pictures, and soon found myself with quite a collection. There was another show arranged locally, and so with a bit of encouragement from my parents I booked a table.

I must admit to feeling a bit out of place, as this bright new world still seemed a little strange to me. It was fair to say that I had doubts as to whether anyone would like what I had created, or indeed want to purchase any of it. In just a few short weeks I had discovered a new talent that I did not know I had, and to my total and utter amazement my work began to sell!

I found the whole experience very humbling, as I received some very nice comments about what I had created. I felt a little awkward and could not take full credit for it, as I might have physically created the pictures, but they were not of me but rather came through me.

From then on as my health improved, I continued to attend the shows, as well as training in further Reiki disciplines.

When I undertook my Reiki attunements I must admit to feeling bewildered, as I did not fully understand what Reiki really was, or quite what I was supposed to do with it. It was not the fault of my spiritual teachers, as they were very kind and helpful - there just seemed to be something missing!

They had many combined years of experience gained all over the world, and had taught and helped countless people on their spiritual journeys. I just felt as though my journey had just begun, and that there were many more roads still to travel.

I now embarked on learning all about colour therapy, and became an Aura Soma practitioner. Although my knowledge grew, I still felt as though there was something missing. In my humble opinion, the manuals seemed a little stuffy and that they were guided form the head and not the heart. The emphasis was more about guarding secret knowledge and charging for your skills, rather than things being given freely from the heart. Obviously we all have to live, and therefore we need to charge something for our time and trouble, or accept a gift in gratitude when it is given freely in appreciation.

This was in no way representative of those who taught me as they were always kind and generous - it was more of a philosophical position. We all have access to it, and Reiki is there for all of us to use, as long as we show respect for the power and use it wisely for good.

However, philosophy apart, I still felt that there was something lacking. I then came across the term Spiritual Healing, which was the new way of classifying Reiki. This then opened up the proverbial Pandora’s Box.

If we are talking about all things spiritual, then we really need to know just who and what we are, and how this universe of ours really works. If we understand these fundamental questions, then we can put Reiki and other forms of spiritual healing into perspective. I believe that Reiki is based on Buddhist philosophy, and that combined with other forms of spiritual healing are steps on the path towards spiritual enlightenment.

There are however, other practices that can be learnt in searching for spiritual enlightenment. So far I have concentrated on Reiki, which runs paralleled in some instances with shamanism, as they both use energy and spiritual helpers. This is how I started, and I hope that by sharing what I have learnt on my spiritual journey, it will help others to come to their own understanding. After all, we are all individuals and have our own thoughts and opinions, and have all embarked on our own personal spiritual journeys. Some of us take the word of others as our truths, whilst the rest of us wish to learn our truths for ourselves…

Thankfully I am now fit and well, really happy, showered in love and plenty of understanding from my wonderful soul mate Catherine and her equally wonderful parents, and thrilled at not only being alive, but in having the opportunity to do what I love. For all of this I give my heartfelt thanks…

My good health and happiness has not only arisen via my artwork and writing, or indeed by becoming a Reiki Master. I have also experienced a lot of wonderful things since becoming what could be described as a shaman…

My Shamanic journey started quite unexpectedly, when I was given a shamanic drum as a present from a clairvoyant who I met whilst visiting a friend. She told me that she was guided to give it to me. I was very touched and thanked her as it was a lovely gesture, but quite what I was supposed to do with it was a bit of a mystery!

It sat gathering the proverbial dust for a while until I came across a program called Question Everything. It consisted of a series of interviews with people who like myself, had either had a near death experience, or were scientists who had spiritual experiences, and were now convinced that there was definitely a whole lot more to this area than had been previously thought.

The one I watched was with the anthropologist Hank Wesselman, and how his spiritual journey had begun, and I ended up purchasing a copy of his Spirit Walker book, which opened my eyes to the concept of shamanism.

What I discovered was that it is the most ancient of spiritual practices and is a form of meditation combined with a focussed intention to accomplish various things, and that it becomes a way of life that transforms the one who practices it. This really resonated with me, although the word Shaman usually congers up a picture of a native dancing round a camp fire wearing bones and feathers!

What I felt was that it should encapsulate all forms of spiritual practice, as there were many similarities to the forms that I had already studied. Shamanic Reiki in particular seemed to bridge the gap between traditional Reiki and Shamanism.
At first I didn't really understand about channelling, I just seemed to be guided by a type of instinct, and get conformation in the form of a series of inexplicable coincidences, although I later discovered that there is no such thing as coincidence. When channelling you are connected to Spirit, and often receive the help of Spirit Guides such as, Angels, Ascended Masters, Animal Spirits, or your Ancestors.

