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The Sky Diaries is the remarkable true story of guardian angels, reincarnation, and one family’s
journey through multiple lifetimes. It’s a tale unlike anything you’ve heard before – a saga filled
with otherworldly synchronicity, signs from the afterlife, and a child so precious her fate was
written in the stars. What if life after death is only the beginning? What if we come back to one
another time and time again? What if a child’s past life memories hold the key to unlock the truth
about reincarnation? As you’ll see, a family’s love never ends. From one life to the next, it merely
changes forms.

About the AuthorAndy Myers is a psychic medium, inspirational speaker, life coach, and the
best-selling author of multiple award-winning books. He's made hundreds of appearances on
popular radio stations nationwide, and is one of the most respected psychic mediums in the
country. Andy is known for his sincerity, humor, and remarkable insights into the spirit world. He
travels often to conduct sold-out psychic events and inspirational lectures in cities around the
country. He's been delivering psychic readings for over a decade, and is highly regarded for his
expertise in the subject of past lives and reincarnation. Andy resides in Omaha, Nebraska. --This
text refers to the paperback edition.

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/AREYk/The-Sky-Diaries-A-True-Story-of-Reincarnation


The views and opinions expressed in this book are solely those of the author and do not reflect
the views or opinions of Gatekeeper Press. Gatekeeper Press is not to be held responsible for
and expressly disclaims responsibility of the content herein.The Sky Diaries: A True Story of
ReincarnationPublished by Gatekeeper Press2167 Stringtown Rd, Suite 109Columbus, OH
43123-2989Copyright © 2021 by Andy MyersAll rights reserved. Neither this book, nor any parts
within it may be sold or reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means,
including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the
author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.The cover
design, interior formatting, typesetting, and editorial work for this book are entirely the product of
the author. Gatekeeper Press did not participate in and is not responsible for any aspect of these
elements.Library of Congress Control Number: 2021943393For Toot BugChapter 1My grandma
loved the sky. She was even known to chase the sunset. She often sat on her porch steps,
chatting with her neighbor well into the evening. When Mother Nature was in the mood to show
off, the western sky was ablaze with glorious shades of pink and gold. “Do you think we can
catch it tonight?” her neighbor would ask.With a hopeful twinkle in her eyes, Grandma answered,
“Maybe if we drive far enough and fast enough, we can reach up and touch the sunset.”They
were of retirement age, but scurried to the car with the enthusiasm of high school seniors on
prom night. Westward bound with no particular destination in mind, they drove up and down the
hilly side streets of Benson. Permanent smiles were etched on their faces as they
rollercoastered up and down the neighborhood streets with their windows open. Each valley in
the street made the sun appear to drop below the horizon. At the crest of each hill, the
watercolor sunset appeared larger than life itself. The golden sky reflected in my grandma’s
soulful eyes. The breeze whipped through her wavy hair as the last of the sun’s rays illuminated
her face. Grandma was not a religious woman, but moments like that were her equivalent of
church.To her, the sun wasn’t just a star. It wasn’t merely a ball of hydrogen and helium 93 million
miles from Earth. To her, the sun and the sky were tremendously more personal and meaningful.
The sky represented wonder, possibility, and beauty. To Grandma, the sky was a creative
masterpiece. Each sunset was a work of art that would never twice be duplicated. Each sunrise
belonged in Mother Nature’s art gallery.Her fascination with the sky didn’t stop after sunset.
Grandma viewed meteor showers as the grand finale of nature’s firework show. In my youth I
vacationed with Grandma in rural Nebraska. We stayed in a cabin on a property called Flying
Hawks Ranch. It wasn’t a five-star resort by any stretch, but the place offered a night sky so dark
it looked like God threw a handful of glitter across an infinite black canvas. With zero light
pollution, we could see the spine of the Milky Way Galaxy. I felt like I was wearing a pair of 3-D
glasses at the movie theater. The stars seemed so close I actually reached upward thinking I
could touch them.A meteor shower peaked while we were at Flying Hawks. Grandma allowed
me to join her at 2:00 in the morning when the sky was darkest and viewing was at its best. I



shuffled out into the warm summer night and collapsed on a blanket in the yard. For the short
time I was able to stay awake, I don’t remember seeing any shooting stars. I do remember how
the crickets chirped and how the breeze wafted in the scent of the nearby lake. Grandma sat on
the blanket next to me, cigarette in one hand, coffee in the other. The only time she looked away
from the twinkling stars was to see the twinkle in my tired eyes. Grandma looked at me like she
looked at the sky, and that was a real compliment.She grew up in the picturesque town of
Nebraska City, where creeks and tributaries of the Missouri River spider web out to shape the
landscape. It’s where my grandma and her younger sister Vilma got muddy, learned to fish, and
captured bullfrogs. It was there at the birthplace of Arbor Day where they learned to climb crab
apple, cottonwood, and hackberry trees. It’s where my grandma and Vilma would play on the
railcars along the train tracks. Grandma spoke of times she and Vilma swam in the river
alongside water moccasins. Hearing her describe those snakes always made me squirm.
“They’re more afraid of us than we are of them,” she assured me.As the years went by, Grandma
ended up in the Benson area of Omaha, Nebraska. It’s an older, blue-collar district where the
houses are made of brick and some folks still take the bus to work. As for Vilma, she settled in
rural Missouri. They both retained their love of fishing and the two sisters remained close
throughout the years. Vilma wrote letters telling of sixty-pound catfish they were catching down
on the river in Missouri. My grandma phoned and told Vilma of all the road trips and adventures
she was having with Boompa.Boompa was my grandfather. His given name was Clarence, but
everyone called him by his nickname. Boompa wore old fashioned newsboy hats, otherwise
known as flat caps. Rather than wearing a belt, he preferred suspenders. Boompa liked betting
on horse races and wasn’t too shabby at ice skating for a man with short, bowed legs. Perhaps
most of all, he enjoyed traveling.Grandma and Boompa crisscrossed the country in their blue
1977 Pontiac station wagon. They made cars sturdier back then. The vehicle was essentially a
steel tank with cup holders and an ashtray. In the back seat of the station wagon was a cooler full
of ham sandwiches and ice-cold Pepsi. The only lifeline between them and civilization was the
Rand McNally map Grandma clutched in her hands.Boompa did the driving. Grandma did the
navigating. They were weekend road warriors. During holiday breaks and three-day weekends,
they’d travel to every corner of this big, beautiful country. More often than not, they’d end up lost
or low on gas, driving on some godforsaken dirt road that wasn’t listed on the map. There was no
GPS. No itinerary. No plan in mind. Just a map, a carton of cigarettes, and a lot of empty
highways to cover.Her sense of adventure was second to none. My grandma was well traveled.
She made it to all 48 of the continental United States – from the Badlands of South Dakota to the
Grand Canyon, and from the Ozark forests to the Smoky mountains, she saw it all. As a child, I
remember flipping through photo albums with Grandma, seeing pictures of these adventures
she’d taken with Boompa. I couldn’t help but wonder why she was wearing a red shirt in most of
the photos.She explained it was simply precautionary. She and Boompa would park the station
wagon and then wander really far out into the empty prairie fields and deserts. By the time they
were ready to leave, their station wagon was nothing more than a tiny speck off in the distance.



