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Carl had one friend,

whose name was Dixie
Hewitt. He was not sure if
she was related to him or
not. They understood each
other, because she too was
a medium. She also heard
voices, and saw visions that
most people could not
detect. These gifts became
such a burden to her that
one-day she walked into
the woods with her
daddy’s shotgun, and she
took her own life.
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A few days after Dixie’s death, Carl had reached the breaking point. He was only

fourteen years old, but he could no longer tolerate being ostracized by everyone in the
community, and decided to leave home. He walked up to his teachers and handed in his
text-books. He walked out of the school building and walked home.  His mother was
working in the garden. She looked up at Carl and instantly knew what he was about to
tell her. She said, “Son, I know you feel you must go, and I will not try to stop you, but
please keep in touch.”

As Carl made my way into the world, he would stop in every building that had a
steeple on it. He asked priests, ministers, or preachers if they could explain to him why
he heard voices and saw visions. Most of these clergymen treated him worse than a dog,



and many threw him out of their churches. Years later he finally found someone who
understood mediumship and could explain it to him.

It was so very liberating for Carl, when he found someone who was also a medium.
He no longer felt that he was a “freak of nature.” He then began to read every book he
could find on the subject. Eventually, he learned how to manage his gifts, and began to
carry out the instructions that the Spirit people wished him to do.


