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ACCLAIM FOR

Yolana

“There are few people I have met who can ignite the imagination as she does. Inside her diminutive frame is the power of the universe, proof of the divine. I believe she is an instrument of God’s love and guidance.”

—Kelsey Grammer, producer of Medium

 

“In the more than twenty-five years I’ve known Yolana, it’s not just her accuracy, but also her outstanding attitude about life that I have found so uncanny.”—William Norwich, columnist for Vogue

 

“Without a doubt, ninety percent accurate in all she says . . . an amazing gift. Working together was truly mind-boggling.”

—Captain Richard Riguzzi, Harrison, New York,
 Police Department (retired)

 

“I love Yolana. She has given me a fantastic opportunity to broaden my horizons and enrich my life.”

—Detective Sergeant Dennis E. Bootle,
 New York City Police Department

 

“Yolana has diagnosed in people what other doctors overlooked. In one case, she sent a man to me who did not speak English and she said he was about to have a stroke. This was after his doctor’s exam, and the man’s doctor said he was fine. Upon entering my office, he was found to have an abnormal heart rhythm that is known to cause strokes. I believe she saved this man’s life. Amazingly gifted.”

—Evan S. Levine, M.D., cardiologist
 and author of What Your Doctor Won’t (or Can’t) Tell You

 

“As an artist, I am always looking for the spiritual in life, wanting to deepen my perceptions and sense of truth. When you meet Yolana, her warmth and extreme sensibility embrace your soul, and a sense of well-being surrounds you. Honesty and love are what you leave with.”

—Robert Davi, actor

 

“Yolana seems very down-to-earth about her psychic abilities, and her enjoyable book reads a bit like a charming aunt telling you the story of her life.”—

Library Journal
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I dedicate this book to my children, who have gone through most of the good and bad times in my life and always made me smile.

I am proud of all my kids—they came from a hard stone. They have been through hell in the past, and they are all doing well today. My older son, Michael, is a doctor in Scarsdale. He is also gifted as a “healer,” one of those people who can make other people well just by touching them. My younger son, Ronnie, is a psychic like me. He travels all over the world, giving advice and doing readings for people. He is one of the best in the world, and is also a highly respected businessman.

Then there’s my daughter, Melody, who is a great mother. I have always felt that she has underestimated herself. She would have been a great lawyer, or a great actress. Like Ronnie, she is very psychic. However, she doesn’t want anything to do with it, wouldn’t go near it with a ten-foot pole. And I don’t blame her. Not everyone has the patience or ability to answer that one more question.

As for my grandchildren, I’ve left these lessons to learn from.
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Michael, Audrey, Ronald, Cheri, Melody, John, Daneé, Max-A-Million, Alexander, Noelani, Rebecca, and Sarah—this is for you.
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Yolana is probably the best medium in the world. I know many mediums, and I’ve tested many of them, so I have a right to say Yolana is the best. And, besides, it was I who found her in the first place, and persuaded her to pursue a career as a professional medium.

It all started some twenty or more years ago. At the time, Yolana was working for friends of mine, Mr. and Mrs. Gagen, as a domestic helper. Christina Gagen called me one day. “You know, this woman who works for me here at the house is extremely psychic,” she said, “and I know you’re interested in finding new mediums. She predicted a number of things that have actually come true. I think you ought to look into it.”

Well, I did look into it, and I found what I consider the best deep trance medium in the world today. I spoke with Yolana at length, explaining the dos and don’ts of mediumship, and then suggested that she should make it her life’s work.

Today, Yolana works both as a trance medium and as a clairvoyant. In other words, she has several “phases,” as we say in the business, and she’s good at all of them. Mediumship is a gift, of course, and she has learned to use it wisely and well.

Sometime after our initial encounter, I heard that Yolana had left the Gagens’ employ and moved into the Martha Washington Hotel, where she not only was living but also giving readings by appointment. I kept up with her career because people kept telling me about the quality of her work, which was first-rate.

I would call on Yolana from time to time to work with me on particularly puzzling police cases, such as the time a police chief needed help solving a murder. He had some potential suspects lined up but no hard evidence.

I put Yolana into a deep trance during which the murder victim, believe it or not, spoke. The police lieutenant present told me that only the victim could have known some of the details of the case, details they needed to convict the person who committed the crime. From that day on, Yolana always has made herself available whenever the police need the help of a medium.