Grandma said she’d often wear red in case they got lost or couldn’t find their way back to the
vehicle. She figured wearing a bright red shirt would make it easier for the search and rescue
teams to find her, especially if they came by helicopter.While traveling to all these locations, she
collected interesting stories and new memories. And rocks. She collected lots of rocks – not just
from gift shops and souvenir stores but from the prairie fields, beaches, and mountains they
visited. She had big rocks, small rocks, geodes, and even a few meteorites. In addition, she
found arrowheads, pottery shards, dinosaur bones, fossilized plants, and petrified wood.She
kept them all. Her basement was a treasure trove of history which reminded me of a museum.
Rare artifacts were labeled and displayed on shelving units. Among these items were countless
coin collections, all meticulously researched and impeccably catalogued. When the basement
shelves were full, she’d squirrel her ‘treasures’ away in closets and kitchen drawers. Her
treasures were plentiful, but perhaps the real treasure was Grandma herself. Because she was
well-read and well-traveled, she was a geyser of information. To her friends she was known as
Frances, but I viewed her as a female Indiana Jones, minus the fedora and whip.On my tenth
birthday, she gifted me a treasure chest full of goodies and artifacts. It was roughly the size of a
shoebox and came complete with a little metal skull on the front. I wondered if real pirate
treasure might be inside. Within the chest was a cornucopia of history. There were family
heirlooms, including a wooden locket that belonged to my great-great-great-grandfather, Joseph
Myers. He carved the little decoration by hand while sitting underneath a tree between battles in
the Civil War. He served from 1862 to 1865 in the 89th Ohio Infantry. In hindsight, I’m honored
that Grandma trusted me to care for such a priceless artifact, given that I was so
young.Grandma was always giving gifts and sharing her love of history, science, and the natural
world. On another birthday, Grandma gave me a tackle box full of rocks and gemstones. Each
was labeled and nestled in its own compartment. The collection contained, among other things,
petrified wood, snowflake obsidian, fossilized sea shell, and my personal favorite, fool’s gold,
also known as pyrite. As a child, I held that chunk of fool’s gold and pretended I was a dusty
California prospector yelling, “There’s gold in them thar hills!”That’s how it was to be around
Grandma Myers. She somehow made the treasures come to life. With her impeccable memory,
she told the story behind every rock, coin, and family heirloom. She made history itself leap off
the pages of every book. She filled us with wonder, making us feel as though life was a treasure
map and we were explorers.We played Pick-Up-Sticks, Tiddlywinks, Dominoes, and Go Fish at
her kitchen table. Next to her sat an ashtray full of Salem cigarette butts and a cup of lukewarm
beige coffee. In hindsight, I think it was mostly creamer with a splash of coffee. A newspaper was
always within arm’s reach. A stick of butter rested at room temperature in a crystal butter dish on
the counter. Buttered toast always tasted better at Grandma’s house.In the Benson home was a
spare bedroom she referred to as the ‘den.’ It’s where she read me countless books about
dinosaurs, shipwrecks, black holes, mysterious animals, unexplored caves, and extraterrestrials.
She read me books about African tribes, the Spanish Armada, the Revolutionary War, and
Native Americans. She talked a lot about Native Americans. She told me how sixty million



buffaloes once outnumbered humans on the midwestern plains. She spoke of Red Cloud, Sitting
Bull, the Anasazi Indians of the Southwest, and the Trail of Tears. Grandma wondered how
strange it must have been the first time Native Americans saw Europeans with white skin.When
she spoke of Native Americans, she did so with great reverence and respect. She had a way of
captivating my imagination. I hung on her every word, becoming more and more fascinated with
stories involving American Indians. Since Grandma knew so much about our family ancestry, I
asked her if there was any chance that I, myself, was part Native American. I begged her to tell
me that one of our ancestors had some Cherokee blood in them, or maybe some Sioux or
Pawnee.She relayed a story about one of my ancestors having very tan skin. Some family
members speculated she was part Native American, perhaps having a different father than her
siblings. Based on appearances, even a local group of Native Americans claimed she was one
of their own. It was nothing conclusive, just speculation and hearsay. Yet, it was enough for my
grandma to indulge my curiosity by saying I could be part Native American . . . even if it’s just one
percent.Admittedly, I’m as pale as a cup of skim milk. I’m mostly a scoop of English and a scoop
of Scottish with sprinkles of German and Irish heritage. During bath time in my childhood, my
mom would wash my blond hair and freckled arms. I’d look up and ask, “When is my hair going
to turn dark?” She laughed, assuming I wanted to be like my older brother, who has dark brown
hair. She didn’t realize I wanted dark hair because I wanted to look like a Native American . . .
much like my past lifetime where I was one.Grandma (left) and her sister, Vilma (right)Boompa in
unknown locationGrandma at Flying Hawks RanchGrandma gifting Andy a new ‘treasure’The
tackle box of rocks given from GrandmaTreasure chest of family heirlooms given from
GrandmaChapter 2“Sunkmanitu Tanka Owaci!” I screamed it at the top of my lungs as I hurled
my tomahawk at the target. The herd of thundering bison kicked up dust that hung in the air like
smoke over a battlefield. Having used my tomahawk, I resorted to my bow and arrows. A bead of
sweat dripped from my forehead as I took aim. The half-ton buffalo charged me at thirty-five
miles per hour, snorting and grunting. Its footsteps shook the ground like thunder. I exhaled as I
released the arrow. I hoped it would hit its mark. A miss would cost me my life. Suddenly, I heard
a guttural holler.“Andyyyyyy . . . Daaaaavid . . . Come inside! Dinner’s ready!”It was my mom. I’d
almost forgotten I was still in my backyard. My imagination flinched and the make-believe scene
disappeared from all around me.“Where did you get all those sticks, Andy?”Half embarrassed
and half annoyed, I responded, “Those are arrows, Mom!”“And where did you get that plastic
toy?” she interrogated as she opened a package of crackers. “Is that an ax?”I sighed in
frustration and rolled my eyes. “It’s not an ax, Mom. It’s a tomahawk. I found it at the park.”As the
screen door shut, she hollered over her shoulder, “Well don’t go hurting your brother with that
thing. And please come inside. The chili is ready.”Although the toy was made of plastic, I made
no promises. It was the spring of 1991. I had just turned ten years old. A few months prior, the
movie Dances with Wolves was released in theaters. As Kevin Costner befriended members of
the Sioux tribe, I could imagine myself in his moccasins. Hearing the Sioux speak their language
in the movie also triggered something inside my soul. It was familiar and gave me a feeling of



