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A Calling 
 
On a country walk in 2015 we came across some standing stones high up 
on the North Yorkshire Moors, located in North East England. We had 
been searching for the ‘Hob on the Hill’, a special place we had been 
guided to find. The Hob is a ‘Bowl Barrow’, which is a funerary 
monument from the late Neolithic period to the Late Bronze Age around 
the period 2400 – 1500 BC. It is raised several feet up above the ground 
and is surrounded by a variety of smaller stones in the vicinity.  
 
On discovering these stones our tribe told us about previous lifetimes 
when Mike and I had met on this Moor as well as at other standing 
stones nearby with the purpose of, for me, offering spiritual philosophy 
and healing and for Mike, being there to watch over me, keep me safe, 
and at times to support me in my role as teacher and healer. We soon 
learnt that the Hob had been a regular meeting place. I had used some 
of the smaller stones in the vicinity of the Hob as places for individual 
healing and guidance, but the Hob was the main stone which I had stood 
behind to address crowds of people who arrived from all directions to 
hear me speak. There were cup marks on some of the stones I used 
which had proved useful for me as containers for water and oils, and on 
the Hob stone there was a place to rest my stick as I talked.   
 
On this our first visit, we spent some time tuning in to the energy of the 
stones and the Hob and felt our own presence there from previous 
times.  We discovered very close to the Hob there was a secluded dippy 
where we sensed we had rested there together before and after 
teaching and healing sessions. We choose to use this as a rest place once 
again and discovered it was a perfect vantage point for the Hob and the 
stones.  We could see all around but we were hidden from view from 
those approaching the area. 
 
The only drawback to the location was the visibility of the Hob on top of 
the moor and when we stood up beside it, we were open to the 
elements, and we were also close to grouse shooting hides, which were 
littered across the moor.   
 
On our second visit in December 2016, we were advised that we would 
have people visiting us there and I would be expected to talk to them 
like I did in previous times.  This was a bit daunting as I didn’t know what 
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to expect or what they hoped to hear. Halfway up the moor an old man, 
called Albie joined us on our walk to the top, and we got chatting about 
his late wife. He told me he had heard me talk many times and was 
looking forward to hearing me again. We shared a flask of tea and mince 
pies in the dippy before I got up to speak at the Hob stone. He told me 
that people were gathering, although I could not see them myself, as 
they were from another time in the past, although I certainly felt their 
anticipation. He told me he expected this to be his last time here and 
was looking forward to meeting his wife again.   
 
Albie had stepped into Mike’s body when he first joined me on our walk 
up to the moor top, and Mike had remained in the background. I now 
presume that Mike was being prepared for what was to come, so that he 
could support me appropriately, but I didn’t ask any questions of Albie at 
that time, I just accepted things as they were. Mike stepped back in 
when Albie went to join the crowd and then we both prepared ourselves 
to step up to the Hob stone on the hill.  Albie and I had been in the dippy 
until this point and the people could not see me until I stepped out from 
it. 
 
At the Hob stone I addressed the people who were present. Even though 
I could not physically see them I certainly sensed them.  Mike could see 
them and could relay back to me their responses.  I spoke about my 
work with people in our present time, teaching about spiritual 
awakening and ascension and how to live unconditionally and within the 
laws of creation and divine love.  Mike could see Albie in the crowd, who 
then alerted us to the fact he was ready to leave the physical world (in 
his time).  At this point Albie’s light went out and Mike described to me 
how it left his body.  We asked the crowd to join us in a time of silent 
reflection, and at the end we asked those standing around Albie to take 
his body back to his home, and they seemed to know what to do.   
 
After the people were leaving a young girl and her mother approached 
me. They thanked me for being there, and then gave me a gift of some 
liquid which I was asked to drink as it would help to increase my energy.  
In addition they handed me a coin. 
 
After the people had left and we were walking back down the hill-side, 
Dulaa, our guide told us there had been approximately 58 people 
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present, and they were not all from the same time period.  He said they 
seemed to have left satisfied and all hoped to return again.   
 
Our next visit was another year later, 2017 and again around Christmas 
time and not long after Mike and I had been married.  Halfway along the 
journey I picked up a stick which I knew had belonged to Albie, and just 
before we reached the dippy he popped in to say hello.  He told me he 
was happy that he was now with his wife.  
 