It has been many years since Yolana has been at the Martha Washington Hotel. Today, she lives in a very comfortable apartment on New York’s Upper East Side. People still consult her for readings on a regular basis, including many A-list celebrities whose names I won’t mention here.

This book is the first attempt to tell Yolana’s life story since she has become the number one medium in the world. There are other talented psychics, yes, and there are even psychics who don’t know they have the gift, but none of them measures up to Yolana. She reveals information to her clients that has substantive meaning for them, something that any psychic can do, but Yolana is very accurate. And while she’s not one hundred percent accurate in her readings—no psychic is—she is the most gifted of any medium I’ve ever worked with.

I have worked with Yolana on many cases, and I can attest to her talent. This book will acquaint the world with her gift and with her accomplishments. I hope she will be with us for many years to come, to not only help those who have lost loved ones and need psychic advice but also to serve as a fount of information.

One word of advice to people wishing to consult Yolana: she is very busy, and you may not be able to get an appointment right way. Be patient. When you get the appointment, you will not be disappointed.

And a word of caution: don’t volunteer names or information that could be construed as helping the psychic contact the person you have lost or give you the information you are seeking. Your job as the client is to ask for the reading, nothing more. You should just sit with the medium and wait to see what he or she will tell you. Sometimes you will receive the information you are hoping for, sometimes not. But volunteering information will make the reading invalid.

When you meet Yolana and get a reading, you will know why I call her the best. I’m glad to have been instrumental in discovering her, or perhaps it was she who found me. Either way, we have been together for many years, and we still work together occasionally and are still friends. And her son Ronald also has the gift, but that’s another book.

Having a psychic gift is not a supernatural phenomenon. Intuition is a natural and normal human trait that all people have—some more, some less—Yolana has much, much more.

 

—Dr. Hans Holzer  
Parapsychologist and author
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My name is Yolana, and I am a professional psychic. Some people might call what I do “fortune-telling” or “soothsaying” or “spiritual advising,” but I feel I simply read the visions that I see, listen to the voices that I hear, and interpret the messages that I receive when I tap into the spirit world. Spirits are all around us, but not everyone can feel their presence, let alone see or hear them. I do.

Sometimes, I can see what is going to happen long before it actually happens. Other times, I see things which have already occurred—things that other people desperately wish to know, such as who committed a particular crime or where a missing child is. This gift of being able to communicate with the spirit world is not something that I learned or was taught. It has always been a part of me.

Although I was surrounded by psychic phenomenon as a child, I never foresaw a career for myself as a psychic. I was interested in other things, like becoming a Rockette at Radio City Music Hall, for instance. But that dream wasn’t going to materalize, not with the life I led as a child. I came from a broken home. My father was always running around with other women and my mother was an alcoholic. Neither one of them had the time or  inclination to manage the career of an aspiring “star.” Hell, some days they had trouble managing themselves.

So instead of becoming a child star on Broadway, I wound up having a child of my own at the age of fourteen. Early motherhood led to all kinds of problems, especially with my boyfriend’s parents, who enjoyed tormenting me even after he and I got married. After we divorced years later, my luck didn’t get any better. I wound up with a man who was clinically depressed and who one day tried to strangle me with his bare hands. I hit rock bottom then, and at the age of thirty-seven I found myself broke, turned away by everyone I knew, and living on the streets of New York City. I begged for money and slept in the subway. I had lost everything, including my three children.

But through it all, I knew God put me on this earth for a reason. I never lost my will to live, to go on. Even when I was on the absolute bottom rung of life’s ladder, I knew that the only way to go was up. And from that lowest point, I began to put my life back together. That was when I really began to develop my psychic powers in earnest. I moved into a welfare hotel, and, to make ends meet, gave psychic readings in the coffee shop downstairs.

When word got out that I could communicate with the spirit world and give people a glimpse of what the future had in store for them, it wasn’t long before a virtual who’s who of the rich and famous began to seek me out. Bit by bit, I put my life back together. Today, I am told, I am ranked as one of the top psychic advisors in the world.

Communicating with the spirit world isn’t always a bed of roses, but it’s what I was put on this earth to do. Spirits know who can hear them, and they know how to find us. Sometimes I  get visited by a disgruntled spirit in the middle of the night, and I have to tell them point-blank, “Get the hell out of here. I have my own problems to deal with.”

My life has been a roller coaster of extreme highs and lows, but I have never lost my perspective on who I am and where I am going. It is this perspective that I try to convey to my clients who are seeking direction.