déjà vu. I remembered the foreign words and phrases from the movie long after the final credits
scrolled up the screen. Dances with Wolves struck a chord with me in ways that were hard to
express. I knew I had literally been there before, in a past lifetime as a Native American on the
Midwestern plains.Reincarnation wasn’t a notion I was familiar with at a young age. My church
didn’t speak of past lives. From kindergarten through eighth grade at my Catholic school, they
preached of Heaven and Hell. The good go to Heaven. The bad go to Hell. The inbetweeners
like myself apparently hung out in a gray area called purgatory after death. They made it sound
like the DMV waiting room of the afterlife.I couldn’t accept those ideas at face value. I was
curious and had a lot of questions. What parameters would a Higher Power use to determine if a
person is good or bad? How does one judge such an intangible concept? Why would a
Supreme Being judge anyone at all? I couldn’t get on board with a God who was angry and
vengeful. After all, my own mom wasn’t nearly that hard to please. If God was the most loving
being in the Universe, I couldn’t fathom why religion would make Him seem like such a
temperamental guy.As time went by, I slowly let go of the beliefs that were pushed upon me in
my youth. I was on a new trajectory that was less religious and more spiritual. I suppose religion
is akin to a journey where the path is clearly visible and marked with signs that show the rules.
Spirituality is more like a hike through the forest where one can be a trailblazer without
guidelines or restrictions. I’ve always been a sucker for adventure. I welcomed the twists and
turns along my spiritual journey. I liked not knowing where it may someday lead me.With time,
the notion of reincarnation started to sound more plausible. I concluded that the concept of
second chances made sense. If a higher power were to sentence us to an eternity of suffering
for ‘getting it wrong’ on the first try, then this game of life must be horribly cruel. That would be
like reprimanding a child for falling down on his very first attempt at walking. In order to master
something, we humans need practice, repetition, and multiple chances. Mistakes are to be
expected as they’re part of the learning process.Additionally, how can we possibly understand
what it means to be human if we only live as one person, as one gender, in one culture, during
one brief period of history? That would be like viewing the world through a keyhole rather than a
picture window. They say variety is the spice of life. Reincarnation provides us with a buffet of
options rather than one dish.Furthermore, if we only get one lifetime here on Earth, our souls
would hardly get a chance to participate in this game of life. It’s proven that Homo sapiens have
been around for approximately 200,000 years. So, if we only get one lifetime and we each live to
be 100 years old, we would only participate in 0.0005% of human history. What would we do for
the rest of eternity? Would we sit around feeling disappointed that we didn’t have more time on
Earth? Mathematically, that’s the equivalent of an actress starring in one play and then being
forced to sit in the audience as her fellow cast members performed in the next 1,999 shows.
How boring would that be? As my mind wrestled with ideas like this, reincarnation seemed to
make more sense.I continued to ponder the mysteries of the afterlife, and still couldn’t shake the
feeling of déjà vu that Dances with Wolves had ignited within me. For a good six months after the
film was released, I ran around shouting lines from the movie and chucking my plastic tomahawk



at any object in my backyard that resembled a buffalo. I was Grandma’s ‘Honorary Chief,’ the
one-percenter, the pale-skinned Indian warrior.Like all ten-year-olds, I was prone to going
through phases. I never outgrew my fascination of Native American culture or the Sioux tribe.
Life just moved on and I got distracted with other things. Throughout my youth, playing soccer
was a large piece of my social jigsaw puzzle. It kept me busy and out of trouble. At fifteen I began
working at a local grocery store, carrying groceries to people’s cars. I later got promoted to
stocking the dairy cooler. Placing cottage cheese and milk on the shelves all evening gives a
person plenty of time to think. It could be lonely work at times, but it gave me plenty of time to
daydream about topics that were above my pay grade. If God created us, who created God? Is
there life on other planets? Why did my nightly dreams later come true in real life?I remained
close with my grandma throughout high school and college. Together, we watched Jeopardy on
TV. We ate Russell Stover chocolates and bet all of our make-believe money when a Daily
Double came on the screen. Grandma was my sounding board when I wanted to discuss topics
that had a little more substance to them. We talked about UFOs and time travel. We discussed
ancient civilizations and the future of human technology. She cut out newspaper articles she
thought I would find interesting, and we used them for topics of discussion. After we had our fill
of deep conversations, she’d ask me about my work at the grocery store and how soccer was
going.When I was in high school, I finally shared with Grandma that I’d been having some
precognitive dreams (nightly dreams that later came true in real life). She found it fascinating but
a little scary at the same time. I asked if she’d ever experienced something similar. With
hesitation, she recalled a time in her life when she frequently had odd premonitions and
daydreams of future events that came to fruition.When she was a young girl, Grandma and
some of her cousins and friends were goofing around at a park. Some of them needed to relieve
themselves, and without modern restrooms available, they decided to spread out into different
areas of the woods for privacy. My grandma was the first to finish, so she walked to a clearing
where everyone agreed to reconvene. From the corner of her eye, she saw someone up on the
hillside about fifty yards away. It was her cousin Donald. He sat in a wheel chair, smiling at her. It
was odd because Donald was perfectly able-bodied and had no wheelchair.Grandma hollered
up at him, “Hey Donald, what are you doing playing around on that wheelchair? Where did you
find that thing?” She heard friends and cousins coming back out of the woods. To her surprise,
Donald was with all the others. Confused, my grandma glanced back toward the hillside. The
image of Donald in the wheelchair had completely vanished. Perplexed, she asked the gang if
anyone was messing around on the hill, or if anyone had found a wheelchair lying around.
Everyone laughed and had no idea what she was talking about.A few years later, an accident
occurred that left her cousin Donald in a wheelchair for the rest of his life. Grandma said she
always wondered if that vision was a premonition that had yet to transpire. The experience gave
her the willies. This event, combined with a few other psychic moments left my grandma feeling
unsettled. She decided it was a part of herself that she wasn’t interested in further
understanding. She had somehow turned it off. I never asked her to elaborate on how she



