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RESCUE WORK IN HOME CIRCLES

Put together by Richard Rowley .  

Subject:
Fwd: Rescue work in Home Circles (1) with Lord Dowding’s notes.
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Rescue work in home circles has been an important aspect of mediumship probably since early  civilization.  During the two world wars and in the lesser conflicts since, many people in the armed  forces and civilians alike, met sudden or slow and

painful death.  At present, in times of great natural and man-made disasters, wars and acts of terrorism, many more are dying unexpectedly and left in confusion.  Rescue work is still needed, after 9/11, Iraq, Katrina  and whatever next, and we can all help with our thoughts and prayers if we can’t directly join a rescue circle.

As this is an ongoing project, and as not so much is published about this aspect of Spiritualism, I am offering a few extracts from Lord Dowding’s experiences with the home circle probably of Margaret Flavell, in Wimbledon, London, early in 1944.  They are taken from Dowding’s book “God’s Magic: An Aspect of Spiritualism” published in 1946 by  the Spiritualist Association of Great Britain. Earlier accounts are given in his other books, “Lychgate” and “Many Mansions.”    This heroic serviceman devoted the last thirty years of his life to Spiritualism, and his books remain landmarks in the movement. He was tactful

about disclosing names, as mediums often preferred to remain anonymous back then, since there was still much persecution by the church and the police..

From Lord Dowding’s notes:-

“Awakening work was the commonest type during the war, when casualties were heavy and when the crowds in the astral were continually being reinforced by fresh contingents of men suddenly wiped out of earthly existence and quite unaware of what had happened to them.

“What generally used to occur was that we would be sitting in the drawing room of the lady who acted as medium and whom I have designated L.L. for the purpose of these records.  All the surroundings would be quite normal in ordinary or artificial light according to the time of year. Then L.L. perhaps would say, “Here are three paratroopers from Normandy.” Or

“Here is the crew of a bomber who think that they have come down in the Ruhr,” or something like that, and  then we would hold them in quiet conversation while those on the other side were working on them to raise their vibrations: and after a bit they would begin to notice something strange in our appearance, something different from themselves, or, by trying to shake hands or to slap me on the back they would discover that we were intangible and the little shock of the discovery  would bring ther they always eventually tumbled to what had happened, and then they could see the friends who had come to meet them and they would all go off happily together.

“Remember that I could never see or hear anything.  I relied on L.L. to tell me what was happening, but when I talked with to our visitors they would generally see me and hear me without and intermediary.  Daisy, the third member of the circle,

was usually present.

     “[On the first occasion] we had finished our healing circle when Chang the guide told us  that he had someone for us to awaken. LL     “It is an American flying boy (serviceman); he can’t see us or anything yet.  Will you conduct the conversation?  I shall be too far away.  {From this point LL was in a semi-trance. She spoke with a strong American accent and her face worked in accordance with the emotions of the boy.} American:     “Say, what’s this?  Where am I?” Dowding:     “It’s all right.  You have been brought to us so that we may help you.” American:     “Oh, never mind about me!  Help the others.  I’ve just seen one of them have his leg snapped off by a croc.”
Dowding:     It’s all right.  The others are being helped. {But he was difficult to pacify. He wanted me to go and help them.) Can you see me now?” American:     “Sure I can see you.  But you keep on acting funny; kinda shimmering like a bad movie.”
Dowding:     “Yes.  I want you to look closely at us and you will see that we do not look solid and real to you.  And when you can see that we are not real, then you will be able to see the others who have come to help you.”
American:     “Say, where am I?”
Dowding:     “You are in England.”
American:     “Well, that’s a good one!  We were flying over _____.  No, I mustn’t tell you; but one of those ****** Japs got us and we couldn’t stay in the air.”
Dowding:     You came down out of control?”
American:     “We were on fire.  But we all got out except Tubby.  Tubby was in the tail.  A damned death-trap that is!  Sorry I can’t tell you where we were flying.”
Dowding:     “Never mind about the Official Secrets Act now;  it doesn’t affect you any more.  I tell you again that this is England – just near London.”
American:     “Say, I’ve always wanted to visit England, but I never thought it would be like this. But who are you, anyway?”
Dowding:     “You’ve been brought to me so that I may help you.”
American:     “Yes, but who are you?”
Dowding:     “Well, you’ve heard of the Battle of Britain.  Did you ever hear of Sir Hugh Dowding?”
American:     Why, yes; sure I’ve heard of him.  I know old Dowding.”
Dowding:     “Well, I’m old Dowding, I really am. Come on, now, put your hand on my shoulder.”
American:     “How can I put my hand on your shoulder when you keep jumping about?” (Of course, I hadn’t moved.)

Dowding:     “All right, then.  Smack me on the back. A good hard one.”
American : (tries it and encounters no resistance)“Gosh!  Are you a ghost?”
Dowding:      No, I am not a ghost.

American:     Am I a ghost, then?

Dowding:     No.  What has happened is that you and I are in different worlds.

American:     How do you mean, different worlds?  Youjust said we were both here in England.  (Suddenly he realizes, and his face puckers up into an expression of agony.)  Why, I haven’t been all that bad; I don’t have to go to hell!

Dowding:     No, no, no. You aren’t going to hell. We’re just trying to wake you up so that you can go and join all your friends.

American: (suddenly seeing some of his fellow airmen)Why Mac!  How in hell did YOU get here? (to me) I’ll be all right now.  Mac’s a great guy.   Mac

taught me to fly. ……(he talks to Mac for a while}. Say,  I understand now.  Mac got his too (was killed) (He sees Tubby).  Why, Tubby,  how did you get here?

Tubby:     We’re all here.  We’ve been here all the time, but we couldn’t see one another nor see you; we could only hear your voice.  (Now they can all see one another and are talking together.) Chang (the medium’s guide, having lived in ancient China, does not understand airplanes) :       Will you

tell me what is the quality of the men who sit in the front of your flying birds?  Are they the leaders? Are they in command?

Dowding:     Yes.  They are called the pilots.  They control the aeroplane (airplane).  When they pull the (joy-)stick the nose goes up, and when they push it the nose goes down.  They steer to the right or left with their feet.

The American boy was a youngster, not more than about 20, with a round baby face, straight fair hair and very blue eyes.  They all went off happily together.”
At other times, helpers like Dowding’s first wife, Clarice, assuming the appearance of a Red Cross Nurse for the occasion, would lead these lost souls to the next phase of their existence.   Clarice had died in 1920 of appendicitis, but was a very active member of this rescue circle.  They had a daughter and a son, but Lord Dowding did not remarry until 1950. Lord Dowding concludes his account of this rescue work by remarking “ Now, I shouldn’t like anyone to get the idea this is the only way in which these lads awakened to their new life, or that we  are the only operators of this particular method.  Quite a number of people are engaged in this work, but for some reason or another it is very little known.  Also  you must remember that every little drama, such as I have described, is watched by numbers of unseen spectators who see what is happening and apply the illuminations (realizations and awakenings) to their own condition.

“There is another aspect to these activities: I believe that they are arranged to some extent for our own education..  Anyhow, our work never seems to

get into a groove; so soon as we become accustomed to one form of activity, the nature of the work  changes and we find ourselves doing something else.”
While a movie  was later being made of the Battle of Britain, Dowding visited the studio set in 1968 two years before his death, and felt he was home again.

Sir Laurence Olivier played his role.  When medium Ena Twigg attended the memorial service held at Westminster Abbey in March, 1970 in honor of his

‘Battle of Britain Victory,’ she noticed “as the service began, a vision in glorious color unfolded before my eyes.  First I saw a formation of airplanes

flying past.  Then Lord Dowding appeared between two vases of roses near the altar, at full attention, saluting.  He was radiant and looked thirty years

younger – as he must have looked during the Battle of Britain.  Then as the organ music soared, hundreds of spirit faces belonging to former RAF members formed in clouds around him.”    There was no division into different sects and organizations in this service. Everyone came together from all faiths to honor his memory.

                                         Subject:
Fwd: Rescue work in home circles (2) and by those on the other side
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Richard : wrote: Thank you Mariah, Bill and Alexandria and all... especially for reminding me that a lot of rescue work is done during sleep and dreams. I’d forgotten about that important area of Spritualism, and I think we all may do this, without knowing it when we wake up.  You were blessed, Alexandria to have been aware of your experience.

The book “God’s Magic” is rare indeed.  I may have the last copy on earth! - which is why I am sharing part of it.   It may be in public domain now. Carl

Wickland’s book is a classic and I have it and another of his, written in the 1930s.  Both titles are available used. I have found, sitting in groups and circles, that some of the SITTERS are sometimes in need of rescue!

They come in with their marital, job or relationship problems very much in evidence and dump their negative energy on the group,and take up all the time and energy complaining about their problems, and want US to solve them, if not the spirits!  It is a very tiring experience for this to happen, and needs a tough medium, chair person or facilitator to tell them to get a life, or to take their problems to a psychiatrist or therapist. They are not ready fordevelopment or contacting spirit if their physical life is not yet in balance, don’t you think? We can handle this sympathetically and at the same time firmly. They can come for spirit healing on another occasion, but not dump on a workshop. (There’s occasional personal dumping in committee and annual business meetings, too, but we’re all human!) But that was a digression. 
I have been digging further into the archives, and here are some more perspectives into rescue work. One aspect of rescue work is not concerned with sudden death and the awakening of the recently killed in armed conflict or acts of terrorism.  It is to do with helping the progress of less evolved souls, the thugs, criminals, murderers and abusers who are living in dim, gloomy places, unable to escape from their self-created misery, guilt and remorse.  They are still living in fear, desolation or unsatisfied desire, or in just pain ignorance and apathy. 
Other spirits may find themselves living in their former religious communities, locked within them, or unable to awaken from their last sleep (so they believed) awaiting the last trump and the day of judgment, and the resurrection of their long ago decayed physical body.  So they remain until helpers from our rescue circles and from helpers in the spirit world come to raise them up, one by one, when they are ready and able, and take them to a more active and joyful existence elsewhere.

It was Lord Dowding’s wife Muriel who did this type of rescue work for about seven years.  She writes about it as follows: “The work in our circleconcentrated on the people who, because of crimes committed in this life, go to the grey spheres (I suppose the Church would call it Hell), where they sort of have to live it out before they can go on and evolve
.  The job of the circle is to persuade these spirits to try, not to give up hope, to go on.  There are not many mediums who are willing to do this work because it is quite unpleasant.”
Spirit workers on the other side also undertake such rescue wrok.  One deceased writer who held conversations with a regular sitter for a period of

several years relates how he was taken to visit some of these poor folk in spirit who were living under very gloomy conditions. He normally led a very joyful life in spirit, among many friends, working, writing, attending concerts and so on, and studying spiritual law. Sometimes he visited the earth and watched current events, but on this occasion he was taken to a lower sphere.

“At first I was told that I was to leave my mind a blank.  In other words I was to mentally relax myself and release myself from the present conditions I was in, to make myself completely oblivious to my su rroundings.  The next thing I remember was a feeling of tremendous lightness and  being uplifted into space.  What had been solid under my feet vanished, giving me the feeling that I was floating in the air.

That’s the only way I can put it.  It was as if I was floating over high buildings, trees and countryside, and I seemed to be getting higher and higher.  Then I had the realization that I was being pulled downwards.

It began to feel more depressing, cold and clammy, odd, gloomy and distasteful. I was told that the conditions were going to be rather depressing, and so

I did not become alarmed about it. Fortunately my companions, my guide   and a friend, were beside me, and I could feel them rather than see them.  I sensed that they were there and there was a feeling of reassurance coming from them.  There was an assurance coming from them, reassurance and goodwill which was helpful to overcome the uneasiness as I descended into this condition.  As we came nearer to the area, I became conscious of a mountainous kind of country.  There seemed to be tremendous craters in the mountains, and although they were deep, I could gradually perceive as I drew near what appeared to be huts or houses. They looked very depressing, as though they were built of mud or some substance like that.  I found myself floating over the mountains, and my companions had become visible to me, and I was able to think of what they were saying rather than hearing them.  We were going down into this valley, and what we saw and experienced must have been unhappiness and undue distress, because this was certainly one of the worst, lowest places or conditions possible, to my knowledge.

I want you to note the attitude that some of the people adopt in this sphere.  They may be hostile,which is unpleasant, and don’t be surprised if some of them seem familiar, because there is some attraction or previous connection which has brought you here to see them.  For the first time it seemed as if I was back on earth, that is, from the physical aspect. It was difficult to walk and see on this incline.

Gradually it became much colder and more unhealthy.  I could see a dim sort of lighting.  It was not a form of artificial lighting, it was worse.  It was a sort of glow, most peculiar, but gradually I was able to pick out things and gain impressions.  I could see a lot of hovels.  They were dark and depressing and heavy looking as though they were made out of clay or mud, with straw matted into them.  It was like going into an African jungle where huts are covered with mud.  I walked with my companions on either side of me and we began to see what I suppose you could call human beings.  They were people all right, but they were unkempt, unwashed, filthy and dirty, men and women. 
The vast majority were unclothed and they hardly seemed human; they seemed to be more like animals.  It was as though you had come suddenly into the clearing of a jungle in darkest Africa, and you found an ancient tribe of people who were completely lost.  They didn’t seem human to me, they seemed like animals  and it was only as I had expected from what Ihad been told previously.  It was very depressing because these people seemed to be completely lost, like a civilization  living in a primitive way.  Some of these people when they saw us were shaking their fists at us and opening and closing their mouths.  I presume they were talking, though I couldn’t actually hear anything, but I could see the hostility and dislike and felt something hitting me, something being thrown.

Anyway, we were followed by a large number of people until we came to a palatial dwelling compared with the others.  At least it looked as if someone had taken some interest in its construction.  On the threshold of this place was the most extraordinary looking creature.  He was a man I would think about six footthree or four, very broad, big-boned and looking healthy in comparison with some of these other people.

He had a longish beard and mustache, a very hooked nose and piercing eyes and long hair and he looked like some strange type of hermit.  He was dressed in some kind of  long robe with a cord at the waist, and he had a staff with the figure of an animal’s head fitted on the top of it.  He saw us coming towards him followed by this tribe of people.  After the reception which we had had from the rest of them, to my surprise he seemed to be very agreeable and friendly.  But he seemed to be putting on a tremendous show to appear to be sincere, trying to be pleasant to make an impression.  We were invited into this place.  I must say the interior was very well furnished.  But the furniture was very peculiar.  It didn’t fit at all, but at the same time, it was quite attractive.  It seemed that some of the pieces of the furniture came from one century and others from another period.  It seemed to be the most peculiar hodge-podge.  There were attendants waiting on him.  He ordered them to go and fetch something to drink, and that’s what arrived.

Out of these peculiar shaped dishes we had I don’t know what you could call it.  It was completely tasteless to me.  Then we had what appeared to be fruit, except it didn’t have the bright healthy colour which you expect good fruit to have. It had the shape and in some respects the colouring of fruit but it was tasteless and without substance.

Anyway, the man seemed most agreeable and friendly and  for the first time  I heard my companions speaking. Previously I had only been conscious of what they were trying to convey.  They said to him that he should endeavour to change himself, so that his influence would be felt on the rest of the people there.
His influence and outlook was affecting the people and preventing them from making some sort of progress. He laughed and jokingly said to them, “Oh, you haven’t come to preach to me again?! You haven’t come here to tell me all this again, surely?  Why do you bother when you can see for yourself that we are perfectly happy.  We have our own way of life and they accept me as their leader and I certainly treat them well and I don’t expect them to do anything at all.

In fact, they are free here, they don’t have any rules or regulations.  They are not restricted in any way.

They have their own way of life. Leave them alone.

Why don’t you move out from here?  Why don’t you leave me alone?  You’re just wasting your time.”
But it was quite obvious that I had not seen the worst.  I had only seen the façade.  I admit that the reception we had from some of the people wasn’t very

pleasant, but it wasn’t exactly all that bad except for a few odd ones who had thrown stones.  They looked up to this man who presumably was their leader, it struck me.  I felt uncomfortable.  I felt that I didn’t want to stay any particular time there and Ihoped that they wouldn’t want to stay too long.
I would be glad to get out of it.  I thought that perhaps I had been brought there for a purpose, and that my companions would be helpful in explainingeverything to me after.  But I must say that I was not happy about it, anyway.

It turns out that this was a man who had great power and authority over a great  number of people during his earthly lifetime.  He was a man who was able to sway people by the power of his mood which obviously was used in the wrong direction.  These people were quite happy to be slaves to him.  He had a strange kind of power of his own.  At first it seemed peculiar.  I couldn’t see why anyone would want to stay there, or what power this man could possibly have.  It was obvious the way everyone treated him that he did have great authority and presumably what I had seen was only a very small part of his place.  I hesitate to use the word kingdom.   I still couldn’t see the point of my being taken there, and at the time I felt distressed too.  It seemed to me to be quite pointless and so useless to go there.

Most of the people there in their own strange way were quite happy, quite content, to remain as they were in what I would think was that dimness.  Itwasn’t dimness to them.  It was only a matter a degree.  They were in their own fashion happy and were quite content to live in that state to which they had grown accustomed.  I realise too that a lot of these people had got very strong views.  It dawned on me that these people had very strong ideas and views and they sincerely believed that their way of life and happiness was to a great degree superior to everyone else’s.  They had fixed ideas and views and due to their leader’s influence.  Others I have met over here are in a much higher state of being.  It all seemed so odd that I couldn’t figure it out at all.  It was anunpleasant atmosphere.  I couldn’t see what happiness and pleasure there could be for any of these people to live in darkness.  It seemed so utterly distressingand unpleasant.

Anyway, one of my companions said to this man, “Well, until you change, a lot of these people will not change, and until you set an example, there will be no help for some of these people to release themselves from this dreadful atmosphere and condition to which you are all subject.”
But this man just laughed and said, “It isn’t as though we are not happy, because we are all perfectly happy.  No one here is ordered to do anything.  Everyone here Works together in their own fashion, in their own way.  If they don’t want to do anything, they don’t.  Why should they be forced to become or do something which they are not?  They are content to be as they are.

You call us lazy and undeveloped and this and that, but why should we change when we are as we are, content?  We don’t do anyone any harm, we don’t interfere with anyone else.   We live in our own way and according to our own thinking.  We don’t come and interfere with you and we have no desire whatsoever to change.”
It all seemed to me rather pointless.  It was quite obvious that we were not going to have any effect on him at all.  This was a very distressing place, in which we couldn’t do any good at all.  If my companions couldn’t do any good, I was more helpless than them.  Anyway, we sat chin-wagging for a time in the house. The leader said he would show us around, but I had seen enough already and didn’t want to see any more, because by this time I was getting a bit irritable, I’m afraid.  Quite frankly, I thought it rather stupid.  Well, anyway, “Here goes!”  I thought.

“I have committed myself to this and I was told not to be unduly depressed by it.”  But I know  it was shocking to me, now.  But I was depressed and irritated and I thought, “These stupid people! 
Anyone with some common sense would realise this is no way of life at all and they should want to get out of this without people having to come and tell them how to escape.” 
Anyway, we came out of this house and went further afield.  We went up what appeared to be a steep incline.  Along a road up a hill.  There were houses, but one thing I noticed.  There seemed to be no vegetation, no trees, no flowers.   We walked along this road, and gradually as we climbed higher, it seemed to get lighter and lighter and we seemed to come to some kind of countryside.  There were some trees which seemed rather twisted and warped, and grass attempted to grow, but the countryside seemed in decline and decayed as it might have looked after a battle.  Everything was twisted and unhappy and depressed, although it was better than what we had already seen, and as we walked further, as I said, it seemed to get lighter.  Here and there were patches of trees springing up and giving forth something like buds.

It seemed puzzling to me.  What was the point in coming to see so little.  Eventually we came to a bridge, a means of getting from one side of a river to another.  The old man talked to my companions and said that this was where he was going to leave us.  He was not going any further across this bridge, as he had no intention of crossing it.  That was the limit and he didn’t want to go any further.  He had no desire himself to visit what lay ahead.

I thought this was so stupid.  I wondered what it was that lay ahead, and my curiosity was aroused.  I would see for myself, and see why this old man was loath to go any further.  My companions wanted us then to go across this bridge, and he was adamant that he was not going to cross it.   Yet he himself had led us so far, and expected us to go and not himself.

Anyway, we said goodbye  and  walked cross, and as we reached the other side and looked back I could see this old man standing there leaning on his stick.  I sensed a feeling of relief about him.  I was obviously picking up a feeling of relief from him.  He was so glad that we had departed.

We walked on, and everything changed.  Everywhere around me seemed to be illuminated by what seemed to be the sun, though I don’t think it was the sun but something similar, because everywhere there seemed to be lightness and freshness in the air.  There seemed to be liveliness everywhere, trees, birds, many animals, different types of animal.   Here everything seemed to be changed, so friendly, so lovely, so light, so airy and I thought why was it that they knew the route to it, and yet they were afraid and would not go across the bridge to the other side. They would not take the plunge and seek out some adventure.  It seemed so awful that these people lived in that  dead atmosphere and condition and did  not  want even in curiosity to see what lay ahead on the other side.

My companions must have known what I was feeling, because I distinctly heard the voice again of one of my companions saying to me:  “Well, that is why we are here.  This is an experience we have had before. 
You may think that brining you down into this environment, or at least into the environment that we just lift, was in fact a pointless, wasted effort, and you can see no reason for it.  But we wanted you to see how people, because of their blindness to realities, are content to dwell in a state of mind which they accept and find in it a strange feeling of their own happiness.
And yet on their very threshold was a way in which they could reach something so much better.

We ourselves have been here several times deliberately that we might try to persuade the old man to go over the bridge, because once we got him over the bridge,

I’m sure the rest would have followed because he is their leader.   They accept him, they follow him, and what he ways to them is the law. They cannot see any further than this old man.  
Therefore, if ever we could get him to come with us over the bridge the rest would eventually follow.

“This is only a small part of certain aspects of life here, where people dwell in communities according to their individual and collective outlook for the level of conditions and thoughts. 
These people who live in a very low mental state are not evil or bad people, they are just stupid, and accept the fact that they must have a leader, someone who will think and act for them.  As long as they have the quite primitive things they want, they are content.
They come from various races, and are not one lot of people, but this man has been chosen by them to be their leader, and they have been there for a very long time, as you term time.  One day, eventually, some individuals, a few odd ones,  ventured on their own accord and started to think for themselves, beginning to wonder what it was they were lacking and missing, and what was on  the other side of the bridge, even if the leader himself didn’t cross it.  You see, in a sense this is symbolic and yet it is a reality. Symbolism can go hand in hand with reality over here.

They have a symbolism, and they have a reality more than people realise.   We talk about things being single and individual, but behind the many individuals there is one great reality.
These people knew the symbols applied to themselves, their outlook and mind to better themselves.  So many people are blind.
They will only accept what they are used to, what has been around them for so long. They take it for granted that it was for them, and it is good enough for them, and they are happy to believe it. But one day will come the change.

You mustn’t be depressed, although this has   been a depressing experience, of course. 
Mind you, I haven’t gone into the detail because there are certain aspects that are indeed not very pleasant and again, it seems to me that these people, and I don’t like to say this, in a sense, because it gives a wrong impression of the animal kingdom. 
But these people were more like animals than human beings, and obviously they were quite content to live on a very low mental level.

Sitter: But how are they going to improve unless they have a more powerful, strong leader?

Writer in spirit: I know that, but I’m sorry!  I can only tell you what I experienced and it doesn’t mean to say that I know the answer, or why certain things should be.  If you can make a comparison, in a material sense, when many people gather together and form a sect or organization, it may be for good or it parties that develop like the Nazi party, where fundamental evil is let loose.
The same thing can  apply in a community.  But with regard to these people, I can’t honestly say that I felt there was anything particularly evil.
It just seemed to me to be dark and dull.
They were not prepared to think for themselves, or exert themselves.  It seemed to me that they must have been individually when on earth very slovenly people, although they may have never met on earth .  They couldn’t have cared less whether they looked after themselves or not, or what they wore.  They were people whose mentality had been dulled for some reason or other.
Perhaps they never attempted to educate themselves.

Sitter: They just lived a life of despair, more or less.  Writer in spirit: Many people who have to live a life of squalour or despair don’t consider that they’re victims of it and would get out of it if they could.

But these people had no ambition, having no desire to do anything in particular.  They would have to make the effort to change with the help of people who knew the way out, like the old man.  He obviously knew the way, and obviously many of the people knew the way.  They may not have known what was on the other side of the bridge, but they knew it meant something important, leading to somewhere different, only they dreaded making the effort, even out of curiosity. But it seemed that many of these people were content to be as they were.
Sitter: I wonder if you have a strong urge to go back there and you yourself try to influence them. 
Spirit: Well, I don’t know.  I can’t imagine doing so, though I don’t like to feel I’m the sort of person myself who would despair of uplifting or helping in some way.  I think that it is wrong to be defeatist.But the feeling I had there was dreadful, because I couldn’t see how people could live and be like that, without wanting to do something about it.

Their leader was a person of strong character.  I don’t know if he was a bad character or a good character.
I think he was  a good person who could exert himself, passing is non-existent to them.  But once they see the glimmer of light, once they make the effort, then they will eventually rise.

Sitter: Well, you find that, here on earth.

Spirit: But you don’t expect to find it over here, but I didn’t have any fear about it when first I came. Previous to that,  I had seen things so differently, wherever I had been!  It had been pleasant, never unpleasant, like the squalour I saw here.”
This spirit writer had many interesting conversations, through the medium, with the sitter over a period of several years, and if there is any interest, I could continue to post more excerpts from them, as I already have them typed up on disk.  Let me know.  Peace and Love.  Richard R.

Subject:
Fwd: Home rescue circles and Lord Dowding (3)
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--- In SpiritualismList@yahoogroups.com, Richard Rowley <noblas@...>

wrote:

I am continuing to dig material out of the archives, not to get in the way of present-day researchers or the mediums amongst us.
They are doing a grand job.   I just don’t want the work that HAS been done in the past to be lost or forgotten.  There is so much material available that can help us now. It is unscientific to reject all information that has NOT been subject to scientific scrutiny in a research lab. Conversely, Lab conditions are sterile, and a skeptical atmosphere will not encourage spirits to communicate, nor do they make a medium feel “at home.”
Life is not like that. We are each unique, an approach life in our own way.  I have been fighting conformity in Religion and  Education, all my life, in bible study groups, in the classroom and on curriculum committees.  It is, and was a losing battle. In the performing arts and writing, and in business, luckily, I found more freedom, and out in life, we do have to be spontaneous if we want to open up to spirit. We can’t abide by imposed rules and regulations and strict material conditions, although   we must indeed be honest, and be careful that mischievous spirits don’t lead us into deception and deviation and the other deadly “Ds”!.

But if we listen to what spirit has been saying for so long, and look at the past records,  we will know what to look for, and what to expect, and we can see that our work has meaning and purpose, even in times of criticism, discouragement and despair.

In particular, the churches all believe in an afterlife, but generally don’t have much to say beyond that. 
They evade the issue, or cloud what they say with a fuzzy fear and vagueness. 
Knowledge of the afterlife is either regarded as privileged information, if known, or not for us to question or investigate until after we have passed.   Then it is too late, of course,  especially if we have accepted some narrow doctrine or dogma.  As we can see from our rescue work, it sometimes takes years or centuries to wake spirits up and get them to understand that they can move on from their inertia and wallowing in anger or remorse.  They can progress, and enjoy a far more magnificent life than they every imagined.

Here is a little more from Lord Dowding’s “God’s Magic” published around 1946.

Lord Hugh Dowding writes:

“The wise man will demand to know as much as possible about his future state.
If he believes that he will be snuffed out like a candle, he should believe it because he has carefully examined and deliberately rejected the alternatives, and not because it is the most comfortable thing for a selfish materialist to believe.

If and when he accepts the overwhelming evidence the grave, he will wish to treat his continuing life that conscious personal existence does continue beyond as a whole, and modify in thought, word and deed the so as to accord with the long-term policy, instead of thinking only of the little period which he spends on earth. This is my definition of Religion, and indeed

Religion in its widest sense is desperately needed today.
The materialists have had their way with the world, and look where they have led us! We are learning the practical necessity for the Brotherhood of Man, and we are learning the hard way.

I believe that by the study of ancient and modern revelation a sufficiently intelligible picture of the scheme of things can be built up as to serve for a framework for an intelligent man’s creed, which in turn can wean his thoughts and actions from the existing almost universal materialism.”
Now here is some more dialogue with spirit from the Wimbledon rescue circle.

“After the healing circle on March 30th, 1944, speaking through the medium LL, the spirit James, who commanded a squadron in the Battle of Britain,which was over by November, 1940, shortly before Dowding’s retirement, says:  “We have a crew for you to wake up. It shouldn’t be a difficult job.  My heart is very much in this because some of my friends are amongthem.  They are not here yet; as a matter of fact they are walking along the road outside.  They will come in here.”
LL (the medium, speaking in her own voice, describes them) 
“Here they are, seven of them.  The leader seems to be a squadron leader with fair, wavy hair. Now they are looking at a big picture on the wall.

They can’t see us yet.  They think they are in Germany.  One of them says: ‘They seem to be quite civilized people here.  I mean to say, this is a verynicely furnished and homelike room’”
They move over to the piano.  One of them wishes to play.  I [Dowding] says “You won’t be able to open it,” and I go across and open the piano.

LL:     He didn’t like that! He says ‘Gosh, this house must be haunted!’ She describes some other members of the crew, a ginger-haired lad and a little dark Jewish-looking young man.

Now they are beginning to see us.  They can’t understand the new dimensions.  With ten people in it the room ought to be crowded, but it doesn’t seem to be.  Five of them are sitting on the music seat, meant

e.  He says, ‘How is it that you are talking English?’
Dowding:     Because I AM English.

Leader:     Where are we, then?

Dowding:     This is Wimbledon, do you know it?

Leader:     I should say I do!

Dowding:    All right, then.  You have just been walking along the Worple Road.

Leader:     But how did we get here?  We must have come down over the Ruhr.

Dowding:     You have been brought here that we may help you.

Leader:     But who are you?

Dowding goes over to the mantelpiece, takes down a picture of himself in uniform, and holds it beside his face. “Do you know who I am now?”
Yes, they all recognize him now.
Another  airman says “I remember when you came to inspect us at Biggin Hill.”
Leader:     How can you help us?

Dowding:     Oh, just by talking to you and helping you realize your position.  Do you see me clearly?  Do I look natural?

Leader:     Yes, of course you do.

Dowding:     Very well, then.  Shake hands.  [He holds out his hand]

Leader:     I can’t get hold of it.  Why don’t you grip my hand?

Dowding:  All right.  I will.  Watch very carefully. [He slowly closes his hand through his without his feeling anything.]

LL:      He didn’t like that!

Just then the dark young man comes up behind and gives Dowding a terrific smack on the back.  He utters a shrill Cockney yelp as his hand encounters no resistance.

Leader:     Look here, Sir, are you trying to tell us that we are – that this is death?

Dowding:     Yes.  That is exactly what I have been trying to get you to realize.

Leader:     But how CAN we be dead?  We are just as we were before.

Dowding:     Yes. Now you can see what a ridiculous little barrier death is.  This is what death is,  of which everyone is so frightened

 

Now the squadron leader can see James.  Dowding introduces them.

Dowding:     Talk to him.  And he will be able to explain much more than I can.

The tail gunner:    I remember a Hun fighter coming up behind and knowing that something was going to happen.

Then I remember no more until we were in the road outside.

James explains that they were all blown to pieces instantaneously in their airplane three or four days previously, over the Ruhr. Now they can see all their other R.A.F. friends who have come to meet them, and they all go off together.

As the rescue circle continued over the months  and years, they began to receive philosophy and teachings from an Egyptian guide they called “Z”.   Here is one of his talks, from July 20, 1945.

“The last enemy – death?   Many people think of death thus, but death is not the last enemy to be fought and conquered. Death is in reality a friend who bursts the bonds of physical matter and opens the

LAST enemy which, subtle and strong, hides in every crevice – FEAR.  Fear distorts and destroys. Fear is with man from the beginning, twisting and discoloring, misrepresenting and distorting, until the real is lost in a fog of doubt and bewilderment. Man fears fire and water and air; he fears the tempest; he fears nature;  he fears poverty;  he fears  





























































































































disease;  he fears his fellows; he fears himself.

Fear is the destroyer – the greatest enemy.  Howis he to be vanquished? Knowledge is the weapon.  To understand is to cast out fear.  You cannot be afraid of that which you truly understand; for understanding leads to love, and love is the strongest thing in the universe.  Love conquers fear.

To understand the laws of nature brings awe and wonder to man.  When he understands his fellows he has tolerance and sympathy.  Knowledge of self brings liberation and love.

To conquer fear then man must seek diligently. He must not only learn of the laws of nature, he must learn to bring his own life into harmony with these

laws.  He must learn the laws governing the life of man himself; the various forms the life-energy uses to experience life in the material world.

Man is made of more than physical atoms.  A study of his composition will bring wonders undreamed of to his ken.  A fascinating adventure opens out before him when he embarks on the study of the being who was created by the Creator of all things, in His own image. Do you think of this Creator as a being of flesh and blood only?  Can you conceive Him thus? If not, then must you meditate upon His nature, and to understand Him you must first understand yourself. In the world today men are weary and seek some alleviation from the burden of birth.  The task is easier than they know, the way open and clear before them, yet they hesitate, blind and doubting, seeing only the distortion of fear.

The remedy for the ills of the world lies with man himself and this truth cannot be spoken too often, or too loudly.  Man, ever seeks to find a scapegoat –

the same in himself for his failure makes him turn outwards in censorious mood.  As it is with nations, so with the individual – when you blame, are you

certain there is no blame in yourself?  When you condemn are you faultless?  Yet you must not condone that which IS evil.  How then must you act?  In your individual and personal relations cultivate understanding and tolerance, search your own heart before you pass judgment.  Here is a very simple and easily understood injunction, familiar to you all; take it from  its dusty shelf, burnish it up and hold it continuously before your eyes that you may not

forget it: Do unto others as ye would be done by.  Succinct?

Clear?  Yes.  Capable of misrepresentation:  No  You cannot evade truth, turn and twist as you will.  Truth

confronts you still. Take this injunction and live by it and it will bring to you knowledge from the fountain of the Most High, for in living the law of harmony you will attract that law to yourself.  No longer will you fear nature or poverty or hunger; no longer will you fear death, for you yourself will be ALIVE. BLESSING:  And now call on the love ray and send it out over this sad dark planet, and let the love of the Most High drench and purify every darkest corner of the earth plane.  Let the light from the Holy of Holies shine forth in brilliance.  Let fear stumble and die.  Let hope rise triumphant.  Let hatred fade away in the blinding glory of His everlasting day, and in His keeping may we walk in peace.  Amen.”
Hi again Aart.  I think this is part (4) of the rescue work, combined with the “writer in spirit” series.    My themes get a little tangled
sometimes...it’s all inter-connected!      Richard     --- In

SpiritualismList@yahoogroups.com, Richard Rowley <noblas@...> wrote:

Sitter:                  Now, what happens to you when you’ve got out of your body and how do you feel when there are no organs of any kind and there are no

bones, or anything like that?  What sort of shape do you have, or what…?

Writer in spirit:   Oh dear, well as a matter of fact, as far as I’m concerned even now, to all outward appearances and certainly from my feeling, if I can

put it like that, my body is identically the same, in appearance, in structure, in appearance anyway.  I don’t know, you ask me something which is awkward to answer.  All I can say is I feel identically the same and I look identically the same.  The only thing is, I certainly don’t have any aches or pains, headaches or any of the sorts of thing that one associates with the material body.  I think one has a complete and absolute replica of the physical body, as such, but without any of its defects. I can’t say that I feel any bones as I move my arms or my head, as one might be on earth conscious of

bones, but I know that I look as if I have a bone structure and all that sort of thing. But actually I don’t really know.  Obviously it’s not the same body.

All I can say, it looks to all outward appearances and certainly feels identical to the earthly body, but obviously in a much more refined way, I suppose.

Rather hard question to answer because quite frankly I never thought about it. I never thought about myself as skin and bones and all that sort of thing.  I know that I look the same, but whether our structure is built the same, from the same material, you know, I really don’t think they can be. I don’t feel like any wishy-washy ghost without shape, I’m very substantial, believe me! I’m no wraith!

I have never seriously thought of what I look like.  All I know is, I look all right; at least I satisfy myself anyway, and I feel all right.  But I have never really thought about whether my body was of the same construction, that one doesn’t seem to need anymore, that one associates with work. One doesn’t

really need food or drink.  When I first came over, it seemed essential and necessary.  But not now.  Strange probably, but I don’t know.

The losing of consciousness in one condition of life and becoming conscious in another, all seems to happen in a split second, though it may take some time. I have no sense of travelling, as such, for instance. I don’t feel myself floating over rooftops and across the sea and then suddenly saying, “Ah, here is Paris!”
Well, I never had that experience, but I do not think that one should discard the idea, because I believe it has happened to people, and I think what actually happens, from what I have been told, that it does happen to people who are still on earth, and in their sleep.  Then they astral travel and they are conscious of floating in space, through the sky, over the rooftops and so on and landing in certain places.  I think it is an entirely different thing.

When you’re still attached to the body, in some strange way the cord which connects the spirit or the soul, whatever it is, to the physical body,  is soelastic in itself that you’re still linked with the physical body by it, and that restricts you I think. But when you die, when you’re completely severed from the material body and you’re in no way connected, then it’s an entirely different matter. It’s a matter oconsciousness, of being at a certain place, ordesiring to be at a certain place and there’s no effort, there’s nothing holding you back, that’s what it really amount to, I think.
While you’re attached to the body in a material sense, and not dead as the world understands it, then you are hindered or hampered or held back by the link with the physical body.  But when the step is taken and you’ve severed it, then you are free, completely free of the body. 
Space and time, it seems to me, no longer hold you in check, you see, and you can mentally, by mere thought, transport yourself into any place or condition to which you yourself have made it possible to be.
I mean, for instance, I couldn’t go into a much higher-rate sphere evidently because I haven’t reached the consciousness of it. 
You see, the whole point is that you can travel and you can be in places, according to your consciousness and realisation of those conditions or places but not until that time hasbeen reached.
That’s why when you’re attached to the body and you can astral travel, you are still under restricted conditions, because the consciousness of yourself has no realisation beyond that.  Also, secondly, you are still physically attached to the material and the body itself by this sort of etheric cord, or whatever they call it, and therefore it is restricting.  But once you’ve got past that, once you’ve broken that etheric cord by death, then there are no restrictions, and you can soar into and be in many places and conditions, according to your thoughts.

Well, it’s very difficult to explain, because I must admit that I do find it difficult to understand certain things, but I’m gradually assimilating knowledge and picking things up here and there, you know, and things have been explained to me and sometimes it doesn’t make sense or I haven’t fully understood it.
But most of the things that are explained to me I understand pretty well, but there are some things that are puzzling.  For instance, you see, with you, I’ve been here once when you were definitely out of your body and you were fast asleep in bed, and for instance, I was here, not only I, but several people, your mother, whom I have met, and your brother.  
I don’t come as much as the others, frankly. But they often visit you, but I did on this occasionand you were definitely out of your body. I certainly have been touring around. I’ve been seeing all sorts of things and places for instance that I would have liked to have visited  when on earth and didn’t.
I sort of took a Cook’s Tour free of charge, you know, and all the trimmings and what have you: stayed at the best hotels and nobody even knowsI’m there!  I’ve been to Nice twice just recently.Yes, and I’ve been to Rome…Paris.  It’s anextraordinary thing to be able to move around and do things, visit places and nobody seems to be conscious of the fact that you’re there. It has its funny side too!

Sitter: Can you see quite clearly?

Writer:   When I come down to earth, I usually find it easier to impinge myself, I suppose is the term, on somebody who seems very sensitive and very receptive. I won’t say they are conscious of me, but they give out something, I can tell by the light around them that they are sympathetic and they are the type of person who, well, it’s nice to link with them although they don’t realise  it and certainly one doesn’t suggest anything or at least I don’t.  Maybe some do from this side put their own thoughts into the mind of the individual.  I don’t try to because I don’t think it’s fair, unless of course they’re a medium, in the sense that they’d want to understand all about it.

But what I’m trying to convey here is that I always find it easier to see clearly and be conscious of things more through the agency may I say of someone on your side who is sympathetic, and I usually find that it is best to do that, and sometimes I find someone who perhaps is walking along the promenade or is in a hotel lounge, and I tune in, or have tuned in, and I find very interesting things, seeing things through them.  I know it sounds odd, but that’s  what I have been doing, but I realise that there isn’t much point in it.  It’s what I have been doing some while back.

Before I came here,  I came back to earth on various occasions, and I would go here and there and I would take an interest in things.  But that’s become less and less important to me but it is amusing and interesting and I’ve had some rather amusing experiences by attaching myself to one or two odd people you know and going around and seeing things from their point of view.

But it’s irritating, not so much now, but in the beginning, not being able to feel things.  I suppose that sounds odd to one who sees things and is conscious of things.  Yet nothing is solid or real and one can never touch anything, and in those early days, I was very keen to eat and drink and I found it rather annoying, irritating, to be in a restaurant for instance when someone is tucking in, you know, and I was getting some sort of satisfaction by their eating, although I didn’t actually get the taste, as it were.
Most peculiar, this!  I don’t know quite how to explain it, as if I got some sort of satisfaction outof it, but at the same time it was a bit frustrating. Of course you can’t possibly get satisfaction, it’s a precarious sort of thing, you know.
I mean, it’s most peculiar, because I realise now that I was bound by thoughts and conditions and when I began to realise that I could get around and I could visit places and do things, I started thinking to myself,  “Oh well, I wouldn’t mind being in the South of France,”  and almost in the split second of the thought, or the action-thought of the desiring, one could be there and in consequence, I amused myself like that, being in all sorts of places and meeting various people, although they didn’t know that I was there.  I mean, I was very interested in various individuals
.  Some I had known previously of course when on earth, and I would say to myself, “I wonder what so and so is doing,” and almost automatically, you know, as the thought came to my head, I’d be there and I could feel and because I had known there was some link and I would attach myself to them and I’d take an interest and amuse myself.   Well, I got rather bored with it, after a time.
It all seemed rather pointless and all this was really before I started to make any headway and progress, you might say, from something a bit removed from the old material way of life, you know. But it used to amuse me, nevertheless.  I had some fun.  I found, for instance, that I could sometimes by  sheer willpower do what now I realise I probably shouldn’t have done.
But they were practical jokes in a sense, not that I was a practical joker by nature, but sometimes I used to get a little infuriated that people didn’t see me or didn’t take any notice of me,and I’d do odd silly things. Trying to attract their attention occasionally worked, and they became conscious of something odd happening, but invariably of course they would put it down to something stupid, something in the room, you know, that made me more furious than ever!
After a time, I got fed up with it and packed it in. But I do try and attract attention here and there at odd times and once or twice I think I succeeded pretty well and once it happened to someone and they asked if they could be removed to another room, which was rather odd, because there was nothing wrong with the room, it was me!

Oh, I don’t mean it from the point of view of coming to speak to you, for the simple reason that, well, as I say, when I come here, it’s an entirely different thing, because, somehow I feel in rapport, as it were. But other places that I’ve been to visit, friends and places that I’ve known, it’s been as if somehow I don’t seem to register anymore. I register here, and it seems to be about the only place that I do feel at home, you know, and that’s absolutely due to the fact that you know and understand all about this, and I can make links.  It’s a chain, you see.  But in other places the links seem to be broken. Actually, many things I try to recollect I find extremely difficult now. I can understand of course, now, how difficult it must be for some people who have been here for any length of time to recollect thoughts of their old life, and say this, that and t’other about their past, because even now it seems as though so much has happened and yet it’s all so remote.  Ifind I have to concentrate very, very hard torecollect things which at one time, when I first cameto you, came to me so easily.  In fact they were sovery much in my mind.  But all that seems such a longtime ago, I lost track.

  Sitter:      Do you really believe in eternity

 Writer:     I think it would be a little stupid to try to conclude about anything very much, too soon.  I think in any case if one is to believe in this business of eternity, which I find rather horrifying, but still, if one’s to believe in that, there’s a hell of a lot of time, so why worry?!  You know, it rather frightens me even now, I mean, to go on and on and on and on!  Actually, I suppose if it’s all very pleasant and very happy and I suppose it’s possible, but I think it’s still a bit frightening, never to cease, you know. Rose: Well, no!  It shouldn’t frighten you. Stephen: Well, not actually frighten me but I just can’t grasp it, old dear, I really can’t!      I mean, on earth I suppose naturally when you’re young and you don’t think about death, you don’t think about the end.  You just think that life is going on indefinitely and when you’re young you don’t think about it. It never worries.  You want it to go on anyway, and I suppose one has that sort of feeling here because one has a kind of almost, well, I was going to use the term “eternal youth.” I certainly have never felt tired, or age, or anything like that. I’m feeling vibrant and full of vitality and life and assimilating everything I possibly can and I suppose that’s how it’s going to be all the time.

Sitter: That is exactly how it’s going to be.  I’m sure life will go on.

Writer:   I think it’s only when you’re beginning to get old and tired and worn out, that possibly you start to think about death; and I think the majority of people push the whole idea right away from them, don’t they. The funny thing with me is, I don’t know if I ever really feared death.  I don’t suppose I ever thought about it, except in the last few hours of my life and then of course I got to the state where I just thought I couldn’t live anymore and I thought it was an easy way out.  I thought it was the best way out, and I never had any idea really.  In fact, I don’t suppose I thought seriously about it, and I don’t really know what I thought.  In a way I thought there might be something, but I suppose I was trying to escape from myself, which is rather stupid, since I realise that you can never escape from yourself.

Sitter: You can’t ever do that, but now you do realise that you’re much better off, where you are, than before.

W: I’m much better off now, believe me, much better off.N  S: You’re just that type, I know by your voice, and you have a tremendous lot of energy and vitality and all the rest of it in your voice and you’re a quick speaker, which I like very much.  Oh, I’d love to see you getting on in leaps and bounds.

W: I don’t know!  You make it as though it’s Nijinsky gone mad! Actually he did go a bit peculiar I believe, didn’t he?  Didn’t he go mental or something?  Poor Nijinsky!  I’d like to see him over here.  I can’t remember having seen him.  I’m sure I’d know if I had. I’ve seen some artists, of course, as I told you last time
. But I wasn’t thinking of personalities.  I was thinking from the point of view of being so-called dead.  The advantages that one has are tremendous. One doesn’t fully realise probably at first. But after a time, you begin to appreciate the opportunities that present themselves and you sort of see the funny side and, well, as a matter of fact it’s all revealing in so many different ways.
When I first began to become conscious of the reality of actually being dead as such, I was very much still drawn back to earth and wandering around and going places and generally trying to make myself felt to other people and no one taking a bit of notice, though at the same time I was very conscious of them; and I found myself drifting around and visiting new places, visiting houses and all sorts of things.
Just seeing a chair, for instance, that was to me, mentally, that is, very real, and sitting down in it and I realise now the only reason that it had any kind of solidity was because I thought it should have.
But I soon began to realise that it hadn’t. It was illusion.  It seemed that while I was thinking a certain thing was real or necessary, then so it seemed that it was. In other words, the chair had a sort of substance, yet it wasn’t the same sort of substance which I had been accustomed to when I had a physical body, and thinking that the chair was there, and I would sit and have a conscious sort of sitting that at the same time, I realized, wasn’t sitting in the chair and yet I was bsitting in the chair!
I know it sounds absurd, and I remember once someone coming towards me and obviously was going to sit down, and I jumped out of the way!  I thought, “Well, they’re going to sit on my lap!”  But actually, I realise now that a lot of the things that were happening to me in the very early stages were in a sense illusions.
They had a basis of reality, that is, because I thought they were so.  But it is an oddthing. I think most people possibly go through this peculiar stage of living almost you might say of living in two worlds: at the same time, being conscious of material things, of material situations that arise in which you play some part, and at the same time, it’s as if you’re outside of it all, but yet conscious of it all.
It’s most peculiar and Ithink it’s a most extraordinary sensation of being conscious of so many things going on.  On earth, that is, with people and taking an interest in them and atthe same time knowing that you’re very much there and yet no-one being conscious of you, no-one taking a bit of notice of you, it’s all very irritating, at times, and a little confusing. Sometimes you see the funny side of it and you try to do silly things to attract attention more than anything, and then you realise that you very rarely succeed, and if you do, no-onethinks it’s spirits!
It’s all very irritating! The point is that really one hasn’t substance when one is visiting the material side in your world, for instance. It’s as if one has a reality of consciousness, but no solidity to go with it, and it can become very infuriating.

S: I expect so!  But then, one gets used to that after a while?

W: Oh well, yes, used to it, of course, and then one begins to accept it and then, after a while you begin to realise in the ordinary way  the futility of hanging around.  It’s pointless!

S: And hundreds of them hang around, don’t they?

W: Oh, thousands, for a while, but of course therae gain it varies with some people.  Some people hang around for centuries, I believe! Why they do that I haven’t the faintest idea, because I can only conceive of the fact that there is something very much on their minds, very much in their thoughts, that keeps them so earthbound. Must be something very, very important or vital that keeps them down to the earth, I should think. don’t think it should have any effect for any length of time, because, surely, the whole circumstances of life must change for the people whom they were associated with, and eventually they too must die.
But of course, there again, I have heard there is a vast difference, between being conscious of being on earth, and  actually visiting the earth oneself, as it were. I think a lot of these things are mental impressions left on the atmosphere that really have no substance, and I think that’s possibly very true.  I don’t think there is any substance in a lot of the entities and so on.  Though they appear to be real, they are not. They are ghosts without any spirit behind them.

S: Well, that’s it!  And the spirits themselves, you, for instance, you wouldn’t be called or come as a ghost, if you…

W: Goodness me, I hope not! I don’t think so. I’m sure I’m not a ghost.  Oh no, I’m not a ghost, and yet people do say they see ghosts and so on, but there seems to be a difference between an actual spirit that is of an individual visiting the earth from time to time, and an apparition which evidently is associated with a particular place and has been there for perhaps hundreds of years.  I think this apparition is something that is registered through some big emotional experience on the etheric waves or something around the earth, or on that particular spot.  I think there is a strong thought force that has impinged itself in some way in such a strong sense that it can be registered and sometimes can be experienced as a scene by other people.
But I don’t think the actual person is there.  I think it is a sort of mental condition which has affected the earth vibration on that particular spot, and with buildings I think you’d get it. I think they take on something of the elements of the place and whether perhaps there has been some sort of violent deed or action or something, that has happened and it has impinged itself onto the building
. The building has become part of the actual experience. I think that probably houses and places have a condition or atmosphere that is peculiar to themselves. I don’t think it’s really got anything to do with actual spirits returning to the building. It may in isolated cases. I think it’s just a matter of registering on the etheric vibrations around that building, around that spot. I mean, an old house like this, you’d think that it would have a very strong sort of atmosphere, and I think it has, but fortunately it is an extremely gentle one, a very peaceful one, a very nice one, certainly not like some places which are I believe violent and unpleasant. It’s a very happy, pleasant atmosphere here.

S: You don’t see any of the…?

W: Well, I have seen people around here, but as far as I know, apart from one or two,  people that I don’t know,  but most of the people I’ve seen around are people that are to do with you, or to do with the medium evidently, or people in this house, I presume. You see, as far as I’ve been able to gather, they’re nothing to do with the past, or years back, or anything like that.

S: I think the medium has seen them once or twice, but only a man with a smoking jacket on, and he hasn’t come to speak.

W: I haven’t seen him, no. If I do, he may have some tobacco! We can help lost spirits beyond the barrier, if I can call it a barrier, which in a kind of way it is. But it is only a mental block or barrier which they’ve built. Once they have released themselves from it, then they can enter into a fuller realisation of th ings and then they can expand themselves and take on some interest in work which they themselves of course invariably want to do.  We can never force anyone to take on anything that they don’t want to do.

No-one dictates over here. No-one ever says, “Do this!” or “Do that!” It all comes and springs from within one’s innermost self and therefore the person who wants to achieve something or do something begins to realise the possibility that he can achieve what he wants to do, whether he wants to be some ordinary mundane person, or a person who serves or wants to be of service, someone who wants to expand his vision, no matter if it’s only a limited one.
Temporarily he can do so.  It may be someone who has a great desire to be of service, where he is lost in the process.  You might say that the people who progress most are the people who lose themselves in the enthusiasm for service and in love towards all others in trying to build up something of real value where everyone concerned can benefit.  Of course, this takes in many fields
.  I mean, there are people here who love to create, whether it be in music or whether it be in art, in some shape or form, great writers still write, great teachers still teach, great prophets still prophesy. But the point is, when you talk about prophecy, you are talking about something that is already there, in embryo, which has to be animated to bring it into being
.  Another interesting thing that I think people don’t understand when we talk about prophecy, when something is  going to happen, well, we can see it often in advance for the simple reason that already the germ of it has been created.  You may not have done it consciously.
The individual concerned may not have brought it into being as yet, but the point is, we can see that certain things are transpiring in a certain direction which may involve not necessarily one person but several persons, and sooner or later certain things must come to a certain given point and then those things will become actual realities.
In other words, if a person even subconsciously sometimes sets his or her mind in a certain direction of thought, then combined often with the thoughts of other people who may be involved, they bring about a certain set of conditions whereby at a certain given point in time, certain things are more or less certainly bound to happen.  You might even say, which is very true in our case, that someone can see a little further afield.

It’s rather like the man in the aeroplane when a certain distance away who can see the car going round the corner and see what that car may meet round the other side. Although this is of a more material nature, of a material prophecy. But prophecy does exist.  We can see in advance how a certain person is bound to react due to the fact that they are changing circumstances and they are changing attitudes of mind and therefore they can predict and prophesy that at a given point in a certain condition they will change and create for themselves certain conditions of life which may be totally unlike something that they experienced before. But they have arisen by their thought forces which have created a power enabling them to meet on a different level certain persons or persons who are sufficiently ready and sufficiently able to help them.

You know, it’s very difficult to explain these things in words because some of these things cannot be fully explained. But if you could see our world for what it really is, not just one world but thousands and thousands of states of being, strata of consciousness, then you begin to get a realisation in part anyway of what it’s all about.
The person will create for himself, according to his own life, according to his attitude of mind and according to his reaction and action, a certain set of circumstances which will bring about certain changes which will enable himself to lift himself out of a certain environment into another, and he will be met with people of a certain level of consciousness who are in a position to bring that person help,  to uplift that person and to guide that person and instruct that person. We have great schools here, esoteric schools, schools of learning, schools of all manner and of all kinds. For instance, you may even have people here who regretted that they had so little material education and yet they may have been deeply concerned and would have liked to have known all manner of things. Here they enter into certain places and can be guided and helped by various teachers. They can be taught all manner of things.
They can be taught to be useful with their hands, quite apart from using their intelligence.  They can be taught to use their hands to be creative, they can be taught in many different ways.
To aspire to certain aspects of their evolution within themselves,  which would have been impossible on earth. But, you see, even with the limitations of earth, these are really not so limited perhaps as some people might think, because you can look through history and you can see, in spite of all the limitations that certain people had, they achieved such remarkable things.
They may have been very uneducated, had no schooling, had no lessons in this field or that field, and yet in their own way, by their own endeavour, by the inspiration which came from within themselves and the desire for achievement, they were able to overcome all the problems and all the difficulties and all the deficiencies within themselves, because they had this Divine spark and in some odd  way, without perhaps realising it, developed it and enabled themselves to achieve
.  There is no doubt about it, it’s true to say, anyway, there’s nothing impossible to those who will endeavour; but one must have the desire to achieve, one must have the desire to overcome, whatever the shortcomings, whatever the problems, whatever the difficulties, and of course, there are many people who do not achieve very much on earth and who are in a sense very disillusioned and very ey come here, in spite of everything, if they wish. They can study, they can become, they can achieve whether it be in this field or that field.  I mean, ’ve seen works done here by people who were, when on earth, very hum-drum, very ordinary, never had any background, no education, no opportunity to achieve anything very much,  who seemed on the surface to be completely without any talents whatsoever!
But with this strong love for beauty and this strong desire for achievement within themselves in certain directions, they have achieved over here. This is the great  joy and the beauty of this life, and what makes it all so wonderful is that there is nothing that one cannot do, there is nothing that one cannot achieve.  Everything here is to be done,  an opportunity. No one is denied, but all they have to do is to have the desire within themselves to achieve, to accomplish.  Of course, there isn’t just the accomplishing and achieving.
It is all so much more deeply rooted than that. It’s so absolutely remarkable that one cannot ever find words to begin to depict or describe what I’m trying to convey. It is a realisation that a human being, a person, an individual, a character, whatever you like to call it, is not just outward shape or form, not just brain, not just intelligence, not just heart.  Indeed he is a combination of all these things and much more. It seems limitless to me, life here.
Then I can almost believe in eternity.  Oh well, I’m not feeling that, you see.  I’m not saying that it is so.  But I think it is the only logical thing, because I’m quite sure of this, by the point of fact of being here, that there is this wonderful life! I do know this, that even within myself now, as happy as I am in this new life,  and all the experiences and all the happiness that I’ve found and interest, at the same time  I assimilate everything that I can and I know that I will contribute all I can, while I’m on this particular plane of life but I know that I’ll have to feel, not dissatisfaction, that’s not the word to use, but a feeling that I must be able to enter into things, to do, in other words, it seems to me to be illogical that one can have any term, like mere existence, because it is obviously as if one were stepping from one condition to another and gradually evolving in the process and becoming, as one progresses, far removed from the old self, changing into something which is so more complete and so much more wonderful, that one can hardly recognise oneself. But I suppose there will be some form of recognition. It’s a gradual process, instead of being something which is tremendously sudden and dramatic.  It’s a gradual, slow process  which is so much better. Once you get over the initial shock of passing out, then gradually I think you assimilate life here and gradually assume certain attitudes of mind, but they change as you progress. It’s an eternal progression, I can see that.  But I must say, some aspects do puzzle me, but I expect I shall find the answers, when I’m ready to find them. People do create materialisations of mental pictures when they are thinking very hard or when they are tremendously interested in something in particular, even though they may only be   temporary in some instances.
For instance, when a person  might be thinking very hard about a certain something or other, conjuring it up and creating it, it is like a dream state. It is something that is in its own fashion, while it lasts, very real. Yet there is a subtle difference.  For instance, even now I can distinguish very easily between the reality of things and these things which are brought into being by such conscious minds, and I see that’s what happens at a lot of séances with certain types of people who are not really mediums, who probably create images within themselves, even fictitious characters. I didn’t realise this at first. My guide put me on to this, when I was in the early stages of  being able to pick out the realities from these other things which have no real substance, although they may appear to have some shape, even though  it’s only temporary.  
I have come to some conclusions, from what he has told me and through experience,  about some of these ghosts which people see and which appear to be quite real.  In other words, people on your side see an image or they see a figure and they see it as a ghost, but it has no substance, it has no reality
.  It’s something that has been created in the atmosphere by some thought forces over perhaps centuries of time.  It has no reality as a person, the individual is not present. The ghostly form is merely an imaginary sort of creative thing which comes into the atmosphere sometimes very powerfully, and can be seen.  I’ve learned a lot about this because my guide has been a great help to me.
I’ve found that too  with people in fiction. Now for instance, you take a book that’s been written and has been read by millions of people and the author has put a great deal into the conception of the characters, creating very real characters, so that people almost feel that they are real, and that they do exist by the very thought processes of  the peopleconcentrating their thought on the happenings of the individuals concerned. They can temporarily create a kind of hallucination of worlds or environments very near earth
.  It’s somehow that these people can become, temporarily, images without any real fundamental substance.  They are not people, they are not souls – but you know what I mean!

S: I know they couldn’t possibly be!  Charles Dickens came through one day and he explained that to me.

W: I’ve never met the man.  Oh well!  I’m going over old ground.  I’m sorry about that!  I don’t want to tell you things that you already know, because it’s   rather a waste. But it’s interesting and intriguing.

What is intriguing to me is this one because I’ve seen it so distinctly in the room.  It’s gone now, possibly because we talked about it
It has force or power, something very strong.   I think that it’s true, where people have a very, very strong interest in a certain something or other, they can visualise it.  I think that happens with artists and creative people. That is the beauty of it. You see, a creative artist can bring something into his work, which is so powerful that it has a dimension beyond material things and it has the living force behind it. It could never have a soul as such, but it has a force or power which which is very, very strong, and many people can see it, many generations after the time of the death of the individual who created it.  Any great work of art still has tremendous power to move people, to affect people, whether it’s great music or great paintings or whatever it is in the form of an artistic endeavour

That has really so much of the original put into it.

It lives on, it never loses anything.  In fact, it gains with time, it is strengthened by the love and the affection, and the interest that is showered upon it by the countless millions of people.  And, of  course, something like that does live over here!  It’s not alive in the same sense as a human being, but it’s a very vital something which has been made even more

lifelike by the thought force and the love of countless people who have given it such admiration and affection.

S: Well, it’s only temporary, though, isn’t it?  It doesn’t keep on living.

W: Well, no!  Not in that sense, but I’m thinking more regarding music.  Great music, for instance, still continues over here;  great symphonies are still played but they are played in a more perfect state and in a more perfect way, and the sound is much more tremendous, there is so much more harmony. I can’t explain this, but it also applies to great artists who create great pictures
.  Those pictures still adorn places, great buildings which are used constantly by people here, for various reasons: great halls and places of learning and teaching, great libraries where great books are contained, great places where people meet to sing and where great music is played.  You see, this all continues, everything that has been created,…beauty,…everything that has been created by man from the power within himself, which is worthwhile, still exists. It’s only the worse aspects of humanity, the worse aspects of man, that gradually lose their power.
The physical, the material is soon lost.  It’s only the beauty and the worthwhile that remain
It’s very difficult to explain this in language because you can’t really know. I mean, the culture of generations, of nationalities, is never really lost, whether it’s Ancient Egyptian

Art or whether it is Ancient Abyssinian or whether it is more recent, if that art has been truly created, with the mind open to beauty and the things of the

spirit: in other words, if it is something which has the vitality of life, I’m talking here of spiritual life, behind it.  If it is good, if it is worthwhile, if it is truly beautiful,  if it is truly creative, in the highest sense,  it still exists, it is not lost. I have been to places where people live very much as they would have done on earth, but in a higher sense.

In other words, you do get people who gather together and form communities and have a life not unlike the life they led on earth, without all the defects!  For instance, you have people who have progressed tremendously here, but who still prefer and still wear the same sort of apparel that they would have worn perhaps 2000 years ago.  If you could see the clothes they wear, they are not only very colourful,  they are very real materials,  not just conjured up in the imagination, although there is thought behind it, of course!  These substances which are used are natural substances, drawn from life itself here, and they are formed and made and designed and created.
You see people who have this vague idea about our world, that it is wishy-washy and rather religious.
It is nothing of the kind!

It’s a very real world, and when you’ve really progressed,  you really do begin to understand more fully what it is all about, and how to live the life and how to become really part of it.  You begin to realise that everything here is creative, and everything that is creative is brought into being by effort. It is not suddenly put into your lap
.  You don’t suddenly have something because you want it, you know!

S:  No?  What do you mean?

W: Well, for instance, there are people who create beautiful materials from various substances of material. We don’t have materials that are made from wool, taken from sheep or lambs
.  The animal kingdom is something that serves humanity, but in a different way than it did on earth. We never kill, because there is no need to kill.  In any case, you cannot kill here.  Animals have their freedom and they have their form of life and there’s a great peace and tranquility.  The animal kingdom moves freely with the human kingdom, although there is a sense of  experience and knowledge, inasmuch as the human race

is more advanced. Nevertheless, there are substances that are drawn from the natural surroundings, from nature itself, which can be utilised  and created into various things such as material for houses.  Also, things can be drawn from the ground, which is as solid to us as your world is to you, substances which are as real and natural to us as your world substances are.

These materials can be used for building and architects design the buildings and artisans create them. In other words, people who love to do so use their hands in the creative sense and use these different substances to create either buildings or clothes.

You see, people seem to have this idea that you think of a beautiful building and there it is!  It isn’t so.

It may be so, on certain spheres near the earth, because their thought forces are such that certain things are necessary to them.  They are in a state of illusion that is a very temporary state, but in the reality of life here, when you’ve made some progress, you realise that you just don’t sit around or walk around, just idly doing nothing.  You work in thecommunity and with the community. But you do thingsthat appeal to you, things that are a reality  itself, and creative.  For instance, a person wwants to compose great music still composes grea music; great artists who want to paint, have the materials to paint great pictures and murals, and indeed many great artists work on the murals for great buildings here, and they use materials which are not\ unlike the materials on earth. It’s difficult to

explain this, but the paint has a solidity and a

reality to it.  Nothing is just there for the wishing

of it.  You have to make the effort.  People who love

to sew and do things with their hands, whether it is

something quite simple, for that matter, nevertheless

they can do those things and there are materials which

in some way, I won’t say they are exactly the same,

because they are not, and they don’t all come from the

same sources, or the source that one would have

expected or one knew they came from while on earth.

The substances  are very similar to the sort of

substances which you had on earth to work with.  But

no form of life suffers.

Whereas, in your world, to create something, quite

often, to make something,  some creature from the

animal kingdom must suffer or be used for the benefit

of man. Here it’s quite a different thing. It’s as

though nature itself creates things of its own accord

that can be used, and willingly gives of itself to

mankind.

S Nature, trees and…

W Oh, yes, but you see, when we talk of nature, you

assume naturally and rightly, and that’s all you can

judge things by and experience things by, you see,

that nature and the form of nature consists of trees

and forests and the ground, the earth, and all the

things that you grow in it and the animal kingdom and

so on. The point, is when we talk about nature, I use

this term only to try to explain something, and even

that is very poorly put.  But in nature, if I can use

the term again, all sorts of other things are

provided.  Nature is all the time re-creating and

giving forth and bringing into being certain

substances and certain forms of life which is all this

life or all this substance, I can’t give it exactly a

name or shape, but nevertheless it is all part of a

natural existence in which we find ourselves, which is

given of itself, to humanity to be used, not something

that you’re taking.  It’s something that is being

presented to you.  It has been given to you, it has

been formed for you, that you might take it and use it

for beauty of life and the betterment of life.

Everything that is done here works to a pattern.  It’s

as if everything has its place, for a reason.  Nothing

is put there without a reason.  Nothing is presented

without a purpose.

Everything falls into a shape or a pattern. If you

want to do something here, you don’t feel you have to

take from some other source, which may be detrimental

to that source.  There are other sources offered to

you with love and with all the desire  that you should

use them. In other words, they are contributing as we

contribute one to another, in our evolution and

awareness and consciousness of progress and desire for

it. So other things which are not human, from the

point of view of human life or personality, are

presenting themselves.  Picture our world, in which

everything is contributing towards the common good;

no-one is taking from the other, to the detriment of

the other, whether it is individually or whether it is

in the sense of nature, you see; whereas man abuses

nature.  Over here nature contributes to man, but it

is not abused by man.  It is difficult to explain,

because we are in a sense part of nature and nature is

part of us.  If only man could realise that on earth

nature is contributing willingly.  Man does not always

realise what he should take from nature and what he

should not take. Man has learned to kill, and man has

learned to use nature often in a way which was never

intended, and in consequence he destroys the very

thing which by its very nature would have given and

which already does give.

Here, everything is perfect.  Perhaps that’s not the

correct word to use, but as far as its possible to

achieve or to know of a form of perfection, this is

it! It is a world in which everything contributes

willingly towards the other form, the common good and

the happiness of all concerned, and every aspect of

life here is a natural source and a natural sequence

of events.  I don’t know how I can explain it, but we

are real people.  We are solid in our structure.  I

don’t suggest that we have a physical frame

identically the same as on earth.  For instance,

although one may see oneself or see others looking

identically the same as we did on earth in our prime,

that is, we have shape and form, we have hands and

finger nails and so on, then it’s true to all outward

appearances. But I’ve come to the conclusion that we

are not identically the same.  In a fundamental sense

it is as if somehow I have achieved a form of

perfection. I keep going on about this business of

perfection, which I find irritating because there is

no such thing possible. But it appears, anyway that we

achieve a form of perfection.  It is as if we lose the

worse aspects of ourselves, whether it is mental or

anatomical, or both, for that matter, and we retain

all that is good, all that is necessary.  But, for

instance, not that one would be able to cut one’s

finger, but you see the point is this, that our

fingers for all outward appearances are the same as

they were on earth.  But I don’t think that we have

blood and I don’t think we have bones, not in the same

sense that you understand the meaning of the term.

It’s as if we have a body which to all outward

appearances is identical, but it isn’t obviously the

same, it isn’t flesh and blood.

I know one thing that puzzles me very much is this

business of “time,” because for instance I think I

have explained to you about, I suppose you could call

it, an opera that I saw or heard.  It was the nearest

to an opera that one could say, anyway.  You’d think

that an opera would have to start at a certain time;

it must have a beginning, I suppose, and it must have

an end, and it certainly wants a beginning and it

certainly wants an end, as far as that particular

thing was concerned.  But the odd thing was that one

wasn’t conscious of being there at a certain time, and

yet one was.  But I never yet discovered how I was

there or how I got to know that I should be there and

when I should be there.  It was most peculiar,  it was

as if one has a sort of inner awareness.

S: Inner realisation of it.

W: …of certain things, and one is automatically

there. It’s the only way I can put it.  It sounds

rather stupid, I suppose.

S: Oh, it might seem stupid to you, but not as

you’re gradually getting into the way of things over

there and it’s natural that you should be puzzled with

such…I use the word “time” again.  Of course, “time”
is nothing for you, so they tell my friend over on

that side.

W: But yet, there is a kind of consciousness of

“time,” that’s what I find so extraordinary.  Although

one talks and people say to me or convey to me that we

are in a condition where time is non-existent, I don’t

somehow feel that it can be quite so, because I do

have a sort of consciousness of time, a sort of

awareness.  Possibly it’s not the same sort of time,

or it isn’t measured in the same sense.  I don’t know;

it’s a most peculiar business.  I think the only way

one can see this whole business of time is that it’s

obviously not by the clock or the moon or the stars.

It’s not by night and by day, but it’s like perhaps

when one is on earth, to some extent,  if you’re

immersed in something, and you’re not thinking about

time in doing something, and all of a sudden you

become conscious of the fact that you’ve been immersed

in something for quite a while and you’re amazed at

what you term time has flown.  Another time you can be

bored stiff and irritated about things and time drags.

I suppose in a sense time is a form of illusion, you

know.

S: It is, and I’ve heard about hundreds and hundreds

and hundreds of years ago…

W: Well, of course, that’s one thing that I have

learned very much since I’ve been here, in regards to

the past.  It’s ever present. But a future I suppose

is present, but one is not conscious of it, whereas

one is conscious of the past and therefore, because

one is conscious of it, it is, in a sense, in the

past.  And yet, at the same time, if we did but

realise it, it’s present! I don’t think you know what

I mean, do you?!

S: I do in a way.  But human beings see things in

their mind.

W: Well, I think it’s like this.  It’s as if you could

say that the past is a straight line and you could

look back on this.  But the future is in a way turning

round the corner.  It’s not on the same eye level.  I

know this sounds stupid,  but I’m trying to see it in

a mental way.  But you are only conscious of that

which you reach and that which is gone.  But that

which is to come, you haven’t reached yet. In other

words, you aren’t conscious of it.  You haven’t

perceived it and therefore it’s hidden from you, but

it’s there.  Just the same, I feel it’s all there,

ready to be discovered and I think that’s exactly what

happens to human beings. I don’t think there is

anything else to it.  I think we once were, we are,

and we shall be. I think, it seems to me anyway, that

we are going through a whole series of events of which

we are conscious but there are certain events of which

we are not yet conscious, which we have yet to

experience.  But it’s all there waiting!

S: That’s it, it’s all there, but it’s got to be

found, it’s got to be…

W: I don’t know.  It seems to me as if it’s like some

enormous circle and we are at a certain given point in

that circle, and we can just see a little bit further

back and if we retrace a little further we can see

more. But we can only go forward gradually.  It’s as

if we were in a sort of circle, in a tube.  You just

keep going round and round!  I mean, it’s all there

and you’re at different stations at different moments,

but the point is, you’re going forward all the time,

and you come back to the same point and you go again.

I can’t visualise eternity as a straight line with no

end.  There’s no such thing, anyway.  It seems to me

that you’ve just got to go on and on.

S: And a circle has no end, has it?  Life goes on in

circles.

W: I think it is that life goes on and on in circles

and it gets bigger and bigger and we go further and

further out, out and out and out, and we completely

lose touch with earth altogether and past memories and

I think you become something so different and so

evolved in consequence that you just can’t visualise

it.  What that can mean or what it can be, for

instance, now,  I don’t think I can…I’m getting

awfully puzzled with this, and I’m dying to know what

goes on, you know.

S: That’s a good sign, Stephen.  You’ll gradually

find out how it…

W: Yes, I know.  But I can learn a great deal from

others.  I’m very glad to and I want to. But as I say,

at the moment I’m quite happy to plod along as I am,

but I realise that there is an immense something that

I want to understand and I feel that I have to become

ready to understand it more.  Anyway, I realise that I

can look back but I want to look forward, that is the

most important thing. I mean, the vast majority of

people do look back when they first come here, and I

think that is how they reach a certain point in their

own unfoldment and their development.  But we must

know from the past and we must experience the things

of the future by the lessons that we’ve learned long

ago.  I am more and more convinced that we’re old

souls.  I don’t think we only come into the earth

once, but I think we must come many times.

S: Are you beginning to realise that?

W: Oh, gradually, but I’m not altogether sure about

it, but I think it’s possible. What I would like to

know is, if you and I were linked up or connected with

the medium or other people.  It is quite feasible.

S: I very strongly believe that we are linked up in

some way, the medium, you, I and several others.  You

must belong to the same band, as they say.  You ask

your guide.

W: Well, I’ll certainly ask and I’ll try and find out

all I can, but I just feel I want to keep delving.

But I realise this already, that I can only delve so

far when I am ready to start, if you know what I mean.

We can only assimilate so much, otherwise you could

have a sort of, oh, I don’t know, a sort of spiritual

indigestion or something.

I am quite happy, as a matter of fact.   Those who

attend séances, a lot of people, not only me, find

ourselves shall we say in a very happy state. To be so

content with that, you don’t feel the urge to go any

further, but of course I think, there again, that is

where that eternity business comes in, in that you are

content for quite a considerable, perhaps if I can use

the term, period of time.  But I believe there comes a

point when you feel you have assimilated as much as

you possibly can and you feel there must be something

left and something more and then you begin to wonder

and you start probing and I think in consequence you

begin to change and evolve and then you go into a

different state. It seems to me that one has to. It

seems that it’s the only logical conclusion that I

think you have to assimilate all that you can on a

certain plane or sphere or whatever you want to call

it, and you do a great deal of work on that sphere and

you give yourself freely in trying to work and help

for the common good, and you assimilate all the

knowledge and experience you can.  In other words, you

just take from it all you can and give all you can to

it of course, and then go on to somewhere else.

It’s a practical, real world and as solid to us as

yours is to you, with all the opportunities and far,

far more than you can ever know.  It’s got all the

beauties and joys of living, without many of the snags

and difficulties which you associate with earth.

It wouldn’t be a very individual soul, whatever

condition they may be in, at least, those who have

made some progress to a form of paradise.  I suppose

everyone finds his own little nirvana or paradise, and

even from that he evolves to more wonderful experience

of life. It all seems so to us, anyway.

I have to go, old dear!  But I’ll speak to you again.

[next sitting]

“I’ve been trying to find out something about myself,

in regards to past existences and all that.  I’m still

finding it a little difficult to understand. Probably

it will sink in eventually.  But I think there may be

something in it, you know.

S: You belong to our group, I’m sure of that.

W: Oh well, I’ve been told that.  I’m supposed to

have had an incarnation in Egypt, and two in Italy.  I

know what I’ve been told, and what I’m beginning to

experience is a sort of picturization of things past.

But it’s very difficult for me at this stage to

differentiate between the impressions.  I don’t know

if you’d call it a kind of mind picturization.  There

are a lot of things that have been puzzling me at the

moment, which I’ll probably unravel.

S: This picturization, do you see it in front of you

or…

W: Well, I don’t know how to explain it.  I suppose

it is when one gets into a kind of state of

reflection.  It’s a sort of calmness or quietude that

comes over one, and it’s when you’re not entering in,

as it were, with the rest of everything that is going

on around you, when you withdraw, put it like that,

away from everything and everyone, which one can do,

and which one does do, and I have certainly done

latterly, and I have felt at times that it has been

necessary and it has been wished on me.  It’s probably

when other people have thought it good for me, but

it’s as if in some strange way it’s almost like going

to sleep.  It isn’t really, I suppose, but it’s almost

as if one is drifting in time.  It’s the only way I

can describe it. It’s like a form of sitting still,

calm and tranquil, and then all of a sudden it’s as if

you were uplifted or taken out of yourself and you’re

experiencing various things.  I don’t know if it is so

actually, but it seems to me as if one is going back

in time, to ancient times, or times that one has heard

or read about.  It seems in a strange way as if you

yourself are playing a part in it, and you don’t quite

know, at least I don’t know exactly how much I’m

playing a part in it.  It’s as if I’m being taken over

familiar ground, or at least it seems to be coming

familiar to me. It’s as if I am part of it and I can’t

quite grasp exactly how or in what way I am part of

it.  Possibly as yet I haven’t been able to do it

properly.

S: Do you see people who are connected with you at

that time, Stephen?

W: Well, I don’t know.  It’s almost as if you could

say you are looking at a moving picture, but instead

of being two-dimensional as a moving picture, it’s

three-dimensional and it definitely has space and

height and most certainly it’s got depth in it, and

it’s a reality in as much as it’s obviously a perfect

reflection of past events, and I’m told that around

the earth there are certain belts of vibration which

register in this way all events of consequence, and as

one can enter into certain belts of remembrance of

past events and become part of it again, it’s only a

temporary sense, it’s being able to enter into it and

see the past and see oneself in the past.  At the

moment I am all mixed up and puzzled about this

because, frankly, so far I haven’t really been able to

recognize myself, and yet I have been given to

understand that I can and will see my own self.  I

will begin then to understand completely about myself,

when I can apprehend and take in all these events and

experiences.   It will help me to understand much

better my own self and appreciate many of the things

that have happened to me and why they have happened.

From these experiences I will be able to build up

something, a picture more complete, if you like, of

myself. It seems that I assimilate all this and come

back in time and experience a great number of things

which they think necessary to experience and take from

the past. It will help me in the future, but at the

moment, frankly I find it all confusing.  It’s all

very interesting nevertheless.

From what I gather one doesn’t necessarily look the

same in the past incarnation as the past life just

lived.  I mean, for instance, one may have been tall

and thin in one incarnation, and fat and short in

another, completely different in appearance.  Although

sometimes it’s been given to me that one looks almost

identically the same.  What was happening with me

recently was that I was experiencing all sorts of

things and very gradually beginning to comprehend

certain aspects of these experiences but not fully

digesting and getting out of it all that I might. I

suppose that will come later. When I do, when I

understand fully some of these things, I hope I’ll be

able to tell you about them.

According to what I’ve been told, you are what they

term a very old soul, “and a very old soul was she!”
S: How many times I’ve returned to life I don’t

know. I’m quite unconscious of that.

W: Well, I think that’s the whole point.  I think

that one doesn’t immediately cotton on to everything,

obviously one can’t anyway, when you first come here.

I think it’s a gradual process, an assimilation of

knowledge and experience, and one gradually benefits

from it.  If one were to try or hope to experience too

much too soon, it would be bad for one.  I’m quite

happy to experience things as I am now, gradually.  I

am beginning to understand certain things, anyway, but

some things do seem a little far-fetched and beyond

me.  I don’t know, I suppose when the time comes I

shall understand them.  When I’m ready, and not

before, you see.

About myself?  Well, like other people, when I first

came over here I was still in a bit of a dither, but

I’ve sorted myself out gradually and beginning to see

a little more clearly, you know. Well, I must say, the

whole thing has been a revelation. It’s something

which I know I shall never be able to fully depict or

describe in words.  But it’s been an exciting time and

most intriguing.  I certainly have seen myself in an

entirely different light, apart from life generally

and people in consequence, because it seems as if

there is so much I sense and feel that I don’t quite

know how to depict or describe. All I know is that I’m

now very, very happy, so much happier than I’ve ever

been.  So much of the old attitude of mind and many of

the old ways and thoughts seem to be subdued and gone

into the background.  In fact, certain things, I feel,

were soon forgotten: facts I find difficult to

recollect, not that I try very hard, it’s true, but I

see things so differently.  I see everything more

clearly and I realise the past had its value, much

more perhaps than one realises,  and I learned

something.

S: You learned, of course, whether a thing is bad or

good.  You have to go through earth, fire and water

don’t you, then you begin to realise yourself, your

natural self, you can’t be so…

W: Well, I often did, I suppose most people do, have

to undergo…of course, everyone sees a person under

different circumstances, that is, differently.  I

mean, so many saw me under, well, an artificial or

false front, you know.

I suppose you can’t be everything to all people.  You

see, one person will have one conception, one idea of

your personality and character, and another will have

the opposite or a different one according to the

circumstances in which you meet them and work with

them and so on. I suppose the osteopath side of me has

struck some people very differently to other aspects

and the artistic side of my nature.  You see, I was

like all people, let’s face it.  I was a combination

of all things, good, bad and indifferent.  I don’t

suppose I was all that much worse than some, and

probably a lot better than others.  I don’t know.  All

I know is I have no regrets now, well, what I would

say is, nearly no regrets. I suppose everyone feels

they might have done rather differently in certain

circumstances, and perhaps one has done and does do

foolish things that one regrets, but one learns from

everything, good, bad and indifferent.  After all,

one’s existence is for that purpose, isn’t it, to gain

knowledge and experience.

S: The very fact that you have regretted something

would mean that you have learned something.

W: Oh, I’m very happy as a matter of fact, since I’ve

been coming back here, and since I’ve contacted

various people who have associated themselves here.

It’s been a great blessing to me and a great help to

me.  I really have been tremendously helped by people

who are connected with this little group of yours.

One of the reasons why I like this medium, as opposed

to others is that he’s so damn natural about it.  As a

matter of fact, I can’t stand those weirdies, you

know, those “holy of holies!”
S: Oh no, he takes it in his stride.

W Well, I think it’s very sensible, because after all

is said and done, it is a science and not a religion.

I don’t know why you have to be religious about it. I

mean, we know that true communication is possible.

I’ve proved it myself to my own satisfaction.  Of

course, you know it’s probably never struck you that

we on this side, at least some of us when we first

come here, can be just as suspicious of communication

as people on your side trying to get in touch.  Has

this ever struck you?

S: Oh, no!

W: Oh yes!  You’d be surprised.  There are people on

this side who just don’t believe that it’s possible to

come back and communicate, but I was always pretty

open-minded about the whole business, and I know in

the early stages I was very much earthbound.  I

thought, “Well, if I’m still conscious of all these

things which belong now to my past, there is no reason

surely why I can’t make some contact!”  But I found it

hard-going till I met up with your gang.  Your gang is

a scream, you know.  Yes, I mean the gang that works

here with the medium and you’ve got this other guide.

I mean, he’s an old stick, and you’ve got this young

man, and then there’s this guide who very rarely

speaks, but is always present. I see him, but he very

rarely speaks; and there’s a Chinese guide I’ve seen,

who controls, and there’s a nun.   She’s very sweet,

very charming and not as religious as some people

might think. She doesn’t doll herself up in a nun’s

habit,  so some people can imagine how she looks. I’ve

never seen her in a nun’s habit.  She wears a most

beautiful sort of robe which is very loose-fitting and

very diaphanous.  She’s very beautiful.  But enough of

that.  I must go.”
And that’s all from this spirit communicator for now.

I will find out some more about his rescue work for a

future post on rescue circles.      meantime, good

health, peace and love.  Richard R

Subject:
Fwd: Dowding (5) Love is the ray to combat the hate of the Klan and terrorists
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wrote:

Hi folks.  After posting that message about the young

Klan member, I find that the messages I was working on

from Lord Dowding after his passing were talking about

this very thing, and I can see how the LOVE ray is the

antidote to all this hatred and fear in the terrorist

threat tpday.  So here is what I was working on.... a

little out of sequence in the rescue circle series,

but none-the-less relevant and up-to-date. Home

rescue circles (5)  Love and loyalty on both sides of

the veil. Dowding and his two wives and his widow and

HER two husbands!

Lord Dowding communicates.

Lord Hugh Dowding’s first wife Clarice helped

him from the other side as he did his rescue work, and

when in turn Lord Dowding passed to the other side, he

communicated with his second wife, Muriel, through the

mediumship of Ena Twigg, with whom he had done

platform work, he lecturing and she giving

clairvoyance,  and through Cynthia Sandys.   As Muriel

sat with Ena, around ten years after Lord Dowding’s

passing,  first her sister came through, giving much

evidential information, and then her second husband,

Hugh Dowding himself, also giving much personal

evidence of survival.  He then told Muriel that he was

engaged in his own work, but whenever there was the

slightest sign of distress in her life, he was

immediately with her.  “I was with you when you packed

up all my clothes,” he said, referring to the days

following his death.

Lady Muriel goes on to make an interesting

observation in her autobiography about this reading.

After BOTH husbands had made an appearance she notes:

“What could be classed as irrefutable evidence of

communication was when my FIRST husband Max  told me

that his aircraft had been flying towards Norway when

it came down, while  my own mind had been fixed upon

Duisberg in Germany.” [This information was later

confirmed by a Danish farmer].     And of Hugh’s

communication she says “All I can say is that it was

so typically Hugh.  One thing he DID tell me was that

immediately after his death, when he was out of his

body, a young airman appeared and said: ‘Happy

landing, sir.  I am Max.’   Hugh’s comment to me was:

‘You never told me how good-looking your first husband

was.’”
Lady Dowding goes on to discuss the problem of

having more than one sweetheart or husband, in spirit.

Through the mediumship of Cynthia, Lady Sandys, Hugh

Dowding came to say:

“Here, there is no marriage.  Neither is anyone tied

to anyone else, except through deep love ties, but

they do not encroach upon one’s complete freedom.  The

personality, the ego is one’s own, however strong the

tie is, but should it usurp the deep role of love into

despotic possession, then the love tie breaks, as we

see so often in marriage on earth, and the whole thing

becomes disastrous.  We do not segregate couples on

this side.  We have to throw off all this silly idea

of possession.   I think you [Muriel] and I already

did this in our earth lives.”
Hugh went on to talk about problems in

relationships, and interference from friends and

family.  Two people he knew well on earth fell in

love, but experienced opposition.  He said:

“Robert, of course, has known and loved Marie in

many lives.  Love is the greatest uniting factor and

most indivisible  factor which can and must be grown

and absorbed.  You see, we look upon love as you look,

or should look, upon the air you breathe.  Love is

life; without love there is no life but within this

pattern of etheric tissue there are all kinds and

shades of love.  The first love responds to the

physical love.  This is only the beginning of love.

How they will wonder and glory in the deeper love! I

cannot decide for Robert and Marie about the

interference.  I can only try to lower the temperature

and bring any conscience and sense to bear, but as

they [the interferers] are not on the love ray like

Marie and Robert and myself, it is difficult for me to

contact them (this interference).”
Lord Dowding then had a few remarks to make about the

future:

“I want to tell you about the great changes which are

coming to the Earth.  You must see the change in your

climate.  This is partly due to all the stuff which

has been thrown into space, tearing your protective

envelope [ozone layer], so in order to avoid further

catastrophes the  Earth’s tilt is being changed very

gently.  This will alter the temperature everywhere

and lessen  the extremes of heat and cold.  The Earth

Spirit is in danger of losing touch with Mankind; so

do throw out all the love rays towards Nature and

small animals, blessing them at least twice a day.

“You have great opportunities NOW through

the understanding of the other planes, and through the

work of Love you are doing so much and helping to

change the minds of those selfish Earth worms, (I mean

the human sort!)

“Now my Beloved, I must stop; the power is spent.

Go on;  You are fulfilling your destiny.  My love

goes with you on all your travels and new ventures.

Have no fear and, as Churchill quoted so often…”The

Rest is Bright!”
All these quotes are taken from the autobiography of

Muriel, The Lady Dowding:  “Beauty – Not the Beast”
published by  Neville Spearman in 1980.

In the next post I will continue with another episode

of Lord Dowding’s work with the Wimbledon rescue

circle from  35 years earlier.          Peace.

Richard R.

Subject:
Fwd: Rescue Circles and Lord Dowding (6)
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Here’s one more excerpt from Lord Dowding’s book,

“God’s Magic”.

Wimbledon, May 11th, 1944.

Medium LL:  They have got an airman.  He is asleep.  A

very huge person. Send out love; THINK him awake.  He

is stirring – waking up.  He has the bluest  of blue

eyes.  Now he sees the boys around him and he sees us,

too.  James (the squadron leader/guide, killed in

1940)  is talking to him and pointing out the

difference in appearance between them and us.  Then

come two other boys, they are whistling and quite

happy.   They can’t see us or anybody at the moment.

They are in the Fleet Air Arm;  one fair and the other

darker.  One has three bands on his sleeve, the other

only one band.  Now they see us.

Commander:     Excuse me, can you tell me where we

are?

Hugh Dowding:     Yes.  This is Wimbledon. (But he

doesn’t take it in).

Commander:     How extraordinary to find English

people about!

Dowding:     Why, what did you expect to see?

Commander (viciously)    Little yellow devils!

(After satisfying himself of my identity, he explained

that he thought they were coming down in the sea).

(The word Penang was repeated three different times).

Dowding:     Yes.  You did come down in the sea, and

while you were unconscious you were brought back here.

Commander:     Trust the Navy!   Where would you be

without the Navy?

Dowding:     Where would YOU be without US?

Commander:     Oh, well, I daresay it’s about 50/50.

Dowding:     But the Navy didn’t bring you here.

Commander:     What? The underground movement

operating over all that distance.  What a show!

Dowding:    Well, I shouldn’t exactly call it an

underground movement.  Overground might be a better

word.

Now the youngster whose name is Rory has been

thinking and suddenly he KNOWS.

Rory:     Are you trying to tell us that we’ve passed

out?

Dowding:    Yes, we are on different planes of

existence now.  Slap me on the back and see what

happens.

Rory (to the Commander).  No, you do it.

He does so and his hand goes through me.  Now

they both realize.

Commander:     It’s like going to bed in one

hemisphere and waking up in another.  (They are

beginning to see James and the boys).  It’s the

strangest thing out.  Here today and gone tomorrow;

you never know where you’ll land.

They are shaking hands with James and the other

pilots.  The blue-eyed giant turns out to have been

their navigator.

Commander:     Well, have you got your charts for this

new voyage?

James is making the “operation finished signal

and then “thumbs up.”
May 22nd, 1944

LL:      Here are two RAF boys wearing “Mae West”
jackets.  One has hurt his ankle and is nursing it.

He is very dark, with a black moustache.  The other,

very fair, is smoking a cigarette.  The dark one is

cursing freely; his companion says: “Stow it.  Come

on.  Lean on me.  Hop a bit and see where we can get

to.”
Here are two more coming along.  One is a tiny

Cockney.

The Fair One:    Where is Galbraith?

The Tiny One:     We can’t find him.

Fair One:     The deuce we can’t.  He is the only one

likely to know where we are.

Tiny One:     I think I know where we are.  I think we

are in Germany.  Look, the river isn’t far away; but

we can’t have been over here very much, there’s not

enough damage.

Now the fair one has seen us.

Fair One:     I don’t understand this.  One moment we

are out of doors and the next we are in a house.

Dark One:     I don’t care.  Here’s a chair.  (Sits

down).  They can all see us now.

Tiny One:     Wait a minute.  I’ll try and find out

what the old chap’s (ME, DOWDING!) writing.

Dowding:     Yes, come and have a look over my

shoulder.

Fair One:     Just a moment.  You are speaking

English.  Can you tell us where we are?

Dowding:     You are in Wimbledon.

Fair One:     Will you help us to get back?

Dowding:     Where do you want to go?   (But they

won’t tell me for Security reasons).

Dowding:     As a matter of fact I know where you want

to go.

Fair One:     It’s strange, but I don’t want to move.

They go on asking after Galbraith, who was their

navigator.  I ask LL, the medium, “Is James there?

James, what happened to Galbraith?”
James:     Galbraith baled out.  (I tell them this).

Tiny One:     That’s a good joke!   What should he

want to bale out for?  Nothing happened to us.  WE’RE

right.

James explains that the machine blew up.  It was

blown into halves.  Galbraith was able to escape by

parachute.   They overhear but don’t understand.

Dowding:     Galbraith got away with it, but you four

didn’t

Fair One:     What do you mean?  We’re here all right.

Dowding (to Tiny).     Give me a smack on the back,

will you?

Tiny One     Watch me! (Tries).   Oh, you’re made of

indiarubber, are you?  (Tries again).

Fair One:     Stop it now!  Yes, thanks, I see.

Tiny One (dancing aabout).     We’re spooks, we’re

spooks, we’re spooks!

They begin to see us looking shimmery and unreal.

I tell them to look round and I tell them who James

is.  They see him.

Fair One: (saluting James).  Reporting for duty, Sir.

Now they see all the great crowd of the Boys in

spirit standing around.  The fair one can’t see me any

more, but thanks us nicely.  He says: “There’s nothing

to worry about.  We’re EXACTLY as we were.

Tiny One:     If we’re spooks, Tyndall’s leg isn’t

broken is it?

Dowding:     No.  He will find he can us it if he

tries.

Tiny One.     Go on, then.  Get up, you lazy lump!

Dark One (recognizing a friend).     Why, hullo Bill!

You see we couldn’t let you fellows steal a march on

us.  We’ve caught up – we’ve caught up!

Talk from the Egyptian guide “Z” to this circle,

July 13, 1945

World Chaos.