People come to me with questions about their lives, what the future has in store for them. And I give them answers. But after every reading, without fail, they ask me, “Can I ask you just one more question?” No matter what I’ve told them, they always have that one last question. And even after I answer that one, invariably they have just one more.

I try to answer all the questions my clients ask, but I also try to make them see that no one has all the answers. I believe we are all put on this earth to learn, so I try to help them see that they should be more concerned about learning who they are and why God put them here instead of worrying about getting their lover back or whether or not they should sell their house. Discovering who you are and what your purpose is is more important than anything else. It’s also important to understand what you’ve been through because that prepares you for what is to come. Understanding why you repeatedly go through the seemingly same crisis keeps you from having to go through it yet again.

Although I am able to help people get answers to questions about their lives, I don’t think of myself as better or more powerful than anybody else. I feel that we all have psychic powers, but ninety-nine percent of the population either does not pay attention  to the signs and the voices around them or is not comfortable enough to follow their own instincts. Not everyone is cut out to be a psychic. I often say God gave all of us the ability to dance, but we all can’t be ballerinas.

To help people get in touch with their psychic abilities, I teach classes in psychic awareness. Once students are aware of their abilities, I can help them sharpen their skills. From day one, I stress that the mind has to be opened, not closed. I can’t conduct classes with skeptics—I end up answering their questions and arguing with them the whole time. Don’t get me wrong: I’m not afraid of the skeptics or their questions; as a matter of fact, I welcome both. But there’s a place for such people and their questions and the classroom is not it. When I teach, everyone has to be opened to the same page; otherwise, the class wouldn’t work. I can’t teach in an atmosphere of closed negativity.

I want my students to use their own brains. I tell them all the time that while I may know more about things psychic than they do, I don’t know everything. Nobody knows everything there is to know. We are all learning all the time. I challenge my students to tap into their own abilities, and, over time, they find that they are able to answer their own questions. They become comfortable enough with their own gifts that they don’t have to rely on mine. And in tapping into their own abilities, my students have even taught me a thing or two over the years.

Although my life story and parts of this book involve dark, even tragic matters, I feel that I had to experience or be exposed to them in order to become the person I am today. Through it all, I have never lost my sense of humor. My ability to laugh has helped me get through the tough times. It has also helped me  deal with the nonbelievers I come across, who, I admit, I love to prove wrong every chance I get.

One particular instance that comes to mind is when I was consulted by police about the discovery of a male corpse with no head, no arms, and no legs, just a torso. When I was brought to the morgue to view the remains, the officers lifted up the sheet covering the corpse, expecting me either to be shocked or dumbfounded, but, to their surprise, I was neither. I simply turned to one of them, pointed to the well-endowed penis, and said: “Damn shame. This is a big loss for somebody!” I then went on to fill them in on all the details behind the unsolved murder. They were speechless.

After all that I have been through, I can honestly say that I am a survivor. I continue to communicate with the afterlife, and I work with a huge clientele that includes not only movie stars, politicians, and the wealthy but regular people who are trying to find their own way through life’s maze. I have gone from the top to the bottom and back again. And most of my experiences have been not only unconventional but thoroughly entertaining as well. On the pages that follow, I want to share my story with you and what I’ve learned along the way.




ONE
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Family Business

I was born into a family of Hungarian Gypsies on April 11, 1940, in Yonkers, New York, and named Diane Elaine Lassaw. As a child, I was surrounded by the paranormal—in fact, my whole childhood seemed to revolve around spirits and fortune-telling. My mother was very in tune psychically, and she always seemed to be telling someone’s fortune. But she didn’t use an ordinary set of Tarot cards or a standard playing deck when she did her readings; I remember her using an old deck of Hungarian cards. People were amazed by her abilities. I also had a pair of “aunts,” Lala Nanie and Juju Nanie, who practiced witchcraft. They weren’t blood relatives, but they were fascinating to be around. While normal families would gather around the table after dinner on the holidays for a hand of pinochle or rummy, mine would break out a deck of cards and give each other readings.

I didn’t question it at the time because I thought it was what everybody did. Reading the future with a deck of cards or making the hands of a clock move or a doorknob turn just by thinking about it seemed ordinary to me. I thought everybody could do it, that there was nothing rare or supernatural, let alone abnormal, about it. Whatever you grow up with, you accept as normal. Little did I know that it was anything but normal!