managed to do that. I could only say that I completely believed her, because I had experienced
similar events my whole life.Chapter 3Most humans have experienced an intuitive moment at
one time or another. Whether one chalks it up to luck or probability, it’s sometimes possible to
sense an event is going to happen before it actually occurs. As a child, I experienced this so
regularly I knew it couldn’t be mere coincidence. I’d sense who was calling when the phone rang.
On the way to school, I knew if a classmate would be absent due to illness. I was somehow able
to foresee events before they took place. Admittedly, I wasn’t sure how this was possible. I
couldn’t explain it, yet I couldn’t deny it.By high school, I was having precognitive dreams of
sporting events. There were times I dreamt of an upcoming soccer match or football game. A
day or two later, I’d watch it on TV and was shocked to see the final score was just as I dreamt it.
Even specific plays and key moments of the game mirrored what I saw in my dreams. Eventually,
I had precognitive dreams about events in my own life that would later transpire.It was 1997. I
was jolted awake by some commotion downstairs. As my heart pounded and my adrenaline
surged, a bizarre and disturbing thought entered my mind. I pictured my dad lying dead on the
floor. It was a silly notion, really, and I had no business jumping to such dramatic conclusions. My
legs felt heavy running down the stairs, and as I entered the kitchen, the look on my mom’s face
confirmed my fears. There he lay, motionless on the kitchen floor. Heart attack. It’s something
you can’t un-see no matter how much you wish you could go back in time and look the other
way.Just a few feet from my dad’s body was my sixteenth birthday cake. It was wrapped in
cellophane on the kitchen table, ready for my upcoming party. It was a home-made soccer ball
cake with licorice hexagons and white frosting. I knew we wouldn’t be celebrating anytime
soon.My dad was only forty-three years old. Sure, he hadn’t been to the doctor since the
Reagan administration and his diet consisted of anything battered and fried. Still, he had no
known health conditions. Just days prior, I’d been playing basketball with him in the driveway and
arm wrestling him at the kitchen table before dinner.The days after his death were a bit of a blur.
It felt like a bad dream. Upon waking up each morning, it would take a few moments to
remember he was actually gone. The reality splashed me in the face like a bucket of ice water.
When something exciting happened at school or during my soccer game, my initial thought was,
“I’ll have to tell Dad when I get home.” Then, I remembered I couldn’t. Like a rollercoaster at a
carnival, life is a ride that eventually comes to a stop, no matter how much fun is being had. As
time went on, the pain healed and turned into emotional scar tissue. We soothed our hearts by
swapping funny stories of Dad to keep the memories alive.Intuitively sensing my dad’s death
was the first and last time I’ve had a premonition involving tragedy. Through the grief, I was kept
busy by my high school activities. It wasn’t long before I was back at soccer practice, hanging
out with friends, and going on dates. Ultimately, I knew Dad’s absence meant he wouldn’t be
there for graduations, my wedding, or the birth of my first child. I realized it even back then, but
didn’t have time to dwell on it because life was simply too busy. In hindsight, maybe that was a
blessing.My mom, Sue, was an absolute rock during this time in our lives. She was the anchor
that kept the family grounded, the glue that kept us together. Through her own grief and sleep



deprivation, I’m not sure how she managed to be so strong. Admittedly, she kept my brother and
me on a short leash for a while after Dad died. When we lose a family member, we tend to hold
everyone else a bit tighter for a period of time. It’s natural instinct. It’s our heart’s way of trying to
prevent more pain, trying to keep more bad things from occurring. Unfortunately for my mom,
this phase occurred when my brother and I were yearning for more independence and freedom.
Fortunately for my mom, we were pretty good kids and didn’t give her too many sleepless
nights.As time went by, I continued to have odd occurrences such as precognitive dreams and
intuitive hunches. I began to wonder if I’d inherited that from Grandma Myers. How was she able
to “turn it off” at will? During a time in my life when I was trying to make sense of it all, I had an
experience that actually made me feel grateful for having these strange abilities.It was an
exceptionally vivid dream where everything seemed more colorful and life-like. My dad was in
the dream, and I was aware that he’d passed. Yet, it was hard to keep that in perspective
considering he looked so real, so vibrant and healthy. He was wearing his signature outfit of
jeans and a flannel shirt with a blue checkered pattern on it. He didn’t say anything. He merely
smiled at me, and then walked up and gave me a tight hug. He felt strong and healthy. As we
embraced, a small tear formed in the corner of my eye, and I felt the stubble from his five o’clock
shadow brush against my cheek. I breathed in and smelled his Old Spice aftershave. It was a
comforting and familiar scent.As we released from the hug, I looked at him. He was still smiling,
and there was a glimmer in his eyes that I had never seen before. It was a mischievous twinkle,
like he had a secret but wasn’t allowed to share it with me. He looked entirely peaceful and
serene. The experience felt more real than reality itself. I opened my mouth, not quite sure what I
was going to say. Before I could utter a word, the dream evaporated before my eyes and I woke
up.I sat up in bed and touched my cheek. I could still feel the sensation of rubbing against his
chin stubble as we hugged. I had a tear in the corner of my eye, just like I had in the dream. Old
Spice still lingered inside my nostrils. Was it more than just a dream? Part of me wondered if I’d
just had a real encounter with my dad. Was it a spiritual rendezvous that took place somewhere
between Heaven and Earth?Andy with his dad, SteveSteve fishingChapter 4Time has a funny
way of shuffling the card deck of our memories. I don’t remember everything about my dad,
Steve. I couldn’t say what he aspired to be when he was a kid or why he decided to enlist in the
Marines. I don’t know what his greatest fear was, or what he considered to be his greatest
accomplishment. I do remember the time he gave me a stick of gum before I took my date to the
sophomore homecoming dance. He never had ‘the talk’ with me, but I think it was his way of
telling me to make sure I had good breath if I planned on kissing a girl.I remember his unique
and endearing laugh. I remember how coordinated and competitive he was. Dad was skilled at
anything requiring athleticism or hand-eye coordination. He was a natural when it came to golf,
volleyball, basketball, shooting pool, foosball, darts, or tossing horseshoes. He was also a
natural when it came to drinking beer. He was good at it. Maybe too good at times.He taught me
how to swing a baseball bat and shoot a three-pointer. During soccer games in my youth, Dad
would pace the sidelines, smoking cigarettes and snacking on sunflower seeds. I’d give a little