The problem of world chaos is linked very closely

with the chaos in the mind of humanity.  Man insists

on looking outward for causes instead of looking

inward.  As with the individual, so with a nation.  An

individual who has an unquiet spirit will have an

unquiet environment.   Take any day of your personal

life and look closely to see the truth of this.  When

peace reigned within, all disturbances from without

were unable to disturb and gradually as the hours

advanced the outward chaos disappeared.  Similarly on

a day when tumult and discord held the spirit, though

the environment peaceful, unless a determined effort

were made, storms arose and strife and chaos reigned

outwardly also, one discord attracting another until

you are glad to retire  to rest and refresh the spirit

in the healing atmosphere of the wider world.

So it is with nations.  A nation is made up of

individuals.  If the number of selfless, aspiring

individuals outnumbers the selfish, egocentric

individuals, then the life of the nation will flow in

accord with the creative stream.  Where the larger

number stand for progress and unity, and respect the

individual life-spark  and seek to have it develop,

then the grit of the few will be swept onward also,

with but an odd eruption which will not alter the main

course of events.

Where the many are seeking only for self, where

those who are privileged to use power and strength

abuse that privilege; where those who, seeing this

abouse, yet are not sufficiently stirred to clear the

grit away or at least to make a stand against it, then

disaster in one form or another inevitably follows.

The grit accumulates, the stream flows and spreads

until it bursts all bounds – then a nation suffers.

And, if it is to suffer until the last piece of grit

is cleared away, then it is blessed.

Take the nation you have in mind, [Germany],

study its history, study it deeply – weigh the sorrow

and neglect of the many.  See which side the scales

weigh heaviest;  it will be more than surprising if

you do not find the law working.

Outwardly it seems many innocent people suffer

but the inner life is not revealed to you.

But let us consider only the outward semblance.

Who is to blame for the innocent sufferer?  You, my

friend, you and all the others of your times who do

not interest yourselves. How can  you be blamed for

things of which you were ignorant?  Did you try to

illumine your ignorance?  Did you open  your

consciousness to the wider fields beyond your own

hearth and your own circle of friends?

Interference?  No, you cannot interfere in the

affairs of another, but it is possible to tackle

gently an obvious evil.  That you REALIZE the evil is

there is a step in the right direction. Then hold in

your mind the positive negation of that evil.  Think

of it as removed and replaced by good.  If the

opportunity for action on the physical plane comes to

you, as come it will if your aims are sincere, then,

by the very act of will you have been practicing, you

will have at your command the forces of light.

Keep you mind wide open and perform diligently

the tasks of every day.  See to it that harmony reigns

in your immediate surrounds – teach others to do the

same.  Let the gospel of harmony spread, and gradually

that peace and felicity of which you dream will become

a fact.

[this philosophy is very relevant today, don’t you

think,seeing what is going on around the world in

2006]

lol   RichardR
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wrote:

Spirits are around us all the time, aren’t they. And

we don’t become a spirit when we die.  We are mostly

made up of spirit already, now.  That is the REAl us.

Lord Dowding knew this over sixty years ago, and wrote

books about it. But that was not enough for spirit.

Now Lord Dowding was reticent, not a natural

public speaker, and preferred keeping out of the

limelight, much preferring to sit in his study and

write.  However he was guided by spirit to take up

platform work, speaking of his rescue work and his

research into Spiritualism.   He said his loved ones

in spirit gave him “inspiration and access to

completely original illustrations for my talks.”
This ties in with what we discussing about musicians,

actors and performers generally.

One of the reasons that a speaker becomes

inspired and rivets the attention of the audience or

congregation is that there are many spirits in

attendance, often outnumbering the actual people

present. Here is Hugh Dowding’s account of one meeting

at Caxton Hall, London  in the Fall of 1943.  After

relating what he spoke of at the meeting, he lets

Margaret Flavell, the clairvoyant medium describe what

she saw of the spirit realm present.

“There was at first a black cloud at the back of

the hall which advanced up the center aisle and was

with an effort pushed back.  When we relaxed, it

advanced again. The wall of the hall disappeared.

There were a lot of little groups of people in huddles

facing inward. As Lord Dowding spoke,  others came

forward, but the groups ‘stayed put.’  They were

arranged round  the hall like a U magnet.

The R.A.F.  men were in a different dimension.

When Lord Dowding spoke of the German, they cheered (

Dowding had told of a soldier who had disobeyed the

Nazis, refusing to bayonet a child, and was himself

killed by them).  There were the usual groups of

Helpers with newly-arrived spirits waiting to be woken

up.  As Lord Dowding went on speaking, the Cross of

Light appeared, slightly above our heads.  Gradually

the weaker shapes were taken into the Cross, bathing

in its light.  The Cross eventually consisted entirely

of newly-awakened shapes: the Helpers were

concentrating their  power inwards towards the Cross.

At the end, the rays from the Star of Light grew so

strong that they filled the whole place.

Then the huddles of people were lit up, as if

each person were an electric lamp, sending light up

and up to other groups above them.  There was a

feeling of that in each group the dark forces were

being dispersed.”
Then Margaret Flavell’s guide Chang came through

to say what he saw:  “You are perfectly right; the

groups were clearing the conditions.  You will

remember the labour of the dark hours in which you

were engaged a little time ago – the transmuting of

the hate and passion vibrations [of an earlier

political meeting in the hall] into the vibrations of

love. Our groups had been established in that

meeting-chamber for a short space before you arrived.

The dark flood was not directed against you people; it

was the residue of unrestricted passion – of

mass-emotion of the worst type.  This particular work

of cleansing the conditions is one for which I have

prepared myself. (Speaking to Dowding) So it was that

in the Astral world I came very close to you to

protect you, as you were wide open to all the winds of

heaven.  There were some elements there that could

have harmed not only you but those  others with you.”
Next, the Egyptian guide “Z” came through to

speak: “Greetings, my brother.  You are anxious to

know about the meeting and what occurred with us.

The groups were transmuting those slow, heavy, turgid

vibrations.  We had a unique opportunity to draw

within those groups much of the hatred which is abroad

in your world.  Each of those shining groups which you

saw had attached itself to a group in your audience,

and from each member of the physical group was thought

directed to a certain part of your globe where hatred

wars with love.  So, each physical person provided the

motive power which enabled the group to draw these

heavy vibrations upward and, as they rose, as your

words turned the thoughts of all those who  listened

to you in towards their own hearts and thence outwards

towards Him whom we serve, we were able to pass those

heavy vibrations to Him.

“He cleansed them and    returned them with His

blessing.  So from your meeting went out a great

cleansing power, which may have this very material

effect – that many who are fighting with physical

weapons will find their enemy most surprisingly

vanquished.  That is only one effect.  That is the

effect your own people have sent forth: for the

physical plane is most powerfully regenerated from the

physical plane.

“On the Astral plane, as those great waves

returned in blessing, many who were held by the

shackles of sorrow, of ignorance, of desire, found

their shackles drop from them, and they were free to

move out of the greyness into the Light.

“Pm the other planes the effect was

correspondingly powerful, but to transmit to you in

words the work we do here would be impossible.  You

could not understand.

“I can tell you that, for a moment, while you

were addressing the assembly, The Master Himself

[TheGreat Spirit Himself – as your knowledge or

beliefs understand the term] inclined His face towards

you because the hearts of the people were with one

accord turned towards Him.  In that moment His

blessing fell, rich and free, on every one assembled

there.  Many were conscious of that moment and

recognized it.  To others it was but a momentary flash

of great peace – a momentary understanding of

something normally beyond their ken.  But to every

soul or entity represented there, there was given an

added status, a fuller realization of the mighty

purpose of the Creation, a spur to further endeavour,

through the personality, to fulfil its mission.

“I have given you much of the inner side of my

real work, which is to endeavour so to make Him felt

among men, that for very necessity love must replace

hatred, and the brotherhood of all peoples become a

living reality – for  come it shall sooner or later.”
Lord Dowding comments: “Perhaps this sample of

what is said at our meetings, and  of the unseen

events which are simultaneously occurring, will

suffice for my purpose of showing how the great Plan

is unfolding.  I am sometimes a little sad that my own

eyes are holden [see no further]; I would give much to

see these lovely and soul-stirring sights.  But

perhaps things are just as well as they are.  My

business is to tell the people the things which are

given to me to say, and I fear that my attention would

be sadly distracted if I were able to see the

wonderful events which are in progress while I am

speaking.”
And so a top-ranking serviceman who had

represented his country all round the world for over

40 years devoted a further 30 years serving  the cause

of Spiritualism. It would be appropriate to add a

little more of what Dowding had to say at Caxton Hall

about a previous meeting in the Kingway Hall earlier

that fall,  to which Reginald Foort the famous

organist had traveled in order to contribute some

music, as it shows how the spirit powers were always

present in his work. The organist’s music contributed

additional energy to the meeting.

He told his Caxton Hall audience: “I am going to

tell you how your Spirit, while you are yet on earth,

returns to God who gave it, and blends with His

Spirit, and helps to do His work.  I am going to take

you behind the scenes at previous meetings and tell

you of some of the unseen effects which have been

brought about by God and His Ministers with the

assistance of the audiences and the speakers, but

without our knowledge. Some of these accounts come

from seers still in the earth body [our mediums], and

some come from members of the discarnate audiences,

which, I can assure you, greatly outnumber those who

have secured admission by normal methods.

“It is a curious fact, but the earthly vibrations

of people like you and me are necessary to complete

the full quota of radiation which is required by God’s

Agents when they are working on the earth or among

those inhabiting the lower planes close to the earth.

I am too ignorant to be able to tell you why this

should be so, but I know it to be a fact, and a joyful

fact, because it permits us to participate in the work

of God’s Angels while we are yet on earth.

“The outstanding point which I tried to make in

my address [to the Kingway Hall audience] was the need

which the spirits of the dead had for our loving

thoughts and prayers.  And not only the happy of our

own dead, but the unhappy spirits, and the spirits of

our enemies.  Little did I know, as I spoke, how much

we earth-dwellers could do and were doing.  Among the

messages which I read out was one from a German boy

whose soul had rebelled against the cruelties and

crimes which he was ordered to perpetrate, and who had

been shot by his comrades in consequence of his

revolt.” [He had turned up at one of Dowding’s rescue

circles, and Dowding read out his notes about his

appearance and what he had written through the medium,

a Mrs. Hill

].   After telling his story, the German soldier had

said “The child I had been told to kill or wound was

killed by another when I refused, and she bore witness

for me that I had done one good thing;  I had refused

to kill her, and in doing so I had lost my own life.

This came as a tiny light in the darkness through

which I struggled, and then some of my own family long

since dead were able to come to me, but they were

horrified by the blood through which I had waded and

only came near enough to see me.  There seemed to be

no hope.  If I climbed towards the Light it only

illuminated the loathsomeness of the ME that had

survived.   I could only gain peace by working in the

minds of my old comrades to overcome their brutal

tendencies and the task is almost beyond my power.

[The spirit helpers] are allowing me the opportunity

to gather power of this type on the Earth plane, so

that I can influence these others who are still with

you. I am grateful.  You can never know how much we

suffer or how vastly we expiate our sins through

suffering of intense bitterness.  Franz von

Eitelmann.”
Mrs.  Hill’s guide, a Colonel Gascoigne in

spirit, commented: “Poor fellow, I let him write

because we can only influence the Germans through the

Germans and that can best be done through their own

Dead.”
A clairvoyant medium present at this meeting made

the following notes about the spirits present:  “ The

hall is full of Air Force boys, Soldiers and Sailors.

A little to one side is an isolated group of shadowy

shapes.  A little above the Boys (Airmen) are Guides

and Helpers, and above them the Shining Bright Ones,

reaching up and out as far as I can see.   The hall is

filled with a soft light.   When Lord Dowding began to

speak all turned to listen.  Everyone was quiet.  A

great hush.   People in the audience gradually became

one with the larger Audience.  One continuous Spiral

of people, right up into the Light.

“Then a soft rosy glow began to filter through,

and as Lord Dowding read out the German boy’s story,

the lad came and stood beside him.  He was very

anxious.  He kept looking round at the people, and as

he began to realize that there was no Hatred, he

straightened up.  When Lord Dowding finished reading

his story and the clapping began, he looked round with

a face so illumined it was a joy to see, and sprang up

with one leap to join the Air Force boys, who welcomed

him with open arms.  At the same moment the rosy light

flooded the whole place, strong and bright…  The

isolated group of dim figures was lit up and it was

seen that they too were Germans.  They moved forward a

little way towards the others.  As Lord Dowding spoke

of St. George, the beautiful Cross of Light [of

forgiveness] appeared; and right in its center was the

group of Germans.  Then they began to move forward one

at a time to mingle with the others and became part of

the great host.

“During the (organ) music it was very beautiful.

The musical vibration went out in colours, in

geometrical designs – each a different colour and

shape.  As they rose upwards they expanded in size but

kept their shape.  All intermingled in the most

fascinating designs.   Groups of (spirit) children

picked up the coloured shapes and passed them on from

one to another through the whole vast assembly.

Everyone was moving in rhythm with the colours:

wonderful to watch.

The culmination came when everyone began to sing

“Land of Hope and Glory.”   The human voices addle

little sparks of different shapes  and colours to

those there already.  They were sharper and more

brittle-looking.  The whole thing swelled in volume

and everybody moved in rhythm until they were all part

of the great Cross, so that it was vibrating with

every colour, the deep Rose Glow in its center.  It

was indescribably beautiful.  As the last chord of

music struck, the Star of Light shone out at an

immense distance and the light streamed from it like a

shower of glittering rain and obliterated everything.

We were all in it then.”
Now, Colonel Gascoigne, Mrs. Hill guide, also

attended the meeting, but NOT the medium, who was at

home in her residence over 100 miles away.  Here is

what Gascoigne wrote later, through Mrs. Hill’s hand:

“We were able to assist with the music; it was a great

help. There was a party of spirits turning the mind of

the musician towards the atmosphere that he could

create for us; and he responded superbly.  Music was

the foundation of our success.  In other words he

built the spiritual meeting-hall.  The mighty chords

raised pillars of amazing beauty, and the recurring

symphonies formed the arches and wove into being a

great cathedral of colour, sound and spirit form.

Through the help of this musical medium our power was

greatly increased, and we were able to assemble the

men who were to form a bridge-head by which the

Germans could return to life (in spirit), and Light

was able to reach their souls and overthrow the evil

of the black forces.”
In his book “Lychgate” Lord Dowding had much

more to say and to quote, from spirit communications

showing how there are often thousands of spirits

around at large meetings, and that there are always

SOME present at our meetings, even if a circle

consists of only two people.    He said: “I have

already told you enough to show you how much you can

do to further the loving work of the Great Ones on

earth and on the adjoining spheres.”
I expect many of our members on the List have had

similar experiences attending meetings, services and

circles.    Briefly, sharing a few of mine, I have

sung in Cathedral choirs, during which there have been

great moments of intense power, for example during the

Installation of an Archbishop, or Ordination of

Ministers.  At one point I could scarcely prevent

myself from weeping out loud, the love felt was so

powerful.   At a group psychotherapy workshop I was

assisting at, I noticed a great many large colorful

but grotesque-shaped entities feeding off the energy

of the participants – something quite different from

the church or cathedral service.  During a healing, I

saw the future life ahead (the course of THIS

lifetime) of the young person being healed, gradually

transfiguring into old age, wrinkling and shrinking.

She was healed and would live long.  At a home visit

with a Catholic priest present, I somehow got into a

vortex of energy with him, going back in time to an

Inquisition, torture and much strife. At other times,

meeting people, or taking leave of them, our energies

totally merged, or sometimes it’s just at one chakra

level, if you see what I mean.…and the feeling of this

concerning that person is still with me. Shaking hands

with a well-known singer, I felt great healing energy

and time stood still.  Total connection.   Such

moments are never lost.  What do YOU see, hear or

feel?

Apologies to American readers.  I didn’t have the

energy to change to North American spelling as I was

typing up Dowding’s material!     Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (8)  Spirits help rescue each other on
the other side.

     The spirits have many fascinating stories to
tell, but until now, most of what they have had to say
has been stored in the archives unread, if not
destroyed by ignorant clergymen,lawyers and
politicians, as in the case of Queen Victoria’s
spiritual diaries, giving accounts of her
conversations with Prince Albert through medium John
Brown, or former Canadian Premier Mackenzie King’s
accounts in his diaries of conversations with his
deceased mother, destroyed by lawyers winding up his
estate, as recently as 1977.  Book burnings and witch
hunts are still with us.  At the time of writing this 
(March, 2006) hundreds if not thousands of psychics
and mediums are still being executed in parts of
Africa.  So it is always important to bring these
injustices to the light of day, as it is to LISTEN to
what the spirits have to say, from THEIR side of the
border.  This is why I am presenting this series of
reports from rescue circles, and other series about
the Myers scripts, the writer in spirit, and others to
follow.  It is time to take REAL notice and quash the
yawns and “ho-hums!”

     There have been many war movies and documentaries
released recently, and others about disasters such as
a remake of the Fifties’ movie about the sinking of
the Titanic in 1912.   Today we’ll go back over 90
years and see a battle through the eyes of a
participant who died during the events, and came back
to tell his story.  So this is not fiction, but a
report of the actual events as seen from the other
side.  I have already heard one account of the events
from my great-uncle Ernest Weatherhead, a doctor
present with the British  on Gallipoli who survived
and talked to me in person. He thought what happened
was appalling, but exciting; for him as for many
others, a great adventure.
     
     Psychic detectives who help the police
investigate and solve a crime or find a missing person
are helped by spirits who have passed.  They come and
tell or show the medium what happened to them.  In the
same way, especially in rescue circle, a spirit will
be attracted by the light sent out by that type of
medium and will be encouraged to come a relate the
events surrounding their accidental death or their
death in battle.

     So we will go over to Australia to visit 
Melbourne’s well-known  trance medium Mrs. Browning
and her sitter, actor and researcher Stanley Brookes,
just after the end of World War I in 1918.    Three
years previously over a quarter of a million
Australians and New Zealanders had lost their lives in
the Battle of Gallipoli in 1915. The spirit of one of
these servicemen, Jack Reynolds, had followed Stanley
to the sitting, and started to speak through the
medium: 

[This is just a brief review of Stanley Brookes’s 
book “4,000 Ghosts” first published in  1968, and
reprinted by Jval Publishing in 1982. Interested
readers should obtain a copy of the book, which
contains reports of many séances over a period of 50
years.]  

JACK REYNOLDS:     When you passed my mother in the
street when you were hurrying to this place, I was
walking with her, although she did not know it.  I
heard your thoughts that if you stopped to speak with
her, you would be late for the light.
STANLEY:     Late for the light?  What light?  What do
you mean by that, Jack?
JACK:     Just this.  I saw your thoughts focused on
this instrument – I mean this medium – and I saw that
you were on your way here to have a sitting with her. 
When a medium is sitting in trance, a light, like the
powerful rays of a searchlight, reaches over so far
into space from your earth, and can be seen by some of
us here.  Each medium has a different light, according
to their own particular rate of vibration.  I might
say they have different combinations of colors.  Well,
we learn to recognize  the “searchlights” of our
friends.  I knew the light of this medium because I
have seen in when my mother has sat with her before. 
So, this is what I meant when I said, “you would be
late for the light” – if you stopped to speak with my
mother.  Knowing that I might be permitted to speak
through the medium to you and so get a message to my
mother, I left my mother to come down here with you –
so here I am!  
STANLEY:     Do you mean to say that you HEARD my
thoughts?
JACK:     Too right I did!  And let me tell you it’s
all the same to us if you speak or think – we know
what is going on.  The searchlights change color all
the time, according to your thoughts and emotions.  

     A week later, Jack came again.

JACK:     This is important, Stan, so take down every
word of it.  As you know, I was killed on Gallipoli.
STANLEY:     What happened when you woke up, and how
did you know you had been killed?
JACK:     My God!  We were still fighting!  Thousands
and thousands of us – everything was blood, filth and
stench!  They are still fighting over here – those who
do not know what has happened to them, and that they
are dead! And they will continue like that for years,
most of them.  Let me say here, that we have powerful
bands of soldiers, nurses, doctors etc., thousands of
them, some soldiers go back as far as the Crusaders,
who stand by when the killed diggers (Australian)
soldiers start to wake up out of their death sleep. 
These helpers try to explain to the diggers that they
are dead.  From then on, they take charge of them, but
what happens after that is a long story for later on. 

     I told you many are still fighting – many of them
who do not know they are dead – and those who lost
their guns are fighting with their bare hands – or
they think they are!  On the earth, after wars have
finished, you clean up the place.  The green grass
grows, and the flowers bloom again – it is not like
that here!  All the hate, lust, murder, greed, and all
the horrors of war are brought over with those who
were killed.  Stan, old boy, I would not wish you what
a Hell it is for the soldier who has brought with him
the war atmosphere I have just described.   Some of
the dead diggers will tell you how they walk in lakes
of blood, ankle-deep!  Thank God this is not the
experience of all diggers!  He knows peace after
death, who has lived decently, and dies without hate
in his heart.
     When earth men learn from our side of life what a
mad and hellish thing war really is, then and then
only, will it be banished for all time.  Then you will
commence to become civilized on your earth.”   

     Jack Reynolds then goes on to say that  with the
yearly Remembrance Day service, or  Anzac Day,
Veterans day and suchlike, the  mourning is a  great
hindrance rather than a help to the dead servicemen. 
“These waves of earthly-inspired misery and mourning
hit us with great force and drag us back to the earth
with all its agonies, partings, sadness and unfinished
accomplishments…. Not one parson or priest in a
million knows the life we diggers are living over
here.  But they still teach that after getting the
O.K. from St. Peter at the pearly gates, the dead walk
the streets paved of gold, singing songs and strumming
their harps all day!  Preachers still teach this
rubbish – we hear them at it - …….there can be no
spiritual progress while you pay your churchmen to
pray and think for you.  We all learn in time over
here, that the only way to find yourself and your God,
is to work your problems out for yourself, as no one
on earth, or elsewhere, can do that for you.   Of
course it takes time, and sweat -  and sometimes
hundreds of years!  Time does not matter – time does
not exist beyond the earth.       
     The great crowds of new arrivals from the earth,
sooner or later, express astonishment and blame their
Christian teachers for not telling them about the life
after death – and not preparing them for it!  This
complaint is almost universal – as you will discover
when you die in a few years’ time.”
STANLEY  Before you go, Jack – what I want to know
more than anything  else you have not told me.  How
did you wake up over there?  And how did you discover
what had happened to you – that you had been killed on
Gallipoli?
JACK:     I was killed of course, but did not know it.
The first thing that I remember was that I was
watching the fighting, and as the boys ran past me, I
was puzzled to see the bullets from the Turks going
right through them and keep going – and our lads kept
on running.  I couldn’t work this out, so I sat down
to think about it, and as soon as I did this, one of
my mates came and sat beside me. “Wot are yer lookin’
at, Jack?” he said.  I asked him if he saw what I saw
– that the boys kept running as the bullets were
shooting through them, and that it made no difference.

     He then explained that we had both been hit and
were dead, and that what I saw was the ghosts, or
spirits, of our digger pals who had been killed, but
still thought they were fighting – as they kept
running towards the Turk trenches.  Then he said,
“Look over there mate – by that shell hole.”  I saw my
body covered in a frightful mess of blood and sand –
and then I fully understood what had happened to me –
that I had snuffed it!  Strange to say, it was not
much of a shock, but I remember it was then that I
realized for the first time, what a beastly, useless
and criminal thing war was.     
     He told me that he was knocked a day or two
before I was, and that he knew I would soon join him,
so he waited around till I was bowled over.  When I
sat down to think, after seeing the shots going right
through the boys without stopping them, it was then
that I came back to life.  When we start doing our own
thinking after death …  that is the true meaning of
Resurrection, as recorded in the Bible.  Positively
there is no other resurrection – most certainly not of
the physical body – not by any means.  We are taught
here that the Resurrection means the end of man’s
functioning with, or through, his mortal mind – after
that, he functions with his spiritual mind.  Well,
I’ll talk about my mate again.  I do not know him, or
his name, and have not seen him since.  I suppose he
is standing by when the other blokes wake up.
     He took me, soon after, to the spirit doctors and
nurses somewhere near the beach, and they looked after
me till I was well enough to roam around to assist the
other blokes just as my mate had helped me.  I
continued this work till the end of the war, and was
taken into several hospitals in different countries
for some years (in your time) and eventually I found
myself on the earth plane.  I do not know how long it
took me, or how I got there.  But I was taken there,
and one day found myself in a brand new world!  It was
the Fourth Plane, - and not like the earth.  You seem
to HEAR the beautiful colors here -  just as though
they were sounds!
     Well, here I now live – and when I go to the
earth, I come from here with the others (digger
veterans), and we go and return under our own steam as
soon as the [Anzac Day] march is over.  In time, we
will sever all connection with the earth plane
completely, and forget it ever existed.   Now my time
is up,  but just a last word.  Tell your churchmen
that no religion can claim to be Christian – followers
of Christ, I mean – which supports war in any shape or
form, and which prays to God for victory by
slaughtering its enemies, because war is the most
ungodly of all crimes.  On earth during war, your
churchmen lead you in prayer, asking  God to help you
kill your enemies, while your enemies pray to God to
ask Him to help them kill you!
     So God has to decide who has to be helped kill
the other!  Your churchmen are praying to the Almighty
to destroy the human beings He has created!  And your
churchmen speak of Holy Wars!  Who will deny that they
are sillier than snakes?!  Time is up, Stan, see you
next year!”

     In fact Jack was not to return  until forty years
later, when  Stanley Brookes was riding on a train
into Melbourne. He dictated a poem to him about Anzac
Day –
“We march again,
though you think we are dead 
-      death has no terror….
-      Do all of us march? 
-      No, not all, my brother,
As all have not finished their rest. 
But we who have wakened
And our sorrows have shakened
We march with our pals once again.

….Then, be glad my Earth brothers,
And do not weep for the others
Whom the Hun put to sleep for a while.  
Because Life just Begins  -
When you find you have wings
To march with your brothers and others!” 

[The full account can be read in Chapter 20 of “4000
Ghosts.”]

We will return to Stanley Brookes in the next post
(Rescue (9)) as he talks with someone who went down on
the Titanic.           Richard R

Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Rescue Circles (9) W.T. Stead goes down with the Titanic in 1912
[image: image14]

INCLUDEPICTURE "../../agoosens/DOCUME~1/ABosman/LOCALS~1/APPLIC~1/IM/Runtime/Skin/E2FEE5~1/ATTACH~1.GIF" \* MERGEFORMAT [image: image15.png]



     Stanley Brookes, the Australian actor and
researcher tells us in his book “4,000 Ghosts” that
William T. Stead was one of the spirit helpers in his
Melbourne rescue circle.  Shortly after his death he
came to encourage Stanley with his spiritual work, and
over the years became one of the spirit advisers for
his Psychic Research Society.    In 1958 an English
documentary-style movie about the Titanic, “A Night to
Remember,” was released.  It contrasts favorably
against the two Hollywood productions which came out
in 1953 and 1997.   
  Stanley was attending his regular circle at the
time, and Stead came along, unannounced to contact his
friend.  A voice suddenly said:

STEAD:  Well Stanley, how did you like the film?
STANLEY:   I am sorry, but I do not know who is
speaking.
STEAD:     Can you not see me?
STANLEY:     No.  Sometimes I can.
STEAD:     The “Titanic!”
STANLEY:     Mr. Stead!
STEAD:     Yes, at your service once more, Stanley.
STANLEY:     I can now feel your terrific force. I’m
so glad you have come; you are often in my thoughts
and prayers. 
STEAD:     Now, how did you like the “Titanic” film?
STANLEY:    That remark explains everything.  I did
not know the film was in Melbourne – so it was you who
made me see it!
STEAD:     Yes.
STANLEY.  I seldom go that way, but that morning, I
felt strongly impressed to do so, and as I passed the
cinema I saw the poster of the “Titanic”, and before I
knew what was happening – I found myself inside
looking at the film.
STEAD:     I almost had to push you into the theatre,
but I wished you to see it for several reasons.   When
you go to England to publish this book, I want you to
seek out some of those who made the film and played in
it, as some will admit that, at times, they said and
did things  in a different way from the planning,
although most of our alterations were made when the
script was being written.  We made them do it our way
– because we knew the facts.  Dozens of us who went
down in the “Titanic” helped make that film, and we
made an historical job of it.  Those who were doing
the film  on the earth had no idea that they were
getting directions and instructions from us here. 
Many, of course, would not have believed it had they
been told.  As you know, most things done on the earth
are created and executed here first.  THESE are the
creative planes.
     One of the reasons I wanted you to see the film
was that when a true Spiritualist meets death, he
knows no fear.
STANLEY:     Yes, I was tremendously impressed when I
saw you calmly reading your Bible, just as you were
about to be hurled into Eternity – that awful, cruel
liquid, black sea!   It filled me with horror.   It
chilled me to the bone.  You almost materialized on
the screen.  
STEAD:      I tried to do that as I wanted to show how
close I could come to you.  I have so much to tell you
tonight that I shall be the only speaker. 
STANLEY:     As I watched the film, I was breathless
and fascinated at the serenity with which you – and
the gambler – waited for that dreadful last moment. 
It was too much for me, I felt like weeping.  I do not
like the sea at night – it seems to me to be one Big,
Black Pool of Death.  When I saw you again with the
open Bible in your hands, I realized that death had no
terrors for you, and you proved yourself a true
Spiritualist.
STEAD:     I am only one of many who died like that.  
I have come to give you some solid matter for your
book.  Perhaps I should say our book, as so many
hundreds here have a hand or two in it. Our sole or
main objective is to cause people to ponder on these
subjects of supreme importance – the life to come.  As
you will be writing for the masses as I did, my words
will be as of old, simple, to the point, and clear to
all.   Truth needs no embellishment.  Throughout my
life I was told several times that my life would end
suddenly, tragically – and perhaps violently. 
Monsieur W. Dekelor, the noted psychic, one day,
looked at my hands just before I left England in the
“Titanic”, and was so upset at what was revealed in
them, that he had difficulty telling me.  He said that
all the signs of an abrupt ending to all my activities
were there, and that a great tragedy would surely fall
upon me.  Also, there was complete chaos around me
from which there was no escape.  He was so concerned
that he came again in a day or two, with his daughter,
for another sitting with me. 
     Again he saw nothing but disaster and great
trouble completely enveloping me, but worse than
before.  He did not however, suggest that I would die
the way I did, but he saw a guillotine (a symbol of
death) over my head.  I told him that Dr. Baraduc, the
famous nerve specialist in France, saw the same symbol
with me a few months before, and many  symbols and
signs of misfortune.  Finally, Monsieur Kerlor saw
over my head a tremendous ship all in black, with the
forepart missing, and with mourning wreaths in the
place where the name of the ship would have been. 
This was all so real and depressing that I doubted his
powers of seeing the future correctly.  “Well,” I said
to him, “I’m going in that ship next week.”  He
replied that I would not reach my intended port of
call – America.  You know, Stanley, the rest of it – I
never did!
STANLEY:     What were you going to America for?
STEAD:     I had been invited to speak on “Universal
Peace” in New York.
     I did not feel well the day we started on our
last voyage.  There was a strange atmosphere.  I did
not understand.  A few hours later when we struck the
iceberg, when the end was approaching, the steward put
a lifebelt over my head.  But when I found there were
not enough to go round, I passed it on, because I was
certain I would not need it. [At the enquiry into the
tragedy, some witnesses said Stead did not wear a
lifebelt.]  The terrible accident was not terrible to
me.  My only sorrow was for those poor souls
terror-stricken who prayed to God to save them, and
became more so when their prayers were not answered. 
     I went down exhorting those nearby to be calm,
like so many of the other men and women who faced
certain death, and told them that many very brave
women gave up a place in the lifeboat to others.  I
tried to assure others that death had no terrors for
me, that soon we would be in a better world, and that
our sufferings would soon be over.  I was so happy
when I could calm their fears – I knew I was aided by
a spirit band in giving them comfort, and bringing
peace to my own soul.  Those few that I could speak to
went to their doom quite calmly.  
     How many acts of unselfish bravery I witnessed. 
I shall never forget the courage and calmness of the
crew, the loving care they bestowed upon the women and
children.  The test of the soul is when we stare death
in the face.  I remember jumping or falling from the
deck, and was only slightly conscious of being in the
water.  I did not feel leaving my body.  In a blind
kind of way, I struck out and after a few seconds of a
frozen feeling I was free – and I remember hearing a
few notes of the band on deck, playing  “Nearer my God
to Thee”, which seemed like a message from the
Almighty to me at that moment.  Soon I was alive again
and able to help those still in the water nearest me. 
Although they could not now see me, I found that by my
thoughts I could help them more than when I was alive,
because I was no longer hampered by my physical body. 
(Note: It will be observed that Stead was only dead a
few seconds, and then was alive in the spirit world,
but still functioning in the water among the dead and
the dying. Later on in this séance you will notice he
reiterates “I was no sooner dead than I was alive in a
manner that astonished me. Death hardly touched me!”) 
STANLEY:     Did the ghost ships with their ghostly
crews come to the aid of the drowned people from the
“Titanic”?
STEAD:     Yes.  No sea wreck is without the aid of
these spirit men and ships which rescue every soul
drowned at sea.  But I did not see them.  I conversed
with some of the phantom crews some time later.
STANLEY:     Spirits have come here to tell me how
they – not their bodies, of course – were lifted from
the sea by the ghost crews from the ghost ships. 
STEAD:     This work is undertaken by men who lived on
the sea when they were alive on the earth, just as
spirit miners go down to bring up the spirits of those
killed in the mines, and so on.  When we come over
here, we are naturally attracted to the things we were
familiar with when on earth.
     Well, Stanley, it did not take long to settle
down to work here.  It is a sheer delight to be alive
again – but alive in a manner so hopeful and useful,
which has greatly exceeded my expectations of the life
after death.  Before we go on, one point I have missed
about the ship. To everyone it seemed too big and too
strong to meet disaster of any kind. So great was the
confidence in this monster that for a time a great
number refused to take to the lifeboats.  They said
they were safer on the ship.  
I felt, almost as soon as we struck, that it was the
end – then for a few moments the horror of it all, the
thought of my loved ones, and my unfinished labors
overwhelmed me.  Death I did not know; I was between
this world and the next for a few moments -but was not
conscious during this brief period.  It seemed no time
had passed when I saw a vast number of angelic beings,
and friends, waiting to welcome me.  I was led to a
lovely home which had been prepared for me, although,
as you know, each builds his own home here, according
to his life on earth.  The beauty of it all bewildered
me.  On the walls of my home were pictures of all that
I had done in my life.  No, not all, but much of it.
      Many events in my life that I had regarded as
important were not represented there, but those which
had assisted the spiritual growth of those I had come
into contact with – those pictures were on the walls. 
Everything we do on earth is recorded here, in some
way or other.  But, oh! How I longed to get back to my
loved ones on earth!  I was led to rest by my son,
Willie, through whom the reality of the life after
death had been proved to me.  I was surrounded by
heavenly scenery – and the most glorious music.  Music
that we do not hear on earth.  I then rested till I
gradually adapted myself to my new surroundings, my
new home. 
     When I was fully aware of all this, I first
noticed the perfect laws by which everything, and
everybody here are controlled.  Not all, but most of
my  questions were answered by an angelic being, who
had been assigned to care for me, and she never left
me.  This angelic being was similar to the one whom 
Trudy, the little London prostitute, described to you
as the guide who is helping her – the one who took her
on that trip to Paris.  I never ceased wanting to go
to my loved ones on the earth.  I was taken there, but
could not speak with them.  This was a most terrible
disappointment.  It was then explained to me that
conditions had to be set up so that I could
communicate with those on the earth;  I saw vast
numbers being instructed in spiritual knowledge; vast
armies of advanced spirits setting out on missions to
other planets, and to worlds beyond our solar systems;
all these being directed by some unseen Master.  I was
told that I would soon know the work I was to do, and
how to get in touch with those all over the world, so
that I could help the vast army of spirit missionaries
teach the truth of the Life after Death.  Here
everything is real, but on the earth, there is only
the reflection of these heavenly planes.  Truly there
is no death.  There is no actual break in our lives
when we pass from the earth to the Beyond.  The whole
of my earth life was a preparation for this one. 
Death hardly touched me – I was no sooner dead than I
was alive – in a manner that astounded me.  Few souls
on the earth are fully alive. 
     I was so familiar with death that it was not
surprising that I quickly found my right place over
here.  Therefore it is a tremendous advantage to know
something of the life after death while on the earth. 
Shortly after the “Titanic” affair, about three days,
I wrote automatically through the hand of Anita
Bright, the editor of your Melbourne Spiritualist
newspaper ‘The Harbinger of Light.’   “Tell them,” I
wrote, “that I am full of delight at my new
surroundings;  and that I can help more now than when
I was on the earth.  Everything here is so real that I
feel I am on an Enchanted Island, having escaped from
a ship wrecked on its shores!  So close is this
spiritual realm to the earth, that we can understand
how those with the gift of vision get glimpses of such
beautiful scenery, and the angelic beings here, and at
the same time we see the people on earth as in a fog,
rushing like mad things after what is of no value. 
Only those can be happy who are attuned to spiritual
things.”
     I always said that I would wait till someone in
my family passed over here before I would finally
declare my conviction in the life after death.  Soon
after, my son of 33 years passed into the Beyond.  He
communicated not through me, but through others, as I
thought this would be more convincing.  Most who were
drowned with me do not know where they are, as few
knew anything about the Hereafter.  For the time being
they seem lost, but at the right time, everyone will
see the light and sail safely into port.  As no one
can escape death on the earth, no one can escape life
in the heavens.  Those who went down and have come
back to life are helping those still lost in the
darkness.  Pray for these, and think for a moment how
awful it is, to be suddenly dragged from life and
plunged into a world in which they cannot see even a
glimmer of light.  Pray for these, and pray for their
loved ones who are still on dry land.  Stanley, when
you asked Conan Doyle  - as he wrote about it in his
poem on the “Titanic” that you recite – if the band
really played as the ship went down, yes, they did,
and they did it at my request.
     I refer to the hymn.  Before that, they played
lively music to stimulate the morale of all on board,
and what that did for the souls on deck, and in the
water, cannot be suitably described. Now a word about
Julia before I finish with the “Titanic”.   She was
there to meet me and help me “Cross the Bar.” She
asked me about my son, and I was so happy to say that
he was there with me. [Julia of the famous “Letters
from Julia” transcribed automatically through Stead’s
hand and published before the turn into the 20th
century.]
     There are very many things I would like to tell
you but the medium will soon begin to tire, so time is
running out.  A few words about the position of woman
in the spirit world.  On earth, she is generally
considered to be inferior to man, but over here there
is absolute equality regarding the sexes.  Here male
and female are given equally important work, of all
kinds, to do.  Each is given equal power and equal
rank, provided they are qualified to perform the tasks
allotted to them.  Also, all depends upon the
spiritual attainments of each one – man or woman. 
There is no such thing as a superior sex.  Here we
have groups of men and women meeting on equal terms in
every way.  This foolish idea of man being the
superior animal is a barrier that must be broken down
– one of the many – before any real progress can be
made in your earthly social structure.  It is wrong,
unfair and demoralizing.  It is as certain as
sunlight, that woman will gain her rightful place by
her own efforts, in spite of the almost universal
opposition to what is incorrectly termed the weaker
sex.  I am referring now to the advancement she will
make on your earth plane.  The time has come for these
earthly changes, and nothing you can do can stop them,
as they are a cog in the Wheel of Progress.  Signs of
this coming equality are clearly evident in some other
countries. 
     Spiritualists and others, when they arrive here
from the earth, are surprised to find how hard and
rare it is to have direct and true spiritual
communication with those they have left behind.  Often
you people sitting in  circles on the earth are
victims of lower spirits, but this happens only when
the spirituality of the sitters is on a low plane. 
Like attracts like.  When sitters have progressed to a
higher spiritual plane, it is almost impossible for
deception by lower orders of spirits, or for
impersonation to take place.  People have visions that
are positively misleading , because they are in  low
grade of spiritual development, and actually believe
all they are told – and many want to be directed in
practically all they do.  
     These people are not Spiritualists, they are
‘Egyptian mummies!’
      In the Bible we are told to “Try the spirits and
prove them.”  Too few do this.  We should ever be at
the door to check those spirits who come through who
claim to speak with such positive authority.  I think
our Spiritualism is scoffed at so often because of
those who TRADE on it, and it becomes mixed up with
outright fortune-telling, which certainly is not any
part of our religion and philosophy.  What we know as
fortune-telling must be completely separated from our
movement, if we are to expect a greater degree of
respect from the people at large.  People get one or
two correct messages, and they believe that they must
forever be guided by those who conveyed the messages. 
This is wrong – terribly wrong and stupid.  But those
who seek truth and honesty, will receive guidance from
the Beyond according to their entitlement.  To watch
the ordinary low type of uninformed and irresponsible
Spiritualist meeting is enough to make the angels
weep.  Not by sitting in circles and ever seeking
“tests” will man develop spiritually, but he can do
this only by growing closer, day by day, to the Giver
of all Light.  Each man must be his own savior – there
is no other way – and we all more or less have the
power within us to do this.  Even angels are powerless
to raise up a spirit – every man is  spirit, here and
now.  We must first learn to do this ourselves.
     As your father told you years ago, soon after he
found himself in the Beyond, spiritual advancement
comes from trying to lift others to something higher –
and there it is.  When you on earth become
sufficiently civilized to do away with war, then and
then only, will you begin to evolve out of the slimy
mess that, to our vision here, covers your earth. 
Your world is filled with men in high places who want
war.  War is the greatest cause of all the troubles on
your earth.  If your warmongers could see the millions
of lives here blasted by wars, some from wars fought
hundreds of years ago, they would freeze with horror. 
For some reason or other, I had to tell you of these
heartbreaking things.  Now we will end on a brighter
note.
     Materialized forms on the earth are more common
than is known.  Many spirits walk your streets and
would not be distinguished from an ordinary person. 
Photos of these have been taken, as you know … without
a camera.  The ordinary mind would not understand
this, because it would try to understand a spiritual
thing, with a material mind.  Man makes the mistake of
looking for spiritual realities in material things. 
This is the answer to a question asked at your last
sitting, I am informed.  Greetings – and good night!”

   -   and good-night from me too, and God Bless!
Richard R.

Rescue Circle (10)    W. T. Stead appears in Chicago.

As well as appearing in Australia shortly after his
death on the Titanic, Stead also came to Chicago to
Mrs. Cecil M. Cook’s circle.   Here is an account of
this, and some rescue information narrated by her, and
by the editor of her two books,  “God’s  World”
(1918)   and “The Voice Triumphant” (1931).

“Mr. Stead had taken passage on the  S, S, Titanic
that left Southampton Easter week, bound for New York,
where he was to address the Men and Religious Congress
on the subject of “Universal Peace.”  The sinking of
that mighty steamer resulted in the loss of about 1600
persons.  It had been the purpose of Mr. Stead, while
he was in America, to visit Mrs. Cecil M. Cook, who
had a world-wide reputation as a Spiritualistic
medium, and to induce her, if possible, to return with
him to London to assist him in the conduct of :Julia’s
Bureau,” at least for a time.  [It had been running
for almost three years, providing consolation for
bereaved persons and the means of communication
between them and their spirit-friends.]

     The Titanic went to the bottom of the ocean on
the 15th of April, 1912, and on the 18th of April,
1912, Mr. Stead appeared to Mrs. Cook in her
séance-room and since that time has been the spiritual
director of the work of The William T. Stead Memorial
Center in Chicago, which later opened other W.T. Stead
Centers of Soul Communion in several states as a
non-profit religious organization.  

     Mr. Stead told us about the foggy night and the
great speed of the Titanic, which was being urged to
its utmost in order to establish a new record for its
owners.  This, of course, was in accordance with the
maiden trips of other great ships.  But in the early
Spring of 1912, many icebergs had appeared in the
North Atlantic.  The officers of the ship felt that
they were too far south to be in danger, nor did any
one on the boat feel any particular alarm when its bow
crumpled against a mountain of ice in mid-ocean.

     With some of the women and children lowered in
the lifeboats, the ship suddenly listed heavily. Mr.
Stead realized at that moment, as probably all of the
others aboard realized, that the mighty vessel was
doomed to almost immediate destruction.  He made his
way the best he could to his stateroom.  In those few
remaining moments, he pondered the question of life
and death.  His years of belief as a Spiritualist, his
utmost faith in the continuity of life, stilled his
fears.  And yet, when it comes to the passing, most
mortals dread the agony and the uncertainty of death. 

     Mr. Stead asked his guides in spirit to relieve
him of the torments of drowning.  He tells us that he
never felt the water touch his body.  He says that the
passing, which meant the taking of the spirit from the
normal, healthy physical body that had not yet met
injury, required not to exceed five seconds.    He was
standing on the surface of the Atlantic.  He told us
that he immediately recognized what had occurred, and
after greeting his friends who were there to receive
him he appeared outside the ship and found many souls,
who had just passed over, dazed and wandering
aimlessly about on the top of the waves or trying
desperately to crowd into the lifeboats, not realizing
what had happened to them.   He set to work to try to
help them understand.   His previous knowledge of the
Truth had prepared him  for all this.  Around and
about him very soon gathered others newly released
from the flesh.  In the icy waters, hundreds of men
and women were still struggling.  One by one, they
ceased their struggles and joined that multitude on
the bosom of the water.  To them, it was no longer
night – it was perfect day.  

        Soon hosts from the spirit-world began to
arrive – friends who had long departed, came to greet
the newly arrived friends.  Dear ones met dear ones. 
There was all the warmth  and joy of recognition and
love.  Every personality was the same, and every
person looked the same.  Mr. Stead, as well as others
on that ship, was prepared for the change.  They knew
that immortality was a fact and they were neither
surprised nor shocked to find that their faith had
been substantiated.  
   
     To illustrate the truth that there is no break in
life in passing from the flesh into spirit, we shall
cite one incident that should prove of interest.  
Into the   séance room, one Sunday evening in Chicago,
along with many other persons, came a man unknown  to
any of the others present at the séance.   Shortly
after the room was darkened and the meeting had begun,
Mr, Stead came in and immediately greeted this
stranger, calling him by name and saying, “When last
we met in London, neither of us thought that our next
meeting would be like this.”  This man had been a
friend of Mr.  Stead, and on hearing of the Stead
Center, he had come to see if his old friend would
greet him.   He was not disappointed.  

     In our séance room we talk frequently to spirits
newly arrived on the spirit side of life.   Many, who
had paid no particular heed to the subject of Life in
the spirit world, insist that they are still in this
[physical] world. They see only what they saw before. 
They see no spirit world.  They do see more persons
than they saw in this life.  They see those who, they
know, passed through the change called death.  That
puzzles them 

     Later – maybe days or weeks or months later –
these same spirits come to us and admit they know
where they are – that they have become attuned to the
change.  And rarely can they refrain from commenting
on how wonderful Life really is, and how vast is the
goodness of God.  We believe that, when they are ready
for progress, they come into harmony with conditions
that make possible their seeing the spirit-world.   We
do not know that they are taken on a journey, or that
miles enter into the subject of the changes.  

     We look down upon the mortal remains of some
friend, and say, “Now, he knows!”  Perhaps he does not
know – but is very  curious to understand the nature
of the change that has taken place.  Just as we might
hesitate to admit that death makes saints of some
persons whose passing we note, so is it unreasonable
to believe that the ignorant person who goes through
death, suddenly comes into possession of infinite
knowledge.

     Nor have we the right to say that the person
educated according to earth standards, has grasped
immediately the full truth of the spirit-world when he
enters those conditions following death. 

     Normally, each twenty-four hours, about eight
thousand persons pass through death’s portals into
spirit. [ This was written in 1918.  Since then  the
world population of up to 2 billion has trebled to
around 6 billion.  So we can say that 24 thousand
people die ever 24 hours now, that is, a thousand  an
hour, or one person every 3 or 4 seconds, or every
breath we take.  If the population continues to
increase, then a new person is born every 2 to 3
seconds!]

      Some of these persons who pass  are prepared to
progress; others are not.   Some are making the
journey for the first time; others are returning home,
and recognize their Homeland as soon as they enter it.
   To place all beings on a parity of development is a
wrong conception.  Our progress in this world is slow.
We study much and learn little.  We practise much and
become indifferently proficient in one or two
directions; rarely more than one.

     Is there anything in our experience to lead us to
believe that we are qualified to pass into a state of
sainthood and infinite wisdom simply because we die? 
It seems unreasonable to believe such could be the
case.  God asks none of us to believe the
unreasonable, but only to struggle to develop and make
our upward journey with reasonable effort.   

     Spiritland is busy.  It has its work – more work
than we have on earth.  Its conditions permit of
caring for this work with more expedition than is
ours.  Its strength is greater by far than
earth-strength.  Otherwise, how could the spirit-world
control mortals?” 

           That is all from Stead for now.   Some more
from Dowding’s circle to follow.   Richard R.
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Spiritualism is the science, philosophy, and religion of continuous life.
This was send to me on 10-04-2006 By Richard .

Hello, everybody.     I feel that the information in
this post is relevant to all of us who do healing work
of any kind, or belong to rescue groups or who say
prayers for the sick and for those in distress on both
sides of the veil.  Most of us, whether aware of it or
not, are off doing rescue work while our physical body
sleeps!  
     Although Lord Dowding himself also had no
conscious recollection of what was happening while he
slept, beyond the usual vague awareness of dreaming,
his first wife, Clarice, who had died over twenty
years earlier, came through during a sitting with
Margaret Flavell, to say:

      “You were with me last night.  We took four
little boys from the ‘sick bay’ of the hospital to the
playroom in the children’s home.  They were four
little children who had left their parents behind, and
they were a little afraid.  We couldn’t seem to
quieten one little boy.  Then the Egyptian  friend who
has helped me so much said you might try. You stood
there, oh, how I smiled, so shy and diffident,
wondering what you could do.  Then, to our surprise,
you changed your etheric robe into an Air Force
uniform.  We none of us thought you could do that. 
You are full of surprises!

     “As soon as the child saw your uniform he ran to
you and said: ‘My daddy is in the Air Force, too.’  He
was quite at ease after that and went with us quite
happily.   You left him with the other children, and
he did not notice our going.  That was a good job of
work.”  

     That was in early June 1943 when a number of
children had been killed in a daylight raid on a South
Coast church.  And now here is Z. (Dowding’s guide) in
October, 1943:

     “Last night was a night of activity on the lower
planes.  You are a restless person and always anxious
to be with your flying steeds.  Last night you and I
went with a Formation, and you led the Invisible
Brothers who intercept the explosions and save many an
earth life.  They are very foolhardy, those flying
warriors, and often swoop low even when the air is
reverberating with shock.  Often they would suffer
from the repercussions, if their invisible brothers
did not deflect the vibrations.
     
     “I myself have watched them say: ‘Thought we
should have felt that one, flying so low!’  They did
not realize that they would not have felt anything
again if they had been left to themselves.   What does
this name mean which I see so often with them –
Whoopee!?” asked Z. the guide, who was from earlier
times in Egypt and unfamiliar with modern machines and
idioms.  Dowding explained that it was lively
expression of defiance and delight.
Z.      “It is always accompanied by an uplift.  It is a
word of power, and very often used.  I wondered if it
was some god they worshipped, because it brought with
it no figure, only sound. That is what you were doing
last night and then you went to Heartsease’s * garden
where we discussed what you should say, and where we
decided to give more time to your young friend
James**.  James goes sometimes for refreshment to
Heartsease’s home.  She entertains many from the
company of warriors, because she says that they are
her boys, too.     [They call Clarice “Heartsease”
over there.  ** James’s work on the other side will be
the subject of a future rescue circle post. R.R.]
      “You will know henceforth what you are doing
with us.  Every big formation which goes out
automatically draws you the moment you leave the earth
body [during sleep].  You may think it strange that we
should need your help so much.  Here is the reason. 
We are working in the Shadowland between the Earth and
the lower heavens.  There, hundreds of these young men
are remaining voluntarily, that they may help their
comrades still in the flesh.  To them we appear very
often as remote personages, to be followed with a kind
of religious zeal – leaders who are a little out of
touch – though they are quite unaware of this attitude
themselves.
     “When they recognize one who is familiar and whom
they trust [such as yourself], they surge forward with
such a tremendous impetus that they carry all before
them.  They know that they have passed the first
death, and the majority of them think that you have
also.  That does not matter.  All that matters is that
they can follow you. It is not only my love for you
which makes me work with you, but the great love which
binds us to Him, and the opportunity to forward His
plan.  Truly He sees all, and weaves a wondrous
pattern.”

     On another occasion Clarice came and told me that
on the previous night I had been working in
Concentration Camps, bringing sleep to sufferers.
Afterwards, she told me, she took me to the Animal
Spheres.  Clarice had said “There are animals
everywhere – right into the celestial spheres, at
least what are celestial to me.  I have found them
everywhere. There is one place which seems to belong
to them alone.  None of us lives there.  I went with a
friend to visit them.  We had to cross a ‘space;’ it
was like a void.  It is so hard to find the correct
word.  That is the best I can do -  a void.  Then we
were among them.   It is a rather beautiful place in
its way.  Great crags and ravines and woods and
rivers: I saw lions and leopards and many wild beasts.
They were all quite ‘tame’ and did not seem to mind
us.  One beautiful cheetah even followed me round. 
The birds are so lovely I find it difficult to
describe them and their song so clear and exquisite;
it is sheer joy to listen.  Beautiful trees and
flowers are everywhere, and butterflies and all winged
creatures.  My friend showed me a valley where there
were some strange animals, some so beautiful in form
and so graceful in movement one felt spellbound. 
These are some of the earth’s future inhabitants, I
was told.
     Domestic animals were there too, dogs and cats
and horses, all happy together, but any animal which
is greatly loved by one of us seems to be much finer
in every way than his fellows.  I mean that he LOOKS
finer too – more graceful, shinier coat, more alert.  
Pets (which can only become pets by mutual love and
consent) can live with us.  I have my two dogs and a
cat and three horses near to me.  I seem to collect
them somehow.   In my search for the animals I went as
far as I could reach into the Light and I found them
all the way.  But only the pets.  The farther they are
from their own place, the more they depend on their
Love Guardian.  My friend told me that they only exist
on the Inner Planes because of the Love Bond.   One
great Shining One has a beautiful leopard as his
companion.  My friend told me the leopard had once
saved His earth life, a long time ago, and the ‘tamed
animal’ of those long-ago days has never been
separated from the love of his Guardian.   Another
friend in the 5th Sphere from Earth has a gazelle as a
pet, and another a beautiful Borzoi.  Dogs are more
plentiful, I find, than any other animal, lots and
lots of small ones. There are a lot of cats, too.  
One thing I noticed that the  animals in the Inner
Planes seem larger than their prototypes elsewhere. 
Pekingese for instance are quite large dogs.  Love is
the secret of their growth.   I am so happy to find
them so far on the journey.”

     Hugh Dowding comments: “Constantly during our
talks we keep getting little allusions to pets and
their co-existence with humanity after this life. 
Margaret Flavell had a beautiful black cat called
Winston.  The other day, during a ‘Rat Week,’ he
picked up some poison and was found dead in the
garden.  That evening Clarice came to Margaret with
Winston in her arms, just to show that he was all
right.   I now see that the question I asked,
inferring that we might hinder the progress of animals
by keeping them with us after death, was a stupid one.
Humanity has a definite responsibility towards the
higher animals, and association with humanity is one
of the ways by which the animal soul elevates itself
towards the possibility of attaining human
incarnation.  The cruel exploitation of animals is, I
think, a greater sin than most people realize.  The
retention of pets after death, so far from retarding
their progress, probably saves them from numerous
incarnations.”  

      Returning to Dowding’s visits while asleep,
Clarice continued: “Don’t you remember the little fawn
which followed you about?”  Alas, no.  I was busy
having a horrible nightmare [comments Dowding.] 

      He goes on “Now let’s talk about somebody else
for a change.  I want to tell you a very strange
thing, which is that living people, in sleep, not only
work alongside those who inhabit the Astral and higher
Spheres, but they sometimes carry out the work of
meeting those who are killed in action and helping
them across the Valley of the Shadow of Death.  Here
follow three episodes of work over the sea, carried
out by women living in England now.     
Amore (pseudonym):    “In the Pacific.   Out over the
sea.  Very calm and lovely.  Someone clinging to a
piece of driftwood.  A young boy (serviceman);  fair
complexion.  He lets go the driftwood and comes
rushing up to meet me so gladly.
Serviceman:   I always knew my angel would save me.
     As I gather him into my arms, I am suddenly aware
that I have great wings.  He is content and quiet.
Serviceman:     Is this dying?
Amore:     Yes, there’s your body down there.
S:     I’m not sorry to leave it; it was pretty well
smashed up.  These filthy Japs – don’t – don’t drop
me.
A:     All right, but forget the Japs.  I’m not strong
in hate.
S:     O.K.  Gee, I’m glad I wasn’t too bad.  Guess
mum will be upset though.  I’m her only son.  Where
are you taking me?
A:   Somewhere to rest.  You are tired.
S:     Not now, I’m not.  Are all these angels who are
carrying us…just-dead people like me?    (I was aware
that all the band of workers looked like angels.)
A:     Yes, each has someone.
S:     Gee, God is good.
     The great violet ray enfolded us as he spoke, and
he slept.  I left him in the Home of Rest.  My
companion Koos (pseudonym) asked me to go back to the
sea.  Another rescue mission follows. 
Over the sea again.  A distress signal flashed.  Down
I went.  
Drowning submarine officer:   You’re blinding me.
I drew my cloak closely round me.  Yora (pseudonym, my
third companion) was battling with the officer.
Her cloak had slipped and her light shone into his
face.  I readjusted it for her: he couldn’t see me.
Yora:    Thanks, Amore, he’s terribly afraid.
Amore:     German?
Y:  Yes, and not too savoury.
A:   Do you need help”
Y:     Link up with the Master of Love.  He’s so
afraid, poor fellow.
We thought of the Great Ray and gradually he stopped
struggling and grew quiet.

Then the next mission – there’s my case – an airman
tangled in a wrecked plane under the water.  The
water-people help me.  He is asleep, but as I touch
him he awakes.
Airman:     For God’s sake Babs, go away.  I’ve told
you I’m finished.  You should have taken care.
Amore:   I’m not Babs.
Airman:     Oh!  Look, dear, these things don’t last
indefinitely.  Honestly, I’m not worth a tear.
A:  I’m not Muriel.  
Airman:  Then who the hell are you?  Gad, I should
have stuck to wine.  Phyllis, just one kiss.  In these
days a girl has to march with the times.
A:    I’m not Phyllis; you must come with me.
Airman:   Why?  Oh why did I chase that Jerry?  I
should have been back at Base by now instead of in
this filthy  - water – water – water.  Hey you!  Where
are you?  What d’you want to disappear for?  Why am I
able to breathe in the water?
A:   Because you are dead.
Airman:     Dead?!  Pull another one.  I wouldn’t be
talking to you if I was dead
A:     Neither would you be able to breathe under
water.
Airman:    God!  If you’re right, then these
spiritualistic people who talk to spooks are right.  
You don’t die.
A:     Only the body dies.
Airman:   Then we can get away from here?
A:   Certainly, take my hand.
Airman:     Look here sister, no monkey business. I
don’t carry money or anything of value on these trips.
A:     I don’t want money.
Airman:   Then what the hell DO you want?
A:     To take you Home.
Airman:  Home!  That’s a good joke.  Do you know where
my home is?  Blown to blazes.  My wife and kid too. 
He was just sixteen months old.  God damn and blast
every filthy swine of  a Hun.
     “The wave of hate and darkness surged over me,” 
said Amore. “I felt faint, but remembered to open my
cloak so that he could see my light.  As he cursed and
swore I kept struggling with the darkness.  He
wouldn’t move.  
Airman:    I can’t see.  I can’t see.  Oh God!   What
have I done to deserve this?
Amore:    Can’t you see me?  I’m still here.
Airman:     No.  I can’t see anything.  Christ help
me!
     “A flash of light cast the darkness away as he
cried the Blessed Name, and I knew suddenly what to
do.  I changed my features.”
Amore:    Can you see me now?
Airman:   Bubbles, Bubbles darling;  they didn’t get
you after all!   Darling, darling, hold me.  I’m
falling.
     “As he lost consciousness I caught him and bore
him to the Home of Rest.  Koos met me.  ‘You managed? 
Splendid!  His wife is just ready to wake up.  He’ll
see her when he is rested.  Go to the Garden now; you
need rest yourself’.”


  There are many such stories as these, from every war
or disaster that ever has been.   This rescue work is
a never-ending story, so this will be all until the
next post.  Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (12)   Lord Dowding and James’s work on
the other side.

     Hugh Dowding was a pioneer and founder member of
the Royal Air Force, served in Iraq, Palestine, India
and other parts of the world between the two world
wars, and capped his career by leading the Battle of
Britain, which thwarted Germany’s attempt to invade
the country.  After his retirement, and for the first
time, he studied the evidence of survival provided by
Spiritualism, and in consequence became convinced that
the case for the existence of an afterlife for all of
us had been proven.  He attended many séances and home
rescue circles, lectured and wrote four books on the
subject, which for a man of his public standing was an
act of courage.  We must be grateful and indebted to
him for his dedication, and not let his work go in
vain.

     Though he was not a natural medium he found that
he was unconsciously doing soul rescue work in his
sleep, as we saw in the excerpts in post (11) taken
from his book, “Lychgate.”   In the home circle he
attended he heard frequently from one of his former
commanders, James, who had the following to say life
on the other side. Dowding advised the reader to
“notice how James  constantly making fresh discoveries
and finding that his discoveries have often been only
illusions after all.”

     Though James was present at many séances, he came
through to talk specifically about his experiences on
four occasions, the first of which was on October 19,
1943.

     “They have told me to talk and tell you what has
been happening.  I never thought that I would use you
as a secretary.  I won’t go back to my actual passing
yet, I will tell you about my work.  [The medium says
‘He is showing planes going out in V formation with
himself in front.’]
I led them and am still leading them.  Flying was my
life.  When I woke up over here, and realized that it
was over for me, it didn’t seem worth while going on.
     I didn’t realize at first that I had ‘got mine’
[had died].  I woke up in a hospital, a bright airy
place with about six beds in the room.  It was the
nicest hospital I had ever seen.  Great French windows
wide open, and it was built practically right on the
sands.  I love the sea, and I lay and watched the
changing colors and the seagulls for a long time.   I
had a charming nurse who seemed to be always there at
the right moment.  I had leg and chest wounds.  One
day I realized that although the dressings were
regularly done I had had no pain: there didn’t seem to
be any blood on the bandages or any sign that I really
needed them.   I began to wriggle my leg;  it felt
fine.  I thumped my chest;  that was all right too. 
So next time my nurse came along I tackled her, and
suddenly realized that I had not seen a doctor.  The
nurse laughed and said she would show me a bit of
sleight of hand.  She put her hand on my chest and
said ‘Hey presto, disappear!’  and when I felt, the
bandages were gone.  She did the same with my leg, and
told me I had been quite cured for a long time, but I
wouldn’t face up to it.  I felt a bit annoyed;   I
hadn’t thought of myself as a malingerer, so I just
hopped out of bed, and told her to bring my clothes
damn quick.  She just laughed, and said ‘Look at
yourself.’  And suddenly there was  a mirror on the
wall;  it might have [already] been there, but I
hadn’t noticed it there  before.  I looked in it and
lo and behold I was fully dressed;
     This fairly bowled me over: I’ve seen some
magicians in my time, but this was the finest
performance I’d ever seen.  I even had my disk on my
wrist, and I had particularly noticed that I wasn’t
wearing it in bed.  It had rather bothered me, that,
in case I should have difficulty in getting out again.
     I was rather puzzled, and had a nasty feeling at
the pit of my stomach.  Somehow I was beginning to
know; but I wouldn’t stop to think.  I asked the nurse
to explain things.  She took my hand in hers and just
looked at me.  I knew then.  But somehow I grew warm
again.  Well, I suppose I might as well tell you.  I
howled on her shoulder like a kid.  It did me good. 
Then she took me outside onto  a terrace and we looked
over the sea: the horizon was dull and very misty.  I
could see what I took to be planes flying very low. 
She told me that that was the borderland and that they
really were planes, that the R.A.F. still functioned,
and that I could join them if I wanted to.  That put
new heart into me, to feel that I could still carry
on, but she wouldn’t let me go, and turned me round so
that I was looking inland.  The fields and the
meadows, and away in the distance a misty range, and
everything so beautifully bright, and she told me I
could go ON.  We did go for a little while into the
fields.  It was peaceful.  We talked about things and
she explained to me that I was on the edge of a great
and wonderful country and there was no need for me to
go back.  I had paid the price.  But I didn’t look at
it that way.  The job just wasn’t finished.   SO I
said the country[side] could wait: if  this is
eternity, there’s lots of time.
     She laughed and took my hand and said, ‘Well, if
that’s how you feel about it, you had better come and
meet the others.’
     I met the others at the Base.  There’s a big hall
there, and you enlist just as you do down below.  It’s
all very orderly, but I won’t describe that tonight. 
I enlisted in Fighter Command, among the boys;  And I
have made another friend, a friendship I hope to have
time to cultivate when the job is done.  There are
lots of us here who thank our nurse for helping us
over the difficult time of realization.
     I’ll tell you more next time we meet.  I’ll be in
the vanguard.  I’ll tell you about meeting my brother
sometime.”
     

     A week later, James came through a second time to
continue his story.  [October 26, 1943.]

     “Good evening, Sir.  I think I told you about my
waking up.  I will try to describe our headquarters;
it will take some doing.  
     The headquarters to which I am attached is
situated in a valley surrounded by hills.  We have
operations rooms and the whole business is there; you
know, you might just say that it is a complete replica
of the headquarters of any flying unit anywhere.
     There is a large hall where we have musters, and
the boys entertain themselves, and here we have the
notice-board where we put up the names of those about
whom we wish to have some information.
     We have a reading room as well, with very fine
books and magazines; it is the finest reading room I
have ever known, you positively cannot ask for any
book, paper or magazine which is not here.  I have a
sneaking feeling myself that some of them, indeed a
lot of them, aren’t really here until they are asked
for. 
     There is a canteen too; some of the boys still
feel in need of food and drink, but more and more of
them are learning to feed themselves, and by ‘feed’ I
mean refresh themselves from the atmosphere.
     You will be surprised to know that the runways
are situated on the mountain tops and not in the
valley; quite a reversal, isn’t it?  You  see the
planes we fly, although constructed in the same way as
those our comrades fly on earth, are made of very
different materials;  Every plane that a man ever flew
has been rebuilt over here, but now they are
indestructible.
     To get back to the runways – we start off along
our strips which are not of concrete but electrical
vibrations (moving streams of light).  We take off up
above so that we don’t have to rise.  That is a
general view. 
     Now I will tell you about my first flight.  We
work in squadrons still, but each man knows that he
has to attach himself to one of our heavy planes.  We
are all fighters over here, Interceptors.  We have no
bombers.  I went out from my mountain top, and I can’t
tell you how good it was to feel the (joy)stick
[controls] once more.  You see, it’s a solid stick to
me because we are both made of the same type of
matter, though I hate to think what your reactions
would be;  it would feel like a silk thread to you.  
DOWDING:    But I fly every night![in sleep]
JAMES:     Don’t I know it! Don’t I fly with you?  But
I am talking of you as you are now [in the flesh, not
in the astral or spirit body while the physical body
sleeps.]
      It’s rather different flying here because you
are no longer responsible for the squadron, you KNOW
that nothing can happen to them now; and so you can
give your whole attention to the one [air]plane to
which you have attached yourself.
     I set off, and for a little while I was only
conscious of the great joy of being in it once again. 
Then I realized that the job was still going on.  I
thought of the [actual] plane I wished to be with, and
suddenly I went down into the mists.   They overcame
me for a little while: I was flying blind.  I could
see nothing but the fog.  I got a bit panicky – funny
how the weather still gets you.  You remember Sir, it
was always the weather and never Jerry that bothered
us.  I was wondering just what use I could be if the
fog didn’t clear, when I suddenly heard someone speak.
It seemed to come over the intercom. “Why don’t you
fix your mind on the target?  You won’t get out of the
mist until you decide where you’re going.’  I thought
this was a bit thick.  After all I had received no
instructions, so I yelled back ‘Where is the blooming
target?’
     ‘There’s half a dozen to choose from,’ I was
told.  ‘Where would you like to go?’    I rubbed my
hands. ‘Oh boy, oh boy, choose your target!  Berlin is
mine.’
     In an instant I was back in the thick of it.  I
was flying INSIDE a bomber, yes, plane and all.  I
could hear in a strange way what was being said.  I
don’t quite understand how I picked it up, but I
believe that we can tune in to the wave-length of w/t
(wireless telegraphy or radio transmissions) just as
you can. [This sounds like the precursor to EVP!  RR] 
Anyhow, I heard quite distinctly this conversation:
     “Two minutes and we shall be over the target.”
     “Good, we’ll let them have merry hell.”
     I didn’t listen to any more because I suddenly
realized I should be outside the plane.  The silly
asses were far too low.  When they came over the
target  they were right in the line of the explosion
from the bombs of the previous planes.  It was my task
to try to divert the repercussions so that they could
get away in time.  They did, but I felt annoyed
because they should have known better than to take
such risks. [It is spirit rescue work incidents like
this which appear to us like miracles, or the actions
of angels; you know, the stories of drivers barely
missing a head-on collision and then finding
themselves intact, unhurt, driving in their car still,
but somehow placed on another part of the freeway, out
of danger.  This can truly be called spirit rescue! 
It is not God answering a prayer, but a much closer
spirit, possibly a guide or loved-one in spirit. You
COULD say, I suppose,  that God sent the relative or
guide to help you, but I think that’s stretching the
point. (Richard’s comment)]. 
     I went after them to give them a hearty
telling-off, forgetting they couldn’t hear me, anyhow.
They were so pleased with themselves, they hadn’t a
thought of danger.  Then I saw that it was no use;
they’d do it the next time anyway, but I couldn’t
resist trying.  I don’t know just how I managed it,
but I put all my will into the thought, and I said
over the intercom to that pilot ‘You fool, we might
have been blown to blazes, why did you fly so low?’ 
He heard me.  I won’t say what he said back!  
     There were three fighter attacks before they made
base.  The strange thing was the way the bullets went
right through me, but when they did this I could
direct them.  I couldn’t direct them until the were
WITHIN me.  So some of them hit the plane of course
because, fast as I can move, I couldn’t draw all the
fire.   
     It was only the undercarriage that was damaged
that trip.  They made a good landing.  I heard one of
them say ‘Jolly good trip!  Puts life into a fellow,
that does.’  He didn’t know how much life it had put
into a dead airman to be able to come back and carry
on.
    I’m not one who can talk easily about things which
mean a great deal to me, but, as I stood there, close
to the tarmac, seeing it all through a haze, the
familiar things – feeling the familiar sounds, I knew
without any shadow of doubt that God  IS, and that He
is good.
DOWDING:     Do I know your nurse?
JAMES:     Yes you’ve guessed.  [His nurse was
Clarice, Dowding’s wife in spirit!]

More from James in post (13) to follow.  Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (13)      More from James and Air Chief
Marshal Dowding.  Life’s not all hard work and
sacrifice.  There’s partying too, on the other side.


James was relating his after-death experiences to Lord
Dowding through the mediumship of Margaret Flavell  at
the beginning of November, 1943.

     “Now I want to tell you how I became aware of the
fact that all that [fighting in the war]
was really past for me.
     My helper was explaining to me that our
headquarters and our Operations room and our planes
are all imaginary and unnecessary.  They are built
very close to the earth only because we men feel the
need of them, in what I shall term the first waking
hours over here.
     I will tell you how it happened.  We stood
together on a mountain side looking over a clear
runway.   It was a perfect taking-off field, quite
empty.  My helper, whom I shall call Miziah, asked me
what plane I wanted to send out now.  I thought of a
Spitfire, and lo and behold there WAS s Spitfire ready
to take off, with the engine turning over.  Then
Miziah suggested to me in some subtle way that perhaps
another type of plane would be better.  I thought of a
Beaufighter, and THAT was there; the Spitfire had
gone.
     I did this once or twice and realized that they
are but the stuff that dreams are made of.  Until now
I had walked about everywhere, with the single
exception of wishing myself in the fight.   I had even
climbed this mountainside (and quite enjoyed it too). 
Miziah asked me if I would like to get down quickly
and where I would like to be.   I suddenly thought of
a quiet seashore and I was there.  I can’t explain to
you what that did to me.  It was a terrific shock, and
the first inkling I had that the laws governing the
physical world no longer applied to me.
    We rested awhile by the sea.  I’d like to tell you
about this seashore.  The water is like the earth
water, never at peace, always moving and yet there is
no sense of restlessness with it, such as one
sometimes feels on earth.  I bathed in it.  It
revitalized me.  I couldn’t sink in it and it wasn’t
wet.  I said to Miziah ‘I believe I could walk on the
water.’ And before I’d finished speaking I WAS walking
on it. That water purifies the soul. In it one loses
all weariness of spirit, all sadness and sorrow, and
gains peace.  We often bathe there.
     I thought of my brother, and Miziah told me I
could go and see him now.  I found him in a home of
rest.  He had taken badly to his new life, and refused
to face the fact, and just as some people on earth
retire to bed with an illness of the body, which is
brought  about by their lack of stamina to face the
difficulties of their everyday life, so he was
suffering from an illness of the etheric body, brought
about by his fear of facing what has happened.
     I was able to help him, because at first he
thought he was back on the earth with me, and that
what he had been thinking about was imaginary.  You
see, he was young, just a boy, and had so much to live
for, but when he realized that I had stopped mine too,
he faced up to things, and left the home of rest quite
prepared for anything which might come.  Miziah
explained to me that he had been suffering from severe
shock, and that my familiar face had just done the
trick.  So you see, in spite of everything, my demise
wasn’t quite useless!
     My brother wasn’t unhappy; he just wanted
something familiar, he did think a lot of me and was
not so good at adjusting himself, but he’s fine now. 
Give my love to my mother and to all of them.”


     A week later, during the next sitting, James came
through again.

     “I never really knew what eternity meant before. 
I don’t know if I shall be able to convey to you the
glory and magnitude of it all.  Words are so
inadequate, but I’ll try. 
     The elder brother introduced me to a friend in
the group who was to show me where I might live if I
wished.  Remember at this time I was still in the
mists.  Miziah told me to clothe myself ready for the
journey and gave me what might be termed an asbestos
cloak. We didn’t walk or float, we just moved. 
Gradually the mists were left behind and we were in a
belt of blinding light.  This was why I required the
asbestos cloak  because I had not yet made my decision
as to whether I should leave the mists.  Miziah had no
need of a cloak.  On the other side of this belt is a
land more beautiful than any words can describe.  I
found myself at a little cottage where I left my
cloak.  A very beautiful young woman owned the cottage
and showed me her garden filled with the most
beautiful flowers.  Then we went down a little path to
the beach: Miziah told me to bathe.  You talk about
the Mediterranean blue; the blue of the Mediterranean
is muddy compared to this!.  I bathed and found I
could swim under water without the slightest
inconvenience.  I could see sea anemones, pebbles and
fishes.  I seemed to stay in the water quite a time. 
It buoyed me up; I felt marvelous and when I came out
of the sea I felt clean, a cleanliness such as I have
never experienced before.  Then we all set off through
the woods where the very trees are alive and a part of
one. The grass caresses one’s feet in these woods; the
bird song has to be heard to be believed. 
     We came out of the woods and passed through a
little village.  It was rather like an Alpine village.
The people all came to the doors of the cottages to
wave and smile at us.  I thought they were greeting
Miziah, and they were; but he said they came to the
gates for me, to show me how glad they were that I was
coming home.
     We climbed the hill out of the village and had a
magnificent view of the surrounding country.  The
little range of hills we were in stretched out and up
to a great plateau and away in the distance were
mighty mountains; those mountains are the beginning of
another world, Miziah told me. 
     Close on the hillside was a little house like a
hunting lodge.  As we looked at this little house,
suddenly we were there, standing on the verandah. 
What a mighty view!  The hillside, the village, the
woods, the sea, and the great mountains and plateau to
rest one’s eyes.  The peace was past understanding;
and this, Miziah told me, was my house.  I could stay
here, work with my friends in the village, and receive
visitors from beyond the plateau.  I was to make my
choice.  I made it.  I couldn’t desert the boys. 
Perhaps I could help them through the belt of light. 
Help them to realize that they might retire honorably
from the Service and cross into this haven themselves.
It is too good a place to keep hidden for one’s own
use.
     Miziah told me he had expected this would be my
answer; that was why I required the asbestos cloak, so
that I could return as I am and be with the boys, not
as a leader or messenger as he is, but just one of
themselves, so that they’d listen to me and put away
the illusions they hold so dearly.
     Before we returned to the cottages Miziah took me
within the fold of his cloak and took me beyond the
plateau, that I might see even dimly in the distance
some of the real Heaven-world.  I cannot describe what
I saw nor the glory of the experience when a great ray
of light shone out and encompassed me.  I only know
that in that moment I realized with a realization that
can never fade that the Master knows us each and every
one.
     That’s inadequate Sir, but it’s the best I can
do.
     That little village is on the outer edge of the
heaven-spheres where reality begins, and the illusions
of self, of separateness, of greatness, fall away. 
They are consumed in that belt of light, but having
passed through it in the natural course of events, it
takes a long time to re-establish contact with the
mists.  I have no time to lose.  When the job is
finished we’ll go through it, all of us, gladly and
let you folks get on with it, while we are learning to
fit ourselves for the next job.
     Signing off now.”             And James was gone.

     Hugh Dowding then goes on to comment that it was
not true that he was trying to give the impression in
relating these accounts that all the dead servicemen
seemed to do  was to continue fighting.
      “It was certainly true that men killed in the
heat of battle often go on fighting or trying to fight
because they don’t know that anything has happened to
them.  In the earliest stages of the new life, the
instinct to continue the war against the enemy does
persist for a little while in some cases.  But the
work of those who stay voluntarily in the region of
the Earth mists is mainly that of meeting their
comrades and helping them across the border.  For
those who participate more actively in battle, [and
rescuing reckless fighters from unnecessary deaths, as
seen in the last Rescue Post (12) RR], we have just
had the example  in James, though even that phase did
not last very long with him.”
     
     Rescue work on the other side is not at all
serious all the time.  Dowding relates: “Clarice (my
wife in spirit) had said at the last sitting ‘We’ll
have a very special party the night before your
birthday.’    Next week I told her that, as usual, I
hadn’t been able to remember anything about it [since
it had taken place during my sleep.]”
  
CLARICE:    “It was a splendid party and very well
organized.  All the best people were there.  The party
was held in the garden.  The children decorated the
trees with flowers.  Now the flowers here are
different from yours – they are ALIGHT.  You would
have to put little lights in your flowers; ours are
luminous in themselves.
     We had races.  The children and the animals
raced.  And games – oh a lovely party!  There were
groups of children who have recently come over; little
ones who have died from starvation.  We made your
party theirs and gave them everything they had ever
dreamed of having, and it was all so real to them. [So
now, in 2006, the children dying of AIDS, of
starvation, from land mines, war and suicide bombers,
all these are helped in this way on the other side by
these rescue circles, with us helping during our
sleep. RR]
     Do you know what they called you?  ‘Uncle
Bright.’  They’re not quite used to the luminous
quality in us yet.  Then, after you had been away
working and had come back, we had our orchestra play
for you.  One of our R.A.F. friends set to music words
I had often seen in your heart, and the children sang
them.  That’s what we wanted you to bring back – that
and the sound of the orchestra.  The words were ‘The
Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.”
JAMES:     “I just want to wish you many happy returns
too, and also to tell you that a great number of boys
(servicemen) are coming over to us and we don’t have
to tell them anything.  They’re quick in the uptake. 
DO you know why?  Because they’ve read your book
[“Many Mansions”] and they want you to know that,
while they admired you on earth, nothing but a deep
love can ever repay what you’ve given to them in
helping them to realize just what has happened.
     We think you ought to know about it.  They’re
coming over fast Sir, but they’re coming over KNOWING.
Some got the book because YOU [a Chief Air Marshal! 
Imagine Rumsfeld, or Bush or Blair writing a book
about Spiritualism! RR] – because YOU had written it
and got the shock of their lives when they opened it.
But it’s helped them.  We only wish there were more of
them about, because sometimes we know who is coming
over, and we just shove it under their noses!”

More from this rescue work with Dowding next post.  
Make it a HAPPY Easter this weekend!   Richard R.

Rescue Circles (14)  Helping the bereaved. More of
Lord  Dowding and his circle, and the mediumship of

Estelle Roberts

Dowding praised many mediums for the fine work

they were doing in consoling the bereaved and giving

evidence of their husbands’ and sons’ survival on the

other side, after being killed in action during World

War II, and also bringing through the civilians,

including women and children,  killed in air raids.

But he was quick to point out that some mediums were

fraudulent by giving their sitters false information.

They gave the sitters what they wanted to hear, rather

than the truth.  They raised expectations by saying

that their loved one was not missing in action, or was

not really dead, but had escaped, was a prisoner of

war, or was in hiding until able to find a way home.

Home Office notification, and readings from reliable

mediums at a later date would confirm the tragic

truth.  The sitters had not really benefited by having

their hopes raised only to be crushed by the real

situation.

However, sometimes a medium can wrongly assert

that an individual has passed on, when in fact they

are still very much alive!  Writes Sylvia Barbanell,

“ This can happen when the etheric form of someone,

whose physical body is weakened, [travels astrally or

out-of-body]  and becomes visible to the medium – and

she assumes that the person has died.  The sensitive

has to judge whether the astral body she sees

clairvoyantly is that of a dead person or one that is

still attached to his or her earthly form.”

But whether through fraud or through

inexperience, a medium  may say that because the

spirit body  of a certain individual whom the sitter

is asking about is not visible to her, that person is

NOT dead!  Sylvia Barbanell goes on to describe a

specific case.  “ Two different psychics told Mrs.

Robert Crombie that her airman-husband reported

missing in the Battle of Britain, was not on the Other

Side.   Because she was not satisfied with what she

had been told, Mrs. Crombie had wondered for over a

year whether her husband was alive or dead.  Estelle

Roberts was asked whether she could give the anxious

wife information that would settle her doubts one way

or another.   The medium immediately agreed to give a

sitting to Mrs. Crombie.  No other facts were imparted

except the sitter’s name.

“The first words spoken by Estelle Roberts to

Mrs. Crombie were: ‘I am in touch with a gentleman who

has been missing for about 18 months – your husband.

He went across the water to France…guns were firing…he

was fighting, using guns.  He was attached to the Air

Force.  His age was about 32.  He is definitely on the

Other Side.  He tells me you have two children and

that you have been married about nine years.’  [The

air gunner’s age was 31 when he passed over.  The

other statements were all accurate].

The husband continued to give much correct family

information, including recent happenings in the home,

including the malfunction of the radio which he would

have liked to have fixed.  At the end of the message,

he asked the medium  to  ‘Tell her I will always love

her, and I will wait for her.  God bless her.’   Mrs

Crombie’s mind was at rest after this séance.  Her

doubts and perplexities were cleared away.   She knew

by the wealth of evidence she received that her loved

one was on the Other Side and that he would continue

to watch over his family.”          [Taken from  “Some

Discern Spirits: the mediumship of Estelle Roberts”

by Sylvia Barbanell,  London, Psychic Books, 1944].

In the last post were some accounts of how

spirits on the other side actually protect our

servicemen as they fight the war on this side ,[or

right now in our present-day world,  how they protect

US from accidents on the highway, in the home or

during random or planned acts of violence].  Here is

another account from Lord Dowding from his home circle

back in 1943.

“Peter [an airman killed in action] has thrown

himself heart and soul into the work of protecting air

crews.  His attitude is that there are already plenty

of spirit volunteers to  deal with those who come

over.  HE is working day and night to protect those

still on the job.  He says:-

‘I fly with the Bomber crews.  Here is a strange

fact – when the bombs are released, I have quickly to

remove myself from the machine.  The explosion DOES

something to us over here.  I keep intending to

investigate this, but somehow I haven’t got down to it

yet.  All I know is that it can still     knock us

out.  So that, while the bombs are going down and

exploding, we have to leave the lads alone – alone, so

far as we lower-grade people are concerned.  Then,

once over the target and away, we can pick up again.

Machine guns have no effect whatever on us.

‘I have a special plane.  Teddy and Derek are

members of the crew.  Fine lads!  It won’t be MY fault

if they don’t come back safely each time.  A call has

come.  I must go; I will come again.’

Lord Dowding concludes his account of this séance

with Margaret Flavell by writing “I hope I have said

enough to indicate that, except during the first

stages of readjustment to the new life, any ‘fighting’

that they [the spirits] do is entirely protective and

not aggressive.”

In the next post, we will look at some of Lord

Dowding’s sittings with Mrs. Hill, and her father and

guide, Colonel Gascoigne.  We will also review

Dowding’s final book, written in 1951.      Richard

Rowley.
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Rescue Circles (15)  Dowding, Earthbounds in wartime
air-raids and bombing, and an example of
Clairaudience.

     One of the main reasons Air Chief Marshall
Dowding wrote his four books about Spiritualism was
that he wanted to get away from the rather sterile
attempts to prove the facts of Survival and
Communication by argument.  So a great deal of his
writing was simply to give a straightforward
demonstration of survival by  recording what went on
in the various circles he attended. Being a high
ranking Air Force officer, he was the ideal  witness
to provide reliable factual data.
      However, he did review the whole field of
religion and spirituality, and in his last book,“Dark
Star,”  written in 1950 and published the following
year he pointed out that it was futile to have a
Society of Psychical Research  whose Presidents and
members quite often turned out to have no belief in 
an afterlife at all!  The brain , according to some,
was the residence of the soul and spirit, and with its
demise, so died all hopes of survival!  Such ideas
persist to present times, as can be seen in a recent
article attributing Near Death Experiences to
biological rather than spiritual causes.      Also, in
the various challenges the Society and various
skeptics have made to mediums to prove their
abilities, and demonstrate that their phenomena are
real, offering a reward, which of course is never
given, he wisely suggested that mediums never accept
such biased challenges. Unless a totally independent
adjudicator or panel of assessors be in charge of the
proceedings, a medium shouldn’t expose herself or
himself to such humiliation.  In every case to date,
when mediums have accepted the challenge, they have
been “set up,” and the hostile conditions and
procedures devised by the ‘testers,’ allowed for very
little authentic spirit activity at all. The same can
be said for most television and radio panels and
interviews.      
   
     The Air Marshall was a wise man, and so was his
chief guide, and his rescue work continued to be
accompanied by the spirit of his first wife, Clarice,
while his work in public was to assist his second wife
with her “Beauty without Cruelty” organization. 
     Before going back to  his sittings with Mrs. Hill
and her father, Colonel Gascoigne, let us look at an
account in  “Dark Star”given by a modest clairaudient
friend of his about the rescue work done with
earthbounds, most relevant to modern EVP research.   
[The above,  Richard R’s notes.]

      In his introduction to these excerpts, Dowding
himself wrote: “I use the word ‘earthbound’ in this
connection to indicate  a state where the etheric
double has not been shed at death, and the victim is
consequently between the two worlds, seeing the
physical but being unable to communicate, and not
seeing the astral or its inhabitants and so being cut
off from that world also.  Those who recognize the
possibility of spirit help, and reach out for it, find
it.  The drifting crowds which are described below
were drifting and lost solely because they had not
asked for help.
     It is very important that this idea shall be
spread as widely as possible.  It doesn’t matter so
much even if people won’t accept the truth NOW; but
sooner or later they may find themselves in this
distressing predicament [after passing] and then they
will be glad to find that they have in the back of
their minds the idea that, if they cry out for help,
help will be forthcoming.
     Always at death there is SOMEBODY to meet the
soul as it leaves its physical body – maybe a relation
or a close friend, or perhaps some one of the
invisibles with whom it has a special tie.  But it
does not follow that the messenger can make himself or
herself seen or heard; that depends upon the extent to
which the new arrival had developed his or her
spiritual sight.”

     The clairaudient lady’s account given to Lord
Dowding:  “I boarded the bus to go up to town.  I went
up the bus stairs and took the front seat.  There was
no one else ‘on top’  - at least that is what any of
us would have said.
     I had hardly settled when I sensed a new voice;
the words were perfectly clear, though I knew my ears
did not receive them, and the tone was unutterably
sad.
VOICE     I used to like the front seat like that
woman does.  It’s better right at the back now.  I
don’t feel it quite so much when no one takes any
notice of me.  Oh, how tired I am of this endless
journeying – always trying to get somewhere, and never
getting anywhere.  I wonder why, why, why?
CLAIRAUDIENT  [asking mentally]   Where do you want to
go?
VOICE  [full of surprise]   Did you speak to me?
CLAIRAUDIENT     Yes.  I heard you say you never get
anywhere.
VOICE     It’s most curious.  I seem to have been on
this bus for days – weeks – years – I don’t know how
long.  I never get anywhere.  If I do catch a glimpse
of my home or office it’s horrible, and I come back
here again at once.  Nobody takes the least notice of
me anywhere.  They don’t even seem to see or hear me. 
You are the first that has heard me since I don’t know
when.  Why can you hear me?

     The chippie [bus conductor] came.  I said ‘A
sixpenny, please,’ and  answered her cheery bit of
chat.  She went, and I was aware of a sense of shock
in the spirit voice I was hearing. 

VOICE     That was not your voice.  Why do you speak
in two voices? I don’t understand.

     But I understood by now, unexpected though this
was.  [Apart from my clairaudience] I am not a bit
psychic, but I was under such influence that I was
most acutely psychic for the time being, and – oh, joy
– perhaps able to help this poor, unhappy traveler. 

CLAIRAUDIENT    I think if you listen, you may be able
to hear another voice.  I have a friend here whom,
like you, people never seem to see.
VOICE     Do you mean a spirit?  I don’t believe in
spirits.  Uncanny idea.
CLAIRAUDIENT     You won’t find this uncanny.  Listen.


     As I expected, my own [spirit] companion took up
the conversation.

SPIRIT COMPANION     Can you hear me?
VOICE     Yes, but I can’t see you. Where are you?
COMPANION    Don’t you realize that people can’t see
YOU?
VOICE     Seems like it, but I can’t understand why
not.
COMPANION     You don’t know what’s happened to you,
then?
VOICE  [In suppressed agony of terror]  For God’s sake
don’t tell me I’m dead – I can’t be dead.  I know I’m
here, so I can’t be dead.
COMPANION     No.  You aren’t dead, for as you say,
you know you are here.  But your body is, as people
say, dead.
VOICE   [Terrible groan of anguish]
COMPANION     Don’t worry.  You’re better off than you
realize;  YOU’RE not in the very least dead!
VOICE     What’s the good of saying that, if I’m only
a ghost?
COMPANION     You needn’t be ‘only a ghost’; you can
be a free spirit.  Try to see me, and I’ll lead you to
a real end of your journey, and heaps of friends.
VOICE     I can’t!  I can’t see anything but that
wretched woman sitting there not looking at me at all.
COMPANION     Shut your eyes and try to look.
VOICE     If I can’t see with my eyes open, how can I
see with them shut?  Don’t torture me with such talk.
COMPANION     Didn’t I tell you your body was dead? 
What’s the use of trying to look through dead eyes? 
You’ve got spirit eyes, if you’ll only use them.  Shut
those dead eyes and try to look.
VOICE     I’ll try.  I’m desperate, so I’ll try any
stupid thing.  No, of course I can’t see anything at
all.
COMPANION     Go on trying.
VOICE     Of course I can’t.  Oh yes – I can see a
light, a very dim light.  It’s getting clearer.  It’s
a tall sort of light.  There are several.  Oh!! 
They’ve got faces!  Is that you”  Oh, what a kind
face!  I never saw such a kind face – and you’re
looking right at me.  Oh, how beautiful!  Of course
I’ll go with you!  How ut-ter-ly beau-ti-ful!

     The voice faded away.   [I got off the bus] and
had to wait a little time on a side street while
friends I had joined kept an appointment. Great blocks
on this street were hollow or missing [from the
bombing] and I wondered who had lived there.

VOICE      I did.  We had a flat there.  Lots of us
lived round here.  Can’t find it now.  We’re bombed
out, and there’s NOWHERE to go.
OTHER VOICES [a multitude of desolate voices joined
in]  No home – nowhere to go – no shelter – no one to
help – no one listens – no one bothers – no one hears.
CLAIRAUDIENT     I can hear,  I can help you. Can you
hear me?

     I was in the middle of the jostling crowd I
couldn’t feel.  There were voices all round. It was
too much for me.

VOICES     Here’s a woman who hears!  - Come on,
here’s some help! -  Tell us what to do and where to
go!
CLAIRAUDIENT     Listen.  Listen to this voice.

     They thought it was instructions over a
loudspeaker, and listened eagerly, but the clamor
broke out afresh over shutting their eyes to look. 

VOICES     Utter nonsense! - I guessed it was all
hooey. -  Never mind, do it to please this woman; she
can hear us, anyway. -  I shan’t do anything
unreasonable.  – I’ve DONE it, and I can see PEOPLE! 
-  Tall bright people with lovely kind faces – holding
out their hands! 
Oh-h-h-h!