I have always had an affinity with animals, and a few weeks later I experienced a wonderful vision involving a black puma. There I was half way between the sleep and waking states, when all of a sudden this type of vortex opened up in front of me. It was a brilliant white swirl which soon transformed into brilliant colours. I just lay there wondering what was going on. I felt a little faint, maybe I was about to start a bad headache, although having said that, fortunately I seldom have them.

Then the next thing I saw this large black puma staring at me. Strangely there was no fear, just a reassuring feeling that he was there to help. I also had the strong feeling that he was my animal spirit guide. It was an overwhelming experience, especially as I was shown a relaxation/meditation CD with a picture of him on the front cover. I then began to hear the music, which stayed with me when I awoke in the morning.

Fortunately I still had some recording equipment in the loft and after much though I decided to make a start.

It was more than ten years since I had struck a note, but for some reason everything began to come back to me. It was a bit of a struggle at first, but by the end of the month I had my first track finished. From there the others seemed to flow, and before I knew it the album was complete.

It was quite a departure from the pop music I had written before, and I did not know quite what to do with it. There was definitely something much deeper within the music, and as I listened to it with my head phones on, I began to drift off to a different world.

Somehow I seemed to slip into a brilliant white vortex, and emerge into a land which resembled a tropical paradise. There I met up with my black puma friend and we went on many adventures. I was later to discover that it was my sacred space, and it was from there that I was able to then go on to heal…

There will be a lot more about my experiences later, but for now I can say that my spiritual journey has been quite an unexpected one, and all that has happened to me has made me feel very humble.
All I hope is that my experiences continue, and that I receive guidance along the way, and that the CD, books and artwork bring a pleasurable and mystical experience too all...

Shaman
The word shaman brings visions of someone dancing around a fire in the dark wearing a mask and an elaborate costume shaking bones in some sort of ritual accompanied by rhythmic drumming. It is also associated with some form of black magic, and is portrayed as being evil in some way. This is however far from the case, as the whole philosophy of true shamanism is to help others by either offering healing or spiritual guidance. This is done by using a set of techniques to expand their conscious awareness allowing them to engage in visionary journeys into the Spirit World. Here they connect with spirits from the Natural World, Ascended Masters, their Ancestors or the Angelic Realm, and even Spirit itself.

The myths around shamanism have not been helped as sadly there are those who do not live up to the highest ideals of the practice.

There are those who do delve into the dark arts sending curses that make people sick, causing misfortune and even death. They make themselves available for hire and are concerned with reputation and self importance. This is all about ego and shows up several character floors, and they are nothing more than competitive attention seekers. Unfortunately, these people do exist, and they have caused a great misunderstanding to spread about shamanic practice. What they do not realise is that eventually they get consumed by all of the negativity they generate which destroys them. There is an old saying that what goes around, comes around, and it does rebound upon them. There is no way that anyone should ever do anything like this as it goes completely against any moral standing. If you have any natural or learnt talents, then they should only be used for good purposes. If the person is unable to do this for one reason or another, then they should not practice at all until they have learnt to use their skills, gifts and talents wisely for the good of others.

There are however, those who dedicate themselves to working hard to help others, and do not seek remuneration. They are kind, caring, compassionate, and generous, and make good teachers. This is what anyone who practices or wishes to practice shamanism should be like. There is no greater reward than to help others, and in return you help yourself to become a better person. If you are centred in a place of love, then this love not only flows from you, but also back to you. There is no negativity or fear and only good things spread to all of those concerned. It is all about doing things for the right reasons, and following the heart which requires a natural ability and a self discipline along with the help and guidance of the higher levels of the spirit world.

We all have a collection of spiritual helpers and teachers who are around us all of the time. It is in connecting with them that is the true meaning of the word shaman.

These helpers only have our very best interests at heart, and are not there to judge, condemn, or criticise us in any way. They know that there is no such thing as constructive criticism, only lessons for us to learn, and it is through these that we become who and what we are.

Once we invite our spirit helpers and teachers into our lives, and ask them to provide us with guidance and wisdom, power and protection, information and support, our whole life changes. It has been estimated that nearly half of the population has had a spiritual experience at some point in their lives, which has expanded their consciousness.

It could be said that this has helped us to remember that we are in fact seeds of light, travelling amongst the stars, accompanied and protected by spiritual guardians. These guardians help us to navigate the celestial map travelling across the plains of experience.
This is how we awaken, and our life experiences bring us in contact with the spiritual realms, and those of us who have already achieved this, know that this journey only becomes possible via the doorway of the heart, and whatever you believe in, this is always the case.
Shamanism is a way to help you make the connection to the spirit realm and identifying your helpers as you proceed on your life’s journey...