wave to him and he’d gesture for me to stay focused on the ball. I remember him raising his voice
when he was mad and laughing when he was happy. I remember him watching black and white
westerns on TV and how he liked John Wayne movies. His hair was always neatly combed, and
he often sported a handlebar mustache. I don’t ever remember seeing him cry. Not once. Not
even when his dad, Boompa, died in 1990.I remember the time my dad dressed up as a woman.
It wasn’t Halloween and it wasn’t on a dare. It was just a Friday night at home. Perhaps he had
one too many beers, or perhaps he was just in a good mood. I couldn’t tell and I never asked.
But we were having a good time and one joke led to another, and before we knew it, Dad stuffed
two balloons up the front of his shirt. They were half deflated but they filled out his chest enough
that he strutted around the kitchen pushing up his ‘cleavage’ and making kissy faces at the rest
of us. One of us found a blond wig in a toy box and tossed it in his direction. My dad gladly
obliged, giving his best Marilyn Monroe impersonation.I remember the music he listened to –
those lazy summer days at the cabin where Dad and my uncles would sit around listening to
Jackson Brown, Creedence Clearwater Revival, Led Zeppelin, AC/DC, and Norman
Greenbaum. I remember the way Dad held a cigarette, tucking it discretely inside his palm so we
could hardly see it. I imagined he smoked other things in that fashion once upon a time, maybe
at a concert or in the back of a van. Again, I never asked. And he never told.He worked night
shifts at a printing press in downtown Omaha. When my brother, sister, and I were going to bed
for the night, he was just waking up and getting ready for work. He’d come into my room and kiss
me goodnight on my forehead before going downstairs and getting ready to leave. His breath
always smelled like fresh toothpaste. His handlebar mustache always tickled my forehead. I
pretended to be asleep, but I’m sure he knew I wasn’t.When he wasn’t working, Dad had his line
in the water along the banks of any lake within a twenty-mile radius. He loved to fish, whether
they were biting or not. He had a bumper sticker on his ‘86 Oldsmobile that read, “My worst day
of fishing is better than my best day at work.”I sometimes wonder what my dad thought about the
afterlife, precognitive dreams, psychic phenomena, and similar subjects. I was so young when
he passed that he was still ninety percent dad and ten percent friend. If he’d been around longer
to become more of my friend and less of a rule-enforcer, I suppose we may have had those
types of conversations. Aside from Christmas Eve mass, he never attended church with my mom
and us kids. I envied him for that. Although I’m not sure where my dad stood spiritually, he did
have a tattoo of a cross on his shoulder, accompanied with words that read, “In God I trust.” I
never asked him about the tattoo, but I asked my mom about it once. She rolled her eyes and
shrugged her shoulders, saying he got it while in the Marines . . . probably on a bet . . . after
having a few drinks.Regardless of where he stood on religion, I’m pretty sure he believed in
spirits. He once told me that when I get the chills, it’s because a ghost or spirit is somewhere
nearby. I was eight years old at the time, and Dad’s little theory caused me a few sleepless
nights that week. I believe he took a mild interest in occult topics. I once overheard my dad
talking about a documentary he was excited to watch. It involved a prophet from France who
predicted all sorts of important world events that later came true. My ears perked up and I asked



if I could watch the show with him. My mom protested, suggesting that a show about
Nostradamus was not exactly kid-friendly.Although I wasn’t permitted to watch the show in its
entirety, I sneaked a few peeks as I passed through the living room. It was fascinating to think a
person could intentionally see into the future. On a smaller scale, I’d been doing it for years, but
my experiences were often mundane and accidental. I wondered if there were a way to harness
the skill intentionally. Could such a gift be used to help others?Chapter 5My job at the grocery
store was a good fit throughout high school and early into college because it provided me with a
flexible schedule. In terms of my soccer games and social life, that was a plus. Ultimately, I knew
that a career in retail wasn’t for me. At work, I found myself getting into trouble for socializing too
much in the back rooms and break rooms when I was supposed to be out on the floor working.
My managers didn’t realize I had become a makeshift counselor for many of my peers and fellow
employees. I was a good listener. Sometimes I’d give them advice. Word got around that free
counseling services were being offered in the back room, and before I knew it, I was an unofficial
therapist for many of my fellow coworkers.Unfortunately, this landed me in the ‘friend zone’ with
a few girls I would have rather taken on dates. Ultimately though, it brought me to the realization
that it felt good to troubleshoot problems with other people and offer them help. I was on the
verge of needing to select a college major, so I decided on social work. Plus, I had once
received some counseling services from a therapist who had a social work degree. She really
helped me during a confusing time in my life, so I wanted to have a positive impact on others like
she had on me.Attending college full-time while holding down a job requires time management
skills and the ability to operate on little sleep. I wish I could say that I felt my dad’s presence with
me and was inspired by the spiritual motivation he offered me along the way. Truth be told, I was
so caught up with school, work, and my social life that I didn’t often feel my dad looking over me
in spirit. Sure, when I’d go fishing, I’d think of him. When I’d get a whiff of someone’s Old Spice
aftershave or would see someone wearing a flannel shirt, I’d nod to the heavens in his honor.
Yet, I rarely felt his presence in any tangible way. I simply hoped he was proud of me and saw
what I was doing.I graduated with a Bachelor’s Degree in Social Work from the University of
Nebraska at Omaha. During college and a few years after, I worked at mental health facilities,
after school programs, and youth centers. Social work provided me with a plethora of ways to be
of service. I made wonderful memories with coworkers and clients alike.Once college ended, I
had more time to read and research subjects that were most interesting to me – namely, those
involving metaphysics and the supernatural. All-night cram sessions and late-night research
papers had made way for parties, road trips, and socializing with friends. I enjoyed my
bachelorhood and my freedom. My life was a social bee hive of activity, and yet, I often felt very
lonely. My friendships and social activities filled my time, but they didn’t seem to fill my soul. I
was searching for something to give my life more meaning. I didn’t know it at the time, but as I
was searching for my purpose, my purpose was also searching for me. On a crisp autumn night
in 2006, an event happened that would forever change the direction of my life.Chapter 6Iwas
twenty-five and living in an apartment. One night, I was awoken by a sensation I’d never felt