     I don’t understand why some of these wanderers
are utterly alone, and others in crowds.  Perhaps if
the same raid, or the same kind of calamity,
precipitated them all unprepared for any such change
out of this life together, they may have been able at
least to wander together.  I don’t know, but many were
in crowds, and called to each other.  Many more seemed
to be in crowds of solitary ones.  Perhaps most were
utterly unaware to anyone else in their condition. 
     The hardest of all to deal with were the
hopelessly terrified, who seemed no more than
whispered dreads drifting round with an insistent
beating fear in their stifled cry of  “Dead – dead –
dead – dead.”  I tried again and again to make them
listen to me; the “Dead – dead- dead,” continued in a
frozen monotony of horror.
     I gave up reasoning and shouted {if you can
imagine an inward shout), “Shut up a minute! Stop
saying ‘Dead, dead’!  Stop, I say.   How can you be
dead if you can SAY ‘dead’?  Stop and tell me that!”
     It was hard, but eventually it succeeded, though
some would go off again and again into their awful
crying before they could be persuaded to look.
     Others cried only, “Fog, fog, fog” or “Lost,
lost, lost”.  The side streets were packed; crowded. 
Some were looking for a car or bike; said they didn’t
know what had happened to theirs, they must go on
searching.
     There seemed to be little that was evil about
them all, and little that was good.  They just had no
clue to what had really happened to them, or that
there was any help to be sought from any but  the
crowds of dead indifferent people hurrying up and down
and taking no notice whatever of their pitiful
entreaties – if they  still made any.  
     I did not find one who expected to find any
spirit help, though there were several with minds
closed against such ideas.   I can only suppose that
all who looked for help would be able and ready to
recognize friends and helpers, and would never wander
lost like this.  One was terribly frightened of
listening to a spirit; had ‘never had anything to do
with spiritualism’ and considered spirits ‘most
dangerous’.  Another said explicitly that he had
‘closed his mind to the idea of spirits’ and was not
going to open it.  He seemed to feel that any shadowy
semblance of existence which remained would collapse
if he opened his mind.  Oh, how relieved he was when
at last just in common courtesy to a request – however
absurd – he opened his eyes and saw love and help and
reality!”
     
[To be continued].  

The last excerpt above is an excellent illustration
of what might be picked up by any clairaudient, or an
EVP recorder, visiting a disaster area or so-called
‘haunted’ building. The situation is most relevant for
us today in 2006 with so much sudden death from
suicide bombings and continuing warfare. There is a
growing number of earthbounds still waiting to be
released, not knowing how to escape their self-imposed
‘imprisonment’ through confusion and ignorance of
their true condition.    Richard R.
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     The clairaudient continued her account to Hugh
Dowding.  “Two of us went to the Zoo.  I almost felt
hands tugging me in, and was surprised, for I did not
expect to find wanderers there.  But there were many,
very many. The crowds of cheerful people, perhaps the
children, perhaps the animals, seemed to make them
feel not quite so desolate and forsaken - for all I
met there were alone.  I must have been a very
unsatisfactory and abstracted companion, for almost
all the time I was either carrying on or listening to
other conversations.
     There were several trying to find some grim sort
of satisfaction in making rude remarks to people
crowding round the cages; it was often comical to
sense their confused surprise when they knew that they
had been heard. I was eating an apple [on one of the
terraces] and heard:

VOICE     Oh, you greedy woman!  That goat needs it
much more than you do.  You look like a monkey,
munching like that.  I wish you could hear me say so,
grinning to yourself there.  I expect you were a
monkey in your past life, if the truth were known.
CLAIRAUDIENT     I don’t think so.  Monkeys are so
intelligent.  I think I was only a sheep!
VOICE     Good heavens!  She heard me!  Did you say
that to me, Madam?
     
     I answered something to my human companion, and
the voice went on in still more surprised alarm:

VOICE     Now she’s talking in another voice!  Did you
speak to me just now?

     My spirit companion, my husband in spirit, took
over.
  
SPIRIT COMPANION     Yes.  She can hear you.
VOICE     Who are you? I can’t see who is talking now.
COMPANION     I am a spirit who was once that woman’s
husband.
VOICE     Oh, then you’re another dead person like me
- just wandering round forever.  Why did that woman
hear me?  Nobody ever hears me now.
COMPANION     She has reached up and got in touch with
us.  It has made her sensitive.
VOICE     I was frightfully rude.  Why isn’t she
angry?  She just looks amused - rather pleased, in
fact.
COMPANION     She isn’t angry because she is so glad
to meet you.  And she honestly thinks monkeys are very
distinguished ancestors.
VOICE     Glad to meet ME!  Why?  She can talk to that
girl or anybody else she likes; why should she be glad
to meet me!  But I can tell you I’M glad to meet YOU! 
This is the first time I’ve found anyone to talk to
for years, I should think.  You’ve no idea how
thankful I am to hear you, although I can’t see you. 
This is a real treat.
COMPANION     Would you like to see me?
VOICE     Like to!  Of course!  Is it possible?
COMPANION     Certainly.  Try shutting your eyes and
looking.
VOICE     What an idea!  Sounds a topsy-turvey notion,
but I’ll try gladly;  I’ll try anything once....Oh,
this is extraordinary!   Do you look tike a tall sort
of light?  Why, yes, you do!  I can see a face! 
Excuse my saying so - I have never seen such a kind
face!  Oh, how glad I am to meet you!
COMPANION     Describe me.  The woman will be
interested.  She can’t see me.
VOICE     You have fine clear-cut features, shining
with light.  Hair rather thin on top.  Expression very
wise, and very HOPEFUL and HAPPY, and eyes more kind
and loving than I have ever seen  Does she remember
you like this?
CLAIRAUDIENT     He was not very hopeful or happy, but
I know he IS now.
COMPANION     And I did not look very kind either ---
VOICE     Are you wearing a lab coat?  You look
like a scientist.
COMPANION     I hardly know what I’m wearing, but I
was a research chemist.
VOICE     My work was research!  I was a biologist. 
It’s why I hang round here - more interesting than
most places.  This is marvellous.  You are evidently
thoroughly satisfied with what you are doing  Can you
do any research now?
COMPANION     I am doing research at this moment.  I
have never before been able to see or speak to people
in your case [situation], and there are evidently very
many.  I have just been learning a lot on the subject,
and think we have here an opportunity for research
more worth while than any we have dreamed of.  Care to
join me?
VOICE     Do you mean to say there are others
wandering lonely and wretched as I have been?
COMPANION     Very many indeed, but in much more
pitiable state than you.

     The day wore on, and others of my friends from
Beyond were near, ready to lead all those we met who
were wandering.  Here and there in busy thoroughfares
and near badly bombed places it was impossible to
gauge the numbers of the crowds who jostled my mind. 
I do not think time was measured for them in hours and
days, as with us, but in seemingly endless monotony. 
They had looked for nothing on the other side of
death, so they found nothhing.  The life which had
appeared to them everything was left behind, and held
nothing for them any more, yet it was the only place
their minds were opened to perceive.  Some were
spirits of culture and ability, but for some reason
their outward sight - turned down to earth - seemed
all-sufficient for them, and they had never really
thought of looking for any reason for life itself.”

     Hugh Dowding sums up:  “That concludes the
quotation from these scripts [which appeared in
abbreviated form in the February 1949 edition of
”Light” magazine].   I should not like it to be
supposed that any one of these poor people is really
lost or abandoned.  The ruling spirit of the Universe
is Love, and all these people - yes, and all the
people down to the deepest Hells -    are watched over
and their progress is noted until the time comes when
they have learned the needed lesson, whatever it may
be, and are fit to be raised up into the next stage in
their journey towards the light.”

    (to be continued)     Richard R  


Subject: Rescue Circles and Dowding (17)
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Dowding and Rescue Circles (17)

Hugh Dowding continued his account of rescue work

in his last book, “The Dark Star,”  and here are a few

more excerpts which might encourage you to look for a

used copy and read the whole book, as he gives

examples of how rescue circles are run, visits Ireland

and picks up the energies, spirits, gnomes and

elementals there, and a lot more.

With regard to “lost” souls, he said:  “It is the

greatest mistake to suppose that any suffering, of

whatever nature, is imposed as a PUNISHMENT in the

sense of vengeful retribution.  It is only that every

cause has its specific effect, and the misuse of man’s

freewill has painful effects, as the result of which

man evolves slowly towards the light of wisdom. It is

only that every cause has its specific effect, and the

misuse of man’s freewill has painful effects, as the

result of which man evolves slowly towards the light

of wisdom.

I know no more now about the conditions in Hell

than I have indicated in my previous books; it is not

a subject upon which a healthy mind will wish to

dwell; but it is, I think, important to know how much

human beings, living in their physical bodies, can do;

and DO do, to help in the evacuation [rescue] of those

who have ‘served their time’, so to speak, and are

ready to move up out of the darkness.

Time and again it has been said to me, “The

regeneration of mankind must come through man”.  It

is, I think, the chief failing of all the main

religions of the world that they ignore the

possibility – nay, rather the imperative necessity –

of human co-operation in the work of the Angels and

Messengers of God in raising those who are ready to

rise from the lowest strata of the Astral.

This work is going on, but it is almost unknown

to the world, and completely ignored by the Churches.

I remember that I was speaking (at Bristol, I think)

some years ago, and I described a single instance

which had come the way of our Circle.  Afterwards a

man came up to me and told me that for fifteen years

his Circle had been engaged almost exclusively in that

work.

I was privileged to visit one such Circle the

other day, and I kept rough notes in my indifferent

shorthand in semidarkness, and reconstructed

afterwards as much as I could of the events and

dialogue.  A trance medium was occupied first by the

controlling Guide, and later by the spirit ‘patients’

in succession.   Recorded music was played to cover

the periods intervening between the departure of one

patient and the arrival of the next.” [The work done

was similar to that of Dr. Carl Wickland and his wife

in the USA twenty or thirty years earlier, and Dowding

mentions this in his notes].

From   Dowding’s notes:

“Present: Question Mistress (QM),  two other

mediums, trance medium and self (Dowding).  Trance

medium had a bad cough.

Opening prayer from Circle and from the Guide,

leader of the Circle.

GUIDE     You may say, why do not we do it all?  Why

should we [the spirits] turn to you for help?  There

are many cases which we CAN deal with, but there are

others whom we cannot reach except through the minds

of earth people.

[Handel’s Largo played during change of occupants of

the medium with personal messages].

GUIDE      Now we will commence to do the work which

the Master wishes us to do to help those in the

darkness.  I will do my best with what the instrument

gives.

CASE # 1

SPIRIT     Why am I here?

QM     To talk with some friends.

SPIRIT     Have I to undergo more punishment?

QM     No.  You have come among friends: now you have

passed through your unhappiness.

SPIRIT     I killed my wife – I stuck a knife in her

because the little one was not my own.

QM     Don’t think about it: have you been in the dark

sphere a long time?

SPIRIT     It seems a long time.

QM     What is your nationality?

SPIRIT     Italian.  You do not blame me.  No?

QM     It is not for us to blame.  You would be

happier if you brought yourself to be kind to your

wife.

SPIRIT     Oh, no, no no no no.  I have suffered.

QM     Try to forgive her.

SPIRIT     No.

QM     I know how difficult it is, but be a strong

man.  Try not to think too hardly about her.

SPIRIT     I would do it again.  I think I will go

back.

QM     No.  Do not go back to that place.

SPIRIT     Has the little one gone?

QM     You would not find  the little one yet.  You

will not meet them till you are ready to meet them.

We wish you well, and that love may come to you again.

SPIRIT     No more love.

QM     Well, kindness, then.  God will be with you,

and help you to understand.  What is your name?

SPIRIT     Toni Rosetti.

QM     You are going on to better things, and you have

got over that.  Our prayers will be with you to help

you.  God bless you.”

The efforts of the Circle apparently failed with

this spirit, but the man would not have been brought

to the Circle  at all unless he was nearly ready for a

change of heart.  He would turn over and over in his

mind what he had heard at the Circle, and so, in spite

of an apparent failure, it is quite possible that the

man was later brought to forgive, and ask forgiveness

from, his wife.  It is rather dreadful to think of the

vast numbers of human souls in an earthbound

condition, or worse, who need help, and the pitifully

small number of living human beings who even realize

that the need for help exists.  Still, the work IS

being organized now, and recruiting is going quietly

and steadily on, even if you don’t see anything about

it in your morning paper.

CASE # 2

QM     Have you any friends?

SPIRIT     No friends of yours?  What are friends!

They are no good.

QM     You are among friends now.

SPIRIT     What is the catch?  I thought there was no

catch, but I soon found out differently.  I thought my

crime would die with me.  What is this game?  I

thought there was a catch in it.  You are not my

class, you are not my sort.

QM     It is character that counts.  We know that

there is no death.

SPIRIT     If I had not of come here you would not

have known nothing.  What’s happened to them?

QM     This lady has lent you her body so that you may

speak with us.

SPIRIT     I don’t want to use this lady.  It’s

another catch.  No, it’s a truth; I’ve never been a

woman.

QM     Life is just.

SPIRIT      No, it’s not just, I know it isn’t just.

QM     Yes it is.  Later you will be able to see the

records.  What is your name? …….. I’m going to call

you Bill……You will see why you have got to go through

different lives.

SPIRIT     I don’t understand.

[Medium coughs violently.]

SPIRIT     What’s up with her?

QM     She’s got a bad cold.  Won’t you try to move on

into a happier state?

SPIRIT     No.  I have got pals [back] there.  Come

out of it!

QM     What is your name?

SPIRIT   Bill Kennard

QM     Won’t you try to move on?

[He is a bit doubtful, but willing to try.]

QM     Good luck to you!

SPIRIT     I need it.

CASE # 3

SPIRIT     I don’t know what I have come here for; if

Bill gets hold of me he’ll murder me.  I am one of his

women. Oh, I’m in such trouble!  No, I wasn’t with him

just now.  It’s a trap, so as I will go to him.  Oh, I

am in a mess!  You see, I DID die, and then I lived.

I was a cleaner in the church. The parson was very

nice to me:  I was only a common girl.  I thought it

was better than having a missus over me.  I liked the

parson and he liked me.  We didn’t live together.  I

wasn’t that bad.  He tempted me.  What could I do with

a kid?

QM     Did he get away with it?

SPIRIT     The parson got away with it. I was found

out.

QM    Won’t you try to go on now?

SPIRIT       I won’t go anywhere where Bill has gone.

I don’t know where I am going now.

[Floods of tears.]

SPIRIT    Are all men the same?  I thought he was a

good one.  I couldn’t make a fuss, for the sake of the

Church.

QM     What is your name?

SPIRIT     F---- S----

QM     Did you have a mother?  Look around and see if

there isn’t anyone you know here?

SPIRIT     I see a tall light.

QM     There is someone in that light.  Look and see

if it is anyone you know.

SPIRIT     Oh! It’s my Aunt Lettie.

[Such a joy in her face.]

SPIRIT     I am coming, Auntie!

CASE # 4

The medium is coughing.

SPIRIT     I thought my cough had got me.  Hi!  Give

me a drink!

[We give him some water, of which he does not

approve.]

SPIRIT    Haven’t you anything better than this?

QM      You didn’t get anything better where you have

come from, did you?

SPIRIT    No.  That’s why it’s Hell.  Wanting drink

and not being able to get it.

QM     What’s your name?

SPIRIT     Sam Murray.  Has Bill been this way?  If so

I am going after him.  I bet he’s getting a drink; if

so I’ll have it off him.  (To me.)  Have you ever had

to sleep out?

DOWDING     Yes.  I was a soldier and sometimes had to

sleep in the open.

SPIRIT     I don’t mean that;  have you ever had to

sleep out because you had nowhere else to go?  Have

you ever had to pinch for a living?

Finally Sam Murray agrees, without much

difficulty, to go on with the ‘big man’ who has

brought him.
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Rescue Circles working here and over there(18)  More
of Dowding’s cases.   Mrs. Hill’s Circle.


CASE # 5

     (A caricature of a haughty and affected female
voice.)
SPIRIT     I was invited to come here, or else I
should not have come.  Who are you?  I would like an
explanation.   I was mingled with the common herd, and
I was brought here.  Will you please understand that
it was not by my wish that I was brought here at all; 
I am not interested.
QM (Chair Person of the Rescue Circle)     We are here
to help you.
SPIRIT     Have I been brought here for something
worse?
QM     No, not at all.  We want to try to tell you
about eternal life.
SPIRIT     That has been my downfall, not knowing
about eternal life.
QM (tries to explain how no life can ever come to an
end.)
SPIRIT     You know that sounds rather life a
fairy-tale.  Where have you had your knowledge from?
QM     From people like yourself who have come to talk
to us.
DOWDING (Taking over here, because she will not
descend from her pedestal  of insufferable conceit and
condescension.)  Trust the man who has brought you. 
You can make no progress till you have learned the
virtues of humility.
QM     That was  Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding,
leader in the Battle of Britain.
SPIRIT  (Sounding absolutely amazed)    And he has 
condescended to come HERE?

We all laugh.  We explain that one can take neither
rank nor riches across the Valley.  Nothing counts but
what one has made of oneself during life.   Her whole
tone and appearance gradually changes.

SPIRIT    (In a gentle voice)     O God, make me
humble.  Teach me to be humble.
QM     What is your name?
SPIRIT     Countess Alice   (She won’t give her full
name.)   If he (Dowding) can do it, all can do it.  


CASE # 6

A friendly visit from an ex-patient, Sister Sympathica
(see case # 3, in previous post), a nun who killed her
baby and herself.  The priest would not own up.

SPIRIT     I am so grateful.  The baby is grown up
now.  I was in misery. (Kisses QM’s hands).


CASE # 7

SPIRIT     Please show me the way.  Do I have to say
I’m sorry for what I have done?  I was desperate; 
what could I have done?  Have you ever gambled?
QM     No.  That’s not a sensible or profitable
occupation.
SPIRIT     What is the end?  Suicide.  I did my wife
in first.  She never knew that I had lost all.  We
were  going to have had a baby.  I thought death was
the end, but found that it was not.   I have not got
her, let alone the baby.  Oh, why are we not told
these things?
DOWDING     You very probably WERE told at some time
or other, but in any case, if a Spiritualist had tried
to tell you the truth, you would not have listened.
SPIRIT     Even if I had not accepted it, it would
have remained in my mind.  Not if I had known it when
I threw myself through that window.   I was brought up
in the Church, but left it.  My name is Harold Smart; 
I was TOO smart!

     We told him that his baby was alive, though never
born on earth, and that someday he would meet his wife
again with the child.


CASE # 8    The most extraordinary incident was the
case of a racehorse owner who had had a troublesome
jockey murdered.  He had had a favorite horse called
Starlight, and he (in the body of the medium) was
telling the Circle about its gleaming chestnut coat,
when he suddenly stretched out his arms and called,
“Why, Starlight!”  And out of the air came a contented
little snicker, a noise such as a horse makes when its
master comes round to the stable on a Sunday morning
with a pocketful of sugar. 


       Now we will take another look at rescue work
done on the other side, through the writing  medium
Mrs. Hill and her guide, who was her deceased father
Colonel Gascoigne. Out of a large number of cases sent
to Lord Dowding, he chose to publish the following:   
     “The first  is from a Gunner Subaltern.  He
doesn’t say where he was killed, but I think it was in
Italy.”  

     “ It was very good of your father to let me write
through you;  yes, we do a lot of work together, I am
very glad to help.
     I was a gunner, and much older than most of the
men whom I was commanding, but that didn’t seem to
matter when we received a direct hit and were all
bowled out.  I could gather my wits together quicker
than they could, and I saw your father and brought him
into our Mess, and I tell you it WAS a mess !… though
we’d got away from our bodies no one really knew what
had happened;  some of them were beginning to see,
others were catching snatches of music in between
horrible memories of the actual fighting.  I think now
it must have felt like a madhouse coming into our
circle, but your father wasn’t in the least surprised.
     I got a lot into a little pocket behind a knoll
from which they couldn’t see their bodies;  I was
scared that they’d get out and see all the refuse of
our camp, but luckily they hadn’t got the hang of
walking, so that didn’t happen.  
     It’s queer how the habit of thinking of someone
else helps one in a crisis like this;  I don’t
remember thinking about myself at all;  I just wasn’t
‘there’ so as to matter, but I saw and heard and felt
everything.  I saw the men as my children;  it was my
job to guard and help them.  They were all at sixes
and sevens, some seemed to be going through awful
nightmares; others were asleep, dead asleep, from
which we couldn’t rouse them others were in a sort of
coma, very drowsy.  I grasped it all quite suddenly
and called for aid.  It had become a habit of mine,
and I felt confident that someone would turn up, and
very soon I saw Harris, the Captain who had been our
adjutant and had been killed three days earlier.  I
saw him and tried to reach him, but my feet … well,
they wouldn’t work;  I could go up and down, but not
along the ground, it was too maddening, I felt like
Alice in Wonderland!   I laughed and yelled to him and
he heard and saw me floundering about in the air, like
a daddy-longlegs as he described it.  
     ‘Oh, you, is it,’ he said.  ‘I thought I’d know
your clumsy feet.  Treading on air are you?  Well how
d’you like it?’
     This fairly sobered me, and I liked him better
for that downright welcome and chaff than for any
amount of sympathy.
     “Oh,’  I said, trying to look as though it were
all quite natural,  ‘Can you give me a line on this
joint (place), I haven’t done a course on the death
penalty!’
     We talked on like that; I was hysterical, but it
helped me, and made it all seem more natural.  He came
down to where I was;  he saw my people scattered about
and spotted my batman Jones;  he wasn’t much of a
soldier; delicate sort of fellow, not a heavy sleeper
at any time, and now  he was waking up and looking for
all the world like a shocked dormouse.  I think he was
hurt and disappointed at not being met by at least an
Apostle, and seemed inclined to doze off again, but
just couldn’t face life at first, he was distressed at
leaving his body and wanted to go and find it, and he
couldn’t think why our Lord hadn’t met him.  I didn’t
think about it; I knew it was a futile thought; who
were we to be met by the Lord of Heaven?  Anyhow, we
weren’t properly dead; at least that’s how it seemed
to me.
     Harris joked and scolded and got him at last to
forget himself and we tried to wake a few of the
others, but it WAS such hard work, I felt utterly
exhausted;  at last Harris put his hand on my shoulder
and said,
       ‘James, old man, you’ve done your spot, come
and rest’ ….. and he brought me to your father. 

     (Writing next day)    Yes please, may I finish?  
Well, I met your father in real earnest; you see he
had been there all the time, but he couldn’t help us
much at that stage, excepting by standing close, and
wishing us power.
     Soon, when the weariness had left us, I saw the
living force which I was drawing from him, and I lived
again in the Power that he gave me.  It was all new to
me; it was like eating, drinking, rest and exercise
all in one.  I felt and knew that I was near a dynamo,
I was transformed.  I was happy and confident and knew
that all would be well.
     He took me with him.  I don’t know how we went,
but we arrived and I saw many others who’d reached my
state of awareness.  We were by the sea in a lovely
place, but I wasn’t happy, I wanted to go back to my
men, but your father said 
     “No…not until you have learnt to use your mind,
and send out rays of healing and life, you will not be
any good.’ 
     So I went to school again.  The Captain was
there, too; he had done quite a bit so he could help
me.  It was confusing but very interesting.
     We were told to look upon our minds as tanks of
living fluid which we could vaporize, and throw upon
the ether in any direction that we wished and
according to the type of help required;  The power
varied in each of us.  Doctors had more healing power
and were able to direct it more accurately.  Artists
were able to surround the sufferer with beauty that
was more easily absorbed; musicians produced the sound
vibrations, and so on, but in the main our powers were
not so varied as our capacity to direct them. 
     I am still at work on this, but I have begun to
work with the men and your father is C.O.   It’s  “A
1” to have someone like him.  I can’t tell you what he
has done for me, and how much I love and admire him. 
Just let me tell you my name is Jack, and I love the
work over here.”

[More cases of rescue work on the other side in the
following posts.  Richard R]

[image: image27][image: image28]
Rescue Circles (19)   Grim Reapers, Obsessive Spirits

and Possession.

I think the idea of the Grim Reaper or Angel of

Death coming to take us, as depicted in novels and

stage plays, and in films and television programs such

as ‘Touched by an Angel,’   ‘Dead Like Me’ and ‘Death

Takes a Holiday’  aka ‘Meet Joe Black’  is a confused

interpretation of what can be seen clairvoyantly at a

person’s deathbed or place of dying.   It looks as if

the attending spirit or spirits are dragging the life

out of the person’s body, whereas in fact they have

come to lead the person’s spirit into the light, AFTER

the person has died. They are usually loved ones

coming to wake the person up and show them their new

life.  This process is further confused with the dark

low level spirits and earthbounds who sometimes come

and obsess and possess a living person, especially if

their lifestyle and thoughts open them up to invite

the entry of such negative energy.  Before looking at

cases of  both these types of unwanted spirit

activity, we will look at a few more cases of spirit

rescue from Mrs. Hill, and her guide and father,

Colonel Gascoigne, who in real life had served with

Kitchener, Gordon and Wolseley in the Sudan and in the

relief of Khartoum in the 1880s and then with Cecil

Rhodes in the early days of Rhodesia.

Now there are two reasons I am bringing to light

all these cases from 50 years ago or more, - sometimes

from two or three hundred years ago. Firstly, I don’t

have the resources to travel and attend different

churches, circles, seminars and conventions and report

on them all.  Secondly, I am sure I could visit

mediums and churches nearby and all of you mediums on

this list, and give just as interesting an account of

mediums’ work, and it would be more up-to-date.  But

many sitters would not want their stories made public,

and anyway, enough examples have already been seen on

television shows featuring Colin Fry, James van

Praagh, John Edward, Sylvia Browne, Derek Acorah and

many others.  So I merely present some interesting and

reliable accounts from a few years ago and my thoughts

about them, to compare with work taking place today.

In the following cases, it can be seen how the ‘Grim Reaper’ idea can creep into the picture!

“I’m not a soldier, only a munition maker.  I was

‘done in’ in the last London raid.  I was underground

and the floor gave way, and all the machinery on top

came down onto us; it was an awful show, I screamed

when I saw it coming.  The fire broke out before

anyone could stop it, and I saw it coming towards me –

fire and tangled parts of machinery and molten metal;

there wasn’t a chance of escaping for any of us.  The

pain didn’t last very long, but much longer than our

bodies.  I kept on feeling it whenever I looked at my

body, and I couldn’t leave it somehow until Jane came.

Jane is a girl who worked near me; she came and took

my arm and led me away. [Just a rescuer, coming to

help AFTER he had died, not the  Grim Reaper!  RR]

BILL    Jane, your’re beautiful and I love you.

JANE     I’ve loved you always, but you had to be dead

before you got some sense.

BILL     Dead, dead, wot the hell d’you mean?  No, I’m

not dead.

JANE     Now, you’re not to worry.  I’m here, aren’t I

Bill?  And I aren’t dead neither, so be a good boy and

stop worrying.

“I did, and I followed her in a sort of

sleepy way, I felt heavier and heavier until I slept

good and proper, and when I woke up I wasn’t feeling

nearly so strange and Jane was sitting on the grass

nearby playing with two kiddies.  I called to her and

she brought them over to me.

JANE     Look, Bill.  These are our kids.

BILL     Our kids?  Not on your honor, I ain’t got no

kids by nobody.

JANE (laughing)     That’s all over now, Bill, and I

mean we’ve got to look after them… They was ours in

some place long, long ago, least that’s wot they told

me; you see, Bill, we’ve lived through death, p’raps

we’ve lived before we were born like, I don’t know,

but it don’t seem as though we’d ever not been, if you

can follow me.  You and me, Bill, have got to scratch

along together like, as we did on earth.  But  this is

lovely, and we don’t work any more.

Another visitor to the séance is an Irish soldier

who found he was doing rescue work himself, shortly

after his death:

“I see what I’m to do.  It’s kind of easy once

you’ve given me the chance, but oh, dear me, there are

barriers and all kinds of difficulties [getting

through].

I didn’t want to force my way home with so much

feeling, this way and that, but when I’d ‘bought it’ I

found there was nothing much to do (I never liked

foreign parts) old Ireland for me every time!.  Though

I didn’t want to go home because of the domestic

troubles, the call of HOME was too strong and I found

I was There, and all the family grieving for me as

though I’d been a hero, beloved of them all!  Sure, I

could have held my sides for laughing, and me, large

as life, and still there, but all invisible; it seemed

queer too, and just the opportunity to pay off old

scores against them who’d hurt me in the young days.

I’d come close to them at dusk and shout thoughts into

their brains.  First, I tried just shouting, but they

couldn’t hear, so that was no good.  Then I learned to

think the thoughts into their brains, the same as I’m

doing with you.  I made them remember me, and fear me,

and think that I was haunting them, and would continue

to do so unless they were kind to those I loved.  That

worked very will and I was enjoying it until I came

across the Colonel, my old battalion commander, and he

ses to me:

COLONEL     Why do you do this, Murphy?  Don’t you see

you’ve wasting your time?  You mustn’t use the power

of hate to protect love any more than we use poison

gas to protect our cities.  You must use Love for

Love, but only Love, and you’ll succeed.

MURPHY        What?  Go love, spinning for the priest?

No, sure I can’t feel love for him, and the likes of

him.

COLONEL     Well, have it your own way, but you’ll

only hurt yourself if you do anything else; he is in

the earth body, and you can’t hurt him near as much as

he can hurt you with hate thoughts in your ether body.

It’s like pitting a man in a bathing dress against

one in full flying kit;  anyway, Murphy, there’s more

work that’s worth while to be done, and your work,

too.

So I went with him for a time until I was

called home by thoughts so insistent that I had to go.

It was wee Mary, our youngest, only two years old;

and she got sick with the pneumonia, and the wife

prayed and prayed, but it didn’t do any good.  I sat

by her side, the wee one, she was so bad, I could feel

her little hand all hot and feverish; and then

suddenly she looked up and saw me, and climbed out of

her cot into my arms, just like she used to do, and I

held her for ever so long in great happiness; and then

I thought maybe I’d best put her into her cot again,

and as I went to do it I saw she was in bed

lying so quiet and still, and a child just like her

was in my arms; and as I turned, uncertain what to do,

a beautiful lady came and said to me ‘Take her with

you, no need to stay in the house now, take her into

the sunshine, she is yours now and for always, and she

will be your special care.’  [again, seemingly the

Grim Reaper, but in fact, her own father, accompanying

her AFTER she had died!  RR]

So I took her out and we sat on the

hillside, and played with flowers and pebbles, and

when I’d left her asleep out there I went back into

the house, I found only grief and mourning… and then I

knew that wee Mary had come to join me… and I

understood that death wasn’t real, but Life

everlasting was TRUE, TRUE, TRUE……..”

Now, Hugh Dowding has a lot more to say about

rescue work and possession, so here is what he relates

in a chapter of “The Dark Star” :

“Cognate with this subject [of rescue work] is the question of the relief of sufferers from obsession by alien entities, or possession.

In the time of our Lord the fact that human

beings could be possessed by unclean spirits was

universally accepted, and the Gospels contain many

accounts of the casting out of these spirits by Jesus

and His disciples.

Nowadays our spiritual pastors and masters are

mostly engaged in explaining away the manifestations

of the power of the Founder of the religion which they

profess, so they explain that Jesus did not really

understand what He was doing, and that the people whom

He cured were only epileptics; or, if there be some

who are unwilling to denigrate their Master, they will

maintain that the age of miracles is past, and with it

have passed those conditions which made this

particular kind of miracle necessary;  In other words,

human beings are no longer possessed by alien

entities.

I am not quite  sure how long our learned

theologians allow that the age of miracles persisted

after the Ascension of Jesus – I presume they allow

some latitude for the miracles of Paul – but I suppose

that at some date in the first or second century the

age of miracles came to an end, and the cosmic laws

which govern the evolution of humanity were abruptly

altered.

What nonsense!  The accounts in the Gospels of

the casting out of unclean spirits are precisely borne

out by happenings today, some of which I am about to

describe.

Souls of all degrees of development pass into the

Astral world at physical death.  Those who have

depended for their enjoyment of Earth life entirely

upon the gratification of their physical senses are

acutely unhappy in the Astral, because the physical

desires remain, while they have no means of gratifying

them.

Some of these souls (instructed by more

experienced sinners) find that they can occupy the

body of a living person, and thus experience at second

hand the longed-for sensations of physical life.

These excite their victims to excesses of drink or

rage or sensuality, and wallow in the gross

satisfaction of their appetites.  Not infrequently

they drive their victims to suicide or to murder, and

leave them to face the consequences of a deed of which

they were innocent in intention.  This is perhaps the

worst form of obsession; but there is a very wide

range of variety in the attendant circumstances.  Some

spirits obsess from loneliness, and some obsess their

own children in the belief that they are helping and

protecting them.  Some obsessions are entirely

innocent and accidental – an inexperienced wandering

spirit gets caught up in the aura of a living human

being quite by mistake, and sometimes without ever

knowing that it has passed through the gateway of

death.

Unfortunately the possibility of spirit obsession

is not generally recognized by the medical profession.

The two or more personalities in a single sufferer

are observed, and a disease of the mind is at once

diagnosed.  I feel quite certain that many of the

occupants of our mental homes [many now wandering the

streets] have nothing wrong with their minds at all;

they have an ‘unclean spirit’ and if that could be

disposed of, they could walk out sane into the world.”

Hugh Dowding mentions the work of Carl Wickland

a few decades earlier, and then goes on to give

accounts of circles in London doing similar work,

using a Wimshurst machine for the generation of

frictional electricity to give a mild shock to the

‘possessed’ person to zap the spirit out of him or her

and into the medium, where it can be reasoned with.

“The first case which I wish to describe I have

chosen because it went exactly according to plan.  The

patient was a grey-headed widow, quietly but smartly

dressed, and having had some connection with the

theatrical profession.

She had been sitting by herself for the

development of automatic writing, and was regularly

receiving messages which she was satisfied came from

her husband and personal friends.  Suddenly an alien

entity began to control her hand – a dominant

character who refused to allow any but himself to

communicate.  He had nothing useful or constructive to

say, but would allow no other to write.

This was naturally distressing to the patient,

especially as the stranger began to intrude upon her

privacy at times when she was not attempting to write.

When she had described her symptoms the

electrical treatment began.  She was asked to hold one

of the terminals, and the operator passed the other

terminal repeatedly across her head from front to

rear, so that little trains of sparks jumped across to

her scalp.  Then the treatment was continued down the

spine and across the shoulders.

After five or ten minutes of this the spirit was

dislodged and passed into the body of the medium,

where he was able to converse freely with the members

of the circle and with the patient whom he had just

left.

It turned out  that he was an American whom the

patient and her husband had met in the Eastern States

about 25 years ago.  His story was that his parents

were English and that he had never renounced British

nationality; that he had come across the Atlantic with

an American contingent in 1944, transferred to a

British unit, and been killed in France by a German

sniper.

PATIENT (indignantly)    Why did you pick on ME?

SPIRIT     Well, I saw you like an open door with a

light all round it; so I went in.  I didn’t do you any

harm.

It was explained to him that he had indeed done

harm to the lady; and, in answer to further

questioning, he stated that for some time after his

death, he had hung around with a bunch of his friends,

killed about the same time; but that one by one these

friends had ‘gone on’ with a person who was always on

hand to give them help when required and whom he

called the Missionary. [NOT a Grim Reaper! Richard R]

He said that his mother and a brother were on the

other side, but that they had ‘gone on’ and were

living together, so that he was now alone.  Asked why

he didn’t  ‘go on’ too, he said that he didn’t want to

leave the earth and its contacts.

After a little more discussion he agreed to ‘go

on’ with the Missionary and join his mother and

brother, who had been brought to look on from a short

distance away.

He was asked to promise not to go back into the

lady in any circumstances, and he said, ‘What?  Into

that fire?  Not likely!’

{Further rescue cases to follow, and cases of exorcism

in Protestant and Catholic churches.  Richard R
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Hello everybody!  I thought I’d sent this out for

general interest and comments. Second part to follow

shortly. Best wishes.

The Reformation of King Henry VIII (Part One)

Early in the 1920s an Anglican clergyman recently

returned from missionary work in  China was

researching the historical background for a play he

was writing about the mother of Queen Elizabeth I,

Anne Boleyn, who was executed on May 19, 1536 by

Henry VIII at the Tower of London.  The clergyman  was

invited by his sister to sit with various mediums, who

brought him messages from Anne and the other wives of

Henry, and finally Henry himself. It turned into an

account of soul rescue work extending back over a

period of almost 400 years.  Canon Pakenham-Walsh

worked on the story and completed  his manuscript

shortly before his death at the age of 92 in 1960, and

it was published in 1963 by the Churches’ Fellowship

for Psychical and Spiritual Studies as the third

volume in a series of  psychic studies. It is a

fascinating account of a personal adventure in

psychical research at a time when the Church still

looked askance at such activity.  Copies of the book

are still circulating, and this brief review will

provide a few very abridged excerpts relevant to

rescue work.  I omit all the evidential information by

which Anne Boleyn establishes her identity beyond all

doubt.  [Pastor Ray, perhaps you have some

information in the archives at Bournemouth about the

mediumship of Mrs Clegg  back in the 1920s?]

Richard R.

The first appearance of Anne Boleyn was in 1921 through a non-professional clairvoyant Mrs. Clegg, of Bournemouth, a friend of Pakenham-Walsh’s sister. She gave a description of Anne:

“There is a lady now standing between us; she is

medium height; [aged] I should say about  28 or 30.

She is finding it difficult to build herself up.  Is

this the first time she has appeared to you?”

PAKENHAM WALSH     Yes.

MRS. CLEGG      Well, that probably accounts for it.

She has beautiful hair and an oval face;  she has

hazel brown eyes;  she is very vivacious and quick,

and I should say is very musical and poetical, she

wears a necklace.  She has very good teeth and a

beautiful neck and figure.  She has good hands, rather

plump.  She is very well dressed in a quaint low

dress, and is very careful about her dress and likes

light color.  She is standing in a garden.  Does that

convey anything to you?

P-W     Yes, I think so.    Can she tell me her name?

[The Canon commented that it was a perfect description

of the Lady Anne Boleyn, but wanted to test the

medium.]

MRS. CLEGG     She is laughing now.  She says “A rose

by any name would smell as sweet.”

P-W   [commenting afterwards “I had called her in the

play ‘The Rose of Kent’, a name peculiarly my own for

her.   But it was not the answer I expected, nor did

the appropriateness and beauty of the reply, so very

characteristic of her, strike me till later.”]

P-W     Can she now tell me anything about herself and

who she was?

MRS CLEGG      We are moving away now from the garden.

It seems like a court.  Oh (with great surprise), she

is a royal personage.  But I feel a great emotion  Oh,

there is something very sad here;  she did not live

long; she passed over very suddenly.  Oh, but there

was a tragic ending; oh, the emotion; something in the

blood, was it fever?  Oh no, it was something

terrible; what was it?  It is all blood, blood!  There

was a terrible tragedy.  She says not to think of it

now; she does not think of it;  it is all past, and

she wants you to know that her life now is very real

and happy.  She wants your hand.  [Mrs. Clegg grasps

the Canon’s hand firmly.]     She wants to impress

upon you the reality of her life now and the great

interest which she takes in you.  She wants to impress

this upon you, the reality of  her present life and

that there are more things in Heaven and earth than

are dreamt of in your philosophy.   Oh, there is

something very strange here;  she is in some way

identified with you.  There is some affinity of soul.

P-W     I am doing some special work for her, does she

know about it?

MRS CLEGG     Yes, she is greatly interested in it.

She is very pleased with your work for her and says

‘successful, successful.’

P-W     Can she give me any sign by which I might know

her?

MRS  CLEGG     She gives you as a sign a white rose.

Does that mean anything?

P-W     Yes, a great deal.   [In the play, the Canon

first represents her as a May Queen crowned with white

roses.]

MRS CLEGG     She says that she was not in very close

affinity with her sister Mary on earth and she wants

you to know that all that difference between them has

passed away and that there is now perfect affinity

between them.  [Mary Boleyn had been intimate  with

Henry earlier, and had greatly offended her royal

sister by marrying as her second husband, Sir William

Stafford, a match which the King also thought beneath

the dignity of the Queen’s sister.]   ……..

She is working with you, and the work, ‘our work’, she

says, will be successful.

There’s something here at my neck; something at the

back, oh, something all round;  oh, such emotion.  Oh,

something sharp and terrible.  Oh, there was some

terrible tragedy.  Some blow on her neck which sent

her suddenly out of the world.  Did she hurt her neck

before she died?

P-W     Well, it is Queen Anne Boleyn, the second wife

of Henry VIII, who was executed by him.

MRS  CLEGG   Was she?  Then that was the pain I felt

round my neck.    She is very pleased.  She is very

poetical, and she could probably most easily reach you

on the vibrations of music.

P-W     Is it not very wonderful that someone who

lived about 400 years ago, should be able to come into

such close communion with anyone at the present time.

MRS  CLEGG      No, why should you think it wonderful?

You must remember that for them  time and space do

not count.

Six weeks later,  Canon Walsh met Mrs Clegg again

while on holiday at Sidmouth, Devon.  Anne Boleyn once

more came through.

MRS CLEGG     She says you have many guides, but that she is not one of them.  She is connected with you by soul affinity, not as a guide but as a guardian angel.

PACKENHAM-WALSH     Why is her father helping me, is

it at her suggestion?

MRS CLEGG     She says “He is helping you because you

are working for me.”  I get the impression that he

helped to bring on the marriage [for his own political

advancement] which led to her troubles.

P-W     Yes, that is so.

MRS CLEGG    Well, that is it; he wishes to undo the

harm he did and in some way make amends for it.

P-W    Can she tell me something of her life and work

all these 400 years?

MRS CLEGG     She says her work has been to help those

who have been wrongly accused and condemned.  Just as

you are helping  her, so she has been helping others.

P-W     Can she tell  in what sphere she is?

MRS CLEGG     She says, the sixth sphere.

Later that evening, Anne returned once more:

MRS CLEGG    Your lady is here again.  I have never

seen her so plainly.  She is radiant and happy, and

says that this is the completion of her work.

C-W     Does she mean the play?

MRS CLEGG    Yes.  The completion of her work and of

her success. She says the word ‘satisfied’.   She is

very grateful for all kindness and sympathy shown to

her on the earth plane.

At a sitting with Mrs. Clegg in  November 1921,

they continued to talk about work on the other side.

P-W    Can she (Anne) tell me something about her life

and work now.  I mean apart from the play, her own

special work?

MRS CLEGG     She says that she cares for not-wanted

children and ‘Magdalens’  [repentant harlots]. She

goes down to their dark regions to help these poor

‘Magdalens.’

P-W     Does she mean on the earth?

MRS CLEGG   Not on earth; on this side

P-W     Does she go alone.

MRS CLEGG     Not alone, others go with her.

P-W     Well, if I am in affinity with her, shall this

be my work too?

C     She says you will co-operate with her.

P-W     But she is in the sixth sphere, and when I

cross over I shall be in a very humble sphere.  How

can I possible co-operate with her?

C     She says when you leave the physical body, you

will progress very rapidly  and you will soon reach

her sphere.

P-W    Before I go, Is there anything special she

wants to say to me?

C     She says that you are to remember that joy is

born of sorrow and that out of trouble springs

happiness.  She is showing me a star, it is

wonderfully bright and scintillating at all the

points, very brilliantly.  The darkness is passing

from the earth and the dawn appeareth.

P-W    Shall I meet you again?

C     Yes, if necessity arises.

P-W     How can you work with me here and still carry

on your work in Heaven.  Do you leave it to come to

me?

C     No.  Thought is quicker than the bird’s wing.

The two things are quite possible; you will understand

when you come here.

Henry VIII himself was gradually waking up after

centuries asleep in limbo, and   early in 1924 Queen

Katherine of Aragon brought him along to

Pakenham-Walsh’s

sitting with Hester Dowden at her house in Chelsea,

central London.  Bligh Bond the architect and another

medium, Eleanor Kelly, were also present.

HESTER [writing for Katherine].     Katherine is here.

KATHERINE     My name is Katherine. In the time which

interests me, this place where you live in was a

garden and people walked here who were of importance.

I want you to help someone who needs help from your

world.  I want to tell you that there is a place near

this house where contact can be very much clearer.  In

fact it would be almost certain to bring the actual

person who needs help so sorely.

JOHANNES  [Hester Dowden’s Guide]     If you will look

at these houses near the river close by where you are,

you will see a garden between them and that is the

very spot which she wants you to visit to make the

contact close.  If you pass by the right of this house

along the river bank [of the Thames] you will come to

two houses rather far apart.  The garden is between

them, before you come to the Church.

The group put on their hats and coats, and took a short walk to the place described.

KATHERINE     I want you to stand here and ask for

him.

ELEANOR     Henry, can you hear us.  Are you here?

HENRY     I am here, Henry Rex.

ELEANOR     Henry, will you come back with us to the

house?

HENRY     Yes, I will come.

They return to the house, and had not been away

more than a quarter of an hour. For some reason or

other, Katherine’s presence must have been unknown to

Henry.

KATHERINE     Katherine is here.  I want you to help

him.  He is in this room now.

Will you speak to him?  He is only recovering from the

shock.  [Henry had apparently followed them back to

the house.]

ELEANOR KELLY    Henry, we are here to help you if we

can.

HENRY VIII    Henry Rex

BLIGH BOND    Do you realize that you have died?

HENRY     Yes, I know.  It has been but a nightmare.

ELEANOR     It need not be, if you take the help that

is ready to be given to you.

HENRY     Who can help a King?

BLIGH      You are a King no longer.

HENRY     I am a King.  I carry my royal birth and

death in my hands.

BLIGH     Can you not realize that death levels us

all?

HENRY     I have slept for a long time.  This

awakening seems more painful than sleep.  Yes, I know

this is one of those people they have sent.

PAKENHAM-WALSH     We want to help you, Henry.

HENRY     I want to be told exactly what has happened

and why I am still in a dark place.  I feel as if I

were back again [buried] IN the  earth.

BLIGH     You ARE back among people ON the earth.

HENRY     In that garden I walked?

BLIGH     Yes, centuries ago.  You remember that the

Church taught about purgatory.

HENRY     Yes, that was fire.  I have been sleeping.

BLIGH     Purgatory is not all fire.

HENRY     Yes, so the Church told us.  I shall have my

trial in the fires.

BLIGH     Not external fires, but fires of the soul.

HENRY     I know better.  It will be fire which will

scorch out my sins,

ELEANOR   Can you not remember any of the harm you

did?

HENRY     What harm did I do?   I only executed the

rights of a King.

BLIGH     You acted cruelly to your wives and executed

some of them

HENRY     They had a time.  I had a right to do what

came to me from my divine Kingship.

BLIGH     What about the Abbot of Glastonbury whom you

hanged, what do you think of that now?

HENRY     What do I think now?  I have not thought for

centuries.  I want to walk in the garden again.

P-W     Henry, do you remember Elizabeth?

HENRY     I do.  She was nothing to me.

BLIGH     She became a great Queen of England and we

are all very proud of her.

HENRY     I did not expect it from her Mother’s child.

P-W     Did you not judge her wrongly?

HENRY     Can you believe that any man misjudges.  He

merely passes from one mood to another.  Who can

control the mind?

P-W     Yes, Henry, God can control the mind, and He

can call men to account for these things.

HENRY     I will tell you what God does with me.  I

don’t know where or what tortures I am going to.  I

believe in the Church.

BLIGH     It’s strange to hear you say that you

believe in the Church.

HENRY     Why should I not believe in the Church?

P-W    (moving on)    Henry, you condemned Elizabeth’s

mother.  She was an innocent woman and you knew it.

HENRY     That was unfair.  But I reserve the

privilege of considering her guilty.

P-W     Can you not feel pity for her and be sorry?

HENRY     MY time for pity has come if I am to be

awakened to these reproaches.  I am not sorry.  A King

does not commit acts for which he is sorry.  I shall

be able to endure my trial.  I am prepared for that if

it means fire.

P-W     The Divine Right of Kings will not be

recognized.

HENRY     I shall not listen to YOU.  You are a fool.

I would have had you executed in my time.  DO you know

that England’s reigning King is present with you

tonight.  A look from me would have withered you up;

if I had only eyes I could make you feel.

BLIGH     Can you realize that King George V  is our

sovereign now?

HENRY     I care not.  You are a varlet; some knave

from a tavern, who is making sport of me because I lie

at your mercy.

P-W   [to get him out of this mood, P-W makes one more

effort to appeal to him through his better feelings.]

Henry, you admit you were unfair to Anne, yet she

bears you no ill will.

HENRY     Where is Anne?  I seem to feel her near me.

ELEANOR     Look for her; she is not far off.

[Evidently the Lady Anne was present and helping

according to her promise.  Pakenham–Walsh later felt

that he might have done much better if he had

approached Henry through Katherine who was the one

really interested in him, and evidently the one that

night trying to reach him. After all, it was Katherine

of Aragon who was the real true wife, while Anne’s

relationship with Henry had been but an unhappy

episode in her life.  But P-W thought he could reach

Henry’s better self through pity for Anne.]

HENRY    I laid my head on her lap when it ached and I

sought her in my vexation.  Then I threw her from me,

as a poor fool does when he is alive and does not know

the value of his friends.  But she whined.  How could

a King bear with a puling, whey-faced creature who

wept and wept.

P-W     She is happy now and pities you from her heart

and is willing to help you if you will let her.

HENRY     I shall be pleased to receive her homage

again if she comes to me.

P-W     It’s more than homage, Henry.  You need her

pardon.  Will you seek it?

HENRY     No.  I make errors, but I do not recognize

them.  A king’s privilege is to err, and not to be

considered a sinner.

BLIGH     Think of her as a woman and of yourself as a

man.  Can you not then find some pity for her?

HENRY     I will not listen to your foolish talk.  I

have been in darkness and hell has caught me in a

shroud, which I can no more break than a bird from a

snare, but I  shall only recognize my Queen when she

craves pardon of ME, for a wanton rebellious spirit.

P-W     There are others here tonight waiting to help

you if only you will let them.

HENRY     You are one of those creatures (priests or

monks) no doubt.  Are you one of the Holy Church I

deposed?

P-W     Henry, I am a clergyman, but I cannot help you

without your co-operation.  Don’t lose the

opportunity.

HENRY     You convey to me the sense that I can find

pardon for my sins and escape punishment by prayer.

P-W     Yes, if you begin with prayer and penitence

the whole road is open before you to final happiness.

HENRY     I will pray, for there is nothing to be lost

in dignity for any man who prays, but I only preserve

my poor mind in this sorry place by remembering I am a

King and will be England’s King when I meet my

punishment.

P-W     You cannot escape punishment, but punishment

when accepted in the right spirit is a discipline and

will do you good.

BLIGH     If you are indeed a King, then bear it like

a King

P-W   Henry, this is God’s way for you, penitence and

prayer.  Will you pray?

HENRY     I will, Holy Father, pray, but tell this

varlet he deserves a whipping and I  would have it

bestowed on him right generously if I lived.  I

cannot.

P-W     He is not a varlet.  He is not a clergyman,

but he wants to help you as we all do.  Henry, begin

now at once to pray and ask the Lord Jesus to help

you.

HENRY     I will make my orisons away from here.  I

will not pray here.  A King prays alone.

Hester Dowden’s guide then came through with a

message.

JOHANNES     I heard you ask whether you could help

this great King who sinned.  I cannot explain what has

happened to him, unless I go back very far into

history, but he says what is quite true when he stated

that he has been asleep all this time.  It is also

true that the desire of a woman who has pinned her

faith on this man has called him from his state of

lethargy; now he will pass on and come to one of the

spheres where there will be time for meditation and

growth.  You cannot do much for him personally, but

you can keep touch with the woman and help her to get

borne away from that desire that eats away her soul.

Speak to her and help her.  The King will come out of

this unhappy state in which he is at present in time –

a time that to you would seem long.  You need not pity

him, but pity her for she is troubled by her love of

this man even now when she has passed over here so

long.  Help her by telling her that she has helped him

by her suffering and that she will help him more by

forgetting her misery, for misery creates misery and

her unhappiness keeps him back.

ELEANOR    Is Katherine there?

JOHANNES     Yes, she is waiting.  Katherine is

speaking.  Kate is with the King.

Evidently the group’s work had succeeded in what was probably its main purpose, though that purpose was unknown to them at the time, which was to enable Katherine to reach Henry.

ELEANOR     Katherine you must not trouble so much for

him, your grief injures him, and you will help him

most by trying to forget your own misery.

KATHERINE    I am happy now that I have set him free.

I shall help him, but you must pray for us both, good

people.  I shall be here many a time again to tell

this tale.   I want you to receive all that can come

from the thanks that a poor woman can give you.  I am

only perfect when my master and king is near.   I will

obey though it gives me pain.  But what do you ask if

you ask forgetfulness; it cannot come.   Good people,

pray for me and my King for we need help.  He has many

a sore trial before him.  When you pray think of me in

the garden near the river for I have had much of joy

and suffering there.

So this meeting closed.  Henry had evidently been

aroused, and as Katherine put it, ‘set free’, probably

by his being persuaded to leave the garden.  He had

also promised to pray which he felt he could do

without losing his dignity;  and finally the faithful

long-suffering Katherine had reached him and would now

help him through his trials.

[The conclusion of this rescue work with Henry

VIII and his wives to follow shortly, after which we

will continue with more of Lord Dowding’s cases

rescuing haunting and obsessive spirits].   Richard R
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After Henry VIII put in an appearance at the

Chelsea home of the Medium and Musician, Hester

Dowden, Canon Pakenham Walsh found out that the house

stood on the very site of the old Tudor Manor House,

where Katherine had lived herself.  The garden the

group had been directed to where they found Henry VIII

for the first time was the ground upon which his

hunting lodge had stood 400 years before. The deer

park extended North to the top of Notting Hill.  So

unknown to the group, they had been guided to the very

spots where Henry and Katherine were attached.

Over the course of the next few years the Canon

continued to make contact with Henry and his Court

through six different mediums.  There could have been

no possibility of collusion between them for they were

unknown to each other as well as unknown beforehand

to Pakenham-Walsh.  This was a type of

cross-correspondence, since the mediums were quite

unconscious that they were actors in a prolonged drama

and only afterwards learned of the part they they had

played, and yet they never seemed to have made a

mistake, or to have introduced the different

characters at a wrong stage in the development of the

story.  They couldn’t have found the information in

books, and it later took the Canon months to verify

the details.

Canon Pakenham Walsh admitted “although, as far

as I know, I have none of those psychic powers which

enable ultra-sensitive persons to see and hear thse

spirit beings, after some fifteen years of observation

and first hand investigations, I have become

absolutely convinced that there are those among us who

are endowed with such powers.  I fully realise that

such gifts may be abused, and it is the abuse of such

gifts that the Holy Scripture inveighs against.  But I

am equally persuaded that these gifts may be dedicated

to God who gave them, as was done by Samual and Elijah

in oldern times, by Joan of Arc and St. Theresa of

Avila in medieval times and by  some of the best and

truest Christians whom I know in modern times.  It has

been my good fortune to meet some half dosen such

women, and the outcome of my acquaintance with them

has been this story, which to me at least is both

wonderful and suggestive  as to a future life, and a

very practical possible ‘Communion of Saints’,

Another result has been an ever deepening sense

of one’s own ignorance and unworth, and also if the

tremendous possibilities open to humanity and to

prayer.  So far from the knowledge of this angel

ministry lessening one’s sense of the greatness of the

Christ, it seems to me to increase one’s realisation

of how great and loving He must be and how wonderful

His Salvation.”  [Remember this was an Anglican

Clergyman writing  eighty years ago. Mediumship is

found in each and every religion, and in all walks of

life, so this message extends beyond Christianity to

all faiths, races and nationalities. R.R.]

A few days later Eleanor Kelly, a medium who gave

help to both the living and to those on the other

side, brought through more information from the

spirits involved with this story.

GUIDE     Much help has resulted from the meeting held

to rouse Henry.  The love of one woman has availed

greatly but she who came to ask thine aid will still

need it.  Do thou and the brothers pray for her, that

strength to endure may be given her to overcome the

sloth of soul in this the man she truly loves.

I come on behalf of a soul for whose delverance

your aid has been required.  Great results are not to

be looked for at first, but little by little, God’s

light begins to pierce the darkness in his soul.

[Here Miss Kelly said the vibrations altered and

the Lady Anne (Boleyn) took up the message:

Anne says make no forced opportunity, but be

assured she will be ready to perform her share in

cleansing that page of the book I closed, blinded to

the truth since borne in upon my spirit that for such

share as was mine I must make my reparation too with

his.  Elizabeth our daughter gas gone to seek for her

father, she too has much to redeem.  Cross over and

behold this night the power of love.  All can meet who

work in unison.  Sleep in your awakening, we meet you

in a place set apart for this very purpose.  Join

hands as you sit, now. [The three present joined hands

as directed].

PAKENHAM-WALSH     Is it the Lady Anne who is

speaking?

ANNE     Yes, join hands and wait

ELEANOR     I see a Tudor [red] rose.  Under the rose

is a fire.  It is symbolic of purification.  Now

behind the rose I see Henry and Anne and between them

and drawing them both together is Elizabeth. Behind

thm now I see a number of shadowy figures and in the

distance a crucifix.

This completed the very symbolic picture and the three unjoined hands.

ANNE     Wait now and be ready if again we ask you to

help us. Say to these parents their child is very near

them always. It makes her happy to be one of them; not

left out as so many are.  Be kind to all strangers

brought for enlightenment as many will be ere long, I

mean souls from our side.  Men from this village

throng about you where you meet their people: try to

realise their presence and then you can make it known

to others.

HELEN  {Their daughter who died in 1908 in China aged

3 months)   I am standing here so close to you. Oh how

I wish you could see me as clearly as I see you.  I

wish all the others were here too [her four brothers

at school].

P-W     Do you know Lilian?  [Her sister]

HELEN  Oh, yes.

P-W     She is asleep now, upstairs.

HELEN     I will just pop up and kiss her…It didn’t

take  me long!   Mother, what a darling my sister is;

would I have grown up big like that?

MRS. P-WALSH  Yes, much bigger.

HELEN     I am fairly tall now,  people say.  And my

hair is goldy brown and my eyes are grey.

P-W     What are you doing, Helen?

HELEN     I am more or less at school….lots of

glorious teachers, but I learn my A.B.C. sometimes

with Lilian.  I mean, I have to learn to understand

your kind of lessons.

MRS. P-WALSH    Do you know your Daddy’s mother?

HELEN     Yes, I see her, but I don’t live with her.

Mother’s own granny is often making plans to help you

all.  Daddy, I come too and listen when you preach.

P-W     Do you know the Lady Anne?

HELEN   Oh, yes.

P-W     Did the Lady Anne ever bring you before?

HELEN     Yes, more than once, and Lois [a girl from

the Tudor period] is my friend, one I’ve made just

lately.  She is much older than I am.

MRS. P-WALSH     Helen, do you know what my mother

does?

HELEN     Granny is a ministering spirit for those in

ignorance and sin;  like all people who serve, she

works to rescue.

In June 1924 Pakenham-Walsh attended a conference

at Peterborough and visited the Cathedral where Queen

Katherine’s tomb was placed.   Soon afterwards a

message came from Katherine herself, via  Eleanor

Kelly.

KATHERINE     I am grateful to all who offer prayer

and help in  thoughts of kindness and of pity  for my

King: no King in splendour but still King of my heart.

I who loved him as husband and father of my child, as

also did one other of his earthly wives.  Anne loved

him in part I know, and loved him as father of

Elizabeth, but not so as I loved him and still retain

that love.  Mine is he, mine he always was and mine he

will yet acknowledge himself to be; mine and I his in

the bond of peace and in righteousness of living at

last I hope and pray, and in my soul I know it will be

so.  God leaves no soul to drift uncared for and sends

His many angels to direct and succour even such as he,

poor lost one as he seemed to be.

Thy voice calling him for me broke in upon his

empty ear, and he woke to faint remembrance of the

garden and of me who often walked with him there in

the early years of our wedded life, or ever he sought

to thrust a sword into my heart and sever it in twain

poor bleeding heart of woman.  Sister we suffer, we of our sex, but I would not stay the suffering the bitter lessons of it are learned.

Anne is beside me and sends her greetings to thee

and to that one she hath charge of in his earthly

pilgrimage.  There is no sorrow or anger between us

any more;  I grow in love of her and we are one in our

work of rescue.

Each had pride and sins of ambition to let fall

and to be cleansed from, and  in the baptism of

[living in] the Spirit we have washed and are made

clean.    We come again, we and others; our niece Jane

[Grey]  too.

On July 13, 1924.   The Lady Anne came back

ANNE     I and another whose neck was as slender as

mine to sever, in the same way, poor innocent one, in

her was no sin of ambition, no vain trappings of the

mind, but a soul clear as a child’s, but a child still

when her spirit passed to freedom – Lady Jane Grey as

you know her.  She comes with me today and will

continue with me till a task we have in hand is

fulfilled, one of guardianship and love.

Tell them [The Rev. Pakenham-Walsh and his wife]

that we [the Lady Anne, Lady Jane Grey and Lois] offer

them special assistance in the training of the child

[their daughter Lilian].  Will they accept it?  And

when difficulties arise and they are perplexed how

best to deal with the growing soul, will they call us

to aid her?

In September of the same year, Pakenham-Walsh vis

ted his sister in Bournemouth and had another sitting

with Mrs.Clegg.

MRS. CLEGG     There is a very powerful personage here

now; he is very strongly built, very broad, with

squarish face and a flat kind of cap on his head with

a plume on one side.  He says, ‘Ha, Ha.’ And seems

very jocular.  He says you have helped him and he

wants your hand.  [Mrs. Clegg shakes the clergyman’s

hand].

P-W      Henry, have I helped you?

HENRY     Yes.

P-W     Well, I am glad.  There are many others trying

to help you, especially Katherine.

MRS. C.     He knows it.  He says ‘Percy’ [son of the

Earl of Northumberland, betrothed to Anne Boleyn until

Henry stole her as his Queen].

P-W     Yes, Henry, what about Percy?

HENRY     I wronged him.

P-W     How did you wrong him?  Begin there and tell

me, it may help you.  God’s word says ‘Confess your

sins to one another that ye may be healed’.  Make your

confession to me.

MRS. CLEGG [drawing herself up as though imitating his

expression of pride and unwillingness, with her hands

on her hips striking the characteristic attitude  of

Henry.

P-W     Then. Henry, I will help you to remember.

Percy loved the Lady Anne Boleyn and they were

betrothed and you came in and forced him to give her

up, thus spoiling the happiness of two lives.  Then

you married the Lady Anne yourself and in three years

you got tired of her [because though she gave you a

daughter, the son was stillborn] and then you murdered

her, and the very next day you married another woman.

Is there not anything to be ashamed of or sorry for in

all that?

HENRY     Part of me seems to be sorry and another

part seems not to care.

P-W     Exactly!   The better part of you is really

sorry, but the worse part holds it back.  You must let

your better part assert itself and conquer this

wretched selfish part.  Do you remember these words,

“If we say that we have no sin we deceive

ourselves…but if we confess our sins He is faithful

and just to forgive….”

HENRY     I have been absolved from all that.

P-W     Who absolved you?     If God had absolved you,

you would not be in such a miserable and unhappy

condition, Henry, there are many now who want to help

you, if you will only respond.  Katherine and the Lady

Anne and your daughter Elizabeth the great Queen and

Lady Jane Grey and others.

HENRY     They can go to hell for all I care.

P-W     Henry,  there is no good talking like that.

That is the bad part of your nature gaining the upper

hand.

HENRY     I want you to help me.

P-W     And I want to help you, but how can I help you

if you talk like that<

HENRY     Think the best you can of me and pray for

me, but don’t remind me of my misdeeds, it hurts.

P-W     I don’t want to hurt you unless to hurt you is

the means to help you.  We all need to be helped and I

want to help you and I will do as you ask.  I will try

to think the best of you and I will try to pray for

you more.

HENRY     You have helped.   [He shook my hand firmly

and left.]

P-W writes “Now I began to realize why I had been

called the ‘Missionary spirit of our band on earth’,

which had seemed to be so strange and meaningless.  My

help on earth apparently was needed, as being himself

earthbound Henry could see and hear me, while they in

the brighter and higher spirit realms could not reach

him directly.    I don’t pretend to understand why the

human agent is needed at all, but there is no waste in

God’s economy of Grace and unless the human agent had

been necessary, it surely would not have been

employed.

Evidently a great struggle was going on in

Henry’s nature and he had advanced to this extent that

he had admitted that he had wronged Percy and also he

had asked for prayer for himself, and said that he

desired to be helped.  How different was this to his

attitude at Chelsea where a king could do no wrong,

and where his wives had only got what they deserved.”

“Mrs. Clegg described an ascetic looking figure

in a priest’s garment, a high dignitary in the Church

of Rome.   It was Bishop Fisher, who had suffered

through Henry.  It seemed that he too was now helping

Henry.  He also made it known that he had felt and

appreciated the sympathetic reference I had made to

him in my play, albeit a very brief reference.  Oh,

how careful we should be in all that we say, even of

the so-called dead!

“There came next another priest who also had

been cruelly treated by Henry, Friar Peyto, a friend

of Bishop Fisher’s who preached before Henry and the

Lady Anne at Greenwich denouncing the marriage. Henry

put him in the Tower and tortured him.   But he also

was taking part in Henry’s rescue. Then Queen

Katherine appeared.”

P-W     Have I helped you at all?

KATHERINE   Yes, yes, prayer, prayer, prayer.  The

work of redemption will have a successful outcome.

So many were working to that end, in both worlds,

and all can co-operate in prayer.

The next morning Mrs. Clegg described six figures, and

among them were Lady Anne, Lady Jane Grey, Queen

Katherine and Elizabeth.   These all stood together

their hands clasped in symbol of being reunited in

spirit and in love.  United in their efforts to redeem

Henry’s soul through their love.   The two other

figures were Percy,  and Sir William Kingston,

Governor of the Tower of London under Henry.  They

were also members of the band of rescuers.

The Pakenham-Walsh family visit Eleanor Kelly’s

bungalow  at Peacehaven, overlooking the South Downs

the next year, and on August 8, 1925, Lady Anne makes

her  presence known.

ANNE     I stood behind my champion (P-W) yestereve in

your little home and watched his fair young son

(Willy).  My heart  goes out  to this son of my

champion, for I am minded to picture that my own son

might have been such a one, had he grown to manhood in

the body of the flesh.  I have his dear companion ship

and sonship now, and I am deeply blessed for Elizabeth

comes to me with a daughter’s affection at last.

Elizabeth  loved me not while she was on earth, and

here in God’s open home of love and light, we met not

till of late.

George Boleyn then answered some questions, and

Anne returned.

ANNE     I come tonight with my brothers, all of them

are here and my daughter too, I am pleased to meet

your son, will he give me greeting?

WILLY     Yes, certainly.

ANNE    I am indebted to all of you who help us to

perform our works of love and ransom.

ELEANOR     She has now gone over beside you and has

put her hand on your shoulder.

ANNE     My friend, my champion and my charge. Have

faith and confidence and fear nothing.   I wish to use

the medium spoken of that my champion may hear my

voice and speak with me face to face.  I wish to bring

about her a band of spirits.  She can be made a

channel by the [power of]  devotional sitters. So few

such channels are available.  We would enlist them all

for this work only.

On September 2nd, 1925, the group met at the

College of Psychic Science at Holland Park for a

séance with the voice medium, Mrs. Blanche Cooper.

Various messages were given to the sitters, and spirit

lights were seen, and finally Lady Anne came through.

ANNE   [her voice sounding close to P-W, in front of

him] I am standing opposite you now, face to face.

P-W     But how can I know who you are?

ANNE     It is I who have arranged this meeting.  Have

you not come here by arrangement?

P-W     Yes, but I do not know even now who it is.

Can you not tell me who is speaking to me?

ANNE   Cham, Cham, Champion.  Do you know who I am

now?

P-W     Yes, I know now who it is.

The Canon and his son Willy was back with Eleanor

Kelly at Peacehaven on September 5th,  and there Willy

talked with Mr. Bennett, the spirit of his former

schoolmaster.  Then the Canon talked with him.

P-W     Mr. Bennett, do you know anything about my

story?

BENNETT     I know it all.  I know too the Lady whom

you call the Lady Anne, but we don’t have any titles

on this side, we drop all that.  Willy, (turning to

him) I’m not a master here.  I’m just a learner in the

lowest class.

P-W     Yes, I know there are no titles, but I like to

call her the Lady Anne for old time courtesy’s sake.

BENNETT     I quite understand your feeling, and I

shall call her the Lady Anne with you.  Yes I know her

and I know your daughter too. – not Lillian, but

Helen, your daughter over here.

P-W     Do you know about the direct voice meeting the

other day in London?

BENNETT     Of course I do, I was at the circle.

P-W     Was it the Lady Anne who spoke to me?

BENNETT     Yes, it was the Lady Anne, she was

standing in front of you the whole time, but she could

not get through to speak to you until just at the end.

That illuminated [luminous] watch [worn by one of the

sitters] upset things.  I find it hard to explain, but

it made a kind of damp mist which drove her back each

time she tried to speak, but she did in the end get

through all she wanted in the word Champion.  She had

thought about it a lot and she felt that the name

Champion would be best as a test of her identity.

P-W     Well, I think it was just ‘A. 1.’.  But, Mr.

Bennett, what does it all mean, what is this Tudor

story of mine all leading up to?

BENNETT     That I don’t know, I cannot tell you, but

it is all part of a great purpose and this knowledge

which is now being given to the earth is the greatest

subject there is, the greatest subject on earth or in

heaven.  And Sir, you must not hide it, and you must

let your children know of it.

P-W   Do you mean even the younger ones?

BENNETT     Yes, everyone of them. (Turning to Willy)

Oh, my boy, I envy you.  I wish I were young again and

had your opportunities and knowledge.  You are

favoured indeed.

WILLY     But you were a medium yourself, were you

not, Sir?

BENNETT     Yes, I was but I didn’t know it.  (To P-W)

You are very impressionable, and I should say your

psychic development will be on your dream side.

Bennett went on to discuss the nature of matter

and evil.  His definition of matter was  ‘solidified

spirit.’

WILLY     Sir, do tell me what evil is, is it

something in itself or isn’t it just the absence of

good?

BENNETT     There can be no such thing as created

evil.  Evil is more the unconsciousness of good.

Mankind is in a state of evolution and is only in his

childhood. When he has reached the full measure ‘of

the stature of Christ,’  when he has reached ‘the

fullness of the measure of Christ, evil will cease to

exist.’

[To be continued.  R.R.]
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Rescue Circles  (22)   The Reformation of Henry VIII

(Part 3)

Evidence continued to pile up as the Canon

continued his investigations  for his Tudor story.

While staying overnight with a fellow clergyman in

London, the housekeeper did some crystal gazing for

him and produced seven scenes quite clearly depicting

Anne and Henry and the drama leading to her execution

at Tower Green.

Eleanor Kelly the medium was also a nurse,

and in that capacity came to Brighton to give  some

magnetic healing to the husband of  Theodore Monson,

the inspirational writer.  Theo could read character

through psychometry and handwriting, and  had a

certain power of foresight.   She mentioned to Eleanor

that one day in September, 1925 she was suddenly

inspired to write a narrative poem entitled “The

Lament of Anne Boleyn.”      “It came into my mind and

I wrote it down just as it came, sometimes hesitating

for a word, which came after a little waiting.  While

writing, I did seem to see the figure of a woman in

the dress of that period, velvet and silk and a little

head-dress of velvet and pearls coming to a point on

the forehead, a very sweet gracious smile and sunny

brown hair.  Eleanor Kelly came to see me one day soon

after and I felt rather dubious really as to even

showing her “The Lament.”  I thought it so very bad

really, and not fit to show to anyone and yet I could

not understand why it should come into my head.  When

I mentioned the name Anne Boleyn to her,  I was really

startled because she was so amazed and kept saying:

“Are you sure we never talked to you or mentioned her

name?”  and I could most faithfully say : “Never!”’

Canon Pakenham-Walsh comments “Here is a clear

statement from both these ladies that they had not

communicated at all about the Lady Anne or my story

before  she appeared to Mrs. Monson and before the

“Lament” was written.  Also one has Mrs. Monson’s

declaration that she is not at all well versed in the

Tudor period, and yet she commences at once to write

the most dramatic scenes introducing Tudor personages

with the vividness and reality which would make her

name as a tragedian.

“Her explanation is that she sees the personages

of whom she speaks, hears what they say either to her

to one another and writes it down.”   She was clearly

clairvoyant and clairaudient. And the account fits

exactly into place in “A Tudor Story.”  The whole poem

may be read in Canon Pakenham-Walsh’s book of that

title.

The Canon adds an interesting footnote:   “I had

always thought that the Lament was based on an

imaginary visit of some ‘Courtiers’ to the Queen in

her prison and it was not until 1956, some 30 years

later, that to my surprise and astonishment I found a

full account of it in the Lives of Two Queens by

Hepworth Dixon.  Norfolk, her judge, with some of

those who had condemned her to death did actually

visit them both in prison, seeking first to get a

confession of guilt from George Boleyn and failing

with him went on to the cell of the Queen telling her

that she would do better to confess her fault. ‘They

talked of what the King had done for her, but  the

Queen replied, ‘All that is past, I have done nothing

against the King.  And I have laid down everything the

King has given me.  I am now no more than Anne Boleyn.

My lords on  my salvation I have committed no

offence.’   And no wonder, as Mrs. Monson’s poem

describes,

“Like craven hounds with tails between their legs,

And eyes averted, they slunk out one by one,

And the door clanged behind them.”

At this point, Canon  Pakenham-Walsh lent his

play and his Tudor Story for Theodore Monson to read

for the first time.    The story proved to her a real

spiritual help, specially as she was passing through a

very difficult time, owing to the serious operation

her husband had undergone.     Suddenly she saw  the

Lady Anne standing beside her.  Mrs. Monson continues

the story:

ANNE:    It is I, friend, dear child – Anne.  I am so

glad it has helped you  -  the reading of my faithful

champion’s words.

THEODORE    I do so want to believe it is really you,

Lady Anne.

ANNE     And now I AM here, thou canst not believe,

doubting one, even after the Lord’s blessing?

THEODORE     I so fear it lies within my heart’s

imagination which does so long to see and talk with

you.

ANNE  No, no, it is true.  Now write.  Thou are

connected with me in some way I cannot now explain,

but the way will be made clear.  Accept any texts and

messages, always with prayer, for thou hast much to

cloud and oppress thy mind and judgment at present.

This we know and would fain help thee to overcome and

withstand.  Hast thou not felt our presence and our

pity?  Nay, not pity – Love!  The power grows dim.  Do

not sorrow.  I go now;  with another I will return

anon.  Conditions are not good.

Mrs. Monson’s description of  the Lady Anne

tallies with her pictures and with practically all the

accounts we have of her, but Mrs. Monson had not seen

a picture of her.  The clairvoyants are not in a

league of deceit; they do not know each other, and

have never met.

With the entrance of other sensitives into the

Tudor Arena, those who have read so far will have

realized that there is running through this strange

story a deep purpose, not just the vindication of an

innocent woman,  but the bringing home to those who

caused her death, not only a realization of their own

wrong doing but also a creation in their hearts of a

desire to seek of mercy and forgiveness from the God

whom they had either forgotten or denied.  This

apparently could only be accomplished by the

co-operation of those on both sides of the Veil as has

already been seen, and now again independently brought

through the psychic gifts of the crystal gazing

housekeeper, and those of Theodore Monson and Eleanor

Kelly in a series of visions or experiences in which

the actors see themselves as they really are.

The very next day, as Mrs. Monson was alone and in bed, she suddenly became aware of King Henry’s figure near her, and Henry at once spoke:

HENRY     It is I.  I am here, Henry Rex.  [very

loudly]  Write as thou didst before.  What controls

this power thou hast?  How comes it I can speak to

thee without open voice and that thou canst hear?

THEODORE MONSON     I only know it is so, Henry, and

you will soon know far more than I

HENRY     Dost thou always remain here?

THEODORE     Oh, no.  What can I do for you?

HENRY     There is one thing I would ask, one matter

requiring my royal attention [said with hands on hips

and very haughtily].  Nay, I am forgetful.  I am no

longer a king.  I cannot find the right words, and

words, odd words will come. [He seemed so distressed

and perplexed.  He was quiet for a moment and then

tried again quite humbly].  There is a matter, but I

cannot find the words. [He put his hand to his head,

sighing].

THEODORE     Couldst thou not ask aid of others

nearer, Queen Katherine perhaps?

HENRY     No, no, it is not seemly or fit.  Could I

speak to HIM that….the holy father, the priest.  Could

I speak to him?

THEODORE     Yes, at least I will ask him to arrange

it, but it may take time.

HENRY     What is time?  I am not to be considered, my

wishes do not count, as when I could sever heads at a

glance almost. [He saw my look of sorrow and dismay.]

Thou  likest not such talk?  I will not again.  I did

not mean to say that.  I will go now, but how shall I

know?

THEODORE     Canst thou not pray?  Find comfort in

prayer, Henry.  That will guide thee.

HENRY     I will pray.  Tell the holy father I have

found some relief, but if he truly serves my God, as

Defender of the Faith I would speak again with him, as

soon as he can.  I would not disturb him [spoken

slowly and with difficulty and some emotion] but I

NEED him.  Now I go, I thank thee.  Thou hast been

courteous to one who suffers – I go.

A fortnight later, December 1st, 1925, Mrs.

Monson was conscious of a figure near her and she

said:

THEODORE      I think it is Queen Katherine?

KATHERINE     Yes, it is, for Henry, my poor Henry I

come, but not as Queen, friend – as sister.

THEODORE     What may I do?

KATHERINE     Wilt thou take a message from Henry?   I

am here again, but not very clear is the ‘line’.

Wait.  Now that is better.  Anne’s champion, will he

remember at the Early Celebration, my poor Henry.  An

opportunity later will be given the holy father to

speak closely to Henry. [Theodore is called away to

attend to her sick husband].

THEODORE     Forgive the discourtesy, dear Lady.  He

little knew that I was entertaining Royalty!

KATHERINE     I had best say quickly what I have to

say.  This is not a good time but the channel is open

and thou receptive.

THEODORE     Yes, I felt so.

KATHERINE     Tell the holy father, Henry is less

vindictive, less morose.  He even shows some interest

on this side and realizes clearly at times where he

is.  We need his co-operation, yes, Henry’s, in what

has to be revealed and cannot accomplish our work

until the clouds are lifted from his soul - the weight

of pride, greed, cruelty;  oh!  I would not speak much

of all that, it brings back what is best forgotten.

Yet, for our purpose this must at times be recalled.

Farewell, I must go.

The Canon included the following episode because

he believed that it showed very clearly how closely

our plans and interests in this world are known to

those in the next.  The Canon worked for the diocese

of Peterborough and in January 1926 had to attend a

conference at Westminster.  He took the opportunity of

attending a performance of Shakespeare’s play Henry

VIII and of meeting Eleanor Kelly for a further séance

to contact  Henry.   He had planned to meet the medium

in the afternoon, and watch the play in the evening,

but owing to various complications, he had to reverse

the process.

When the séance finally began at 6 p.m. the

first person to speak was Sir Thomas Boleyn, who came

to thank the Canon for all that he had done for his

daughter Anne, and to confess his own part in her

tragedy, caused by his worldly ambitions.   As soon as

he had finished speaking Henry VIII came and demanded

in tones of terrible anger why the Canon had broken

his appointment with him.

He explained that he had not meant to break his

appointment, but that he had not realized that by

changing his plan he had unwittingly upset the

arrangements evidently made by the Ladies Anne or

Katherine to bring the Tudor personages to us in the

afternoon.

HENRY     Don’t tell me that.  You broke it so that

you might go to the theatre to mock.  You have been

scoffing and mocking me all the afternoon!

PAKENHAM-WALSH     I was not scoffing at you, Henry, I

was sympathizing with you.

HENRY     Don’t talk to me like that.  I will not put

up with it.  You were scoffing at me.  I tell you that

I will not stand it.  I will not brook such insult and

disobedience.  I will not put up with it in you or any

other….

Here the torrent of wrath and abuse suddenly

stopped to the group’s  amazement and relief, and

putting his hands to his head in a bewildered way he

said:

HENRY     I did not come here to say this.  Oh!  What

am I saying?  Oh, what have I said!  I am a poor,

miserable confounded sinner, a poor wretched damned

soul, a sinner sunk in hell.

P-W     What can I do to help you?

HENRY     I want advice.  I am surrounded with all

those wenches howling and wailing after me.  Why

should they be howling after me now?  What am I to do

for them?

P-W     The only path for you is to take these people

one by one and find out what the trouble is, and try

to put it right.

HENRY     Face each one by one!  How can I?  There

would be no end of them and I cannot face them all.

[Already Queen Katherine, the Lady Anne and Lord

Rochford have all forgiven me, but] there is one wench

always wailing after me [Jane Seymour]. She has

injured me.  She sinned against me.  She committed a

great crime against -  [with great anger] she kept

back papers from me.  I can never forgive her, never,

never.  I detest her.

SITTER  [Another clergyman]    If you forgive not men

their trespasses, neither you’re your Heavenly Father

forgive you yours.

P-W     Henry, remember the words of the Lord Jesus on

the Cross, “Father forgive them for they know not what

they do.”.

HENRY  [Furious.]     Don’t talk to me like that.  You

won’t deceive me.  She did know what she did.  She did

know it.

P-W     She IS sorry and wants to confess, but you

will not give her an opportunity.

HENRY     [Rising with passion and standing over P-W

in a most threatening attitude.]  I tell you, I will

not receive her confession.  I loathe and detest and

abominate the woman, and I shall not permit her to

approach me.

P-W     Can you not be more gentle to her.  After all,

she is the mother of your son Edward.

HENRY   [Collapsing on the seat and putting his hands

over his eyes.]   Where is my son?  Oh, where is my

son?  Why is my son kept from me?  Give me back my son

and I will forgive her.

P-W     Henry, do you really want your son back to you

in all your darkness and misery?  You would not really

wish it.  No, Henry, he cannot come back to you, but

you may go to him if only you will be gentle and

penitent.

When the owner of the house who was hosting the

meeting, Mrs. Marriott, made a remark while Henry was

still speaking, he asked petulantly:

HENRY     Who is that?  What are all these people doing?  Why do you bring all these witnesses about me?

P-W     We all want to help you.  I beg you, take the

help and advice we offer, and don’t let the

opportunity slip by.

HENRY     You HAVE helped me and I am grateful.  Yes,

I will forgive.  Here, Katherine [turning and putting

out his hand], lead me to Jane.

Of this meeting P-W writes “It was a great

encounter and what doubtless turned it in my favour

was my appeal to him to be gentle to Jane as the

mother of his son Edward.  It was the strongest appeal

I could have made to him.   I cannot imagine why Henry

should be so bitter against Jane Seymour.  Historians

all say that she was the wife whom he liked best, or

rather, perhaps, with whom he did not fall out;  and

his body was laid beside hers in St. George’s Chapel,

Windsor – I believe at his own request.”

In the middle of February Theodore Monson at home

in Brighton had one or two warnings that Henry wanted

to come to her again, but nothing came of them until

on the evening of February 18th he came shouting:

HENRY     Woman, woman.

THEODORE   MONSON   Is it Henry?

HENRY     It is Henry, and thou hast denied me speech

some days.  Why dist thou not answer before?

T M      I am very sorry Henry.  You must forgive me.

I have been very tired.

HENRY   Tired?  What is tired?  I know not, except of

this, this uncertainty.

T M     Comest thou in the name of God?

HENRY     Yes, I do come in the name of God, but why

askest thou that question?

T M      I wanted to make sure.

HENRY     Doubting again?  There is no doubt, alas,

though at times so bewildered am I, I might well doubt

myself !  Woman  [coming close to my beside]  where is

Eleanor?  Hath she not been here?  Callest thou not

her by that name, Eleanor?

T M    Yes, that is her name: she has been here today

but is, I think, safe in her own bed now.

HENRY     Thou dost not know where my sons are?  I did

see them, but for a brief space.  Eleanor and a right

likely fellow brought me, but I may not be with them

always yet, dost though think Eleanor would pray that

I might be with my sons?  Woman, woman I cannot reward

thee as once I could but things are different here.

Mrs.  Monson writes: “Then I sensed a very sad but dignified presence and saw Cardinal Wolsey, Henry also saw him.”

HENRY     Woman, dost though know who this is, who has HONORED thee [very sarcastically] by coming to see thee?

T M     I think it is Cardinal Wolsey.

WOLSEY     I am that sad and sorrowful one and yet not

wholly sad, for my Master hath given me work to do for

Him.  He hath shown tender mercy to His erring child.

HENRY     Why comest thou when I am here?  It is an

intrusion; thou shouldst ask permission before thou

intrudest thus.

Wolsey     Henry, thou owest me this.  I did great

wrong for thee on earth for which I now do penance.

Had I refused to pander to thy vices, thy wishes

perchance I had not sunk to the low depths I did.

GEORGE BOLEYN   Theo, I am here.  I brought Wolsey.

Can you speak to Henry?

HENRY   [sulkily]    Thou shouldest not have brought

him, George Boleyn, thou takest too much upon thyself!

I, I do not feel I can look upon him yet  [half

turns his back on Wolsey] it brings too much

remembrance.    [Slowly and very low, as if to

himself.]  ‘Tis too much, I cannot bear the weight.

Woman, why dost thou not send this priest away?  I

like not his presence.  [Pitifully] Must I bear with

him too?

T M     Henry, love has been born in thy heart for thy

wives, thy sons; canst thou not forgive another?  Thou

owest him much.  If he forgives thee, be not less

forgiving.

Henry     Nay, how shouldst thou know what need there

is for me to forgive?  Thou wast not of my time.  I

comprehend it not [shaking head and looking very

puzzled]. Oh, woman, if thou hast a woman’s heart like

Katherine – like Anne….Why, - there IS Anne!

Anne  appeared between Henry and Wolsey in

radiant white.

ANNE     Greeting to my friend Theo.

T M      Comest thou in the name of God?

ANNE   [Bending head.]  I do so come Theo and on His

work am I here tonight.  Thou dost right to try me, if

thou wert doubtful.  Henry, have mercy as others have

shewn mercy to thee and forgiveness.

HENRY     [Most piteously still with back turned to

her and Wolsey.]  Anne, I cannot, I cannot – spare me.

The sight of him brings back so much torment.  I

suffer so, I – I – [falls to his knees].

WOSLEY   [Putting out his hands as if in blessing.]

Did ever these hands of mine yearn more greatly to

bless, but unworthy am I, ‘tis for my Master to

comfort this poor soul in like plight as I.

GEORGE BOLEYN     Theo, help them.  I have brought

them not easily.

T M     Our Lord help me to say what is right.  May He

look down upon these two souls and comfort them.

Here Theodore saw a beautiful angel near Henry,

stooping over him with long golden hair and wings.

ANGEL     Henry, Henry, the Master calleth thee, Come

with me and I will lead thee to Him!  But first bid

farewell to thy friends for a while.

HENRY     Shall I not return?  I cannot go to Him

[covering his face with his hands], I, I denied Him.

I am no great king but a poor worthless man.

All this time the Lady Anne, Wolsey and George

Boleyn were praying with hands and eyes uplifted.

HENRY     I would go to my Father but I know not the

way.  Lead me to Him then, but I …. Woman [turning to

Theo imploringly] What must I do?  Tell me, I feel….my

heart ….’twill break!

T M      Go with the Heavenly Guide, Henry, as she

bids thee, fearing nothing, and speak thy heart out to

the Lord Jesus they Saviour, and thou wilt receive

comfort.

HENRY  [quite humbly]   I thank thee, I will go.

The angel took him away, one gentle hand on his

shoulder.  Wolsey then turned and gave Theo a sad but

peaceful smile and then was gone too.  Anne too had

gone, but George remained.

GEORGE BOLEYN   Pray for these two souls Theo, for

Henry and Wolsey, that they may be reconciled and

become friends.  The Master sent the help, Theo, the

Lord Jesus Christ, we are only His messengers.  God be

with thee, Theo, now and give thee peace.

On the same night of February 18th as Mrs. Monson

had talked with Henry and Wolsey,  but EARLIER in the

evening, at 9.45 p.m.,  Eleanor Kelly in her bungalow

at Peacehaven became aware of Henry standing by her

side, a different and quite gentle Henry, with no

arrogance of manner or temper about him.  In a letter

to Canon Pakenham-Walsh she writes:  “He came close to

my shoulder and said in a puzzled tone:

HENRY     Woman, why dost thou doubt thy friend?

ELEANOR     I do not doubt you any more than myself.

I can’t explain my thought to you.

HENRY     It doth confuse me, it doth confuse me; one

saith this and another that.  WHO is thy friend?  Who

IS this holy father?  Who are THOU?

ELEANOR    Just men and women like you and yours,

ordinary human people who only want to be friendly and

help one another.

HENRY [bending down to look closely at her face]  Thou

art that one who first did call me; THOU it was who

led me to my Kate, lead me now to my sons.  I was told

I might find my sons with thee.  Jane – Jane ever

talketh of a crime, a crime, what is one crime among

so many;  I cannot wait to listen of her crime, all

was crime!

“Just then I knew Dick [my nephew] was with me,

and suddenly Henry saw him and looked at him with

astonishment, then said slowly, almost with awe:”

HENRY     He shines, he shines, woman is he thy son?

ELEANOR     No, but like a son to me.  I have no

children of my own.  I never married.

HENRY     [Vehemently.]  Woman, thou SHOULDEST marry

and bear sons.

“Then we talked a little and he asked questions about unborn babies and again kept saying: ‘My sons, find me my sons.’

Then Dick bent down and whispered to me: ‘Oh,

Auntie, TELL him, Anne’s son IS here, tell him, make

him see.’

I told Henry what Dick said and he looked from

one to the other of us and round about and then all at

once, he saw his own son, and such a look came into

his eyes I could not watch him or say a word or make

any note, his face changed completely and when he

spoke again he said things I can’t repeat, about his

former visits and having once held out his hand for me

to kiss, and then he knelt down beside me and took my

hand and kissed it once, tears were running down his

face but he took no notice of it and stood looking at

the son , not touching him or speaking.  [This was the

son of the Lady Anne born (still-born), in February

1536 after the shock of her meeting Henry with Jane

Seymour.]

“Then Anne came too and his other son (Edward,

Jane Seymour’s son), and poor Jane came and stood near

them.

Henry and Jane were wrapt in a dull sort of grey

color like fog, dark and heavy.  Anne and the two sons

were perfectly beautiful, covered with a  shining

light.  Each of the boys took his own mother by the

hand and the two mothers took each one hand of

Henry’s, Jane hanging back timidly, and they, the sons

and Anne, led Henry and Jane step by step up a height,

and as they climbed Henry and Jane seemed to grow

lighter and purer, and they passed out of my sight.

And so another step forward has been gained and

Henry has at least seen his sons who appear to be so

much to him.”

In his appearance later in the evening, at Mrs.

Monson’s house, Henry mentioned that he HAD seen his

sons briefly! [see the account above – where Henry

says “I did see them, but for a brief space.  Eleanor

and a right likely fellow (Dick) brought me, but I may

not be with them always yet, dost thou think Eleanor

would pray that I might be with my sons?”]  This ties

together two independent appearances of Henry to

different mediums  in one evening, authenticating that

it is the same personality speaking.  What could be

more evidential than that?

On March 5th, 1926, Eleanor Kelly had this short message from Katherine, after some other messages had been spoken:

KATHERINE      I too, Katherine, am full happy dear

sister, woman, in the cleansing of my love, my heart’s

king, my Henry, the Father of my children.  Bless thee

and all, each one, for the loving help, the uniting

with us in our labour of dear love.   Christ be with

us.

Although Henry had evidently passed on into

higher hands, and would perhaps not again need help in

the same way from earth, this is not the last we shall

hear from him.  Canon Pakenham-Walsh has not quite

completed his Tudor story, and after that and his own

passing, he has a further episode of the story to

tell.  Richard R.

[To be continued]
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Some skeptics have accused Pakenham-Walsh as

having been obsessed with Anne Boleyn, and thus

deluded into thinking he was in contact with these

spirits from the distant past.   However, he was

merely writing a play about her, in the first

instance, and it was friends of his who introduced him

to mediums who in a remarkable case of

cross-correspondence, independently brought him into

contact with the spirits of these historical figures,

who provided enough evidential information to prove

that they were authentic, and real.

So, continuing the Tudor story investigating the

circumstances of Anne Boleyn’s death and Henry’s

remorse, Canon Pakenham Walsh brings Lady Rochford

into the picture.  She was the wife of George Boleyn,

and it was her false witness which was mainly

responsible for the death both of her husband and also

of his sister, the Lady Anne.  A few years later she

became involved with Queen Katherine Howard and was

executed with her, confessing her crime on the

scaffold (saying that she supposed God had permitted

her to suffer this shameful doom as a punishment for

her false accusation of Queen Anne Boleyn).

When the Canon was visiting Brighton on October 4th, 1926, Eleanor Kelly brought Lady Rochford over.

She saw a woman coming apparently in great misery, and

felt a sick sensation and pain round her neck.

LADY ROCHFORD       Oh, oh, oh, my misery:  oh, how

can I bear such misery.  Oh, my sin, my sin!

P-W     I have come here to help you, but what shall I

call you?   I cannot call you Lady Rochford now and I

don’t know your name.  What was your Christian name?

LADY R.     Oh, my name; I have soiled and polluted my

name.  I have dragged it in the dust.

P-W     But what was it?

LADY  R        I cannot tell you now.  I will tell you

some other time.   Oh, oh, do you say that you can

help me?

P-W     I have come to help you.  I want to tell you

that if you repent and turn to the Lord Jesus, He can

save you.

LADY R      Where is Jesus?  How can I see Him?  How

can I hear Him speak?  How can such a one as I ever be

forgiven?  Oh, Jesus save me, save me.

P-W     Jesus can speak to you through His servants.

I am a clergyman, His minister and I am commissioned

by Him to tell you that if you confess your sins, He

is faithful and just to forgive you your sins.

LADY R     Do you believe it?

P-W     Yes I do believe it.

LADY R     And you think I can be saved, I who have

committed such a terrible sin?

P-W     Why did you do it?

LADY R     Oh, don’t ask me.  Oh, don’t remind me of

it.  I had a child….George….did….not….believe

it….was….his….child, but it was, it was.

P-W     Was it really his child?

LADY R     Yes, yes, it was his child, oh, oh, oh!

P-W     Did it live?

LADY R     Yes it did live.  Oh, oh!

P-W     How can I help you?  Do you know that Henry

has been helped.  He has repented and had been

forgiven.

LADY R     He treated me unjustly.  He made me suffer.

