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My Mentor Suzi
Peace is finding that total oneness within ourselves...
Not seeking outside acceptances, reassurances, and affections…
For everything resides within!
OAM!
By Suzi R. Stevens
I believe in things happening for a reason at the right time, place, and when the universe is ready. 
A long time ago, in 1996, I met my mentor, Suzi R. Stevens. I do not think we met by chance. It was fate that brought us together. 
	It was in 1987 when Papa’s Spirit opened spirituality in me. Until then, I had no idea about things of extra-sensory perception, paranormal activities, metaphysical, or spiritual healing. We did not talk about God, ghosts, premonitions, or anything related to the supernatural where I grew up. These subjects were taboo in the Soviet Union.
	Imagine my surprise. Shock is a better word to describe what I felt the first time Papa contacted me inside an office of a Russian Extra-sense in Brooklyn, New York. After losing faith in traditional medicine, I came there to seek alternative healing.  
	The extra-sense treated my malady with universal energy by channeling it through his hands. On my second visit, I felt a presence in the room, and upon completion of the session, I asked my healer if he felt it too. His answer was yes. He suggested I ask who or what it is when the presence comes next time. I did just that the following morning and discovered that it was Papa who sought to contact me. 
	Hearing my father’s voice eighteen years after his death turned my world upside down. I was happy and scared at the same time. For a moment there, I even thought that I went mad because not in a million years I would’ve imagined that I could communicate with my beloved parent.   I also could not envision that I would become a vessel for healing others in my wildest of dreams, but it happened—all at the same time.  
	Nine years later, my family relocated to Florida. One day, I was reading a local newspaper, enjoying my morning cup of coffee, when a Grand Opening ad caught my attention. The announcement was for a new gym. I kept reading, and the more I read, the more interested I became in going to the event. 
	Usually, I am not a person who likes these kinds of things. I stay away from the crowd, and no amount of free stuff could entice me to attend. However, I was curious to learn more about this fitness place because it sounded intriguing. The gym offered Yoga and Tai-Chi classes. 
	I drove toward the place and met the owner on an opening day. The lady took me on tour, and when it was over, she suggested I look around. I wanted to do it from the start because I had noticed a few vendors selling nutritional supplements, and my enquirer’s mind wanted to know. 
	I decided to check out the Om Nutrition stand and headed out in its direction. But I never made it there because, for some strange reason, I arrived at a stand called Mannatech. While I was puzzled over how I ended up in this place, a girl behind the counter looked at me. 
		“I know you!” she exclaimed.
		
		“You don’t know me,” I said, thinking she must have gone crazy.
“I do. I am Nancy. Your son’s phycologist introduced us when you came to our office.” 
I looked at Nancy again and realized that she was right. It was a few years since I met her, and she looked different. She changed her hair color and wore a new haircut that suited her well.
		“I am sorry. You do know me.” I said.
“I want to be your friend. Since I met you, I have always wanted to be your friend.”
Her statement worried me. Is this lady crazy? Why would she want to be my friend without knowing me? 
		Nancy continued, “If you join the gym, we could exercise together.”
“Okay, I could use an exercising buddy. It is always more fun to do it with another person.” I said. 
I did not know what possessed me to say that. Nancy stepped away from the counter, and together we went to sign up. In front of the receptionist’s desk, numerous amounts of cards were on display. My eyes did not see any but one in particular. It was as if some magical force drew me to it. I picked one card up and read: John Hillel The Healing Hands. 
		“I’d like to meet this person,” I said to Nancy.
		“Why?’
		“Because I do something like that.”
“I have a friend Suzi who gives a Reiki class this Saturday in Melbourne. Would you like to come? I can pick you up, and we can go together.” Nancy said.
“Okay,” I said while I wondered why I agreed. 
I always wanted to find out what kind of modality Papa’s Spirit opened up in me. I never even considered that it might be Reiki. 
	Nancy and I registered for the gym, exchanged phone numbers, and agreed to meet at my house on Saturday. I drove towards my home, trying to figure out how to tell my husband about the upcoming class. During my half an hour drive, I was looking for solutions. I could not find any. In the end, I became mad at myself. It is about time you do something for yourself! You always do things for others.
	I walked inside my house. My husband was in the kitchen. I kissed him and asked. “Are you going fishing this weekend?”
	Immediately he went on the offensive. “Why?’
		“Because I want to take a Reiki class.”
		“Do whatever the hell you want.” He said.
		“Thank you, honey.”
	The following morning Nancy picked me up, and we drove to meet Suzi. I did not know what to expect because I had never taken a class like that before. Suzi put my mind at ease as soon as we saw each other. She was gracious and welcoming. I immediately felt a connection to this lady. 
	She looked beautiful. Her perfectly shaped oval face had high cheekbones. She had a high forehead and wore her curly hair short with textured bangs in the front. Suzi’s skin was flawless. She had a lovely Grecian nose, almond-shaped eyes, and a mouth with full lips. Thin impressive dark eyebrows outlined the sparkling blue of her gorgeous eyes. 
	I had seen blue eyes before and always noticed the coldness in them. Suzi’s eyes were different. I could not stop looking at her eyes. There was something about their color that made them especially attractive. They shone with warmth and understanding. I immediately knew she was an old soul. 
	In addition to having a beautiful face, Suzi had a nice build. She was not too tall or too skinny. She had enough of everything in every part of her body. Her shape was just right. 
Suzi was dressed in a fashionably tailored casual outfit adorned with large sparkly earrings. 
	The lesson began with instruction on how to feel Universal energy. I could feel it as soon as I opened my palms. It was like a walk in the park for me. 
	I learned many other things from Suzi during the three-day class I took with her. She showed me the different placements of hands a person who administers Reiki needed to know. I received three attunements and earned a Reiki Master certificate from my teacher. 
	On many occasions, as Suzi taught the class, she would look at me and say: “We need to talk.” She must have felt my gift. When Suzi took me in to give my first Reiki attunement, my hands automatically started healing her. I placed it on her heart and told her what I felt. Through my hand, I channeled universal energy to ease her malaise. 
	Since that day, Suzi has become my mentor. Because of her teaching, I improved my technique, even though I still do not know what they called it. 
Papa’s Spirit bestowed this talent on me for a reason, and I treasure it dearly. I use my gift with good intentions. I always apply the universal healing energy to a person’s highest good. 
	
	
	