before. It was a pleasant feeling that pulsed through my body, radiating through every cell of my
being. I still don’t have a reference point to compare it to any other sensation, but I imagine
there’s no drug on planet Earth that can make a person feel so wonderful, so euphoric. I was
stone-cold sober, yet felt that every nerve ending in my body had been plugged into a universal
consciousness that radiated pure, unconditional love.The physical feeling was accompanied by
a mental state of utter bliss. It was the absence of fear. Anxiety was nonexistent and time stood
still. I was thinking nothing at all, yet my head was filled with infinite thoughts. I felt limitless.
Endless. Like I was nowhere and everywhere all at once. For the first time in my conscious
existence, I wasn’t afraid of anything, not even death. Mentally and emotionally, I was intertwined
with something far greater than myself.Stranger still was what I saw. Above me on my bedroom
ceiling was a breathtaking sight. It was the Universe itself – stars, planets, galaxies, and nebulas
were all glowing in colors I never knew existed. It was as if someone had cut a six-foot hole in my
ceiling and I was gazing straight into the cosmos through some all-powerful telescope.In this
moment of perfect clarity, a voice spoke to me. I didn’t hear it with my ears, but rather felt it with
my soul. The message was clear. It said that if I wanted to be reunited with my dad and see
everyone who had crossed into the afterlife, I could float out of my body and into the galaxy
above me. All I was seeking was waiting beyond the edge of my ceiling. It was unconditional
love, acceptance, wisdom, answers, and unspeakable joy.Without effort, I felt my spirit leave my
body and begin to float upward toward my ceiling. The beautiful scene of stars and galaxies was
drawing nearer. My capacity to feel joy had been multiplied by infinity. As I approached the
threshold, I felt a homesickness for whatever it was beyond my bedroom ceiling.Yet, a hesitation
creeped in from somewhere down in the cellar of my soul. It was a feeling that I still belonged
here on Earth. At the speed of thought, I expressed this to the consciousness I was speaking to. I
felt my work here wasn’t done, that I still had many people to help and important missions to
accomplish.The message was received. My request was granted. Suddenly, I felt my spirit drop
down from the edge of my ceiling and slam back into my body. This jolted me enough to interrupt
my hypnotic state. My muscles flexed and I inhaled deeply, like a swimmer breaching the surface
after holding his breath underwater. The galaxies above my bed vanished, and I remained there
on my back staring at the white textured ceiling. My heart raced and my extremities tingled.I
looked at the clock and it was the middle of the night. I sat upright in bed and glanced around the
room, making sure I was actually awake and hadn’t crossed into the afterlife. I never fell back to
sleep that night. At the risk of upsetting my boss, I called in sick to work the next morning. The
gravity of the experience left me reeling with questions. I needed more time to emotionally
process the experience.Had I nearly died in my sleep? I have, in fact, been diagnosed with sleep
apnea. Perhaps I’d stopped breathing in the middle of the night. I’ve been told my apnea is not
severe enough to warrant concern. Then again, conditions like that can fluctuate on a spectrum
from one night to another.The Sioux refer to our Milky Way galaxy as The Road of the Spirits.
They believe the seven stars within the Big Dipper act as corridor through which souls transition
from our world to the afterlife. The beauty of the cosmos had certainly called to me on that fateful



night. Despite the option to depart this world, I was ultimately glad I decided to stay.Yet, as
glorious as it was, I felt myself slipping into a funk in the weeks and months that followed. It
wasn’t a depression per se, just a period of time where I felt a little blah. I began researching
near-death experiences, wondering if that was, in fact, what happened to me. I learned that it’s
typical for a person to feel an emotional crash after the excitement of a near-death experience.
It’s the equivalent of a mental or spiritual hangover. I suppose once a person stands on the
welcome mat of the afterlife, nothing here on Earth seems comparable. I could certainly relate. It
felt like I’d seen color television for the first time and now I only had access to black and white
TV. It was like a child visiting Disney World and then being sent back to live in the slums.That
being said, I had nothing to complain about. Nothing was outwardly wrong with my life. I had so
much to feel grateful for. I just couldn’t shake the feeling that I was missing something. Why did it
happen? What was I supposed to learn? What were the important missions I remained here to
accomplish? The experience seemed to release something inside of me. With more frequency
than ever before, I began having psychic moments. I could feel the intuitive dial cranking up
despite the funky mood I was trying to shake off. Meanwhile, my appetite for all things spiritual
and metaphysical was insatiable. According to my research, this was all typical for people who’d
survived a near-death experience.This led me to wander into a book store one Friday night. I
was looking for something, but wasn’t quite sure what. I circled around the New Age section like
a hungry man at a buffet. A purple book caught my eye and I picked it up off the shelf. It was
titled Conversations with the Other Side by Sylvia Browne. Over the years, I’d seen her on The
Montel Williams Show. She was a celebrity psychic. Sometimes I’d stop long enough to hear
what she had to say. I held the book in my hand and curiosity got the better of me. I purchased it
and read it that weekend.One book led to two. Two books led to four. Soon, I was hooked. These
books were my drug and I was a junkie who needed a fix. I craved more information. After work, I
came home to a pile of books on my bed. I read until the wee hours of the morning, my eyes
strained and bloodshot. I read about angels, astral travel, reincarnation, and the afterlife. I read
about spiritualism, life charts, spirit guides, and déjà vu. I read books about psychic abilities and
how they come in many forms. After reading most of Sylvia Browne’s books, I began to binge on
other authors as well.These books were the story of my life. I finally felt understood. I learned
definitions and terminology that made sense of things I’d experienced my whole life. I felt like an
unidentified creature who’d just been assigned his order, genus, and species. These books
made me feel sane, like I was not alone. I found solace and comfort within the pages of those
books. I wished I was six inches tall so I could nestle into the pages and pull them over me like a
comforter.I was merely a caterpillar wanting to be a butterfly, and this spiritual metamorphosis
was in full swing. I made conscious decisions to better my life, and some changes weren’t easy.
Over the years, I had surrounded myself with friends and acquaintances whose values and
lifestyles greatly differed from mine. My naivety had allowed me to see only the good in people.
Yet, after my near-death experience, it became increasingly difficult to hang around my old
group of friends.I started to distance myself from my friends, hoping nobody would notice. When