P-W     Yes, I know you have suffered, but Henry is

sorry and he wants to undo the past, and he wants you

to forgive him.

LADY R     I met Henry today and Anne, and Anne took

his hand and mine bloodstained both and joined them.

[Here she began weeping.]

P-W     What did she say?

LADY R     She said: “The blood of Jesus Christ

cleanseth us from all sin!”

P-W     Oh, Lady Rochford it is true, believe it.  The

Lord Jesus has spoken to you through His Messenger and

you must believe.

Here she quite broke down and I myself could with

difficulty restrain my own emotion and tears.  There

was a slight pause and silence and then as though she

had pulled herself together she said quietly:

LADY R     Can you see me?

P-W     No, I cannot see you.  I am speaking to you

through this lady.

LADY R     That seems very strange.  I am told that

you have spoken to my husband and that he takes an

interest in the young men’s clubs in your parish.

P-W     Yes, he does.

LADY R    That seems very strange to me.

P-W     It seems very strange to me also.

LADY R     Do you see him?

P-W     No, I have never seen him.

LADY R     Yet, you speak to him, that seems very

strange to me.

P-W     Yes, it is very strange, but because it is

strange it need not therefore be untrue, there are

many strange things in life.

LADY R     Will you speak to George for me?

P-W     Yes, certainly, if I get an opportunity.

LADY R     Will you ask him to come and speak to me?

P-W     Yes, I will, but I know that he longs to speak

to you and help you.   I will pray for him to come to

you now. [I then began to pray aloud.]

LADY R     [very gently]  No, not that, pray him

yourself to come to me, I did love him once and I am

the mother of his child.  Will you ASK him to come and

see me?

P-W     Yes, Lady Rochford, I will.

Then she left and we went downstairs to tea.

Miss Kelly said to me:  “Will they see that I have

been crying?”  and I said: “Oh, I don’t think so.  It

doesn’t matter if they do.”  But the lady of the house

saw it at once and my own eyes too were full of tears.

It was all so pathetic and so real and again is it

likely either of us would or could invent such a

scene.  Even to read the account of it is touching

enough but to be present made one feel in the presence

of a sorrow and a tragedy too lifelike to be unreal.

I have often wondered why Lady Rochford turned

against her husband George and brought him to the

block, and jealousy of his sister the Lady Anne never

seemed to me a sufficient explanation.  If he believed

that her child was not his child and if it really WAS

his child, there then is much more to explain her

terrible action and it would be most evidential if

ever one could discover that this was the cause, but I

fear the matter is too personal an affair to have had

any record made in either public or private history.”

Just four and a half years after the Canon’s

visit to Hever Castle which had started the whole

chain of events, he returned with his wife Maud and

friends on September 30th, 1926, and as they were

standing round the tomb of Anne Boleyn’s father in the

little church, Packenham-Walsh said: “I wonder if the

Lady Anne is present.”      Eleanor Kelly came through

with Anne at once.

LADY ANNE     Yes, my champion, we, Anne, her father

and her brothers stand round this earthly tabernacle

where lie the bones of him who was my father of earth,

still united to me by the holy band of love in the

grace of our Heavenly Father.

P-W     Lady Anne, I want to ask you why this

experience has come to me, why have I been chosen to

have anything to do with the Tudor people?

ANNE     My dear friend the reason is not far to seek;

all are needed who will lend their aid in this work.

P-W     Yes, but I am only one of millions, and why

should I be chosen?

ANNE     One of millions of millions, it matters not

so thou be willing to lend thine ear.  We seek ever

such as can be made to hear, to see, to feel;  thou

knowest not how oft it is we who impress thee, but

when thine ear is attuned to hear, then we can make

the contact we need clearer.  Much work waits to be

done, the harvest is ready but the reapers few.

P-W     Lady Anne, do you remember where you sat in

this church?

ANNE     I sat not near this tomb but further down the

middle aisle on the left.

This was correct. In her time there had been a side

altar in the North transept, so the Boleyn pew could

not have been near the tomb.

P-W     Do you remember your old Vicar? [Dr. Heath.]

ANNE     My vicar stands near thee now, canst speak of

aught to him thou dost wish.

ELEANOR    [to P-W]     Do you know anything about

him?

P-W     Oh yes, I know a good deal about him;  he

became Archbishop of York and Chancellor and signed

the writ of death for Cranmer, but the Lady Anne would

not know these things as they happened after her

death.

DR. HEATH    Yes, brother, I do know thou knowest me.

Speak and I will strive to answer.

P-W     Do you remember the Lady Anne?

DR. HEATH     How could I forget one so bound up with

my prayers and my sorrows of earth?

P-W     But you differed from her very widely in

thought. She was progressive and reforming and you

adhered to the Roman School.

DR. HEATH     But now I do thank the dear Lord so

partnered with me in the joy of this heavenly life.

P-W     Lady Anne, do you remember this old church?

ANNE     Yes, not as it was in my day, but I do sense

the difference through thee.

P-W     How is Henry getting on?  Is he progressing?

KATHERINE [Taking over.]     Love is guiding him along

the upward, rugged path, I do thank thee all who gave

me aid.  Not yet am I ever with my dear love, but I do

see him and I wait in patience for his fuller

knowledge.  I thank thee all and I am happier now.

P-W     Lady Anne, whose is the little slab marked

with a cross just beside the large tomb of your

father?

ANNE     My baby brother.

Pakenham Walsh was going to ask some advice of Lady

Anne about their third son Harold and his upbringing,

but Maud his wife said to leave that until they got

home.  However, Anne chipped in:

ANNE     But it is the mother’s heart that draws me.

I would have my champion know our interest is no way

lessened.  We watch and guard and when we can, we

point out a way.  I do feel thou [Eleanor] canst not

hear me well and had best be on the road ere night

falls.   I will attend again be very sure.

This turned out to be good advice, since it was

4-45 p.m., and they had poor lights and a long drive

of fifty miles along unknown and very winding roads to

get to their destination.  In fact, they didn’t reach

it until 7.30.

Two nights later the Lady Anne was present and ready to answer more questions about the work William Pakenham-Walsh had been called to do.

P-W     It seems to me that it is entirely a matter of sympathy, I was in sympathy with your misfortunes and sorrows and so you could get into contact with me.

ANNE     No it is much more than that, though sympathy

plays its part.

P-W     Well, is it due to the family connection which

I know now exists between us?”  [My brother had to my

surprise worked out our family ancestry through the

Boleyn family.]

ANNE     [Laughing.]  No, it is not due to pedigree.

Perhaps this will help thee to understand.  If thou

hast a number of pupils, thou dost see that certain

ones among them are suited or apt for certain forms of

work, and then thou dost endeavour to impress upon

them thine ideas for them and to prepare them

specially for the work for which thou dost know they

would be fitted if only they could be awakened and

interested.  Thus it was necessary in the first place

to impress and awaken thee and then afterwards thy

sympathy increased thy power of service.  Does this

help to make it clearer?

P-W     Yes, much clearer.

ANNE     And now Will, wilt thou let they mind rest

and not trouble thyself more about the matter.

P-W    [Laughing.]  Yes, Lady Anne, I won’t bother any

more about it, but I should tell you that the real

reason why I asked so much about it was because I met

a lady at Eastbourne who was very strong on

the explanation of it.

ANNE     [Shaking her head.]  I have never said any

such thing to thee.

P-W     No, Lady Anne, but it has been said to me by

others also.

ANNE     No, no, I have never made any such suggestion

and it is not so.

P-W     Now I am quite satisfied Lady Anne and will

let the matter drop.

So, someone was wanted who was a possible agent

both to take an interest in the Tudor period, have

time and inclination to write the Play and also be

likely to be led on to sympathy and prayer for Henry.

Oddly enough, a short time ago, Miss Eleanor Kelly

received a message that on the other side the Lady

Anne had been chosen with a number of other prominent

historical people to take part in the bringing back to

earth this visible and audible contact with the unseen

[world] which Sir Oliver Lodge and others believed to

be one of the great movements before our race.  So she

was chosen on that side for definite and

understandable reasons in the same way as I [William

Pakenham-Walsh,] a humble Irish priest was chosen.

At the end of 1926 another clairvoyant friend of

the Canon’s was told by the Lady Anne that she wanted

to give her champion an historical test which he was

to search for, namely that she had been shut up in a

dark room by Henry and cruelly treated.  When asked

whether it was in the Tower of London or Hampton

Court, she had replied “No, no, it was a large room in

a country house.  My champion is to find out about it

in history.  I give it to him for a test.”   [This is

quite a reversal of procedure, for a spirit to test

the researcher! Perhaps it should be done more often.

R.R.]

On January 4th, 1927, a sitting was arranged

anonymously for Canon William Pakenham-Walsh with one

of England’s top mediums, Mrs. Barkell.   She knew

nothing about him, and indeed beforehand wasn’t sure

if her visitor was going to be a man or a woman.  But

almost immediately  she sensed the atmosphere of

Hampton Court or Windsor around him.

MRS. BARKELL     I see a cross of rough wood, and it

is slowly turning round and showing on the other side

a cross of great brightness. Its turning round from

the dark side to the light is evidently symbolic. And

I hear the name Henry connected with it and with some

work which you have done in connection with him.  And

now I get the word ‘manuscripts’, they are not ancient

but modern manuscripts with which you are connected.

Now I get the name of Anne and I am conscious of

the presence of a very beautiful girl.  I seem to be

back in Elizabethan or pre-Elizabethan times, and I

seem to be in a cobbled courtyard at Hampton Court and

there is a great deal of bustle and confusion.  And

now there is a great enclosed garden at Hampton Court

and this lady is walking round it and it was a place

of fear.

Someone seems to be impressing me to see it.  Now

she seems going away from Henry along country lanes

and I see this word written on a road post:  “Send”

and there is a sense of terrible fear.

P-W     I do not understand this, can the lady tell me

where it was?

MRS BARKELL     She says it was where she hid for a

while.

P-W     I know nothing of such a hiding place.

MRS BARKELL     It will probably come out in time.

Come along now, White Hawk, I am getting tired.  [In a

moment she was controlled by White Hawk, her Indian

control who suddenly got up (in Mrs. Barkell’s body)

and came across the room and shook the Canon very

warmly by the hand.]  Good morning, Sir, I am White

Hawk and am very pleased to meet you.

P-W  [Standing up and shaking him by the hand.]

Good morning, I  too am very glad to meet you.

WHITE HAWK   [Sitting down again and making a large

sign of the cross in the air.]  Is that a good sign?

P-W     Yes, it is the best sign.

WHITE HAWK  [Speaking in rather broken English.]

What are you doing with Kings?

P-W     I am trying to help a king.

W H     By the mercy of the Great Spirit and by the

power of Love, you have helped a king, he is turning

from darkness to light and the Lady Anne she tells me

that you and she are old friends.

[Amazing!] commented Pakenham-Walsh in his notes.

P-W     I want that explained.  How are we old

friends?

W H     You know each other in the spirit.  She is

showing me gold links; you are linked together in

spirit.

P-W

W H     You are linked in spirit in the heavenly world

and you meet her in the heavenly world and in your

sleep at night.  Did you not dream lately of a garden?

P-W     Yes, I had an extraordinary dream about a

garden. [He had told no one of this.]

W H     You met her then in sleep in that garden. .  I touch the spirit of the Lady

Anne and I touch the spirit of purity, but when I

touch big man [Henry] it is different.  He has changed

much but there is still much to change and he is not

quite trustworthy.  He has not quite lost his arrogant

spirit and he must needs be purged.

F-W     Does she believe that her sister is

reincarnated now on earth.

W H     She says: “No, no,” she is most emphatic about

it and says that she cannot countenance the idea.  She

says: “How can Mary be incarnate in a body of flesh,

when she is now with me in spirit?”     And she also

says that knowing Henry as well as they do, how could

they rely on his word, since he has not yet reached

that state of purity which is needed and which will

take years of toil.  She says again that she cannot

countenance the idea and says do you think if this

were so, she would have left you unaware of it all

this time.

F-W     No, I did not think she would.

W H     The Lady Anne has a pretty laugh.  She is

laughing now and says: “Do not believe in this half

and half business.”   Now there is a Lady Katherine

here and she say that this is but another proof that

the whole of his deceiving nature is not purged, and

that he has the cunning to lead others astray.  Lady

Katherine says that you have helped her very much.

She seems to have been a very sad lady, but you have

helped her into a broader light.  Poor lady, poor

lady!

F-W     Tell her I am glad if I have helped her.

W H    Now there are lots of people crowding in.  Who

is Jane?   She seems only a girl.  The Lady Anne is

putting her arms around her in friendship.  The lady

has brought her here and she is doing this to show you

her love for her.   Katherine is also standing in the

group and Parr, who is Parr?  [Katherine Parr, the

sixth wife.]  What are they all doing here?   Now the

Lady Anne speaks and answers, “What women always do,

giving of our love and wisdom and understanding that

we may take one soul back”.

P-W     What soul?

W H     Henry’s.  White Hawk now sees Henry standing

apart and gloating.  Katherine says there are two

Henrys.

P-W     I know, it is a sign to me connected with her.

W H     Can you not get on with writing from her?

P-W     No, she seems quite unable to impress me in

these ways of sight, hearing or automatic writing.

W H     She says that she impresses your mind.

P-W     Will you ask her to tell me something about

her brother George?

W H     Why does he wear a red robe?  George has been

healing and the colour is for healing vibration.  You

will find a mission of healing power in yourself by

annointing with oil thus.   [Here White Hawk made the

sign of the cross on his forehead, throat and center

of body] and it should be done in the name of the

Master Jesus and with prayer.  Would you like to hear

White Hawk’s prayer for healing?

P-W     Yes, very much indeed.

W H   “ Oh, Thou loving and Holy Lord Jesus, Thou Who

givest to Thy people power to heal the sick and to

cast out evil, we ask Thee to lay Thy healing hands

upon this Thy child, casting out his sickness and

bringing in strength and healing.  Even so, come now,

O Lord.”             Did you follow it?

P-W     Yes, but I could  not get all the words down,

still I got the gist of the prayer.

W H     Oh, that is sufficient.  Call on Him to lay

His healing hands upon the sick and to give you

perfect faith.

P=W     I have been told this before and I have tried

and I have not been successful; at least not in some

cases and it has shaken my confidence.

W H     Your failure is due to want of faith. Don’t

you remember how even the Master Himself could do no

mighty works because of unbelief.  Ask Him to increase

your faith, for the healing power is with you.  Now

another has come.  He says it is Wolsey.  He is a sad

figure and was arrogant also in his earthly life.  He

says that you have helped him.

P-W     How have I helped him?

W H     He ways by a humble faith that draws us al to

the fountain of goodness.  He comes because of the

work of shepherding the sheep.  Why does he call you

Welsh – Walsh?

P-W    Because it is my name.

W H   Now he is showing me a package.  Packing,

packing.  He is trying to show me your name.  Packing,

packing -  I cannot get it.

P-W     It doesn’t matter.  Shall I tell you my name?

W H     No, let him try.  Packing – packing….packing

bacon – now I can see it.

P-W     Well you have nearly got it:  it should be

Packing-ham. Packingham [laughing].

W H     The Lady Anne is laughing at White Hawk, she

has a very pretty laugh and even the stern looking man

[Wolsey] has a smile round the eye.

P-W     I don’t wonder.  I am very glad to know that

they have such a sense of humour on the other side of

the veil.

W H  The Lady Anne says that you have a sense of

humour too.  She says that she sees it when you visit

an old lady: she goes with you and sees the sense of

humour inside.

P-W     Is it an old lady in the parish?

W H     Yes, she has a bad chest and coughs like this.

[Amazing – it was an old woman, Mrs. Goffe, who

often talks to me of ‘Hannah Bullen’ (Anne Boleyn)

and ‘Enery’ (Henry) and when she coughs says ‘You’ll

excuse me, Sir!’.]

P W     White Hawk, I want to ask you why is all this

taking place at the present time; this rescue work for

the Tudor people and all this increase in psychic

powers, the increasing communication between the seen

and the unseen?  Has it any special significance and

what is it all leading up to?

W H   Now is the time when people must come to the

knowledge of the truth.  What you see all around you,

these present floods, the storms, the earthquakes, are

all signs of the times and what you see taking place

in the spiritual world is an awakening to the

realities of the unseen and the importance of the

spiritual life.  During the next ten years there will

be a wonderful outpouring of the Spirit of God, and

then there will come a regenerated world and then the

hidden will be revealed and  you will yourself speak

with the Lady Anne.  [He does indeed, as the reader

will find out in the next instalment].

P-W     But I won’t be alive in ten years’ time.

W H     Rubbish!

..  [True, January 1958 over 30 years later!]

P-W     Do you mean that all the people on earth will

be able to speak to those beyond the veil?

W H   No, the spiritually minded on both sides will

come together.  All that is taking place now is

preparation for this and the Lady Anne has been

leading you up to the knowledge of these things.

P-W     Does the Lady Anne wish this to be made known?

She said before that my story was not to be

published.

W H   The Lady Anne says that soon things may be so

changed that the story may be made public.  She is not

sure but she thinks so.   She has explained the

principal thing for which she came.  Now, I must

return and go home.

Mrs. Barkell did not alter in any way: she just

put her hands to her eyes and rubbed them as though

she were awakening from sleep, though her eyes had

never been closed.  She was quite unconscious of all

that had been said.      The Canon thanked her for

having brought him into touch with those he had

sought.     Now he had to solve the test that had been

given him: to find a large room in a country house

near a place sign-posted “Send.”

[to be continued]
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I’m sending you all this account, not only because

it’s an intriguing story, but also because I’ve lived

at or near so many of the places where it took place,

and some of our Weatherhead and Auden relatives were

out in China as missionaries a hundred years ago, and

so may very well have known Pakenham-Walsh. So here’s

the final part of the story.   Best wishes.   Dick.

A year and a half after the test given Canon Pakenham-Walsh by Anne Boleyn at his sitting with Mrs.

Barkell he found the former Tudor Mansion near Send,

now owned by the Duke of Sutherland.  He paid it a

visit together with Eleanor Kelly and a friend on

August 13th, 1929.   The previous evening, staying at

the friend’s house nearby, the group had a sitting,

and Lady Anne came through:

ANNE     Tell my champion - Henry, Mary, Elizabeth,

George are all here.

ELEANOR     She has a white veil over her face and now

she is taking it and turning it back; it is a symbol

of the long silence of a year and a half since the

test had been given.

ANNE     You are hot upon the scent and when you reach

the room, then I will come to you.

Eleanor Kelly then saw Anne leading Henry by the hand.

ANNE     When you reach the right room I will bring

Henry with me and so indicate it.

P-W   [Excited.]  Then we have got it, we have found

the right room!

ANNE [Laughing.]    It is the right house but you have

not yet found the right room.

MARY BOLEYN  [Laying her hand on P-W’s shoulder.]  Now

make me known to him.

ANNE     Mary, this is my champion, and these are my

friends, and now my champion will you speak to my

sister.

P-W     Lady Mary.

MARY     Not Lady.

P-W     What shall I call you then; may I call you

Mary?

MARY     Yes, just Mary.

P-W     Well, Mary, your sister says that you were

connected with Send, what was the connection?

MARY     That is what you have to find out - I must

not solve my sister’s puzzle. I lived in the house

before the period of my sister’s sorrow and there is a

connection between the house and my first marriage.

You will be able to trace it, but not with ease.

ANNE     Bid my champion listen. I wish him to

remember ALL I said at our last interview.

She then passed over to P-W a little pointer which

Eleanor Kelly was using and said to him very slowly

and distinctly:

ANNE     Look at it.  It is a casket, a heart.  Fill

it, but do not shut it down.  Leave it room to

overflow.  Henry hath need of the overflow, much need.

My champion thou hast held angry thoughts;  these

help not.

The Canon writes: “I looked at the marker, which

was a silver heart about the size of a hen’s egg and

opened like a locket.  It was to be filled with love

and not shut down so that some love might overflow for

Henry, I had begun to lose interest in him and

even to question the validity of my whole story.   Now

the Lady Anne shows she is conscious of all this and

that such an attitude of mind is not helpful and that

Henry still needs love and prayer, and next Sunday at

the altar I remembered the casket symbol and prayed

that I might have a heart more filled with love.”
P-W     Lady Anne, may I ask about Lady Rochford.  How

is she getting on?

ANNE     She is making progress slowly.

Then Eleanor saw a child who was helping her, probably the child over which the trouble had arisen .

ANNE     Your visit to Send has taken much planning on

our side to bring about, but now I will be with you

when you reach the house and will indicate the right

room.

P-W     The agent says he is arranging for the

housekeeper to show us round.  Could you not manage to

get her out of the way?

ANNE [Laughing.]     That is your province rather than

mine.

The next afternoon they visit Sutton Place,

the Tudor mansion built by  Sir Francis Weston, whose

son and heir had been put to death with Henry Norris

and others in connection with the Lady Anne.   The

housekeeper showed them round.  During the tour

Eleanor Kelly had some psychic experiences which she

later wrote down, not being able to speak with the

housekeeper present. “Just as we reached the top of

the stairs I had a sense of overwhelming terror and of

being brutally dragged along by one arm by a huge and

very strong man.  The feeling of helplessness and

terror was horrible.  I of course thought there must

be a room opening off the gallery at the far end, and

asked the housekeeper about it and she explained that

originally there HAD been one.”
They sat down and look at the Annals left for them

to examine and the Canon was explaining that there

must have been a passage to the right of the chapel to

the room behind it, along which Eleanor felt herself

dragged.  Anne then came through:

ANNE     My champion is right.  Here was I dragged

with cruel force, which bruised and nigh broke my

slender arm by Henry. Here today he walketh with me

sorrowful and tender   Forgiven is all wrong but not

yet forgotten.  The broken vessel must be mended ere

again it can contain the wine.  Mary my sister, came

nigh to death in this house and for me, my heart was

broken within its prison walls.  I lay a prisoner and

knew my end was near.  Oh, that I had known the hope

of this dear time to follow, this light of heavenly

love and understanding that maketh of the past but a

stepping stone to Heaven’s peace.  Ask of my champion

patience, hope and courage.  We watch and guide.

P-W   Then I was right; You WERE shut up in that room

early in 1536 after the birth of you child.

ANNE     The DEATH of my child. [It was still-born.]

Examining the Annals, they found the record of a

visit to the house which Anne made immediately after

her coronation in 1533, and also the statement that

the Westons were among the few leading families who

heartily welcomed her marriage with Henry, who

knighted Francis on the occasion.

Pakenham-Walsh writes “truly I felt that the

truth of my story had gained a fresh and undeniable

confirmation, for on no theory of telepathy could I

have been told of a house of which I had never heard

and unravelled a mystery of which no history has kept

a record.”
In 1933, 400 years after Anne’s Coronation,  Mrs.

Theodore Monson received a  short poem from the Lady

Anne, ending with the line:

“E’en to the darkness of despair and crime and

evil deeds, love shineth

When the pure in heart go forth to seek and

save.”

And then there was a message:

ANNE     George and I would fain seek for entrance to

the garden of the healing friend whom thou callest

Wendy. [Mrs. Heber-Percy the clairvoyant whom the

Canon had been invited to  visit the following day.]

We would converse with thee both, and friend Will

[Pakenham-Walsh] in the room that openeth upon her

garden.  Though in a busy city it remindeth me of when

I tended a garden.

The next day they all sat in the garden, and

almost at once Mrs. Monson saw the Lady Anne and Mary

Wyatt and George Boleyn, and many other Tudor people

coming into the garden, which was flooded with

sunlight, and they all greeted the visitors in unison

saying: “We want to greet our new friend and hostess,”

{Mrs. Percy.]

ANNE  [Coming forward, dressed all in white.]     I

want to greet my champion, my hostess and you Theo;

though my friend will perhaps know it not, I am often

with him in his own garden.  I have tried to bring

many here today; all is so peaceful, so helpful that

words should come easily.

George Boleyn came across and stood beside the Canon.

MARY WYATT     I will make sweet music when thou hast

thy wonder organ.  There is one thou must see who will

both advise and help thee that thou hast the best

materials.

The Canon was planning to install a new organ in

Sulgrave Church in his Parish.  This all showed the

great interest which these Tudor friends take in the

parish and brought out what we find so difficult to

realize or believe, the practical working out of the

Communion of Saints.

MARY WYATT   Will has somewhat more to ask.

P-W     I want to ask about Lady Rochford, how is she

getting on.  I have heard nothing for so long.

MARY WYATT     She is much happier and looking after

children.  She may be here.

Lady Rochford came forward , leading a little child, and said the name “Frances” which in fact was her name [Lady Frances Vere, daughter of Lord Morley.]

She had failed to give it in her previous

appearance, and none of those present knew it before

then.  Soon a whole group of spirit children was

standing all round the Canon’s knees.

LADY ROCHFORD      That’s my work.  They do not mind

how evil my past has been.  Their kisses bring me

comfort and forgetfulness.  Thank this friend Anne’s

champion for his prayers, which have found an echo

here.  The little ones are often near him, I bring

them to his Church and….’

HENRY     I know not this woman [Mrs. Heber-Percy, the

hostess.]  Does she bid me welcome?

MRS. PERCY    Yes, certainly, I am very pleased to

welcome you.

HENRY     ‘Tis well.  She hath an air that makes me

feel at home.  Methinks I know someone akin to her

long since passed over.  [No doubt young Lord Percy,

engaged to the Lady Anne.]   Lady, doth it irk thee to

receive me?  I am only Henry, no king….’Tis a peaceful

spot….Friend Will, didst know I wished to see thee?

P-W     No.

THEODORE MONSON  What did you want to see him for?

HENRY [Thinking and frowning.]     A Message I sent to

this woman [Theo] was lost.

P-W     Was it about the histories which represent

thee as wicked?

HENRY    It might be possible to change them.

THEODORE    I don’t think that would be possible.

HENRY     That is not true.  If one repents why should

not people know I am sorry.  Am I ever, ever to suffer

this remorse, never to feel that my repentance is

known.  Friend Will, what sayest thou?

P-W     I am afraid, Henry, that nothing can change

the records of the past.

HENRY     I know I was wicked, but I would that the

children should know I am sorry if it be possible.

P-W     I am afraid it would be most difficult to

persuade people of your repentance.  They would not

believe this story of mine even if it were made

public.

MRS. PERCY     In time perhaps you might be able from

you side to impress it upon the teachers.

HENRY     There is much in what thou sayest friend

Will, but methinks that what the woman there sayeth

has something in it and in time it will come.  I am

thankful that thou didst not see me in that wretched

picture [The Private Life of Henry VIII,]  but ‘twould

be great if I could come and play a part in such a

Play for those whose eyes could see.  Friend Will,

what thinkest thou of my message – my desire to be

recorded as repentant not only in the manuscript but

that all should know, that the children should know,

this have I said to thee before, but I know not how it

should be done.

P-W     That’s the trouble!  Can YOU suggest a way?

HENRY        I spake yestereen to one who was a

playwright in my time.  He had a strange idea which I

think could be brought to pass, that if a Play could

be written, a play of modern times showing the trials

of this present day.  It would include such characters

from the past as myself, Elizabeth my daughter  and

others who would act as would seem best to them for

the good of England.   Must the foul echo of one’s

misdeeds follow for ever the repentant spirit ; is my

purgatory to last for all eternity?    Let there be

some record made that Henry, once King of England did

repent. Methinks thy boasted civilization hath no

cause to vaunt itself, who didst still send forth thy

sons to the slaughter, to a greater bloodshed than

ever stained the annals of my reign.  In all these

years since Henry  reigned, hast thou still to learn

to love thy neighbour as thyself?

KATHERINE     Oh dear, my Lord, be calmer, let not

what thou hast seen so disturb thy spirit.  Speak on,

Henry, and tell what thou wouldst have recorded by

friend Will in the Record he is making of the Tudor

ones on this side.

Theodore Monson saw all Henry’s queens gathering

round him with Mary Wyatt, Wolsey, Sir Henry Norris,

Sir Thomas Boleyn, Sir Thomas More, Cranmer and many

others.

HENRY    [Much calmer.]     My friends, this message

is to all who have helped and understood me and who

will, God willing, continue to do so, and to further

the cause we have in hand.  ‘Tis my punishment – I

accept it – to see these ghosts out of the past, my

sinful past, but as I grow stronger in knowledge and

understanding I shall strive to win back other souls

to the Love and Mercy of Christ – souls who have erred

in like manner as myself.

As he spoke, the Canon thought that if some day

his Tudor experiences were published, Henry’s desire

to show his repentance might be fulfilled in a more

effective way than his idea of a Play.   Henry then

asked after the Canon’s family, since his wife Maud

had been seriously ill, and their eldest boy Willy had

died in the spring of 1932, tragically as the result

of a mere sting from a hornet.   As Henry took his

leave, Willy appeared.

WILLY     Dad, Dad!  I have been here all the time,

but could not speak before being under orders.  Do you

know there are simply heaps of us here today, the room

is crowded and such dresses!  I want to say so much

but

it’s difficult because I know you’d rather be alone

with me.

THEODORE     Lady Anne, I would like to know the

purpose of the manuscript [Pakenham-Walsh is

preparing.]

ANNE    [instead of replying in words,  she   stooped

down and picked up one of the tiny yellow flowers in

the garden, held it up, and let it grow larger and

larger until it was a great big flower, and then long

tendrils reached from it outwards and upwards].

THEODORE     Is that a symbol of the manuscript,

leading on to greater things?

ANNE     The manuscript is one of the ladders from

here to you and from you to us, by which many may

climb to true knowledge.

Helen, the Canon’s daughter in spirit then came

to talk.  Theodore described a tall girl with brown

eyes and auburn hair tinted with gold.

HELEN  [Talking very rapidly.]   Daddy, I do like this

garden.  I love it, Daddy I think you get lots of help

here.   I wish you’d tell girls more, they understand

much better than boys.  I mean about these spiritual

things and this life.  I will help you.  I think I

could when you are in the garden.  Our rose garden has

miles and miles of lovely roses.   That’s where they

put the children; it is the children’s summerland.

Now I am very busy Daddy because I am one of the elder

girls and I teach them music.

When Helen had vanished, Theodore saw Queen Elizabeth very stately, dressed in her royal robes.

THEODORE    Your Majesty, why have you come so regally

attired?

ELIZABETH     I have not been here before and I wish

to do my hostess honour.  Once near here was a

beautiful ground where I did ride.  I hunted near

here, so did Henry.

THEODORE     Have you any special message for Anne’s

champion?

ELIZABETH     I like his poetry.   He will write more.

I like the way he rules his people; I mean not a

kingdom.  I would send a message to his lady wife –

Had I been as good a woman as she, I had been a better

Queen.

ANNE     I think time fails, that which you call time

and there is much we would have said.  We greet you

all.  We are much with friend Will.  We would come

here again.  Now we must go.  We would our champion

say some word of prayer to bless us as we bless you.

P-W    [Modestly]  Does she mean that I am to

pronounce a blessing and to pray?

THEODORE     Yes, she asks you to.

And so he prayed.    After a short silence

following the prayer, Theodore saw the Lady Anne and

her Tudor friends raising up their hands in blessing

and rising from the little garden, and they were gone.

The Canon thought that this event ought to

encourage those who dwell in large cities and can only

possess very small gardens with walls all round like

the one they were in.  For these spirits from the

higher life, size, costliness or the rareness of the

flowers is not what seems to matter, but the

atmosphere created by loving care, and the making the

best use of the little one had.   Both the Lady Anne

and Helen felt at once that this little garden in

London was helpful and peaceful and Helen had said :

Daddy, I love it.”

There follows a silence of twenty years.  William

Pakenham-Walsh carried out his duties as parish

priest, World War II intervened, and it was not until

1953 that Anne and Henry and other figures from Tudor

times came back once more to communicate.   A maid of

the Lady Anne’s who was murdered in a ‘cover-up’ came

and gave her name and described her horrible death.

Anne in particular insisted that the story be

published, and so it finally was, ten years later.

The Canon died on April 25th, 1960.    At a sitting

attended by Gwendolen Vivian, on the 28th July  of

that year, the Canon put in an appearance.   The

sensitive (name not known) said:

A clergyman is here now, making a very great

effort to get through.  He has not been over here very

long – he thinks about 12 weeks.  He is very excited

to come to you today and says:

P-W  (in spirit)   I am expected and you have sent

thoughts to me to come.  Much as I knew about things

in the world of spirit when I was

on earth, it is very bewildering here still.

MEDIUM    He now writes C P W  {Canon Pakenham-Walsh).

P-W    I am more than glad I am here.  I searched for

truth on earth, but here it is indeed beyond all I

thought.  It was all true what I put in my book though

I’ve not had any contact with Lady Anne yet.

GWENDOLEN VIVIAN     Is she your affinity, as you told

me on earth?

P-W     I don’t know yet, but all that I received,

with overwhelming evidence, on earth IS quite correct.

No one can doubt repeated confirmation through

different sensitives.    I will come with Joyce

(Gwendolen’s daughter who wrote many books from

spirit) to fetch you when your time comes.  I tried to

speak to people in the spirit life when I was on

earth, but I am SO glad to BE in the spirit life

myself now.   I’ve been storing up power for this

sitting.    God bless you, I give you my love and

shall always be returning to you.

At another sitting two years later, on the 4th
May, 1962  (44 years to the day from then to the day

you may be reading this post!)  the medium brought

the Canon again with a companion.

MEDIUM     There is a gentleman here now who has a link with you – a book – a clergyman.  There is also here a lady with a crown – this links with the book.

The gentleman is laughing and says “I did receive the

right communications for my book – Anne is here”.  The

gentleman is placing a crown on her and says “This is

a verification and to show you I was not fooled.  I am

Anne’s affinity and I had communication while on earth

with this lady.”   He says he has met Harry or Henry,

who is now making good progress.  He says he knows how

pleased you will be to have the verification of what

he told you on earth (that he was not fooled).

I thought it useful to give the bare bones of

this intriguing story, although it took five posts,

since it illustrates so many different types of

mediumship, gives examples of rescue work on both

sides of the veil, and offers much evidential

corroboration of the survival of personality and of

the fact that the spirit world is aware of what we are

doing here, day by day. It is interesting to note that

the Canon was not a Spiritualist, and did not seek out

mediums, but happened to be introduced to them by

friends, and that only then did these spirits of the

past find in him a reliable and dedicated scribe to

record their story.

Though Pakenham Walsh’s work with spirit started

many years before Lord Dowding’s, he continued to work

on the manuscript of “A Tudor Story” for many years

after the Air Chief Marshal had retired from writing,

and it was finally published posthumously.   However,

there are many similarities in the  séances and rescue

work recorded by the two men, the one a serviceman

coming late to Spiritualism, the other a dedicated

Anglican clergyman all his life, which can only show

us that there is consistent help coming from the

spirit spheres both to encourage and heal us here as

well as rescuing those spirits who have been led

astray or sunk into anguish and remorse, or deep

sleep.   There seems to be a lot of work done with

young children, probably because there are so many

perinatal deaths,  and then there are older children

succumbing to disease or becoming victims of war and

terrorism. and no soul is lost or goes uncounted.

The spirits  are watching over us, and, as they tell

us, OUR prayers go up to help THEM.

God Bless.

“A Tudor Story” by Canon W. S.

Pakenham-Walsh  was published by James Clarke of

London in 1963 for the Churches’ Fellowship for

Psychical and Spiritual Studies.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (25) Bertha Harris, and “Casting Out of Obsessive Spirits”
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I was glad to hear mention of Bertha Harris in a

recent post, since it reminded me that she did some

rescue work with Carl Wickland back in 1932.   Dr.

Wickland was looking for a medium to help him after

the death of his wife,Anna, and he spent 6 weeks with

Bertha in a London hospital treating mental patients.

However, even with offers of generous financial

rewards he was unable to lure her back to the USA to

work with him as his ‘rescue’ medium.   After WW II

Bertha Harris did tour the States several times, and

worked with George Meek among others.   Wickland,

along with Hugh Dowding, Arthur Guirdham, Johannes

Greber and a few other more enlightened professionals

was sure that much mental illness is the result of

spirit obsession, and can be cured in most cases with

the help of a medium.

Here are a few more cases of rescue work recorded

by Hugh Dowding.  He writes:

“A Scotswoman in late middle  age joined a

development circle in Scotland with a view to becoming

a medium.  She became obsessed by a malicious spirit,

apparently of foreign origin judging by his speech and

accent.

This case was peculiar in that the services of

the medium in trance were not required, because the

patient herself was a natural medium.   She sat down

in a chair to tell us of her symptoms and the history

of her case, and within ten seconds she was no longer

speaking to us; the obsessing spirit had taken control

and she was in trance.

At first the spirit was very blatant and

triumphant, boasting that he had prevented the

development of a first-class medium and delighted with

the pain and distress which he had caused to his

victim.

As soon as the electric treatment was started,

however, he changed his tune and began to express

penitence for what he had done, and to ask to be

helped to break the connection which he no longer

desired.

But he was an unpleasant creature, and I formed

the opinion that in spite of his protestations he was

hanging on like grim death.

The patient had been in a mental home, and had

been subjected unsuccessfully to the heavy ECT shock

treatment which is given in such places.  Possibly

this unsuccessful attempt had toughened the resistance

of the spirit to electricity, because, except for the

change of tone in his babblings, it seemed to have

little effect on him.

Patiently, minute after minute, the aura

specialist and the medium continued to converse with

the spirit, persuading him to leave of his own free

will.  We were told that there was a cowled monk with

a St. Bernard dog who had come to meet the obsessing

spirit and to take charge of him when he was willing

to go.  The spirit could not see the monk at first,

but eventually he saw him and ‘a fat dog’.

This went on for nearly half an hour, and then,

suddenly, he was gone – like a cork out of a bottle.

The patient came out of her trance, and could not

believe at first that the spirit was gone [this is a

very common symptom].  She was in mortal dread of

being sent back to a mental home for good by her

relatives; but she was asked to sit in a waiting-room

with a member of the circle, and after about an hour

was quite composed and able to leave in a taxi with

her husband.

Unfortunately in this case the expelled entity

later returned to his victim, and is still in

possession, although the fight has by no means been

abandoned by the circle.

Psychiatrists and the medical profession as a

whole are not ready to accept as a fact the separate

existence of those discarnate spirits who are the

cause of obsession.  It is also necessary to recognize

the existence of and the conscious co-operation of

agents of the principle of Light [spirits and angels

from the higher spheres] in the never-ending fight

against the darkness [the influence of low-level or

‘astral’ spirits].

In point of fact, these higher spirits are the

directors and we the co-operators, and this is

scarcely a point of view likely to be widely accepted

by professionals at the present time [THEY still like

to be in control of things!].  The onus is with the

rescue circles to provide  an adequate number of

verifiable case-histories of people who have been

restored to  sane normality after orthodox methods

have failed, before professionals can be expected to

register anything in the nature of a practical

interest. [This is still true, in 2006].

My own attitude is that, as in the time of our

Lord, people are invaded by unclean spirits, and, as

in Biblical times, these spirits are susceptible to

eviction in accordance with the power and knowledge of

the exorcist.  The laws of nature are immutable;  all

that changes is the fashion which determines the type

of window through which we look at them.”

From an article by Hugh Dowding

appearing in the Sunday Dispatch at the end of

October, 1949 entitled “The Casting Out of Spirits”.

More obsession cases to follow in the next post. RR.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (26) in London, England and

Florence, Oregon, banned books and use of color.

Spiritualism, Christianity and other religions and more rescue work   Use of Color to attract different qualities or types of spirit.

I quoted passages from “A Tudor Story” at length

as it showed how a practicing Anglican parish priest

was able to enter the domain of Spiritualism and

rescue spirits from the far past who needed awakening

and absolution in the traditional way of their former

beliefs, before being able to move onwards and upwards

into the spiritual spheres. Queen Anne and Queen

Katherine wanted to get help to wake Henry up after

almost four centuries of sleep, and rescue him.  They

chose Canon  Pakenham-Walsh to do the job, and he

found Henry walking in a garden near his former

hunting lodge in Chelsea, London. The canon was a

member of the very Protestant Church of England which

Henry himself had founded when he broke away from

Rome, in order to obtain a divorce.

I think it a mistake to cut Spiritualism off from

the traditional World Religions as it has its roots in

practices which have been with us as long as we as

humans have been on this planet.   The gifts that

Spiritualism brings are what originated and  created

the great religions in the first place.  The prophets,

shamans, clever men and oracles were all mediums in

contact with the world of spirit, translating what

they heard and saw into acceptable terms for the

culture to which they belonged.

At the present time we have become aware of so

many different belief systems around us, both

religious and scientific.  This makes it difficult to

come up with a set of principles on which everyone can

agree.

We certainly don’t want to become like the Catholic

Church with its Index of forbidden, banned books.

Teilhard de Chardin, whose

philosophy is close to Spiritualism, was nearly placed

on it.  If he had been, all his manuscripts including

his 12 books would long ago been consigned to the

cellars of the Vatican, lost and forgotten. As it was,

during his lifetime, Teilhard was banned from

preaching or teaching.   Matthew Fox, another Catholic

original thinker was placed on a ban of silence a few

years ago, but finally chose to leave the Catholic

Church, and become an Anglican priest rather than give

up his

right to think for himself.

It is indicative of an opening of the mind to

wider ideas that out of the Anglican Church grew the

Churches’ Fellowship for Psychical and Spiritual

Studies which has published many Spiritualist books,

including Canon Pakenham-Walsh’s  “A Tudor Story.”

Rather than become antagonistic to Christianity,

Islam, Hinduism, Buddhism, Taoism, Sikhism, Shintoism,

Bahai’ism and whatever else, in spite of certain

branches of those religions denouncing Spiritualism

and Spiritism,  those of us who adhere to some form of

Spiritualism need to show tolerance and forgiveness,

and continue to ply our trade, demonstrating the truth

and opening the archives to show that it has all been

said before, and needs saying again!  Nothing is new,

only the way of showing it, as new examples of EVP and

ITC are doing.    On which positive note I will

continue with one or two more abbreviated reports from

Lord Dowding in 1950 as he revisited the rescue circle

which was dealing with obsessive spirits.  Then we

will visit a rescue circle operating in Florence,

Oregon between 1956 – 1959, led by Dan and Doris

Heather Buckley.             [Richard Rowley’s notes].

Lord Dowding’s notes from 1950:

First Case.

“Mrs. S. was of mixed Spanish and English

parentage, her father being Spanish.  She described

her symptoms to us, and among other things, she told

us that she sometimes felt herself to be very heavy,

as if she were made of iron.  (This sensation of

excessive weight is one of the signs of mediumistic

powers – latent or otherwise.)

She said that she was troubled with distressing

dreams accompanied by a nasty feeling in the solar

plexus.  She had seen the face of one man dressed in

the brown robe of a religious order.  She was a

Catholic, but not a practicing one, although deeply

religious.

Here the medium intervened to say that the monk

was a Guide who was there to help her; also that it

was her own father who was obsessing her.  Part of her

trouble was the result of her own intense prayer,

which attracted ‘the wrong people’.  She had been

prematurely advised to develop her mediumship.

At this point the electric treatment began, and

there was an immediate outcry from the medium.

FATHER in SPIRIT     Oh, Senor! Senor!  [In a great

state of agitation].  Why do you take me away from my

child?  I get cut in two [by the electricity.]

FACILITATOR     Why don’t you go with your friends?

Haven’t you met any friends or relations?

FATHER     Yes.  I have seen five of my family.  They

say to me, ‘You go to earth to break down your child’s

health?’

FACILITATOR     They have a home to go to.  Go with

them.

FATHER     I cannot leave my daughter;  but if you

give me your promise that you will look after my

daughter I will say good-bye, Senor.  If you give me

your promise I shall be happy.  Then I will not worry

my daughter – my darling child.  I am not so strong

myself.  I will go away.

This is one of several cases which I have

encountered in which the obsessing spirit imagines

that he is guarding and protecting the obsessed

person.

Second Case.

Mrs. H. was an elderly lady brought by a friend.

She complained of bad dreams and occasional inability

to swallow.  She felt as if she were being choked.

The friend told me that she was very difficult to look

after.  She would suddenly start shouting, “O God!  O

God!” in the street.  She had been trying to keep her

out of an asylum, but she couldn’t keep on much

longer, and seeing a notice about the Obsession

Circle, had brought her along as a last hope.  The

friend looked tired to death, and much more ill than

the patient.  Directly the electricity was applied a

spirit spoke through the medium in much confusion,

shouting:-

SPIRIT     Listen to me!  Who do you think I am?  I

cannot be quiet, I cannot get any rest.  I don’t want

anybody.  O God!  They are choking me.  Oh, I am

choking somebody else.  I want to choke that lady.  I

want you to do something for me.  I want to murder

somebody.  They killed me.

FACILITATOR     Why did they kill you?

SPIRIT     For my money.  They throttled me.  I don’t

want to leave this place where I am till I have choked

somebody.  I get my fingers on their throats and I

squeeze, but they do not die – that’s the worst of it.

FACILITATOR     The woman you are injuring did not do

you any harm.

SPIRIT     You’re right.  I have been in Hell.  Hullo!

There is somebody who has got a thing like a motor

car.  I’m going in it.  [Crying.]  Oh dear, oh dear,

oh dear, have mercy on me.  God bless you.  [He goes.]

Third case.

Mr. S. is a pleasant-looking, white-haired man who had

visited the Circle before.   I was shown the record of

his case.  The obsessing spirit, a soldier from World

War I,  thought of Mr. S. as a friend.  He liked to

accompany him when he went fishing, and so on.   This

time, as soon as he was forced out by the electricity

he explained:

SPIRIT     He’s a pally sort and so am I.  He doesn’t

know who it was, but I taught him the tricks of the

trade.

FACILITATOR     What do you mean by ‘the tricks of the

trade?’

SPIRIT     If I told you, you would wish you hadn’t

asked.  Not before the ladies. You told me to go away,

and I did, but I don’t know what happened.  You didn’t

push me out altogether.

FACILITATOR     You won’t be able to stay.  You’re

going to lose your grip.   Sooner or later you will

come into the light, but it won’t be for a long time.

Why don’t you go with your friends?

SPIRIT     I don’t want to leave because I like him

and I’m helping him.

FACILITATOR     But you’re not helping him.

SPIRIT     I have no proper body here.  I’m thin and

airy.  It’s all so cold.  I’m going to find a better

hole.  Good-bye.  I don’t think I’ll come back. [He

sees Lord Dowding.]  That chap’s brought a lot of Air

Force boys with him.  I know one of them; his name’s

Robinson.  He’s brought his aeroplane.  I’m going with

him.  I’m going up in an aeroplane.  I’M not afraid.

Fourth Case.

Mrs. J, an elderly woman, described herself as

‘emanating’ lots of little black things.  Questioned

by the Facilitator as to what she meant by emanating,

she explained that the little black things formed

inside her and kept jumping off her.  She also saw a

little old woman wearing a cape down to her knees.

She also said that she sometimes saw several replicas

of the old woman at the same time.  She explained that

she could stop the appearance of the little black

things by putting three hot-water bottles upon

herself.  That cleared them all off, but they came

back again.  Now, if you were to give the above the

above description of this woman’s condition to an

ordinary doctor and ask his opinion of the woman’s

mental state, I can guess what he would say.  And yet

this woman was perfectly sane, and did actually see

these things with clairvoyant sight.  As soon as the

electric treatment was started, a quavering voice came

from the medium.

SPIRIT     I’m a very old woman.  I passed out in the

country.  I want to cling on to somebody because I’m

so old.  I’m so tired.  I don’t want to hurt her.  I

am the lady with the cloak.  There was a pond in our

village;  I thought I saw it again just now.  I don’t

want to go to the workhouse.  I was eighty-seven when

I went out.

I can see our Willie and Mollie and Dad.  They

say ‘You come up to bed with us and we’ll look after

you.’  They are looking a bit younger now.  They say,

‘We’ve got a fire up here.’  They’ve got a bed to put

me in.  I can’t keep awake.  I don’t want to be a

nuisance.

SECOND SPIRIT     Oh dear!   My name’s Annie.  I had

nobody to look after me.  I like to hear her say ‘Go

away’.  I brought some black children with me;  they

look ugly.  They frighten you.  When the moon’s up

this lady belongs to the moon.  I pull out some stuff

[ectoplasm] from her body;  I make them up out of her

body.

FACILITATOR     What a silly game to play!

SECOND SPIRIT     I didn’t know I could do it. I saw

that happening at a séance once  and just tried to

copy doing it.  I have been very comfortable.  I know

I harmed her.

FACILITATOR     How much longer are you going to play

this silly game?   Why don’t you go with your friends?

Are you going with them?

SECOND SPIRIT   If you are not going to be happy I

will go away.  I promise you I will not do it again.

They say ‘No, you must go right away’.   I am happier

than I was.  I will go away forever.  I will say

good-bye – again, good-bye all.

It will be realized that an apparent cure is not

always permanent.  There are three possibilities:-

the dislodged spirit may change its mind and

return;

there may be other obsessing spirits which have

not been dislodged [there are sometimes many spirits

obsessing the same patient];    or

the patient may be of the type that attracts

wandering spirits and put up no resistance to a

would-be obsessor.

It is a regular practice in mental hospitals to

give electro-shock treatment.  This has most painful

results on the patient through the terrific muscular

spasms which it causes.  I have no doubt that

obsessing spirits may often be dislodged by this

treatment, but as nothing is done to reason with the

spirit and persuade it to depart, it returns in many

cases as soon as the effect of the shock has worn off.

The current of the Wimshurst machine is of very high

voltage and tiny amperage, giving mere pin-pricks to

the forehead in comparison, and yet the effect on the

spirit is intense. It feels on fire, or cut in two.

It is not only the patient whom we have to

consider.  The obsessing spirits are human, and are

often in much greater need of our help than are the

patients themselves.  For DELIBERATE obsession is the

highroad from the Astral plane straight  down to

“Hell”, or the lowest plane.  I should imagine that

Annie, who manufactured the ‘little black things’ had

gone a good long way down that road; and how happy

will be the members of the Circle if, in addition to

relieving the patients, it should transpire that they

have been instrumental in arresting her downward

course and turning her footsteps towards the light.

I do not devote much space to attention to the

business of ‘proving survival’.  These matter-of-fact

conversations with dead people in the course of the

various processes which come under the generic heading

of ‘Rescue Work’ bring with them an atmosphere of

reality that carries with it absolute conviction.

Subconscious conviction, if you like.  One doesn’t

stop to think “Am I imagining this?” or  “Is the

medium cheating or making it up out of her own

subconscious?”  One is thinking all the time, “How can

we help these poor people?”      Hugh Dowding.

Moving now to the  mid 1950s in Florence, Oregon

and the husband and wife team of Dan and Doris

Buckley, doing the same type of rescue work.   Dan was

the medium and Doris Heather was the facilitator.

They experimented with different lights, and found

that green light attracted disturbed, violent  and

undesirable entities. Red light seemed to bring

through peaceful entities and teachers.   Green light

combined with blue calmed the violent spirits so that

they could be dealt with, and blue light on its own

was the light of knowledge.  It attracted combatants

killed on battlefields and civilians killed in air

raids and other disasters. Blue calmed the

panic-stricken.

Rescue cases

SPIRIT   My arm!  My arm.  It hurts

DORIS     Are you in an accident?  Can you see

yourself?  Your body?

SPIRIT    Yes.

DORIS     Where are you?  What is your situation?

SPIRIT     Pinned under the car.  My arm has been torn

off, and I am here.  I don’t know how…the arm, it

hurts

DORIS     Is your body lifeless?   Does it look like

it is dead?

SPIRIT    [Sadly]  Yes, it’s gone.  Dead. [Excitedly]

but the ME is here.  What happens next?

DORIS     Yes, your arm, your body is gone.  The pain

you seem to feel is just a memory of pain.  You, the

ME of you, is still living, but without your physical

body.  Do you understand this?

SPIRIT     How?  How can I live without my body?

D     Your body isn’t really you.  You are still

alive.  You can talk, can’t you?

S     Yes, but how am I talking?

D     I don’t know how.  This is one of the mysteries

of communication that we do not understand yet.  Can

you see us?

S     Yes, and as I talk he moves his lips, his arm,

my arm – this is confusing.  I was taught that the end

was death.  This is different!

D     That’s right.  This is different.  This is a new

beginning.  Death is the end of one phase of life and

the beginning of another part of life.  You have many

things to learn.

S     Too many [overwhelmed by the newness of his

discovery].

D      You will love all the new things you have to

learn.  All pain and sorrow are gone.  If you’d like

someone to help you now, look around and see if you

can see a light coming toward you.

S     I see two pinpoints of light.  What is that?

D    Those two points of light will become two people

who are coming to greet you.  They will help you.

S     I’m not prepared for any of this.  Who are they?

D     They are people who have already gone through

this experience called death.

S     They are taking me with them.

D     Good.  Go with them.

S     I’ll go with a reservation.

D     What reservation do you wish to make?

S     I don’t seem to be able to make any.  Thank you

for what you’ve done.

D     You’re welcome.  Good-bye.

QUAN TSE  [Dan’s Guide]      Greeting my dear friends.

You did very well to help this man across.  Because

of your help, he has entered his new life willingly

and will soon adjust to the new way of living.

Next post will look at this circle’s work with

suicides.   R.R.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (27) Greeting Children - Suicides
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Before continuing with the rescue work done by

the group in Oregon in the 1950s, I want to take a

trip back 40 years earlier to the clairaudient and

clairvoyant mystic Mary Bruce Wallace, who received

many messages between 1915 and 1924 from a family

friend (A.B.) and also from a guide and teacher.  She

dictated what she heard to her husband, and some of

the communications were published in two books, “The

Thinning of the Veil” and “Coming Light”.  Her

brother, Wellesley Tudor Pole had similar mediumistic

gifts, and was able to corroborate what came through,

and of course knew the deceased family friend.

One of the communications discusses the greeting of children when they first arrive on the other side.

A.B.       “I will tell you a little about my work

amongst the thousands of little ones coming to our

shores daily from Eastern Europe.   We have special

companies of women souls organized into bands to

receive them, and to take care of them when their own

mothers are left on earth.  As they arrive, it is

interesting to note the transformation that takes

place.  They appear at first very pale, though their

spirit bodies are not emaciated as were their earthly

ones, but they wear a kind of haunted look, with most

wistful and sad expressions, as though they could not

smile even if they wished.  We find that the best

thing to wake them from this kind of apathy, resulting

from their past terrible experiences, is the sight of

flowers; and they are at once taken to fields of

these.  The contrast of a beauty which is with their

grasp with their previous experiences of terrible

destruction and ugliness, immediately awakens a spark

of joy, little or big, according to the nature of the

child.  Some smile faintly for the first time, others

rush eagerly forward with shouts of delight to pick

the radiant blossoms, which of course they are

permitted to do, until their little hands and arms are

full of them.

By this time the beautiful influences which

always breathe from flowers have refreshed the

children to such an extent that their faces look quite

different.  Color begins to show in their cheeks, new

light in their eyes, and the first gleams of happiness

appear.  We then separate them, and a great deal of

consideration is here needed, as we keep families

together when we can.  Where one child has died before

his brothers and sisters, his Guide is on the lookout

for them, and knows them by clairvoyance.  In some cases one of our Mothers takes one family, in other cases a very competent worker takes a group of families beneath her care in one beautiful home.

My work, as you may already have guessed, has been the creation of these homes in that particular region into which the children are entering.  Duringthe last six or eight months I have created several hundreds, and the work has kept me very busy, as I have had to train helpers to keep the houses intact.

Here on the third plane we create by our thoughts.. It requires strong thoughts to build strongly, otherwise the things created will be flimsy.  I take great pains to make these homes for folk very sweet and attractive, beautiful in every sense of the word, and harmonious in atmosphere; for that is the most important part of the work.  One must establish ineach home a key-note of joy, peace and harmony, so that the people who dwell there may feel uplifted, soothed and strengthened.  It is really heavenly workfor which some of us are better suited than others, and so we are asked to do it.  One must have certain qualities of soul as well as of mind to be well fitted for this creative work; a restful and joyous state of feeling, for instance, is essential.  Rejoicing is active blessedness of mind which carries intense help to others.  One needs also constructive ability, sense of order, a vivid imagination, and so forth.

The keynote on which the homes are built must be re-echoed from time to time, or they will disappear into space. For the children I have planned specially lovely gardens, as those seem to appeal to them more than anything else.

A veil is drawn between them and their memory of earth in its last stages, so that their collections seem to be only of their earlier experiences and of their family love.  They become radiantly happy in their new surroundings, where they are trained by special teachers to be fitted for life here, which will certainly be for them more delightful than had they continued to live on earth.  We have numbers of  cases in which the parents and relatives die also.

Homes are provided the, for united families, under the supervision of a visiting guide, who daily instructs them in the laws of the new life, and gives to the adults knowledge of the past, wisely withheld from the little ones.  It is such engrossing work, and I have become s intimately bound up with it lately, and find that my practice in building houses is so much in demand that I am thankful and delighted to supply the need, and spend the greater part of my time in this

region, leaving my hostels on the Borderland in the hands of competent comrades. Quite a number of my gardens and houses have been transferred to a higher plane, as those who inhabited  them were ready for further advancement.  Most of my buildings were on the second plane;  now I have been able to bring them on to the third plane, as so many

of the people were so happy there that they did not want to go to new ones, preferring to take their own with them.  I have been carrying out the removal for them.  This involves a great deal of labour, because the whole fabric has to be done all over again, with finer material.  I undo it, and effect the needed transmutation.
I use the material again in a fresh and finer form.  It is actual texture, created  thought;  quite solid to the perception in this world quite as much matter to us as the substance of your

world is matter to you.  So it has to be dematerialized before it can be materialized again in

the higher form suited to the higher plane where the owners now find themselves.

This has been quite a new work for me, and is extremely difficult, but I have greatly enjoyed

learning how to do it without expending unnecessary energy, and without losing any of my precious creations, which are to me most interesting, just as his own picture are to an artist on earth.  I like either to see my houses and gardens left satisfactorily standing on the second plane, for souls who desire to possess them, or else satisfactorily re-created on the third plane.  If  I were not able to effect the transformation perfectly, it would result in part of the house and garden being on the second plane and part on the third!  Of course they pas through their unfinished stage, but I try to complete the operation as speedily as possible.   It can be done in a very short time (as you count time).  For instance, in a night I can get a house fairly ready on the next plane.  In the interval the people for whom it is being created go to friends.  The removal is just as natural as taking up a house and moving it on wheels and pulleys, and on a lorry, as on earth.

The joy to me is first of all that the people have become so speedily ready for transition to a

higher plane.  This is largely owing to the helpful atmosphere which I and others created in these homes, whereby their minds were so attuned to higher things that they evolved more rapidly than folk generally do.

The second thing that gives me happiness is that the people want to take the homes with them, having foun tthem in every way congenial.  This is an even greater joy, because I see the terrible state in which these souls arrive from the earth plane; total wrecks and heart-broken, a piteous sight.  One aches and longs to be able to comfort them.  To be able to achieve this

in even a small degree fills one with such deep joy that I scarcely know how to describe it to you.  It is one of the most beautiful experiences that I have had since crossing over.  I am at present quite enthralled by this work, and I am  to go on with it, since Higher

Ones seem to think I am well fitted for it.”

Now, moving forward to the 1950s, here are some suicide cases which came to the Florence, Oregon rescue circle.    Our spiritual teachers and guides tell us that we are never asked to meet problems that are greater than we can bear.  But in our free will and non-understanding, some of us choose to free ourselves from the physical circumstances that bind us.

Doris Buckley writes: “Those who have, by their own volition, ceased to exist on this physical plane before completing their allotted life-span are apparently left to wander in a sort of no-man’s land until such time as they are ready to try over again.

Often they have only a short time to finish off the life they tried to destroy.”

One of the members of the rescue circle asked the guide:

SITTER     Is suicide really a termination of the life before its natural time, or was the life really supposed to have ended then anyway?

SPIRIT [of a young woman]     I am here in answer to the discussion you had in a persona way because I have just done it.  I can see myself there in the bathtub with my wrist still bleeding.  There is no hope of returning.  The [etheric] cord has been cut and I am in full realization of my act.  I have been trained along the lines that you are studying and can

see how utterly foolish it was for me to do what I did.

The record is before me.  I am not lost.  There is a place for us who have done this.  It would have been but a short time until I would have been here – and not in this degenerate state.  Now free will has been taken away from me for a space, and I will wait

in despair and sorrow until released.  Then I will return and make good the karmic debt I have incurred There was no reason to do what I did.  Accept this,and it will help me in atoning for this act.

SITTER     What do you mean by karmic debt?

SPIRIT     In not completing my earthly obligations because of taking my own life, I incurred a karmic debt to those who were deprived of my services, my love and my protection.  I must come back to make amends for that which I took away.  Can you understand this?  Karma is cause and effect.

SITTER     Then you DID go before your time?

SPIRIT     No.  In this realm time does not exist. Time only exists for the body that I have left behind. That would have been infinitesimally longer, and through natural means I would have passed here.  There could be times when it is excusable, but not when there is anger in the mind and in the conditions that exist.  Never, never take a positive action to end your own life.     [The woman leaves.]

 

ANOTHER SPIRIT     Hear there!

DORIS     What is your name?   Do you stand in the light of God?

SPIRIT     Yes, I accept the challenge.  I seek to do no evil.  I am a wanderer who seeks solace and friendliness.  Listen and ask questions.  I promise that I will do nothing that will harm anyone.

DORIS     When did you pass on?

SPIRIT     In 1954 at the age of 63.

DORIS     What will we call you?

S     The name of Henry was the one I used.

DORIS     Are you Henry Peters?

S     Does it matter?  Yes, I am that which remains of Henry Peters or who was known as such.

DORIS     You know us, don’t you?

S     Yes, that is why I am here.

DAN (The Medium)   If you really are Henry Peters, tell us the name of the book you had of ours that was never returned.

S     That is not necessary but it was by Stone,

“Immortal Wife.”  Does that satisfy you?

[This was evidential.  Henry Peters was a friend who had disappeared several months previously.  An avid reader, he had borrowed books from the Buckleys,

the last, never returned, being “The Immortal Wife.”]

DAN    Can you tell us what happened to you, how and why?

S     What happened was the usual and rather sordid that I would rather not speak of.

DORIS     What about the property and things you left behind?

S     What difference?  The things have no value to anyone who counts.  If anyone can lay claim, let him have them.  They do me no good.

DORIS   Can we help you from this side?

S     No, that is not necessary.  I have to return to make new karma for that which I lost then [complete unfinished business].  That will not be long.  I think things will be different as far as I am concerned.

DORIS     Perhaps you do not understand about progressing where you are.

S     No, it is you who have an imperfect understanding.  Ask your teachers.  They will explain many things if you ask specific questions.  My life was used in a wrong way, and until I make this right and progress to the next station I cannot receive help from your side.  I can hinder my progress by doing wrong things here, but I do not intend to.  My progress will start when I return.  In the meantime, I am static and can visit if people will accept me.  It

makes things easier, but it is not necessary for them to do so.

DORIS     Then we can’t tell you anything about things here that you don’t already know, can we?

S     We can see things that you do not even imagine, but without permission we cannot speak of them.  We are very limited in my state.  I have tried to come through before, but you did not leave an opening.  It is pleasant to contact those who would understand and not criticize.  There are things that from time to time we can help you with, but we have a limited

vision as far as vision goes on this side.  Sometimes things are blurred to us in my state, and we make errors.  These are corrected for you by your teachers….The thoughts that you have for me do me good.  Also, in a way, they make me warmer.  Goodbye now.  I will try to come again if you permit.

GUIDE    Frank wants to contact Doris.  Will she accept him?

DORIS     Did I know you?  What is your full name?

SPIRIT  [Stuttering.] The FFFffrraannkk tthhaatt yyoouu-

DORIS     Slow down, Frank

SPIRIT   [continuing to stutter throughout.  A good evidential sign, but it slowed down the conversation to a snail’s pace.]  I need to.  You knew me many years ago   I died in 1929.  Do not ask me as I get excited when my name is talked of.

DORIS     Did I know you at Salem or Monmouth?

SPIRIT     Salem, not at school.  At work.

DORIS     In the cannery?  Northwestern?

SPIRIT     Yes.  You were kind to me and talked to meand understood my infirmity.

DORIS     Did you stutter then?

SPIRIT     Yes, as you see.  When I can talk of things that interest me, I can overcome it.  But people would make fun of me.  You did not.  Have a good thought for

me as my time here is drawing to a close.  Soon you will see me again, but not recognize me. I will recognize you for a short time when I am very new.

Then we all forget our former lives.  You will meet me in about one month.

DORIS     Who will you be born to?

SPIRIT     That I do not know.  It would not be good to have that known, as a child should have an even start.  I am getting excited, so I had better go. Thank you, Doris.

 

Doris had a strange dream a short time after that.  She dreamed she was present when a baby was born.  It was handed to her, and she seemed aware that she was to watch out for this baby.  His face and coloring made a definite impression.   She doesn’t remember consciously meeting the baby in real life after that, but quite possibly she did, in passing by in a public place, without it registering.

Later the group was singing an old-time vaudeville melody.  A spirit is listening.

SPIRIT     I have not heard old-time music like that for a long, long time.

DORIS     Won’t you sing with us?

SPIRIT     No.  That is not permitted.  I am not of this world but traveling in the ether to circles to await my next coming.  This is because I did not die in the right way and there is no place to go until I return.  It is lonesome, and I need to hear some of the old things sometimes.

DORIS     Would you like some old hymns?

SPIRIT     No hymns, please.  That is what made me do what I did!  There is another way than bringing sadness all the time.  The hymns depressed me, and you now what happened.

DORIS     Some hymns are happy ones.   Are you where you can observe the things that need to be done in this world so you will know where to help when you return?

SPIRIT     Yes, that is true.  But I will not be with you long when I return.  I had almost lived the span when things went wrong.  Now I have to finish and then return here for instructions.  If I had just held on for a short time, it would have been different. Could you sing another song?  That was good.

 

The group sang several more songs for him.  He seemed to relax and enjoy them.  When we finished he said:

SPIRIT     That was good.  It helped.   I will leave. I thank you for what you have done.

While talking about suicide during a later séance, a wandering spirit tried to communicate, but

didn’t make much sense.  A spirit teacher came through to explain what had happened.

SPIRIT TEACHER     This last entity was not ready to contact groups as yet.  The mysteries and limitations have not been explained to her.  We appreciate what you have done for those who wander through space for reasons of karma.  These entities missed the purpose that they were placed with [on earth] this time around, and ceased to exist of their own volition [committed suicide.]  This means they have to go this route again and cannot advance until they expel the thoughts that set them on the wrong path.  This one had a particularly hard existence and only stopped inthe final tests.  She did not fail.  She has no hatred, and therefore her lot will be easier next time.  People like her have a sincere desire to help where the can.  That again is in their favor.  Have a good thought for these entities and try to suggest

that others do likewise.

Later that week, two more suicides came to talk. They sought companionship and were also eager to help the group in any way they could.

DORIS    How can we help YOU?

SPIRIT    We on this side can build strength to return and remove unpleasant karma as you on your side help us by listening to us and letting us assist you in a physical way. One spirit came through with a bad cough, but had apparently completed all of life’s tests before approaching death.

SPIRIT     One thousand days of suffering is too long. The pain still exists.  Is there no surcease?  Where can help be found?   If anyone can answer, in the name of God! Please!

DORIS     Are you passed on to the other side?

SPIRIT     That I do not know.  It seems that I passed long ago.  Again when the pain is more than I can bear I am in the body.

DORIS     We will call on our teacher and ask what we can do to help you.

VERNOL  [SPIRIT TEACHER]     There is little that we can do at present.  It will be but a moment until we receive him into this plane.  He has suffered greatly, but it has been necessary.   There is only thism existence for him on your plane, and then he goes to a

much higher existence.

SPIRIT     Thank you for the help given me.  Your thoughts help me through these last minutes.

He breathed his last breath through Dan [the medium] and passed on.   Dan’s body quit writhing and became relaxed and calm.  Then the entity spoke again

in a quiet, peaceful tone of voice:

SPIRIT     The peace and understanding of all the angels of light be with this gathering for helping me during those last moments.  If, when I get to my destination, there is any favor I can bestow on you, believe me, from the depth of my soul, I give all. The blessings of God be upon you.

The same entity came back the following night.

SPIRIT      I return to thank you for the aid that you gave me when I was here before.  The peace and joy and utter relaxation here is indescribable.  The cough I gave was only to identify myself.  I have no pain, nothing but joy.  There will be a rest period for me here, and then I will return for one more time.  If Im succeed in living that life as I should, I will go into the realm of students at the feet of the Master and then go on from there.  Let my will accept the divine will.  Again I give thanks and strength to you gathered here for what you did for me.

Doris writes:  “Perhaps these unfinished life spans account for the brief lives some babies have.

  They live only a few hours, months, or years and then pass on.”    They just had a little more to experience on earth to have, or to give to others. Sometimes a spirit who has committed suicide will remain closely in contact with the earth plane for the remainder of the time originally meant to be spent here, instead of returning for another incarnation.  Such is the case of the “Writer on the other side,”  some of whose communications appeared

on this List.  She committed suicide almost by accident in a moment of stress, overdosing on sleeping pills.   She remained in contact with the earth plane for over ten years, until her late sixties, if she had stayed alive on earth, which was then probably the planned time of her  natural passing.    During this ten year period, she was quite active on the ‘astral’ planes, and gave vivid accounts of her experiences, adding to our knowledge and information about the

other side, more of which hopefully we can post here at some future date.   Richard R.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (28) suicides – responsibility in mediumship - rescue work in 1840 - more obsessing spirits.
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Derek Acorah recounts a tragic case of his in which the sense of responsibility in mediumship

played a great part. In giving a reading to a lady in her thirties, he saw her marriage in difficulty, and foresaw that in about 18 months’ time her husband was going to take his own life and their three childrens’ along with him.  This kind of prediction can’t be

given to a client, except in the most general terms, and it is difficult to know whether or not such events are fixed and destined to happen.  There are many probable futures, and it is not for us to interfere with other people’s lives and choices.  So Derek after desperately wondering how he could convey to the lady the tragic events which he saw were likely to take place in her life, he finally gave a prediction in the broadest of terms, saying that “even if a person has

their life taken away from them suddenly, either at the hands of another or through an accident, the system remains the same: they go on to live in the heavenly state.  Our loved ones never go away; they remain close to us.”   The lady accepted most of his reading except for these last remarks which she considered nonsense.

However, two years later she wrote Derek saying that 18 months after his reading, he husband

had committed suicide by connecting a pipe to the car’s exhaust (muffler),  taking the three children with him.  She continued: “If it had not been for you, Derek, I doubt whether I would be here today, as I would have brought my own life to an end.  I can only thank you for your words and apologize for not understanding.  You are a very special man.  Long may

your work continue.”

Now, could the outcome have been different?  Has anyone on the list had similar dilemmas when spirit has come through with tragic predictions which couldn’t be passed on to the client?  I have been present at public readings when a medium has insisted

on given out rather personal information about a sitter’s marriage breaking up, or other private information which either should never been made public, or even spoken about in detail. The medium would almost force the sitter to accept what she was saying, leaving them upset and confused.

Sometimes we are given information that we just can’t impart.  Seeing that a person is going to die is one of them.       Possible accidents CAN be talked about.  A person can be warned to drive carefully at a certain time or place.  But to give dire warnings, or to say that something is wrong with a relationship, in public,  is not the task of a medium.   Meher Baba the yogi teacher was told by a fortune teller  that his blood would be spilt on American soil, and over the

next several years he lived in an agony of apprehension whenever he was  touring th States.  He

was eventually involved in a minor car accident, but that type of prediction is not very useful, and distracts us from joyful living.  General warnings, yes, or sudden messages from spirit to take another route, avoid this or that person, or not to eat or drink this or that, or to tell a person this or thatvital piece of information, that is a direct instruction from a trusted guide which must be listened to and action taken at once.   Otherwise, we have to use our discernment, or discrimination as to what we give out.  What do you think?

Now, to go back to the mid-nineteenth century, and eight years before the murdered tinker started rapping on the walls of the Hydesville home of the Fox family, the distraught spirit of a mother who had murdered her two children was causing similar psychic disturbances to a family who in the spring of 1840 had just moved into the ground floor of a house in Moettlingen, Germany.  The Dittus family consisted of three sisters and two brothers, all of whom had mediumistic abilities.  The most psychic was Theophila, age 25, and she had frequent visions of a woman carrying a dead child, and the rest of the family and other tenants heard bangings and shufflings all around the house.  Eventually the parish priest, Johann Christoph Blumhardt, belonging to the German Protestant Church, had Theophila removed to another house, to try and control the situation, but the phenomena continued at the new location. Blumhardt’s biographer, Friedrich Zuendel, describes what happened next:- “Resolved to end the nuisance by drastic measures, Blumhardt chose six of the most serious-minded and responsible men of his parish to assist him in investigating the occurrences reported. He himself remained in the bedroom observing Theophila, while the rest scattered about the building by twos.  Within three hours, twenty-five blows were struck at a certain point in the bedroom, so violently as to cause an empty chair which stood there to leap clear of the floor, the windows to rattle and the plaster to fall from the ceiling.  These terrific blows which resounded in the street with the distinctness of the discharge of fire-arms at a New Year’s celebration, were heard by all the inhabitants of the village [SO MUCH FOR TH CREAKING KNUCKLE AND TOE JOINTS THEORY PUT FORWARD BY THE SKEPTICS!]*

The dead woman’s spirit kept returning, wanting to give her name, and leaving illegible writing on

folded carbon paper [attempts at spirit writing.] Since Theophila Dittus continued to have fainting spells, bouts of asphyxiation and high temperatures, the priest had her kept in isolation at another house, away from any contact with her family.  However, the uproar recommenced at the new quarters.  As soon as these sounds were heard, she would fall into violen convulsions, which kept increasing in severity and duration.  Blumhardt and the local doctor, Dr. Spaeth, visited Theophila more frequently and one day, whilem they were at her bedside, her whole body began to tremble while every muscle in her head and arms twitched feverishly, although otherwise her entire frame was stiff and rigid.  Meanwhile there were frequent emissions of foam from her mouth.  Suddenly she awoke and was able to sit up and drink some water almost in an instant she seemed to have become a different person altogether. Day by day Blumhardt grew more convinced that demoniacal influences [today we’d call it obsessing

spirits] were at work in this matter.  As though by inspiration, therefore on the occasion of one of her attacks, he stepped up to the patient, forcibly folded her rigidly cramped hands in the attitude of prayer, and calling her loudly by name, although he knew she was unconscious, said: “Fold your hands and pray: ‘Lord Jesus, help me!’  We have long witnessed the doings of the Devil; now we want to see what Jesus can do!”  After a few moments the girl woke up, and

repeated the words of the prayer; to the great astonishment of all present, her cramps ceased almost

immediately.  But the obsessing spirit kept returning,

causing more violent phenomena.  Presently sounds like

finger-tappings were heard all about her, and she

received a sudden blow on the chest which caused her

to sink down backwards.  The female shape which she

had seen at her former lodging re-appeared to her, and

this time Theophila revealed the apparition’s name to

the clergyman.  It was that of a widow who had died a

few years previously and whom Blumhardt remembered

well in connection with his pastoral activities.  Her

manner, while she was alive, had been one of great

dejection, as of one who seeks peace without finding

it.

BLUMHARDT    Can you find no peace in the grave?

WIDOW     No.

B     Why not?

W    As a punishment for my sins.  I murdered two

children and buried them in the fields.

B     Do you know of no way in which you can be

helped?  Can you not pray?

W     I cannot pray.

B     Do you know Jesus and that he can forgive your

sins?

W     I cannot bear to hear that name.

B     Are you alone?

W     No

B     Who is with you?

W     The worst of them all.

The woman was full of guilt, felt that she was in

the power of the Devil, and had already taken over

Theophila seven times and now she was going to stay.

Blumhardt told her to leave, and Theophila beat the

bed violently with her hands, and the spirit left.

Some days later the obsession returned.  At times

it seemed as though hundreds of spirits were issuing

from Theophila in regular relays, whereat on each

occasion the patient’s countenance would change and

assume a new threatening mien.  The men who

accompanied the clergyman were pushed about and struck

as though with fists, without being able to see the

source of these attacks.  Blumhardt himself was immune

for, as the spirits said, they were not allowed to

touch him.  At such times Theophila would tear her

hair, beat her breast, strike her head against the

wall, and do what she could to injure herself.     She

would get blisters on her neck overnight, and while

walking in the street, she felt as though someone were

pushing her sides and her head, or her feet were

seized, causing her to fall down; so she suffered

bruises and other hurts.

A few weeks went by uneventfully, then she tried

to hang herself.   The next day she was found in a

pool of blood, which however was soon cleared away.

But then the obsessing spirits returned, providing a

chorus of howls and whines:

SPIRITS   Now everything is lost; we have been

betrayed at every turn; you are upsetting everything;

our whole league is broken up; it is all over;

everything is in a snarl;  you are to blame with your

everlasting prayers; alas, you will end by  driving us

away altogether.  There are 1067 of us, and many more

who are still alive.  They should be warned.  Alas,

they are lost, they have forsworn God and are lost

forever.

After this the spirits who appeared showed marked

differences in their behavior.  Some were defiant and

filled with hatred for Blumhardt, often uttering words

worthy of being recorded.  They felt a dread of the

abyss which they now felt yawned close before them,

and said among other things:

SPIRITS     You are our worst enemy and we are yours.

If we only could do as we liked!   If only there were

no God in Heaven!

Most of the spirits who appeared from August 1842

until February 1843 and even later were among those

which fervently longed for release from the bonds of

Satan.  They admitted that only they themselves were

to blame for their perdition.  Numerous different

languages were spoken by them, for the most part

non-European ones.

Reluctantly at first, Blumhardt tried to secure

their release.  The widow who had been the first to

obsess Theophila returned and announced that she

wanted to belong to the Savior, and not to the Devil.

WIDOW    That was a terrible fight that you undertook.

Great changes have taken place in the spirit world

as a result of you recent battles.  You resorted only

to the word of God and to prayer.  Had you tried the

magic or exorcisms currently used among people, I

would have been lost.  Pray that I may be granted

complete freedom from the power of the Devil.

Another spirit, who during his life had robbed

widows and orphans of house and home, came and

requested that he might come  and enter Blumhardt’s

garden for a while, in order to obtain a little

tranquility.

After a few more occurrences of phenomena and

communications, Theophila came free of obsession, but

then her half-blind brother and another sister,

Catherine, became obsessed for a while.  At one point

toward midnight the girl uttered a series of screams

of despair, each single one of which was maintained

for as much as a quarter of an hour, and which were so

powerful that they seemed to threaten to shake the

house to pieces.   Half the population of the village

stood listening in terror to the din.    Eventually

even these manifestations died down, and life in the

village returned to normal.

What Blumhardt had experienced were the

manifestations of the low spirit-world through human

mediums.  This was a novel experience for the

Protestant priest, and had he not handled the

situation in the traditional way of his church, he

himself would have lost his parish and livelihood, the

family would have been put in the insane asylum, or

they might have tried to commit suicide.  As it was,

they all returned to normality.

In modern Spiritualist terms,  Theophila Dittus

was a deep trance medium.  She would lose

consciousness whenever her own spirit  was forced from

her body by strange spirit-beings which then took

possession of her.  At the passing out of her own

spirit she would fall down as though dead, and would

be brought back into an erect posture by the spirit of

some person who had entered her body and made himself

or herself manifest there.

The powerful rapping sounds were produced by the

ectoplasm, bioplasm, odic force, prana or whatever

name you like to give it, similar to those produced by

the Fox sisters and other physical mediums, before and

since.  [You could say that the  birth of Modern

Spiritualism really goes back to the Wesleys and

similar manifestations at Epworth  Rectory in the

early 1700s, but I don’t want to start another lengthy

dispute! ]   This ectoplasm was surrendered to the

spirit world which used it to bring about those

resounding blows which seemed to be inexplicable to

the observers.  The greater the accumulation of

ectoplasm, in the medium, the louder these blows

became, and this ectoplasm was reinforced by that of

the bystanders, as by the sitters in a séance.  Since

Blumhardt also, although he was unaware of the fact,

was endowed with considerable mediumistic power, the

manifestations of the spirit world through the medium

were stronger during his presence than they were in

his absence. [This happens, too, in Catholic

exorcisms.  The phenomena get more powerful and out of

control because of the very powerful presence of the

priests themselves!]   The phenomena of

materialization and the appearance of light also were

brought about by the spirits with the aid of

Theophila’s mediumistic ectoplasm.  Her sister

Catherine was no deep trance medium, but went into

part trances only.  Consequently her spirit was not

entirely expelled from her body and could hear

everything spoken through her by the strange spirit.

She was able, therefore to remember everything that

had happened, even though she could not prevent the

manifestations themselves, since she was completely in

the power of the strange spirit.

Historically and evidentially contributing to

psychical research, these occurrences with Blumhardt

at their center  demonstrate the undeniable fact that

communication with the spirit world exists as a fact.

The events that took place before his eyes were no

delusions and cannot be relegated to the realm of myth

and fable by anyone, since they were enacted quite

openly and could be confirmed by a large number of

witnesses who had seen and heard what went on.   The

reality of the occurrences was also the reason why the

church authorities requested Blumhardt to present a

record of the events.

An immediate and practical result of these events

was to motivate the whole village to come to Blumhardt

to confess all the sins of their lifetime.  Blumhardt

himself acquired healing powers, and as he prayed and

laid his hands on his parishioners,  even the most

chronic diseases were cured.   It was wrong living and

thinking that had brought the low spirits to manifest

in this village.  The truth of the matter is that

every human being, whatever their religion or belief,

can get in touch with the good spirit world if he or

she is in earnest, and seeking this type of

communication.

As the ex-Catholic priest and researcher

Johannes Greber comments on this case: “The one thing

that everyone derives from communication with good

spirits is instruction as to the right path leading to

God.  What he [or she] learns is the truth.  Whether

or not any further exertions are made on his behalf by

God’s spirits depends in each case on whether the

individual fashions his life in accordance with the

truth imparted to him, and to what extent he does so.

Whoever merely accepts the truth as it is laid before

him by the spirit  world  but fails to act

accordingly, will receive no further gifts from above.

On the contrary he will lose even what contact he had

at first with the good spirits, which will cease

communicating with him.  But whoever receives the

truth within himself and strives to reconstruct his

inner life in conformity with it, will give evidence

of the efforts of the spirits on his behalf,   and in

each case, corresponding  with the individual’s task

in life.”

[]*   Richard’s comments in square brackets!

Lord Dowding and Rescue Circles (29)

We have to have a place for animals in our rescue

work.  It is not so much rescue  in the spirit worlds

that is needed, although there are many lost animal

souls there, but rescue from cruel treatment here in

the world, inflicted upon them  by us humans.

Animals return to us at séances and we hear that they

are often shocked and bewildered at being slaughtered

for food, after having been nurtured lovingly on the

farm, treated almost as companions.

Humans as hunter-gatherers originally fitted into

the natural ecology without losing the overall balance

until populations grew and destroyed the forests and

overhunted  the wild animals.   The domestication of

some animals led to a different environment with less

hunting and more cooperation between human and animal

in agriculture.  But nowadays, with factory farming,

and the abuse of animals in research, medical

technology and product testing, there is much more

cruelty to animals.

Animals are around us all the time.  We depend on

them for our survival, and we are part of the animal

kingdom ourselves.  It does not say much for our

reputation as self-appointed caretakers of the planet

to think that, as the most recent arrivals here, we

are the cruelest of creatures.  I mentioned recently

that frogs have been here at least 20 millions years,

probably 100s of millions of years.  Some of them

along with bees, flies and insects were trapped in

amber that long ago, to prove this.  In comparison we

as humans have lived only a few thousand years on the

planet, yet we sever the legs of these frogs, our

seniors, to eat and then throw away the rest of their

bodies, still alive, left to die slowly and painfully

in a trash bin.  We skin snakes and other animals

alive, and leave them suffering until we  are ready to

cook and eat them,  or until they die , while we make

coats and shoes out of their skin.   We keep larger

animals immobile in cages and inside machines to

extract the products of their glands and other organs.

We force feed geese and ducks, pinning them immobile

in a box or cage to obtain the enlarged liver for our

pate-de-foie gras.  Mink cultivated for their fur go

crazy  living in tiny cages.

These are just a few of the cruelties inflicted

on animals.  Animal activists such as Peter Singer

have written all about these malpractices. I will not

make this article into an indictment of our inhumanity

towards animals, but the evidence for winning such a

case is all around us.

Spirit says that our diseases and epidemics will

not be cured until we stop this abuse of the animal

kingdom, in the name of  research.  We will have to

use other methods, including medical intuition and

aura reading,  to find cures for disease, to make our

products safe, and to test, experiment with  and

perfect our medical procedures. It is the wrong way to

go to use animals.  Since we are in essence immortal

spirit, it should not matter if our life is short or

curtailed, or handicapped, if the alternative is to

inflict suffering on other creatures to prolong our

life, or eradicate a malfunction.   Inflicting

suffering on others incurs a debt which must be repaid

at some level. The quality and integrity of our being

is compromised by evil, cruel deeds, no matter what

the motive, no matter how “humanitarian.”  We lose our

compassion. We sacrifice our ideals for a temporary

advantage, and we retard our soul’s progress.

That being said, and I know there are many (to my

mind invalid) arguments justifying the use of animals

in R & D, what can we do, as Spiritualists and

concerned citizens?

Here is my spur of the moment list of suggestions

and prohibitions.  You could probably add hundreds

more.

1) Become a vegetarian, so that there will be no

market eventually for animal flesh. A different kind

of agriculture and food and restaurant business will

evolve. Even milk will ceased to be used (calves are

slaughtered so that the cows give their milk to US).

2) Refuse to use any product or drug or medical

procedure that has involved animal suffering in its

testing or manufacture.

3) Employ ahimsa, non-violence, towards every living

creature.

4) Rescue any animal in distress.

5) Support every program to restore animals’ habitat.

6) Stop hunting  and collecting animals trophies.

7) Stop animal ‘sports,’ from bull fights to cock

fights. (A huge illegal cockfighting enterprise was

raided and shut down by the police last week near us

here at Port Hope, Ontario, Canada).

8) Stop over-fishing the oceans, and killing dolphins

and other creatures that get in the way.

9) Stop animal sacrifice, in all religious ceremonies.

10) Stop cruel methods of ritual slaughter, for kosher

foods and other religious requirements.

11) Stop using animals in circuses and similar

enterprises.

12) Close all zoos that don’t provide natural habitat

and  natural conditions  and plenty of room.

13) Shut down all illegal and unhealthy animal

breeding farms supplying pet stores.

14) Where geese  must be shot at, only pellets that

will kill them, not maim and poison them, should be

used.

15) Stop the practice of raising anemic young calves,

to provide our veal.

16) Close all animal laboratories.

17) Don’t abandon your pets or flush them down the

toilet, once their novelty has worn off.

18) Stop the routine castration of farm animals, the

clipping and docking of pets, the debarking of dogs,

the declawing of cats, the debeaking of chickens

19) Stop intensive raising of chickens; that’s what

breeds these epidemics. Have  free-run, open air

conditions only. Don’t just throw away alive in a bin

or fast-fry alive unwanted male chicks.

20) Stop futile and cruel experiments on wild animals,

such as done by one researcher of birdsong, by cutting

the bird’s vocal mechanism out entirely, to see if

that affected its mating abilities.

21) Stop using toxins to control  and eradicate pests.

22)     Pray for spirit help to awaken everyone’s

conscience to stop all this cruelty to animals.

23) Carry on the list here…………

Animals are not ‘things,’ objects to experiment

with, mutilate or chop up into spare parts.  They are

living, feeling and, at their level of operation,

sensing and thinking beings.  They continue their life

in spirit when they pass, returning to the group soul

if not maintaining their individuality.

Eventually predatory animals such as the lion and

the alligator will become extinct, just as warfare and

weaponry used between humans will be outlawed, and we

will move into a more peaceful and harmonious era.

The first step towards that ideal state is to

observe the Beatitudes (in the Sermon on the Mount) or

the practice of non-violence and mindfulness towards

each other and each species, and  to respect the

rights of an untampered existence for our animals and

vegetation on our planet.

Our conscience will not be clear until we have

rescued all these animals from suffering. Our own

diseases will not heal and our researchers will not

bring cures until we have done away with all these

cruel practices.   Also, the infestation and plagues

of various animals and insects also will not disappear

until there is balance in our agricultural methods.

The rapid and unplanned estate building of developers

is destroying the countryside and inviting the growth

of future slums, full of crime and degradation.  They

ignore the landscape and destroy field and forest for

a quick profit, without considering the flora and

fauna, nor providing parks and fields and other wild

places for human recreation.

I can’t do better to conclude this article on

animal rescue than to quote a segment of Air Chief

Marshal Hugh Dowding’s speech made against vivisection

in the House of Lords on July 18. 1957.  He had

previously, at the age of 70, become a vegetarian

after visiting Smithfield [meat] Market and two

slaughter houses.  He supported and spoke out for

animal rights and his wife Muriel’s “Beauty without

Cruelty” organization, a precursor of Anita Roddick’s

Body Shop founded in 1976.  [I lived near Smithfield

Market for a year, and there was always a sickly

gut-wrenching smell of animal blood hanging in the

air. The animals sent there for slaughter must have

had dreadful forebodings as they were lined up. The

smell in a tannery is even more pungent. Richard R.]

“All life is one and all its manifestations

with which we have contact are climbing the ladder of

evolution.  It is an important part of our

responsibilities to help them in their ascent, and not

to retard their development by cruel exploitation of

their helplessness.

“What I am now saying, if people would realize

it,  is of great practical importance, because failure

to recognize our responsibilities towards the animal

kingdom is the cause of many of the calamities which

beset the nations of the world.  Nearly all of us have

a deep-rooted wish for peace – peace on Earth;  but we

shall never attain to true peace – the peace of love,

and not the uneasy equilibrium of fear – until we

recognize the place of animals in the scheme of things

and treat them accordingly.”
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Rescue Circles (30)   Rescuing books and research data

from oblivion.   More about animals.

This series about rescue work from both sides of

the veil has presented a six-way process, in which

1) we on this side help each-other prepare for death,

and console those who are bereaved,

2) we on this side help spirit find themselves on the

other side, and in our sleep, trances or out-of-body

conditions (including NDEs) work on the other side in

many ways, and

3) we on this side help earthbounds move on into the

light if they are lost, or  obsessing anyone here or

haunting a building, while

4) from beyond the veil, spirit has described how

guides, angels and the awakened spirits do what they

can to rouse and rescue the confused souls who did not

believe in an afterlife, or who had closed, dogmatic

beliefs on earth and believe they are irredeemable and

isolated in Hell (usually of their own making)  and

5) those on the other side  come back to give evidence

to us that they are still alive, and also share their

greater knowledge and philosophy with us, and finally

6) from their side spirit will come to our aid and

lead into the light the earthbounds we are trying  to

help, and sometimes, too, help rescue us from

accidents and from sudden death in battle.  They CAN

protect us from death and injury if we seem to DESERVE

it, and they hear and answer our prayers! (see

previous posts with Lord Dowding’s accounts, and our

own experiences of escaping accidents and disasters).

The nurses and doctors amongst them come and heal us

directly, or work through mediums and psychic

surgeons.

The compiling of this series has in itself been a

work of rescuing out-of-print manuscripts and books

from oblivion, showing that

1) what has been recorded and revealed to us over the

past 300 years is as equally valid as

2) the Biblical texts, the Sutras and the writings of

mystics up to 3000 years ago and beyond and

3) the ongoing research and communication which is

going on at the present time. Nothing is really new.

What is surprising is the way new researchers seem to

think they have made some  startling new revelation,

when it’s all happened before, over and over and over

again!   As Tennessee Ernie Ford used to sing,   “Life

get’s teejus, don’it?!”

We may never fully  know the secrets from the

past.  The archives of many libraries are under lock

and key.  The Vatican Archives contain 50 miles (80

kilometers)

of shelves of books, some of which may be examined,

but then only under security escorts, an archivist and

a clerk, the researcher only allowed a pencil and pad

with which to make a few notes.   Most of us have in

our possession a few feet of books, perhaps 50 yards

of shelving at most.  We don’t have the time to read

that amount of books in a lifetime.   [Lis Warwood,

you were certainly fortunate to have been directed by

the spirit of Rosa Tingey to acquire what was left of

her library, which led you into the work you are doing

now!  But as Pastor Ray has rightly said, the truth is

not learned in books; rather it is found and

experienced, through direct contact with spirit.  THEN

we can consult the books, to help understand our

experiences, and put them within a wider perspective

and historical context].

But it is no great loss not to be able to

examine all the old musty palimpsests in the Vatican.

The sensationalism of the so-called Da Vinci Code and

the Secret Societies is nothing compared with the

power of direct contact with spirit.  That personal

experience is what we are fortunate to have in our

possession already.  Really there are no Holy

mysteries, secret doctrines and conspiracies – the

facts of life behind life,  ongoing spirit

intelligence, progress, continuity and immortality,

all this is an open secret – at some level we all

“know”.   So NONE of this is a secret, but rather it

is unknown to most people, through ignorance.   Once

we become “aware” through natural gifts or through

training, we see and hear and sense what lies

“beyond.”

The idea of secrecy, secret societies, “Codes” to

decipher and clandestine rituals – all this is a

misinterpretation of outsiders looking in on the work

of mediums and their circles and séances, where a

group of compatible people meets in private to contact

spirit.  It is as simple as that.  The group meets in

secret only to obtain undisturbed conditions in which

to contact spirit.  Also, in medieval times, secrecy

would have been essential to avoid the clutches of the

Inquisition, and in modern times, intrusions by the

police, as happened with Helen Duncan, which led to

her final illness and death.  Otherwise, there is no

secrecy or privilege about the work of obtaining

evidence of survival, the philosophy of living and

inner development.   Every person in his or her

lifetime has  some experience of spirit contact,

although it may not be recognized as such.   Nowadays,

with our public mediums on TV and radio and touring

theatres and writing books, all this knowledge is out

in the open.   In the past it was the Churches and

Freemasons and Templars who made secrets out of their

ceremonies, to retain power over people, or to exclude

them from privileges.  Services conducted in Latin

kept the unlearned populace in ignorance and under

their thumb, and they grew rich selling indulgences,

sanctifying marriages, pardoning sins and obtaining

deathbed conversions.