Mike and I followed the same procedure as before but were told to 
expect more people. I had also decided this time to do a meditation then 
a question and answer, session to follow.  Whilst addressing the people 
Mike could see them more clearly and said there were about double as 
many people as last time, and some seemed to be from the future.   
 
The meditation which included a remembrance of Albie was well 
received, and lots of questions were asked and successfully answered, 
even some about future events.   
 
At the end we were again approached by the young girl and a couple 
other people, including one of the people from the future. The head 
count this time was approximately 263, and again the meeting proved 
successful. We advised those gathered that we would try to return 
sooner next time, in less than a year. 
 
Unfortunately, it still took us about 10 months until we returned to the 
Hob on the Hill.  Dulaa had begun having regular contact with the elders 
who brought every one together for these events and was guiding us 
about choosing an appropriate time. We returned to the Hob not long 
after our 1st Anniversary in October 2018.  We felt unprepared though as 
we had gone through a difficult year ourselves, and were more 
unprepared for the change in the weather as it blew a gale when we got 
on the top of the moor.  We were both feeling uncomfortable and I was 
more anxious this time as Dulaa had told me there would be many more 
people waiting to hear me talk.  I also had a sense that people from our 
current time may be around and that would definitely distract me. 
 
When I stood up at the Hob I was certainly over-awed when Mike told 
me there were lots more people than the last time, and there were even 
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some of the tribespeople we had met on our travels in North America 
earlier in the year.   
 
As I began to talk the wind blew hard and whipped my words away, 
although Dulaa who stood behind me, and Mike, beside me, told me 
everyone could hear me.  Next thing that happened, was a couple of 
farmers turned up to repair a nearby grouse shooting hide, which 
certainly put me off my stride, so much so, that I asked for a break from 
speaking while that was going on. I asked all those gathered to talk 
among themselves and get to know each other better, which seemed to 
go well, but I felt I had let them down by giving in to my own insecurities 
and fears from the past, with memories of being hounded by 
landowners who distrusted my intentions.   
 
After I had recomposed myself following the interruption, I led those 
gathered into a short meditation followed by a question and answer 
session, which again went well, with questions about events in the past 
and two from those in the future.  I ended the meeting sooner than I had 
wanted because we were both getting very cold and hungry.  Three of 
the people who had spoken asked to give me gifts and Mike went into 
the crowd to receive them. Then a young native girl and her Mother and 
Grandfather came to speak to me, as well as the young girl from our 
previous meetings, who wanted to be known to me again. It was very 
moving, but I also felt I had let them down because of my discomfort this 
time. I felt I had not given them the best of myself, and had been unable 
to connect with them energetically, as much as I would have liked.   
 
I was reassured by Dulaa and Mike afterwards that I had done a brilliant 
job, but this was one of many occasions when I could not take on board 
their reassurances. My negativity and self-judgement took firm hold 
resulting in Mike and myself falling out, as he gets frustrated with me 
when I give myself such a hard time, and this then overshadowed the 
whole event.  
 
When we got home, Dulaa told us there had been approximately 646 
people in attendance from many different times and cultures, and the 
time I had afforded them to mingle would prove to be useful in their 
own futures, which could potentially avoid future conflicts and wars. 
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The young native girl who approached me introduced herself to be 
Running Deer, who had become a brave warrior in her Blackfoot tribe.  
We had visited the site where she was honoured in Montana, and read 
about her life there. She gave me a gift on the moor, which we 
discovered on our return home.  Mike had seen her take a leather 
bracelet off her wrist and that was the gift she wanted me to have as a 
thank you, as she held me in high esteem and aspired to be just like me 
when she grew up.  From the others who handed Mike some gifts, we 
received two coins, one American, one a shilling, and some leaves and 
heather from a couple who had followed us up the hill-side. 
 
On our return home, I discovered Mike had been told off by some 
Ancients who were among the stones, and he wouldn’t be allowed to 
return there until he apologised to them and asked for their forgiveness.  
That was because he had given in to his anger and had shouted at me for 
harshly judging myself.  It has certainly been a learning curve for us both, 
and we wondered what would transpire next time, although with some 
trepidation and the need to be more fully prepared and braver, as the 
numbers and diversity of those who were coming to listen to me just 
seemed to be growing!!! 
 