that didn’t work, I bluntly told them I would no longer be coming around. I felt horrible. The ‘it’s
not you, it’s me’ line was too cheesy for me to say it, but it was the truth. They hadn’t changed,
but I certainly had. I didn’t believe that I was better than them in any way. I just felt different. I
needed to be around others who were in line with my values and the lifestyle I was trying to live. I
wanted friends who allowed me to be a better person.Rebuilding my social network was a lonely
job. I rarely had plans on the weekends. Most days after work, my only company was a good
book. I didn’t feel sorry for myself. I accepted the need for a new life. I had dug myself into a
social rut, and with time, I’d crawl out of it. With all this newfound free time, I had the opportunity
to clear my head and contemplate my future.During this time, I began to notice something
peculiar. When coming in contact with strangers, I was somehow sensing personal details about
their lives. I was at the gym and sensed that the lady next to me was going through a divorce and
had two little girls at home. I looked over at the driver next to me in rush hour traffic and sensed
that he was furious with his boss at work. I was at the grocery store and intuitively knew the lady
in front of me had just bought her dream house. It was as though I was reading their thoughts or
picking up on their energies.A small part of me wondered if I was merely delusional. Had I
snapped? Was I nuttier than a squirrel at an acorn festival? My education in social work and the
mental health field allowed me to know exactly what types of diagnosis could apply to me. I
wasn’t experiencing other symptoms commonly associated with schizophrenia. Then again,
most people lack the self-awareness to realize when they’re in the throes of a mental
breakdown.I wasn’t sure why or how I was suddenly sensing information about complete
strangers. I didn’t think I was making it up. At any rate, I didn’t approach any of these strangers to
verify my hunches one way or another. It was hard enough thinking I might be losing my mind. I
certainly didn’t want others to think so as well.As all this happened, I couldn’t help but wonder,
“Okay . . . so now what?” I’d seen the Universe through my bedroom ceiling. I’d had a chat with
some all-loving Higher Power and lived to tell about it. I’d spiritually centered myself, which had
boosted my intuition. I had rid myself of people who may have been dragging me down. Now
what was supposed to happen? It all felt a little anticlimactic.I decided I wasn’t going to find any
answers sitting around my apartment reading books. I needed a road trip. The timing was
perfect. I had just quit one job and had another one lined up. Between the two, I had one week
off and intended to do some traveling. I was a modern-day Aboriginal and this was my
‘walkabout.’ I’ve always done my best thinking while driving, so figured I’d do some soul
searching while cruising down the highway at sixty miles per hour.I made a loop-de-loop around
the Midwest of the United States, driving a big circle that stretched through the Dakotas, into
Montana, down through Wyoming, and back across the midriff of Nebraska. Out on those
highways and interstates, I thought of my grandma. I wondered if she and Boompa had driven
those same roads in the past . . . back before every small town had a Pizza Hut . . . back when
gas stations still had working pay phones.Sadly, I knew my grandma’s road trip days were nearly
over. She was back in Omaha hooked up to an oxygen tank. She had recently quit smoking, but
not before the cigarettes had strangled her lungs, causing emphysema and COPD. I wanted her



to get better. It was a helpless feeling wondering how much time she had left. I kept driving
westward, hoping I’d drive right into a gorgeous sunset. Perhaps Grandma would see the same
sunset from her kitchen window back in Omaha.I wasn’t sure what I was looking for on my trip. I
didn’t know what I expected to find. Answers and enlightenment don’t exactly smack you head
on, like bugs on the windshield. I’d stop at motels when my eyes grew weary of staring at the
road. I’d pull out some books I’d packed – books whose pages I had highlighted, dog-eared, and
scribbled with notes.I daydreamed about what the next chapter in my life would entail. Marriage?
Kids? Perhaps. Some of my old friends had already started their families. I envisioned myself
having a wife and a daughter and a two-story house someday. But I was still reveling in my
independent lifestyle and couldn’t foresee these things happening anytime soon. It’s funny how
our minds wander when the windows are rolled up and the radio is off.On the last day of my road
trip, I wondered if my journey had failed to produce any useful breakthroughs. I was to start my
new job in a couple days, and I hadn’t really accomplished anything on the trip other than
blowing a bunch of money on gas, food, and motel rooms. On a social worker’s salary, those
expenses really add up. I wasn’t any closer to having a sense of direction moving forward. What
was I supposed to do with this newfound intuition? Why was I sensing intimate details about the
lives of total strangers?I was eastbound on Interstate 80, heading back to Omaha across the flat
plains of western Nebraska. I would be home in a few hours and demanded some answers
before I wrote the trip off as a total waste of time. I’d ask the heavens for answers but all I heard
was tires on pavement. I gazed out the window and saw endless fields of sweet corn silently
swaying in the warm August breeze – acre upon acre of green, glistening corn stalks. They
looked like ocean waves rolling off into the distance.The surreal beauty caused a blanket of
calmness to fall over me. And right then, after I’d given up on obtaining any sort of messages
from the spirit world, I heard a voice. It was the same voice that spoke to me on that crisp fall
night only nine months prior when I saw the Universe through my bedroom ceiling. Rather than
enter my ears like a sound wave, this voice originated from within. It was internal, yet came from
somewhere else. “Take care of everyone else, and you will be taken care of.”I set the cruise
control and took my foot off the gas. Suddenly, I didn’t feel so alone in my car. I gave it a minute
to sink in. Admittedly, the message itself wasn’t anything overly profound. It sounded like a
proverb one might find inside a fortune cookie. Take care of everyone else, and I will be taken
care of? Yet, I couldn’t dismiss the fact that it came from the same voice I’d heard before.
Regardless of the words, I knew to take it to heart. Only time would tell if the message were true,
and if so, to what extent. Who were these people I was supposed to help?Regardless, come
Monday morning, my new job beckoned. I pulled into my apartment complex and noticed I’d put
nearly 3,000 miles on my vehicle since the trip started. Surely my new social work job would
provide me with plenty of opportunities to take care of others. Still, the one person I most wanted
to help was the one person I couldn’t. Her health was quickly declining. Nobody wanted to admit
it at the time, but Grandma was in the process of dying.Chapter 7Grandma’s hands were soft
and velvety like cocoa butter. Somehow, they always were. It was hard to believe, considering