However, in order to put our work in

perspective, it is most important to keep alive the

accounts of our working with spirit for future

generations to peruse, as well as for our own times.

So many mediums, and so many researchers from all

walks of life, have contributed to the search for the

truth.  Mediums themselves have had full working lives

in the world as musicians, politicians, actors,

scientists, engineers, artists, designers, priests,

barbers, journalists, seamen, pilots, - in fact, every

trade and profession is represented, and the same goes

for the researchers. Nandor Fodor for example was a

psycho-analyst, Oliver Lodge a physicist, Maurice

Barbanell a  journalist/medium Stewart White a writer

and Edgar Mitchell an astronaut.  Richard Maurice

Bucke, Carl Wickland, Arthur Guirdham, and Gary

Schwartz are all psychiatrists.  There is a long list

of contributors to the Spiritualist movement and to

the work of mediums, which I will one day present in

this series. But for the moment we can only repay this

debt to so much dedication by preserving the work in

our libraries, not keeping it under lock and key, but

re-printing as much as we can.  In this way we can

keep it fresh and also revitalize our own work.

With all this evidence of survival and the modern

confirmation of the type of phenomena occurring in the

Bible stories, how is it that the churches refuse to

take notice, and accept the new data, especially when

they have instigated the enquiry themselves in the

first place?  I feel that those in positions of

authority are unwilling to lose their power and

control over their organizations and the hundreds of

millions of worshippers  they represent.  They are

unwilling to let the people see and think for

themselves.  Traditions and rituals have a hypnotic

effect and are very slow to change, so we cannot

expect much progress in a mass way.   Every Sunday I

journey past so many churches, filled with true

believers, their cars parked round the building -

mosques, churches, temples and chapels.  Not many of

them in this lifetime will have a chance to awaken to

the knowledge we are privileged to have received.

Perhaps we have earned it, or worked for it.   But

perhaps what we say and print here will reach further

afield, and bit by bit the word will get out, and the

mediums amongst us will have their work cut out trying

to fulfill the demand for enlightenment and true,

direct contact with spirit.

To continue the account of rescue work, we will

quote a few passages from “Gone West”  a book first

published by William Rider in 1917 and written by the

medium  J.S.M. Ward.  He regularly visited the astral

regions, and recorded what he experienced.  From his

writing we can understand that we need not fear  the

loss of access to libraries and archives here on

earth.  All the books seemingly confiscated and cast

into  the dungeons of oblivion in the Vatican and

elsewhere are openly available at some level of the

spirit worlds.  In one chapter of the book a spirit he

met spoke of a visit he made to a special library on

one of the lower Hellish astral planes:

“It was an enormous place, and was divided into

three sections:

1)   Book forms;

2)   Idea books;

3)   Living thought visualizations.

Among the ‘forms’ were all books dealing with

cruelty and hate for their own sake.   I saw there

shelves filled with the records of the Inquisition,

books describing methods of poisoning your foes, books

relating hideous crimes and savage tortures, histories

of torture, so-called medical works, and so on.  I

looked at one of these ‘medical works.’

SPIRIT     What decides whether a book comes to Hell

or not?  For example, this book is on vivisection.

It’s a French work.   Do all books on that subject

come here?

SPIRIT LIBRARIAN     No, indeed.  It is all a case of

the object of the work, and also the results it

produces.  With all books on vivisection, as with the

thing itself, both object and result count.  For

example, believing he has a cure for some disease, a

doctor inoculates some animals with that disease,

tries his treatment, and afterwards publishes an

account of his experiments.  The sole object of that

man has been to improve the well-being of his

fellow-men, and his book has that object.  In such a

case of course we should not get his book [being too

‘good’ for a hellish library].  But many men,

especially on the Continent, inflict torture on

animals simply out of a morbid curiosity to see how

pain works.  As no useful object is served by these

experiments, and the publication of them only incites

others to do likewise, the books come here and so

naturally do their authors.  Again, a scientist may

conduct some experiments with a laudable motive, yet

it may be extremely foolish or even wrong for him to

publish such experiments broadcast.  Such a book will

often lead others to perform similar experiments out

of curiosity or the love of inflicting pain.  Such a

book comes here.

SPIRIT   Then I take it that most vivisectionists come

here [to Hell].

LIBRARIAN     Oh, we get quite a large number, but

still not as many as you would expect.   A good many

of these men, though they seem a bit callous and are

so, yet are genuinely moved by laudable, though often

mistaken, motives.  But still a very large number

would come to us if it were not for the time they

spend on the astral plane.  You see, they usually fall

victims to the vengeance of the animals they have

tormented, and this and a clearer vision of the truth

causes them to regret what they have done, and leads

them to strive to make amends.

SPIRIT     How?

LIBRARIAN     Oh, by encouraging men on earth to found

societies for the prevention of cruelty to animals and

such nonsense. Still, the so-called ‘cause of science’

sends us many companions.

SPIRIT     How are the scientists arranged for?

LIBRARIAN     Oh, in different ways.  Take the

doctors, for example.  We have a hospital not far from

the library.

SPIRIT     [In surprise.]     A hospital?

LIBRARIAN    Yes, but here we don’t make any pretence

of running it for the good of the patients.  It’s all

done in the interests of science!  [Laughs.]   But you

ought to go round and see it for yourself – that is,

if you are not afraid of being operated on yourself.

“We wandered on into the second section, and here

I saw the “idea” books.  Each contained pictures

instead of writing, and they were similarly devoted to

cruelty, hate and so forth.  Every ingenious device

for torturing the human body, and even the spiritual

body, was displayed.  Nor was that all, for there were

diabolically clever ways of tormenting the mind.

But the third section was the worst.  Here at the

sides of the room were countless “pictures,” in which

we could see the anguish of the victim as he was

slowly tortured, while at the two ends of the room

were stages upon which were enacted various diabolical

torments.”

ATTENDANT   These rooms are devoted to works which

describe the best ways to torture persons and the

exact effects of any particular kind of torture, or,

as we call it, ‘operation.’ You see, we cannot here

inflict pain unless we understand the effect of that

pain.  Thus the more fully we understand a particular

torment, the easier it is to make another suffer that

pain if we are strong-willed enough to subdue him.

“I discovered I was getting a bit squeamish as I

looked at the atrocities.  Still, it is only fair to

say I had never been cruel for cruelty’s sake –

callous at times, very revengeful and entirely

reckless I certainly was, but not cruel simply for the

sake of seeing others suffer.

After a while I left the library, and crossing a

barren waste came to the so-called hospital.  If the

library had been gruesome, this place was a perfect

nightmare.  I passed through a gateway, and entered a

large but dirty hall, which led into an operating

theatre.”

There doctors, patients and scientists continually

operated on  and tormented each other, and the spirit,

unable to bear the fiendish activities, escaped across

the desolate plain.   Reflecting on his experience of

this low Astral Hell, it struck him that it was

extremely difficult to get the spirits there to

combine and work together for any common object.

“They were continually quarreling among themselves,”

he told Ward, “and even while I was there I saw more

than one scientist placed on the dissecting slab by

some of his companions, but this done, most forgot

[what they were doing and started on something

else]…..the entire absence of the power of voluntary

combination for any object is one of the

characteristic of “Hell.”

The other factor that makes it difficult to

escape from a hell like this, which makes it so

terrifying, is that the only books available were

those about terrible torture and suffering.   There

was no relief or escape from this depiction of pain.

There were no other better books available in that

library of atrocities.

[We can see how valuable is our rescue work, if we

can save souls before they descend to these depths of

cruelty and depravity, from which there can be no

escape until aeons of our earth time have passed. The

Tudor Story which tells of Henry VIII’s rescue leaves

a lot untold as to his experiences “down below” before

awakening.

I have left to last this negative aspect of life

on the other side, because on the whole our teaching

is optimistic and positive.  Most of us will never

have to descend to the lowest astral levels, unless we

have special rescue work there.  If we inflict no pain

or suffering on others, we will not have to face

hardship on the other side. It is no longer ‘in our

nature’.    Richard Rowley.]

Richard R.]
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Rescue Circles (31) The Aura and the Astral Body and
more about the Chakras

The physical body is a living energy system like
a miniature solar system or an even smaller replica of
the universe. Though the Eastern traditions have
described this living system in terms of the chakras,
prana and kundalini energy, and chi, acupuncture
points and so on, in Western terms it is probably
easier to understand our energy by examining the aura
and the etheric and astral bodies. An interesting
journey through these was described by Vera Stanley
Alder in 1940 in her book, “From the Mundane to the
Magnificent,” reprinted in 1979 by Rider and Company,
London, and by Samuel Weiser, New York, 1980. She
described how her guide Raphael led her on an inner
journey to the body of a nurse in a mental hospital,
and then to some of the patients. The whole book is
recommended as a guide to development, and an
understanding of disease and healing, but for now I
will just whet your appetite so that you can compare
the essential details with the knowledge of the chakra
system.

Vera related how she relaxed in a meditative
state, and Raphael, her guide, led her out of body. At
first she became aware of peculiar feelings within
herself, like the rotating of wheels. It seemed as if
there were several wheels whirling within her as if
the inside of her body was like a watch. The
movements changed as if the wheels suddenly reversed
and went round the other way. They speeded up
tremendously, and she felt as if she was being whirled
around too. Eventually she calmed down and went over
to look at her inert physical body lying on the divan.
She started to see a beautiful delicate blue light
which spread through all the flesh, giving it a
hollow, transparent look. Then she could see it as if
in an x-ray. Raphael strengthened her inner sight,
and the blue light became stronger, and extended about
an inch beyond the skin. It shimmered softly with
quivering life. It was the etheric body, duplicating
every bone and vein, a complete and firmly knit second
body, composed of millions of tiny interlaced threads.
Raphael told Vera that this etheric body was her real
physical body, which fed and formed and built the
solid, physical one. It formed a link between the
inner chemical matter which composed the physical
body, and the electrical forces of life which could
reach it only through the medium of the “ether.” 
Every living thing, particle, atom, cell, plant or
animal, has its own “double” or organized ether to act
as a conductor.

Vera looked back at her own body lying on the
divan, noticing little patches and spaces, or
blemishes here and there, interrupting the fine
webbing of the etheric body. Raphal explained that
they were only temporary, reflecting Vera’s anxieties.
Clairvoyants and medical intuitives make their
diagnoses of internal disease with this type of
vision, but with most people, focused as they are on
the physical senses, they have not developed the gift.

Raphael explained to Vera that the emotions or
feelings, sometimes termed “affects” so as not to
confuse them with the physical feelings, such as pain
or nausea or delicious tastes, these emotions can
sometimes overwhelm the mind and will-power. But
without the emotions we would have no driving force,
no incentive, no attractions, no love. They give us
the impetus into every action. Emotions are lawless
and irregular, beyond the etheric body which obeys
certain regular laws of electricity and
electromagnetism. [This explains why
parapsychologists’ measuring devices and ghostbusters’
equipment cannot measure the activities of spirits and
ghosts, beyond their traces in the etheric body and
the physical atmosphere, room temperatures and the
like]. Each creature therefore has an astral body,
made up of the emotions.

Astral atoms are much finer than physical and
etheric atoms, and we cannot see both physically and
astrally at the same time. Looking now with astral
vision at her body on the divan, Vera saw a thick,
grey smokelike substance, like a ghost. Raphael told
her that astral substance was completely different
from physical matter and its reactions. It was finer
and more rapid in motion than ether, along which
electricity and other forces travel. The astral body
can travel more quickly than electricity, faster than
sound. Astral stuff is non-physical and beyond the law
of gravity. Hence the ability to fly. Such dreams are
real experiences, in the astral.

Looking at the room with astral eyes, Vera saw
that every object was permeated with intermingling
colors, and she saw her own aura, and Raphael’s. He
explained that all our emotions are colored. We can
actually be green with envy, yellow with cowardice or
blue with melancholy. In an unevolved person, the
colors are dark and turgid, but as we seek the light
of Truth, that light literally irradiates us, and the
colors gradually grow brighter and lighter, until they
fuse back into one perfect original white light. 
Then we have the perfect human being, surrounded, not
with a colored aura, but with a halo of light.

When we are in our astral body, we can pass
through physical things, including people, without
affecting them. They will not notice. There are
many degrees of astral matter, or astral atoms, each
functioning independently. Within and around us there
are creatures, spirits and entities, carrying on their
own lives and activities while flowing through another
life and oblivious to all else but their own sphere of
vibrations. There may be an astral planet passing
through our earth at this very moment, while we are
quite unaware of it. 

On subsequent evenings Raphael took Vera out to
view the solar system. Then they went within to
examine the activity inside an atom. Finally they
visited a mental hospital. There they examined the
astral body of a nurse talking to a doctor. Vera saw
the solar system within her, with the glowing
“planets” or chakras near the heart, throat, brain and
solar plexus. As her sight strengthened, she saw the
beautiful etheric web, taking the shape of the human
form, with the brilliant sun which shone in the region
of the heart. Seven serpentine colored rays streamed
forth, their convolutions embracing the glowing
planets within the various organs of the body. Their
various colors gradually intermingled and wove with a
rotary movement until by the time they all reached the
periphery of the body, they had assumed the familiar
look of the astral body. This could be seen
encircling the figure of the nurse.

Raphael then showed Vera the lives or
intelligences which produced and ran the nurse’s body.
She was a splendid, well-balanced person. Vera
watched and began to see or sense a great form which
hovered with the aura. It appeared to be made of
auric substance, and it vibrated with life, feeling
and intelligence. Vera recorded “It reminded me of
the Deva spirit which I had seen brooding over the
countryside. As I remembered all the little lives I
had witnessed flowing out from his form to do their
work, I recognized the same mysterious activity once
more before me. Delicate being s of many sizes were
streaming through this nurse’s aura, each intent upon
his work. These busy lives passed through each other
without hindrance. The effect was of several films
superimposed one upon the other.”

Touring the aura from within, Vera saw opposite
her in the stomach a beautiful spirit or fairy of a
transparent orange hue. He was swaying back and forth
with a careful rhythmic movement. Raphael explained
“That is the living creature, sometimes called an
elemental, who takes care of the stomach – one might
say that the stomach is his physical body. He
controls within himself many smaller lives who produce
the various digestive juices and activate the lesser
movements of the stomach.”

They then went to examine the heart, and the
tremendous pipes of various hues which connected up
with it, and saw the intricate way in which it was
suspended from the surrounding walls of the ribs. The
noise was tremendous, a succession of pumping,
bubbling, sucking and creaking sounds. Then the
beautiful etheric form of the heart came into view as
the physical heart began to fade. They could faintly
hear now the slight hissing or humming sounds of the
electrical life forces as they flowed rapidly along
the various colored “neon wires” which formed a heart
of cobweb, as it were, as the living basis of the
physical heart. Vera noticed that the racing electric
channels each hummed a different note according to its
color. 

They then turn to astral vision, and the colored
rays which poured serpent-like from the center of the
heart swirled around it until they blended into its
enveloping astral bubble or aura. At the center Vera
could just discern a golden ball of fire. It was
loveliest sight she had ever seen. Raphael explained
the mysterious link of each creature’s heart with the
solar system. “Our entire solar system has as its
goal the expression of love. This planet will achieve
that goal by means of human beings whose hearts are
the instrument through which it will be transmitted. 
We do not yet know what love is. The love which
humans and animals show is only the faintest beginning
of the real thing. The heart of the solar system is
the Sun, and the heart of the human is also, in its
inner essence, a little sun.”

Raphael then showed Vera the being who inhabited
the heart and made it work, the heart’s “elemental”. 
She saw the very beautiful Deva hovering or
crouching within the sphere of the heart’s astral
bubble, or aura. His body seemed to be formed of
warm golden light from which flowed a wonderful sense
of peace, of comradeship and of understanding. The
wisdom of the heart. The spirit or elemental did not
appear to see them. He was sunk in deep concentration
as he worked to produce the muscular and etheric
activities within his body, the heart. Various small
beings could be seen under his control, working busily
at the functioning of the different valves.* 

“Every organ in the body is run in the same way”
explained Raphael. “All the chemical compounds and
juices, of which there are an infinite number, are
compounded by little elementals, as clever or more
clever than our modern chemists. These chemical
compounds in the blood don’t just ‘happen’. Complex
happenings must have an intelligent initiator of some
kind. All these lives within a person’s body are his
servants, over whom he is intended to develop not only
complete and wise control, but cooperation. He is
always able to communicate with them and express his
wishes to them. If he is sufficiently single-minded
they will understand and obey him. But their vices
are a reflection of his own – be it laziness, lust for
power, self-importance! If their lord and master
allows any of them to become self-indulged, the whole
organization of his life becomes unbalanced.”

Looking next at the nurse’s brain, they saw
another solar system. The sun of this solar system
was right in the middle of the head. Its most
important neighbor seemed to be a luminous planet at
the root of the nose. High above them through the
top of the skull, they could discern a most beautiful
glowing fire-ball. Its many rays flowed out and
curled over until it gave the effect of a great
chrysanthemum made of living colored That was the
channel through which spiritual life flows into the
human being…. The thousand petalled Lotus. Each petal
connects with an aspect of cosmic life. All these
centers in the body, or chakras, rotate just as the
great planets do. Vera noticed that the chakra in the
center of the head (pineal gland) had comparatively
few petals or rays, and the one behind the eyes
(pituitary or “third eye” fewer petals still.

Within the aura or astral bubble of the third eye
or pituitary planet hovered a living, luminous being,
very intent upon its work. Into and out of this
very complex center passed a constant flow of
swirling colored waves, crowded with tiny little
creatures. It was like a telephone exchange or bureau
of information, where every experience and effort of
thought is registered. The more abstract or idealistic
thought produces strong radiations which reach out
towards the central or pineal gland, which is
controlled by the little sun in the center of the
head. This sun is a transmitter from the upper-most
center, the thousand petalled lotus, In a perfect
human being these three centers or planets are firmly
linked together, so that the personality (the
pituitary) is influenced by the spirit through the
higher mind (the pineal), and all the elementals and
living workers in the body can thus come under
control. The nurse was a decent and balanced person,
so everything was working normally.

Raphael then took Vera off to one of the mental
patients in the wards, to show her how unbalanced
minds contrasted with that of the nurse’s. In each
of the patients one or another of his elemental
workers had swollen to abnormal proportions, and was
conducting a reign of tyranny over the whole of the 
person’s organism. In one, the thirst of an alcoholic
reigned, and the elemental had become swollen,
thickened and hideous. The other elementals at work
within the patient’s body were all demoralized and
paralysed by the fumes of alcohol, and the beautiful
etheric web had many rents and gaps in it. Through
these gaps floated astral forms of snakes, toads and
rats. The patient evidently saw them, for he shivered
and shouted in terror. “A case of delirium tremens,”
explained Raphael. “Those snakes and rats are the
forms taken by certain low types of elementals who
enjoy alcohol and are only able to function when they
are near to it. If this patient were to pull himself
together and conquer his craving for drink, it would
mean that he had regained control of his drink
elemental, who would gradually shrink back to his
normal size and shape. Our elementals take on our
human egotism, power-lusts and self-importance. They
reflect us, their masters – and they can become our
Frankenstein monsters.” 

They next moved on to contemplate a patient who
was sitting shivering with fear. From his brain a
kind of astral cable linked him to a large dark grey
ball of smoke which was packed within his aura. 
Inside this smoke many activities were taking place –
figures running, knives glistening, a kind of living
nightmare. 

“That cloud is what we call a “thought-form” or
an “obsession”. It all began with self-pity which a
most dangerous activity and undermines the health very
much. In this case one of the thought-elementals
began to grow fat on this self-pity. He built himself
up until now he rules his master from that little
some-world of congealed thought he has made, so that
now his master has developed persecution mania. If
human beings knew of these elementals and exercised a
balanced and disciplined will, these things would
never happen, for the elementals are wonderful and
willing servants, when controlled.”

The next patient’s aura was quite hollow and
empty. There were no swirling colors, only a thick
grey shell of smoke which prevented any rays from
passing either in or out. Within the cold empty
shell its owner brooded, lonely and insulated from
everything around him. He made not response to
patients or nurses around him. He was a very
loving person, but he had centered all his love
possessively and exclusively upon one person, his
wife. When she died, there was a complete vacuum in
his life which he preserved in selfish grief until it
became an impenetrable shell. Call it melancholia or
depression. He prevented his colored etheric rays from
flowing outwards from the chakras. They curled in
upon themselves, forming tangled congested knots of
force like short-circuited live wires. This
smoldering coagulation was gradually burning and
disrupting the body cells. The beautiful structures
of both web and tissue were destroyed already over a
large area. 

“You are looking at a cancer,: said Raphael. 
“Brooding and resentment are very often the cause of a
malignant growth. When you look at this man you can
understand how it happens. It is always a case of
misplaced energy. That which we call love is really a
radiation which flows to us and from us from the Sun. 
It should link us with all living creatures on the
Earth in an exchange of understanding and cooperation.
We human beings have made a travesty of the part we
are meant to play in respect of that might Sun force.
The result is disease, both mental and physical.” 

The nurse they had observed earlier came towards
her patients. As she approached, her aura could be
seen radiating from the central sun of her heart soft
golden rays which were indeed very like sunshine. She
paused a moment and stretched out her hand to touch a
bowl of flowers appreciatively with her fingertips. 
There was a vivid response as the blossoms awakened,
but this response came from their quivering etheric
counterparts which seemed literally to drink up those
golden rays with a passionate thirst. “Love feeds!”
remarked Raphael. “Ignorant folk would say she had
green fingers, and not trouble to wonder what that
really meant!”
The nurse then talked to the patients, and the
healing rays from her heart and her fingers linked her
up with them so that her mind could travel down their
length and literally dwell within her patients’ brains
with complete understanding. While she was there the
obsessions and the fog clouds melted and wavered, but
when she left them the old conditions re-asserted
themselves once more. “She is a fine person and loves
enough to heal, but not lastingly,” explained
Raphael. :For a real cure, knowledge is needed as
well as love, the sort of knowledge that I have given
you today, which would enable the patients to be
taught how to heal themselves. So you have seen what
lies at the back of disease.”

I would recommend those interested in this
subject to obtain and read the rest of this book, and
those of Caroline Myss. Very Stanley Alder has
written six other books with the publishers listed
above:-
“The Finding of the ‘Third Eye’”
“The Initiation of the World”
“The Fifth Dimension”
“Wisdom in Practice”
“The Secret of the Atomic Age”
“When Humanity Comes of Age”

[*We can but wonder, in our heavily medicated bodies
of 2006, that perhaps these elementals are almost
drugged out of existence and unable to function,
leading to all these health and environmental
problems. Modern science and medicine does not
recognize these other levels and dimensions of
existence, only the impersonal functioning of
chemicals, waves, particles and genomes. For example,
the progress of the HIV virus can be arrested by a
costly cocktail of drugs, but we wonder what is going
on at the elemental level. Something else is out of
balance - perhaps our misuse of nuclear energy, and
promiscuous behavior generally and lack of care and
control of the blood plasma supply, needle use, and
contraception. The Catholic church is still
forbidding the precautionary measures which would cut
down AIDS cases by 90%. That is a criminal
proclamation, not a spiritually enlightened one. Some
intense research into all this is urgently needed, as
well as realistic practical political and religious
action. Richard
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In the previous article, Verity Alder was taken by
her guide Raphael to see the elementals both within
her body, and out in the solar system and deeper into
the universe. This might seem to stretch the
imagination a bit too far for some people, but
elementals, devas and angels, goblins, leprechauns and
other fairy folk are often discussed by guides and
spirits in seances. As these folk help us in our
healing and rescue work, often without our knowledge,
to give us some more information I thought it would be
good to quote from other sources, including Hugh
Dowding on a visit to Ireland, speakers at Findhorn,
and in this article, from Alfred Kitson, who was
General Secretary of the British Spiritualists’ Lyceum
Union from 1890 to 1919. Kitson’s notes are taken from
his autobiography published around 1920 by Wadsworth &
Company, The Rydal Press, Keighley, Yorkshire, the
birthplace of the first British Spiritualist journal,
coedited by distant relative of mine, David
Weatherhead.

Kitson was not a medium but he attended a home
circle regularly, where the guide Zela presided. With
regard to the subject of elementals, he wrote: “I was
opposed to the theory of elementals belonging to the
earth, fire and water as taught in “Ghostland, “Art
Magic” and “Nineteenth Century Miracles” edited and
published by my esteemed friend and colleague, Mrs.
Emma Hardinge Britten, and in some other books which I
had put on one side as being the result of imagination
and on a par with the “fairy tales” written to amuse
children. [Several people] had assured me that there
were lower orders of being called Elemntals. But I
was too sceptical to believe their testimony, so I
resolved to enquire of spirit Zela, as she was well
versed in psychic problems. 
I accordingly asked Zela if she had any knowledge
of there being such things as elementals. Her answer
being in the affirmative, I further asked if they were
restricted to one of the earth’s elements, such as
water, fire, earth or the atmosphere.

ZELA The earth, air, fire and water are each
inhabited by their particular order of elemental
beings.
KITSON Are they immortal?
ZELA No, they are a lower order of beings, but
lack the immortal Divine Spark.

We learned at subsequent circles that they were
not evil of themselves, but were inclined to play
practical jokes and tricks on people, and being
irresponsible beings, had no conception or idea of
wrong or right according to our ideas of morality. 
They could be very vindictive when annoyed or
disturbed in their haunts. They had served a wise
purpose in past ages, as primitive man was conscious
of these “little people,” and so they were an evidence
that there were other planes of being, not of the same
material nature as he, which made man more sympathetic
and kept him from becoming too materialistic in his
belief and conceptions of life. But the present day
people were gradually getting out of touch with these
”little people,” and were apt to think of them as
being mere fiction, invented for the amusement of
children. I reluctantly changed my attitude, and began
to read and study Mrs. Britten’s books, for it
appeared that the “fairy stories” of our youth were
based on fact.
I enquired of several of my friends who had
clairvoyant powers if they had ever seen any elemental
beings when out in the fields, woods, glens, or by the
sea, and if so could they tell me what they were like.
I wanted first-hand evidence if such beings really
existed.
My eldest sister Mrs. Thornes related the
following incident when visiting Scarborough, and
watching and admiring the “curlers” [waves] she was
startled at seeing a number of forms, something like
human beings. Although they had eyes they did not
appear to see her nor the other visitors who were
admiring the waves, but were intent on the fun of
sporting themselves in the rushing waves and curlers. 
The sight frightened her, as she had never heard of
such creatures, and she inwardly wondered if she were
losing her senses and becoming subject to
hallucinations. 
The next party I questioned on the matteer was my
esteemed friend Mrs. Naylor, of Middlesbrough, who
had frequently seen the elementals in glens, woods,
streams and sea. She described them as being small in
stature, varying in height from eighteen inches to
twenty-four. They have a round “tubby” body, small
legs and arms, often large head, out of proportion to
their height, often wore a peaked cap with a tassle,
as generally depicted in nursery story books. The
colour of their clothing is said to vary, with their
surroundings. Those she saw when going through the
Gap of Dunlow, in the region of the Purple Mountain in
Ireland, were clothed in purple. She was more
interested in watching the efforts of an old elemental
(a male) who stood on the top of the mountain
endeavouring to pull up by a rope what looked like a
boy elemental, than she was in the scenery itself. 
The old man looked vexed and angry with the little
fellow over something: she could not tell what. Those
she saw in Newcastle on the occasion of the Lyceum
Demonstration there were clothed in green, being in
harmony with the rich foliage.
On one occasion, when visiting Carlton in
Cleveland, while resting under a big tree near the
stream, reading, she heard some tiny voices singing,
and on looking up from her book, was surprised to see
herself surrounded with a number of “little people”
who danced around her, holding each other by the hand,
like a group of merry hearted children playing at
”Ring-o’-Roses.” They continued their dances, capers
etc., for nearly two hours, evidently for her special
benefit, for at the finish, one, who appeared to be
their leader, and who had played the funniest antics
of the lot, and who was distinguished by a
varicoloured dress and peaked red cap, approached her,
and taking off his cap, made her a gallant bow. She
smilingly returned the compliment. The whole party
then instantly vanished out of sight as if they had
melted into the earth.”

[to be continued]
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Elementals. 
Alfred Kitson paid another visit to Mrs. Naylor
and they watched the elementals riding the waves. 
“She watched several elementals ride towards us on the
“curlers,” and go rushing back without showing their
lower limbs, if they had any. Bye and bye one came
alond which gave her the opportunity she was waiting
for, when she saw that, instead of legs, it had a
broad tail similar to those which mermaids are
represented as wearing. May it not be probable that
the stories of there being such creatures have arisen
from the testimony of certain sailors who have
possessed the second sight, or clairvoyance, and who
have seen these elementals who looked very real and
human?
“ The last contribution I have from Mrs. Naylor
describes the elementals she saw while on a visit to
Walcot in August 1920. 
‘On the hills going towards Burton I saw three
trees near each other, and on the short one I saw the
largest elemental I have ever seen. It was about
three feet high. It looked like a dwarf with a large
head and eyes. Its features were not pretty to look
at. Its colour was dark brown.
‘Near Alkborough, through what is locally known
as the “Witch Walk,” which is bordered with some fine
trees, at the village end of the :Walk” are three fine
sycamore trees. In one of them I saw another
elemental about two and a half feet high. It was
slim in build. Its face was long and narrow.
‘On another occasion when going to Alkborough
along the :Church Walk” – a beautiful arboreal pathway
laeding from Walcot Hall to Alkborough Church – when
within about fifty yards from the end of the walk we
came to a large holly bush in which I saw the
elemental of a holly tree, the first of its kind I
have ever seen. It was short in stature, its skin had
a prickly appearance, as if partaking of the nature of
the leaves. Its head seemed to be too big for its
body. 
‘I saw dozens of different kinds of elementals
during my visit, but the prettiest were two which I
saw while resting on the stump of a tree that had been
cut down at the Alkborough end of the :Witch Walk.” 
I sat facing the trees where I had seen the other one.
Mrs. Wemyss and Mrs. Begg had walked forward to view
the beautiful scenery, when there emerged from some
bushes on the bank behind me two of the loveliest
elementals, about a foot high, I have ever seen. They
were like two dolls, light brown in colour, and had
such lovely eyes. I got fairly friendly with one of
them, but when I tried to touch it, it ran away. I
believe it would have come back to me, but some
visitors made their appearance and it took fright.’

“ In subsequent conversation with spirit Zela
concerning the elementals, I learned there were other
orders not yet seen by Mrs. Naylor. Some of their
natures were protean, and they could assume different
shapes at will, like the fabled Proteus. Zela was
unable to describe the nature of their bodies, as I
was unacquainted with any material to which she could
refer me by way of comparison. But I learned that
their lives were not subject to change or decay as
ours were, and so they lived to a greater age than we
did.”

More rescue work in WW I. W. T. Stead, Andrew
Jackson Davis and the Lyceum Schools in England and
Alfred Kitson. More from Mr. Stead after his death.

There is an interesting connection between these three
icons from the early days of Spiritualism and
Mediumship, as given in Alfred Kitson’s autobiography.
There is also an illuminating illustration of the
different shades of Spiritualism which continue to
divide us today.

Kitson was an active figure in the Lyceum
movement in England, and Andrew Jackson Davis himself
replied to a letter from him describing his work with
the English Lyceums. In the conclusion of his
letter, Davis wrote: “The heavens are open to every
spirit, old or young, who enters freely into Lyceum
work. Holy influences distil upon you as you go so
cheerfully from place to place teaching the way, and
organizing the Angel’s School for the interior culture
of the little ones – the coming men and women! 
England is full of noble, free-minded souls, not
wealthy in materialism, but so truly RICH in all that
death cannot destroy: Truth, Candour, Integrity,
Justice, Reason, Love; and I am not surprised that you
find persons ready to cooperate with you wherever you
volunteer to almost give your personal attention and
information.
I have your “English Manuals,” and like them. 
Better for your Lyceums than ours could be. I notice
that Mrs. Britten has not hesitated to exert her
strong influence in the Lyceum direction.
May you be faithful, dear friend – not
over-worked nor weary in heart – full of the power of
Spirit in doing good. Your friend ever, A.J. Davis.” 
Boston, September 25th, 1887. 

Eight years later Kitson was invited to read a paper
on “The Duty of Spiritualists to the Young,”* at the
General Conference of Spiritualists held in London in
May, 1895. Kitson writes: “The gathering represented
Spiritualists of all shades of opinion, including the
Christian Spiritualist, who desired to make
Spiritualism subservient to Christianity; the
Experimental Spiritualist, who saw in spirit phenomena
another branch for scientific research, and denied its
ethical, moral and religious value; and the
out-and-out Spiritualist.
Mr. W. T. Stead, who had issued his “Ghost
Stories,” which had roused much public comment, and
not a little surprise, and who was also beginning to
express himself favourably towards Spiritualism, had
kindly consented to preside over the Conference.
The proceedings were orderly and decorous to a
degree, not an adverse word ruffled the mental
atmosphere until I had read my paper on “The Duty of
Spiritualists to the Young.” The invitation had come
to me from the kindly efforts of Mr. J.J. Morse, in
order that I should present to the London
Spiritualists the case for the Lyceum Movement in
general, and the Lyceum Union in particular.
When I had read my paper Mr. Stead, in his
opening remarks, said that if he had read it before
consenting to preside he should have been tempted to
decline the honour; and then proceeded to severely
criticize the paper from the Christian standpoint.
Several prominent ladies and gentlemen began to
condone with him, and deprecate teaching spiritual
facts, philosophy and religion to children. The
general feeling of the Conference was one of
antagonism to the Children’s Progressive Lyceum
Movement until Mr. James Swindlehurst, of Preston, the
enthusiastic Missioner of the Spiritualists’ National
Federation, made a stirring appeal on behalf of the
Lyceum Movement, and concluded with the following
quotation from the Golden Chain Recitation, No. 123:
“All religion has relation to life, and the life of
religion is to do good!”
Mr. Stead was not satisfied with his severe
criticism delivered in the Conference, but used his
influential position as Editor and publisher of “The
Review of Reviews.” In this paper he described both
my paper and myself as being anti-Christian, etc., and
on that account strongly denounced the Lyceum Movement
in general, and Alfred Kitson in particular!
No doubt he did it in all good faith and felt
sure within himself that he was performing a Christian
duty, as did the Inquisitors of old. I did not mind
for myself so much as for the injurious effects his
bias would have on those who were sympathetically
inclined towards our Movement. One gentleman, a
Government Inspector of Mines, who made a point of
calling on me for a chat whenever he was in our
district, and who had contributed liberally to our
Publishing Fund, ceased his visits after reading some
of Mr. Stead’s strictures.”

However, twenty years later and three years after
his death on the Titanic, W. T. Stead returned to
speak at Alfred Kitson’s home circle. “The first
time he came the medium saw him clairvoyantly, and
remarked in wonder and pity on observing a deep cut
across his right temple, that if he had received the
wound in the excitement of the panic among the
passengers, it would have the effect of stunning him
and so lessen his struggles in the water. But he made
no sign or reference to it when he controlled and
greeted us. 
Just previous to his appearance we had been
singing (without any thought of the hymn having any
connection with the closing scene on the ill-fated
boat) “Nearer my God to Thee,” which we sang sweetly
and reverently.
At times he would draw near, as if on a visit of
inspection of the conditions, and address a few words
to the medium, which she heard clairaudiently. At
other times spirit Zela, while controlling the medium,
would see him, and give us his greeting ere he
departed. 
On a subsequent visit Zela remarked, “The writer
man [Stead] is here and is saying something about
there having been some misunderstanding between
himself and you when he was in earth life, for which
he is now sorry, and says it all arose from his early
Christian teachings.”
Evidently his remarks had reference to his
strictures on my essay given at the Conference held in
London over which he presided. I had never made any
reference to it during the period of his visits, and
the incident occurred years before the medium came in
the Spiritual Movement, so that his reference to it
came quite spontaneously from him.
I remarked to Zela that I understood to what Mr.
Stead was referring, and was pleased to learn he now
saw the matter in question from a broader standpoint.”

On other visits Stead “would control and try to
fix his thumbs near the armpits of the medium’s
blouse, as if he had been in the habit, when in earth
life, of inserting his thumbs in the armholes of his
vest (waistcoat). He would address us briefly for
about ten minutes, concerning the spiritual harmony of
our circle, which appealed to him. The progress of the
cause of Spiritualism in general, and the forces –
mainly those of invested interests – in maintaining
the old order of orthodoxy – that were leaguing
together to hold Spiritualism in check. He also
referred to the persecutions, even to being
imprisoned, he had endured in relation to the abuses
he exposed in “Modern Babylon.” I refrained for
quite a time from making any reference to the would
which the medium had seen on his temple, in the hope
he would vouchsafe some explanation. As he did not
again present himself in that state, nor make any
reference to it, I decided to draw his attention to
it, partly for the confirmation of the medium’s
description, and to learn, if possible, how he had
received it.
He informed us that the wound referred to was
made on his temple when the ship gave one of her big
lurches which threw him off his feet, and landed him
with his head in one of the scuppers. “I suppose you
do not know what a ‘scupper’ is, friend Kitson?” he
queried. “I have only shown myself with the wounded
temple to one other clairvoyant, and that was at a
meeting held in Liverpool.”
In reply to the question as to the name of the
place he said he could not tell me, but it was up some
steps.
When the war broke out (1914) and the German
armies seemed to be sweeping all before them, Mr.
Stead was very perturbed in mind as to what the result
would be. Sometimes he would control and speak with
deep concern as to the evils of war. At other times
he would hold in his hand folios of press matter, and
pointing to them would exclaim, “Write, write, write,”
Spirit Zela would describe him and give me his
message. 
He was very sad and depressed over the awful
slaughter of soldiers on the fields of battle, and the
awful effect warfare had over the combatants. On one
occasion, when he was speaking to us on the matter, he
exclaimed, “Kitson, it is hell; I tell you, war is
hell! Oh, the terrible slaughter of human beings that
is continually going on, and many of them are full of
hatred and bloodlust as they reach our side. If
rulers could be brought to realize the evil
consequences they are laying up for themselves by
promoting and fostering wars, they would stand
appalled and seek some other method of settling
international differences.”
His impetuous ways were a striking contrast to
that of the eastern spirit people who often visited
us. Zela often described his approach to the circle
as a “rushing wind.” He came with tremendous force
and energy. At other times she would refer to him as
“the writer man” as he frequently appealed to me to
write on the horrors of the war, and would hold “copy”
towards me, which Zela would describe to me. I had to
explain to him that our “Lyceum Banner” was not a
magazine of general news, but the special organ of the
Children’s Progressive Lyceum Movement, and its pages
were inadequate for the Movement’s needs, and could
not be used by me for other purposes, much as I would
like to oblige him. After a moment’s reflection he
acknowledged I was right in my decision. At the fall
of Kut he was very much depressed, and severely
criticized those in authority for their lack of
foresight. 
Several spirits who had been highly placed when
in earth-life visited us and were much surprised at
finding such a center of active spiritual forces in
such lowly social conditions, and asked permission to
repeat their visit, and were numbered among our wise
counselors. I withhold their names, as it is not the
titles that count in the spiritual world, but good
deeds. Some of these spirits were very busy
ministering to the victims of the war on the
battlefields. They freely cast on one side all pride
of social rank and distinction.”

We will continue with information on elementals in the
next article in the series, comprising Hugh Dowding’s
visit to Ireland. 

[* if you would like a free copy of Kitson’s paper
”The Duty of Spiritualists to the Young” as a Word
document, e-mail me with “Kitson” in the subject bar
at <noblas@yahoo.com> and I’ll e-mail it back as soon
as it’s ready]. Richard R


Rescue Circles (34) Elementals. Hugh Dowding
visits Ireland.

In the late 1940s Lord Dowding was invited by
friends to visit their estate in Ireland and he
accepted without realizing that his host’s wife was a
writing medium. A nearby mountain, situated ten
miles from the coast, was a place of high spiritual
energy. It was a peculiar sharp-pointed twin-peak
volcanic mountain, quite different from the
surrounding gently-rounded hills. It turned out to
be the focal point of the spiritual work that was to
be done during his ten to twelve day stay.

The host’s grandfather [pseudonym “Sir
Gerald”], came through to welcome Sir Hugh in the
first of daily sittings they held before dinner. 
A hundred years before, Sir Gerald, a wealthy Guards
subaltern, had come to that part of Ireland on a
short fishing trip. He was so shocked and horrified
at the existence led by the local peasants that the
course of his life was diverted to an attempt to
improve their living conditions. Bit by bit he bought
the land, till he had acquired a large estate, and the
welfare of the people became the primary objective of
his life. His grandson (Dowding’s host) still
regarded the people as his people, and spent his time
going from cottage to cottage talking to people,
bringing medicines for the sick, tobacco and snuff. 
All his time was given to his people, although by now
the Government of Eire had compulsorily acquired the
estate. 
As the séance proceeded, as usual Sir Hugh made
his own notes.

GRANDFATHER “I am very glad Lord Hugh (I must call
him that, it is his name) has the desire to climb our
Mountain. It will make him one of our band more
easily than anything else. He has been influenced
into coming here for a purpose, which is to put him in
touch with all the big natural and spiritual
power-centres on the whole of this coast. The one on
the mountain is in contact with and mainly in charge
of the rest, partly through geographical and partly
through historical associations and other powers. Go
to the top and, if you can, write a little at the top.
So few go there that the Devic atmosphere is intense,
and you may contact teachers of enormous value. Any
places will welcome his presence, but the mountain is
the center of the great outpouring of the force for
the whole of this coast. [To protect his host’s
privacy, and to prevent an influx of tourists from
disturbing the region’s tranquillity, Lord Dowding
wisely declined to give correct place names, altering
them, and even disguising the names of his friends].
“The Devic and Nature-spirits are all over this
place, and we see them and use them for our different
purposes. I am still working here continuously, and
so is the old Vicar. We are not fitted for any other
work yet, and we both enjoy a delightful life. 
Healing is one of our most interesting works. You
will need to help with that here. 
Lord Hugh always has a large following of R.A.F.
boys with him. I have been taking some of them and
introducing them to [the region]. So you see that it
is not only Lord Hugh himself, but also the men, who
want to see the region and help it. I have one here
called Taffy: I do not think Lord Hugh will remember
him, but he has been with him before, and now goes on
many journeys with him. It is very like a large
Staff, and sometimes for fun, they tell me, they dress
up and pretend to be very official, and use up-to-date
official language, which makes us feel very old-world.
Of course it is all a game, but it impresses the new
souls over here; and they often come and help, too,
partly because they want to, and partly because it is
for the R.A.F., and they like the earth-feeling of
working in an organized body again. 
The Staff say this is a very good place for them.
Many of them have never seen fairies or
Nature-spirits of any kind, and are immensely
entertained. I wish you could see them. The R.A.F.
lads have brought with them many preconceived ideas,
and it is very disturbing to find that your young
brother’s story-books can on occasion come to life.
I took a party into the hills this morning to
discover and enjoy the vibrations of a former age,
while some others were enjoying the islands. One boy
has not been to the sea since he was a child, and is
delighted with all the things he can do and see in the
water. I think they are all exceedingly happy, and I
will tell you more tomorrow. In the meantime Taffy
wants to try and write a little. My respectful
greetings to Lord Hugh and my welcome to [the estate].

TAFFY Yes, Sir, I am very glad; this is something
quite new. I have been about a bit, but always with
our own push [officer or guide]. Here it is
different, and we can go off on our own. The people
are very nice to us – I mean the ones who used to live
here in the body and now live here in the soul. They
do not leave often, as far as I can see; they are all
about here, living in the queerest little houses –
very comfortable, I’m sure. I do not use houses nor
food any more, but many of them are still living like
they were. It is all very strange to me, and they
keep on talking about evil spirits, and seem afraid to
sleep outside, as some of them still do sleep. I do
myself sometimes; but this is such a muddle.
If you can believe me, the people over here and
the present-day people with you all seem to be living
in the same sort of way. I think it is because they
came over here without much idea of what would happen,
and they wanted above all to have food and shelter; so
here it is, but nothing more. I have been trying to
talk to some of them and so have the other fellows,
but they do not seem to take it in. Simple-minded!
One of the other chaps has been into the
mountains. [Here he is}.

UNIDENTITIFIED SPIRIT Yes, I took a turn up and
into the hills; it’s grand country! Just what I’ve
always longed for. I was always going to find
something like this, but I never did till now. It’s
fine flying up these gullies and then walking up the
hills. I love walking here. Of course there’s no
fatigue for us, but we can take part in life easier if
we are on the ground.
I saw a lot of other kinds of beings that I have
never seen before; some are very large and some very
tiny. Too big a job to explain them today, but I’d
like to try later. Thank you. I salute my Chief.
DOWDING Who are you?
SPIRIT Oh, I’m just one of the Fighter Boys.

NEXT DAY

FATHER [of Dowding’s host, the estate owner]. I am
so glad you have made direct contact with Sir Gerald
[Grandfather]. He is a splendid person, but I do wish
he could be persuaded to leave the estate. You know,
even here one needs a change at times, and it is so
easy to get one. No arrangements to make, no money
to spend, and, as time is not, we can use some of what
does not exist for our own education. Revitalising is
not necessary, but education is, and that comes to
very much the same thing; and this visit of Hugh’s
will, I hope, stir Sir Gerald to move away and see how
the world is going elsewhere.
You are thinking this is the first time I have
ever complained of anyone over here; but I am not
complaining, though I see the one-track mind hampering
one on any plane, and I was always averse from that,
as you know. It is very good of Hugh to come here,
and I am going to tell him what he is doing. Gerald
has told him of the big power-centre, but that is
another subject. Gerald works ceaselessly with the
people, mainly those of his own time and earlier who,
as the R.A.F. boys explain, have got stuck here, and
they, by their friendly comradeship, have ‘knocked
them off their perch’ better than anything I can think
of. Some are actually going to try to do without a
house, in consequence; this is a very great advance. 
Fear, fear, fear has kept them tied to the plane
of this Earth-life, and the very bond they had with
Gerald has held them tighter than ever. They dare not
go without him, and he hates to leave any behind, so
progress is extremely slow; but this visit of Hugh’s
has changed the tempo all round, and Gerald is
thinking of making a journey with some of his people. 
Others (R.A.F.) are staying here till he comes back. 
It has done marvels already for the past generations,
and once we can get them on the move it will be
reflected on the living.
Ask Hugh to concentrate on light and freedom
entering into all those homes he was shown today. I
was very glad you went for that drive: the whole
country is much alike, and it gave him the grey
outlook of people on this coast. Of course those who
have passed over do not necessarily see it as grey. 
Here is an old woman who is pressing close to me.
OLD WOMAN Oh, indeed, I have not good English, but
I want to tell you I am all right: I have got back my
memory and I can see you and the General coming as you
do back to the estate. I want them all to know that I
am happy and young again and upright too. I live in
a house partly, it is the real house on the [island],
and the other is just not really there at all. This
is real. And another thing, it is always warm and
sunny. No gales, no rain: but the burn flows all the
time. I want you to know that, my dear. [She gives
her name, which is later identified by the estate
agent as the woman who used to live on that island, a
piece of land between two adjacent lakes]. 
FATHER You see it is sunny here for some and warm,
with food, shelter and water. What more can they
want!
Now comes in education; it is not only for this
life that you lead – so, when children learn things at
school, it is for all time. I want Hugh to feel he
is in a huge nursery where immense numbers of very
young souls are being held back through lack of
desire. They are quite happy in a negative way, but
their happiness is of a semi-physical nature, because
the whole of their mental bodies are quite unevolved. 
Life in the earth-body was so hard that they clung to
their negative existence rather than adventure forth
again into life. 
Gerald took on a very big job and, refusing to
acknowledge defeat, he has struggled on, but it is a
very slow victory. All honour to his grit. Gerald is
immensely pleased that Hugh has come, and if you could
send him the thought to expand his own personality and
go forth for a little time himself, it would be a
great step forward.
Gerald has become slightly influenced by the fear
of change, and the habit of routine has taken hold of
him. Try to see the estate expanding to the light of
the Mental Sun, and the inhabitants in strength and
beauty. I will tell you more tomorrow. 

NEXT DAY

FATHER [What you received] yesterday and the day
before gives you a picture of the place and the
position of the people. But now comes the direction
of the influences, and these are very complex. So I
have brought with me several people who have more
knowledge about this intricate work and who can
explain it better than I. 
CATHOLIC PRIEST [IN SPIRIT] [This type of
communication] is new to me. I want to explain the
various lines of mental expression which have been
fighting for existence here. It is a curious
position, and the lack of development among the people
comes through the neutralizing of two great opposing
forces. I was a priest here many years ago before
Sir Gerald came to the estate, and the land was then
under the sway of a very evil power. 
It was an old, depraved kind of devil-worship
coming from goodness knows where, and, owing to the
real results shown, we had a very tough fight, and I
fear in the end we became allied together in the minds
of the people. 
This worship was a Nature-worship of sun, moon
and stars, with a deeply seated belief in fairies,
good and evil, coupled with terribly cruel rites which
I found in full but secret swing. I invoked the power
of the Holy Spirit with all my strength, and I think I
restrained the evil, but I could not demonstrate the
good, so the neutralizing influence set in. Many of
our priests became imbued with some of the evil
forces, and used or misused them, with the direst
results; but the position of the region was very
terrible at that time. All this tended to make us
jealous of our converts and deeply, passionately keen
on grabbing the souls from the devil-worshippers. 
The worst and most potent of their centers were
around and on the lower slopes of the Mountain, so we
tried to draw them to the coast. We set up our
Chapel, and worked as far as we could from the
Mountain, which was our strength and our decay all in
one. 
I think we have done the spade-work, but in
doing so we have become besmirched with some of the
power, too, and it has meant everything that not only
Lord Dowding himself but his following should, in a
sense, sweep the country. By bringing their positive
vibrations, they will cleanse and remove many of the
negative ones. The Trap, [a narrow valley where
sacrifices took place], and the Place of Battles
[eight miles from the estate] have given so much work,
and of course the Mountain itself because of its
misuse.
FATHER Yes, now that is quite a good point. He
has explained the evil workers, but the end is not
clear. All humanity must go through these stages of
evolution, the animal, and then the sub-human over
which the fairies and Nature-spirits exercise immense
influence. Sex begins to play a part, to inspire or
corrupt, and at this point the mental body should
begin to evolve; but that growth has been stunted by
the neutralization of forces. The Church did well to
obstruct, but was not strong enough to construct, so
no progress has been made upon the ether. These souls
that your R.A.F. boys are meeting and talking to are
almost centuries behind them and, what is more
important, confidence has been eliminated from their
make-up. Gerald has worked like a mountain of force.
He has brought into the ether a complete prototype of
the Mountain, and by the most astonishing methods
transmits through it beams of the purest radiance: but
growth must come from below as well as from above,
and so, to his passionate demand for help, Hugh has
replied. I hope you have this clearly explained. 
The priest is a very tough fellow. He has never
communicated before.
SPIRIT FRIEND OF THE MEDIUM What a work! I am
glad you have brought Lord Dowding. He will be able
to remove mountains of distrust. I have been with the
old priest and seen something of the devil-worshippers
– I mean on this side. It is most astonishing, and I
quite see why all this country has been held back. 
But the point is that now we cannot afford to have
places like this, in a negative state, when the new
powers are about to be released on these shores. The
new powers must have free play in cleansed areas, and
this part of the country, because of its strength, is
a power-house even now in its semi-dormant condition. 


NEXT
DAY

FATHER Well, Hugh had a walk over the country
today, and we helped him to find one of the places of
sacrifice. Yes, that was one of the many, but he
recognized it, and through that one, others can all be
cleansed.
If you can, go with him to this place and climb
up on to the highest rock and, facing all four
directions in turn, sweep the horizon with your
prayers to cleanse and reinstate the Divine Light ray
upon all the altars of sacrifice.
I have told you about the Etheric planes and
something about the physical planes, and now we will
enter into the gnome kingdom within the Earth.
Whenever you have volcanic centers of this kind
you have direct touch with the beings within the Earth
belonging to the gnome kingdom. That is why Mrs.
Randall [pseudonym] saw them on the Mountain. (Mrs.
Randall was a lady who lived opposite the Mountain and
could see the gnomes tumbling on the mountain-sides.
It was generally, but quite unjustifiably, accepted
that she was a little ‘cracked’.)
The gnomes are similar to fairies, but they have
more developed mental bodies – in many cases more
developed than some of the human beings, and this has
been a great and troublesome subject, because they
were enormously amused at finding that they could in
many cases ‘possess’ human beings and make them do
exactly what they wanted. That was another
stumbling-block for poor Gerald.
It is not without its humorous side, too. Nothing
is more completely comic than to see, as I have seen,
one of these rather undeveloped humans, perhaps
slightly drunk, under the complete control of the most
ridiculous rollicking gnome. It is funnier than I can
possibly describe. 
Gerald takes it all in his stride, and sees the
funny side, luckily, or he would have given in long
ago. I think it is owing to this gnome influence
that you have so many demented and simple-minded
people. Of course this is a very difficult thing to
deal with, and extremely bad for the race; it is a
type of perversion. Two entirely different lines of
evolution meet, and one controls or possess the other.
It is like sex perversion on another plane.
So far we have no solution to this wastage of
human energy. Perhaps your R.A.F. boys, Hugh, will
provide one. But on this particular point we feel
powerless until the growth can be fostered from below.

The gnomes come pouring out of the Mountain: they
are not in the least evil in their way – just
reckless, thoughtless little people - and the amount
of trouble they cause throughout Ireland is beyond
belief. The gnomes have got into the blood of this
race, and their inconsistencies are everywhere. From
another point of view the humans sometimes help the
gnomes, but usually it is a case of the gnomes
hampering the humans.
These other lines of evolution are very
interesting, and sometimes beautiful; but not in the
case of gnomes; they do not belong to the human race,
and should never be allowed to influence them to
anything but laughter. And when they do this – when
the human being laughs at the gnome and ceases to take
him or her seriously – the spell’s broken and, through
laughter, humanity gains its release. This country is
a battlefield between gnomes, fairies and man.

The following day, Hugh Dowding and the
medium climbed the Mountain and each blessed the land
between the twin peaks. The medium received this
message while they were at the summit:
FATHER We have been with you, and the Mountain has
received you. This communication with us now forms
the shining bridge between us and you. Through this
Etheric substance we can transmit the rays which are
most needed in order to quench the flow of lower
vibrations and raise those of the upper. I am now
going to hand over….
SLOWER COMMUNICATOR You are now among the devic
people, and the great devic kingdom receives and
welcomes the Earth-leader. We cannot describe this
but as a welcome.
FATHER That was one of the Great Spirits who are
at the apex of the beam, where the Etheric and the
physical, the fairy and gnome rays unite.
The method of his speech is not to be taken, only
the form of his vibrations; meaning that you are both
received into the ray-vibration of the devic power in
order that your work to free the region may become
more potent. This is in a sense an initiation. You
have given of your effort and you have given of your
power. This is enough.”

Hugh Dowding noted: “While we were at the top it
was clear and we could see all round; but five minutes
after we had left, the top was covered in dense
cloud.” 

NEXT DAY

FATHER Yes, we are here. Now, about yesterday. 
You were surprised and disappointed that you were not
able to communicate more freely on the Mountain or to
have the feeling of contact like you do here. That
was because we had to protect you. I never urged
you to bless the land from the top of the Mountain and
then communicate. But if you throw out your desire to
cleanse and vitalize, and then in a depleted condition
turn to take in all messages, the result is dangerous.
Your aura has two layers or rings. In the outer
is the perceptive, gold, which you are often
reforming. The second is blue, the protective. The
yellow draws in, and the blue sifts the rays. In
this way I can use my power to strengthen the blue
filter and to refuse passage into your finer bodies of
any ray which may injure or possess you: but with the
devic power all round I was not in a very good
position to protect you. Luckily, many others were
with us, and we formed a ring round you. (A little
impatiently, reading the medium’s mind). Yes, Gerald
and the old priest and Mrs. Randall were among them.
All we asked was for you to make the contact;
that was quite enough. When you wrote in Scotland it
was quite different: the atmosphere of Iona and Holy
Island was strong enough to remove all negative power.
That is why those islands form such ideal places for
awakening. 
Here on the Mountain it is quite a different
matter. If you had not had our protection you might
have got into serious trouble through various old
sources.
Now, I want to try and rebuild the picture for
you. The devas are seldom in complete harmony with
mankind in the physical body, so we invoked a higher
power, and that power overshadowed you and held the
vibratory direction for the communication. The words
meant welcome: that was the best I could make of them.
This Being was formless light, colour and sound. I
cannot think how you could fail to sense so great a
presence.
The peaks had already been prepared for you with
vibratory colour and power, and the devic-keepers, two
great and most beautiful beings, presided. They were
the personification of the positive and negative in
all Nature, and their ray-auras were glistening like a
thousand jewels of colour. They do not have round
auras like humanity, but their surrounding circles
seem to be fashioned out of a million million
dewdrops. I do not quite understand how this comes
to be so, but the beauty of their swiftly changing,
iridescent colour is beyond description. We who held
you with our protective aura felt very small and weak
within this vast devic stronghold, but when the Great
One came we fell back and listened to the teaching
which he gave us all. I am trying to [prepare that
for the next communication] but the words are
difficult. We stayed and listened after you and Hugh
had left the circle. We stayed withdrawn within the
cloud cutting us off from the world of men, in order
that we might absorb the new teaching brought to us by
this Great One. 
Rescue Circles (35) Lord Dowding in Ireland (concluded)
 

Rescue Circles (35)   Lord Dowding in Ireland (concluded).   An earthbound learns some lessons and moves on.   Animals on the other side.  Elementals. The aura and astral and etheric bodies.        

                                 NEXT DAY  

FATHER   -    First I want to thank Hugh for following out our orders so carefully and going to the place mentioned (the Place of Battles).   He has covered many centres of power, good and evil.  Now we want to tell him more about them.   I have tried to take the subject in layers, and now we come to the men who have become earth-bound here â€“ the inhabitants who belong to the land but have served in the Forces, either in this war on in the previous one.  They return to the land and, following the habit of their grandparents and great grandparents, they have stayed on here, living in the Etheric belt, happy or content, but
searching subconsciously for something better: and now here is the chance, they are all throwing in their lot with the R.A.F. boys, and some of them have changed considerably during the past week.   They in turn are influencing their families, and the change is becoming very rapid among the last two generations. 


     There is one man here who looked after Hughâ€™s horses at one time, and when he came over he brought the horses with him. They are all living together. The horses do not want to go any farther just yet, and, though he has explained the position, they are not willing to leave, so this will break up their happy home for a time.  It is delightful to hear them
speaking.  Of course it is very like children, and they cannot see any point of view but their own.  The horse has naturally a hard halo.


     Other animals are here, too, cats and cows and calves and a few dogs, but they are not usually ready to stay over long, and leave with immense delight to start life again in human circles.       Paddy has come through several wars; he was in South Africa, so we have a link together, and he has been showing me over the place and explaining this and
that in the vernacular.  Even his speech is unchanged.   I think I shall put him on to look after Jim Reed; he wants a job, and this will just suit him.  (Jim Reed was a man who committed suicide under pressure from an obsessing entity.  The hostâ€™s wife had been
able to do much to help his widow.)

     Now to return to the subject of circles and the meeting on the Mountain.  How I wish I could form the words to express the manner in which we were caught up into the clouds of vision.  That was the method of the teaching â€“ no words or rules, just a sense of ecstasy
imparted to the listeners, and we found ourselves transported into a plane within a plane.   We had not moved from the Mountain, but all our perceptions were
changed.  The devas, once so great and terrible, appeared suddenly beautiful and benign.  The gnomes whom I had been reviling became as the roots of a million flowers, uniting with the fairies and forming a complete column of Nature-spirits.  The sounds of harmony were everywhere, and the sense of all evil completely banished from our minds.


     And so we remained, held within the cloud of superb perfection until the Being who had given birth to this ecstasy relaxed his grasp upon our minds and we, in our primitive condition of evolution, were resolved back to the stage to which we belong.      That was our experience â€“ our payment, if you like â€“ for the effort and patience we had expended.  I
have never been through anything so wonderful.   The colour-waves enwrapped us, the music of ten thousand harps delighted our ears, not as music delights you,
but as it affects us.  It is like a match, kindling and bringing to life part of the dominant substance of our human minds.

                                                  
NEXT DAY 

FATHER      =     Thank you, my dear, for that welcome. We have the same things to say to you:  one side cannot do without the other.


     Tonight we have all our circle, and Hughâ€™s wife [Clarice, in spirit, died 1920. Hugh was to remarry in 1951, to Muriel].  She is delighted with the little people, and cannot be dragged away from the shore and the river.  She says Hugh will remember how she longed
to play with real fairies and the other things she had from Ireland and always wanted to know more about them.


HUGH    -     What is the Etheric plane?


FATHER   -     The one nearest to you, the most physical. 


HUGH        -      When do you leave it and go into the Astral? 


FATHER          -       There is no time limit, so far as I know; you go when your desire to go somewhere else becomes conscious, and not till then.   These people have no desire for change, so I cannot tell you how long they may have to remain here.   The Astral is the ordinary plane whereon we learn the why and wherefore of our lives and actions, and most of us stay on this plane for a long time, and then reincarnate directly from here, or go farther on into the Spirit planes.  There are many, many planes, and there is no fixed moment to
reincarnate unless one has the desire to do so. 


     Desire is the motive energy, and the desire-body of this plane is intersected with the mental bodies, and they correspond with the Astral and Etheric of the personality;    
[*that is to say, just as our aura here on earth, comprising the etheric and astral bodies, relates to the physical body and its  personality,  so when we are dead, a spirit personality  without a physical body, our former aura (comprising etheric and astral bodies) makes up our spirit body, to which our mental and higher spirit bodies are attached, like an aura of
a higher, more refined kind. As we progress and
evolve, so we live in more refined bodies, on higher
frequencies, which always have a connection with even
higher level until we finally become one with the
infinite.  But paradoxically, it seems we never lose
our individuality. The purpose of progress and self
experience is not to lose our essential self, but to
develop its values and qualities, and breadth and
depth of awareness and perspective, and so contribute
to the total value and  experience of The One Almighty
Being, the Great Spirit.  We are not so much gods in
the making as adding our own contribution to what God
Is Himself.   It is a mistaken western understanding 
and misinterpretation of Eastern wisdom to think we
lose ourselves entirely in Nirvana, or Cosmic Bliss. 
Rather, we add to its brightness, by our good deeds,
to put it simply, or diminish it by our misconduct.
Herein lies our individual responsibility. This is not
a nihilist philosophy, but a most positive and
practical one. Hugh Dowding confessed that at the
time, the meaning of all this was not clear to him.
(*Richardâ€™s note)]


HUGH      -    Do we have fresh Astral and Etheric bodies for each life? 


FATHER      -     In as far as I can tell you, and it may only be my own experience, the Ego incarnates in a different physical and etheric body each time.  The
Astral body remains in the form of an Astral shell
which is renewed by fresh Astral tissue as the Ego gathers understanding through the past life.  While on the Astral plane, time is set aside for the refitting
of the Astral body.   Once that has become thoroughly
restored, the overflow of knowledge begins to filter
through into the higher mental bodies, who decide
whether, and if so how and when and where, the Ego
will reincarnate.  Once this decision is taken, the
Etheric and physical bodies must be reassembled.  
     For the physical it takes nine months, for the
Etheric, I am told, seven.  The one is the reflection
upon the ether of the other.  They are the twin bodies
of Earth-life, but they do not synchonise until the
quickening of life takes place by the fourth and fifth
months.   At that moment the two bodies sychronise as
one and the mother becomes overshadowed by the Etheric
body of the child, which has hitherto been within her
aura.  It now passes within and without, making
contact simultaneously with the physical body and the
ether of its own dimension.


CLARICE     -    How like Hugh to want to have it all made clear to the last fraction!  I send my love, and ask that you send me a direct message for myself at the
estate.  It will make a real contact for my work.


FATHER    -   Thatâ€™s all for tonight.


                                             NEXT  DAY

FATHER       -     We are very sorry that your time is over here for the present, but you have made  the necessary links for Hugh, and his R.A.F. boys have done marvels.

HUGH     -    What is meant by an earthbound spirit and can you tell me more about the Etheric body?


FATHER     -     Your questions have sent Clarice into peals of laughter. With regard to earthbounds,  this is a fairly wide field: let us put them under headings.


     First.     Those who bind themselves unwillingly
by their acts â€“ suicides, murderers, torturers and so
on.  Almost any violent or cruel act binds the one who
inflicts it to the spot for a varying period until it
has been expiated.
     Secondly.     Those who are only anxious to be
with human beings â€“ who yearn to experience the human
appetites again.  These are the people who often take
possession of weak minds and use them to gain coarser
sensations of material life.
     Thirdly.     Those who, like your folk in this
region, bind themselves voluntarily because they have
no desire, no motive power, to carry them farther. 
The first two categories are bound against their will
and better judgment; the third are not really bound at
all, but they have no motive force with which to free
themselves. 

     Now, to the Etheric body.  This again is in
various categories.  The main part dies with the
physical body, but that again varies enormously
according to the time, and if the Ego (Consciousness)
craves to hold on to the Etheric, they can, as I have
seen here, revitalize them through the astral until it
is hard to say whether they are astral or etheric, the
one has become such an exact replica of the other.  It
means with these people that the link with the mental
is only in embryo.  All their mental actions come from
the old physical source and gradually, as they cease
to struggle for life or use their brains at all, a
vacuum grows in the Etheric-Astral body which
gradually seeks fulfilment by a desire for mental
development. 
     When that stage has been reached, the motive
spark for action is created which frees them from the
Earth and they flit away among the rest of us.   I
think that utter and complete weariness often cause
most of the delay.
     There are many delightful spirits among these
people who have long ago received their freedom and
have returned here to try and help in the real
advancement.  These are only the residue, the clods as
it were; others have gone far away.   Some are working
with the fairies, others learning to control the
gnomes (which is one of the most useful things they
can do). 
     The people Hugh mentions who have been lost in
the most are quite a different vibration.  These
â€˜ray-deficientsâ€™ create their own Etheric conditions,
and in this country you will find many who have never
known the mists, or the sense of loss and confusion.  
There are very few rules that can be laid down.


CLARICE      -     Surely that will satisfy Hugh!  You are not to go from here feeling that it is a desolate or primitive land full of captive souls.  That impression is wrong.  Many have very little sense of purpose, but they are gay and happy spirits, and play on their
little pipes, some making verses and dancing with the fairies, or playing in the odd crannies of this indented shore.   These people will return here again
once they have made contact elsewhere, and they will
form a huge band of human links, with the friendliness
inherent in them.   They emit a lovely soft ray which
will absorb and distribute the new power once they
have advanced a little farther.  


FATHER        -   This land has been blessed since creation, and even where a center has become defiled, like the Mountain, or the valley of sacrifice you visited this
morning, the natural force can always be tapped again
and a free outlet be given to the white rays which can
gush forth to cleanse and renew.  


SIR GERALD  [GRANDFATHER]       -    Thank Lord Hugh for his work.  I am deeply grateful to him, and I shall keep in touch from time to time.


FATHER     -     My love to Hugh.  [To the medium]  Good-bye, my dear.  Well done!

     Hugh Dowding writes:-  Two or three days before I left the estate, a lady drove over from her house, about thrity miles away, for an afternoon visit.  She told us that her chauffeur, and young Irishman who I shall call â€˜Dennyâ€™ had been having some remarkable
night-experiences.
     He would find himself flying through the air at a
great rate, though perfectly able to see the country
below him.  He generally broke his journey at a place
which he supposed to be Gibraltar though he could not
give any reason for his supposition, eecept that it
was a big rock near the sea and he could see swarthy
folk working in the fields.
     He would then resume his journey, and would find 
a dark-skinned man waiting for him, sitting
cross-legged on the ground, and clad in scanty white
cotton clothing.   He always had an affectionate
reception, and when he woke again in bed he was able
to see words written in the air  in English script,
but in a language which he could not understand.  The
words persisted in letters of light till he had
written them down.
     The lady had no idea what the language was, nor
had any of her friends to whom she showed the
messages.
     The moment I saw them I recognized them as being
written in Hindi [Hindustani] though my knowledge of
the language was more than rusty, as I had not been in
India since 1910 [thirty years before].
     My host, a former general, had also served in
India and, by putting our heads together, we made out
what seemed to be the general sense of the messages;
but what with the boyâ€™s possible errors in
transcription and our rustiness in the language, the
result was very woolly.  Some of the messages were
later sent to an Indian at Oxford, and he didnâ€™t make
much more of them than we had done, so the main errors
must have have been in transmission and/or in
transcription.
     It is strange that the transmitter should have
apparently been ignorant of English, yet familiar with
English script; for of course Hindustani has a script
of its own, derived from the Arabic. The messages were
generally signed MALIK, which means Ruler or Master.
It seemed to me that there was probably a very strong
Karmic link between Denny and his unknown mentor. 
They had probably been very close in previous
incarnations.  And now this â€˜Malikâ€™ was trying to keep
the link alive by occult methods, quite unaware of the
(to him) peculiar conditions in which the boy was
living.  There seemed to be no danger to the lad, no
Black Magic or anything of that sort; a strong and
genuine affection seemed to run throughout the
messages; but nothing was coming through that was of
any use to anybody, and they didnâ€™t seem to be doing
any good to anyone.  Later on the night journeys seem
to have ceased, but the messages continued to appear
in luminous letters, and remained until they had been
written down.  The latest development (March 1950) is
that the words have begun to appear in the sky as
Denny is driving the car.  The lady can see streaks
and flashes in the sky, but cannot see the words. 
Other people cannot see anything. 

     Ten weeks after Sir Hughâ€™s visit, Sir Gerald, the Grandfather  and original owner of the estate came through the medium again: 

SIR GERALD      -    I am home again.  You may say that I have not been away for long, but time does not affect me.  The point about leaving was to go away from the estate to break the continuity that had begun to bind me to the place.  That [binding] was a mistake.
     In order to lead, one must be free and able to make contact from outside.  It was good for us all that I should make this journey.  I was not alone, I went with several others, Mrs.  Randall and the old priest, whom you know, several doctors and the old schoolmaster who was first instrumental in my coming to the area.  
     We left by the Mountain â€“ that was important.  We moved away through the magnetic stream that flows through the Mountain to the higher spheres.  I felt the whole burden of the estate and that region leave me as we rose, and the sense of pleasure, amounting
almost to ecstasy, which I had quite lost, returned in full measure.   I saw more directly and moved with the lightness of ether.   In fat, I became once more an Etheric being of pure joy, which is the design for all creation, unburdened by responsibility and despair.
     I see now that I have been a burden to the estate through my intense desire to should all the problems.  The divine plan is not to place all responsibility on one person but to use them all as links.   It was so easy to forget that the responsibility was not mine, but Godâ€™s.
     He has a plan, and we either help or hinder, but each individual part is small and trivial.  I wanted
to be able to finish all the work myself and to
enlarge it, so that it covered the whole land.  But
now I have learned that one must stand aside and let
God work in His own way.
     We left the Mountain and joined the upper
spheres.  Your father came with me, and he was eager
to go far afield, but I wanted to see the other
physical conditions from the Etheric plane first, so
he took me to the Western Isles, and I was able to
feel the difference between the light rays there and
those I knew so well on the Mountain.  In this way we
passed through the semi-physical to the Etheric, and
on beyond the Etheric belt to the spiritual spheres.  
Only beings of pure light inhabit them, and it is only
on rare occasions that we can hold our minds in a
condition of sufficient harmony to allow us to enter
and experience conscious communion with them.   The
power was so great that I felt shattered by it and at
the same time renewed.  Then suddenly it felt as if I,
Gerald,  had been flung into a million atoms and
another Gerald of a different type had been reborn. 
That is exactly what had happened:  I had outlived the
usefulness of my Etheric skin, but I had held on to it
in the same way that many people do on Earth.   I was
ripe to leave this phase and to put on the next body,
which is nearer in substance to the body of pure
light.   And so in this manner the act of rebirth was
carried out and I became a new being with extended
powers.
     I was entranced by the change, and wanted to
return here at once;  but they would not let me, and
for a further period I moved through the spheres of
training and creating, through the garden of essences
and the lakes of sound and so on.
     I cannot tell you of the beauty I enjoyed; there
are no words that I can use to express all that I have
seen and heard and touched.
     Then I returned to the Mountain which holds the
beam through which we re-enter the physical plane of
the lower Etheric, and came into direct contact again
with the region.   Here I found everything had changed
towards me, as I had changed towards them.   I see now
the meaning and the tendencies and the plan behind the
slow scheme which had formerly been an insoluble
problem to me.  I saw and I loved where I had only
seen and hated.  Now I know that only Love can ever
heal or teach or create.

	Rescue Circles (36)  More about Dowding.  An 8-year-old on the other side.



     The previous extracts from Hugh Dowding's account of his visit to Ireland were taken from his last book, 'The Dark Star'  published by The Museum Press, London in 1951..

      The story does not end there, however.  His second wife, Muriel, was psychic, and from her childhood was able to see fairies, too.   Now some scientists and skeptics who may have been reading this series will say we are all deluded.  Everything is
made up of waves and particles, electro-magnetic energy, quarks, molecules, combinations of chemicals, DNA, genomes and goodness knows what else. There may be some intelligent design behind it all, they say, or maybe there is no planned evolution, just chance mutations emerging from chaos.  Their statistics and
equations have  sometimes proved the existence of God, they say, but to believe in gnomes, fairies and elementals is a sign of senility, if not mental illness.
     Then again, we may be criticized by members of different religions.  The accounts of spirits and the afterlife seems to be inconsistent, until we see that, when people pass to the other side, they take their particular belief system and cultural habits with
them. These change as they spend more time over there,
but at first a Christian Spiritualist will talk about seeing Jesus or Christ, or at least His light, while a Muslim may see the light of Allah, or obtain a glimpse of the angel Gabriel.  A Hindu may see Krishna, or Shiva, or pray 'Sri Rama to God, while Buddhists may
go to different heavens and hells, and see good and
bad spirits which aid or torment them.   I think we have to take the accounts given us and translate them, each into our own language and understanding.  And we don't have to explain this to anyone else.  I think we can use our common sense about this, and not start
futile arguments. 
       We will come to know the real truth behind our visions and experiences as we progress through the spirit realms. Psychological and scientific analysis are helpful processes only so far.  To understand life we have to see the whole picture.   Our common sense will help in this, and then our psychic senses.  A camera may only record an orb or a streak of colour, while with our own eyes we may see an elemental or angel.  When spirits are around us, we may sense them  as animals often do,  our hair stands on end at the
back of our neck, we may feel a touch, objects may move or be apported, activity is taking place beyond our world of atoms and particles.     So in reading these accounts of elementals, other worlds and spiritual beings from various levels, we can accept
them as they are given us, and use our imaginations to make the picture fit into our own mindset and belief system.  We all belong to the same human race, no matter what our colour, culture, religion, politics or scientific understanding. 
     So I will continue this series undaunted, and compile and present what different writers have experienced and presented in their own terms.  Today, you will see how these differ, since one writer was a
Theosophist, another an eight-year old boy brought up in a Christian home, and the third an author belonging to an esoteric mystery school!  However, their experiences are quite compatible with Spiritualism. 


Death is the common denominator which unites us all. I know that Spiritualism says there is no death, but most people think in terms of the physical body, and its one life.  So in that sense, and for the body
only, Death IS the final frontier.   

      
     So, revenons a nos moutons.   Muriel Dowding talks of her psychic abilities in her book "The Psychic Life of Muriel, the Lady Dowding"  [Theosophical Publishing House, Wheaton,  IL.  1982]
originally published  by Neville Spearman in 1980 as
"Beauty - Not the Beast."  

MURIEL:       If ever I talked of fairies  which I  saw in many places as a child, my parents would never say: ˜Don't tell lies!"  They seemed simply to accept that I saw what I said.  My paternal grandmother, Mary O'Regan, being Irish, was said to have seen fairies and was also given to premonitions.   I think perhaps that it was from her that I inherited these faculties. My son David also appears to have been heir to them. Once, when he was almost fourteen, he ran in from the
garden and said: "˜Look  on my left shoulder!"   I saw nothing.  Some time later, I asked: "˜Did you hurt your shoulder or something?"  He replied: "No.  There was a fairy on my shoulder, but it must have jumped off when I came into the house. Evidently, it would not come
in, as you didn't see anything, but as I ran out to my bike, it jumped on again."     

 

 I suppose that psychological features, as well as physical ones, can
be inherited.  Perhaps biologists working on the mysteries of the genetic code may discover the secret one day.


     The best way to describe the fairies [as I saw them as a child] is that they seemed to be of a substance similar to that of a soap-bubble; semi-transparent and of beautiful colours. They came
in different sizes and during the time my parents lived in London I used to see them in Kensington Gardens, where I was taken daily by my nurse.  They were more often than not to be seen outdoors, but I do remember seeing one indoors.  I was about eight or nine and at the time staying in Sevenoaks, Kent.  I was being sent to get a handkerchief and as I ran up the stairs I saw one, the shiny brass bars of the stair rod reflecting the light through its body.  


     Seeing fairies was to me as natural as seeing birds and it became hard to realize that not everybody saw them.  Many parents, I know, discourage children if they appear to be "seeing things" or having conversations with imaginary playmates.  And yet this
is a faculty which a surprising number of children seen to possess and which, even if not discouraged, seems to fade around the age of ten or eleven.  The ability to see fairies is known as etheric sight,  the faculty of being able to see nature spirits, or elementals. These are often described for convenience as sylphs, undines, salamanders, gnomes and dryads, depending upon which element they belong to: Earth,  Air, Fire or Water.  But they are simply the spiritual forces working within nature which, to someone with
etheric vision, are personified.  Another form of perception is the ability to see the spirits of those who have quit this life and are commonly thought of as dead.  This is known  as astral vision and is quite a different faculty. When I was boarding at a convent school I saw what many people would term a ghost.  At night a nun went  by the cubicles.  She passed a second time.  I crawled to the end of my bed and peered after her.  She moved silently down to the end
of the cubicles and, to my utter amazement  and
horror,  disappeared through the floor.


        Vera Stanley Alder also had etheric and astral
vision, as we have already seen in previous articles
when she  described her trips with her guide Raphael
out into space and then going within to see the
elementals working within the body of a nurse and her
mental patients.    In another part of her book "From
the Mundane to the Miraculous"  [Rider, London/Samuel
Weiser, New York, 1979/1980] She describes the fairies
and nature spirits she saw out in the countryside with
her etheric vision:

      I had great difficulty in grasping what it was
that I saw, and would have found  it almost impossible
to describe.  All the atmosphere was softly tinted
like one continuous rainbow whose bands of colour
rippled through and through each other, just like the
ripples of water on a calm seashore.  And, just as
those ripples leave their shapes moulded upon the
sand, so were those colours caught and held and
reflected by the various objects upon the Earth: the
green ray claimed the grass and the leaves as its own;
the red ray tinged the red rocks and the poppies in
the fields; the blue ray ruled the water and the sky.
     I felt that the green which flowed through the
atmosphere was indeed the great life full of meaning. 
As I gazed and gazed I was aware of a great green
spirit-form brooding over the meadow which lay spread
beneath us.
     "That is a Deva! announced Raphael.  "Each of
the Seven Spirits contains many lesser lives to do the
work, and they in their turn contain still smaller
lives to do their bidding!  Come closer, and you will
see."
     As we descended rapidly to the surface of the
earth, the great Deva's form was hardly
distinguishable, but flowing down from his robes were
many little green dancing figures, obviously very busy
indeed.
VERA     Fairies! Surely!  But fairies are not real?
RAPHAEL     And why not? Fairies have been written
about , described and painted, all over the world and
throughout history, and yet people are so woodenly
dull that they take it for granted that fairies do not
exist!  Of course they exist, in their millions and in
every colour  - nature could not carry on without them.
They are helping everywhere all the time.  Not a
flower grows nor a fruit ripens nor a bird sings
without the help of some of these lovely little
beings.  There are many ranks and degrees of them, and
the tiniest are those who look after the atoms.  Now
relax yourself and learn how nature really lives.

     By this time we were following the troops of
fairies into the wood which fringed the meadow.
Raphael motioned me to sit with him beside a rippling
stream.
     For a long time I watched silently, hardly
believing what I saw.  For the air was like a moving
rainbow full of transparent coloured living beings of
all shapes and sizes.  They moved rapidly about their
duties, guided apparently by unseen direction from
their controlling Devas.  They polished the long grass
and seemed to pour green light into it.  They hovered
over the wild lilac like a faint mauve cloud.  They
passed through into the water and seemed to add to its
froth and glitter.  They were of so many shapes.  I
saw tiny goblins peeping from under the toadstools.  I
saw little water-sprites playing on the bank.  I saw
the birds coming to drink at the water's edge, and
also a rabbit.  It appeared that these birds and
animals were all aware of the fairy creatures.  In
fact they often stopped to play with them.  I saw the
little sprites who were hovering about whilst caring
for the flowers and the rabbits, pause sometimes to
frisk and gamble around them leaping sideways high
into the air.  The rabbits promptly imitated them.  I
suddenly understood the meaning of [my pet's] joyful
pirouettes and coquettish  shakings of the ears when
apparently he was only in his own company.  

RAPHAEL     Some of these sprites have the work of
teaching young things how to play, an activity which
is really most important  to everyone!  Now watch that
bird.

     He pointed to a large plump thrush perched on a
bough above us in quiet contemplation.  As I watched,
a beautiful orange-coloured fairy approached the
thrush and began, apparently, to whisper in his ear. 
He cocked his head for a while to listen, then slowly
stretched his little neck and let out a few
introductory notes.  The fairy chided and urged him
and gradually worked him up until we was in full and
glorious song.

VERA     So Fairyland IS real then.  I begin to
understand now what it is that cats look at -  and
horses too.
RAPHAEL     Yes, and inebriated human beings who have
partly freed themselves for a little while from the
prison of habitual materialistic vision!  Those rats
and snakes which they see when under the influence [of alcohol] are real creatures, of course, but not of a, shall we
say, progressive type!   Are you contented with what
you have learned today?
VERA     [thinking of the authors and illustrators of
fairy stories, and of Shakespeare and several other
poets, all of whom had treated the subject of fairies
and goblins with the utmost seriousness].  Evidently
those men must have believed in them, and their
descriptions and pictures tally, don't they?
RAPHAEL     They tally with ancient folklore and
priestcraft all over the world and directly an
imaginative artist sits down to draw fairies, either
he sees them consciously or subconsciously, or he
links up with the vision of others who know them!  
VERA     It is all amazing, wonderful, fascinating. 
Such beauty has to be seen to be believed, as well as
the extraordinary activities which are going on around
us to which we are completely blind!  But I want to
know how ignorant, suffering humanity can be helped. 
I ache to know how disease can be avoided, how slums
and horrible, ghastly wars can be prevented, and all that
you can show me are fairies!  

     My voice rang out in anger and as it echoes
across the glade the scene changed like a flash.  All
the rainbow colours, the fairies and the sprites
vanished as if they had never been.

RAPHAEL     Dear!  Dear!   You have broken the
delicate visual adjustment with all that violence. 
Now I can see the fairies and you cannot.
VERA     If I can't learn how to help people then I
would rather not  learn anything at all.  If I am not
going to see the reason for our existence then I don't
want to see fairies.   You are quite fed up with me I
suppose?
RAPHAEL     On the contrary, I am extremely pleased
with you.  There are so many people who crave
knowledge merely from a sense of self-importance, or a
wish to be thrilled or interested, or as a passing
enthusiasm, or even for the love of knowledge itself!
None of these motives is of any value.  The only one
which counts is love of God or of one's fellow human
beings, which is the same thing.  You have this love,
Verity, and if you do not let yourself be led astray
by wonders and delights, you will, I promise you,
attain your heart's desire.   But in order to help,
one MUST understand, and you must learn what life
really IS and whither it is trending before you can
help in the way you wish. 
VERA     You mean that it is not really a waste of
time to know about fairies?
RAPHAEL     The goal of all humanity's learning, the
triumph of future science, will revolve round
knowledge of that which you have been allowed to see
today.  The harnessing of atomic energy when it is
finally done in a non-poisonous say, will depend on
the use of these rainbow colours and of the notes that
bird was learning.  And, in that way only, will it be
possible to overcome the disease and low standard of
living which you rightfully deplore.


      To conclude this episode we will return to Hugh
Dowding and rescue work.    A book he recommended
reading was self-published around 1930 by a parent
whose eight-year old boy had died of meningitis after
contracting measles.  Within days he was able to
communicate with his mother, and within nine months of
his passing he was giving an account of the rescue
work he was already doing in the spirit worlds.  

      Here are some excerpts from "Letters from
Lancelot"  transcribed by R.M.T.     [My rare copy was
owned by a Mr. Bembridge, Overstrand, Norfolk,
England, and later was held in the Universal
Spiritualist Library, Seattle, 3009 Arcade Building,
then 323 Jones Building, 3rd & Union.  (Richard
Rowley)
.
LANCELOT      (January 26th, 1929)     I want to tell
you about all I've been doing since I was with you
before.  I was called to go with a party of helpers to
a big town of poor children who hadn't  had any
teaching about love and Christ and all good things,
and they had come to this life full of hating to be
good, and wanting animal things, and so we have to try
and help them to understand spirit life.  I was chosen
to go with this party and I am so proud because I was
the very smallest there.  They were mostly quite big
spirits and they wanted me to help too.   I went to a
place where there were some poor little things all
shrivelled up with want of love.  I wanted to kiss
them all to make them know how warm it feels to be
loved.  They were so helpless and frightened and
alone.   I tried to tell them about God's love and
they didn't know what I meant and I was so sorry for
them.  Then an angel came and gave me more help.  
     Then I said: "Come, I'll show you," and I took
them ever so far into Christ's holy light.  They were
waking in it when I had to come back, but I know
they're all right there.  Oh Mum, I was so sad to see
all those, so lost, without a bit of love and dying
for want of it.  I'm so proud to be allowed to help
them a bit.  Isn't it wonderful to have so much love
like we have, and be a child of God, like me, and all
of us.    I must go and be a bit rested before night
work, so goodnight Mom and Dad.  Say God Bless You
when you next think of me!



	




[to be continued]

37  Rescue Circles    and more about Elementals

Here are some more excerpts of communications from Lancelot, the 8-year-old boy in spirit talking about his rescue work. Also communicating were his grandfather, and a brother (Michael).

February 24th, 1929

MICHAEL     Our Lancelot is on a long journey with a party of schoolboys from his last school, and they are taking a tour of the sun’s planets, to teach the boys the different forms of life on them.  He is learning much that less active spirits could not know, and he enjoys all he learns and benefits by it.   He is admirably receptive and “cloudless” and so rapturously happy in loving the Great Spirit’s way.

March 26th, 1929

GRANDFATHER      I want to give you a few impressions of what your boy has been to see – his ideas are very imperfect but accurate as far as he understands.

He was taken to other inhabited places of being where he saw spirits of intelligence in forms so totally distinct from those on earth that you can have no mind image to illustrate it by.  Intelligence is distributed throughout the universe in greater or less degree according to development of the individual spirits.  All this is part of the One Being.  We are conscious individually as part of the great Consciousness and we are one and all immersed in Him, even the greatest spirits.  Yes, you are conscious dimly of vast possibilities opening out before you and yet you have not even a dim conception of the grandeur of creation. 

I know so well how impossible it is to convey to human minds anything at all beyond their present environment.  I am trying now to make your mind rise to mine.  You are awakening fast and should be careful not to overdo the body, for there is work on human planes for your mind.    

March 30th, 1929

LANCELOT      Can I tell you about an angel called Child Welfare?  He is a very great angel  who looks after our schools and says where we are to go next, and he told me that he came to you when Michael was a baby and told you about him.  He said that Mother Mary took care of Michael because he was an angel baby and not like us.  Mum, you never told me he was an angel, and I ought to have known that.  No, of course you couldn’t have explained to me then.   I have to go now, Mum.

March 31st, 1929

LANCELOT     I want to tell you that clouds of angels are round earth to tell everyone what to do as soon as they leave their bodies.  No one is alone and no one is left unguided.  It’s all so easy when you die because everything is arranged for all you want.  All your own people come to see your arrival and explain things.  So nobody ought to mind dying.  I’m so happy about that!     

April 1st, 1929

LANCELOT     I want you to know something about me.  I can’t see your thoughts, but I can see thoughts about spirit things, and I can always see it when you think of me or think TO me when I’m there, like Mum does which is a sort of mind talking [telepathy].  I can sometimes tell what your mind is full of, but I can’t see thoughts which aren’t sent to me unless they belong to spirit things.  I can’t THINK myself to anywhere else.  I have to travel, but I only go if I think hard about a place.  It takes a bit of time to do it, but not nearly like it used to do with a body.  I can think about Aldeburgh and keep thinking hard about it and in a few minutes I can be there, but not all at once, as you think. 

April 12th, 1929

LANCELOT    [his father is playing the piano].     Can we talk later and listen to Dad’s playing?   Dad’s mind is full of colours all like a green wood and fairy things.  Oh so exciting, everything in  it is like magic and the fairy things are like leaves covering the ground and dancing.  I would like to be there too.  

I was taken to see a great awful place where there were people who couldn’t let their earth bodies go, and they were ever so unhappy because they couldn’t get body things any more and they wanted to have them.  It was awful and I was so unhappy to be there, but my angel said to look and see how they began to think of somebody who loved them, and then to want them, and then they forgot to want their bodies so much and began to get higher.  Some of them could see a little but most of them were blind, and they can’t open their spirit’s eyes till they begin to want to see spirit things.  I was glad to get away from there.

Dad is playing such a lovely thing.    I must stop now.  

April 14th
LANCELOT     I’m just bursting with joy because I’ve won a great Crown of beauty in a fight of Christ’s soldiers and devils of unkindness, and I was able to be a great help to someone who was being influenced to be unkind, and I made him see it was horrid to be unkind, and so I WON the battle.   Yes, I’ve got a whole holiday after my Victory and can be here all day.  

April 20th 

LANCELOT     [his parents are in his ‘wood”].     I want to tell you that I can always see little fairy lights on the trees, shining even in sunshine, and they are millions of colours, so lovely, all up the trees, made by little light fairies;  They are just tiny little beings which aren’t in your life, and not animal at all, nor plants, and not spirits.  Only a different sort of being. They ARE so lovely, and so happy and full of light and colour.  I do wish you could see them.  

April 21st
LANCELOT     I was with Christopher (his baby brother, alive on earth with his parents) and had such fun because he thought I was a part of his own mind.  He was ever so happy to see much more than he could before, and he was so interested in what I showed him.    Can you keep your mind still, Mum?  I am so wanting to say a lot, and you keep bothering about other things.

I want you to see how I see a garden.   All plants are full of movement like breathing, and tiny things are moving in them.  There is a beautiful lovely self of the plant, not a spirit because it doesn’t live long, but a Soul which is the being of each plant.  Some day you will open your spirit eyes and see it like I do.  All the trees breathe, all through them, and have a moving life in them, and lots of greatness sometimes when their soul is great.  But it isn’t a spirit, only an earth soul which dies when the tree goes, but it is a self, a SOUL.   

I am a BIG SPIRIT now compared to my teeny one before, when I was a boy.  But I’m oh so weeny wee compared to most spirits, even now.  I want to tell you lots more, but you can’t see it yet. It’s no good  trying to tell you, because things are so different.  

[to be continued].

Since Lancelot has just been talking about trees, I thought to include this experience of a  tree’s awareness, from another source. [Richard]    

W. Tudor Pole, the medium who restored the Chalice Hill Healing Spring and Well in Glastonbury, here describes tapping into the consciousness of a Copper Beech,  in an article in the  quarterly journal “Light” from the College of Psychic Studies, London.

“Not long ago, having crossed the Alpine frontier between Austria and Bavaria, I found myself crouching on a narrow plateau just below the snow line. Not far below me, on the brink of a precipice, a fine specimen of a copper beech was growing in splendid solitude.  Knowing from previous experience the revitalizing power these trees possess,  I made my way down the mountain side to a point where I was able to wedge myself into a comfortable position beneath the aura and shelter of this lovely tree.  After a while I was able to  become “keyed” in consciousness to the language of the trees, and I will now try to convert into words the sense of the ideas which passed between me and the spirit of this copper beech.  

TUDOR POLE     What a splendid tree you are, standing here alone!  How do you manage to find earth deep enough for your roots to hold you in so tall and upright a position?

BEECH     Thank you, but I am all right because my roots go through concealed crevices in the rock and there is plenty of good earth below.  You are very kind to ask.

TUDOR POLE     Wouldn’t you like a companion, living as you do so solitary an existence:

BEECH     Yes, sometimes I AM lonely.  We like to grow up in pairs, but this fact does not seem to be made known to those who plant or seed us.

TUDOR POLE     I this desire to live in twos common to all trees, and have trees their own sex?

BEECH     I don’t know about other kinds of trees, but WE much prefer to grow up with a companion, not too close, but within ‘wind whistling distance’.  Some of us feel complete in ourselves, but others need a complementary mate to make us really happy.

TUDOR POLE     Thank you very much for telling me this, and now I hope to plant two copper beeches in our Chalice Well orchard.  But how is one to find out which trees are complementary to one another:

BEECH     You can do this by comparing our young leaves VERY carefully, and then obeying your instinct about them.  I have enjoyed our meeting, and wish more of your kind could understand us and become our help mates. Be kind to us all, AND COME AGAIN.

[According to oriental tradition, the planet Mars is the native habitat of the copper beech, and since beech seeds found their way on to our earth, this particular tree acts as a friendly link between the two planets].  

In conclusion, Tudor Pole remarked “how wrong and sad it is that we humans have allowed ourselves to become so entirely out of communion with life in the natural worlds round us.”       

