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Ihave always been connected to nature,
exploring and experimenting with
natural energy. You would find me at

the bottom of the garden as a child,
looking for the fairies, picking flowers,
digging in the dirt. I always had a great
suntan, this didn’t change as I grew up,
except that as a teenager I would look at
the stars and grow herbs. 
My parents had grown up in the country
and moved to London soon after I was
born. For most of my childhood we
travelled around England, they were more
Happies than Hippies.
We lived in Fulham in a flat overlooking a
cemetery. We walked through it every day,
always stopping to talk to the Stone
Angels. We called them the guardians of
loved ones. Angels  were everywhere not

just on gravestones but in the park,
wrapped around lamp posts, on shop
signs, in the sky as  angelic cloud shapes,
always looking after us, guiding us on
our pathway. 
My mother was very wise and would
explain how nature and our spirit would
transform itself over and over again. I
heard this again many years later from a
wise man in Egypt. He said to me “If you
know water, you know life” look at how
water can flow,  fast or slow, deep or
shallow, without the sun light it will cool
and freeze and turn to ice. Then as the
sunlight warms it the heat will bring it to
the boil and the water will evaporate into
the air, the vapours gather together to
make the clouds. It rains and fills the
streams, rivers, lakes and oceans and the

cycle continues feeding everything and
bringing life. Energy cannot be destroyed
only transformed. 
My father’s job took us to Sutton
Coldfield in the Midlands. It was a very
safe and happy time for me. I was a wild
child, wilful and wise. It was during this
time that our family went on a 7 week
camping holiday across Europe. We drove
in a green mini traveller van through
France, Germany, Austria, Switzerland,
Czechoslovakia, Hungary, Italy, Budapest
and back. We went into every cathedral,
church, museum and educationally
significant site that they could find. I still
have a vivid recall of some of the ancient
toilets in all the different establishments! 
I now realise these sacred churches and
places were all part of my journey, we
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by Daisy Foss

My Sacred Journey, my life story is a spiritual awakening. It is ongoing and
unfolding. It doesn’t have a beginning or an end, it is a “golden mean” of energy.
Just as my name Daisy signifies, the flower of life, the symbol of creation, vibrating
with the sacred geometry of life.
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