how many weeds she’d picked from her garden and how many dishes she’d washed by hand
over the course of her life. Yet, her palm was so smooth it felt like I was touching baby powder. I
gently squeezed her hand, careful to avoid the pulse oximeter that was attached to her index
finger.She looked up at me from her hospital bed and blinked her misty eyes. I asked how she
was feeling and immediately regretted doing so. A sense of embarrassment overtook me as I
realized she couldn’t answer my question. Speaking wasn’t easy for her. Grandma was hooked
up to a breathing mask that was strapped tightly to her face. She looked so pale and vulnerable.
It was hard to see her like this. I averted my eyes, not quite sure where to look.Plastic tubes
snaked from her oxygen mask to the breathing machine beside her bed. I could tell the mask
was making Grandma feel claustrophobic. She uttered a word or two, but I couldn’t make out
what she was saying. It was like trying to hear someone speak under water. “You just save your
strength, Grandma. I’ll do all the talking, okay?”I pulled up a chair bedside her and took a seat.
“Alright, it’s ‘show and tell’ day here at the hospital, so I brought something to share with you.” I
flashed her the book I was holding. It was titled The Complete Guide to Mysterious Beings by
John A. Keel. She eyeballed it and nodded her head in silence. It was a book about mysterious
happenings and unidentified creatures. I figured if she couldn’t hold a conversation with me, I’d
at least give her company by reading. She sat there in silence as I read to her, and Grandma
never took her eyes off me.In that moment, I realized everything had come full circle. I
remembered the rainy afternoons from my childhood when Grandma read me books from the
shelves in her den. I curled up next to the warm metal register vents on the floor and wrapped a
blanket around me to trap in the heat. I looked up at Grandma as she read stories of myths,
monsters, legends, and far-away lands. Here we were, twenty-some years later, still reading the
same stories and still filled with wonder.
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I admit, I’m not a huge reader. It skipped a generation with me. My grandmother was a
librarian, both my parents loved reading and my son loves reading. Then there is me. However, if
I find something that interest me enough I will put forth the effort. The Sky Diaries did just that. It
is an easy going book that lets you get taken away into this world that somehow makes it almost
feel like you are right there. There are so many of his memories that bring back memories of my
own, I think that is why I love it so much! It is hard to describe. The book just has this wonderful
flow to it so even people who aren’t huge fans of reading (like me) can’t put it down. I really
enjoyed The Sky Diaries! Thank you for sharing this part of your life with us. Always chase those
sunsets!”

Love to Read, “wonderful story. This book is autobiographical. Andy gives us a birds eye view of
a part of his life that was perhaps the most significant part in his whole life. I couldn't help but feel
honored that he shared so much detail with the readers. Not only is the story sweet and
wonderful, but the reincarnation aspects are also astounding. It really makes you pause and
think about a lot of things in a different light. You feel connected to everyone in your life in a way
that you may never have felt before. I was left wondering about people I felt an instant connect
with and if I had known them before? I would highly recommend this book. I felt blessed after
reading it.”

Kathy Hill, “Written from the Heart. I was so excited to start reading Andy's book on Kindle on
January 11th before my physical book arrived and was loving every minute I was able to spend
reading it. I have not been able to finish Andy's book as of yet because of a family emergency.
Things are back to somewhat of a normal situation and I'm ready to jump back in. What I have
read is heartwarming and delightful. I went to Andy's Gallery reading and book signing last night
and was amazed with the accuracy of his readings. He is compassionate, funny and humble.
Very refreshing in this day and age. I can't leave without saying how beautiful his daughter Sky is



too. An amazing soul as well. I will be back to review again when I have finished The Sky Diaries.
Thank you for giving us a look inside your life. ”

Britney W., “A sign from the Universe. The Universe has a way of opening up and placing things
directly in your lap, when it is most needed. That was this book for me. Another psychic medium
from Omaha, Viktoria, was promoting this book on her Facebook and without thought my fingers
opened Amazon and hit the purchase button. I hadn’t heard of Andy prior to reading this book,
but I know now that none of this is coincidence.For those that are on the fence about believing in
spirit guides, the after life, or precious lives, Andy does a great job of telling a story with truly
undeniable detailed events that support these phenomenons. For those that do believe (me),
this book warms the heart and soul so much! The waves are big in my house right now and this
book has brought some calm to the storm. It is so reassuring knowing there are loved ones and
spirits we can pray to and lean on.Thank you Andy for sharing your story and helping me
remember some things I had forgotten!”

Barb, “The book captured me--I couldn't put it down!. This book captured me…my heart, my
soul…captured! I was hooked on this book in 8 pages. It almost seemed to read itself. This
beautiful, articulate, touching story drew me in and I couldn't put this book down. I read it cover
to cover and I never do that with any other books.The story is amazing, beautiful, and full of love
(from many lifetimes!). The way the book was written brings it to life in such an easy way that
anyone can connect. It’s a story of love and wonder, curiosity, dreams, and connection (and re-
connection).I was sad when the story ended and practically went back to start reading again
simply because the words (choice of words, flow of words, ability to visualize the words) were
mesmerizing.  It felt tranquil, warm and peaceful to be reading this lovely book.”

Candy, “Just Wonderfully Written!. I went out to dinner and started reading this book. I was sitting
there crying my eyes out, and was getting those "looks". I told them "good book". I'm in love with
this book. Very well written and I just cannot put it down.”

Jillian B., “Uplifting and Inspiring. This book came exactly when it needed to. The world has
been a crazy place the last two years and has left many of us disconnected from one another.
The Sky Diaries will lift your spirits and reconnect the soul to those around us we have been with
in the past. The message and positivity shared by Andy and his daughter is truly uplifting and
inspiring.  THANK YOU FOR SHARING YOUR JOURNEY!!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Fabulous Book!. I have been to a presentation by Psychic Andy and also
had a past life reading with him and he is just as genuine in person as he comes across in this
book. He is a super talented individual who uses his talent for the good of mankind. I
recommend this book, it's a very good read and will give you a good feeling (badly needed in
today's environment).  So many little anecdotes come across in the book, just love it!”
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