His whole article, and many others by different mediums,  is reprinted in  “Harvest of Light: approaches to the paranormal”  published by Neville Spearman, London, 1976.

Another person in touch with elementals was the scientist R. Ogilvie Crombie.  When Findhorn was busy planting 600 beech trees and many  shrubs, he and Dorothy MacLean blessed them for several consecutive days.  When Dorothy contacted the Landscape Angel for help, she was told:

LANDSCAPE ANGEL      We are including all these new trees and shrubs in a solid downpour of radiations, a wall of it, for they must indeed be stabilized and kept immersed in the life elements.  They have to be kept in this wall without a moment’s deviation; each one must be upheld until the life in them is one with it.

Ogilvie Crombie, or ROC as he was known,  invoked the aid of the nature spirits who work with this energy from the devas.  He could see gnomes and elves busy at work, particularly among the roots.  The trees and shrubs survived and flourished.

     Before coming to help in the  Findhorn  garden in Northern Scotland, ROC had had his first encounter with nature spirits in his mid-sixties, when sitting in the Royal Botanic Gardens of Edinburgh in March, 1966.  “Suddenly I saw a figure dancing round a tree about twenty or twenty-five yards away from me – a beautiful little figure about three feet tall, a faun, half human – half animal.  He had a pointed chin and ears and two little horns on his forehead.  His shaggy legs ended in cloven hooves and his skin was honey-colored.  There were one or two other  people walking about in the gardens.  I looked at them and then back at this beautiful little being.   He was still   there and seemed to be as solid and as real as they were.    He danced over to where I was sitting, stood looking at me for a moment and then sat cross-legged in front of me.  

ROC     Hallo.

FAUN     [leaping to his feet, startled]    Can you see me?

ROC     Yes.

FAUN     I don’t believe it.  Humans can’t see us.

ROC     Oh, yes.  Some of us can.

FAUN     What am I like?

ROC   [described him as he saw him].

FAUN     What am I doing?

ROC     You’re dancing round in small circles.

FAUN  [stopping dancing].     You MUST be seeing me.   [He danced across to the seat beside Roc, sat down and, turning towards him, looked up and said]:  Why are human beings so stupid?

ROC     In what way stupid?

FAUN     In many ways.  What are the strange skins or coverings you have, some of which can be taken off?  Why don’t you go about in the natural state as  I do?

ROC     The skins are called clothes, and we wear them for protection and for warmth and because it isn’t considered right to be without them. 

FAUN     I don’t understand.

     And so the conversation continued. As a scientist, Roc realized he was not seeing the Faun with his physical sight. The communication between them was no doubt taking place on a mental or telepathic level by means of thought transference, probably in the form of images and symbols projected into his unconscious mind and translated into words by his consciousness.  “However, I cannot be certain whether I was speaking to him mentally or aloud.  (Now, when I meet such beings, I usually speak aloud.)   I have to report our exchanges in the form of dialogue, since that is what I hear in my head.   Applying my training  as a scientist in objective observation and analysis, I do try to report experiments and experiences as accurately as possible.”

They talked about houses, and motor cars which seemed to him to be boxes on wheels in which human beings dashed about, sometimes bumping into each other.  Was it a game? He wanted to know.   He told him he lived in the Gardens.  This is a partial truth, as he is an inhabitant of another plane of existence as well.  His work was to help the growth of trees.  He also told him that many of the nature spirits have lost interest in the human race, since they have been made to feel that they are neither believed in nor wanted. 

FAUN     If you humans think you can get along without us, just try!

ROC     Some of us do believe in you and want your help.  I do, for one 

Roc felt an amazing harmony with this wonderful little being.  A communication was taking place between them that did not need to be put into words.  They sat for some time without speaking.

ROC     I must go home.

FAUN    Call me when you return and I will come to you.   My name is Kurmos.

ROC    Can you visit me?

KURMOS     Yes, if you invite me.

ROC    I do [invite you]. I shall be delighted if you will come and visit me.

KURMOS      You do believe in me?

ROC     Yes, of course I do.

KURMOS     And you like us?

ROC     Yes, I have much affection for the nature spirits.  [This was true, though he was the first one he had actually seen].

KURMOS     Then I’ll come now.

[This excerpt is taken from “The Findhorn Garden”  by the Findhorn Community, published by Harper and Row.] 

[to be continued] 

Rescue Circles  (38)        

     April 1929

LANCELOT     I want to tell you about my ways to crown
my babies with joy.  I teach patterns of forms like
ferny things in hundreds of colours.  I have to teach
them to see beauty, you see, and to learn to love it.
They are so little in their minds, and when I show
them, they cannot understand at first, but soon they
begin to know what is lovely and to be pleased by it. 
So I invent lovely things to help them on, and they
get ever so excited over it.  I do so love to teach
them like that. I am first in my class for teaching
babies, and I am going to teach older ones soon.  
It is nice to be first and I am very proud of myself.  
Christopher is getting a big boy now, and that is the
age I'm going to teach soon, and then I shall come and
teach him.  What fun that will be!  
   
May 1929 

  I want to tell you about a fellow in my school who
tries to make his Mummy hear him, but she thinks he is
dead and done for.  He is so amused because she makes
her face so grave if she has to say his name.  He says
she doesn't really feel unhappy, only she feels she
ought to be sad about it, so she makes a grave face
and looks sorrowful and tries to cry.  He is laughing
at her.  He doesn't love his Mummy, and yet he is
quite a nice boy.   
      I want to help those people who haven't  any love
in them, and I would love to help her if she can be
helped.  But those sort of people are so muddy.  We
can't get their minds clear at all. 
     I shall be able to begin a new sort of training
very soon.   It's all to do with light and the rays
that come from suns, and all about great fires which
are for heating the bodies which all spirits have to
live in when they're little, and other sorts of
spirits too in different sorts of bodies.  All bodies
need to be heated by rays of light from suns, and
that's why worlds all go round a sun of some sort.  I
am to learn about light and its rays, and why dark is
so solid and light is so clear.  

June 1929

     I can see thousands more colours on the trees,
and birds have little thoughts about children of their
own, and love thoughts of happiness, and chirps of
contented bustle and playing.  I see things much
clearer than [Uncle J.] can.
     I am in a bigger class now and learning more
difficult things, and I am able to understand so much
more than I could have on earth.  Dad wants me to be
his boy and to be proud of me, so I am working hard
for that.  He will know about it when he comes here.  
Oh Mum, come soon.  But I know you must stay till you
are told, and so must Dad.  By the time he comes here
I shall be able to help him and show him how to be an
angel too, and won.t that be fun to be able to teach
my own father!   
       
     [Lancelot relates how he visits other parts of
the world, and also going to watch the formation of
life on other planets, in between his own work and his
visits home to see his parents and family.  Then he
goes off to school which seems a long distance away,
and learns to work with colour rays].

May - June 1930

LANCELOT     I feel much older to you now Mum I know,
because I am grown up nearly now.   I didn't have to
dawdle along while my body grew, I just went on at
spirit rate, which is ever so fast compared to earth
growth.  I'm much older than I should have been on
earth.  
     I want to tell you a thing which is my greatest
work till now, and that is a tuning of minds to God's
waves of love.  I go where I see a mind out of tune,
all "jangle wangle" not a bit happy, and then I tune
it up to hear God's words so that it has love thoughts
instead of critical ones.  That's how I do it, by just
pouring out love over those gangling thoughts till God
is filling them up.   Of course I can't do it by
myself, but I am learning how to be a messenger of
God, and that is one BIG  WAY.   Granny (still on
earth) is a big God's messenger, only she doesn't
think so, but she is, much more than little me yet.   
I have only just begun to see how much more important
it is to cover up people's wrongnesses with love than
to make them unhappy over it.   
     I went away from earth to another star somewhere,
and they were having a grand procession of spirits of
colours.  Rays of light came where there were spirits
all collected together.  They all were shining ones,
and each made a colour of light, and all together they
made such a glory of light, like nothing on earth.  It
was for a show of beauty.  By coming together they
made more beauty than they could alone. 
     Another bit of my work is that I take colours of
light, which are healing rays, which you can't see,
and I turn them into people's minds, which need them
to make them well again.  They have to be the right
sort of colour for what each person needs.  So it is
very difficult work, only, of course, an angel is
there to show us which to take.  I find the people
sometimes who can be helped like that, because I'm
rather good at seeing into minds and I can see what is
the matter and whether light can help that one or not.
The angel said I was quite good at that.  

{At Bembridge, Norfolk) [where the copy of this book
was written and published]  

     I have learned what we call ghosts are.  People
give out some sort of fluid stuff called ectoplasm and
they make a shape of it which is like what they looked
like on earth, in their earth form.  They don't want
it after they learn to do without it, so they often
leave it off almost at once, and then it goes on in
the place where they left it.  It goes on doing over
again what they last did with it, and it isn't
anything to matter, because it's only ectoplasm, which
is only matter, and not anything of mind at all.  Only
when a new sort of atmosphere comes in the place, like
very big winds of mind thoughts, it sweeps it away
altogether, which is a very good thing because there
would be much too many ectoplasms  if they all stayed.
Only the people who want not to die leave ectoplasms.
The others just let it die in their bodies and go off
straight away as spirits, which is the sensible thing
to do, because ectoplasms are only a nuisance to
everyone. It comes of wanting to take their bodies
with them.    People who are suddenly killed when they
are quite well often do want to.  But when people are
glad to lose their bodies because they.ve been very
ill and weak, then they just go to sleep and are so
glad to be free when they wake.

August - September 1930

     I've been getting on in my work and I'm a good
ray-worker now, better than most for my age.  I trace
paths of rays for a long way, and bend them to help
people when they want their minds helped by rays.  I
can help quite grown-up people now even though I'm
still very young, but I can see so much further than
they can.
     I can't seem to let you see any new thing
properly because earth people can't be allowed to see
till they are here, because they have to go on using
brains, and brains would burst if they tried to take
in more than earth plane things.   So we can't make
them understand our plane, otherwise they would be
dead and come here, and they aren't ready yet.   You
can see a little, which anyone ought to be able to do,
but not more.  An angel told me that, because he was
afraid I wanted to try and make you see me now, which
you oughtn't to do now I'm out of my earth form.  

GRANDFATHER     All that he has written is as he found
it and clearly put for one so young in growth, but do
not expect to hear the same from others, for to each
comes a different medium of expression, and spirit
life is unbounded in variety.  All is true and all is
enclosed in the boundlessness of Love - God of all.

October - December 1930

LANCELOT     I went to see a battle of forces of minds
which didn't want to be in God, and they sent out
angry waves like a beginning of a storm and wanted
I, I,  I,  just themselves like that.  They
didn't see love of everybody else, and God just said
peace to them, but they couldn't understand, so they
were very miserable and I wanted so to help them.  But
my teacher said I couldn't till their fighting time
was over.  So I came away because they were making me
feel so bad about it.  Oh, Mum, why can't all minds be
good ones?  
     I went to a school for babies and found they were
teaching them awful things.  I was very upset over it,
and they told them to be uppish and selfish and to get
on and be rich and "down with" all sorts of things.  
I didn't understand but I saw their minds getting full
of wrong thoughts and I was very bothered as to what
to do.  But I told some of them different things and
they heard me in their hearts so I was happier, but it
isn't right to tell babies to be down with things they
don't know anything about.  I wish they'd stop that
sort of thing. [The Hitler youth shortly to emerge in
the 1930s, and now, the suicide bombers?] I've been
getting deeper into tangled minds now I'm getting
bigger.  I wasn't allowed to go where things were all
wrong at first, when I was little, but now I've got to
see it all, and help, and Mum,  I DO WANT TO HELP.
     I want to talk about music.  There is a sort of
exercise of spirits to make beauty come out of sounds
which you can't hear at all but they are going on all
round in space.  The vibrations are all just booming
till spirits come and change them into music.  It's
like exercising your body to make music.     
     I can't stop tonight because my work is rather a
big case tonight, of a boy who is frightened in the
dark.  So I must go to him at once.
     I've been to a different sort of world
altogether, not just round a sun, but curly ways like
a corkscrew, in a spiral.  It went ever so fast like
smoke but it was a small one, only big enough for life
to be all over it, only such a different sort of life.
It's no good me trying to tell you.  But Mum, it was
funny to see a corkscrew-moving world. [Did he see the
DNA helix?]  It had a shape all drawn out long, not
round like most, and it was flattened too, but it had
got like that from the way it moved.  It had started
in a different way to most, and was much too hot for
any kind of life like we can think of.  I didn't
suppose it had anything on it till I came close and
saw thoughts all buzzing on it, so I knew there was
some sort of life there.  They seemed to be thinking
hard of some funny things of their own which I
couldn't know about because they were so different to
people.  But they had thoughts, but no sort of body
life like ours.  They weren't high up spirits but only
beginnings.  â€“ coming back now, Mum.  I had to go in a
hurry to see to one of my boys who was going to a
wrong place.  They want me, Mum, so I must say
goodnight.  I'll come again soon.
      I'm a qualified teacher of ray healing now and
am going ahead like steam.  There is ever so much to
learn.  I can't tell you much because it's all so
different from your life now, but I'm able to help
lots of people in their bodies now and when they open
their minds by prayer I can give them such big help,
which is how people find faith.  Healing cures them
because some of us are there with healing light rays
to help them.  When they say "Yes, come!"  like that
then we do  more than we can with people with closed
minds.     
     With grown-ups, not babies, we take their minds'
highest thoughts and breathe our meanings into them.  
When someone is able to get very high in thoughts,
then we can  give that one a new meaning to his
thoughts, which is like hearing what we say, only
better.  People get new ideas how to make machinery
and so on from us, and they work it out.  It gives
them things for their brains to use.  I can't yet, but
Grandpapa does often help people like that.
     The work I have been doing lately is to find my
past rays of light which show me all my past self, not
just remembering but really seeing me, the real myself
really doing past things, and you can't think how
funny it is to be seeing one's past, like being
several people at once.  It's all joined on to ME,
it's all myself.  I had to begin a new sort of lesson
of past and future and how to see it all. I can see a
little bit ahead, but I can see lots of past, all of
my own and some of yours.  
     I was trying moon-ray bending and my rays were
very difficult to follow so I slipped and came against
a wall of selfishness.  a mind which couldn't let rays
in at all because it was all turned in to itself.  I
twisted my ray to turn into that mind, and it opened a
tiny bit outwards, and I was so pleased.   The rays DO
help such a lot, much more than just mind help.    
     I had to go in a hurry and catch a trial ray from
going wrong.  I wanted just to say a word for Dad, to
tell him I am his boy just the same, and can tell him
lots of hints now about his work and inventions if he
wants.  Only I don't know English words for things I
want to say.  We do it all by thoughts and we don't
need words so much here.  I can put things into his
mind like thoughts and then he can use them.

February 1931 

     It is a big veil of God which hangs round Earth
in golden light of love and we are it.  All we who
have got to my plane of being where I am now are
making that veil of golden love round earth and
helping all those earth people who love each other. 
We are God's love to them, and  it is such Wonder and
Beauty.
     I am so big now that you look quite little to me,
and I can see so much more than you know about.  Dad,
I am even bigger than you!  You don't know what I know
now.   I can't tell you because it isn't in your minds
yet, so there isn't anything to explain it by.  But
all of everything is God, and it is all of everything
good when you see it from where I can see from now.  I
see such wonderful lovely goods and the bads are
making goods all the time when you look at it
altogether, like we do here.
     So HUGE a glory of good and all of everything is
in it, and good.

[Here the communication leaves off.  This has been
just a few extracts from the 88 page collection,
"Letters from Lancelot" complied by R.M.T., Printed
by Dunstan & Co.  London. c.1931?          Richard]

I have included the previous and following
communications with nature spirits in the "Rescue" series, since it is only when we recognize the
existence of and start to work with these nature
spirits that we will be able to rescue the world from
the man-made ecological disasters which are fast
approaching us.


Roc and the Faun (concluded)

     The Faun who called himself Kurmos followed Roc 
(R. Ogilvie Crombie) through the streets of Edinburgh 
back to his apartment.  He was amused to think of the
sensation it might have caused had the faun been
visible to the passers-by.   Kurmos showed great
interest in the shelves of books.

KURMOS     What are they and why are there so many?
ROC     Facts, ideas and theories written down, put
into print and made up into books which can be read by
others.
KURMOS     Why?  You can get all the knowledge you
want by simply wanting it.
ROC     Humans can't do that very wonderful thing - at
least, not yet.  

     They sat for some time in silence and contented
harmony.  Then Kurmos got up to leave.  Roc opened the
door onto the landing, and the Faun passed him and ran
lightly down the stairs.  As he reached the bottom
step, he faded out. 

     Roc met Kurmos again on his visits to the
Gardens, and also Pan, the nature spirit in charge of
the whole elemental kingdom as well as of the animal,
vegetable and mineral kingdoms.   Pan is not a being
restricted to one place.  Pan is the Greek word for
all or everywhere.  So Pan is a universal energy,
which is constantly found throughout the whole of
nature.  He could appear personified in many different
places at the same time. The primary state of nature
spirits is a light body,  a whirl or vortex of
energy in constant motion.  Like a fine mist, it glows
with colored light, sometimes one single color,
sometimes two or more which do not mix but remain
separate like the colors of a rainbow.  It frequently
changes color and is often covered with a multitude of
fine curved lines.  These are usually golden but can
be other colors.  They appear to flow like liquid in a
pipe, forming continually changing patterns of
incredible beauty.  These light bodies differ from
each other in size and brilliancy, varying from pastel
shades to strong, bright colours.  It is possible to
see and communicate with these light bodies.  
     However, the elementals or nature spirits cannot
carry out their work with plants in these pure bodies.
In this work they use the energies channeled to them
by the devas to build up an etheric body for each
plant, according to its archetypal pattern.  The plant
grows and develops within this etheric body.  In order
to fulfill their task, the nature spirits too must
take on an etheric body.  

     On Midsummer Eve a few years later (1972)  Kurmos
again appeared in the Gardens.

ROC     This reminds me of our first meeting when you
asked why human beings are so stupid.
KURMOS     We find human behaviour amusing at times,
but so often it is destructive, cruel and horrible, or
so it appears to us.  We try to understand but it
isn't easy.  We know there are those who love nature. 
No doubt they would love us if they could see us.  Why
can you see us so clearly?
ROC     I suppose I am a privileged person, one of
those chosen to link with Pan and help to renew the
old contact between mankind and the nature spirits.
PAN  [Suddenly appearing opposite them].     You were
chosen because you are suited to the task.  Your
entire life has been a training and preparation for
this.   Your lower self and your physical body had to
be trained and conditioned for many years before this
level could be reached.  Because of your makeup and
the work you have to do, you see me and my subjects as
if we were part of the material world.  
ROC     This makes sense to me, but I cannot wish to
see a nature spirit and immediately do so, however
hard I try.
PAN     It is done from our side, when a particular
entity wishes to become visible to you.  Your
sensitivity, like a spotlight, then enables you to
see.   The moment you think of an entity you are in
immediate communication with it.  The one-way contact
is always there, but being aware of the response
usually needs training or at least practice.  It is
very subtle and easily missed.
ROC     There are many who would genuinely and
sincerely like to share my experiences and I am
frequently asked how they can set about it.
PAN    And you hedge and say, Some day you probably
will if your faith is strong enough.  Don't try too
hard, it will just happen at the unexpected moment. 
You also tell them to follow your example and live in
comparative isolation in the country for ten years, as
you did yourself.
ROC     I do, and most of them haven't the time and it
might mean giving up too much.
PAN     There is always time for the important things.



There we will leave these dialogues with nature
spirits.  There is a whole literature on the subject,
and a small book by H.K. Challoner "Regents of the
Seven Spheres" has several coloured illustrations of
different Devas.   She was inspired to write a series
of books after having been given a reading at a public
Spiritualist meeting, when the medium saw her guide
standing beside her, ready to start work with her. 

Several books are available from the Findhorn
community itself, by the founders, Eileen and Peter
Caddy, and by other teachers who resided there,
including Dorothy MacLean (Divina),  Roc himself,
David Spangler and William Irwin Thompson.
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The Return of Hugh Dowding, Roc, Harry Edwards and
Gandhi on the other side.

Through the clairaudient mediumship of Cynthia
Sandys we are fortunate to be brought in touch again
with Hugh Dowding, Roc, Tudor Pole and others who
played such a large part in rescue work while they
were alive on earth. There are more reports to
include in this series from Hugh Dowding while he was
still with us here, but in the next few episodes I
want to show how the rescue work continues on the
planes beyond. 
We also have to acknowledge the indispensable
contribution all our mediums past and present have
made to our understanding of the workings of spirit on
both sides of the veil. We would still be stumbling in
the dark, if we hadn’t been aided over the centuries
by their gifts, talents and hard work dedicated to
help, heal and enlighten us. This series is compiled
from almost 200 years of archives from many sources 
representing every form of mediumship from
clairvoyance, clairaudience, independent direct voice 
and trance addresses to automatic and inspirational
writing. I feel that due recognition and thanks have
never been given to mediums for their tireless
devotion to working for spirit and for tending to the
needs of their sitters. Hopefully this series has
brought some more of their past work into the light of
day, and will lead to the recognition of mediumship as
essential to our understanding of the truth of life.

The following quotes are taken from “The Awakening
Letters” edited and copyright by Cynthia Sandys and
Rosamond Lehmann, published by Neville Spearman,
Great Britain, 1978. ISBN 0 85978 033 3

Cynthia’s brother Joe served as a diplomat for
forty odd years, and after his death continued to
travel the world, especially to places of high
spiritual power and energy. 
With regard to rescue work, he told his sister when
sleeping or in meditation to “push your finer body out
of your physical. See and feel yourself passing from
room to room, from person to person, as you do on the
healing ray. See yourself in the hospital or the
private house with your patients. We are just
welcoming the Arch Healer, Harry Edwards, over here. 
He is a great fellow. What a lot of barriers he has
contested and overcome!”
Joe worked with Cynthia’s husband and a Polish
priest, Father Andrew Glazewski, for the enlargement
of consciousness on both sides of the veil. There are
a great number of people who can’t believe in spirit,
and although intelligent, they cannot accept the
Divine ray, or the Christ ray, directly. It is so far
beyond our range, for most of us. But after allowing
it to pass through the great Earth Spirit, it becomes
us. 
Father Andrew said “There have always been the
few who can accept the sense of the Divine direct, but
those who can’t, and they are in a vast majority, we
must accept the medium of the Earth Spirit. 
“Roc [Olgilvie Crombie] is here with me, and he
asserts the same thing. He says, ‘Pan came into my
physical vision in order to make this more plain and
concrete. God moves in a mysterious way, his wonders
to perform.’”
Hugh Dowding communicated with Muriel, his
second wife, through the mediumship of Ena Twigg, as
we have already mentioned. But he also met Joe on the
other side, who mentioned he had been seeing a lot of
him and that Hugh had taken him over to the U.S.A. at
the time of some dispute between Lockheed and
Rolls-Royce [in the 1970s]. He was still interested
in aircraft design, and was always full of enthusiasm 
over technological advances. He said that through
the knowledge of speed we were gaining a new etheric
sense in the body, and that the greater our conquest
of space and speed, the more channels we were opening
in the human aura towards the acceptance of things
quite outside the track of ordinary human thinking. 
That was what youth was trying to do in 
their rebellion (in the 1970s) against the rat race. 
In all the mess and instability of life, humanity was
growing up. That was his view.

On a later occasion, Hugh Dowding came
directly to Cynthia when she was visiting Craignish,
in Argyll. He told her it was a Devic place of high
quality. “There is so much I would like to tell you.
I find that most of my crowd seem to have learnt a
good deal after coming over. We none of us guessed
the intensity of loving or of being loved. One simply
cannot face the earthly callousness and indifference
to suffering mental and physical. We have a most
heterogeneous group, many diplomats, including your
brother, and people like [Lord] Halifax, [once Viceroy
of India, Foreign Minister and war-time Ambassador in
Washington] whom I also knew. He is way beyond me, but
tremendously influential. We all grow and develop
under the immediate influence of each other. Someone
actually came and thanked me for the help he’s been
given through my vibrations! No one was more
astonished than I! 
“Don’t lose touch with us. It’s a most important
moment [for human development in these times], and
there are very few of you [mediums] about.”

He had been examining the planets. He saw that
ours was a very small solar system, but that we had
been given a leading role in its development and
growth. “It remains for us to help construct thought
bodies and perhaps psychic bodies which are able to
live and to work and to grow under quite different
conditions. Some of the bigger planets are almost
unformed, where we can grow the etheric or astral
forms who evolve with the planet. Neptune and Uranus
come into this category; while on earth we are
creating the minds with which to fashion these
advancing worlds.
“It’s a great project, when our earth seems to be
in such turmoil, but the output of advanced souls from
these conflicting areas is enormous. They seem to
conclude their physical evolution here and then go on
to the astral and the etheric to work on the next
planet of their choice. Very many have been chosen
from India because of their advanced astral and
etheric bodies. Here in Europe [and North America] we
are so practical and down to earth that to us is given
the power to enter the auras of Mars and Venus.”

When Hugh Dowding had got used to etheric travel,
he went with the medium’s brother Joe on expeditions
to Mount Everest. Their purpose was to bring back the
vibrations from the great peaks to strengthen the
power point at Chartres Cathedral. He found himself
skimming up the valleys and lower slopes to the foot
of the great climb. There, he said, “I became
suddenly and completely at one with ice and snow, and
able to meet and flow into it. I became a snowflake,
an icicle; and all the carefree joy of living which
these elements possess became mine. Each step was a
progress in sensing new ways of loving and entering
into the outer skin of our great earth body. I became
quite unconscious of Joe or anyone around me,
excepting the varied layers of etheric beings and
nature spirits. 
As we rose, I saw these spirits rising to great
vibratory power, until I began to see and hear the
great communions of the peaks, the harmony within the
discord of this immense instrument for conducting,
duplicating, preserving, storing and eventually
dispensing the God-consciousness among men. [The
power here was evidently vastly greater than that
experienced between the twin peaks on the Mountain in
Ireland which Dowding had visited during his lifetime.
R.R.] It was so awesome in its grandeur – the
communion between the Great Spirits and the Almighty –
that I felt myself an unworthy eavesdropper. 
Immediately there stood beside me a radiant figure. 
I questioned ‘Why am I here and unable to reach and
absorb this marvelous wisdom?’ Over the glittering
expanse of light came a voice unlike anything I have
ever heard before, telling me to BE STILL AND KNOW. 
The figure of Light came close to me, and I began to
feel the power to become absorbed by the outer
tentacles of this radiating presence – I saw and
understood. But no words can frame the sense of utter
holiness which enveloped me. It was beyond my power
to hold it for long, but what I held I knew would be
mine from that moment to eternity.”

Joe himself talked about the rescue work which
was being done in Chartres Cathedral: “As I walked in
I met a crowd of etherics, some were coming out
radiant, others were going in depressed. Some were
in their sleep bodies, others were being taken by
friends, having just come over in pain or some other
great distress and needing special treatment. 
They were all taken into the center of the nave,
where the stone circle lies, to rest and readjust
themselves, before having what the helpers called ‘the
great experience’. Some were paralysed, some were in
great mental distress. I saw the helpers
straightening out their limbs , and upon them all the
wonderful rays of colour fell from the rose window. 
To each came a different colour according to their
need. The mentally disturbed ones were given green,
the depressed blue and soft shades of pinks and reds;
and the utterly worn out were embedded in golden rays
and so on.”

Joe met an old friend there from his youth,
Hilda, who showed him the healing techniques. She
said nearly everyone came over in the state of
depression and fear. Very, very few came willingly,
which was why so many gravely ill people hung on for
so long. She helped an ill old man who came over in
his sleep by placing him in a blue ray edged with
gold, to enable him to wake up slowly. A woman who
had been mentally disturbed was given the green ray
with a glorious suffusion of gold to calm her. This
turned into a radiant blue, her tortured features
relaxed and she slept. A rather miserable child was
also soothed and allowed to sleep.
Then another woman was brought in. She was
irritable and annoyed that more was not being done for
her.

WOMAN I told the Doctor, I knew he was wrong. I
got worse and worse with those pills and no other
treatment and now…..
HILDA Well, how do you feel now?
WOMAN Who are you? You are not my nurse – why
isn’t she here? I rang my bell.
HILDA Yes, and then you left your body and came
away with me, don’t you remember?
WOMAN Yes, of course, you came in that lovely
dress of gold; it was like a ray of sunshine, and when
I thought you were going to leave me I cried, and you
said, ‘Come with me,’ and I came! Whatever made me do
that?
HILDA Your knowledge that no healing could reach
you in that place. Now we are going to heal you with
rays of light, and you are going to sleep. 

A look of wonder came over the woman’s face and
she relaxed into a smile and allowed herself to sink
on to an etheric bench and sleep.

Hilda whispered to Joe, “Come into the Sanctuary.
This is only the beginning. Many of those sleeping
in the nave will get no further at present. They
will wake up and go out into the plane of awakening,
but those who are further advanced wake up and drift
into the Sanctuary quite naturally. Here we have the
vibrations of memory, and the development of wisdom
whose vibrations can only be manipulated by very
advanced people.” Hilda introduced Joe to one
of them, and Joe sensed a current of power which came
with her vibrations.

Joe first met Gandhi in spirit when he was in the
Himalayas and visited his Ashram. He was sitting in
prayer and sending thoughts into the minds of his
closest followers.
After talking awhile with Joe, Gandhi took him
to an Ashram on earth where an old priest was slowly
dying of hunger. Gandhi began speaking to his spirit
body, calming him, while Joe held tightly on to the
cord which connected the bodies, so that he didn’t
float onto the next plane. 
“After a few moments Gandhi relaxed and so did I,
and to my surprise, on looking down at our old priest,
who had been just a shriveled husk of humanity, I saw
a sleeping man, quite well nourished and in perfect
health. Gandhi laughed and said. ‘That is what we can
do together, but we must unite.’ That was my first
experience. Since then I have been through many more.
I hold the physical to the astral cord, and the
essence of life is poured back into the empty physical
body until it gains the power to live without food.
So, on waking, the old priest found himself in a
normal condition. He got up and continued his duties
as a priest among the starving, dying people. But he
no longer needed food or rest, and he carried a
certain radiance in his body, which was not
perceptible in daylight; and he possessed powers to
calm and heal the tortured souls. 
“In Pakistan and India, there’s the epidemic
I’ve been sent over to see. They have faith in
rebirth but no compassion for suffering. That is
quite horrifying, even for me, or perhaps more so
here, because we can see and smell the cruel unfeeling
rays much more easily than you can. So I now
understand how those rare people who give themselves
completely to the cause of eradicating suffering in
any form, animal or human, gather to themselves a
spirit body of compassion which has very much the same
vibration as the Christ Ray. I see now how
inextricably interwoven our mental and physical bodies
are. I can see the way love in one personality can
bring peace out of chaos around others, and I was
shown how to throw my light over the bodies of the
people I was helping, letting the light flow from my
hands out into their auras.”

[to be continued]

40  Rescue work, and Nature Spirits in North America. 

By the time he had been over the other side for eighteen months,  Joe,  the diplomat brother of clairaudient medium Cynthia Sandys had already been helping others pass.   Here are one or two more communications from him. 

“In the haunted hotel on the island, I saw and spoke to several wraiths (ghosts) who were most unhappy and horrified.  I discovered that they had been executioners and as their lives were sought by all the townsfolk, they went in fear of the lives; and after their lives – which all seem to have ended violently – they continued in this state.  I said:

JOE     What are you afraid of?

SPIRITS   (answering in turn).    Everything, excepting you, you bring such a sense of calm.

JOE     Have you never left this island?

SPIRIT     No.  No.  We can’t leave it.  If we do, we shall be killed horribly.

JOE     But you are already dead.  You can’t suffer bodily pain any more.

SPIRITS  (They all looked astonished).     But we are alive – we have bodies.

JOE     Yes so have I, but I have been dead for eighteen months.

SPIRIT   Can you help us escape from the island?

JOE    Yes, at once!

Greatly to their astonishment, we all floated out through the ceiling.

SPIRIT  (talking to another).   He must be right you know, I could never have done this before.

On landing, they caught sight of a car on the wharf, and asked me what it was.  I realized that they were still living in the Fifteenth century, so explained briefly that it was a kind of travelling coach.  They looked puzzled and asked where the horses were, as they saw it move without any.  I tried to tell them that it was now several centuries since their death in the body, but they frankly refused to believe a word of it, so I said, ‘Well, go off, and find out for yourselves.’

Coming back a little time later, they clung to me and said they’d seen no one they knew, the whole place was changed, and no one spoke to them.  I explained that they were invisible to those in the body, being now in their spirit-bodies, but they couldn’t take it, and kept on reverting to their old lives.

Then suddenly, one of them stood up and groaned, ‘Look, look, there is Alexis.’   And looking in the same direction I saw a man who might have belonged to their period.  He came towards us and on recognizing them, he said with horror, ‘You!  You here?  I thought I’d left you behind forever.’

My party were cowering in terror by this time and I was trying to shield them.  I asked the stranger what he had against them.

‘Against them?  They are the executioners.  I was one of their victims.’

‘Don’t worry,’  I replied.  They are now your victims.  Look at them.’

And with that he laughed and said, ‘Yes.  It’s all over really.  It was just a sense of the old bitterness.  Now it has passed, and I will help them.’   Which he proceeded to do, and gaining courage, they left me, to follow him.”

“Wondering what happens to the millions of people who come over with no one to help, I found myself in a rather rich house, with an old man [named Rob] just passing out of his earth body.  He had been a real tycoon in industry and very rich.  His poor old wife couldn’t face life without him.  He’d always done everything and now she was alone.  I sensed that they had no children, and he’d been so successful that he’d alienated most of his contemporaries, and there he stood outside his body, a grey, frightened individual completely alone.

I went up to him and spoke  some sort of a welcome to show he wasn’t quite alone.  He heard me, looked round the room.

ROB     How did you get in?

JOE   [pointing to his corpse on the bed].  You’re in the next world.

ROB     What have you done to me?  Have you killed me?

JOE     No.  You must remember your illness.   Well now you have died , according to the doctor, but you see, there is no death, only a change of body; how do you feel?

ROB     I don’t know who you are, and you’ve no right to be here, get out.

JOE     Of course, if you say so.  But then you will be quite alone.

ROB     No, I didn’t mean that, you can stay, you are only a voice anyhow.   (Then he began to see me).  Oh, you’re not only a voice – you are a man!  Well how do you see me and my wife doesn’t?  Can you tell me that?

JOE     Yes, you are an etheric now;  you have left your physical body for ever.

ROB     That can’t be true, this is just a dream and a very worrying one too.  I’ll wake up in a moment.  (He went over to the bed and tried to overlay his body, but it was cold and repellant).  Can’t do it.  Well, come and help me whoever you are.  Anyway, I’m NOT DEAD!

     “But he was so exhausted that I was able to persuade him to lie down on a sofa in his own room and in a moment he was asleep.     I knew he would wake before his funeral and need help, so I kept a tab on him and sent out messages to find out his condition.  When people began to come into his room I feared he would wake, and so he did.   Looking up suddenly he saw me and said:

ROB     Hello, you here again.  Who the devil ARE you?

JOE     Not the devil, just a guide to explain and help you to deal with this new situation.

ROB     What situation?     Oh yes I know you said I was dead.  Well that’s a good joke;  I’m fine, simply grand, better than I’ve been for years.  I haven’t woken up as fresh as this for a long time.

JOE     Wouldn’t you like to come outside and have a breath of fresh air?

ROB     No I’d prefer to stay here.  If as you say I’m dead, then I’ll prove to the wife that I’m nothing of the sort.

JOE     Well, go and try, but remember you are in a different body now and she can’t see you.

ROB     Well that’s as may be;  I don’t feel ghostly or airy fairy – I’ll have a try.    (So saying, he got up and started to walk out of the room swaying badly.  I took his arm).   What’s wrong with me?  I’ve not been drinking, but I can’t walk steady.  

JOE     You have to learn to walk with your new body.

ROB      Oh stop talking all that trash, here I am just as I was in my old pyjamas, there’s no change.

JOE     Well go on and see.

“The door was shut, he seized the handle and tried to turn it, but his hand slipped off the polished surface, and the effort he made sent him through the door!  That shook him.   The stairs were the next obstacle.  He held on to me and floated down quite comfortably.  ‘Like sliding down the banisters as a boy,’ he murmured.   We came to his wife’s sitting room.  Again the door offered no barrier, but he began to feel uncertain of himself.   His wife was writing letters and crying as she did so.

ROB     Hettie, Hettie, don’t cry, I’m all right.   Hettie don’t you hear me?  (He tried to shake her arm, but he could get no grip. He yelled into her ear, but she took no notice.  He became exasperated).  Has she gone daft?   

JOE     No!  But YOU’VE changed.  You’ve passed through two doors;  you floated own the stairs, and now you expect her to hear your voice which has no material vibrations.  Go up to that large mirror and breathe on it – can you see your breath?

ROB     No!  But what am I to do:  Than goodness you ARE here, I can see you and you can see me and hear me, otherwise I’d go mad.

JOE      Do you know or care for anyone who has already died?

ROB     Oh yes, plenty, but how do I reach them?

JOE     By thinking of them, your thought calls them.

ROB     That doesn’t seem sensible, but I’ll follow your instructions.

     “I urged him out into the garden.  I wanted to get him away from his weeping wife.  There were some chairs under a tree and I said: ‘Sit down and think.’   He sat, but not on the chairs.  He floated above them and complained that I’d put one of those damned air cushions under him.  All the same he was quieter, and he soon began to think of his old friends.”

ROB     There was George who died last year.  No, he had had a terrible illness, he couldn’t be alive now.

JOE     He is, just think of him and call him.

ROB     George, this is silly but I’d be right glad to see you.   (In  a few seconds the form began to appear of a quite healthy middle-aged man).   Oh George, how did you get here?

GEORGE     I heard your call.  Have you come over too, Rob?   (For  a few moments the two old friends compared notes and were so relieved to find each other.  Their conversation rumbled on,  Rob becoming calmer and more content and eventually he slept).

JOE  (to George).     What about you, are you an established etheric?

GEORGE     Well not quite, but I’m getting accustomed.  I’ll look after him.  Thank you for looking after and helping old Rob.  You know he’s not a bad sort really.

Joe left the sleeping man to George’s care, and went off to continue with his other work.

Elementals and Nature Spirits of North America.

Probably a lot has been written about the spirits of the land over here  by indigenous writers, but here is an account made by a Scandinavian writer,  Signe Toksvig, compiled from the unpublished manuscript of a Dutch clairvoyant, Mrs. Dora van Gelder Kunz, who has published other books on healing, the aura and fairies.   This article first appeared in an edition of “Light” magazine some years ago.  Here are a few extracts: 

“One fairy spirit is found in various sizes and colourings nearly everywhere on earth.   He is found in the New England woods as a green creature.  He is small, some two feet six, and rather human in form, but the material of his body is in the nature of a cloud of coloured gas, and in fact is exactly that, only so fine that it is beyond the lightest we know.   It is held together in a form, since it is not just chemical substance but living substance, with life saturating and holding it.  His movements are due to his desire to be somewhere and to do something.  The denser part of his body is emerald green, and it has an inner organ, a glowing, pulsating center.  On rare occasions when he is curious or tries to think, his head glows a little also.  His heart center has one peculiarity.  He can control it and that is how he gets into touch with things around him, especially living beings.  When he wants to respond to the plant, he makes his heart beat at the same pulse rate as the plant.  This synchronism unifies them.  Each kind of nature spirit comes into the world with a limited and definite range of rhythmic power, according to his personal nature and his species. 

His work, and his pleasure too, is to help growth in nature.  That seems to be the function of the whole realm of nature spirits, from the primitive “elementals” through the fairy kingdom and to the “angels,” or the highly developed beings who are at the top of the line of evolution, or hierarchy.  They are as superior to the fairy spirits as man is to the animals.

The fairy spirits in this description are not unlike animals and children, to whom they respond most willingly.  They like to play at dressing up, which they do by drawing “the denser part of the ether about with will power, and conceiving a thought garment, or even changing their form.  Most of them are deficient in concentration and so they do not keep up the show for any length of time.”  

Dora conveys in her accounts the beauty, serenity and majesty in the upper reaches of the hierarchy of nature spirits.    They inhabit all the elements, earth, air, fire and water.  Most of them do not have physical bodies, but some of them do.

Even a sun-baked boulder has in it the faint stirring of personality.  Like and dislike are known to the rock.  The tree spirits, which are the trees’ souls, have as marked and differing personalities as the races of mankind.  

Among the water spirits  there is an off-shore kind which is small, merry, round and full of energy which they enjoy conveying to swimmers, those just taking a dip, and even those who walk by the sea. This renews and invigorates the humans’ energy.  

In the Rockies great spirits dwell, ruling the peaks.  They convey a sensation of strength and royalty, and kings they are, ruling over many inhabitants of the fairy kingdom.   

Of all the earth spirits, the aristocrats are in the Grand Canyon.  Unlike the little green spirits of the New England woods, those who dwell in the earth are vivid in colouring.  One is purple and fire colour, another is brown streaked with red.  There is great local variation even among the common wood and garden fairy spirits.  In Florida there are scarlet and purple ones, horizontally banded.   In California golden ones, sometimes in solid colour and sometimes striped with pale shades.  In the North-Western States they are blue and also of a delicate lavender.  But those in the Grand Canyon are unusually intelligent, and they have greater power of concentration.   They also convey a sense of great joy.  The Angel of the Grand Canyon is the Master of a workshop in which is felt the closeness to the innermost secrets of nature. 

These angels are the beings who guide the much more elementary spirits in their work.   They are very positive beings, even though they sometimes have to do with destruction in the service of life.  

Dora was able to communicate with these spirits as did Tudor Pole, through a process of thinking not with words but with images, with a type of feeling or clairsentience.  The process is slow with the less evolved, and too fast with the higher nature spirits.    She had a talk with the Angel of Biscayne Bay about the hurricanes that struck Miami in the 1920s.  She writes “We were in Miami not long after the two hurricanes.  I asked the Angel of the Bay to tell me about it.  He did so by giving me a great number of mental pictures combined with feeling.  There is only one difficulty in talking with an angel.  What he considers to be one idea is to us about twenty, and one is always behind him in catching his ideas.

A hurricane is a necessary discharge of accumulated energies, and the nature spirits of the land don’t like it, but, being fatalists and realists, knowing better than us that life is a flowing in and out of forms, they accept the disaster and only try to save what they can.

The Angel of Miami through it all gave off strong waves of steadiness to people and to his fairy spirits.  He is a large calm person, who has a sense of enjoyment in living, encouraged by the country in his charge and its climate.  He feels rather kindly towards Miami, in distinction to angelic attitudes generally towards our cities, because he appreciates the fact that indirectly it means more farms and fruit orchards, which are all life and experiment and opportunity for him and his workers.  But he did not like the real estate boom, because it meant wanton destruction of verdure and the landscape, and this, like the useless wiping out of forests in the North-West, is resented.”

The Mississippi is a Being, not an Angel, but really quite like Old Man River, a magnificent personalized force, only a trifle clumsy in his amusements.

The giant redwood trees in Northern California also have giant personalities, but with them it is not so easy to talk “because their thoughts are concerned with remote ages, and it takes time for them to take an interest in new things.”  One great tree spirit called up for her a scene from the past when trees and people understood each other and saluted each other as they went by.  Now they feel that humanity is alien.  The attendant fairy spirits around were interested, however.  They wanted to know about motor cars.  Like the faun Kurmos who talked with Roc, they thought it so funny for people to sit in little boxes in order to move about.  

The island angels, however, understand about cars and some of our other inventions.   In the San Juan group off Seattle, there is an angel in charge whose very aim it is to make a haven for weary humanity.  He has saturated the group of islands with his friendly atmosphere.  He is of a steady, slow temperament, full of kindly wisdom.  His fairy spirits follow his wish that they are to be welcoming to human beings, there must be no barriers.   He tries to help island visitors to develop along their own line of growth.  Many people feel his benign presence even if they do not know of his existence.

The nature spirits are brimming around us, on every part of the planet, and happiness results in the mere belief that such a world exists.  Knowledge and certainty about this natural process  would come in due course, along with the ability to see it, through clairvoyance, or etheric vision. 

Chapter 41 Rescue Circles.    Researchers and mediums return.  A hangman speaks out against capital punishment. Helping lost spirits.

      We still have some rescue cases from Air Chief Marshal Hugh Dowding to present, and some more experiences and communications with the other side.   It is interesting to note that most of those who have contributed to Spiritualism during their lifetimes, either as researchers or mediums have themselves,  after their passing,  come through other mediums.      To mention a few of those whose work we have records of from both sides of the veil which we have used in this series, we can name  W.T. Stead, Canon Pakenham Walsh, Frederic Myers, Oliver Lodge, Emanuel Swedenborg, Raynor Johnson, Isaac Funk,  Conan Doyle,  Tudor Pole,  A.D.  Mattson, Douglas Fawcett, Maurice Barnanell, and Hugh Dowding himself.    Their communications came through the mediumship of Mrs. Cecil Cook, Grace Cooke, Margaret Flavell, Ena Twigg, Kendrick Johnson, Estelle Roberts, Kenneth Richmond, Leslie Flint, Geraldine Cummins, Marie Cherrie, Hester Dowden, Cynthia Sandys and many others, to all of whom we are greatly indebted. .

All of us will continue to live on after our death, not just these well-known personalities. So the information we have received is a great help to us in our preparation for the next life, as well as giving us a greater purpose in this present life. 

The picture we have built up of the other side has also been given to us piece by piece, detail by detail, by all our loved ones, our own friends and relatives who have communicated with us over the years, proving to us that they still exist, and they have consoled us with thoughts of love and kindness and even trying, with good intentions, to interfere with our lives, if that was their previous nature!  We also have our guides, angels and helpers at our side, whether we are aware of them or not.

Part of the rescue work is to help those who have no knowledge of spirit, and especially those low souls who may try to obsess or possess us.  The casting out or exorcism of so-called demons or evil spirits, is a side of our work as Spiritualists which must not be ignored, although it is best left to experts.  Not only do the mentally ill still need help, but also the ignorant spirits possessing them.  Capital punishment,  forced exorcisms and consigning evil spirits to eternal damnation is not the way of Spiritualism.  Help can be given to every spirit, however evil, but such work needs trained specialists and strong mediums to help the work of guides and rescuing spirits on the other side.   The reason why traditional exorcisms are so dangerous and are sometimes ineffective is because the possessed person is rescued while the obsessing spirit is not.  He or she is damned and sent to hell or oblivion.  So understandably the spirit resists ejection, and puts up a fight, using the energy of the team of exorcists to amplify the dramatic phenomena.  If the spirit were sent into the light, or the prophet’s light, or the Divine Light of forgiveness, were invoked for them s well as for the victim, there might be a calmer, more successful outcome.  The obsessing spirit might not immediately reform, but it would be sent by helpers to where it could do no further harm, and eventually wake up and itself be motivated to seek help to progress and reform, as in the case of King  Henry VIII reported in this series.    Richard Rowley

Now, first let us look at another case from Lord Dowding.  This was the spirit of a brutal British public hangman from over 200 years ago.

“I was a truly brutal type of man, such as hardly ever is known, for I had the work of trying to hang these poor people that did wrong.

I had no idea how terribly wicked I was, and thought I did a brave thing that most would be too squeamish to do, in ridding the earth of monsters of wickedness.

How awful I found my mistake, for I was met by one I had killed. He forgave me, and asked me to be his friend, for he had few friends as he had not made many, and these had left him when he had become a killer.  But I  was a killer too, so he hoped I could be friendly with him.

I had a terrible shock in meeting him at all, for I had no thought of such people living any more.  In fact I had given little thought to anything that mattered.

I was just a man who felt impelled to be brave, and had chosen this dreadful way.  I found my line at the expense of others.   I now know the awful crime this is, to kill a man; especially in cold blood, and a man so terribly unprepared to die.  For nearly all are quite unprepared to look to be led, after death, and wander unhappily looking to find help among hard-hearted people who care nothing for them.   I had a true feeling that it was a bright thing to kill these poor people, but I was the worst killer of all.  Though not so wicked as the men who told me to do this work, for I only obeyed orders.

I think no one who thinks the kind of thought I now have to think can be a doubter any more, that no life should ever be taken in cold blood.  This cold-blooded murder is always the worst kind of killing, for there is no sorrow or love to help the poor unfortunate man who has not been successful in finding a true purpose for his life, so needs love and help in being assisted to his line.

For all have a line to God, and this murder of men is the murder of God.  However depraved he may be, this depravity of execution is the failure to find God in any way at all. This means failure to find loving purpose in life.  This is the worst failure a man can make, for he has no hope of being an individual, but must give up and go back to animal again [as a pack of  animals hunting, and so, tribal warfare and the brutality of acts like the “Rape of Nanking” (1937).  A Japanese officer in that attack described how he and his company lost all humanity and acted like animals towards the Chinese…. And so it is in all acts of war. But that is another debate.  Richard R.].

I know now that this is the case with several whom I killed, but I cannot help them, for I helped no criminals in earth life, so now I must stand helpless to be a comforter of them, even when I see them killed as I killed. 

But I try to meet them, but this is hard for they cannot see me unless they look for someone to lead them.  Some do, but some never think to look for any sort of help at all, but only think of despair.  This is awful, for they can see nothing but blackness, if they look for no light.  I try to be a bit of light, for I was almost despairing when I found what I had been doing to these poor spirits.  But I cannot do much, for I am too weak to do much myself in such horrible darkness, for this needs strength and love to reclaim such spirits. 

That is true that many mothers have met their poor sons, but some are in no helping condition, for they were despairing too.  This is often the reason of their child’s despair, because they despaired; then the baby sees only blackness instead of love, and  wonders if there is any love in the world from the very beginning. 

I wish people would try loving such children, however unlovable they may seem, for this is the only way to help them to be their true selves, as all can be,  but so few are.

I will try to help more now, for this is the earth  wave that I use,  which can sometimes reach the wanderers, but I do not understand how.   Perhaps I can be helped by many others who love these poor people, then we will meet them with more strength.  I think I am the bolter of doors in the spirit world, for I try to bolt the doors of blackness and turn those away who wish to despair. 

I hope I will now be more successful with this troop to give me help, though I do not understand how.

I was the man that did this terrible work long ago, for I had dreadful times myself, being helped by this man I had killed.  He had only been a killer because he was chased, for he had robbed.  But not because he needed things, but because he was brave too and had a longing to do some daring thing.  This is how he found his line, for it is the same as mine.  We both seek to do brave things; this line of courage makes us brave to be daring now in helping others who are brave in defying all help.   But this is not easy, so please love us, to help too.   This is all you can perhaps do.  It there is a man who is brave and not helpful, try to let him know bravery is a true line to God, but he should be loving too. 

I have the task to try to think of my name.  It was Philip Polperro.  Yes, I think, but I am not sure.  I was so lost.   But I know I was in this London, and in the time of the king that was trying to be king of India.  

I am a very low spirit, but I try to love, and be higher by being a helper to these poor spirits who wander lost in darkness and fog.  Be loving to them please.” 

Another spirit doing rescue work was a former stretcher bearer at the time of the Dunkirk evacuation in 1940.  He reports:

“It is true that many are lost for a long time; but not to be endured [experienced] as time, for time is not, there. 

I think illness is often the means of saving them from being lost at all, and they can be taught to look for help as a child, and to try to see, then they will have a true attitude of spirit when they die, and will find help easily.

I think it is better to suffer trouble in earth life than to be wandering spirits lost on earth in confusion after death. They often try to help themselves,  though in vain, through the passers-by who can neither see nor hear them, though they could help by loving each other.  This gives loving rays that make it possible to light up the fog.    Love is the first thing that becomes visible to the spirit after death.  I think this is strange, but it is true.  These helpless spirits had not even looked to find love or they would have seen it.  

I think the shock of sudden death is truly difficult for some who have  not tried to love or look to be loved except in a purely natural instinctive sort of way.

I hope others may now hear of this, for this is love directly applied, and a far better means of finding these truly lost;  for this too is true. They are not visible to spirits as they cannot assume a spirit form without some recognition that they are spirit, tacit or actual.  It is truly terrible that many are really missing like this.  I hope love can find them all, for many are searching.        William Martindale.

Spirits like the above are difficult to rescue, as observed  Joe, the deceased brother-in-law of medium Kenneth Richmond.  He died in battle in the first world war, and came through in June and July of 1918 with these messages.

“Rescue of the dull, in many ways is more difficult than the rescue of the wicked.  The dull are like a lighted [kerosene] lantern of which the glasses are so smoked on the inside that no light can shine through.  They can only be rescued by those who have learnt to sense the light within although they cannot see it.   But the glasses cannot be cleaned from outside, but only from within.

A battlefield as it is seen from the other side has nothing of the din and smoke, and the physical horror.  Those don’t matter at all, in so far as the impression of them remains in the minds of those who come over. 

My first impression is of a chaos of forms striving, each striving to free himself, he does not know from what, he does not know what he is striving forwards.

Our work is to help them, and I wonder if you can understand how that help is carried out.  In reality we have to give them the thoughts and feelings that will help them, first of all sympathy, then the feeling that we understand and can explain things, so that they will trust us and allow us to help them.  In reality it is those thoughts and feelings that we give and we have to think jolly hard to see just what each one really needs, and to give it him. But in appearance we have to do a great deal to make things easy for their minds.  There is a certain amount of harmless pretence, more than harmless, helpful;  if they’re mortally wounded they are still anxious about the wound, they can’t realize that it is left behind with the body, the thought form of their broken body is with them, and we have to humour their illusion;  they get the impression of all sorts of marvelous dressings, of doctors with unheard of abilities to close up wounds however desperate, and to start them healing, and of strange new ointments to take away pain.  

This is like suggestion, only it appeals to something they already know, their knowledge of themselves which is underneath the conviction in the foreground that they are still wounded and in pain, and nearly all of them are undeveloped they have to have these thought forms, these symbols, created for them to represent the real healing of their troubles that is going on. 

They are truly wounded spirits, because the bodily wound is a shock to the spirit, and the spirit carries over with it the sense of that shock, and naturally can only think of it through the symbols of the body.  So the thought form of the shattered physical frame is with them, and in a way we can see it, in a way it is like dealing with bodies.  It is rather like the way in which you might dress a wound in a dream, if you suppose that in your dream you know all the time that it is not a wound in concrete flesh, but that it is the thought form fro a different wound, for the shock to the spirit.

So all spirit life for some little time after separation from the body is in a world full of bodily shapes.  But they are like the shapes in dreams.  They are there because they are thoughts.

[to be continued]

[The first two communicators came through the mediumship of Mrs. D.O. Roberts, published by John Watkins, London, circa 1948  in “How Do We Live?”   The third extract  was edited by Zoe Richmond and published in “Harvest of Light”  by Neville Spearman in 1976]. 

Rescue Circles. 42  Helping dying people cross over. Concluding remarks.

Zoe Richmond’s brother Joe continues his account of rescue work at the end of World War I.

“Those who are killed quite suddenly – shot through the heart or head, or suddenly stunned with a concussion from which they don’t recover, or simply in the physical sense are blown to nothing by a shell – come over with the feelings and thoughts which they had just before.  Often it is these who still think they have to go on fighting, and have to be calmed; often they think they must have suddenly gone mad, because the scene has changed.  That is not surprising if you can imagine in what a tremendous state of tension, almost like madness, the actual fighting is carried out.  Then they often think they have been knocked over in the battle without knowing what happened, which is actually the case, only they think they are now in a base hospital and want to know what did happen to them.

We have to humour them at first and only gradually explain to them what the hospital means.  Sometimes they are profoundly glad, those who have come to the limit of endurance, and rejoice to be free from the world of wars.  Sometimes, with those who have very strong home ties, we have to let them realize as gently and gradually as possible;  most are so weary in spirit that they worry over little, and are soon ready to settle down to their rest.  

Others have foreseen that they must be killed, they have seen the shell or bomb about to explode, and have known that when it explodes they must go.  These sometimes tumble straight into their period of sleep, because their idea of death was simply obliteration, and the rest period links up with the idea at once.  They need nothing explained until their rest is over, but sometimes they sleep a very long time if their conviction that death is the absolute end was very deep rooted. 

ZOE     Did you go straight to sleep?

JOE     No;  I’d got the idea of it first that I had to have treatment.  I’d known I was wounded, and I knew I was going out.  I wasn’t quite sure whether it was a dream or what it was at first.  It seemed a pleasant sort of dream having such expert treatment all at once.  Then I began to get the hang of it a bit, but they just had me in what seemed a very comfortable hospital ward, and after a time when they had got rid of the pain and pulled the blinds down, they said it was time for us to go to sleep.  Then when I woke up I somehow knew it was the other world at once.  I think they had more or less told me before, at any rate I’d got the hang of it.

ZOE     Were you pleased then?

JOE     In a way, yes.  Got to get used to the wrench of course, only then there is everybody to help you. After the sleep there is a difference.  Before, there is always a certain amount of the illusion that you are still just the same person that you were in the earth life. That illusion  doesn’t get dispelled before the sleep; only the SPIRIT   gets enough quieted, enough reconciled  to feel the sense of personal fatigue.  

In that sleep a great deal happens that you can’t explain. You wake up with the realization that we are really surviving spirits and that we are really on another plane of experience.  We are curious and have a very strong desire to explore and understand further.  You begin to realize that all the things around you are really thought forms, memory forms, and that it is arranged like that so as to make the transition easy from material life to spirit life.   You learn a great deal simply by finding out what you can change by changing your own thought about it, and what you can’t change, because it’s not only your scene, it belongs to lots of other spirits too. You can change any little thing, when the change won’t affect anybody else.

There is talk and interchange of ideas with others who are in the same stage of development.  Then there is the further help that we need, and get, from rather more advanced spirits who come and talk with us and explain things.  That is the particular job I am doing at present.  It comes just a step beyond helping people before their sleep.  We don’t lecture them, just answer their questions, just as much as they can take in yet.  We tell them that they will not get on until they are fit to go back and help other chaps through the first stage before the sleep.   That makes them keen to shove forward a bit, because it does not do if they get dreamy and just play about with their little thought forms and nothing else.  After they have had enough rest and play, they begin to want work, and they are keen when we come along and tell them that there IS work, and explain to them how to get at it. 

Halls of knowledge, rather like universities, are in a region where it is not absolutely necessary to have the illusion of concrete buildings and rooms, but where at the same time it is helpful to use those earthly symbols.  It is not that the buildings are necessary for any idea of shelter, or the rooms for any idea of dividing one group from another for fear of a confusion of voices.  We realize that these practical needs are superceded but there remains the sense of the atmosphere and dignity of the building, something that is expressed by its architecture.  All that atmospheric sense of dignity and beauty we cannot yet get hold of as a thing in itself, so we still have the symbolism of building and beautiful architecture, and in that sense the buildings are real to us.  It is partly, also, that by keeping to this extent the easy sense of a building to represent an idea, our mental forces are freed for concentration on the purer, more immaterial ideas that we learn to work out within the halls of knowledge.   Don’t confuse these with the temple symbolism. These are places for the development of understanding, not of the higher mediumship.  It is difficult to explain just what is taught here.  I will try and give you a picture.

It is in the central hall that all the members congregate.  There is a high Gothic vaulting, in a way it is churchlike but not wholly.  But the lines of the vaulting have in them that sense of purity and aspiration which belonged to the genius of the Gothic at its highest.  But don’t get too much the picture of a cathedral in your minds, but rather the picture of an ideal lecture hall.   For the lecturer your best picture will be one of those whom you know as guides.  Thought and speech merge in a telepathic way.  Words are used for their beauty, rhythm and cadence.   The teaching could flow as a thought stream alone, but words are still used, not so much to convey the thought as to give a kind of illustrative pattern and artistic embellishment to the thought, like the language of the greatest poets. But through and behind what they say there shines a meaning far beyond that of the words, and with that meaning we see a radiation of colour.  We learn simply by learning to feel that one shade of meaning is represented by one shade of colour, another shade of meaning by another shade of colour. This is an elementary step.  Then you begin to realize that certain personalities radiate certain colours. This is beginning to be understood on earth now. The halls of learning represent the study of light and colour.

You will realize that the life of learning is only part of this development in spirit.

The other side is the life of service, of two kinds, the “hospital” type of rescue work, [leading to awakening after rest], and that represented by the temple symbol, the highest end of the world of spirit, [leading to wisdom and enlightenment].  The intermediate service  is to those who have passed out of the earth life but who have  not yet begun to develop in spirit.  We do occasionally help those with whom we are in touch on earth, but mainly we help those here in spirit who would not listen to higher teachers, but who can be induced to take those first small steps outward from their own little narrow circle. [An illustration of this is given in one of Dowding’s cases, Leopold Phibs, below].   That is a very bald summary of the task [I am engaged in] which is very difficult but highly interesting in its many varieties.”

Now, in conclusion, here are a few extracts from  two more cases from amongst the many included in Hugh Dowding’s last book, “The Dark Star.”

Here is Leopold Phibs communicating:

“I was a bringer of evil in the horridest way to my own children, for I liked my own bright thoughts, and thought my children must like them too.  So I made them think this was the only true thought, and they could not have any hope for themselves in this spirit world unless they believed the things I told them.

This I did not understand was the exact opposite way I could help them to be happy in heaven, but I had no imagination, and did not try to think how such things could be true, that a god who loved could damn those who failed to believe the things their father taught them; especially when this father was only a stupid beer-drinking fat man who like his own comfort more than any real love, or even belief.  This is the real description of myself.

This time of which I tell was a time of peace before any thought of great wars came.  This I thought would never happen, and made a bright boy of mine be a bringer of this war nearer by being a fighter in his trade.  This he hated, but I said he could only be a true lover of me if he obeyed his father.  This he did, and became a truly unhappy man who hated his work, and hardly enjoyed living his life at all.   This I knew, but was too stupid to understand, and thought he could be provided for this way, and mad a brave lad that people admired. So I made this foolish plan for him with no freedom for him to choose.

Then I became old, and made the discovery that I myself had nothing to hold on to and was terribly afraid to die.  This was a true condition, for my belief was a hollow inheritance, not even a true belief of my own.

Then I was in misery, and tried to find some way to be assured that this life I was going to was in truth the life I expected where a god would himself welcome me, and I should have a throne and a crown and all sorts of good things.   But I had no assurance.

Then I died.  This was in truth a terrible event.  This dread I had was a real foreshadowing, and must have at least loosened my mind a little.  For the shock I had was terrible for I was simply lost.

No one met me that I could see, for I did not look for love, only for a holy welcome.

This had a dreadful effect on me, for I then looked down to see how I could be helped by men.   This was terrible, for I could find no help, though I tried to make them hear my cries of longing for help.  This lasted long, but I did not know it was long.  It seemed truly brutally horrible to me that I who believed so much should have been so deceived.  But so it was;  I had deceived myself, and had to discover that I had only believed a hollow sham.

This came by degrees, for I had to find it out by watching people who professed as I did, and people who professed nothing, but loved their children and their friends, and left them free to be the people GOD meant them to be. 

Then I tried to see my own children, and they were loaded with chains that I had put on them, and had no freedom or help to loose them, for they tried to be the good things I had made them to be, and not question anything.  I had a horrible despair that I had damned them too, and had a love for them that hated myself.  This lighted my mind, for then I found a true parent waiting to lead me.   I had no love for him, but thought him a bad father as he had not believed these things, and had never taught me to believe them, for I had only been my own gaoler.

This parent led me to a place of haven for my tired heart, and comforted me by trying to show me my mistake. This I now had already seen, but not as this kind parent knew was still necessary.   I did not wish to be further instructed by him as he had never known the truths I knew; so I had a thought that perhaps my heaven was a true heaven, but I was lost in some unfortunate way, but now could be the revealer of bright truth to my father.

This I proceeded to try to do.  I made an illusion of some bright place with psalm singing and harps, but it was hollow, and I could hardly bear to be in it myself, and my helper did not wish to come into such a foolish place.  He had a truly honest wish to help me, but I tried not to be helped and went to my heaven and tried to be in happy bright love there.

But this was no possible, for love is a truth that can never be found in illusion, and this found me the key; for I tried to consider that God was loving.

This was the truth, but only a little of it, but it helped me, for I looked for love, and saw love everywhere.  This made me see that perhaps this was a thing I had half expected.   This truth that God is love then came to me, for I had thought this was a truth that I had believed; but I had never believed it, for I did not understand the breadth or height or depth of even an earthly love.  This love that I now began to see was only spirit love, but it became the beautiful thing that helped me to be loving at last.

I longed to help my children but could not make them hear me, for I was dead, and must not be thought of as approachable, for this was a thing I had thought and taught as forbidden, to meet the dead, or even to pray for them.  This was a truly strange belief, for I believed that all were one.  This really had no meaning for me, but was just a form of words that I had made my hard rule.

Then my mother, who had never had a true love of this type of thought I had, but who had been led by me, attempted to be in communication with me.  This was a truly curious attempt, for this true lover of her child was an old frail woman in a little home that had small comfort but had to do for her.  Then this true love of hers became a light to her mind, and she asked me to help her to die as she was afraid, and thought I could lead her to my heaven.  I did not know how to lead her, but asked my father how I could be this leader.  He told me that only love can lead, but since I loved her I could perhaps try to lead her.   But it did not help me, for I had no place to lead her to!

Then I tried to be truer in mind, and became a learner to find some place to which I could bring my tired old mother who looked for help to me.  This was a real help, to have to help this love that loved me.  Then I found help that showed me a true place of rest that was there all the time, but not visible to me, for I had not looked for simple love that helped each other.  This they now showed me helps all who look by being loved, that love creates the rest and loveliness that the spirit needs for its bright haven of refuge that the child can enjoy and the old man lead him to, but all are the same in love.

This kind home that this father had led me to now became my home that I led my mother to, for she had asked me to lead her.  This came as a true surprise to me by now as I had begun to know how unfit I was to lead.  But I was asked, and I led.  But I had no home of my own to lead her to, only her old love’s home where she had never been happy, for he had not loved her well.

This then was the best home to take her to, and she had a feeling that all was different from her expectations, and that I had changed and had no bright heaven to welcome her to.  This was true; however she was tired and glad to find a home that made her welcome who had been so alone. My life had been the only true life of her life.

This is a help, to be the loved son of a true mother.  This was the love that made me free. 

To be patient is to be the possessor of the true kingdom in the spirit.  This is to be the patient helper of people.  I am this patient spirit at last.   But I could not again try to be patient to wait till my children found release from the chains I had put on them.  I tried in every way to be their helper not to be patients, but to be truly rash and free and hold their own lines that had had little chance against my patience, for this was the line I had imposed on them though I had hardly recognized it myself.

I think I thought it high to be patient, so perhaps I had to a small extent known it; but now I tried to waken them to rebel, for this was so necessary to help them to free themselves.

Then this true love of the boy that had to be the fighter tried to tell me he could not be patient in this trade, but must leave it.  This pleased me for I hoped he could then be more free.  Then I tried to help his mind to think to be led to a high idea of how to be himself.  This he heard, but of course he did not know I told him, but almost feared he became a traitor to me.  But he tried to be true to hold  this ideal of being true to the highest he could see.   Then he became the truly inspired man who found the reason for his own life, and  became a true teacher of boys in the loving way that led them to find their own line that each had.

I think I was truly proud of this loving work, for I loved this man that I had tried to chain.  This true being became the helper of his brother that was also chained, and both were loving beings that had reason to be bright spirits. 

I think this is all I can tell.     I am the truly brutal man that had the name Leopld Phibs.   

Now, finally, here is Lilian Lightfoot:

“I was a tired woman in a home for the old and feeble, and this seemed to be a bad thing to me as I longed for someone to care to be with me, and hear me tell of old times.  

But it interested no one, and it would have helped me little, for it was old times I had given up, and to be ready to understand the idea that there is more before than behind, and that a true time of preparation was a boon to be accepted thankfully.

I did not understand any of this, but on looking back to see how I found my line, I think it is true that I found it by being made to think I was alone, and would have to die.

I tried not to think, but to be interested in those of the Home.  They all wanted a listener, and I tried to be such a listener, but I had no interest in these stories of past details and pettiness, and willed to know why I had lived at all.   And I thought I could see a kind of light in me that tried to lead me to love these old people, and make them think a human love is a truth in action, and is not just a thing that is given and taken and nothing remains.

I had a true feeling that this was a fact, and worth believing, and tried to hear the stories with love for the tellers, instead of a feigned interest in the stories.

Then a light came to me that I was LOVE, and therefore a bit of GOD, and I hoped I thought truly, for this almost had a flavour of blasphemy to me, and I did not dare to say such a thing, and only hoped, for it made me happy and warmed my heart so that I felt no loneliness any more, for I was a part of LOVE, and could not be alone.

It made me a help in the Home, as the old women told me their stories, and I listened with love to them, and it made them happier, and helped them to look to be more contented to die as I thought it was a happy thing to do.

This I found was true, for I lay ill, and suffered pain, and one day I found I had no pain, but had got up, and helped to be a bearer of cups of tea to the old women.  And then I saw they seemed sad and wept, and I asked what it was, and they said I was dead.

I thought a little in fright that perhaps this was true, but then I found I could see light all round where these women loved me, and it showed a long-lost loved one that I hardly remembered before, holding out hands to lead me.  I loved to hold this hand, for this was a true grasp of love that I felt, and no hand of flesh, which is a shadowy thing to us, for it does not fully reveal the love that it feels.

I held this hand with joy, and went away to a place with trees and flowers and little animals which were not afraid, and found time to rest and grow strong and young again.  It was such a lovely place, for it all seemed like a home that I had loved before; and so it was, for I had a long think of old dreams, and it lay in these dreams;  but not in the fringes that I had thought were my whole dreams, but in this lovely reality which lay outside the life I had been shut up in.  

I was in a heaven of happy living things, in freedom from fear or oppression of one another, and this made me love to be with them, and hear them laugh and sing.   This is true; every animal can laugh and sing inside, if it is happy, as it ought to be.

This rest lasted a time, till I was ready to see what lay beyond, and found a place in a hill, of light bright long trees, like an avenue of aspens in light, that led to a sort of temple, as it was a pillared building in a bright stone that seemed to be shining in itself.  And it was the thought of those who loved old people, but it is not easy to describe, for it is not a building as you know it, but  form of home built by thought.

I tried to enter, but found I was unable to climb the steps – or it looked like this in thought to me – so I looked to see if I could get help, and found a host of people all ready to help as soon as I looked, for I could not see them till I looked.

I tried to talk to them, but I could not speak words.  I found instead that I was making pictures in the air in the manner of a picture show, but much more truly lovely and living in effect.   It was like the best of the bits of dreams you can remember, for the real dreams are in the spirit only.

I tried to think of my old friends, and at once I could go in, and then I could see their spirits reaching out to me so I could tell them that I could see and love them still.  I held a light to them, in a spirit sense, and it was a true help, for I knew they felt it, and did not cry for me any more.

I loved to be a bearer of cups of comfort to them still, for I heard them longing for love, and trying to know I loved them, and it truly was a help, for I often saw a smile on the faces of their spirits – which are like the expressions on their human faces, but much more dramatic and expressive.  

It is difficult to write, but I long to tell of how I tried to help one of them to die.  This is a true story.

She was ill for long, and lay unhappy and unaware of any love, for only of a great longing for a bright love to hold her hand and be her leader.  I came and loved her to be the true spirit I knew she could be, for I could see a shape of her spirit [her aura], larger than her spirit’s face, and I found I was trying to help her to be bigger in heart, and she tried to hope more to be a bigger heart, and bear her troubles without complaining.

But it was too hard to bear, and she presently became, as you would say, unconscious.  This helped to give me a chance to prepare her to look for help; for it is at such times that the spirit is free to meet other spirits, and be spoken to in words, or a sort of thought that seems like words and the language of dream symbolism that spirits use. 

I spoke to her and tried to tell her of a love that is eternal, and which could not let her fall, for its arms are everlasting, and that I knew because I had found this true, and now could come to lead her to find a rest and a place for thought of love and beauty and joy.

She had had little of these bright things in her life, and hardly thought they were true, as she was always working for food and clothes, and had no time for enjoyment of earth.

I told her to be ready to look to my love to help her, and then she died, and she did look to be helped.  If she had not been ill and unconscious I could not have led her to look for help, for she had no other thought of looking.

This is true, and shows how our bits of comfort and love can help each other, and it is a great help indeed if we can lead each other to die gladly, with a thought of looking to be led, for then it is easy to be led and to see help.

Otherwise the spirit is lost, and wanders unhappily trying to be led by human hands which do not feel its entreaties.

Love all, and your love can light any who wander near you.   They can see a light which is not human, and it encourages them to look to see if there is more such light, and they begin to see there is.

I was a lady by birth, but lost all I had, and tried to forget this was a loss, so it became a gain.

I loved to think I could work too, though I did not receive an education in youth.  But I had a happy childhood; this was a great wealth.   I was in London in both wars.  My name is Lilian Lightfoot. 

At this point we will have to bring the  series to an end.  Not that the work is ever finished or complete.   Life is an ongoing, progressive, continuous process, and we all contribute, helping one another along as best we can, both here on earth, and on the further spiritual planes which we are discovering as we continue our soul’s journey.   These extracts have been a mere introduction to the work, and if the reader is interested to investigate further, he or she can take up the references to researchers and mediums and read the complete original documents and books.  Many of them are to be found on this site and its links, and others with similar archives, and in libraries, bookstores and in private collections.   Along with these 42 episodes of excerpts, initially based on the research of Lord Dowding and his work with several mediums, the reader should add the four articles entitled “Death- bed scenes: helping a dying man pass,”  referring to the work of Sir Victor Goddard with Douglas Fawcett and Ena Twigg.  If you like, you could number these #s 43-46.  Complementary to these articles are the five “Myers” script extracts and “Are guides real?” – 1 & 2,  and “What is Real?” 

Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding and Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard both contributed immensely to gain public support for, and interest in, Spiritualism, by their intelligent investigations and because of their authority and professional standing as Senior Air Force Officers. Both had films made about them (“The Battle of Britain” and “The Night My Number Came Up”). Both officers were experts on Strategic Air Defence and wrote a book each about it: “Twelve Legions of Angels”    by  Hugh Dowding, 1941,  and “The Enigma of Menace” by Sir Victor Goddard, 1959. Lord Dowding also supported his wife’s work in  the movement against cruelty to animals, while Victor Goddard was the father of Ufology.     

All work with spirit is inter-related, and this series has just tried to bring out the connections of the past with the present, and to show that we work to help one another on both sides of the veil, and the more we become aware of this and contribute actively through genuine concern, compassion and love, the more joy we bring to diminish the suffering here and there brought about by ignorance and selfishness.

Richard Rowley  January - July 2006.

End of the rescue circle Articles .

We add some other articles To this . Manuscript .

Another Article is  The Frederic Meyer scripts.

HELPING A DYING MAN PASS.
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Here is # 1 of 4 parts on Victor Goddard (part 4 to
follow soon)  Sat, 25 Feb 2006 20:10:58 +0000 (GMT) 
From: “Richard Rowley” <noblas@yahoo.com>  View
Contact Details  
Subject: Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass. 
To: spiritualismlist@yahoogroups.com,
lafj14580@aol.com, felicity.agnew@sympatico.ca,
sric@islandnet.com 
    
  Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard, Douglas Fawcett and
Raynor Johnson.

Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass [helpers
on both sides of the veil].

     Air Marshal Victor Goddard was a pilot,  fellow
RAF pioneer but 15 years junior to Air Chief Marshal
Lord Dowding.  He was also a Spiritualist and
Psychical Researcher, and is known as the father of
the UFO, and had many precognitive experiences which
are recounted in a Fate magazine article which is
attached below.  He wrote and lectured about his
experiences in many articles and in his
autobiographical book “Flight Towards Reality,” which
was published in 1976.  He had intended to call it
“All Things Bright,” but a year earlier James Herriott
came out with the first in his famous series of  
veterinarian’s stories  “All Things Bright and
Beautiful.”    Then in 1977 Victor Goddard was speaker
at the opening of the Lychgate Animal Sanctuary,
partly  funded by the Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding
Memorial Fund.  What is of interest to us now is
Victor Goddard’s association with Ena Twigg and other
mediums, and his connection with another pilot,
Douglas Fawcett.  Fawcett had gone to India with
Madame Blavatsky in the 1880s and helped edit her
“Secret Doctrine.”   He returned to Europe, was a
journalist with the Daily Telegraph, wrote science
fiction novels and subsequently many books of
philosophy and mysticism and finally at the age of 90
wrote an epic poem on the afterlife, “The Light of the
Universe.”   This was when  Victor Goddard got to know
him. He had been aware that the Australian professor,
a scientist and psychical researcher, Raynor Johnson,
had a few years earlier written “Nurslings of
Immortality,” explaining Fawcett’s theory of
Imaginism, similar to Jane Robert’s Seth material,
with its  theory of the universe as “Idea
construction.”     Fawcett in his nineties was working
on yet another manuscript, and wanted Goddard’s
support in spreading his ideas.   Victor Goddard in
his autobiography states: “ From time to time I
lectured or gave talks or led discussions on Fawcett
and Imaginism for various groups in London and
elsewhere.  But for a reason which I never could
discern, I could not give myself into the work;
enthusiasm tarried; something held me back.”    It
seemed obvious to him: “Of course, imagining
transcends all other faculties which act in
creativity.”    But “In the reasoning of all these
theories,”  self-interest and will-power seemed to
obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is
LOVE.    So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in
Fawcett’s thesis, his reliance on reason, and
intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism
relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE
imagination, which is intuitional. 
     Victor was at Fawcett’s side when he died.  Three
days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor
for helping him let go.  He had not wanted to die and
leave his wife a widow.  Goddard writes: “When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in
hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the
transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors – unheard,
unseen by me – to whom he was gesticulating and
croaking words I could not understand; conveying to
them, I later learned, his firm determination not to
go with them and leave his aged wife a widow.” 
     Douglas wrote about this after his death through
the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence
of ‘Conti’ Sitwell.   Goddard writes “Neither of them
knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude
for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make
an end of all his struggling to remain.   Then, later,
quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to  his  widow through a
[direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And
neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of
the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 
     These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so
vehemently resisted, urging him to  go with them and
leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his
mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an
expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s].” 
      “Let us note how family love persists beyond the
grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the
‘ferrying across the Styx’ by those who know the way
[as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas]” and as did the living Victor Goddard
at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

     Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself
with Ena Twigg.  He writes: “When I went to Ena, I had
never been to a medium before.  She took me into her
little chapel and said, ‘Give me something to hold.’  
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not
surmising what the consequence of that would be.  It
was a watch given to me by my mother.
     “Ena presently said, ‘There is a little lady by
my side, very shy.  She is standing near your home,
and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of
glass…’  This mystified me.  I did not recognize the
scene;  I did not then realize that my mother was
shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to
translate her pictures into words.  In retrospect I
recognized that my mother had given a complete
description  of the big glass picture window in the
living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls
around the sunken garden – none of which my mother had
ever seen; she died before I moved there.  Nor, of
course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time
of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old
homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind. 
     “On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use
words – to talk.  Slowly, at first, she did so.  Then
much more fluently, she told me various things about
myself which were quite true. Then she said: ‘Now that
you have opened the door, don’t shut it again!’
     “My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to
talk to my mother;  I had not thought of doing so.  I
wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett.  So when we went
downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said, ‘I was delighted to meet my
mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been
hoping to talk to another friend of mine.’ 
     “She said: ‘Do you mean a big man who was trying
to barge in all the time and was very impatient
because your mother was there and he couldn’t get a
word in?’
     “I said, ‘I didn’t know; you didn’t tell me.’
     “’He is tall, about six feet two,’ Ena said, and
then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett
and added, ‘He is still here!’
     “On that first occasion Ena did not go into a
trance; she remained fully conscious.  But on
subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into
trance.  Then she might sit back in her chair, her
legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go
through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which
Fawcett wore over his blind eye – a typical mannerism
[of Fawcett’s].  She might use any of his mannerisms
and his personal figures of speech.  It wasn’t so much
the information that was conveyed as the manner of its
conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man
as I knew him.  She was in trance, and he was quite
evidently using her body for the communication of his
thoughts and of his presence to me.”
Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Victor Godddard (2) Helping a dying man and help from the other side
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Helping a dying man pass (2)  Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett:
Imaginism, Divine Intelligence, Imaginism and Creative
Design (not the current religious dogma or doctrine)

     Douglas Fawcett the pilot, journalist and
philosopher died in 1960,  with Sir Victor Goddard at
his beside, buthe was back with messages for his wife
and for Goddard within three days, through different
mediums.  Then the next year he came through Ena Twigg
to have lengthy conversations with Goddard, who took
copious notes.  From these we can see that he had
increased his vision away from the intellectual
thinking of his writings, and now he was recommending 
a philosophy of life closer to the higher teachings of
all religions:  pray, meditate, look within and “know
thyself”    East and West this spiritual philosophy is
still the backbone of religion.  The Buddha sat in
meditation until he reached enlightenment, Ramana
Maharshi told his followers to ask the question “Who
Am I?”  The Huna teachings tell us to keep a balance
between the low, middle and high selves…. and so for
other religions.  

     We can see this thread of thought emerging in the
conversations between  Fawcett on the other side, and
Goddard on this, with Ena Twigg as intermediary.

     From Sir Victor’s notes, August 31, 1961:-  

     “[Ena Twigg]  was in trance, and [Fawcett] was
quite evidently using her body for the communication
of his  thoughts and of his presence to me.

FAWCETT:     My dear boy, this is wonderful.  How did
you know how to do it?  It has never been like this
before.  I can talk directly to you.  Can you hear me?
[He spoke slowly and with unmistakable mannerisms].
GODDARD:     Yes, Douglas, I can hear you splendidly. 
I am very glad you have come.
FAWCETT:     But it is very clever of you to have
found this way.
GODDARD:      Douglas, it’s not clever of me; it’s
clever of you!  This is the lady of whom I spoke last
week [at a sitting with another medium] when I said
that I wanted to talk with you through her. 
FAWCETT:      But damn it, her father [her control]
held me back, wouldn’t let me come through until I had
proved myself.  He wouldn’t take my word for it.  I
had to prove myself but I did it, didn’t I?  -  over
the watch [which he’d bequeathed to Goddard].
GODDARD:     I have to do that talk at the college [of
Psychic Science] this evening, Douglas, and I want to
say that I am a very weak mortal and not sufficiently
trusting of being able to make myself available to
your promptings.
FAWCETT:     No, my boy, never mind; you’ll be all
right.  I shall be behind you.  You ought not to be
worried with a little audience like that.  You are
such an experienced speaker talking to big audiences
and ‘brass hats’.
GODDARD:     I particularly want to check with you 
one thing you said, or I think you said to me, through
[a certain medium] something I want to repeat this
evening, but I don’t want to attribute it to you, if
you didn’t say it.  [I asked you] ‘Is it true or not
true that some of these radionics equipments have been
designed by scientists and engineers – or by a
scientist and an engineer – in your plane of living?’ 
And then your reply: ‘My dear boy, everything that
comes to your physical world that is new and has never
been done before originates in a realm above.  Men do
not invent by their own powers; they are inspired. 
That applies to everything, but the rightness of what
is done depends much on the right-mindedness of the
receiver.’
FAWCETT:   It is such a real pleasure to have you
talking to me like this.  Yes, indeed, I did say all
that, and I’ll add to it, but first define for me
‘originate’, ‘original thought’,  ‘original idea’. 
The man in his workshop trying to make something new. 
The man in the laboratory trying to find out something
new. What they make and what they find are not their
own inventions.   They are given to them.  But when
they are given, the giver hopes that the results will
be put to proper uses; they can only try to influence.
There is a vast accumulation here of all the great
workers of the past who are still pursuing their
heartfelt longings for the good of mankind, doing work
in fields where it is difficult to learn.   It is
necessary  that workers in your world should learn to
recognize inspiration  from those here who are
endeavouring to project ideas and methods to offer the
store of knowledge  of all things that we have ever
thought or done, but they often find that their ideas
are balked.  If you open up these channels of
inspiration and aspiration, what is brought through
must be used for most spiritual purposes. You say that
you are in search of truth.  That is spirit.  All
truth is spiritual. Truth equals spirit.
GODDARD:     I can’t see you, but you seem to be able
to see me. I wonder, what I look like to you.
FAWCETT:  Pretty dusty!  It’ll brush off.  There are a
lot of things you have done and seen that you wish you
hadn’t.  Never mind; you are trying to find the way,
but it’s a pity you didn’t see the way more clearly
when you were much younger.  It’s yourself you have to
find, you know.    
      
[THERE YOU HAVE THE KEY: THE TRUTH ABOUT ALL
SPIRITUAL, MYSTICAL AND RELIGIOUS SEARCHES AND 
PILGRIMAGES: YOU HAVE TO FIND YOURSELF. THE IMAGE OF
THE DOG CHASING ITS TAIL, OR THE SYMBOL OF 
THE SNAKES SWALLOWING ITS TAIL, SAYS IT ALL. YOU CAN’T
DO IT JUST LOOKING IN A MIRROR OR RECITING A CREED.
YOU HAVE TO GO ONE STAGE FURTHER AND ASK:  “ WHO IS
LOOKING IN THE MIRROR?”  or  “WHO IS RECITING THIS
CREED?”   then you will begin to see beyond your nose!
   Richard R]   

GODDARD:  That’s what I’ve heard and never properly
understood.  Self-forgetfulness is supposed to be the
most virtuous state, but now I’m told that I ought to
be more self-conscious – that is, conscious of the
Self [or soul]. I have never much cared for the quest
of self; the quest of truth, wisdom and goodness is
more acceptable as an aim.
FAWCETT:     Yes, but don’t you see that the Self is
the only instrument you have for doing good?  If you
don’t know the self, you don’t know what the
instrument is really like or how it should be used. 
You are potentially capable of doing immense good to
your fellow men once you know yourself properly.  Had
you known it years ago, you could have done so much
good to thousands.
GODDARD:     Thank you, D.F.   You are a great help to
my understanding. Please do not weary trying to help
me.

[to be continued

Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Helping a dying man pass (3) - complete with correction
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Helping a dying man pass (3)  Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett:   Spirit communication is a two-way
process.  The art of prayer.
      
     Hi folks.  I’m continuing with some extracts from
Victor Goddards conversations with Douglas Fawcett as
there’s so much good teaching there. 
     After having helped Douglas pass at the age of
93, Victor Goddard was in return helped in his
lecturing work by the advice given from his friend in
spirit, through Ena Twigg’s mediumship, and by his
presence at those public meetings.  We all get
assistance from spirit this way in our public work. If
only EVERYONE could see and understand this, that
spirits, in the form of loved ones, guides and
helpers, experts, scientists and artists, are ALWAYS
around us, and are not just the popular conception of
spirits as earthbounds and memory traces scaring us
and lurking in so-called haunted buildings! They are
real, a reality of life.

Here are some more extracts from Victor Goddard’s
notes on private  sessions held in Ena Twigg’s home in
1961.

FAWCETT:     You will do all right [in that evening’s
lecture at the College of Psychic Studies], and I
shall be with you tonight, but you know, I’m
relatively a ‘new boy’ myself. [This showed me that he
had read or knew what was in my lecture, for in it I
had written a dissertation on being a ‘new boy’ in the
study of the ‘new’ world.]  I haven’t mastered the
modus operandi.   All that I have gained, experienced,
since I left your  world I have tried to convey to you
through five mediums, with good, bad , and indifferent
results, and I am glad to have met your mother [in
spirit]. I would not have met her but for her being
interested in your writings about matter, mind, and
spirit.   When you were writing an article about that,
I found her taking a keen interest in what you were
doing.  You are needing a field of activity in which
you could be a worker yourself. 
     You should study the development of mediumship in
its various stages, but I know that for the time being
you must spend much of your time getting material for
your book.

     I thanked Fawcett for healing help given to
someone who had never properly developed.

FAWCETT:     You know, Victor, she may seem much
better to her mother, but it is a very difficult case.
She has a very long way to go.  You see, she isn’t
really there.  She is only an echo.  
GODDARD:     Of her mother?
FAWCETT:     Yes, of her mother.  She is swamped,
enveloped, by her mother.  There was, I know, a very
difficult background.
GODDARD:     The fact that you have in effect answered
the mother’s prayer makes me want to put a question to
you about prayer.  I was always taught to make prayers
direct to God, to God the Father, or to Jesus, God the
Son, not to any being on a lower plane, but seeing
that you and others in your plane are able to answer
prayer, it would be natural that one should suppose it
right to pray to, or make prayer to, YOU.  Forgive my
embarrassment; I somehow don’t think it right that we
should make our prayers to you rather than to God.
FAWCETT:     Why, yes, Victor, certainly you may pray
for me if you wish to do so.
GODDARD:     [I cut him short.]  No, Douglas, I was
not asking that;  I would like you to tell me
something about praying.  Anything you would like to
tell me.
FAWCETT:      Well, I do not think that vain
repetition is praying.  I do not think it helpful to
use hackneyed petitions.  There is too much  uttering
of words and mouthing of platitudes.
GODDARD:     But Douglas, although I agree with you
that there is too much heedless or even devout
parroting of prayers, nevertheless the mere saying of
affirmations and prayers does induce a mental
awareness of a state of worship in one’s own mind, and
I would have thought it induced a state in oneself
which is better, more propitious, for praying.  
FAWCETT:     You are one who could well practise
praying without words.  Can you not raise your arms
over your head in the shape of a “V” with the apex
going up to heaven, showing that  you are sending your
gift of love to God, and then opening  your stretched
arms in the shape of a “V” the other way, so that God
may pour his power and grace and love into you?  [The
medium was demonstrating with upstretched arms].  Try
that for your praying.  You do not need to speak.  God
knows when you are truly sorry; you do not need to say
it, and you must not reproach yourself for what is
past.  The past is past.  You may give your love to
God and then receive the love of God.  Practise that
way.  You will find that you will be fortified and
helped. 
      Your prayers are valid according to their
unselfishness, and also, they lead you, if they are
unselfish, to self-realization and into the whole
object of your life on earth.  When you realize
yourself,  you can help thousands.
GODDARD:     Thank you, Douglas. Now, ought I not let
you go?  Are you not tired?
FAWCETT:     No, it is all right.  I will go when I am
ready.

[to be continued]


Note: AN APPEAL  FOR HELP.

     So much valuable teaching is contained within
these conversations, it would be a good idea to try
and track down the hundreds of pages of notes which
Sir Victor Goddard made, and obtain permission to
publish them.   They may be in his family’s
possession, or Ena Twigg’s, or her biographer’s, Ruth
Hagy Brod, or perhaps with Douglas Fawcett’s estate.  
There may be copies in the College of Psychic Studies
(formerly Science), though it has moved since the
1970s,  or with the Society for Psychical Research, or
elsewhere.  Does anyone have any contacts with these
people or organizations?  I don’t have membership to
them.             Like Air Chief Marshal  Lord Hugh
Dowding,   Air Marshal Victor Goddard published three
books:  “Skies to Dunkirk”                          
on the evacuation of Dunkirk in 1940, “The Enigma of
Menace” discussing the atom bomb as a deterrent in the
post-war era, and “Flight towards Reality” describing
his experiences  in Spiritualism and Psychic Science. 
It would complete his work to add a fourth book, the
publication of his records of these conversations with
Douglas Fawcett, the spiritual philosopher.   

That’s all for now… 
RichardR

Helping a dying man pass (4)    The last available
notes from Air Marshal Goddard.

Here is one more excerpt from Sir Victor Goddard’s
notes in 1961 of his conversations through the medium
Ena Twigg with Douglas Fawcett, the writer and
philosopher,  who had died the previous year at the
age of  93.   Goddard was a practical man, had served
in the Royal Navy in World War I before transferring
to the Royal Air Force,  where he remained a senior
officer with the Air Ministry until his retirement in
1951.  Although he had lived through a number of
psychic experiences during his life, he had never
consulted a medium before 1960, and it was only after
this that he became a convinced Spiritualist. 

FAWCETT:     I am so greatly enjoying talking to you,
my friend.  It is good that we are friends.
GODDARD:     But Douglas, I am not in the same class
as you.  All the same, I do regard you as a close
friend.  Closer than ever.  You seem to understand so
well even when you disapprove.
F:     Don’t bother about your defects and
shortcomings.  You have one virtue that I greatly
admire.  You have a simple desire to understand.  That
is good, and it is important.  But you have much to
do, and there is much you can do, but it would be best
for you to work with a group.  Where are you living
now?
G:     My home is Brasted, where you came to stay.
F:     Yes, yes, of course, near where Winston
Churchill lives.
G:     Well, D.F., I wonder where the group that I
should work with is to be.
F:     Does Westbourne Grove convey anything to you?
G:     Only Whiteley’s [the well-know department
store, still open now in 2006 as a shopping mall - RR]
and they’ve gone bust. [But in fact, a year later the
brotherhood with which I was associated acquired
premises for a central hall beside Westbourne Grove,
and I worked with a group there.]
F:     Do you know someone called Philip, over here?
G:     Philip?
F:      Yes, Philip;  he’s barged in on us.  Wants to
say hello to you.  He had work to do with you.  Has
regard for you.  Philip Sassoon.  What did you do
together?
G:     You tell me!
F:     Something in the open air.  Wide-open spaces.
G:     Cambridge University Air Squadron, Douglas.
F:     Well, there you are!  I was just going to tell
you.  Did you know him?
G:     Yes, D.F.,  I knew him.  He helped me [in the
creation of the Air Squadron]. Please say hello from
me.  Is he a friend of yours, or is he gate-crashing?
F:     Oh, no, he’s very welcome.  We know each other
and are friends. [He seemed to be tiring a little, or
the control  must have indicated that it was time to
stop.]  Well, my dear Victor, I must leave you now. 
It has been splendid being with you like this.  Keep
loving – it’s the finest ammunition.  God bless you,
old friend.  Come again soon.
G:     Good-bye, Douglas.
F:     Say “God bless you”.
G:     God bless you, Douglas.  And when I say,
“Good-bye,” I mean  “God bless you” [or “God be with
you” as in “Adios” in Spanish or  “Adieu” in French].
F:     Yes, but I like “God bless you” best.   God
bless you!
G:     God bless you and good-bye!
F:     Good-bye!  [Ena Twigg then began to breathe
deeply and come out of her trance.]