As it happened, we did not return to the Hob on the Hill for some time.  
This was the result of several events. In 2019 I had recurring mobility 
issues with my feet and Mike had breathing problems, which affected 
our fitness levels.  We had been in North America for the month of May, 
which took a long time for us to recover from afterwards, and then my 
Auntie died in August. As we reached 2020, we were both unwell early 
in the New Year and then the Coronavirus Pandemic hit.  
 
We did however have another meeting on my birthday in April 2020.  
The Ancients worked together with Dulaa to gather people together and 
brought them to a field near our home. We believe there were 523 
people present at that time. Apparently it had been a very difficult 
process to get them together and many had been brought through a 
portal, with a very narrow time slot to get them to the field and return 
them back home, due to the differences in time travel.  Again there were 
people from different periods of time in the past and future and some of 
the tribespeople had also arrived. We could appreciate how difficult it 
must have been for them all and how disorientating it must have been 
to arrive in a field rather than the Hob on the Hill. 
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We also discovered this time, that the time and place they came from 
and each person’s level of awareness affected how they saw us. Some 
saw us as we were in our current time, some saw us how we were in a 
previous time and some saw us as light-beings. The time had to be kept 
short, which ended up being mainly a question and answer session, 
especially since I hadn’t been using my teaching and healing skills 
recently in this life-time, and I certainly felt even more lacking than the 
previous time. However, Dulaa assured me that they all left happy again 
and their time together was much more productive than I would ever 
realise.  We promised we would meet again by the end of the year, 
hopefully October 2020; however were unsure if it would be close to 
home again or whether we would be able to return to the Hob on the 
Hill.  
 
During the summer restrictions lessened as the Coronavirus cases had 
reduced, however by Autumn when the schools returned to normal and 
more people were back at work, and society was more or less 
functioning again, there was a steady rise of cases and hospital 
admissions. During October and November, tier systems were 
introduced which curtailed social activities.  Even though we could travel 
within our own county of North Yorkshire, my mobility wasn’t so good, 
and we were unsure about travelling back to the Hob on the Hill even 
though we had decided we wanted to return there rather than have 
another meeting in the local field.  
 
We decided to set a date, so that Dulaa could have enough notice to 
make arrangements and kept our fingers crossed regarding the weather 
and my ability to do the walk up onto the moors.  The date we agreed on 
was the 20th December 2020, the last Sunday before Christmas and the 
day before the winter solstice. However, restrictions were becoming 
increasingly tighter and the weather was very wet.  We had done a 
practice walk in November and it was quite difficult going underfoot but 
we had achieved it, so we stayed positive for the date we had set.  
 
When the day arrived my main focus was whether I could achieve the 
walk as my mobility and pain levels were worse than the previous 
month.  We had also had a lot of rain, high winds and cold weather.  I 
was also a little nervous about other people being out and about with it 
being a Sunday and the fact that more people were venturing onto the 
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moors for their exercise during the tier lockdown. North Yorkshire was 
the only area within the North East that was in Tier 2 and everywhere 
else was Tier 3 with tighter restrictions, which meant many people were 
venturing away from home to get exercise when they were supposed to 
staying in their locality.   
 
We made the walk to the top of the hill but it was hard going and was 
quite cold and windy, so instead of having a hot drink and snack I just 
wanted to get on with it.  However, I still took 5 minutes to drink some 
hot soup and have half a sandwich.  When I began addressing people, 
Mike gave me a quick overview of the layout then I began talking.  I 
explained about the coronavirus pandemic but called it a ‘plague’ for 
their understanding, and said how it was affecting the world, and the 
main learning I believed people were and would get from their 
experiences of this time in history.  I then encouraged people to greet 
their neighbours and connect in love and peace.  There were a few 
questions and then I left people to mingle at the end.  There were some 
new people as well as old faces, and in particular there was a group from 
Scotland, some Picts, who asked when we would next be going to their 
land for a visit.  I said it would likely be another 2 years because of the 
plague. Mike and Dulaa later told me there were about 800 people 
present. On leaving the moor, the return downhill was the worst I had 
ever experienced.  In fact, I thought I was not going to make it as I was in 
so much pain.  
 
We told those present we would do our best to return in the Summer of 
2021 since we have always been there in cold weather (for us anyway), 
and at the time of writing that plan is still in place.  
 

 