I should have known that being a psychic medium was going to be my calling in life since I was exposed to this strange world at such an early age, but I was too busy dreaming about becoming a singer or dancer to even think about life in the hereafter beyond the stars. The only stars I was interested in were on stage and up on the silver screen. Betty Hutton, Doris Day, all those people I would see on the covers of the film magazines—that was what was important to me. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that, one day, I would be doing readings for celebrities like those.

I was born, like my family members, with the gift of being able to tell people about their past, present, and future. It’s part of me. It’s there all the time. It’s another sense just like taste, smell, and touch. But sometimes it becomes torture. Sometimes things enter my head and I can’t shut them out, no matter how hard I try. If a spirit wants to get a message through to me, he or she will, even if I don’t want to see or hear the vision or message they have for me.

That’s one reason I don’t like traveling. Taking a bus, train, plane, or ship can be a very difficult, even painful, experience for me because I can pick up on what people around me are thinking. I know what’s going on in their minds, what their intentions might be. For instance, on the subway in New York I could pick  up on some thug looking to steal someone’s purse. And that’s a great burden to me, because, at sixty-five years of age, what am I going to do? Tackle the guy? I’m all for helping people in any way I can, but sometimes I can’t help. At times like those this gift is a curse. That’s why I don’t like to go out that much.

I’ll never forget a horrible experience I had in the 1980s on a plane to Germany. I had gotten a call from Hans Holzer, my psychic mentor, inviting me to lecture and give readings at an institute in Düsseldorf. Not only was I going to be paid for the work, I also was going to be housed in the home of some rich woman who was connected with the institute. I had said yes immediately, not just for the work but also because my son Ronnie was stationed at an army base in Germany at the time and I hadn’t seen him in almost three years. Ronnie wrote every chance he got, but we hadn’t seen each other face-to-face since he enlisted. He always had a way of making me laugh, and I missed having him around. I wanted to see him so much that I was willing to confront my fears and fly over the ocean for hours to do it.

As soon as the plane was over Germany, however, my worst nightmare came true. First, I started hearing faint noises, like people screaming in the distance. After looking around and seeing that no one was making noise anywhere near me, I got out of my seat and looked around the rest of the plane. Again, I came up empty-handed. Then I looked out the window, because I thought I heard something coming from out there, but I saw nothing but darkness since it was the middle of the night. I did my best to ignore the sounds, but the farther we got into Germany the louder they became. Now I was hearing not only screaming but automatic gunfire as well, like a machine gun. I started to panic, looking  around frantically to see if any of the other passengers heard what I heard, but they seemed unfazed, reading or sleeping in their seats.

When next I looked out the window, I saw World War II bombers flying alongside our plane, and I thought I might be going insane. The rat-a-tat from the machine gun was now pounding my brain, and the sound of people screaming was coming closer and closer. Now the gunfire sounded like it was coming from right outside my window, and when I looked out, I saw flashes of light and explosions as clear as day. Not wanting to lose control, I closed my eyes, hoping it would all go away, but it wouldn’t. I started moaning softly and twisting in my seat. The man seated next to me became concerned and asked, “Do you feel sick, ma’am? Do you need me to call someone?”

While I appreciated his concern, I couldn’t answer. If I tried to explain what was happening, he’d think I was nuts. But even if he didn’t, who was he going to call? There was nothing anyone could do. I was on my own, and I hated it.

You see, what I was experiencing was coming from some forty years earlier, when Adolf Hitler was in power in Germany. I was receiving a firsthand account of the horror: the guns, the bombs, and the wails of those tortured and put to death in the concentration camps. I sat with my eyes closed tight in sheer terror, praying for it all to just go away. But it wouldn’t. It just kept coming and coming. I started seeing victims being told to remove their clothes and then herded to the showers. These frightened souls were being reassured by their captors that they were going to be okay, but I knew differently. I knew these people were being led to  their death. “Stop! Stop!” I started screaming. But it didn’t matter what I did, they were going to be killed anyway.

Hearing my screams, the man seated next to me once again inquired, “Ma’am, are you sure you’re okay? Are you sick?”

At this point, I opened my eyes and whispered, “I’m fine. I’m just psychic.”

I’m not sure if my answer eased his worries, but he excused himself, got up, and never returned. I freaked him out so much that he moved to another seat.

Experiences like these, while not always quite so extreme, are part of my everyday life as a psychic medium.
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