      We will conclude with two interesting quotes
from sittings that were held in Ena Twigg’s home.  

FAWCETT:     On earth we get caught up in our own
concepts, our dogma, and our own words… We attach more
importance than we should to individual names… The
names of the great initiators and exemplars have
almost ceased to be the names of the men who lived. 
They have become symbols.  The focus of the great
spreading-out of ideas all need to be respected.
[i.e., the real people, the true originators…their
historical human  personality and life need to be
respected, rather than the later myths built around
them].

     On one occasion he had this to say:

FAWCETT:      “And tell this to your conference at
Oxford:  tell them I have been wrong in what I wrote
in my books about the wondrous beauty of life in this
world beyond earth life.  Tell them I was wrong when I
tried to describe the much greater and more wonderful
state of beauty I found after death here – wrong
because it is so much MORE beautiful than anything
that words can possibly convey  to you.  

     In this time of gathering fear on earth, there is
a great and wonderful gathering of high souls in
heaven.  The souls of such excellence, far beyond the
highest to which  I 
could ever aspire.  But they are here in this world
where I live.   I am in their presence.  We can see
them and know that they are of our world.  They are
gathering to generate light.  Do you understand,
Victor?  Light to project through into the dark places
on earth where great fear is now being generated.  For
it is on earth, in your world, that the evil of great
fear is being deliberately generated.  But the immense
gathering and  concentration of light  here to shine
into your darkness  …… will defeat that negativity*]
[Douglas Fawcett’s voice began to fade a bit, but then
continued:]  Do not let anyone tell you, Victor
Goddard, that heaven is only a place of rest.  It is a
place of work.  Wonderful work”


    [ * as eventually the nuclear arms race, threat of
extinction, and the spread of Communism eventually
crumbled, but not until the invasion of
Czechoslovakia, the  Vietnam war and subsequent events
had run their course. But once again, spirit is poised
to help us where it can, in the present wave of
terrorism and religious hatred. RR]

     And here we must end these accounts until we can
trace the rest of Sir Victor’s notes.  Hopefully they
will be found, and then we can continue our series of
conversations  with Douglas Fawcett. Until which time
his books will have to suffice:   “The Light of the
Universe,”  “The Zermatt Dialogues,”   “The Oberland
Dialogues,”   “The World as Imagination,”      “
Divine Imagining” and “The Individual and Reality” 
together with his many works of fiction.    His
thought can be traced back beyond Darwin and Wallace
to William Blake, Anton Mesmer, Emanuel Swedenborg and
to Socrates and Plato, in the West, and to the Vedas
and Upanishads in the East.   Richard R.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”
That’s all for the moment.  This Post is not

responsible for the language and opinions of the

spirit communicating here!         Peace.    Richard R

“I see life in such a different light.  I realise its

great possibilities and I realise the utter failure

that we all seem to make of this, even when we have

wonderful opportunities.  So very few of us ever take

them to full advantage and  do the things that we

could do well.  Now that I see my own life in

retrospect, I realise that I did some good, but in

regard to my healing, particularly, I realise that I

wasted a lot of my time on trivialities and on trivial

people.  But perhaps I shouldn’t say that!  If one is

to live a life at all, one must to some extent give

oneself to others.  You can’t live to yourself alone.

The thing is to know how to give yourself and in what

sense, and how to go about it.  I think we all make

the mistake of not realizing what are the real things

that matter. I was running off to things which were so

insubstantial.  I think we all do.  We can’t get away

from that when we are on earth.  When we are young,

particularly, we run after the insubstantial things,

the things of the moment, that attract us.  It’s like

the man running around with a butterfly net trying to

catch a beautiful butterfly.  When it’s caught, what’s

the point?  It’s better to let the poor thing go free

and enjoy watching it in flight, and the beauty of the

summer day, rather than to try and catch it and pin it

inside a cabinet.  We are all trying to pinch

something from somebody else.  We’re all trying to do

something which, in the very act of achieving it,

brings us no real happiness at all.  It only brings

misery.  It’s a difficult thing to know how to live.

I still feel that I didn’t live, in a sense.  I

suppose it’s stupid in a way, and yet so many people

I’ve spoken to agree that we all have this regret,

that we might have done so much more with our lives.

Sitter: It’s not until we get much older that we then

begin to see the wisdom of things.

But by  then  perhaps  we have grown so old that we’re

quite content just to sit in front of the fire with a

good book and do very little else.

Writer:       Even  that’s wrong.  I think we should

open our hearts and our minds to people more than

perhaps we do.  We sometimes quite unconsciously miss

opportunities, even when we’re old, of doing things

that are really valuable.  Even though it’s not always

accepted, we can give good counsel and advice and help

to people by our own experience to those who are on

the threshold of life.  Quite apart from sickness and

illness, I think that old age has compensations of

another kind, by being able to look back at our own

mistakes, and things that we might have done and

didn’t do.  We can see from that an object lesson

which if we like we can pass on to those who will

listen, and help those who are prepared to be helped.

But even that is bitter-sweet, because often we

desperately want to do something and help someone, and

you find that either they won’t accept your advice or

what you are offering to give them, or if they do,

it’s merely on the surface and they go ahead and do

what they think they should do anyway.  You try to

tell them about truth as you know it, and they may

accept it on the surface, but not very deeply.  So it

doesn’t have much effect on them.

In a way I’m really glad to grow old.  Although I

have had a great deal of new experience  over here,

and I’ve found a great deal of pleasure and happiness,

and certainly much more peace of mind, at the same

time, when I draw close to earth, I sometimes have

regrets.  I feel that if I had stuck things out, it

might have been good for my ego.  Perhaps I would have

had a greater satisfaction in knowing that I had faced

up to things.  I sometimes wonder if I did the right

thing. It’s a strange thing how in spite of happiness

that I find here, sometimes I get a little edgy and

irritable and off-hand, even with myself.  I shouldn’t

have done what I did.  I should have faced up to

things.  After all, that was a test of character.

Anyway, I suppose it’s because of this damn New Year

business, and I’m going through a reflective mood!

Isn’t it funny how we tot things up.  Although at

the moment you may not think too seriously or deeply

about things, but when you can be at peace, as it

were, on your side, that is how you reflect on the

years gone by or the year just gone and you make

resolutions.  No one ever keeps them.  A people say

they are going to be much kinder and much more

considerate.  You are going to stop and think before

you say what you feel, and so you become artificial.

Then you say that you can’t be artificial, you must

“out with the truth!”    So you upset someone, after

all, so where are you?  It’s damn difficult, isn’t it?

Everyone has to compromise.  I think all life is

compromise, almost from the moment you are born, or at

least, from the moment you are able to develop any

sort of character.  We compromise with other people,

we compromise with ourselves, we come to terms, so we

think, and then we make resolutions and we break them.

Some are worse than others, but none of us can really

truthfully say that we’re truthful or completely and

absolutely honest.  If we were, I suppose we would be

living in a much worse  hell than we’re already in as

it is.

Sitter:: One is afraid of being too honest, because I

think you hurt people.

Writer: Yes, and yet if everyone were honest, then I

think that gradually the world would change for the

better.  It is because of this dishonesty and deceit

in politics for example, that there is so much

suffering.  People are saying things diplomatically,

doing and saying things which cover up a multitude of

sins.  This so-called diplomacy is the ruination of

mankind, bringing about wars and unhappiness

generally.

Even in illness, there is compromise.  You go to

hospital, and they do their very best for you, it’s

true, but the doctor doesn’t necessarily tell you

what’s really wrong with you. He will tell you what he

thinks is good for you to know.  He’ll do something

without your permission, which may mean that you’ll go

through some procedure which is not necessary.

Probably, if he took you into his confidence, he’d

tell you that you could heal yourself, rather than

have surgery.   One can go into all sorts of different

angles about this business of truthfulness.  It is

difficult for one person to have the courage to be

truthful if everybody else isn’t.  Unless a certain

number of people start being truthful and honest, then

the whole world will remain as it is.  It seems to me

that only when people start to really be truthful and

honest with themselves and then with other people can

we hope for any revolution in your world that will

change it.   For example, if people were truthful with

their religion, they would say how much they really

believe.  They would say whether they believed 100%,

or whether they accept the faith just on the surface,

as most people do.  They  take it that it must be so

because someone tells them whom they assume knows the

truth.  Yet in their hearts they know they don’t

believe.   The whole thing is one big hoax.  Everyone

is hoaxing everybody else.

Religion is one shining example of deception.

Politics is another.  Until the authorities come out

in the open and say: “Well, we don’t really know, but

we think so-and-so could be the truth, or the facts,”
if they could only put it on that basis, it would be

something.  But they are so dogmatic, so sure that

they are right, and everyone else is wrong.     In

other words, all this greed for power, status and

control brings about all the miseries and unhappiness

that mankind has suffered for generations.   It is bad

politics and bad religion.  Bad, dishonest individuals

create all the unhappiness in the world.

Sitter: It’s a wonder that they don’t have more

revolutions.

Writer:   I don’t know if there could be bloodless

revolutions, in which untold numbers of people didn’t

have to suffer.  The trouble is that whenever there

have been people who have had the courage of their

convictions, they have suffered, been trodden on and

murdered left, right and centre.  But you’ve got to

have the courage of your convictions, so that you’ll

always say and do the things that you know within

yourself are right.  There have been people in the

past who have had strong convictions, who have been as

the world terms it, martyrs, but really they’ve been

bloody fools! They’ve place themselves in an invidious

position.  They have become utterly convinced of

something deep down within themselves, and adamantly

clinging to this fixed idea they have been willing to

give up everything for it, and in consequence they

have lost their lives in the attempt, and it has done

nobody any good.

Sitter: Have you met any martyrs on that side?

Writer:   Oh, yes, and a lot of them have regrets,

believe me! They feel they have wasted their lives and

their opportunities.  There are lots of people who

live in a state of religious mania.  It’s a form of

disease.  It’s an illness.  They blame themselves for

everything.  I have met a few of these so-called

martyrs here who quite frankly admit that their

martyrdom as such was an absolute waste of effort and

time.  They might have done something much more

sensible and useful with their lives, instead of being

so stupid and by their attitude creating an atmosphere

which brought misery upon others apart from

themselves.  They did a tremendous amount of harm.  A

great deal of superstition and nonsense has built up

around them.  For some of them it’s an embarrassment

especially when they look back and see some of these

stupid people all queuing up to kiss bones!

I think some of the most disappointed people that

I’ve met are what I call religious failures.  Over

here, you see, there are so many people that in their

own way were innocent enough but at the same time were

quite stupid, to put it plainly.  One can’t blame them

because one must see it as a form of mental disease or

illness.  They get this bee in their bonnet about a

certain aspect of religion.  It goes completely

through their whole system and they become fervent

followers of this religion or particular religious

belief, and they go all out to do what they think is

right, but often go about it in the wrong way.  They

create such havoc in other people’s lives and make a

lot of other people as daft as themselves!

I know that people listening to me will say:  “Oh

well, he has got a bee in his bonnet about religion!”
This isn’t altogether true, because there is such a

thing as a genuine religious realisation which is

quite different from having a vague faith in something

so obscure that it doesn’t bear analysis. A lot of

these people accept something quite madly, quite

blindly, and they will die for it.  As a matter of

fact many people have died for it, but it hasn’t done

anybody any good, it has only built up a lot more

superstition and nonsense.  People have erected

shrines, and they have done this and they have done

that, and thousands of other people later followed the

same stupid idea and plan, and in consequence their

lives to some extent have been spoilt.  They didn’t

live a natural existence.  They lived far away from

what was intended.  They even stifle their natural

inclinations and live an artificial existence, become

narrow-minded, bigoted, prejudiced and full of fear.

Fear, believe me, is one of the worst things.  People

I have met over here freely admit that they were

driven into a sort of religious fear through their

religious fervour and faith, which really did more

harm than good.  One or the first things they had to

loosen from themselves when they came here was the

stupid fear of what might happen to them unless they

did this or believed that.   They had a very dreadful

idea of life that is to come.  Centuries ago they had

this terrible fear of hell, damnation and fire and

heaven knows what else, which doesn’t exist at all.

In fact, it only exists in the imagination, in the

mind.  Man has created these fearful images and a

great deal of this been created by the so-called

saints, the so-called religious zealots and

(firms-sic!)?  So much unhappiness in your world has

been brought about by these teachings. Millions of

people over here who were once so-called saint, or

religious bigots have so many regrets because through

their zeal and ardour they have been the cause of

suffering for untold millions of people, going through

the most terrible and yet unnecessary agonies and

untimely death.

You have no idea of what it means when you come over

here and you look back like you do when reflecting on

the New Year, and the year just passed, since we were

just talking about that, looking back on the old.

This is a very good simile, because a person who is

reborn over here looks back on the old life as if it

were like the old year just passed, and looks upon

this present existence in spirit as the new.  It is a

new beginning, a new opening and a new opportunity.

He looks back and sees the past in retrospect and sees

the untold unhappiness and misery within himself, and

then the untold misery that has been caused by his

outlook and his teachings.  He whipped up people’s

enthusiasm to believe as he believed and act as he

acted, and in consequence the untold misery, caused

over centuries of wrong thinking, wrong living and

wrong acting, especially on a religious line, is

appalling.  I think some of the most unhappy people

that come over and awaken on this side are the

so-called very religious people.

Many people who come here have no particular

religion.  They have no bias or prejudices, no strong

views to hamper them or to inflict upon others.  They

can see and look back with an absolutely clear and

open mind.  If they have made mistakes, at least they

have made them in ignorance.  But a lot of these

so-called religious people are so anxious that

everyone else should think and become exactly like

themselves:  they should set the pattern and everyone

else should follow.  Everyone else has got to be cut

out of the same damned mould, and if they can’t get

their own ends by fair means, they’ll get them by

foul.  That’s the very basis of millions of churches

and their teachings.  I am not saying that there are

not fundamental truths.  But these truth are so

twisted by man, in his egotistical way of wanting to

create for himself a powerful organization, a powerful

religion, where others should look up to him as a sort

of tin god while on earth.  Take people like popes.  I

mean, some have been the biggest bloody hypocrites.

In fact they don’t even walk on their two legs they

are carried around on a bloody litter!  (Laughter).

I haven’t time for them.  Well, it’s true!  The

whole thing is bloody stupid.  I mean, quite frankly,

if one accepts as I do that Jesus was born – I don’t

say that he was born of a virgin –  but I’m quite sure

that he was born into your world and that he was a

great teacher, philosopher and prophet, then he was a

man of humble bearing and of humble descent, and he

was a good man.  But anything less like Jesus I can’t

imagine, if you say to me: “Oh well, the Pope is God’s

advocate on earth, representing God and God’s love,

and representing Jesus and his teachings and  work.”
I can’t think of anything more revolting.  Anything

less like God or Jesus I can’t imagine.   You get all

these stupid people and really in some ways they are

highly intelligent and intellectual in their various

phases of activity and walks of life.  Many  of them

are very sensible people with a good background and

education, and yet  they lap up this religion like

some kitten lapping up its milk.  I think it is

because it has been nursed into them to some extent by

their background and upbringing, and I suppose it’s a

good thing to have something like that to cling on to.

The majority of people do have some religion because

it’s respectable, and that’s half the battle.  To be

religious is to be respectable, and also, doors can be

opened up to you which might otherwise be shut.  It’s

a good thing to be in with the parson or the priest

because you are play safe, aren’t you?  I mean, if it

happens to be true, well you’re wise, it’s like an

insurance policy.  You pay dues every so often, and at

the end of it, if you’re lucky, you’ll draw a bonus!

There’s nothing better than to be completely free,

to have a completely open mind, to receive truth as it

may come to you, from whatever source it may come, and

by that I mean even from beyond life as it is known.

Truth can be found in many in many different ways, in

many aspects of life, and it can be found in different

religions, once you are willing to sift all the chaff

from the wheat.   The fundamental truth is identically

the same truth everywhere.  But man has so covered it

up with a lot of dross that you can hardly fathom it.

Man has put so much obstruction around it by his

foolishness.  But truth will come, sooner or later,

when man himself makes the attempt to seek it, and

chuck away from himself all these stupid things which

he has clung to or which have been put upon him by

ignorant bastards, you know!

I get very heated.  I suppose I shouldn’t but I

don’t bear any ill will toward anyone.  I’m afraid

religion didn’t have much effect upon me one way or

another.  I wasn’t Church of England, I wasn’t this or

I wasn’t that.  I don’t quite know what I was.  I

suppose I had some religious background of a kind, but

I’m afraid I saw, even at an early age, the mistakes

and the stupidity of some aspects of it.  But at the

same time I respect people in their beliefs if they

are sincere.  But the vast majority of them are rather

insincere, or if they are what appears to be sincere

through fear of some kind or other, it amuses me and

at the same time, it depresses me.  I have seen people

of whom I have thought to myself how much better they

would be without their religion.  I think that

sometimes religion nullifies a lot of the good that’s

in humanity.

I’m not suggesting that in some cases  religion

properly understood and properly applied can’t bring

out the good in people.  We know there are striking

incidents of individuals who through religious fervour

have done wonderful things and in their case it may

have been an extremely good thing.  But think of the

untold misery that religion has caused and brought

into being.   Even today, the power of religion is

very strong, especially in Latin countries where the

people are suppressed.  You will find that where there

is dire poverty, quite often religion has a very high

place.  It has great power.  Take Spain and Italy

where Italy may not be quite so backward as Spain, but

the church often dictates to the state.  We have a

shining example of that even in this country among

many others.  The church is behind the state.  When it

suits the state to go to war, the church backs it up

by blessing the flag, by blessing the battleships,

blessing the soldiers and indeed, when a man is going

to be hanged in a prison for a murder which he may not

have even committed, the priest goes up and blesses

him.  The whole bloody thing is hypocrisy.

Sitter: You must have had a dose of it over there, my

friend.

Writer:   Oh, I’ve listened to plenty, and I’ve

listened to many so-called religious men who have had

many…

S: On your side?

W:             Oh yes.  Don’t think that for a man who

has been a bloody archbishop, when he comes here,

everything in the garden is going to be lovely, that

he’s going to float around on wings and play harps!

Far from it.  He’ll probably be sitting in a dark

miserable corner playing a bloody harmonica and

wishing he could get out of it!  Quite frankly, some

of the happiest people and the most progressed people

and the people who have in many respects achieved more

on this side and really are in so many different ways

much more spiritually evolved are often the people who

had no strong views on religion, who just lived a good

life as they felt, you know, within themselves.  They

tried to do the best they could, giving of themselves,

sacrificing themselves, not for any religious faith or

belief, but because they felt that, without being

dictated to do it in that particular way, they should

give themselves freely in love to others.  That to me

is the greatest form of religion that you can possibly

have.  You can take the rest and put it under the mat!

“People are so scared of dying.  I think the actual

process of dying can  in some cases be pretty bad.  It

depends of course on the illness and circumstances.  I

think a person who just quietly passes out in their

sleep is jolly lucky.

But although it’s a shock, it’s much better when a

person comes really suddenly.

I lingered unconscious for several days.  The world

and the doctors say a person is unconscious, but of

course, that’s stupid really.  The person is not

unconscious, you know, they are conscious of two

worlds at the same time.  They may not be fully aware,

it’s true, but it’s as if they are drifting between

two worlds.  One moment they are conscious of things

going on around them, and sometimes of course they can

hear what’s being said, and another time they are

right off the beam as it were, and they are more over

this side.  In fact, it’s an extraordinary situation,

because you’re neither in one world or the other.

You’re in both almost at the same time. A person is

very conscious of his people around him, people that

he’s known in the past and particularly his own people

that he has know in the past, and particularly his

own people, relations, parents and what have you.

Actually it would be much better to be released

completely than to have this sort of condition

in-between the two, because it’s disturbing in a way.

Sitter: Yes very.  I expect (a dying  politician)

will have several people come and meet him.

Writer:   Oh, goodness, he’s had masses around him

already, I mean, ever since he first really became

seriously ill, even before he relapsed into what you

term unconsciousness.  Before this stroke attacked

him,  he was very much with us.  Although it was not

publicly known, he was very much in between the two

worlds.  I don’t mean to say that he was exactly

unconscious, but he was sleeping a great deal and

drifting, dozing you call it, but really it is

nature’s way out, I suppose.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”
That’s all for the moment.           Peace.    Richard

R

“I see life in such a different light.  I realise its

great possibilities and I realise the utter failure

that we all seem to make of this, even when we have

wonderful opportunities.  So very few of us ever take

them to full advantage and  do the things that we

could do well.  Now that I see my own life in

retrospect, I realise that I did some good, but in

regard to my healing, particularly, I realise that I

wasted a lot of my time on trivialities and on trivial

people.  But perhaps I shouldn’t say that!  If one is

to live a life at all, one must to some extent give

oneself to others.  You can’t live to yourself alone.

The thing is to know how to give yourself and in what

sense, and how to go about it.  I think we all make

the mistake of not realizing what are the real things

that matter. I was running off to things which were so

insubstantial.  I think we all do.  We can’t get away

from that when we are on earth.  When we are young,

particularly, we run after the insubstantial things,

the things of the moment, that attract us.  It’s like

the man running around with a butterfly net trying to

catch a beautiful butterfly.  When it’s caught, what’s

the point?  It’s better to let the poor thing go free

and enjoy watching it in flight, and the beauty of the

summer day, rather than to try and catch it and pin it

inside a cabinet.  We are all trying to pinch

something from somebody else.  We’re all trying to do

something which, in the very act of achieving it,

brings us no real happiness at all.  It only brings

misery.  It’s a difficult thing to know how to live.

I still feel that I didn’t live, in a sense.  I

suppose it’s stupid in a way, and yet so many people

I’ve spoken to agree that we all have this regret,

that we might have done so much more with our lives.

Sitter: It’s not until we get much older that we then

begin to see the wisdom of things.

But by  then  perhaps  we have grown so old that we’re

quite content just to sit in front of the fire with a

good book and do very little else.

Writer:       Even  that’s wrong.  I think we should

open our hearts and our minds to people more than

perhaps we do.  We sometimes quite unconsciously miss

opportunities, even when we’re old, of doing things

that are really valuable.  Even though it’s not always

accepted, we can give good counsel and advice and help

to people by our own experience to those who are on

the threshold of life.  Quite apart from sickness and

illness, I think that old age has compensations of

another kind, by being able to look back at our own

mistakes, and things that we might have done and

didn’t do.  We can see from that an object lesson

which if we like we can pass on to those who will

listen, and help those who are prepared to be helped.

But even that is bitter-sweet, because often we

desperately want to do something and help someone, and

you find that either they won’t accept your advice or

what you are offering to give them, or if they do,

it’s merely on the surface and they go ahead and do

what they think they should do anyway.  You try to

tell them about truth as you know it, and they may

accept it on the surface, but not very deeply.  So it

doesn’t have much effect on them.

In a way I’m really glad to grow old.  Although I

have had a great deal of new experience  over here,

and I’ve found a great deal of pleasure and happiness,

and certainly much more peace of mind, at the same

time, when I draw close to earth, I sometimes have

regrets.  I feel that if I had stuck things out, it

might have been good for my ego.  Perhaps I would have

had a greater satisfaction in knowing that I had faced

up to things.  I sometimes wonder if I did the right

thing. It’s a strange thing how in spite of happiness

that I find here, sometimes I get a little edgy and

irritable and off-hand, even with myself.  I shouldn’t

have done what I did.  I should have faced up to

things.  After all, that was a test of character.

Anyway, I suppose it’s because of this damn New Year

business, and I’m going through a reflective mood!

Isn’t it funny how we tot things up.  Although at

the moment you may not think too seriously or deeply

about things, but when you can be at peace, as it

were, on your side, that is how you reflect on the

years gone by or the year just gone and you make

resolutions.  No one ever keeps them.  A people say

they are going to be much kinder and much more

considerate.  You are going to stop and think before

you say what you feel, and so you become artificial.

Then you say that you can’t be artificial, you must

“out with the truth!”    So you upset someone, after

all, so where are you?  It’s damn difficult, isn’t it?

Everyone has to compromise.  I think all life is

compromise, almost from the moment you are born, or at

least, from the moment you are able to develop any

sort of character.  We compromise with other people,

we compromise with ourselves, we come to terms, so we

think, and then we make resolutions and we break them.

Some are worse than others, but none of us can really

truthfully say that we’re truthful or completely and

absolutely honest.  If we were, I suppose we would be

living in a much worse  hell than we’re already in as

it is.

Sitter:: One is afraid of being too honest, because I

think you hurt people.

Writer: Yes, and yet if everyone were honest, then I

think that gradually the world would change for the

better.  It is because of this dishonesty and deceit

in politics for example, that there is so much

suffering.  People are saying things diplomatically,

doing and saying things which cover up a multitude of

sins.  This so-called diplomacy is the ruination of

mankind, bringing about wars and unhappiness

generally.

Even in illness, there is compromise.  You go to

hospital, and they do their very best for you, it’s

true, but the doctor doesn’t necessarily tell you

what’s really wrong with you. He will tell you what he

thinks is good for you to know.  He’ll do something

without your permission, which may mean that you’ll go

through some procedure which is not necessary.

Probably, if he took you into his confidence, he’d

tell you that you could heal yourself, rather than

have surgery.   One can go into all sorts of different

angles about this business of truthfulness.  It is

difficult for one person to have the courage to be

truthful if everybody else isn’t.  Unless a certain

number of people start being truthful and honest, then

the whole world will remain as it is.  It seems to me

that only when people start to really be truthful and

honest with themselves and then with other people can

we hope for any revolution in your world that will

change it.   For example, if people were truthful with

their religion, they would say how much they really

believe.  They would say whether they believed 100%,

or whether they accept the faith just on the surface,

as most people do.  They  take it that it must be so

because someone tells them whom they assume knows the

truth.  Yet in their hearts they know they don’t

believe.   The whole thing is one big hoax.  Everyone

is hoaxing everybody else.

Religion is one shining example of deception.

Politics is another.  Until the authorities come out

in the open and say: “Well, we don’t really know, but

we think so-and-so could be the truth, or the facts,”
if they could only put it on that basis, it would be

something.  But they are so dogmatic, so sure that

they are right, and everyone else is wrong.     In

other words, all this greed for power, status and

control brings about all the miseries and unhappiness

that mankind has suffered for generations.   It is bad

politics and bad religion.  Bad, dishonest individuals

create all the unhappiness in the world.

Sitter: It’s a wonder that they don’t have more

revolutions.

Writer:   I don’t know if there could be bloodless

revolutions, in which untold numbers of people didn’t

have to suffer.  The trouble is that whenever there

have been people who have had the courage of their

convictions, they have suffered, been trodden on and

murdered left, right and centre.  But you’ve got to

have the courage of your convictions, so that you’ll

always say and do the things that you know within

yourself are right.  There have been people in the

past who have had strong convictions, who have been as

the world terms it, martyrs, but really they’ve been

bloody fools! They’ve place themselves in an invidious

position.  They have become utterly convinced of

something deep down within themselves, and adamantly

clinging to this fixed idea they have been willing to

give up everything for it, and in consequence they

have lost their lives in the attempt, and it has done

nobody any good.

Sitter: Have you met any martyrs on that side?

Writer:   Oh, yes, and a lot of them have regrets,

believe me! They feel they have wasted their lives and

their opportunities.  There are lots of people who

live in a state of religious mania.  It’s a form of

disease.  It’s an illness.  They blame themselves for

everything.  I have met a few of these so-called

martyrs here who quite frankly admit that their

martyrdom as such was an absolute waste of effort and

time.  They might have done something much more

sensible and useful with their lives, instead of being

so stupid and by their attitude creating an atmosphere

which brought misery upon others apart from

themselves.  They did a tremendous amount of harm.  A

great deal of superstition and nonsense has built up

around them.  For some of them it’s an embarrassment

especially when they look back and see some of these

stupid people all queuing up to kiss bones!

I think some of the most disappointed people that

I’ve met are what I call religious failures.  Over

here, you see, there are so many people that in their

own way were innocent enough but at the same time were

quite stupid, to put it plainly.  One can’t blame them

because one must see it as a form of mental disease or

illness.  They get this bee in their bonnet about a

certain aspect of religion.  It goes completely

through their whole system and they become fervent

followers of this religion or particular religious

belief, and they go all out to do what they think is

right, but often go about it in the wrong way.  They

create such havoc in other people’s lives and make a

lot of other people as daft as themselves!

I know that people listening to me will say:  “Oh

well, he has got a bee in his bonnet about religion!”
This isn’t altogether true, because there is such a

thing as a genuine religious realisation which is

quite different from having a vague faith in something

so obscure that it doesn’t bear analysis. A lot of

these people accept something quite madly, quite

blindly, and they will die for it.  As a matter of

fact many people have died for it, but it hasn’t done

anybody any good, it has only built up a lot more

superstition and nonsense.  People have erected

shrines, and they have done this and they have done

that, and thousands of other people later followed the

same stupid idea and plan, and in consequence their

lives to some extent have been spoilt.  They didn’t

live a natural existence.  They lived far away from

what was intended.  They even stifle their natural

inclinations and live an artificial existence, become

narrow-minded, bigoted, prejudiced and full of fear.

Fear, believe me, is one of the worst things.  People

I have met over here freely admit that they were

driven into a sort of religious fear through their

religious fervour and faith, which really did more

harm than good.  One or the first things they had to

loosen from themselves when they came here was the

stupid fear of what might happen to them unless they

did this or believed that.   They had a very dreadful

idea of life that is to come.  Centuries ago they had

this terrible fear of hell, damnation and fire and

heaven knows what else, which doesn’t exist at all.

In fact, it only exists in the imagination, in the

mind.  Man has created these fearful images and a

great deal of this been created by the so-called

saints, the so-called religious zealots and

(firms-sic!)?  So much unhappiness in your world has

been brought about by these teachings. Millions of

people over here who were once so-called saint, or

religious bigots have so many regrets because through

their zeal and ardour they have been the cause of

suffering for untold millions of people, going through

the most terrible and yet unnecessary agonies and

untimely death.

You have no idea of what it means when you come over

here and you look back like you do when reflecting on

the New Year, and the year just passed, since we were

just talking about that, looking back on the old.

This is a very good simile, because a person who is

reborn over here looks back on the old life as if it

were like the old year just passed, and looks upon

this present existence in spirit as the new.  It is a

new beginning, a new opening and a new opportunity.

He looks back and sees the past in retrospect and sees

the untold unhappiness and misery within himself, and

then the untold misery that has been caused by his

outlook and his teachings.  He whipped up people’s

enthusiasm to believe as he believed and act as he

acted, and in consequence the untold misery, caused

over centuries of wrong thinking, wrong living and

wrong acting, especially on a religious line, is

appalling.  I think some of the most unhappy people

that come over and awaken on this side are the

so-called very religious people.

Many people who come here have no particular

religion.  They have no bias or prejudices, no strong

views to hamper them or to inflict upon others.  They

can see and look back with an absolutely clear and

open mind.  If they have made mistakes, at least they

have made them in ignorance.  But a lot of these

so-called religious people are so anxious that

everyone else should think and become exactly like

themselves:  they should set the pattern and everyone

else should follow.  Everyone else has got to be cut

out of the same damned mould, and if they can’t get

their own ends by fair means, they’ll get them by

foul.  That’s the very basis of millions of churches

and their teachings.  I am not saying that there are

not fundamental truths.  But these truth are so

twisted by man, in his egotistical way of wanting to

create for himself a powerful organization, a powerful

religion, where others should look up to him as a sort

of tin god while on earth.  Take people like popes.  I

mean, some have been the biggest bloody hypocrites.

In fact they don’t even walk on their two legs they

are carried around on a bloody litter!  (Laughter).

I haven’t time for them.  Well, it’s true!  The

whole thing is bloody stupid.  I mean, quite frankly,

if one accepts as I do that Jesus was born – I don’t

say that he was born of a virgin –  but I’m quite sure

that he was born into your world and that he was a

great teacher, philosopher and prophet, then he was a

man of humble bearing and of humble descent, and he

was a good man.  But anything less like Jesus I can’t

imagine, if you say to me: “Oh well, the Pope is God’s

advocate on earth, representing God and God’s love,

and representing Jesus and his teachings and  work.”
I can’t think of anything more revolting.  Anything

less like God or Jesus I can’t imagine.   You get all

these stupid people and really in some ways they are

highly intelligent and intellectual in their various

phases of activity and walks of life.  Many  of them

are very sensible people with a good background and

education, and yet  they lap up this religion like

some kitten lapping up its milk.  I think it is

because it has been nursed into them to some extent by

their background and upbringing, and I suppose it’s a

good thing to have something like that to cling on to.

The majority of people do have some religion because

it’s respectable, and that’s half the battle.  To be

religious is to be respectable, and also, doors can be

opened up to you which might otherwise be shut.  It’s

a good thing to be in with the parson or the priest

because you are play safe, aren’t you?  I mean, if it

happens to be true, well you’re wise, it’s like an

insurance policy.  You pay dues every so often, and at

the end of it, if you’re lucky, you’ll draw a bonus!

There’s nothing better than to be completely free,

to have a completely open mind, to receive truth as it

may come to you, from whatever source it may come, and

by that I mean even from beyond life as it is known.

Truth can be found in many in many different ways, in

many aspects of life, and it can be found in different

religions, once you are willing to sift all the chaff

from the wheat.   The fundamental truth is identically

the same truth everywhere.  But man has so covered it

up with a lot of dross that you can hardly fathom it.

Man has put so much obstruction around it by his

foolishness.  But truth will come, sooner or later,

when man himself makes the attempt to seek it, and

chuck away from himself all these stupid things which

he has clung to or which have been put upon him by

ignorant bastards, you know!

I get very heated.  I suppose I shouldn’t but I

don’t bear any ill will toward anyone.  I’m afraid

religion didn’t have much effect upon me one way or

another.  I wasn’t Church of England, I wasn’t this or

I wasn’t that.  I don’t quite know what I was.  I

suppose I had some religious background of a kind, but

I’m afraid I saw, even at an early age, the mistakes

and the stupidity of some aspects of it.  But at the

same time I respect people in their beliefs if they

are sincere.  But the vast majority of them are rather

insincere, or if they are what appears to be sincere

through fear of some kind or other, it amuses me and

at the same time, it depresses me.  I have seen people

of whom I have thought to myself how much better they

would be without their religion.  I think that

sometimes religion nullifies a lot of the good that’s

in humanity.

I’m not suggesting that in some cases  religion

properly understood and properly applied can’t bring

out the good in people.  We know there are striking

incidents of individuals who through religious fervour

have done wonderful things and in their case it may

have been an extremely good thing.  But think of the

untold misery that religion has caused and brought

into being.   Even today, the power of religion is

very strong, especially in Latin countries where the

people are suppressed.  You will find that where there

is dire poverty, quite often religion has a very high

place.  It has great power.  Take Spain and Italy

where Italy may not be quite so backward as Spain, but

the church often dictates to the state.  We have a

shining example of that even in this country among

many others.  The church is behind the state.  When it

suits the state to go to war, the church backs it up

by blessing the flag, by blessing the battleships,

blessing the soldiers and indeed, when a man is going

to be hanged in a prison for a murder which he may not

have even committed, the priest goes up and blesses

him.  The whole bloody thing is hypocrisy.

Sitter: You must have had a dose of it over there, my

friend.

Writer:   Oh, I’ve listened to plenty, and I’ve

listened to many so-called religious men who have had

many…

S: On your side?

W:             Oh yes.  Don’t think that for a man who

has been a bloody archbishop, when he comes here,

everything in the garden is going to be lovely, that

he’s going to float around on wings and play harps!

Far from it.  He’ll probably be sitting in a dark

miserable corner playing a bloody harmonica and

wishing he could get out of it!  Quite frankly, some

of the happiest people and the most progressed people

and the people who have in many respects achieved more

on this side and really are in so many different ways

much more spiritually evolved are often the people who

had no strong views on religion, who just lived a good

life as they felt, you know, within themselves.  They

tried to do the best they could, giving of themselves,

sacrificing themselves, not for any religious faith or

belief, but because they felt that, without being

dictated to do it in that particular way, they should

give themselves freely in love to others.  That to me

is the greatest form of religion that you can possibly

have.  You can take the rest and put it under the mat!

“People are so scared of dying.  I think the actual

process of dying can  in some cases be pretty bad.  It

depends of course on the illness and circumstances.  I

think a person who just quietly passes out in their

sleep is jolly lucky.

But although it’s a shock, it’s much better when a

person comes really suddenly.

I lingered unconscious for several days.  The world

and the doctors say a person is unconscious, but of

course, that’s stupid really.  The person is not

unconscious, you know, they are conscious of two

worlds at the same time.  They may not be fully aware,

it’s true, but it’s as if they are drifting between

two worlds.  One moment they are conscious of things

going on around them, and sometimes of course they can

hear what’s being said, and another time they are

right off the beam as it were, and they are more over

this side.  In fact, it’s an extraordinary situation,

because you’re neither in one world or the other.

You’re in both almost at the same time. A person is

very conscious of his people around him, people that

he’s known in the past and particularly his own people

that he has know in the past, and particularly his

own people, relations, parents and what have you.

Actually it would be much better to be released

completely than to have this sort of condition

in-between the two, because it’s disturbing in a way.

Sitter: Yes very.  I expect (a dying  politician)

will have several people come and meet him.

Writer:   Oh, goodness, he’s had masses around him

already, I mean, ever since he first really became

seriously ill, even before he relapsed into what you

term unconsciousness.  Before this stroke attacked

him,  he was very much with us.  Although it was not

publicly known, he was very much in between the two

worlds.  I don’t mean to say that he was exactly

unconscious, but he was sleeping a great deal and

drifting, dozing you call it, but really it is

nature’s way out, I suppose.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”
That’s all for the moment.  This Post is not

responsible for the language and opinions of the

spirit communicating here!         Peace.    Richard R
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More about Negative Spirits and Hauntings, and
Warfare.

The world is going crazy! It is brought home to
me even more poignantly since our youngest daughter
was brought into this world by a Lebanese doctor
thirty-three years ago, and since that time in
religious and political disputes his country and
Beirut in particular has been destroyed over and over
again, with the loss of so much human life. While the
art and science of medicine has been perfected to the
point of saving human life with the most modern and
sophisticated procedures, all that work is undone and
destroyed by the madmen, politicians and terrorists
alike, who consider territorial, political and
religious rights can only be maintained by the use of
destructive force, killing servicemen and civilians,
children and animals indisciminately, demolishing
buildings, roads, railroads, airfields, fields and
crops, and poisoning the environment with the chemical
after-effects of the bombs, rockets, shells and
flares. Civilization is crumbling.
Now that we can see we all belong to one human
race, and to one planet which is in dire distress at
this time, not only from war, but also from
environmental damage, famine, flooding, and disease,
we must consider warfare as unthinkable as a
political, economic or defensive procedure.
War and pollution are the two problems we have
the power as human beings to control and stop, if we
put our mind to it. Two more are disease and famine.
We must refuse to vote into power governments that go
to war, or continue to ignore or play down the
pollution and global warming issues. We must refuse to
invest in the gigantic big business of the armaments
industry and profit from it, but rather invest in the
peaceful uses of our armed forces, that is, to combat
natural disasters, sponsor rescue work of all kinds,
and the establishment of real law and order to beat
all kinds of corruption, dishonesty and crime which is
rampant today in the highest places as well as the
lowest, in our very prisons and at the top of some of
our largest corporations. This is what spirit has
been telling us since the beginning of the
Spiritualist movement, and what religions have been
telling us even longer. This is why I feel the rescue
series should continue. We need their help, and they
need ours, when so many of them are passing in a state
of anger, hatred, confusion and ignorance.

With regard to rescue work, as I mentioned in a
recent post, and other of you made similar statments,
spirits need talking to with respect, and only the
most disruptive need extra help and strength to
control.
Poltergeist activity comes into this discussion,
obsession and possession (an often undiagnosed cause
of mental
illness). Also, disturbed graveyards, and new
buildings placed on old and forgotten burial sites, or
former accident scenes (e.g. a major train derailment,
with many violent deaths, or buildings which were once
hospitals, mental hospitals or gaols being turned into
residences or apartments, stir up problems. Everyone
has a right to be where they are, at whatever level,
so it takes much understanding and compassion to deal
with.
And yes, a haunting may be benign, and we can live
with it. Robert Hardy the English actor lives
comfortably with the ghost of a monk, or priest, in
his house.

[Richard Rowley, July 2006]

I would like now to include some messages from
“Mac,” or Jim McCarty, who died in a car crash and
left behind a young wife and family. These extracts
are taken from "In Silence They Return" (1972) by Judy
Boss, who also wrote "A Garden of Joy" (1974) both
published by Llewellwyn Publications.


Mac says to Judy: "I guess we all here have
problems we
have to work out. Maybe that's why the church calls
it purgatory. I know there are better levels of
consciousness than where I am but I'm not ready yet.
As I recall the church and its praying for those in
purgatory - they were right. We do need help, but no
more than we did in the level called life. We all
seem to be able to put ourselves through what we
deserve. Fortunately here there is nothing to hide
behind and we must face ourselves as we really are.
Our world is so different than yours and I am dealing
with more absolutes now... like love, a perfect giving
love and how to achieve this. Patience for the
understanding of everyone's differences and respect of
every individual for him/herself. Kindness to all,
gentleness, and most of all helping others. This is
so important - to help others. We are able to do this
in many ways. You will be surprised when you become
a spirit at the vast ways that humans are helped by
spirits. Love is the answer. It is the only answer.
It is the only thing that is real. It is enormous.
It is God. God is the ultimate love. He is all love,
and through love we find God. It is through and with
love that we soar and climb. It is our love for God
and our recognizing God in other people and through
using the God in us that we reach the ultimate God.
If only more people would know true love. Love is the
answer. It is a bond that does not die."

“Don’t concern yourself with negatives and
negative spirits. This is operating in a negative
way. God is GOOD. He wants everything GOOD for us.
The devil does not EXIST. This is only when people
turn away from God; then they have lessons to learn.
People will try to talk you into this devil concept
(possession like this is bad energy, that’s all, not a
separate anti-God entity). All energy is God. God
allows. Keep remembering, God is good. This is all
you need to know.
There are many people with psychic gifts of all
kinds from all walks of life. Clever, cunning and
mischievous spirits who are still earthbound (attached
to material pleasures and activities good and bad)
can still enter those open to communication, using
people for their own gain. So it is important for
people who engage in spirit communication to protect
themselves through prayer, in order to keep their own
spiritual level high.
Spirits can be your friends or your enemies.
Evil spirits can often be noticed by others, or be the
operating force behind dangerous phenomena and
disruptive poltergeist activity.
Apparitions that stay on earth as ghosts are
wasting their time. They are depriving their souls
of the spiritual growth and learning that they need to
rise to the ultimate level of fullness with God. We
can help these souls find their way to enlightenment
through our prayers. And send them into the light.
Pray for the living and the dead. If you are
possessed or bothered, pray for the spirits and
persuade them to go into the light…but not the guides
who have come back to help or contact you. Help the
wandering imps move on. Spirit communication can be
helpful or harmful, depending largely on the motives
of those seeking it. If it is just for amusement,
leave it alone.”

A guide later come through with a comment
on the way of the world.

“Most humans have not learned to solve problems
without killing. War begets more war. As mankind
persists to struggle and strive, to grow and build, it
also fragments and destroys with its opposing
ideologies. Communism, fascism and democracy [etc
etc] all promise a better world. Within each are
positive elements, but instead of uniting their common
positive values, they conflict until the world burns
from the heat of battle and scourges itself with the
red blood of defeat. Every thinking person becomes
disillusioned by having to make the choice between the
political movements, which leave us desperately
wanting something larger, finer and better for
mankind. Apart from a few remarkable exceptions,
government lacks spirit, and spiritual principles.
Now, [asks the guide in 1970] with a
population of over 6 billions by the year 2000, what
will it be like, utopia or polluted planet? Go for
the best, and don’t be scared. Will people be
regarded as an individual or just a number in a total
computer system of inputs and readouts: Will streams
and rivers be immense cesspools of waste and trees
defoliated as in Vietnam: Or will a space orbit be a
better environment to live in? Science and technology
have not solved the dualities. We have fast planes
but fast missiles, fast cars but pollution, some
diseases are checked, but new ones emerge.”

Note that this guide of Judy’s and her husband
Mac in spirit both regard our problems as their
problems too. They know what is going on earth, and
are concerned for our welfare. We are all helping
each other through these learning experiences. Again
and again spirits tell us that certain things and
values can only be learned by experience on earth.
But once we have learned what we need to know, we
should not remain attached and earthbound, but move on
to the greater life beyond, without regret. There we
will have much greater scope to make use of the
knowledge and experience we have acquired here, and
this is what we need to tell the earthbounds and other
confused spirits who need our help after passing.

So it will be helpful to our understanding to add
further illustrations of so-called “rescue work”, or
contact with lost or confused souls. We can go back
to 1943, and the work of Lord Dowding, this time with
the help of Estelle Roberts and her guide, Red Cloud.
This extract is taken from “Fifty Years a Medium” by
Estelle Roberts, published by Corgi Books, London in
1969, when the medium had reached the age of 80.

Estelle writes that she held a number of public
meetings in Oxford then in London during the war, and
many private sittings. “My work became intensified
as the casualty lists grew bigger and more and more
war victims wanted to communicate with those they had
left behind. Among these were four young men who had
died in action, David and Arthur from the Royal Navy
and Bill and Clive from the R.A.F. These four
youngsters, having proved their own survival, were
determined to help others to achieve similar success.
Because of their dedication to this task, we started a
private circle for direct-voice communication. It
comprised the parents of the four boys and friends and
relatives of other spirit communicators who had been
able to prove their identities. The sittings were
free of payment to all who attended.
One of the most distinguished visitors to this
circle was Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding. He first
attended in October 1943 at the express invitation of
its four spirit originators. The séance began by the
trumpet tapping out the “V” sign in Morse code on the
floor. Then a girl’s voice was heard gaily claiming,
‘Ladies first,’ suggesting there was keen competition
for possession of the trumpet. She achieved only a
few sentences before one of the airmen was heard
talking animatedly to his parents. After a brief
exchange, he asked: ‘Please introduce me to the
Chief.’ The introduction was effected, and the
following dialogue ensued:
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Lord Dowding at a direct voice trumpet séance with
Estelle Roberts in 1943 (continued)

The next voice announced: “This is Arthur Heath.
I went down in a destroyer off Crete. But I’m fine
now. I’ve been to Palestine and seen my brother.”

His mother, one of the sitters asks: Does he (the
brother) believe in survival?
ARTHUR No. But he’ll learn. He thinks I died, but
it would be hard to find a less “dead” man!
MOTHER You haven’t changed a bit. You’re just as
you were; you looked so well in your uniform.
ARTHUR [indignantly]. I still do look well in my
uniform.
RED CLOUD [to the sitters]. I need all your help. 
The next speaker will be making his first attempt at
direct voice.

Flight-Lieutenant Dick Stevens had already come
through for his wife at previous clairvoyant sittings,
and now he was speaking to her for the first time by
direct voice. He spoke eagerly of their daughter,
Frances, who at the age of two had been an indirect
victim of an air raid, just as so many innocent
children are dying in the present Middle East 
conflicts. His wife mentioned their son, John, the
twin of Frances. 

STEVENS He keeps pencilling on the walls,
doesn’t he: You shouldn’t let him do it.
MRS STEVENS It’s just a passing phase. He’ll grow
out of it.
STEVENS I dare say he will. You know, this is
wonderful, talking like this. I’d like a word with
the Air Chief Marshal. Do you remember me, sir?
DOWDING Of course I do. {They talk for a few
moments about Service matters and then a new voice
took possession of the trumpet, which moved to an
R.A.F. officer in uniform sitting in the circle]. 
LINDSAY Lindsay here. It’s a long time since we
read all those books together. Remember how we used
to sit up until the early hours arguing about the
philosophy of that gloomy pair Nietzsche and
Schopenhauer? What a lot of nonsense we talked! This
is the true philosophy – the truth of survival. Death
is not the end; it make a man of you. [These days we’d
use a less chauvinistic phrase, such as ‘it gives you
courage’ or ‘it returns you to your true self.’ - RR]

The trumpet moved to Lord Dowding.

LINDSAY You know, sir, I was one of the fools who
thought that death was the end. I was a Communist, a
follower of Karl Marx, if you please! It wasn’t until
I ditched in the drink that I realized how blind I had
been.
RED CLOUD Greater love hath no man than this, that
a man lay down his life for his friends.

Throughout WW II Estelle Roberts held séances for
sitters wishing to contact their dead loved ones, or
have news of those who were missing. Estelle writes:
“At all these direct voice séances, it was Red
Cloud’s invariable rule that no spirit communicator
who on earth had been a celebrity should be allowed to
speak unless it was to a personal friend in the
circle. [It is so easy for an impersonating spirit to
assume the role of a well-known public figure, and who
knows whether the “Shakespeares,” “Francis Bacons,” 
“Abraham Lincolns” or “Dr. Peebles” who have been
channeled over the years are who they claim to be. RR]
“ It was therefore with some surprise that the
sitters heard Red Cloud announce one night: ‘Hold on! 
Here is a visitor who has not been before and is not
personally known to any of you tonight.’ 
This was followed by a boyish voice issuing with
difficulty through the trumpet. ‘Hullo, there! Can
you hear me? It’s “Cobber” Kain.’ 
Everybody present knew who he was. From the
earliest days of the war this young New Zealander had
been flying with the R.A.F. and by shooting down many
German machines he had become one of the great aces. 
Tragically, on the eve of taking a spell of
well-earned rest, he fell the victim of a flying
accident.
‘We can hear you, Cobber,’ the circle replied in
chorus.
‘Seagrave brought me. He told me I would get
through here. I want to send a message to my mother
and fiancée. Tell them I have been back, that I send
them my love and that I am quite all right.’
The trumpet returned to the floor.
A sitter was curious to know why Red Cloud had
allowed this famous airman to speak to the circle when
no friend of his was present.
‘Because he was a very gallant gentleman,’ Red
Cloud replied. ‘And because he was so anxious to send
his message of love.’
The message was promptly delivered and gratefully
acknowledged.

“An instance of a man reported ‘missing, believed
killed’ was the young airman son of staunch
Spiritualists. As soon as they received the official
notification, the parents came and asked me (Estelle
Roberts) to try to get some information from the
spirit world. Without difficulty I established
contact with their daughter and other members of the
family who had passed on, but all declared they had
not seen the missing boy. They knew his aeroplane had
crashed in the sea, but from the moment of its hitting
the water they had lost all contact with him.
This was obviously a problem for Red Cloud. He
accepted it with his usual imperturbable good humour.
He explained that the young man was probably lost
between the two worlds and promised ‘to lower his own
vibrations’ and go in search of him.
Another sitting with the parents was arranged or
two days later and at the outset Red Cloud said he
wished to entrance me. I complied and Red Cloud
explained to the parents what had happened after the
crash. It seems that their son had not realized that
he had ‘died’ and had returned in this spirit form to
his base with every intention of carrying on his
duties. 
When Red Cloud had got into touch with him, he
had at first refused to leave, unconvinced that he
could do no more on the aerodrome. But Red Cloud at
last persuaded him, on the promise that he should have
the opportunity of speaking with his parents. 
On emerging from the trance and being told what
had transpired, I remarked that it was strange that a
member of a Spiritualist family should, of all people,
find himself earthbound. In agreeing, his parents
said this might perhaps be influenced by the fact that
their son was the only member of the whole family to
reject Spiritualism while he was alive!
Later, assisted by Red Cloud at a direct voice
séance, the boy spoke through the trumpet, and gave
conclusive evidence of his existence in the spirit
world by referring to documents he had left on earth
and his knowledge of the manner in which his parents
were dealing with them.” 

In thes turbulent times when many fall victim to
the terrorist suicide bombings around the world, and
service personnel and civilians are being killed in
Iraq, Israel, Lebanon and elsewhere in the war on
terror and in the attempts to maintain peace and
stability,and defend our countries, in all this death
and destruction, we can help by our thoughts and
prayers, and by volunteering to do rescue work during
our sleep. We may already be doing this. While
reading about similar situations from the past we
can’t offer much practical help, but we CAN learn
about the process of life and death, and see a purpose
and meaning behind the apparent chaos. Most churches
have been unable to console us, nor 
to tell us much about this process, but present-day
mediums are already contacting those killed in action
in Iraq and elsewhere, or on 9/11, or even the dead
terrorists themselves must be coming through, too.
Most of these sittings are too private and painful to
make public right now, so now I will take you back to
1916 during World War I and relate how Rex Ward, a
British officer, described his death on the
battlefield to his brother, Jack Ward. Jack used to
go out of his body in trance, or in his sleep, just
like Lord Dowding, to do rescue work. [Excerpted from
”A Subaltern in Spirit Land” by J.S.M. (Jack) Ward,
Psychic Book Club, London, no date ...probably around
1930].

JACK WARD: Rex, can you give me a coherent and
connected account of your life and adventures [on the
other side]?
REX WARD: Well, we had been shelled for some time
[somewhere in Northern France], and gradually the
bombardment increased in intensity. Then, as you
know, they battered in the trenches near us on either
side, and finally rushed them. Then the Germans
seemed to get mad, and rained heavy stuff on us. I
don’t know how long this went on, but our parapets
went all to pieces. Suddenly I felt an awful blow,
and seemed to be falling, falling, falling. I found
myself in utter darkness, and my first thought was
that the dug-out had been blown in and I was entombed
alive. I found, however, that I could move about, and
soon realised that there was something strange in the
matter, for I seemed to be able to go about much
further than I could have in a dug-out.
It did not occur to me that I was dead, but I
felt dazed and as if everything around me were unreal.
I thought, perhaps, I was wounded and felt all over
my body, but could find no damage. All the while I
heard the roar and crash of the guns. I groped around
and then began to call. No one came. I thought, ‘Of
course, they can’t get here during the bombardment,
they will have to wait till it’s over.’ 
Then I though ‘I’ll have a smoke,’ but, somehow,
could not find my things. All the while I felt
strangely dazed. Time seemed to drag slowly along. 
By degrees I began to distinguish new sounds and to
perceive things in the darkness.
I heard voices and called, but got no answer. 
Then I distinctly heard German spoken, and kept jolly
quiet. I thought perhaps the trenches had been taken
at last.
Soon I heard a savage shout, and it was in
English. Then a whirling mass of struggling men, dark
and shadowy, swept past me. Then more and more. To
and fro the conflict rolled.
Next moment the tide of battle rolled up and
engulfed me. I fired my revolver full into the face
of a German, but it seemed to make not the slightest
difference.
A German drove his bayonet into my chest, and I
felt the pain for a moment, but still went on
fighting, and forgot all about it. I seized a man by
the throat and he seized me, and we rolled to the
ground together, and were separated by the press of
the battle.
To and fro, up and down in a nightmare struggle,
neither side gaining the upper hand, we fought and
battled and raged. Age after age. Time had no
meaning to us. There was nothing even consecutive. 
Ever and ever doing the same thing. Overhead
lightning played and thunder rolled, blended with the
flash and roar of the guns. Around us pitch night,
moonless and starless. Like a fog it encompassed us,
weighed us down and shut us in.
Amid this ceaseless strife I heard, afar off, the
words of the burial service, and the sound of spades
digging, digging, digging. But it had no meaning for
me. Only I knew I was dreadfully weary of the
ceaseless struggle which seemed to lead nowhere, which
appeared to have no result, and I longed to shake off
the dazed sensation which made everything appear
unreal.
At last I cried to a German, ‘Why the devil don’t
you die? I’ve shot you dead three time!’ And he
laughed, and though he spoke in German, I know, yet I
understood his words as if they had been in English.
’You fool! how can I? Don’t you yet realize
that we are all dead here? Yes, and are in Hell, and
for ever must go on fighting without rest, for ever
and ever.’
’Lies!’ I answered. He sprang towards me and
drove his bayonet clean through my body. ‘If you’re
alive, why don’t you die now? he asked, and I knew he
spoke the truth.
So I burst through the mob, and tried to find
some place where I could sit down and rest and think
things over. But though I wandered through the murky
air for ages, and tried spot after spot, it was not
use. Wherever I went came crowds of straggling
spirits, and I was caught up in the conflict.
At length, however, I found a stony knoll and sat
down there and suddenly heard you, Jack, calling and I
followed your voice through the black night. Then I
saw you faintly in an unfamiliar room and heard you
ask me for a sign, and after struggling desperately
for a time, seemed to write something. Told you I was
there, and then you faded away, and once more I was
surrounded by a raging host of fiercely fighting men,
and broke from them and fled. Fled wildly across
endless stony wastes, over snad-dunes, and across
sodden, muddy, heavy fields. Stumbled and fell into
pools and quagmires, and sank down at last by the
wayside.
And again I heard you calling, and rushed blindly
through the darkness, seeking an old friend through
the nightmare, new surroundings, and again I tried to
give you a message of cheer, though, God knows, I
wanted one myself!
Again you faded, and once more I found myself
wandering through the darkness, but though the guns
played all around, the fihting, struggling spirits
were further off.
I sat down, and painfully tried to piece it all
together. Where was I? Dead? Where was I? What was
this wild, chaotic, nightmare land? And I seemed to
remember something that you had told me. The astral
plane, that was it! Or was I in Hell? The Germans
had said we were, but I remembered you had said that
the young, and especially those cut off suddenly,
passed, at any rate, to the astral plaen.
And then you came. I was aware of a friendly
presence stealing slowly through the darkness. How
slowly it seemed to come! Then, at length, I saw you.
You seemed different from the others. Less
substantial in some ways, or was it more substantial?
I can’t say. One thing I did notice, that from you
there trailed away a silver cord thin as a hair, but
going clean out of sight. None of the others I had
seen had that. 
How glad I was to see you, and when you had gone
I felt an awful void, but, still, I felt also a new
hope. and when, after long waiting, you arrived once
more with H.J.L. [a fellow officer in spirit] no words
can say how thankful I was. His being here has made
an enormous difference to me already. The dazed
feeling has gone, and now I understand both what has
happened and also the laws of this new world where, I
suppose, I must make up my mind to dwell.” 

[to be continued]

In his introduction to the book, Jack Ward, a man
of business, deplored the lack of knowledge of life
after death shown by orthodox religion. 
He wrote: “The Churches can give us no rational
account of life beyond the grave. The best attempt is
that made by the Roman Catholic Church, and it will be
noticed that many of the statements made by that body
are borne out by the narratives we are now obtaining. 
But not all she says is correct. It would appear to
the impartial observer as if at one time the Roman
Catholic Church at least had kept the doorway open,
but at a later date closed it, and since then much
which her seers had learnt became distorted or
misunderstood by a later generation.
”For the most part, however, the Churches have
utterly failed to answer the agonised question Whither
go we? Long years ago a Christian missionary stood
before an Anglo-Saxon king and pleaded his cause. 
Then arose a priest of Woden, and said, ‘O king, the
life of man is like a sparrow which flutters into the
lighted hall out of the dark and stormy night. For a
moment it flies round our hall, lit by the cheerful
light of the fire, and then it vanishes once more out
into the sleet and the rain. Such are we. We come
out of the dark, and into it return, but whence we
come, and whither we go, we know not. If these men
can tell us aught, then let us follow them and leave
the old gods behind.’
”Have the Churches really anwered the great
question? I for one, say No! and there are tens of
thousands in England today who will agree with me. 
Then let others endeavour to do so. Let us direct the
same scientific minds, as have won from Nature her
hidden secrets, to demand of Death the greatest secret
of all. Let us direct the scientific mind to study
the soul and the spirit of man, as it has already
studied his body. And this is being done. Each day
the number of careful students grows greater. Each
day new discoveries are being made, and if the
CHurches will not cooperate, regret it though we may,
then we who do know the truth must go on alone.”
Rescue Circles (45)

How Lord Dowding was led to investigate spiritualism and start his spirit rescue work.  and more from Rex from 1916.

Air Chief Marshal Sir Trafford Leigh-Mallory  was one of the R.A.F. officers serving under Lord Dowding in the Battle of Britain in 1940.  He later became Commander-in-Chief of the Allied Expeditionary Air Forces under General Eisenhower in the Normandy campaign.  He was later appointed to direct the Allied Air Forces in South-East Asia Command under Admiral Lord Louis Mountbatten, and was flying with his wife to India to take up the appointment when his aircraft crashed into a mountainside in the French Alps, killing both of them.

Some time later, Leigh-Mallory’s son Thomas came anonymously  for a sitting with Estelle Roberts, placing a well-smoked pipe in her hands.

Estelle said:  ‘The vibrations from this pipe are strong and revealing.  The man to whom it belonged passed suddenly and unexpectedly to the Other Side.  He sends a message.  He says:  “We are both together.  Do not mourn for us.  When the end came it happened fast like this (I snapped my fingers).  We heard it come but did not feel it.  We are grateful that we are together.”

There followed some personal evidence which revealed to me that my visitor was the spirit speaker’s son.  I asked the son: “Why does he show me a mountain?” but before he could reply, I knew the answer.  “He was in an aeroplane,” I said.  “It crashed into the side of the mountain.  He had your mother with him.  He gives no name, but I think he was a well-known man.  The next message is for me.  It is to say that on earth he experimented a little in Spiritualism.  He addresses you again.  He wants you to know that he and your mother tried to communicate with you but failed.”

THOMAS LEIGH-MALLORY, THE SON     How did they try?

ESTELLE     By knocking.  By striking the knocker of your front door.

THOMAS     When?

ESTELLE    Within one or two days of their passing.

THOMAS     There WAS such a knocking. I live in a flat, and just before the newspapers published the account of their death there was a continuous hammering on my door.  I went to see who was there, but there was no one to be seen.  Do they say where they were going in the aircraft?

ESTELLE     To engage in new work.  To take up a new appointment overseas.  Now there is a message for Lord Dowding.  It is to tell him that your father will speak to him soon in the direct voice.

THOMAS     I will pass the message on.

ESTELLE     Here is a message from your mother.  She says: “Give my love to my little girl.  On the anniversary of our passing we will come to talk again.”           

Thomas Leigh-Mallory published an account of his sitting with Estelle Roberts, which he summed up in the words:  “I am convinced that survival after death is an accomplished fact and not a fallacy as so many people believe…I had the clearest evidence that my parents still live on the Other Side and are the same today as I knew them then.”

Thomas told Estelle that his father had been to a medium twenty years earlier, in the 1920s, when he tried to communicate with his brother who was lost in a snowstorm in an attempt to climb Mount Everest.  Later, Sir Trafford Leigh-Mallory, while serving under Lord Dowding during the Battle of Britain, must have talked with him about his experiments in Spiritualism, when so many airmen were being killed.  This stimulated Lord Dowding’s own interest in the subject, and after his retirement in 1941 he did much reading and came out with his book, “Many Mansions,” published by Rider and Company, in January, 1943.  As he stated at the time,  “This book contains an authoritative account of spiritualistic evidences concerning life beyond the grave.”  It was only then, after much favorable response to his writing,  that he began to attend séances for the first time in his life with different mediums such as Mrs. Hill,  Margaret Flavell and Estelle Roberts; and so commenced his spirit rescue work which has been the subject of this series of 45 articles (to date). His last three books are accounts of his own direct experience in communicating with the Spirit World.  [“Lychgate,” Rider and Company.1945.   “God’s Magic,”  Spiritualist Association of Great Britain. 1946.  “The Dark Star,” Museum Press Ltd. 1951.]

Now we return to 1916, and Rex Ward’s experiences after being killed in Northern France.  He talks to his brother Jack Ward about his conversations with his uncle on the Other Side. These excerpts are taken  from the book “A Subaltern in Spirit-Land,”  by J.S.M. Ward,  Psychic Book Club Ltd.  c.1930.

REX      After my uncle, H.J.L., had arrived, and you had gone, he said:

UNCLE      “Now Rex, you are on the astral plane.   You are still partly material, though you are now, as it were, refined matter, the same as gas is compared to solid matter.  The astral plane impinges on the earth plane, and partakes of its nature far more than the plane of the spirits in which I properly dwell.  [H.J.L. is acting as a temporary guide for his nephew until he gets settled in with his new life in the Spirit World, and his regular guide can be located]. 

“The astral plane corresponds fairly well to the idea of purgation, but the spirit plane contains what you know as Hell, and also part of the lower Heavens, but not the real high Heavens.

“In the astral plane you will find that you are still subject to earth influences.  It is usual to speak as if earth influences are all to the bad, but this is not so.  Here you can redeem past failings by doing good on the earth plane, and cleanse your spirit of earthly faults, but also, of course, you can hanker after forbidden earthly pleasures, and, in a dim mockery of a way, can enjoy them [vicariously], but to your bane.  Here you can commit further sins, and, finally, cause your soul to drop down into that part of the spirit plane which is properly called Hell, and from thence it is far harder to climb than from this plane to the happy planes above.

“I said ‘properly called Hell,’ for there are parts of this astral plane which, to the superficial observer, appear very much like Hell.  Still, this will hardly surprise you, seeing even on earth itself are to be found very close imitations of Hell.  It is natural that where evil people congregate, there a condition will be found which approximates to Hell.

“The thing you have to do is to shun such districts carefully, and especially avoid people of an obviously evil nature.  Those who suggest obsession, and so forth, are to be avoided at all costs.  You know what obsession is, I perceive?”   

REX     Yes, Jack explained that to me once rather fully.

UNCLE        Unfortunately, your guide seems to have drifted rather far from you, but, doubtless, we shall rectify that in time.  As you are a young man, you will probably find that your astral form is a strong one, and will last for a considerable time.  Therefore, you must prepare to stay here for a considerable period, and, as it were, make it your home.  Further, you will find that the “earth pull” is very strong, and you must resist it.  Above all, you must resist any temptations to obtain the old earth pleasures by obsessing, and so forth.  You will come across a fair number of  beings who will try to lead you astray in this matter, just as on earth there are always plenty of people ready to show a man the shortest path to destruction;  so be wary.

Again, you have separated your Guardian Spirit from you by a wall of misdeeds, and so forth, and your first work must be to dissolve that barrier by doing good deeds, and especially by helping people both on earth and here on this plane of existence.

Not that I mean to imply that you have not any good deeds to your account.  I know you have a great many, but what we want are more, and especially unselfish deeds.  I mean that you should do things that you don’t like for the sake of helping others.  Not merely doing things that your nature inclines you to do.  Thus, you are by nature fond of children, and have many meritorious acts recorded on that score in your favour.  What you need to do is to make a special effort, as it were, to level up that score in other directions.

REX     What is the geography of this place?

UNCLE     All things that have material form have an astral form.  To this plane come the astral forms.

REX     What, do you mean that if I made a toy, and it was destroyed, I should find its astral form here?

UNCLE     Yes, and when you come on to the plane of pure form in the spirit plane you might find it there also, unless, indeed, it was so ugly or so badly made that it had gone to Hell!

REX     Then we are like God, who is said to create things?

UNCLE     Certainly, to create is Godlike.  Thus buildings which perish come here, and also to the plane above.  Here come animals, and trees and flowers, rocks and landscapes and so forth. 

REX     But what is the difference of the forms or bodies, on the two planes?

UNCLE     It is easy for me to know the difference, but not so easy to explain it, especially in the case of inanimate objects.

Roughly, the form remains entangled in the astral body for some time after  the astral body escapes from the material.  This latter process on earth we call death.

Here, in the astral plane, the astral body goes on, and is inhabited for some time by the soul which is enclosed in the spiritual body or form.

In time, sooner or later, we “shed our astral body.”  This is the best phrase to describe this second death.

Then, freed from the astral body, the soul rises to the spirit plane, either to enter one of the three divisions of light, or sink to the realms of darkness called Hell.

From the divisions of light it passes through the “great wall of fire,” and there loses its mixed form.  What happens after that I know not.  But that is a long way off for both you and me. 

Now, when the “form” leaves the astral body the latter continues to last often for a while, just as a corpse does.  In some cases it breaks up almost at once, particularly in the cases of old people, whose astral bodies have become worn out like their physical ones.  I am a case in point.  I hardly realized I was on the astral plane before my astral body dissolved and I had passed on to the spirit plane.

But often, in the case of a young man, he cannot get clear of his astral body.

If he goes in for obsessing, however, his spiritual body seems to become too gross to remain in the astral body, and shatters it, and he drops down to Hell.  On the other hand, if he does a lot of good his spirit form will shake itself clear of the astral body and rise to our plane.  Then that astral body, now an empty :shell,” may dissolve or may drift about aimlessly.  I have known cases where a “shell” has hung round some old haunt of its earth life for several centuries.  Many of the famous ghosts which haunt the country houses of Great Britain are of this nature, though not all by any means. [see Derek Acorah’s TV series, “Most Haunted”  and “Ghost Towns” and many “Haunted” series in the USA and “Rescue Mediums” and “Creepy Canada.” here, and now some more “Down Under.”]

But most of those aimless, purposeless ghosts, who simply turn up on certain anniversaries and do nothing in particular, belong to this group.

As to animals, the highest types of animals, those closely associated with man, often attain to our realms, but the less human ones, as it were, seem to remain more or less permanent on the astral plane, e.g. lions and wolves, and most of the prehistoric creatures.

progress.  I rather think some of them do, but that was one of the subjects I was studying when I broke it off to come and help you.

As to the inanimate, as we call it on earth, it is well to realize that everything has life, even to the tiniest atom; taking a house as an example: as soon as destroyed, but not before, it comes to the astral plane.  Here it remains for a long time, as a rule.  So long as  there are any astral beings on the astral plane who knew it on earth, and recognize it, there it will remain.  When there are no longer any such left, it fades away, and breaks up into astral elements, just as its material elements on earth break up and fall back into the general mass of matter.  From these astral elements new astral forms are always being built up. 

Then there are those astral beings who were never on earth, but I’ll tell you about them at another time.

The form of a building, on the other hand, goes straight to the realm of form, and from there, so far as I can discover, remains for ever.  According to its beauty, it will go to the realms of light and to the various divisions of them, or to Hell.

Even a building partly rebuilt will come to that realm.  Thus, Westminster Abbey may be seen in the various stages of its development.  Thus, also, on the astral plane and on the spirit plane, one may see the same building to all appearances.  But the astral form is temporary, and the spirit form fixed and permanent.  

REX   It’s wonderfully interesting, and I can see I have a vast deal to learn!

UNCLE      The first thing to do is to give you a chance of settling down among these new surroundings, and, above all, to get your thoughts off the battlefield and such-like scenes.  So, now, I’m going to isolate you from all this.  Indeed from the present world itself.

Then Rex described to Jack what happened to him next while his uncle and another officer in spirit, the Adjutant, listened too:

“Then we rose and started on a long and seemingly endless journey, amid a thick fog, and overshadowed by tumult and fear.

Every now and then I caught a fleeting glimpse of the landscape, which steadily grew wilder and stranger.  I passed over what appeared to be great ice-fields, and then through primeval forests across tropic swamps, and on and on till life failed, till even the strange monsters of prehistoric times ceased, and a great silence settled on all.  Slowly this silence ate into my brain.  At times it was almost painful, and acted like a cauteriser, burning away the hideous tangle of shattered nerves.

After a while this stage passed, and it began to act like a soothing balm.  Gradually my whole being seemed to expand and drink it in, and my surroundings grew clearer and plainer.  I realized that I was seated in the midst of a stony waste, where perpetual silence reigned.

Then, far away in the distance, I saw a faint speck of light.  It grew brighter and brighter, as if it were approaching, but I could see no form.  Yet I knew at once there was a form, only distant from me an immeasurable space.

As when, seated on a river’s bank some dark night, one gazes down into the black waters and sees just one star reflected there, and the dark waters reflect not only the lone star, but also, in some mysterious way, the vast space which lies between our world and it – so it was now between me and my Guide.

Then, across the limitless space, came a sound and a voice – like the note of a mighty organ far, far away.  It swelled and swelled as it grew nearer, and finally it burst like a tempest upon me.  Its music was superb and yet and yet awful.  In some such way I could imagine the angels’ trump will sound at the last day.  If, indeed, there is a last day.  Or is it, that for me this was the “last day”, and this the trump of the archangel calling me to judgment?

I know not.  But in that manner I can best describe the effect of that mighty cadence.  The music was exquisite, yet the pain was intense.

It burst on me and over me.  It overwhelmed me and shattered me.  It beat me to the dust.  Yet it was articulate, and the words it spoke were words of comfort and good cheer.

GUIDE     My son, you have started on the right path.  You have broken down the outer darkness which shuts me away from you.  Go on and prosper little by little.  I shall draw nearer, and remember, though you may drive me away from you, yet will I never desert you.   I cannot draw any nearer than this lest I overwhelm you utterly.  I see how even this first vision of me has shattered and dazed you.

Grow strong in good works, in loving acts, in unselfish thoughts, and so, as you grow more able to bear the sight of the Glory, it shall be revealed to you.

Rex told Jack: “Slowly the cadence receded, and a great silence took its place.  I gazed on the lone star, and it changed from white to blue and blue to green, and green to orange, and orange to red, and red to purple.  The purple grew pale and became like lavender, and the lavender was diffused with pink which flashed into an extraordinary colour which melted into silver.

Then waves of darkness rolled over my star, fold by fold.  I could see it no more.  Slowly the wall of the house became visible and then I saw my uncle again. 

REX     It’s impossible to describe that beautiful colour, is it not?

UNCLE     Yes, there is no such colour on earth.  It cannot be described. 

Jack, who was out-of-body visiting the astral realms, and the Uncle and another officer, an adjutant, in spirit, had been listening to Rex’s account of his experiences.

OFFICER     Youngster, that was the most wonderful description I’ve ever heard.  I felt that I was actually witnessing the episode.

JACK     So did I.

UNCLE     So did we all, we saw the forms of his thoughts.  It is not so easy here as in the sixth plane, where it is the normal thing, yet here it can be done.  Indeed, even on earth it is occasionally done, so it is not surprising that it should be possible here. 

Yes, Jack.   Rex, by helping the Adjutant, has helped himself.  He has drawn a little nearer to his guide.  A good start.  A good beginning – but there is a long journey yet. 

      [Next episode: how Rex helped the Adjutant in the Spirit World.]    R.R.

Rescue Circles (46)    Rex Ward does more rescue work.  Astral phantoms, and a cat.

June 19th, 1916     

Rex Ward in spirit told his brother Jack how he had been searching for his Adjutant, killed in action, as one of his tasks on the other side.

REX     We found him still fighting fiercely, and you should have seen the look of astonishment on his face when he saw me.  It made me laugh for the first time since I died.  Amid the turmoil it was impossible to go into things, but after some little difficulty I got him out of the fighting line.  He thought at first he would be running away from the battle, and it was only my presence which made him realize that he must be dead.  He said, “Well, if I can talk with you, I must be dead, for I know quite well you are.   But it all seems a fearful jumble up.”

Somehow we got him away, and the Officer took him firmly in hand and I and uncle went with him.  We took him away behind the fighting line, and there he is now, and we three are doing for him the work that uncle did for me, only we have not, as yet, taken him into the great solitude.  I don’t know whether it will be necessary in his case. 

June 23rd, 1916

ADJUTANT     Well, this is another surprise.  I’m getting them every hour now.  To be able to talk to a living man in this land of shadows!  How goes the war?  Do you know anything of the old Regiment?  Has our offensive started?

JACK    [after relating the progress of the war]   But while you naturally want to know how England’s doing, don’t concentrate on that idea too much, or you will become hopelessly earth-bound.

ADJUTANT     What does that mean?

JACK  [explains briefly, then turns to Rex]  How have you been getting on since last I saw you?

REX     Famously.  The Officer took the Adjutant away for some time into the place of “Utter Silence,”  how long you would reckon it, I don’t know.  Time is measured differently here.  Indeed, if it were not for your periodic visits, I should have by now quite forgotten about earth time.  Reckoning by that, I should think he was away for about three days.  I called your visits periodic.  I do that because you have explained to me that you visit me every Monday and Friday, but the intervals between seem to vary in length enormously.

June 26th, 1916

Jack gave the Adjutant more news of the war, and then Rex continued his account of his experiences.

REX     I’ve been having some experience with these astral beings.  I mean the non-human ones.  I went out by myself, and walked out into the country.  Suddenly I saw some delightful-looking little elves, just like the fairies of our nursery stories.  I WAS astonished, and stood and watched them gamboling and skipping about.  Some had wings like those of a butterfly, and others like those of dragonflies and bats.  I even saw one little fellow riding through the air on a broom.

I was enjoying myself immensely when a huge monster suddenly appeared, and the “Little People” vanished at once.

The newcomer was a most repellent creature.  It was the sort of thing I imagine drunkards see in Delirium Tremens.  It seemed about ten feet high, and looked like a huge green crocodile in its upper part, but its lower part was that of a naked man.  The lower half was not green, but dark brown.  

As soon as it saw me it made straight for me.  I had nothing in the shape of a weapon, and I fled.  Of course, it was very cowardly of me, but, really, the sight of the brute had thrown me completely off my guard.

I hadn’t run far before I saw uncle hurrying towards me.  On seeing how the situation was, he rose in the air and shot towards me at a great pace.

Seizing my arm, he turned me round and said, ‘Face it.  The creature is less to be feared than the prehistoric monsters you have already seen [Rex  had recently been led on a “life review” going back through the different stages of evolution].  They have real souls in them, and this has not.  Now, attack it.’

Even as we rushed at the monster its form began to shake, and suddenly it broke in pieces, and these appeared to be caught in some current of wind, for they floated off in various directions.

JACK   What was it?  

UNCLE     These are astral phantoms.  They are a common phenomenon here.  It is difficult for me to make you understand what exactly they are.  The astral plane is full of masses of astral atoms, and any thought form which comes here might attract these astral atoms to itself and clothe itself with them.  There are numerous other ways in which these creatures come into existence, but I do not claim to be an expert, nor even very interested in such matters.   The thing to remember, however, is that though, as a rule, these have a very transitory existence, yet there are some which succeed in obtaining a form of life by battening on real men.  They attach themselves to some weak-minded person who is living on earth, and suck up his vitality in a similar way in which an evil person who is on the astral plane may obsess a living person. Again, an evil soul which has lost its astral form may seize on one of the astral phantoms and use it for a time as an astral body.  It cannot, as a rule, hold it for long, but while it can it may do a great deal of real mischief.

REX     How can one tell the difference between an astral phantom, a phantom which is battening on men, and a phantom which is inhabited by a real soul which is not its owner?

UNCLE     Largely by intuition.  You would recognize at once there was a difference between them if you saw them, though you might find it harder to describe where the difference lay.  Briefly a real soul in a phantom behaves very much in the same way as people do in the astral state. But the astral form is rather obviously a borrowed garment and is always trying to break up and decay.  But while it is held, this group shows an intellect at work. The first two kinds of phantom are both lacking in this, and act by instinct.  In a phantom battening  on living people, at times this instinct has developed so far that it almost appears to be on a par with the low cunning of a madman on earth.  Astral phantoms just drift round aimlessly, acting on the slightest impulse and have no very settled purposes.  By this latter characteristic they may be distinguished from the empty astral shells of dead men, from which the souls of men have passed on.  These, so long as they continue to exist alone, tend to repeat over and over certain acts of the former earth life of the spirit which have become firmly imprinted into their very beings.  Thus, many so-called family ghosts are merely empty astral shells, which continue to act in “the haunted chamber,” repeating again and again the murder they  committed there, or, perhaps, the task they used to do there.  There is nothing in them by which they can know. That is why, when spoken to, they do not reply.  A ghost which can answer is not an empty shell.  What it is, is another matter, and one we will not now go into.

REX     What were the fairies?    

UNCLE     There are many kinds of fairies, but the kind you saw then were the thought forms or dreams of children, which here had clothed themselves with astral atoms.  Your monster was of a very different stock, and was essentially evil.  It was the wreck of the astral shell of a man and a crocodile, which were casually brought together by the astral tides, and, being both still very material, they re-united to form the shape you saw, but, of course, could not survive for long.   [Jack and Rex’s uncle had died in January, 1914 at the age of 80, and had come down from higher planes to lend a hand during the war rescue work.  His knowledge of the spirit planes was quite extensive].

June 30th, 1916

JACK  [to the Officer]    I have not spoken much to you recently.  How are you going on?

OFFICER     Well.  Very well. Very busy and very happy.  Two years ago I would never have thought it possible. In those two years I personally have helped over a hundred souls, all old soldiers.  All were men who were far from being saints, yet, of them all, I have lost only six.  Not bad, 94% brought safely through the dangerous period when men first start on the astral plane.  These numbers don’t include the large number with whom my organization has dealt.

JACK     What is your usual way of helping those who have fallen in the fight?

OFFICER     Very much the same as the methods we used first for your brother and afterwards for his Adjutant.  Occasionally we don’t have to take them away into the great solitude.  Sometimes we find they have already fallen into evil hands  and are being led astray.  This latter has caused us to set pickets round the drink dens and similar resorts.  Of course, we do not always succeed in preventing men going to them.  Some men are so set on it that it is impossible.  When I came over I was that sort.*  Still, we prevent a good many from being led into them.  

Then, too, we have some spirits set aside to shadow those evil creatures who try to tempt men to obsess.  As soon as one of these harpies gets hold of a young fellow, and begins to suggest that he should obtain earthly pleasures by obsessing, our spirit warns him against doing so.

Then a great part of the work of helping the newly slain is by getting them to help others, like your brother is doing with the Adjutant.  So we have an ever-increasing band at work, and by Jove, we need it!

UNCLE     Yes, we are always  sending up requests for more helpers, but, even in the sixth plane, they are hard put to it.  Never have so many countless thousands been coming over before.  Old habitués tell me that the Franco-Prussian war hardly made any difference, but that this war is quite another mater.

REX     I have not had any very striking adventures since I saw you last.   The Adjutant and I have been out and about several times, but nothing very exciting has occurred.  I expect soon I shall have to start trying to help.

OFFICER     Yes, but all in due season.  You must learn a little more first.

July 3rd, 1916

Jack heard bagpipes being played.

JACK     What is it?

OFFICER      A recruiting march.  The idea has spread like wildfire.  It’s partly due to the news of the great advance, which has already reached us by the path of the newly dead.  Someone declared that there were thousands who had gone out of the fight, and should be brought back into it, and, further, that there were large numbers of men who had never yet taken a hand, but with little training would make useful [spirit] soldiers.

As if it makes any difference here who wins a battle on this plane!  If we could help our men on earth it would be a different matter.  [We have seen how Lord Dowding and some of his former pilots were doing exactly that, during World War II].  As it is, it will throw back the spiritual progress of thousands.  Look at this fellow.  See how all my good work is being undone.

ADJUTANT    Here come the English regiments!

A whole parade of different spirit regiments came passing by.

UNCLE     Keep calm, my boy.  You can do no good now.  All this is mere glamour, an empty show. It will be of no help to our country, and will only undo all the good we have done for you.  

ADJUTANT    I’m coming, boys!  Come on, Ward!  [He rushed down the steps and joined up].

REX    [does not follow].    I suppose it is nonsense, but I feel a bit rotten not going with the others.

A column of more than thirty thousand spirit troops marches off to ‘war.’

OFFICER     The pity of it!  If it were only of the slightest help, but it is not.

Soon they will be at it again, and no one on earth will be one jot the better for it, and countless souls here will be dragged back again into the whirlpool of passion and retard their progress for years. And yet I cannot help admiring them.  After all, though they are wrong, and do it from ignorance, the spirit is right.  I wish I had fallen on the field of battle in this war among my old companions.

[*The Officer who was acting as Rex’s helper is the subject of Jack Ward’s first book, “Gone West”  published by William Rider in 1917.  He had been a drunkard and  murderer, involved in political intrigue, and after being killed  by a motor bus when walking in an intoxicated state in the Strand in London, he went through many regions of hell [not literally, but through his cruel, depraved state of mind] before redeeming himself by taking part in rescue work and finally joining a band of other spirits working on the astral plane.  There he hoped to help many of the soldiers like Rex Ward who had laid down their lives for their country during WW I.  He hoped to be able to guide and save many].

OFFICER     Let us go in.   We shall have to work hard tonight to save your brother.  He’s been in our hands longer than the other fellow, or he’d have gone in too.  I wonder if I shall be able to get the Adjutant back again.

UNCLE     There are spirits who can and do help in the real war, but they do it by inspiring our generals and organizers with new ideas, not by fighting on the astral plane.

July 7th, 1916

UNCLE     There are an enormous number of men coming over just now, but for the most part they are still full of the battle fury and go on fighting.  It will take some time for that to wear off.

REX     I wanted to go and help try and persuade these men to leave off fighting now that they are dead, and, in short, do the same for them that uncle and the Officer have done for me.  But uncle says I’m not strong enough, and if I do shall probably relapse under the influence of the excitement and throw away all I’ve gained.

UNCLE     Yes, Rex.  But in a little time you will be strong enough to do that work, and then you certainly shall.  Indeed, you will hardly be able to make much more progress until you do.

July 14th, 1916

REX     We’ve got the Adjutant back and the Officer is here.

JACK     How did you get hold of the Adjutant again?

OFFICER     Oh, by hard work. I kept following him about until I was able to persuade him what a complete delusion the whole of the battle was, and then he came away.  I brought back several others as well.

August 14th, 1916

Rex Ward told his brother Jack how he had brought in a man from the battlefield, and the Officer, who was just taking charge of him, was very pleased.

OFFICER   See!  How much nearer your guardian angel has drawn to you. 

Rex saw him, as well as Jack, and though the figure vanished immediately after, he was delighted to have caught even so fleeting a glimpse.

Rex told his brother how he had gone down into the region near the fighting line with the Officer, and there persuaded one of the officers of his regiment to come away with him.  He admitted he did not like much having to do it.

REX     However, the Officer said I must now help someone who was nothing to me when I was on earth.  I had liked the Adjutant, but this chap belonged to a different battalion.   The Officer says I shall have to help someone I hated.  The worst of it is, I can’t remember anyone I really hated on earth, except the enemy in general! 

Look, I’ve adopted a poor lost cat I found near a house which was slowly rising from its ruins near the firing line.

JACK     I suppose it was really being destroyed on earth by gunfire?

REX     Yes, I suppose so.   Well, I found a poor little tabby cat wandering about as if quite lost.  It had evidently just been killed, so I adopted it.  See, here it is!

As he spoke he pointed to a small tabby cat which jumped down from a sofa and began to rub itself against his leg.  Jack distinctly heard its purr.

Rescue Circles (46)    Rex Ward does more rescue work.  Astral phantoms, and a cat.

June 19th, 1916     

Rex Ward in spirit told his brother Jack how he had been searching for his Adjutant, killed in action, as one of his tasks on the other side.

REX     We found him still fighting fiercely, and you should have seen the look of astonishment on his face when he saw me.  It made me laugh for the first time since I died.  Amid the turmoil it was impossible to go into things, but after some little difficulty I got him out of the fighting line.  He thought at first he would be running away from the battle, and it was only my presence which made him realize that he must be dead.  He said, “Well, if I can talk with you, I must be dead, for I know quite well you are.   But it all seems a fearful jumble up.”

Somehow we got him away, and the Officer took him firmly in hand and I and uncle went with him.  We took him away behind the fighting line, and there he is now, and we three are doing for him the work that uncle did for me, only we have not, as yet, taken him into the great solitude.  I don’t know whether it will be necessary in his case. 

June 23rd, 1916

ADJUTANT     Well, this is another surprise.  I’m getting them every hour now.  To be able to talk to a living man in this land of shadows!  How goes the war?  Do you know anything of the old Regiment?  Has our offensive started?

JACK    [after relating the progress of the war]   But while you naturally want to know how England’s doing, don’t concentrate on that idea too much, or you will become hopelessly earth-bound.

ADJUTANT     What does that mean?

JACK  [explains briefly, then turns to Rex]  How have you been getting on since last I saw you?

REX     Famously.  The Officer took the Adjutant away for some time into the place of “Utter Silence,”  how long you would reckon it, I don’t know.  Time is measured differently here.  Indeed, if it were not for your periodic visits, I should have by now quite forgotten about earth time.  Reckoning by that, I should think he was away for about three days.  I called your visits periodic.  I do that because you have explained to me that you visit me every Monday and Friday, but the intervals between seem to vary in length enormously.

June 26th, 1916

Jack gave the Adjutant more news of the war, and then Rex continued his account of his experiences.

REX     I’ve been having some experience with these astral beings.  I mean the non-human ones.  I went out by myself, and walked out into the country.  Suddenly I saw some delightful-looking little elves, just like the fairies of our nursery stories.  I WAS astonished, and stood and watched them gamboling and skipping about.  Some had wings like those of a butterfly, and others like those of dragonflies and bats.  I even saw one little fellow riding through the air on a broom.

I was enjoying myself immensely when a huge monster suddenly appeared, and the “Little People” vanished at once.

The newcomer was a most repellent creature.  It was the sort of thing I imagine drunkards see in Delirium Tremens.  It seemed about ten feet high, and looked like a huge green crocodile in its upper part, but its lower part was that of a naked man.  The lower half was not green, but dark brown.  

As soon as it saw me it made straight for me.  I had nothing in the shape of a weapon, and I fled.  Of course, it was very cowardly of me, but, really, the sight of the brute had thrown me completely off my guard.

I hadn’t run far before I saw uncle hurrying towards me.  On seeing how the situation was, he rose in the air and shot towards me at a great pace.

Seizing my arm, he turned me round and said, ‘Face it.  The creature is less to be feared than the prehistoric monsters you have already seen [Rex  had recently been led on a “life review” going back through the different stages of evolution].  They have real souls in them, and this has not.  Now, attack it.’

Even as we rushed at the monster its form began to shake, and suddenly it broke in pieces, and these appeared to be caught in some current of wind, for they floated off in various directions.

JACK   What was it?  

UNCLE     These are astral phantoms.  They are a common phenomenon here.  It is difficult for me to make you understand what exactly they are.  The astral plane is full of masses of astral atoms, and any thought form which comes here might attract these astral atoms to itself and clothe itself with them.  There are numerous other ways in which these creatures come into existence, but I do not claim to be an expert, nor even very interested in such matters.   The thing to remember, however, is that though, as a rule, these have a very transitory existence, yet there are some which succeed in obtaining a form of life by battening on real men.  They attach themselves to some weak-minded person who is living on earth, and suck up his vitality in a similar way in which an evil person who is on the astral plane may obsess a living person. Again, an evil soul which has lost its astral form may seize on one of the astral phantoms and use it for a time as an astral body.  It cannot, as a rule, hold it for long, but while it can it may do a great deal of real mischief.

REX     How can one tell the difference between an astral phantom, a phantom which is battening on men, and a phantom which is inhabited by a real soul which is not its owner?

UNCLE     Largely by intuition.  You would recognize at once there was a difference between them if you saw them, though you might find it harder to describe where the difference lay.  Briefly a real soul in a phantom behaves very much in the same way as people do in the astral state. But the astral form is rather obviously a borrowed garment and is always trying to break up and decay.  But while it is held, this group shows an intellect at work. The first two kinds of phantom are both lacking in this, and act by instinct.  In a phantom battening  on living people, at times this instinct has developed so far that it almost appears to be on a par with the low cunning of a madman on earth.  Astral phantoms just drift round aimlessly, acting on the slightest impulse and have no very settled purposes.  By this latter characteristic they may be distinguished from the empty astral shells of dead men, from which the souls of men have passed on.  These, so long as they continue to exist alone, tend to repeat over and over certain acts of the former earth life of the spirit which have become firmly imprinted into their very beings.  Thus, many so-called family ghosts are merely empty astral shells, which continue to act in “the haunted chamber,” repeating again and again the murder they  committed there, or, perhaps, the task they used to do there.  There is nothing in them by which they can know. That is why, when spoken to, they do not reply.  A ghost which can answer is not an empty shell.  What it is, is another matter, and one we will not now go into.

REX     What were the fairies?    

UNCLE     There are many kinds of fairies, but the kind you saw then were the thought forms or dreams of children, which here had clothed themselves with astral atoms.  Your monster was of a very different stock, and was essentially evil.  It was the wreck of the astral shell of a man and a crocodile, which were casually brought together by the astral tides, and, being both still very material, they re-united to form the shape you saw, but, of course, could not survive for long.   [Jack and Rex’s uncle had died in January, 1914 at the age of 80, and had come down from higher planes to lend a hand during the war rescue work.  His knowledge of the spirit planes was quite extensive].

June 30th, 1916

JACK  [to the Officer]    I have not spoken much to you recently.  How are you going on?

OFFICER     Well.  Very well. Very busy and very happy.  Two years ago I would never have thought it possible. In those two years I personally have helped over a hundred souls, all old soldiers.  All were men who were far from being saints, yet, of them all, I have lost only six.  Not bad, 94% brought safely through the dangerous period when men first start on the astral plane.  These numbers don’t include the large number with whom my organization has dealt.

JACK     What is your usual way of helping those who have fallen in the fight?

OFFICER     Very much the same as the methods we used first for your brother and afterwards for his Adjutant.  Occasionally we don’t have to take them away into the great solitude.  Sometimes we find they have already fallen into evil hands  and are being led astray.  This latter has caused us to set pickets round the drink dens and similar resorts.  Of course, we do not always succeed in preventing men going to them.  Some men are so set on it that it is impossible.  When I came over I was that sort.*  Still, we prevent a good many from being led into them.  

Then, too, we have some spirits set aside to shadow those evil creatures who try to tempt men to obsess.  As soon as one of these harpies gets hold of a young fellow, and begins to suggest that he should obtain earthly pleasures by obsessing, our spirit warns him against doing so.

Then a great part of the work of helping the newly slain is by getting them to help others, like your brother is doing with the Adjutant.  So we have an ever-increasing band at work, and by Jove, we need it!

UNCLE     Yes, we are always  sending up requests for more helpers, but, even in the sixth plane, they are hard put to it.  Never have so many countless thousands been coming over before.  Old habitués tell me that the Franco-Prussian war hardly made any difference, but that this war is quite another mater.

REX     I have not had any very striking adventures since I saw you last.   The Adjutant and I have been out and about several times, but nothing very exciting has occurred.  I expect soon I shall have to start trying to help.

OFFICER     Yes, but all in due season.  You must learn a little more first.

July 3rd, 1916

Jack heard bagpipes being played.

JACK     What is it?

OFFICER      A recruiting march.  The idea has spread like wildfire.  It’s partly due to the news of the great advance, which has already reached us by the path of the newly dead.  Someone declared that there were thousands who had gone out of the fight, and should be brought back into it, and, further, that there were large numbers of men who had never yet taken a hand, but with little training would make useful [spirit] soldiers.

As if it makes any difference here who wins a battle on this plane!  If we could help our men on earth it would be a different matter.  [We have seen how Lord Dowding and some of his former pilots were doing exactly that, during World War II].  As it is, it will throw back the spiritual progress of thousands.  Look at this fellow.  See how all my good work is being undone.

ADJUTANT    Here come the English regiments!

A whole parade of different spirit regiments came passing by.

UNCLE     Keep calm, my boy.  You can do no good now.  All this is mere glamour, an empty show. It will be of no help to our country, and will only undo all the good we have done for you.  

ADJUTANT    I’m coming, boys!  Come on, Ward!  [He rushed down the steps and joined up].

REX    [does not follow].    I suppose it is nonsense, but I feel a bit rotten not going with the others.

A column of more than thirty thousand spirit troops marches off to ‘war.’

OFFICER     The pity of it!  If it were only of the slightest help, but it is not.

Soon they will be at it again, and no one on earth will be one jot the better for it, and countless souls here will be dragged back again into the whirlpool of passion and retard their progress for years. And yet I cannot help admiring them.  After all, though they are wrong, and do it from ignorance, the spirit is right.  I wish I had fallen on the field of battle in this war among my old companions.

[*The Officer who was acting as Rex’s helper is the subject of Jack Ward’s first book, “Gone West”  published by William Rider in 1917.  He had been a drunkard and  murderer, involved in political intrigue, and after being killed  by a motor bus when walking in an intoxicated state in the Strand in London, he went through many regions 
UNCLE     There are an enormous number of men coming over just now, but for the most part they are still full of the battle fury and go on fighting.  It will take some time for that to wear off.

REX     I wanted to go and help try and persuade these men to leave off fighting now that they are dead, and, in short, do the same for them that uncle and the Officer have done for me.  But uncle says I’m not strong enough, and if I do shall probably relapse under the influence of the excitement and throw away all I’ve gained.

UNCLE     Yes, Rex.  But in a little time you will be strong enough to do that work, and then you certainly shall.  Indeed, you will hardly be able to make much more progress until you do.

July 14th, 1916

REX     We’ve got the Adjutant back and the Officer is here.

JACK     How did you get hold of the Adjutant again?

OFFICER     Oh, by hard work. I kept following him about until I was able to persuade him what a complete delusion the whole of the battle was, and then he came away.  I brought back several others as well.

August 14th, 1916

Rex Ward told his brother Jack how he had brought in a man from the battlefield, and the Officer, who was just taking charge of him, was very pleased.

OFFICER   See!  How much nearer your guardian angel has drawn to you. 

Rex saw him, as well as Jack, and though the figure vanished immediately after, he was delighted to have caught even so fleeting a glimpse.

Rex told his brother how he had gone down into the region near the fighting line with the Officer, and there persuaded one of the officers of his regiment to come away with him.  He admitted he did not like much having to do it.

REX     However, the Officer said I must now help someone who was nothing to me when I was on earth.  I had liked the Adjutant, but this chap belonged to a different battalion.   The Officer says I shall have to help someone I hated.  The worst of it is, I can’t remember anyone I really hated on earth, except the enemy in general! 

Look, I’ve adopted a poor lost cat I found near a house which was slowly rising from its ruins near the firing line.

JACK     I suppose it was really being destroyed on earth by gunfire?

REX     Yes, I suppose so.   Well, I found a poor little tabby cat wandering about as if quite lost.  It had evidently just been killed, so I adopted it.  See, here it is!

As he spoke he pointed to a small tabby cat which jumped down from a sofa and began to rub itself against his leg.  Jack distinctly heard its purr.

Rescue Circles (48)   Mr. And Mrs. Daniel E. Bailey  and their rescue work, 1875 – 1900 in Buffalo, N.Y.

Back in 1950 we went on a school trip to a steel foundry in Ebbw Vale, Wales, to see how the metal was rolled out into strips of sheet metal.  Work was going on as usual, and it was exciting to see all the processes in the huge works.  The great vat of molten steel was pretty scary, and we were told that just the day before our visit, a workman had been walking along the scaffolding above and had fallen in.  His body had immediately vanished into the molten metal.  There were no remains to bury, and his funeral would take place without his physical presence.  But work in the steel plant continued, the furnaces were not extinguished, and the metal continued to pour, and life and work went on as usual.   We were all rather silent and thoughtful on our return journey to school.

The spirit who is the subject of the following séance met his death in a similar way, but he had been working in a soap factory, and had been drowned instantly in the boiling soap.      Here is the account, straight from the appendix of Admiral Usborne Moore’s book “Glimpses of the Next State.”     Richard R.

WAKING THE SO-CALLED DEAD

ON January 1, 1909, owing to the courtesy of Mr. E. C. Randall, of Buffalo, N.Y., I made the acquaintance of Mr. Leander Fisher, a professor of music in that city. This gentleman, then over fifty years of age, had participated in some remarkable seances between the years 1875 and 1900, which were arranged for the special purpose of helping the so-called “dead” to realise their position, and thus assisting them to pass naturally into spiritual life. The events at these meetings, especially those about the year 1890, were faithfully recorded; and he showed me a pile of

documents two feet high, not one of which had been publishe4l. I asked permission to of hell [not literally, but through his cruel, depraved state of mind] before redeeming himself by taking part in rescue work and finally joining a band of other spirits working on the astral plane.  There he hoped to help many of the soldiers like Rex Ward who had laid down their lives for their country during WW I.  He hoped to be able to guide and save many].

OFFICER     Let us go in.   We shall have to work hard tonight to save your brother.  He’s been in our hands longer than the other fellow, or he’d have gone in too.  I wonder if I shall be able to get the Adjutant back again.

UNCLE     There are spirits who can and do help in the real war, but they do it by inspiring our generals and organizers with new ideas, not by fighting on the astral plane.

July 7th, 1916 take some of them to England in order that my countrymen should be informed of this ‘‘ mission work, a phase of spirit manifestation to which they were strangers, at any rate so far as the “direct voice” was concerned. Mr. Fisher and Mr. Randall selected twelve records, and had them copied for me. They are now printed in this Appendix to my book. In my opinion, it is undesirable for any investigator to record experiences in the body of his work which he has not himself witnessed. But it must not be supposed that I have the smallest doubt as to the strict fidelity of these documents. The high character of Mr. Leander Fisher is sufficient voucher for their authenticity. As will be seen in the records, he was sometimes in trance, but at others normal, and joined in the conversation. Mr. and Mrs. Bailey and Mrs. Fisher, his mother, people of the highest reputation in Buffalo, were normal throughout, as was Mrs. Eggleston, the stenographer, whose affidavit adds value to the manuscript.

I made inquiries as to whether any of the spirits thus brought, tactfully, to understand that they had entered a new state of consciousness, had been satisfactorily identified. The reply was that many had been discovered, but after several had been verified it was considered useless to go on

searching for the relatives and places of abode in earth-life of the remainder. Such inquiries involved much time and labour, and always ended with the same result. Nor were the verifications of value to any but doubters, to whom the personality of “Eva” was unknown; the records were only of use to the circle, and were not expected to see the light. They satisfied the sitters, and that was enough.

The book Thoughts from the Inner Life, by D. E. Bailey (Colby and Rich, publishers, Boston, 1886), still in many libraries, is a good introduction to the narrative of the seances.  Mr. E. C. Randall’s experiences with Mrs. French, the Rochester medium, mentioned elsewhere in this book, were similar to those of the Baileys and Fishers with Mrs. Swain; but, of course, the great charm—the presence of the spirit of “Eva “—was not available.

Vice-Admiral W. Usborne Moore.

SUNDAY EVENING, OCTOBER 26, 1890.

To-night we bring a man who fell into a vat of boiling liquid. We will have to dematerialise him a good many times, on account of the unnatural manner of his death.—EVA.

SPIRIT:   Hm!—Oh!

(He has got to make those sounds before he can get the forces to talk.—EVA.)

SPIRIT:   Why, yes, I remember I fell in! Oh, yes, I fell in! What has happened to me? I feel so very strange.

Mr. DANIEL BAILEY:      You remember falling into the vat?

SPIRIT:      Yes, I remember; but I feel awful strange. I feel that burn. (He is dematerialised.) I am glad that I feel better. That was a dreadful fall. I felt it strike me. Well, this is very strange! It has all dropped off from me, and I have new flesh on!

MR. BAILEY:      You have flesh on you now, haven’t you?

S.: Yes, that feels better. That was a very bad feeling, that dropping off. Where are the boys?

Mr. B.:  I presume they are in the factory. Where were you when you got hurt?

S.: I was just over there—you see, don’t you? I went up there to fix something, and I

slipped and fell.

Mr. B.: Didn’t you feel very badly when you fell into the vat of boiling liquid?

S.: How in the world did it happen that I am alive?

Mr. B.: Would you be surprised if you found that you didn’t live?

S.: My skin is going off!

(We have materialised him and thrown it off twelve times since I spoke to you first. It is a~ big case, on account of his flesh having been fried to a crisp. In a spirit’s dissolution from the body, it is natural for the gases to pass out, and they assist the spirit in taking up its spiritual body. We have a spiritual body within us that we take possession of when we leave the old body. And in a case like this the passing out is very slow indeed; and while they don’t suffer, they lie in kind of a trance state a

good deal of the time until this process is completed; and by bringing them here and materializing them, taking on and throwing off, it becomes a more natural death.

E VA.)

SPIRIT: I suppose I can go to work now?

Tom (IN SPIRIT): Not just yet. Wait until you feel a little better.

S.: Oh, I feel very well now!

Tom: But it is better for you to rest a little bit.

S.: I have been resting.

Tom: Yes, I know you have; but I wouldn’t be in a hurry.

S.: I feel about as well as I ever was.

Tom: That may be; but I think it is just as well not to hurry back too quick. They can get along without you for a day or two—don’t you think so?

S.: Yes, I guess they can; but, then, I would like to see some of the boys.

Tom: You can wait a day or two, I guess?

S.: No, I don’t feel exactly right—that’s so.

Tom: I thought it wouldn’t be best for you to be in too much of a hurry.

S.: I must take it “easy.”

Tom: Yes, take it “easy.”

S.: Where are you from?

Tom: I came from New York.

S.: You did! That’s a big city, isn’t it?

Tom: Yes; that’s a big place.

S.: I was there once. They do a lot of business there, don’t they?

Tom: Oh, yes! there’s lots going on there.

S.: I once thought I would go there to live.

Tom: There’s a great deal of life there; there’s a great deal to be seen and learned there.

S.: Sometimes people learn what they don’t want to, too, don’t they?

Tom: I don’t think many people learn what they don’t want to. I think most people try to learn that that they want to most; but it isn’t always best for them.

S.: But when a fellow gets robbed, he doesn’t want to learn that, especially if they take all he has got.

Tom: No; but you are liable to get robbed in other places besides New York, and murdered, too.

S.: Oh, yes!

Tom: Don’t you know there was a man in your town that was murdered?

S.: Whom do you mean?

Tom: Don’t you know Mr. Thompson?

S.: Yes, I know Mr. Thompson. Yes, those things happen all over; but I think there are not so many cases anywhere as there are in New York.

Tom: You know there are so many people congregated there together, and so many 

nationalities; there is a rough element.

S.: Yes, that’s so. Oh, I tell you I saw some hard things when I was there!

Tom: How long ago were you there?

S.: I was there two years ago. Do you live there?

Tom: I used to live there.

S.: What was your business?

Tom: I was a coachman.

S.: For some of those big folks, I suppose?

Tom: Yes; my mistress was a very wealthy woman, and, of course, I saw a great deal of high life.

S.: I don’t think I would like that.

Tom: We don’t always like the conditions that we are placed in, in life; but I have found out since that it is always best to make the best of your conditions, for it doesn’t do any good to keep fretting about it if you can’t change it.

S.: Yes; but if you don’t like it you can get out of it—can’t you ?—and try something else.

Tom: Yes; but sometimes there is nothing else for you to do. What was your trade?

S.: Oh, I didn’t have much of a trade!

Tom: What did you do?

S.: I was in the soap factory; but there we had a good boss. Oh, he was a jolly fellow!

Tom: What was his name?

S.: His name was Rogers. You know him, don’t you?

Tom: No, I am not acquainted with him.

S.: I would like to know what those people are doing over there. Are they having a camp meeting, or what in the devil is it?

Tom: You watch, and, perhaps, you can see something else. What do they appear to be doing?

S.: I only asked you. I thought, perhaps, you knew.

Tom: I do know; and after a little I will tell you all about it. I thought I would like to have you give your idea.

S.: I haven’t got an idea. I never had an idea in my life.

Tom: How old are you?

S.: I am twenty.

Tom: You are a young fellow, aren’t you?

S.: Well, I should think I was! You don’t suppose I am an old man, do you?

Tom: I knew you weren’t an old man.

S.: Why, I am not acquainted with anybody here! How in the devil did I come here?

Tom: These are good, kind people that have helped you. You know you have been very sick.

S.: I knew I fell down. I thought I was a goner, sure.

Tom: Do you know that you fell in that vat of hot soap?

S.: I thought I was going to fall into it. How did it happen? I believe I am kind of off.

Tom: You fell into that soap. That’s enough to make any man sick for a while, isn’t it?

S.: I should think so. But I didn’t fall into the soap; if I had, I would have been as dead as a smelt.

Tom: You don’t suppose if you had gone into that soap you would have been dead, do you?

S.: Of course I would!

Tom: No, you wouldn’t have been dead; but it would have been the means of separating your spirit from your body, because it would have made your body unfit for your spirit to live in; but you would have been alive just the same. Say, Rob, do you know, sometimes when people meet with terrible accidents, and are killed, they don’t know what has happened to them?

S.: I suppose so.

Tom: Now I want to ask you a question, and it is quite a serious question: Did you ever have any idea what the change called death would be like?

S.: No, I couldn’t tell.

Tom: No; you are a man without an idea; of course, you didn’t have an idea on that

subject.

S.: Do you know why I am a man without an idea?

Tom: No—why?

S.: Well, no matter what under heaven I used to do, old Aunt Sarah would say, “What an idea !—what an idea! “—and I got sick of it.

Tom: I don’t blame you. Well, I won’t say an idea; I will say, Did you ever have any

thought on that subject?

S.: I don’t know as I thought much about it.

Tom: Did you go to church?

S.: Sometimes. Do you go to church?

Tom: No; but I used to—I go to church now, but not the kind of a church that you think I do.

S.: What should I think about what church you go to?

Tom: Not a church like you have in your town. Now you understand, don’t you?

S.: Yes; that’s a bright man, that is.

Tom: You are a pretty good young fellow.

S.: There are not a great many tell me that, though.

Tom: You were a little wild, but you had a good heart. If you had a cent in your pocket and you saw a man that was hungry, you would give him half; I don’t know but what you would give him the whole and go without yourself.

S.: That’s Irish blarney.

Tom: There’s a fellow here, and his name is Ned.

S.: I don’t know about that.

Tom: Well, I think I know. He wants me to ask you if you remember the time you and he went swimming down there by the river—in the river, I mean?

S.: I thought that would be just like him to say “by the river.”

Tom: He did say so; but I thought that would sound queer. That Ned was a comical fellow, wasn’t he?

S.: Yes, he used to go swimming by the river.

Tom: Say, Rob, what does Ned mean? He is holding up the queerest kind of an old poke bonnet that I ever saw.

S.: Why, that’s what he wore to the ball.

Tom: Did you wear a poke bonnet to the ball, too?

S.: Of course I did. Say, what are you talking about, anyway?

Tom: Why, I am talking about Ned.

S.: Why, he’s dead.

Tom: He isn’t dead, he has only got out of his body. I never saw you before, and you never saw me before. All I know, Ned is here and he held up an old poke bonnet.

S.: That’s very strange. I don’t know what to think of it. 

Tom: I was telling you, you know, sometimes when people meet with accidents, and

their body becomes unfit for their spirit to stay in any more, the spirit goes out of the body, and that is what people call death. And many times, when the spirit is separated from the body in this unnatural, sudden way, they are not aware of it. It isn’t like having sickness gradually loosen the spirit from the body, so that the spirit can pass out of the body in a natural manner. But when they go out by accident, like being run over by these cars, or drowned, or falling into a vat of hot soap, they don’t know it. And that is the way with you now; you don’t think you fell into that hot soap, do you?

S.: No, I thought I was going to.

Tom: But now you don’t know you fell in, do you?

S.: How could I be alive if I did?

Tom: Your spirit could be alive, because that never dies. Would you be afraid if you found that your spirit had got out of your body?

S.: Oh, no.

Tom: You wouldn’t care very much, would you?

S.: Yes, I would care, but I wouldn’t be afraid.

Tom: Why would you care?

S.: It’s a terrible thing to die, you know.

Tom: Oh, no; it’s beautiful if you die in a natural way; but it is a great shock to the spirit to go out in an unnatural manner, as by accident or suddenly. And therefore, I will tell you, Robert, it was a great shock to your spirit.

S.: To my spirit! What do you mean by that?

Tom: It was a shock to your spirit for you to fall into that vat of hot soap, for your spirit separated from your body.

S.: What do you mean by that?

Tom: I mean you have made the change called death, my dear boy, for you are nothing but a boy.

S.: Well, you are not much more than a boy, are you?

Tom: To be sure I am.

S.: You don’t look it.

Tom: You don’t see me.

S.: I guess I do.

Tom: I know you think you see me, but you only see the young man whose powers of speech I am using to speak to you.

S.: Well, what did you say to me?

Tom: I said you have made the change called death.

S.: I have made the change called death!

S.: You mean that I have died?

Tom: I mean that you have died, but you are not dead; your spirit has only left your body; you feel just the same until you are made acquainted with your condition and take up your surroundings and things pertaining to the spirit life which you have now entered.

S.: Well, that seems very strange.

Tom: Yes. You were brought here that you might be made acquainted with the fact and be helped up to your spirit friends, friends who are interested in your condition. And now I will show you myself as a spirit, that you may see the difference between me and the young man.

S.: It’s boggy here, isn’t it?

Mr. B.: You look at him closely and tell us what you see.

S.: There that man comes right out of him—it’s a sure case, no mistake about it; I saw it with my own eyes.

Mr. B.: Yes, that’s the spirit that occupied the young man temporarily, so as to talk to you; he controlled him.

S.: He did!

Mr. B.: Yes, he will go back pretty soon and talk to you again.

S.: Is that your bird singing?

Mr. B.: We can’t hear any bird singing as you can; we haven’t spiritual ears yet.

S.: He’s gone right back into him. I wish I knew what is the matter with my hand; it

seems kind of numb.

Tom: That will be all right presently; you see it was a very great shock to your spirit, dying in the way you did (I use those terms so that you will better understand me), and the effects of it still cling to your spirit; but in a little time this condition will pass off from you, and you will feel better. Did you see me, Robert?

S.: I saw somebody, if that was you.

Tom: Yes, that was me; my name is Tom.

S.: Tom who?

Tom: That don’t matter now—you wouldn’t know; but you can call me Tom. I am a spirit, and I came here to control this young man and talk to you.

S.: Is that what you do all the time?

Tom: No, not all the time; but most of the time my work is to help spirits when they die and are not aware of their condition, that they have made the change called death, and get them acquainted with their new surroundings, and get them started a little in the new life they have entered. Would you like to see Ned? 

S.: Well, I don’t know; it is kind of mysterious to me. I see something has happened to me, because I have seen things I never saw before; but I don’t understand. I remember falling, and now I remember striking; yes, I remember that very distinctly. Rob, I guess you are a corpse.

Tom: You are a pretty lively corpse. You are alive just the same, only you have entered a new life. It is like entering a strange city or country; you are a little mixed up. If you should go to China, and didn’t see anything but Chinese, nor didn’t understand a word the people were saying, you would be badly mixed up. Then is it to be wondered at that, leaving your old body in the sudden manner you did, you should feel strange? I’ll tell you, Robert, I will take you and show you some very pleasant beautiful things, and I will try and teach you as far as I can of the things

pertaining to the life you have now entered.

S.: Where will you take me?

Tom: I will take you to a place suited to your present condition. I will take care of you until you are able to walk alone.

S.: Oh, I can walk very well. 

Tom: Yes; but I mean figuratively speaking —I mean until you understand somewhat your new conditions and surroundings.

S.: Well, I guess I will have to accept it.

Tom: There are many bright, beautiful things before you.

S.: I hope so.

Tom: This is a beautiful life you have now entered, a life where you can learn of the wisdom and glory of this great universe; not all at once, but day by day, and hour by hour, some new lesson will be presented to you, so you will be learning more and more of the wonderful powers which you possess in that spark of divinity—the soul.

S.: Well, I don’t know much about the divinity, but if there is anything pleasant to see I would like to see it.

Tom: I will take you and show you some very pleasant things which will interest you.

Jimmy: When you know you are right stick to it, no matter what anybody says, and you will come out victorious. When you are through breathing through this mortal body you will see that you have left a light pathway behind you, and that light will be a light to others.

This was one of several accounts of rescue work taken from the Appendix of the following book: 

GLIMPSES OF THE NEXT STATE
(The education of an agnostic)

by Vice –  Admiral W. USBORNE MOORE Author of “The Cosmos and the Creeds” LONDON: Watts and Co., 17 Johnson’s Court, Fleet Street, London EC

1911        “TO MY SPIRIT COMPANION AND GUIDE IOLA

THIS RECORD OF INVESTIGATION AND SPIRITISTIC

PHENOMENA, IN WHICH SHE HAS TAKEN SUCH PROMINENT

PART, IS GRATEFULLY DEDICATED BY THE AUTHOR”

The whole book is available free on-line in Adobe pdf format at  http://www.snu.org.uk/fre_book.htm 

Rescue Circles (47)   Rescue workwork in Melbourne in 1920, Conan Doyle present. Terrorism within the church and the torture of witches.

As the terrorist bombings around the world
continue to kill hundreds every week and as our armed
forces sacrifice their lives trying to establish law
and order, while at home innocent children are shot
when disturbed gunmen try to seek revenge for some
past injustice, there is certainly more need than
ever for urgent rescue work, both for those victims
and for the perpetrators. The lack of a sense of
values and balance that brings these events about
shows what a materialistic society can manifest when
no spirit of love, compassion and understanding is
present. I think it is still appropriate to present
past examples of rescue work, as it helps us
understand, and enables us to send out our own energy 
to help these poor confused, tormented, disturbed and
lost souls, as well as to provide a stable environment for ourselves, the living.

Since the spirit of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has
recently materialized and spoken with Victor Zammit
through the mediumship of David Thompson (visit his
website www.victorzammit.com for a transcript, or
audio clip) I thought it would be interesting to
quote some excerpts from Sir Arthur’s visit in person
to Mr. Tozer’s rescue circle in Melbourne in 1920. He
and his family were touring Australia and New Zealand
and returning via Sri Lanka (then Ceylon), India,
Egypt and France. Here is what he writes about
Spiritualism and rescue work in those days.

“I began at once to endeavor to find out the
conditions of local Spiritualism, and had a long
conversation with Mr. Tozer, the chairman of the
movement, a slow-talking, steady-eyed man, of the type
that gets a grip and does not easily let go. After
explaining the general situation, which needs some
explanation as it is full of currents and
cross-currents caused by individual schisms and
secessions, he told me in his gentle, earnest way some
of his own experiences in his home circle which
corroborate much which I have heard elsewhere. He has
run a rescue circle for the instruction of the lower 
spirits who are so material that they can be reached
more easily by humanity than by the higher angels. 
The details he gave me were almost the same as those
given by Mr. MacFarlane of Southsea, in England, who
had a similar circle of which Mr. Tozer had certainly
never heard. A wise spirit control dominates the
proceedings. The medium goes into trance. The spirit
control then explains what it is about to do, and who
the spirit is who is about to be reformed. The next
scene is often very violent, the medium having to be
held down and using rough language. This comes from
some low spirit who has suddenly found this means of
expressing himself. At other times the language is
not violent but only melancholy, the spirit declaring
that he is abandoned and has not a friend in the
universe. Some do not realize that they are dead, but
only that they wander all alone, under conditions they
could not understand, in a cloud of darkness.
Then comes the work of regeneration. They are
reasoned with and consoled. Gradually they become
more gentle. Finally, they accept the fact that they
are spirits, that their condition is their own making,
and that by aspiration and repentance they can win
their way to the light. When one has found the path
and has returned thanks for it, another case is
treated. As a rule these errant souls are unknown to
fame. Often they are clergymen whose bigotry has
hindered development. Occasionally some great sinner
of the past may come into view. I have before me a
written lament professing to come from Alva, the
bigoted governor of the Lowlands. It is gruesome
enough.”

ALVA Picture to yourself the hell I was in. 
Blood, blood everywhere, corpses on all sides, gashed,
maimed, mutilated, quivering with agony and bleeding
at every pore! At the same time thousands of voices
were raised in bitter reproaches, in curses and
execrations! Imagine the appalling spectacle of
this multitude of the dead and dying, fresh from the
flames, from the sword, the rack, the torture chambers
and the gibbet; and the pandemonium of voices
shrieking out the most terrible maledictions. Imagine
never being able to get away from these sights and
sounds, and then tell me, was I not in hell? – a hell
of greater torment than that to which I believed all
heretics were consigned. Such was the hell of the
‘bloody Alva,’ from which I have been rescued by what
seems to me a great merciful dispensation of Almighty
God.

“Sometime in Mr. Tozer’s circle the souls of
ancient clerics who have slumbered long show their
first signs of resuscitation, still bearing their
old-world intolerance with them. The spirit control
purports to be a well-educated Chinese gentleman whose
presence and air of authority annoy the ecclesiastics
greatly. The petrified mind leads to a long period of
insensibility which means loss of ground and of time
in the journey towards happiness. I was present at
the return of one alleged Anglican bishop of the 18th
Century who spoke with great intolerance. When asked
if he had seen the Christ he answered that he had not
and that he could not understand it. When asked if he
still considered the Christ to be God he threw up his
hand and shouted violently:

BISHOP Stop! That is blasphemy!
CHINESE GUIDE He stupid man. Let him wait. He
learn better. 

“The guide removed him. He was succeeded by a
very noisy and bigoted Puritan divine who declared
that no one but devils would come to a séance. On
being asked whether that meant that he was himself a
devil, he became so abusive that the Chinese control
once more had to intervene. I quote all this as a
curious sidelight into some developments of the
subject which are familiar enough to students, but not
to the general public. It is easy at a distance to
sneer at such things and to ask for their evidential
value, but they are very impressive to those who view
them at closer quarters. As to evidence, I am
informed that several of the unfortunates have been
identified in this world through the information which
they gave of their own careers.” * [See in the 
Appendix below how cruelly three or four centuries
ago these bigoted priests treated the mediums, seers
and witches whose contemporary counterparts are now
rescuing THEM! Because of their cruel actions in the
past their souls cannot rest and some are still in
need of rescue.R.R.]

“We were invited to another spiritual meeting at
the Auditorium. Individuality runs riot sometimes in
our movement. On this occasion a concert had been
mixed up with a religious service and the effect was
not good, though the musical part of the proceedings
disclosed one young violinist who should make a name
in the world. I have always been against ritual, and
yet now that I see the effect of being without it I
begin to understand that some form of it, however
elastic, is necessary. The clairvoyance was good, if
genuine, but it offends me to see it turned off and on
like a turn at a music hall. It is either nonsense or
the holy of holies and mystery of mysteries. Perhaps
it was just this conflict between the priest with his
ritual and the medium without any, which split the
early Christian Church, and ended in the complete
victory of the ritual, which meant the extinction not
only of the medium but of the living, visible,
spiritual forces which he represented. Flowers,
music, incense, architecture, all tried to fill the
gap, but the soul of the thing had gone out of it. 
It must have been about the end of the Third Century
that the process was completed, and the living thing
had set into a petrifaction. That would be the time
when special correctors were appointed to make the
Gospel texts square with the elaborate machinery of
the Church. 

“We attended the great annual ball at the
Government House……….Social gaieties are somewhat out
of key with my present train of thought, and I was
more in my element next evening at a meeting of the
Rescue Circle under Mr. Tozer. Mr. Love was the
medium and it was certainly a very remarkable and
consistent performance. Even those who might imagine
that the different characters depicted were in fact
various strands of Mr. Love’s subconscious self, each
dramatizing its own peculiarities, must admit that it
was a very absorbing exhibition. The circle sits
round with prayer and hymns while Mr. Love falls into
a trance state. He is then controlled by the Chinese
guide Quong, who is a person of such standing and
wisdom in the other world, that other lower spirits
have to obey him. The light is dim, but even so the
characteristics of this Chinese gentleman get across
very clearly, the rolling head, the sidelong, humorous
glance, the sly smile, the hands crossed and buried in
what should be the voluminous folds of a mandarin’s
gown. He greets the company in somewhat laboured
English and says he has many who would be the better
for our ministrations. 

MR. TOZER Send them along, please!

The medium suddenly sits straight and his whole
face changes into an austere harshness, and the
spirit speaks.

MATHEW What is this ribald nonsense?
TOZER Who are you, friend?
MATHEW My name is Mathew Barret. I testified in
my life to the Lamb and to Him crucified. I ask
again, what is this ribald nonsense?
TOZER It is not nonsense, friend. We are here to
help you and to teach you that you are held down and
punished for your narrow ideas, and that you cannot
progress until they are more charitable.
MATHEW What I preached in life I still believe.
TOZER Tell us, friend, did you find it on the
other side as you had preached? 
MATHEW What do you mean?
TOZER Well, did you, for example, see Christ?
MATHEW [after an embarrassed silence]. No, I
did not.
TOZER Have you seen the devil?
MATHEW No, I have not.
TOZER Then, bethink you, friend, that there may be
truth in what we teach?
MATHEW It is against all that I have preached.
QUONG He good man – stupid man. He learn in time.
Plenty time before him.

Doyle continues “We had a wonderful succession of
‘revenants.’ One was a very dignified Anglican, who
always referred to the control as ‘this yellow
person.’ Another was an Australian soldier:”

SOLDIER I never thought I’d take my orders from a
‘Chink.’ But he says ‘hist!’ and by gum you’ve got to
‘hist’ and no bloomin’ error.
ANOTHER SOLDIER I went down in the “Monmouth.”
DOYLE Can you tell me anything of the action?
SOLDIER We never had a chance. It was just hell.

“There was a world of feeling in his voice. He
was greatly amused at their ‘sky-pilot’ as he called
the chaplain, and at his confusion when he found the
other world quite different to what he had depicted. 
A terrifying Ghurka came along, who still thought he
was in action and charged about the circle, upsetting
the medium’s chair, and only yielding to a mixture of
force and persuasion. There were many others, most of
whom returned thanks for the benefit derived from
previous meetings. Between each the old Chinese sage
made comments upon the various cases, a kindly, wise
old soul, with just a touch of mischievous humour
running through him. Two of the ladies present
broke out into the Maori language, keeping up a long
and loud conversation. I was not able to check it, but
the total effect was most convincing. I have been in
touch with some Rescue Circles where the identity of
the ‘patients’ as we may call them was absolutely
traced.” 

[Excerpted from “The Wanderings of a Spiritualist” by
Arthur Conan Doyle. London, 1921.


*APPENDIX Religious Terrorism in the Past.

William Lecky in his history of the rise of
rationalism in Europe, and writing about magic and
witchcraft, mentions that in the Seventeenth Century
while England was breaking loose from her most ancient
superstitions and advancing with gigantic strides
along the paths of knowledge, Scotland still cowered
with a willing submission before her clergy. “They
maintained their ascendancy over the popular mind by
a system of religious terrorism, which we can now
barely conceive.
The misery of man, the anger of the Almighty, the
fearful power and continual presence of Satan, the
agonies of hell, were the constant subjects of their
preaching. All the most ghastly forms of human
suffering were accumulated as faint images of the
eternal doom of the immense majority of mankind. 
Disease, storm, famine, every awful calamity that fell
upon mankind, or blasted the produce of the soil, was
attributed to the direct intervention of spirits; and
Satan himself was represented as constantly appearing
in a visible form upon the earth. Such teaching
necessarily created the superstition of witchcraft. 
It assumed the most frightful proportions, and the
darkest character. Eagerly, passionately, with a
thirst for blood that knew no mercy, with a zeal that
never tired, did the clergy accomplish their task. 
Assembled in solemn synod, the College of
Aberdeen, in 1603, enjoined every minister to take two
of the elders of his parish to make ‘a subtle and
privy inquisition,’ and to question all the
parishioners upon oath as to their knowledge of
witches. Boxes were placed in the churches for the
express purpose of receiving the accusations. When a
woman had fallen under suspicion, the minister from
the pulpit denounced her by name, exhorted his
parishioners to give evidence against her, and
prohibited anyone from sheltering her. The
witch-cases seem to have fallen almost entirely into
the hands of the clergy. They were the leading
commissioners. Before them the confessions were
taken. They were the acquiescing witnesses, or the
directors of the tortures by which those confessions
were elicited.
And when we read the nature of these tortures,
which were worthy of an oriental imagination; when we
remember that they were inflicted, for the most part,
on old and feeble and half-doting women, it is
difficult to repress a feeling of the deepest 
abhorrence for those men who caused and who
encouraged them. If the witch was obdurate, the
first, and it was said the most effectual, method of
obtaining confession was by what was termed ‘waking
her.’ An iron bridle or hoop was bound across her
face with four prongs, which were thrust into her
mouth, two of these being directed to the tongue and
palate, the others pointing outwards to each cheek. 
This infernal machine was secured by a padlock. At the
back of the collar was fixed a ring by which to attach
the witch to a staple in the wall of her cell by a
chain, in such a manner that the victim was unable to
lie down; and in this position she was sometimes kept
for several days, while men were constantly with her
to prevent her from closing her eyes for a moment in
sleep.
Thus equipped, and night and day waked and watched by
some skilful person appointed by her inquisitors, the
unhappy creature, after a few days of such discipline,
maddened by the misery of her forlorn and helpless
state, would be rendered fit for confessing anything,
in order to be rid of the dregs of her wretched life.
At intervals fresh examinations took place, and these
were repeated from time to time until her will was
subdued. 
Partly in order to effect this object, and partly
to discover the insensible mark which was the sure
sign of a witch, long pins were thrust into her body. 
Excessive thirst was often added to her tortures. 
Other and worse tortures were in reserve. The three
principal that were habitually applied, were the
pennywinkis, the boots, and the caschielawis. The
first was a kind of thumb-screw; the second was a
frame in which the leg was inserted, and in which it
was broken by wedges, driven in by a hammer; the third
was also an iron frame for the leg, which was from
time to time heated over a brazier. Fire-matches were
sometimes applied to the body of the victim. We read
in a contemporary legal register, of one man who was
kept for 48 hours in ‘vehement tortour’ in the
caschielawis; and of another who remained in the same
frightful machine for eleven days and eleven nights,
whose legs were broken daily for fourteen days in the
boots, and who was so scourged that the whole skin was
torn from his body. This was, it is true, censured as
an extreme case, but it was only an excessive
application of the common torture.
How many confessions were extorted, and how many
victims perished by these means, it is now impossible
to say. A vast number of depositions and confessions
are preserved. We know that in 1662, more than 150
persons were accused of witchcraft. One traveler
casually noticed having seen nine women burning
together at Leith in 1664, and in 1678, nine witches
were condemned in a single day. The witches were
commonly strangled before they were burnt, but this
merciful provision was very frequently omitted. An
Earl of Mar, who appears to have been the only person
sensible of the inhumanity of the proceedings, tells
how, with a piercing yell, some women once broke
half-burnt from the slow fire that consumed them
struggled for a few moments with despairing energy
among the spectators, but soon with shrieks of
blasphemy and wild protestations of innocence sank
writhing in agony amid the flames. 
The contemplation of such scenes as these is one
of the most painful duties that can devolve upon the
historian, but it is one from which he must not
shrink, if he would form a just estimate of the past.”

Excerpted from “History of the Rise and Influence of
the Spirit of Rationalism in Europe” by William Lecky.
Longmans, Green and Co. London. 1884.

[This is not to ignore the centuries of torture
and untold suffering inflicted in England, Europe and
other parts of the world by the Protestant and Roman
Catholic Inquisitions. Particularly horrible were the
Portuguese tortures in Goa, on the West coast of
India, where the guilty were dissected and torn apart,
limb by limb, organ by organ in front of their
families, until just the chest and head remained, the
inquisitors trying to locate and “save” within the
living remnant, the seat of the soul. Of course, they
never could locate and catch hold of the eternal spark
of spirit. 
Keeping a body alive on life support in a modern
hospital may be equally painful for the patient. We
must be compassionate and ever watchful that pain and
suffering are not inflicted in the name of Science, or
to ‘conquer Death.’ There is a point of no return,
beyond which we must allow to let go, or be allowed to
let go, of physical life. 
Today, 400 years later such tortures and even
worse, with modern technological and psychological
sophistication, continue to be practiced openly or
covertly IN EVERY COUNTRY, whether governed by a
dictatorship, theocracy, democracy or totalitarian
system. We must speak out against this. There can be
no defence for the use of torture. This is not just a
political issue. It is against all laws of ethical
conduct and totally against spiritual law. 



Rescue Circles (49)       Phillip and Sybil Phillips with Mrs. Lee in the 1940s.  Astral travel in sleep.

Mr. Phillips had been studying yoga while he and his family lived in London during the war, and one night he saw himself standing by his own body lying on a couch.

“At my head was my wife’s father and at my foot was my own father, both of whom were in the spirit world.  To my surprise, I saw them drawing my etheric body about halfway out of my physical body so that I saw myself and an exact counterpart of myself.  After they had returned my etheric body to my physical body, they repeated the movement several times, and I heard one of them say: ‘That should be sufficient.’”

At the next sitting with Mrs. Lee, the following conversation took place.

PHILLIP    Father, what happened to me last week?

FATHER (in spirit)     Well, you are aware you have been Astral travelling.  As it is intended that you will be travelling quite a lot this way, we were drawing you out of the body to make it easier for your soul to leave the body for future Astral travels.

PHILLIP     That certainly confirms what I saw in my sleep state, but why do we Astral travel?

FATHER     Your wish has always been to help others, so we use you and many others to help those thousands of souls that come over to join us.  Many of them do not know where they are until we can reach them.

PHILLIP     I would have thought that you, being on the other side, would have been able to reach these souls better than I or others could.

FATHER     No, they unfortunately are still very close to the earth, and in their ignorance, they cannot see us. When you and others on your side of life meet them while Astral traveling and explain to them where they are, they more easily understand their new status, and gradually they look around and see us waiting to welcome them.

It is good work that you are doing, because otherwise many of them think they should go on sleeping until Resurrection Day.  Now that this terrible war is on, many 

thousands, nay millions in fact, will be coming over to us before their time, and I can assure you we are all kept very busy helping them to readjust themselves.

VISITING SPIRIT  (taking over the trumpet)   I have been listening to the conversation you are having with your spirit people.  This is the third time I have come to your circle, and I hope you do not mind as I am beginning to learn?

PHILLIP     You are very welcome, but what are you learning?

VISITOR     I was brought up in a very orthodox way and I passed on about fifty years ago.  I was always taught that when we died we must wait for the Resurrection, and I have been in a sort of coma waiting for this to happen.  

Then I heard the enlightening conversation  between you and your dear parents.  I listened in and attended more of your sittings, and now begin to realize what has happened to me.  I hope that now my eyes are opened I shall soon see my people who must be waiting for me in the spirit world.

PHILLIP     We are only too happy if we have been able to help you.

VISITOR     I think I know enough now to realize where I am.  (He puts down the trumpet and leaves).

PHILLIP     (to his father)     There must be many souls on the other side like him.   Dad, how do souls on the other side know when people on our side are sitting in a circle?

FATHER     With us who are so close to you, we see the preparations you are making to form a circle or visit a medium and we come along.  But with other souls, they see a bright light over every group of people who are sitting in a circle, and they all flock in trying to find someone in the circle who may know their loves ones, in the hopes that they could pass a message on to them.

These poor souls who cannot make contact with those on earth whom they have left when they passed over, go from circle to circle hoping and praying that one day they will eventually make a contact.  That also accounts for so many messages coming to the medium from spirits who give their names and are not recognized by the sitters.

Mr. Phillips writes:  “Later I had two more experiences of Astral travelling during the war and both in the same week.  The details were so clear to me when I awoke that I could never forget them.  I stood overlooking a valley, again with the feeling that my guide was close behind me, and as I approached I saw hundreds of soldiers in uniform, all different.

I heard voices arguing, and I heard one soldier say: ‘We cannot be dead.  That is impossible or I would not be able to see you standing there. Look,’ and he gripped the arm of his friend.  ‘You are solid and so am I.  If we were dead we would be ghosts and far from solid.’

A general argument started in several places at once, and one voice said: ‘I still say we are dead. The shell that blew me up could never have left me alive, I don’t care what you say.’  Several others supported his statement.

I listened to their arguments backwards and forwards for quite a while, and then felt it was time for these souls to be enlightened as to what had happened to them.

I caught their attention, and explained to them that every one of them had passed on into the spirit world.  As for the argument that they must be alive because they were so solid to each other, I explained that this was only a matter of vibration which has taken place on millions of occasions all over the world.

When on earth we live on one vibration and appear solid to each other, but when in the spirit or soul world, we are on a different and higher vibration, but still are solid to each other.

I endeavoured to explain to them that each of them had been killed in action, that their souls, the real us, had been freed from the physical body.

As soon as they realized their new condition and became accustomed to their surroundings they would soon meet those who had passed on before them and who were waiting to contact them. 

I also assured them that they had much to look forward to, as life in the spirit world was beautiful and harmonious and far better than the earth world they had just left, so that that they need have no regrets.  Many of the boys seemed to understand and wandered away.  I could see many of them  being joined by souls standing on the outskirts who were waiting to be recognized by those soldiers who had just gone over, and I saw many such reunions which seem to give me much pleasure.

A few nights later, whilst Astral travelling and again walking with my guide close to me, I saw two sailors standing near me.  I listened to them talking and sensed that they were speaking in the Dutch language.  In spite of the fact that I do not understand Dutch I knew what they were saying. It was the same argument.  One said: ‘We are dead,’ and the other disputed it by saying: ‘That is impossible.  I am talking to you and you can see me.  I could not do that if I were dead, could I?’

I saw that the two sailors were wearing the Continental type of short reefer jacket and round hat, but their reefer jackets were coated white in places, apparently from dried water.  They argued for a while and I heard one of them say: ‘Talk as much as you like, I cannot believe we can be alive.  A shell hit the deck where I was standing and I was blown clean into the sea, or at least what was left of me was.  Take it from me, we are dead all right, and somehow we are living again, which is what I cannot understand.’

I then spoke to them in German, which something seemed to tell me was near enough to their language for them to understand me.  I told them they had obviously been killed in a navel battle and that they were now in the spirit world.  I said: ‘Look around you.  I am sure some of your people are waiting to greet you and they will be able to convince you that you are living on, but under different conditions.’  This they did and again I saw a reunion between these two sailors and the spirit people who were waiting for them to join them.

A week later we went for another sitting with Mrs. Lee.  After our people spoke to us, Ineseco my African guide came through and without any prompting said:

INESECO     Thank you, my son, for your efforts recently.

PHILLIP     Which particular efforts are you referring to?

INESECO    Well, you know quite well what I mean, but I suppose you will not be happy  until I name it.  I refer to the work you did with the soldiers and sailors you met in your Astral travels.  They are all happily united with their loved ones now.  I told you that we use you quite a lot.  Not one of us on this side could have reached them so quickly.  Again, many thanks.

PHILLIP     Where were you at the time, as you seem to know all that happened?

INESECO     Just behind you, my son.  Just like your shadow in fact, and I am sure you knew it was I who was so close to you.

PHILLIP     Why is it necessary for you to keep so near to me?

INESECO     I am your guide and protector.  I keep you out of harm’s way and make sure you return to your body safely and comfortably.  One slip, and should the Silver Cord be severed, you would have to remain with us, but your time has not come yet.  There is much work for both you and your wife  for many years to come.

“I felt that I had been specially privileged to be able to remember these Astral travel experiences so clearly and in such detail, and to have confirmations so soon afterwards.”

Excerpted from “Is Death the End?”  by P. and S. Phillips, Corgi Books, London. 1972.          

Now we go back forty years to the beginning of the Twentieth Century, and to lawyer Edward C. Randall’s rescue work with Rochester independent direct voice medium  Mrs. Emily. S. French.   Mrs. French  was related to President Cleveland, and Randall, a Buffalo lawyer and psychical researcher along with Dr. Isaac Funk the publisher and Professor Hyslop  sat with the medium  regularly for more than twenty years,  between 1890 and 1912 , the year of her death.  Here is his account of rescue and mission work with the spirits, taken from “Frontiers of the Afterlife”  by Edward C. Randall,  published by Alfred  Knopf, N.Y.  1922.

CHAPTER XIV

HELPING THE DEAD 

In my early work I was told much that baffled understanding. Things which now appear simple, then seemed impossible. The statement that there were many in the after life who did not know that they had made the great change and were out of their physical bodies, was beyond my comprehension, though many whom I identified so stated. 

At this period of my work I had the usual indefinite, hazy notion that Heaven, so-called, was far away, that something survived dissolution, but what it was I had never been able even to define, any more than the average Christian can define it today. I did not then know that this inner body at dissolution advanced to material spirit zones that encircle this 

earth, and that those whose spirituality did not carry them into the the 

higher spheres did not for a long time get beyond the earthbound plane, 

and that many were able to go in and out of our homes and offices as 

before, though they could not make us answer them or realize their 

presence. 

Some are in such a state that the helpers in the higher life cannot reach 

them, and it is only by uniting our forces and working together that these 

poor, souls are brought to consciousness and shown how they can develop 

and progress. Those earthbound ones are the spirit people who need our 

help. 

When I state that one-half of each of the evenings—during all the years 

of my work was devoted, with the help of the spirit group working with me, 

to helping this class of spirits, one may get an idea of the great 

necessity for it. 

Bear in mind that Mrs. French, the psychist in whose presence this work 

was done, did not do the talking. She was not in a trance, but contributed 

psychic force necessary in our work. Bear in mind, again, that, when out 

of the physical housing, spirit people have vocal and respiratory organs 

as in earth life, and can speak as before, being heard by mortal ear when 

conditions are as I learned to make them. 

Usually some learned spirit spoke on some phase or condition of the next 

life, which discourse, at such times as I was able to procure the services 

of a stenographer who could write in the dark, was taken in shorthand. 

Then came what we called our “Mission Work.” 

Thousands upon thousands of spirit people spoke in this work and never any 

two in the same condition or with similar ideas or experiences, for they 

were different as in this life. Many were awakened apparently after long 

periods of time; others were in darkness, and could not find the light; 

others did not realize that they had left the old earth body; others knew 

they had, but found nothing as they expected. Some had a craving for 

liquor and a desire to satisfy old appetites; while others came for 

suggestions and advancement. The procession was endless and the need 

beyond description. 

Those who are advanced in the after life are ever ready and anxious to 

help any below them, and they do a wonderful work. But there are many whom 

they can not reach, and it is only by blending their forces with ours that 

a condition was created where these poor souls could be brought to a 

realization of their condition and started toward a higher development. 

Spirit people are not infinite; they are limited in their sphere, as we 

are in ours, and so, for twenty-two years, we worked together to help 

earthbound spirits. It was the most important work I ever did, beside 

which all my professional achievements sink into obscurity and are as 

nothing. This was a real pleasure and a great privilege. Let me illustrate 

the character of this work. 

I was in my own home one evening, alone with Mrs. French. A storm had 

passed and there could be heard the low moaning wind in the great trees 

outside. It was absolutely dark in the room where we sat facing each other 

with only a small table between us. The discourse on the scientific aspect 

of the next state was finished; then came silence and expectancy. 

“I have wandered, for years, searching, searching, searching,” a voice 

distressed and low, came out of the darkness; “and traveled, traveled, 

traveled; and I have found nothing but vegetation, and I am so weary.” 

Then this benighted spirit apparently realized that I was visible, and he 

seemed to turn toward me, and said: “I don’t understand. I am seeking my 

Savior;

I was told He would meet me, but I can’t find Him, and I am lost.” 

I replied: “No man is ever lost.” He replied: “I will be lost, if I don’t 

find my Savior. I have searched so long!” 

“Did it ever occur to you that you have no Savior but yourself?” I asked. 

“That cannot be,” he said. “All my earth life I relied on Him to save me, 

and I must find Him.” 

“Would it not be better to try to save yourself,” I said. 

“No man can be saved except he believe in Christ,” he answered. 

“We have no Savior but ourselves, and until we understand that fact and 

help ourselves and others, we don’t find a very desirable after life. How 

do you account for the fact that you have traveled so far, met no people, 

and seen nothing but vegetation?” I asked. 

“I don’t know; I don’t understand,” he answered. 

“I know and I understand,” another spirit voice answered. “This man lived 

a narrow, selfish Christian life, simply relying on the Bible teachings, 

believing that the Savior would carry his burden and lead him to the great 

white throne, and when he realized he had passed the portal of death his 

first thought was to find that Savior that he had been taught to depend 

upon. This idea became an obsession and he started traveling with only one 

thought in mind. So intent was he, so centered was his thought, he saw 

nothing of the people or the wonders of the sphere in which he had 

advanced. He could not find what he sought, and he could not see or sense 

what he was not seeking. His journey will not end until he realizes that 

he is his own savior.” 

“That is a new idea. Who is that man?” he asked. 

“A spirit like yourself,” I answered. 

“Is what he said true?” he asked. 

“Has it not occurred to you in all this time, that, if your teaching were 

true, your Savior would have met you, and has not the fact that you were 

not so met, caused you to question your belief?” I said in reply. 

“It has not before, but let me think. Have I been wrong in my belief? When 

I came over and failed to find Him, I should have questioned; but I did 

not. I thought I must search and I have searched so long,” be said. 

I had learned that when a spirit was really awakened in the condition we 

had created where the earth and spirit spheres blend together, friends 

could come and help. I asked: “Don’t you want to stop traveling, and see 

some of your family or friends?” 

“I certainly do.—If I am wrong and have been wasting my life, I should 

like to know it,” he replied. 

“Look,” I said: “It is growing light. How beautiful! See great throngs of 

people.” 

He said, “They are coming toward me, men and women, dead men and women, 

but they don’t look dead. They appear just as they did before, and so do 

I. There comes a friend who beckons me. May I go?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “The thought that dominated you is broken and now you 

are free. Go with those who have come to help you, and they will show you 

how to help yourself.” 

He was gone, then silence again, the night wind and the darkness; while in 

the room tiny non-luminous points of light appeared, and substance like 

faint clouds in a summer sky floated and visibly formed into indefinite 

shapes, * as the spirit chemist restored conditions to the psychic normal. 

Again the stress and the expectant speech. We could always feel the effort 

that was apparently necessary to clothe with ectoplasm a spirit’s vocal 

organs, so that its voice would sound in our atmosphere. 

“What are you trying to do?” another voice spoke. “I have been watching 

these manipulations with great interest; a gentleman told me to ask and I 

am curious.” 

“This lady and myself,” I replied, “come together each week and with 

spirit aid create a condition where we can talk, voice to voice, with dead 

people:, 

“That is positively a most absurd statement. The dead can’t talk,” he 

said. 

“Do you know that to be a fact?” I asked. “No,” he answered, “I don’t know 

it to be a fact, but if it were possible, I should have heard of it.” 

“Have you ever heard of obtaining messages from departed spirit people?” I 

asked. “Yes,” be said, “I have heard such claims, but never for a moment 

did I consider it worthy of the slightest consideration.” 

“Did you ever really consider what would happen to you in the death 

change?” I asked. “No, that was a subject I did not care to think about. I 

have the cares of my business, which are enough,” he replied. 

“Stop and think for a moment; where are you now?” I said. 

“I don’t know; this is not my office and the surroundings are strange. I 

don’t quite comprehend this most unusual situation. Nor do I recognize you 

or this lady,” he answered. 

“Do you recall your name and recent events?” I asked. 

“Certainly,” he replied, “my name is ... , my office . . . , and, as I 

recall, I had just concluded an important conference; but this is neither 

my office nor my home. Where am I and how did I get here, and who are you? 

I have no recollection of meeting you or leaving my place of business.” 

“I am Mr. Randall, and you are in my home in Buffalo, and this lady and 

myself, with the aid of a spirit group, talk at times with those who have 

left the physical body, just as we are now talking to you,” I replied. 

“I don’t understand why you speak to me in that manner. I am not dead,” 

he said. 

“Look at your body,” I said. 

“I am looking at it. I see no change,” he answered. 

“Look again. Hold up your hand to the light,” 

I said. “My God! What has happened? My whole body is natural but it is 

transparent. I can see through it. What does this mean?” he asked. 

“Does it not dawn on you what we are trying to convey? Recall your last 

sensation,” I said. 

“I am,” he replied. “I was in my office—a feeling of great weakness came 

over me. I had a sensation of falling, and I don’t recall anything more, 

until I found myself here. Do you intend to convey the suggestion that I 

am dead?. Is that what this talk leads to?” 

“There is no death, there are no dead,” I answered. “There is only change. 

In dissolution the inner body, released from the flesh housing, passes to 

the next or spirit plane,. which is as material and natural as the earth 

life, and so similar that in the beginning many don’t realize it any more 

than you do, and I am inclined to believe from this talk that you never 

developed your better self to any degree, for which reason you don’t 

understand what is actually being done now, nor the condition in which you 

find yourself.” 

“Can it be,” he replied, “that death comes without our knowing it, and 

that we continue to live in a world similar to that of the earth? It is a 

most astounding proposition. Have I really ceased to live the earth life?” 

“I should infer from your statements,” I answered, “that you passed out of 

the body suddenly, possibly with a stroke of apoplexy. What is the date?” 

“This is January 20th,” he replied. 

“No,” I answered. “It is April, and for three months you have been 

unconscious.” 

“The suggestion stirs me beyond expression,” he said. “Let me think. I was 

in good bodily health, as I thought, engrossed in business affairs, and 

the idea that death would come to me never was seriously considered, and 

now you tell me it has overtaken me, and that I am no more of earth, and 

that as a spirit I can actually talk to you still in the old life. I want 

to think it over—I am not fully satisfied. It would seem to me if I was a 

spirit I would meet other spirit people. Why don’t I?” 

“Look about you again,” I said. “While we have been talking, possibly you 

have not noticed what has taken place.” 

“Why it is growing more light, and I can see about me many I thought dead 

and gone,” he said; “and they tell me they have come to help me out of 

darkness, teach me the laws that control in this sphere of life, and point 

out the method by which I can develop my spirit, which I have so long 

neglected. This thought and their presence overwhelms me, and I must have 

time to realize it all.” 

“You have been awakened,” I said, “and put in touch with those who will 

help you. Go with them and all will be well with you.” 

“Good night,” he said. “I thank you. 

These cases illustrate the condition in which some spirit people find 

themselves, the method employed in bringing them to a realization of the 

change that has taken place, and something of the results obtained in this 

mission work. Volumes could be written from the records obtained, which 

would further show the urgent need of work of this character. 

[To be continued.  R.R.]

Rescue Circles (50)   Earthbounds, Heaven and Hell….Edward Randall with Emily French, Direct Voice medium  (continued)

There are many different beliefs and conceptions of what life after death is and where it takes place.   It has been described as an actual place, a Heaven or a Hell, or a state of mind, or a continuation of this life’s journey in a more etherealized body.  Some people, the dualists, even think that this earthly life is hell itself, where we are learning to deal with good versus evil forces right here in our daily lives.  Until we can master ourselves and our selfish desires, we will continue to suffer much pain and hardship.   In all cases we would seem to take our memory, personality and abilities with us when we die and leave our physical body behind.  But our level of existence then depends on our previous conduct and quality of being.   Whether Hell is a state of mind or an actual place or a process are debatable points, but it seems from all accounts that there is the possibility for an evil spirit to redeem himself or herself and able to receive help once it is asked for. No one is damned eternally by some outside authority. Examples of this negative post mortem state are given in Chapter XIII of Edward C. Randall’s “Frontiers of the Afterlife”  where Emily French, the Rochester medium brought through many of these distressed spirits. Riley Heagerty’s recent publication  “The French Connection” is an excellent compilation of all Randall’s research with Mrs.French, but here is the complete chapter from Randall’s book.

      CHAPTER XIII      EARTHBOUND

EDWARD RANDALL writes:      I recall so many earthbound that have told of the horror of their condition, that it is with difficulty I choose specific individuals, for I had speech with: such a great number. It is like seeing the paintings in the principal galleries of Europe. There are many, but some stand out prominently. This is the story told by one: 

“I was not a good man among men. I was selfish, cruel, took human life, and was, as I now know, killed while committing a crime. When I awoke it was very dark, and, not knowing what had happened, I called in anger, but my companions did not come. My voice echoed back to me again and again, and I began to think I was in a cave. I arose and groped about in the darkness, but I could not find the walls, though I walked for hours. I did not feel hunger or thirst, and days and months passed, while I was ever searching for the walls that threw back the echo of my call. Can you imagine the sensation that you would have, to be lost in an open forest with the sun in the sky, to say nothing of being lost in darkness? My sensations and suffering beggar description.

After a very long time I saw a light, and as it approached I saw that it shone or radiated from the form of a man.

‘My brother,’ the man said, ‘you are in spiritual darkness; how can I help you?’ He came and, putting forth his hands, would have touched me, but I was speechless and rushed away in fear. 

Thereafter when I saw a light I would hide, fearing I would be arrested, for at that time I did not know I had left my physical body. I became desperate, and the next time a light approached I waited.

Coming to me, a man from whose body light radiated, as before, said, ‘What do you wish?’ 

I replied, ‘I want to get out of this prison.’
‘You are not in prison; you are dead.’ 

I cursed him for making such fool statements, and he was gone. 

Again I was alone in darkness. How long this continued I know not, for, there being no day, I could not count time. Again there came one to me and again I demanded that I be released from my prison. 

He calmly and kindly replied, ‘You are not in prison; you are a spirit.’ That seemed to me the height of absurdity, for I was very much alive; but I listened and he told me ‘that I had made the change’ and brought another, an artist, who drew pictures of my youth and the faces of my boyhood friends, and, one by one sketched those acts and deeds and wrongs that I had done. Then the light faded and they were gone and I was left alone to think. 

When I had fully come to appreciate my condition and to regret the wrong done and the suffering caused by me, there came a desire to do what I could to make reparation. Then came other spirit people to encourage me and suggest what I must do to obtain spiritual growth and with it, the light. Not one offered to take my burden, or to undo the wrong that I had done; that was for me; they only pointed out the way. I was told there were none to forgive me, except the injured; no savior but himself. 

Step by step I went forward; hour by hour I made reparation and lived again each wrong and lived it right; and day by day, as you count time, I undid my wrong and added to the right. The way was long, the labor intense, but in it I found a happiness I had never known before. For I was building my character; the atom of good was striving for its spirituality. 

Now that is all behind me, and I live in the glorious and effulgent light of the spirit world, laboring among congenial souls. I was seared by the fire of selfishness and wrong. I paid, and paid to the last farthing, the penalty. Now I am at peace with all. the spirit world, as it is with me. 

I send this message back to the world of men: ‘There is not in the universe a method by which ‘any one can escape the penalty of wrong.’ Had I known this fact, I would have lived among you honestly and been fair with my fellow men. I did not know it, and I have paid in full, as all will pay in full, for ignorance will not excuse. 

It has been a privilege to tell through you of my experience in the earthbound zone of the spirit world. If one man will hesitate when contemplating a single selfish or wrong act, and turn from it because of better understanding, it will reflect upon me and better my condition.” 

The following statement as to earthbound conditions is from another more advanced spirit: 

“The belts or zones that lie close around your earth are designed for the habitation of undeveloped spirits when out of the body; as they outgrow the passions of earth and become more refined, they pass to another or higher zone. Many remain in the first or earth zone for years. We of the higher zones try to teach them that they must forgive and forget the wrongs of earth and in that work advance out of the earthbound condition, but many turn a deaf ear to our suggestions and try to revenge the wrong done to them when on earth; all this is intensely human, and this zone, so. like the physical, is very real. 

Those who have progressed, those who in the beginning passed directly through this belt, because of their spirituality, would never come back into that atmosphere, were it not for their love for and desire to help humanity” 

In explanation of this condition another spirit said:

“Many on leaving the mortal body are still in earthly conditions, found on the grosser spiritual side you call the lower sphere, where the spiritual senses are not yet awakened to susceptibility of spiritual discernment.” 

Again, one said: 

“I find a great many come from earth life in a very darkened condition; and, of course, they gravitate or are drawn to localities of corresponding conditions. They don’t know just where they ought to go or what to do. In fact, many are ignorant of any other than the condition in which they find themselves. Many, too many, are in a condition of slumbering, some in a deep sleep which lasts a long time, and great effort is put forth to awake such spirit people.” 

This is the experience of another spirit: 

“I had been in the after life a number of years when I was taken into the lowest sphere, and what I saw has lingered in my memory ever since. I was taken by a guide accustomed to work in the earthbound plane. We move, as you know, with the rapidity of thought. My first impression was of a descent in the dark, all about me gloom, and to add to the horror I could hear voices though I could not see any one. After a time, when as it seemed, I grew accustomed to the darkness, I could see people about me, poor men and women who did not realize they had left the physical body—some shrieking because they could not escape their victims; those they had wronged were not there, it was their awakening consciousness that brought such vision. The guide spoke gently to them. Some answered with coarse jests, others with mirthless laughter; but a few came close and listened while he told them of their condition and what must be done to work out of this darkness, which was of their own creation. We have as much trouble in making these poor spirit people understand conditions beyond their sight and touch, as you have with earth people.” 

EDWARD RANDALL:      In the beginning when I talked with spirits who did not know they were dead, as that word is commonly used, it staggered my thought. I could not then conceive that one could be in that condition and not know it. I did not then know that the next life was so material, so tangible, and, in the lower spheres, so like our own; neither did I know that here and now we possess an inner body, which, when separated from the outer flesh garment, is identically the same as before, with the same feature, expression and thoughts. With the first or lower sphere actually blending with our world as it does, how can those who have just gone understand their condition, if they possess no knowledge concerning this change? 

In the presence of such known facts, the question of the continuity of life no longer remains, and we advance to the more important proposition of what are the conditions the so-called dead meet when they cross the border. Where is the border? Where is the after life and what is the new environment? These questions are vital and are being answered from day to day, though few ask the question, and of those who do ask, a less number understand. The world is too busy getting money to give this subject serious thought. 

Let it not be understood that all the living dead are earthbound and held in such zone of darkness; of all that go, only a few of the many are there held. But let it be remembered that conditions in spirit planes vary as the varying characters of men, and that each reaches that environment for which his earth life has fitted him. ‘There he will live until by growth be has earned a more advanced zone. 

The experiences of these spirits were unusual, terrible in severity, and possibly extreme, but they are necessary to illustrate what the degenerate and wicked must expect. Others have told of the wonders and delights of the next conditions, as they were enabled to feel and visualize them in the beginning. Where spirit people are, what they see and enjoy, depends on just what their earth. life earned. How many know this fact? The fortunate should help the unfortunate; the strong should defend the  weak; the intellectual should lead with gentle hands the mental poor. 

This is the highest conception of religion in both worlds, and a necessary process if we would enrich ourselves in either. 

A spirit has said: 

“You can have no idea of the nature and extent of punishment which some spirits have to undergo. There is no hell, nor is torture inflicted in the spirit world. Every one that comes brings the punishment with him in his own nature. When a spirit passes from the earth to this world, every trait of his natural habits, principles and passions is delineated on his spirit  features. There can be no deceptions with us. You will be placed with those of similar character, whose natures correspond with yours. There is no night here, and consequently no day, at least not as I once  measured, and as you still measure time. Time here is measured only by  emotions, events and deeds. There are dark places and darker souls, as there are on earth.” 

RANDALL:     THERE were few nights during the years of scientific investigation that I did not talk with earthbound spirit people, usually with several, and I have learned much of their condition. 

“What creates the earthbound condition?” is the first question properly asked. I answer, as I have been answered thousands of times: 

“The lives they led, and the conditions they created for themselves, for  as a man sows so shall he reap.” 

The laws of nature, the laws under which we live, are not only fixed and definite, but eternally just. 

Thoughts are things, and every moment as they emanate from each individual something is added to his character. It is enriched or impoverished, and if no light emanates from it one is held at his dissolution within the lower planes that circle this globe. The selfish character, like the miser in the “Chimes of Normandy,” the cruel, the immoral and wanton, the thief, the murderer,--is it not just that they be herded together until they have lived over each wrong act, lived it aright and made compensation, thus qualifying themselves for association with a finer group? The justice that meets human souls at the frontier is complete. They enter into a condition which is of their own creation. They find such light as they radiate, and  no more. There is no escape in ‘the after life’ from the consequences of things done and performed in this. In my talks with earthbound spirit people I never found two exactly alike, any more than they can be found alike here. That change did not alter or improve them. This is evidently Hell, so much talked of and feared. 

In this plane, so close about the earth that in reality it is a part of it, the wicked, the malicious and base, and all those who have acquired no spiritual development, are held. This plane has various stages. Some are in total darkness, some in half light;  all in all, it is at most a twilight zone between the spiritual and physical worlds. Here old appetites, thoughts and desires hold sway as  before. In this zone a great mass of undeveloped people of the same general character, with a desire for spirituality no greater than when living in the physical body, remain. Their condition is much worse than in this world, for there is not the opportunity for reformation that there       was before. There the great law of attraction holds together those of a       similar character, so that these live in mental poverty until they have a desire for better things. Then the way is shown and they work slowly out by their own efforts, but the labor is long and the path dim that leads to the zones of happiness and peace. Giordano Bruno said: 

“Whatever good a man has to his credit, whether it be much or little, is the seed from which he grows eternally.” 

[Love, in the fullest meaning of the word is what makes the world go round, and here, in conclusion, in contrast to the living hell of the earthbound spirit is Randall’s chapter on love, which in Greek is derived from the word “Charitas”, not “Eros,” (romantic or sensual love). This is the complete love that embraces all other forms of it. This is the light which guides the earthbound out of hell, the solution to all our earthly problems as well, and the secret component of all our effective prayers, along with contact and distant healing. Love, or Charity, is the antidote to and cure for all the hellish states and predicaments we may find ourselves in.   R.R.]    

      CHAPTER XVII         DEVELOPMENT THROUGH CHARITY 

      CHARITY, in its general acceptation, has been identified with       alms-giving. Spirit people, with their higher intelligence, contend that charity means giving to those in need our best and purest thought; and they have pointed out that on the earth plane it is rather a mechanical than a spiritual action to distribute material things to others. How many, when they help those in need, give their best thought as well as material aid? True, material assistance is often indispensable; but nevertheless, it should be only a stepping stone to something higher and nobler. A charitable thought, sent out and transmitted by waves of  psychic ether, will reach many souls in despair; and, perhaps, lift them to higher conditions in the material as well as in the spirit spheres. There are persons in earth life who are too poor to give material aid, but who, out of the richness of their benevolent hearts, give that which is better,  more precious, more Godlike, loving words and kindly deeds. 

Such as these are never too tired to offer sympathy, never too weary to speak a cheery word to struggling neighbors. Such persons radiate happiness around them, and are continually sending forth the purest and  best of which a soul is capable, and, when they go out into the after life, they find that the bread of thought cast upon the waters does return. 

It is my custom to ask of spirit people to give some expression of their views on subjects under consideration, and in reply to an inquiry about charity one said: 

“And the greatest of all is charity of thought, without which the utmost gifts of money become as pebbles in the mouths of the hungry. Think of all as you would have all think of you. A thought once born grows to its fullness, not only by the good done to the individual, but by its strength and good ness. It circles around, and after encompassing many in its kind embrace, rebounds to enrich the originator. Cultivate the desire to think  kindly of your fellow men. 

Some thought dominates all actions. Those who have evil thoughts are in danger of becoming evil themselves, though they may be unconscious of the fact. The mind flings out a radiance which, to some extent, sheds light on every avenue of life. If that radiance should grow feeble and your life selfish, you would long remain in the twilight, and your outlook would be limited. But, if kindness and true charity dominate your thoughts, the radiance will continue rich and bright till its emanations reach the boundaries of hope, and your soul is illumined by the crowning sun of happiness. 

The best way to judge character is to watch the faces of children who turn toward men. A good man loves them and has patience with them, and they turn to him as naturally as a flower follows the warmth of the sun. A  bad man realizes their helplessness, and brutally vents his malignity on their small defenseless heads. Such a man is not to be trusted in any walk of life. 

Again be generous to those to whom nature has limited her gifts, for nature compensates, and the time ‘will come when all shall be equal. The poorly equipped for earth life will more easily acquire the lessons to be learned in the next, for those of patience and humility are learned already. Those who think differently are to be enlightened, not censured or ridiculed, for all who understand this truth of life’s progression are entrusted with the great responsibility of teaching all who can understand; and you must get as close as possible to the lives of others, that your words may have weight. 

Let your hearts be fallow ground, plant therein the seeds of love, charity and purity; nourish them daily with the clear water of tenderness; and you will have a wonderful garden filled with fragrance and white with blossoms, and your life will become a; part of the great life principle.” 

A spirit, well known when in earth life, said one evening to a gentleman who worked with me, and who helped obtain the information now given the public: 

“The intense satisfaction that is the constant result of right doing, based on honest purpose, is, in itself, sufficient reward for action. Of all the trite sayings of the Bible, the one that reads, ‘What shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole world, and yet lose his own soul?’ is one with the greatest meaning. 

Wealth brings many opportunities for good and for evil; in fact, there are more for the latter than for the former, as the besetting sin of mortal man is selfishness and the possession of great riches allows free expression of that greatest of all sources of trouble. The true and full  meaning of the word ‘selfishness’ is in every way opposite to the most beautiful word in your language, ‘charity.’ Shorn of their meaning, as applied to money, they are the negative and positive of man’s character.  The fullest opportunity of giving expression to these two opposite words comes with the possession of great wealth. The understanding of the full  meaning of these two words is the truest index of a man’s character. The ability to make one’s life the embodiment of that wonderful word ‘charity,’ and to understand that other word ‘selfishness’ so as to avoid it, is the true test of mortal man’s ability to. control himself. 

Self-control is man’s perfect condition. To know charity and practice its  meaning; to know selfishness and keep it from you; this is self-control. This state of existence is as near perfection as the earthtied mortal can  hope to get. You have been chosen one among many on your side of life to  bring certain great truths to the people of the world. In advance of time, you are to be prepared for the time of your usefulness, and this is one of the moments of laying before you certain truths. To teach the truth, the teacher must be truthful; to induce others to accept pure and honest principles, the teacher must be pure and honest himself; to set certain facts before others, the teacher must be above criticism. 

You may honestly atone for those things that have so far occurred in your life, by making amends to those to whom you are indebted. So far as the errors of your past life are concerned, you have well and strongly conquered their chief cause, and you need no longer fear them. You have henceforth no excuse to do otherwise than follow the honorable and ennobling instincts of your nature. Guard well your actions, that they may not be open to criticism from others; and particularly from the one of all others from whom you cannot escape, your own self. You have been, and you are being, weighed in the balance; and so much is expected of you, that you must not be found wanting. 

Remember that wealth brings the opportunity to give expression to what is best in your nature, and that you will find the only reward for doing good in that intense feeling of satisfaction that can come only as the result of a good deed, unselfishly done. It is well that man should earn his  daily bread. It is the intention of nature that every mortal should struggle, for by no other means can he progress in the scale of being. 

This being so, one so situated that he can live without a proper exertion on his part, is unfortunate. Never forget this principle; the waste of money is not charity, but foolishness. You will find many practical ways to do good and to do it in the right way. A clean tenant demands a clean habitation. A pure heart and a pure mind are the results of your own efforts so to keep them. 

Charity is not a formula; it is thought, clothed with a kind act. 

Cultivate charity in judging others; try to draw out the latent good in them, rather than to discover the hidden evil. We must do this if we would rise to the full glory of our privilege, to the dignity of true living, to the supreme charity of the world.” 

Rescue Circles (51) Spirit helpers at the time of death, and natural transitions to the next world.

For the most part in this series we have looked at the sudden violent deaths of accident victims and of those killed in war, or those unable to find their way out of darkness because of a life of crime, selfish indulgence or mental illness.  These people couldn’t find their guides or loved ones and needed rest and recuperation or rescue by the special helpers working from our side in our circles or alone, or from helpers on the other side.

To put this picture of life after death back in balance, here are a few descriptions of the normal, positive type of experience most of us will have when passing.  The spirits communicating in the following accounts either described their passing to their loved ones at a private sitting or to the audience or congregation at a platform demonstration by the medium, and we thank all those concerned for making these accounts public, so that we can learn some more and compare their accounts with those we may have received from our own loved ones.  [R.R.]

The following account comes from a man who died at the beginning of the Twentieth Century.  He had believed in God, but had no idea of the next world.  

‘I did not know if everything finished with death, or whether there existed something else.  I did not ponder the question, but merely lived my life normally until I died. For some time I was ill.  Then, when the end was approaching, I was too weak, I could no longer eat.   I could no longer speak, I was too tired.  I was able to hear the people near my bed talking as though from a distance, but I could no longer pay any attention to them.   I saw quite different things.  But I could not make out whether I saw them in a dream, or in reality.  For  in the distance I saw my (deceased) parents coming to meet me.  They were accompanied by a few other relatives, who had entered the spirit world before me.  They stopped, however, a little way from me, and made signs to me.  I saw them quite distinctly, but I was too weak to utter a sound.  At the same time I heard the whispers of my (living) relatives who were standing near my bed, and so I was unable to give my full attention to either of the two groups.

I later experienced a presence hovering over my bed and busying itself with me, but I did not know what was to happen to me.  The spirit being hovered above me, stroking my head with its hands and stroking my bedcover back and forth.  I would have liked to grasp its hands, but I lacked the strength.  Then, once more a blankness came over me.

But now my parents drew close to me, and I saw them standing before me quite distinctly, while the spirit being still hovered above me.  Soon I saw a second being, which also busied itself with me.  The two of them stroked me with their hands for a long time, until at last I was able to touch them with my (spirit) hands, and as far as I could understand it, had divided myself in two.   They immediately drew my attention to this.  “Now you have died.  There lies your mortal body.  Look at it!”

At that moment I heard the people around my bed say” “Now he is dead.”  I floated here and there in the room for a short while before being drawn away by the two spirit beings.  I could no longer see my parents: they had disappeared.   I had a feeling of numbness.  I could not be sure where I was.  I was carried away from the room where I had died as though by a gust of wind, and suddenly I found myself in a new world.  Someone said to me: “This is the Beyond which all must enter.”  And the two spirit beings who had helped me to withdraw from my mortal body took leave of me, and said: “Our task with you has now been fulfilled.”

I did not know them but I nodded to them.  All at once my father and mother were standing before me, stretching out their hands to me.  Other figures also came up to me, and my parents were quickly taken away again.  So I found myself a complete stranger in new surroundings.  On the one hand I felt tired, and on the other I was eager to get to know this new world, the Beyond!  After all, life does go on after death!

Thoughts were running like lightning through my head.  I remembered my childhood, my lessons in religion.  My mother had told me about the angels in Heaven.  Later, I had dismissed such stories as fairy tales for children.  But now I was experiencing that in this world, those spirit beings we called ‘angels’ truly existed, and that some of them were occupying themselves with me. 

They led me towards a mansion (in the spirit world). I glanced quickly around, and to my astonishment found that many things were similar to those on earth.  I hardly believed this possible, for if I had any idea at all of Heaven or the other world, it was entirely different from this.   I realized that here, too, one had a body and could move around.   One could walk, talk, communicate with others.  I wanted to ask many questions, but I was now too tired.  I was immediately led to the spirit mansion, and assigned a resting place there.  I could lie down and rest;  I could sleep and remain there without being disturbed, as long as I still felt tired.  Later, someone would come and look after me.  Certainly, all was real with me.  I still thought that this must all be a dream.  I simply could not yet believe it was real.  But then the feeling of tiredness took hold of me, and I fell asleep.’

And so he began his new life on the other side.  Accounts are plentiful describing  life on the  various planes and levels, once a spirit awakens from the first sleep after death.  Books by  Andrew Jackson Davis,  Vale Owen,  Robert James Lees,  Albert Pauchard, Drayton Thomas and  Anthony Borgia are some of the classics that can be read for further details and comparison.  Accounts of Near Death Experiences  are also plentiful, describing the early stages of the natural process of passing.  Having gone through an NDE myself, and astral traveling, I know that none of this is fanciful fiction or mere brain hallucination or drug induced confabulation. Skeptics, save your breath!  It is  Grim Reapers and Demons that are pure fantasy, unless you get into black magic and create a malevolent tulpa.  [Richard R.]

Now here is an account of a lady passing perhaps fifty years ago. 

‘I did not know that I was about to die.   I was no longer able to speak, but could see and recognize all the people present.   I was also able to hear everything that was spoken in the sickroom, and I could see many more things than before.  I saw the room in which I was lying, and beyond that I could see the whole house.  It seemed as if there were no walls in this house.  I saw what was happening in the kitchen.  I saw what was happening in the next room, and I heard what was being said there.  Naturally I found it strange that people were already talking about my funeral.  I couldn’t say anything, but I would love to have done so.

Then I saw other beings, who were strangers to me;  they seemed to come from a quite different world.  And I heard them talk to one another.  And they spoke about my passing;  one of them was even able to indicate the exact time when this would happen.   I understood everything, but could only wonder, for I was unable to communicate either with them or with my relatives;   there was a clock in the room which I could see without having to sit up in bed.  So I knew the exact time, and could work out for myself how long I had left.

After a while a veil seemed to cover my eyes, and then the strange beings again approached me.  I looked at the clock.  But so far as I could see, there were still about three hours left.  At times I was able to see and hear my relatives, and I felt quite angry about their conversation.  But that did not help me at all, since I had no strength to defend myself against them.   One of the beings had said: “Next time we will come even closer”, and this is exactly what happened:  they came closer at each appearance, and now they were holding my hands.  They stood on either side of my bed, and one of them was touching my forehead with his hands.  I secretly hoped that this would make me well, for I did not want to admit that I was about to die, although in fact it should have been obvious to me.   For these beings around me had come from another world; they were not human (that is, live human beings) though they had something of a human look about them.

I had a feeling of relief as they were holding my hands like this, while someone else was touching my forehead with his hands.  Then other beings around me were moving their hands to and from over my body.  And while I was watching this procedure I felt lighter and lighter, and suddenly found myself standing next to the beings while at the same time seeing myself lying in bed.   I was really very tired, and the whole experience had made a great impression on me.  All at once, one of the beings pointed to the clock and said to me: “Didn’t we tell you the truth?  It is exactly the right time.   We have helped you to separate from your body, we have released you from it and we have made it easier for you to leave your earthly life.” 

They now wanted to lead me away from the room; they told me that they would like to hurry away from it and to speak with me later.   I ought no longer to pay attention to the things my relatives were saying about me, about my estate, my funeral and other such matters.   They fled with me from the house, and so quickly that I could not see what was happening to right or left.   Suddenly, I was standing in a world entirely strange to me, in front of a house which they wanted me to enter with them.  But first they said to me: “This is the house in which you will now live.  Everything else lies behind you.  We wish to enter and assess your harvest.”

What did they mean by my ‘harvest’?  I began to think about it.  I was astonished by what I noticed around me.   The world I had just entered was similar to the one I had left behind, and yet I felt I was in an entirely different place.  As I stood looking around in bewilderment, I suddenly saw my deceased parents.  They came up to me, having been waiting for me in the house.  Not only my parents were there I also met other deceased relatives and friends, who had come to welcome me and wish me luck.  My mother then said to me quietly: “First there will be a discussion about your harvest; we shall see each other again later on.”  But I begged my mother: “Please stay with me, don’t go away.  I’m afraid!”  And I pleaded with my father, too:  “Please stay with me.  You can both help me.  I’m afraid.”

At that moment I heard a strange being say to me: “You are afraid?  Why, and of whom are you afraid?”  I replied that I was afraid simply because everything was so unfamiliar here.  At that point another completely unknown spirit raised his voice: ”Come now, let us talk about the harvest you have brought with you!”   

Vainly I racked my brains to know what they could mean.  Could it be that they wanted to talk about my life on earth?  Is that what they meant by “harvest”?  They appeared to be able to read my thoughts, for one of them said:  “That is, indeed, what we want to discuss with you.”

I was filled with awe by the sight of these wonderful beings.  They were dressed in brilliant colors, and they wore magnificent ornaments, which seemed to be somehow woven into or imprinted on their garments.  I could not be more precise than this.  Their heads and arms were adorned with costly circlets, set with precious gems.  Their whole appearance filled me with awe, they looked so noble and distinguished.

I took it that they possessed some kind of authority in this other world.  I immediately thought of the earthly possessions I had left behind.  Then I looked at myself, but the sight was not very gratifying.  I was dressed in a grayish garment which enveloped me closely from the neck to the floor.  I could not tell what kind of garment it was.   I was aware of my body and my hands, and I wondered whether I could possibly improve my appearance.  I wanted a different garment, for I did not like this one.

Then someone spoke sharply to me, and my anxiety grew increasingly greater.  “What have you brought back with you?” he demanded, quite harshly.  I did not know how to answer.  What had I brought back?  Nothing, not even a decent dress.  I really did not know what they meant, and I answered: “I’ve had to leave my possessions behind.”    “We   are not talking about perishable things,” they retorted.  “Everything you have let behind is transitory, and holds no interest for us.  We are only interested in what is imperishable.  Have you performed any good works?  That is the harvest we should like to discuss with you.”

I did not know whether I had done anything of lasting value. They became more and more insistent in asking what I had brought back with me.  I did not know how to answer their questions.  Then this wonderful being stood beside me.  At last I was being helped.  Someone was there to defend me.  I suddenly felt secure in the presence of this newcomer.

This beautiful spirit now began to talk about my past life.  He spoke about my faults and about my good deeds and virtues, and it seemed as though he wanted to talk less about the former than the latter.  I soon realized that I had gained an advocate.  Now and then someone raised an objection.  But the spirit continued to talk, and seemed to be gaining the upper hand.  The others who had plagued me with questions about my harvest became more kindly disposed, and looked at me with more sympathy.   This surprised me and filled me with joy.  Gradually all fear left me, and no further questions were raised.  At the end they spoke only with my advocate about myself, and my life.  This led to quite a discussion.

They appeared  to reach an agreement about my future, but I could no longer follow their words.  I did not, after all, understand anything as yet about the law and order of the world of spirit.  s. I would not in any case have been able to reply, and so my advocate had to speak for me. 

Finally the others left us and I remained alone with my advocate.  I knelt down before him and kissed his hands, thanking him for his help.  This divine being stood before me full of love, strengthening, encouraging  and consoling me, saying: “It is true, you have made many mistakes in your life, and your harvest is not especially good.  You will have to atone for many things.”  He warned me to be truly obedient in future.  I was to be granted a certain period of adjustment, during which I would be able to rest and sleep, and also to have a look at my new surroundings.  Furthermore, I would be able to make contact with spirit brothers and sisters in my neighborhood, with whom I would be living from now on.  He also mentioned another possibility: if I had a great longing to return to my house on earth I could do so, though it would not be at all advisable, for by returning to the scene of one’s earthly life, one would merely delay one’s ascent.  He had now done what he, as my angel advocate, was permitted to do.   Every newcomer is given such a helper, unless his earthly life has been too incriminating.    

I had been lucky to have this angel advocate, and I was naturally very interested in getting to know this new world.  My advocate took his leave, promising to visit me from time to time.  I now knew for certain that I had indeed passed on, and that I was living in quite a  different world.  I had left my mortal body behind in the material world.  Strictly speaking, I was less interested in the new world than in what my relatives on earth had been doing after my death.  I thought to myself, “if, as I’ve been told, I am given the opportunity of going back to their world, then I’ll take advantage of it.  I shall have plenty of time later to spend in this new world.”  I could not resist my longing, and so I followed my impulse.’

[to be continued]     

Rescue Circles  (54)   The spirit body, and its mind and personality – more from ‘heaven’

All the communications we have with the other side show that each person’s unique mind and personality survives death.  Saints and sinners, statesman, artists, philosophers, scientists and ordinary folk alike, all retain their own stream of consciousness, their level of understanding, their likes and dislikes and way of thinking and everything that distinguishes them, one from another.  What shape or form their spirit body takes we can never know, though in the initial stages they tell us that they HAVE a body, growing older and maturing if they passed as children or growing younger if they passed in old age. In the account below, Adelheid still has her good singing voice and can work. Spirits  can materialize their body or a facsimile of their former earth body, in a physical séance, or make it visible as an apparition or ITC image, or audible at the direct voice séance or as EVP, or as an orb or point of light.  But we will never be able to PROVE in material terms that a spirit body exists, or tangibly examine its many levels and qualities.  All the proof we have and need  lies in our recognition of our loved ones’ consciousness and unique personality as they communicate, together with all the evidential information they can give.  

This series is presenting spirits from different countries round the world who have experienced every type of death and bodily disintegration, and yet have all survived to tell the tale. What more evidence do we need to convince us of an afterlife, and a continuing  existence for all of us?       Now we will return to look at the communications from Switzerland.  [Richard R.]

Adelheid continued her narration:

“My confidence had been growing as I became aware that my spirit companion apparently knew everything.  She must have brought me to the right house.  Very well – I would go in.  When I opened the door a spirit I had not seen before came hurrying towards me.  I was greatly impressed by his appearance.  The spirit who had brought me here had looked kind, but all along I had sensed that she was not of the highest rank.  Those I was now meeting, however, had a special quality about them.  They smiled reassuringly, and my anxiety vanished.  I introduced myself.

‘Why, yes,’ they said, ‘we knew you were coming, and we have already prepared a room for you.’

Then they led me down a long corridor to this room, saying: ‘You may live here by yourself.  If you need to know anything about our regulations and our way of life, you can go to that room over there where you will always find members of our community willing to give you the information you require.’ 

I thanked them and went into my room.  I had a good look at it and found it very pleasant, though it was furnished quite simply.  It reminded me of my own modest life-style.  The thing that impressed me most was the wonderful feeling of order – everything was so shiningly clean.  I remembered what the angel had said: ‘There is nothing material here: everything is spiritual.’   So I accepted things as I found them – orderly, beautiful and well cared for.  This is spiritual, I told myself, and therefore of great value….

Suddenly I felt tired.  It was as though I had been through some colossal exertion.  I was still somewhat confused, feeling that sooner or later it would get dark, but it didn’t happen that way.   Instead I felt increasingly weary, and seeing a comfortable couch I lay down.   All I wanted was rest and sleep.  So much had happened to me - I’d had so many bewildering experiences.  All of a sudden, to be in heaven!  Could that be true?  Was heaven really like this?

Many other thoughts were racing through my mind, but I was no longer able to think coherently.  I simply wanted to rest and to sleep.  But one thought kept coming back: when I woke up, might I once again find myself a human being?  Perhaps it was all a dream?  But for the time being all that mattered was sleep.

So I slept.  For how long, I do not know.  Time, for me, had stopped.  When I opened my eyes again, I was not alone – two spirits were standing in front of me.  Smiling, they offered me a drink that was intended to make me feel stronger.  One of them wrapped a shawl round my shoulders, saying, ‘Perhaps you feel a little chilly, for you are not yet used to this atmosphere.’  I did in fact feel rather cold.  I didn’t know whether or not this was caused by the change in my surroundings, but the shawl made me feel warmer.  Then they said to me: ‘When you feel restored, come outside and have a look round.  Then, after you have seen what there is to see and have satisfied your curiosity, come back; it will be time for you to get ready to start work.’

Work?  The idea struck me as ludicrous.  But I very soon remembered that everything here seemed to be very much as it was on earth, except that matter had been replaced by spirit.  I had imagined that in heaven one would do nothing but pray and sing hymns.  The angels picked up my thoughts without my saying a word.  They smiled and said: ‘Of course, we too pray and sing to the glory of God.  But there is a right time for everything.  We also have to work.  And if you are interested in seeing how and where we work, and what sort of work we do, we can show you at once where to go.’

At that, they pointed in a particular direction.  Not far from our house were some buildings where spirits were working.  One only had to cross a river; the workshops were on the other side.  All I had to do was to go there and make enquiries.  If after that I had further questions, these spirits would gladly answer them for me.

Then they took leave of me.  I rested a little longer and continued to reflect.   I still found myself bewildered.  Was this to be my new existence?  To be honest I had a feeling of guilt – I knew that I had sinned and made many mistakes in life, although I had been taught to behave quite differently.  And after all, if this was supposed to be heaven, where was God?  Where was Christ?  I had thought that before anything else happened I would be taken up to God, and that I would see Him and Christ too.   So I would know where I was, and what to expect.  But here I felt that I was immensely far from God.  We had been taught that after death we would come into the presence of God.  Yet I was not in His presence.

These thoughts were occupying my mind.  But I did not want them to worry me too much, for I had been told that my questions would be answered.  Not wanting to be too demanding,  I decided that first of all I would get to know my new environment.  So I went out of the house.

I felt stronger, and for the time being did not have to bother about getting hungry or thirsty.   On leaving the house I suddenly felt perfectly well – more free than I had ever felt as a human being.   It was as though I could fly, so light was my spirit.  I stood with my feet firmly on the ground in order to find out whether I was walking or flying; whichever was the case, I was indeed moving forward.  I said to myself: ‘Well, now you are a spirit, you have left material things behind.  What used to be a burden and an effort to you is no longer there.’  I began to take pride in being such a fortunate spirit.

Then I crossed the river, and went to watch my fellow spirits.  However, I still felt the need for solitude.  I was keen to discover what was going on in those workshops.  But to know that I too was to work in them was for me a disappointment.  As a human being I had been able to sing quite well.  I had sung in the church choir, and friends and neighbours had taken delight in my singing.  I had thought that my new companions in heaven might also enjoy it – perhaps even God, Christ and the saints.  But wherever could they be?  

While I was on my way I tried to see whether I could still sing.  And I found that I could – my voice was purer and more beautiful than it had ever been.  But of course – I thought to myself – everything in the spirit world is of finer quality; now that I had been freed from matter my singing, too, would improve.  Breathing and walking required no effort.  There was nothing to cause pain.  And now, I had discovered that my voice had this wonderful new tone.  My throat could produce any sound I wanted.  I felt sure that God and all the saints in heaven would listen to me, and I came to the conclusion that, with such a gift, I certainly wouldn’t have to work.

Eventually I went into the workshop - a long, narrow room where crowds of spirits were at work.  I felt dismayed, for it seemed like a factory on earth.  Could this really be heaven?  Must one work so hard here?  Some of the spirits were weaving, others were drawing and painting and making rugs.  I was astonished, walking through the room.  No one paid me any attention: they were all absorbed in their work, not even looking up as I passed by.  Nothing could disturb them.   One or two spirits seemed to be acting as supervisors   ‘So life here isn’t so easy after all,’ I thought to myself.  No one asked me why I had come here.  They seemed to be used to strangers looking around.

From there I went to a nearby wood, in order to sing as powerfully as I could.  I hoped that someone would recognize my talent and say to me: ‘You won’t need to work – with a voice like that you’ll be able to earn money by singing.’  Earn money?  Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.  What would be the rate of pay for the spirits in the workshops?  Not very high, I thought, for mass-production isn’t worth much. I would certainly be able to earn more by singing.

Encouraged by this thought I returned to my quarters, or rather to my small room.  Once there I began to sing again, hoping to attract the attention of some of the more influential spirits.  I sang and sang.  Soon it became clear that no one was taking any notice of me.  It was as though the place were empty.  I was greatly disappointed.  Not wanting to give up too early, however, I reflected on the fact that in heaven one had to pray.  I would prefer even that to working like everyone else.  So I prayed and I sang – first one and then the other.  

I went outside again, and found that the other spirits had finished work and had gone back to the house.  There, they stayed quietly in their rooms.  I didn’t pay much attention to them, for I was thinking only of myself and my own concerns.  Finally, I followed the advice I had been given and went up to one of the angels;  I told him that I had looked around and had seen that a lot of work was going on, but that music, singing and worship were lacking.  The angel assured me that these were all to be found, only I hadn’t yet been to the right place.  I could go to one of these if I wished, but first I would have to decide what kind of work I would do.

This made me feel uneasy.  I wished to sing, and I made it clear that I wanted the angel to take me to wherever singing took place.  I was given permission to accompany other spirits to a building, supported by pillars.  It had a large anteroom where people could talk to one another, and from this an open door led to an even larger room, immaculately bright, where spirits were praying and singing and making music.  It was a place of worship, but quite different from an earthly church.

I was enjoying the wonderful singing, and I felt sure I would be able to join this choir.  When the service was over I stayed on; I was convinced that my voice would carry well in this room, which seemed exactly right for solo singing.  So I started to sing.  It was disappointing to find that there was no audience – everyone had left.  But I comforted myself with the thought that they must have been tired; next time, they would surely listen to me.

I decided to sing to my fellow spirits while they were returning from work. So I did this. And to my joy some of them stopped and smiled at me, while one or two actually clapped.  But it was discouraging to find that they then continued on their way.  No one said to me:  ‘Your voice is really wonderful; you shouldn’t have to work, you should do nothing but sing.’  My hopes were dashed.  However, I gave the matter further thought: if there was a Father in heaven, and if His praises were to be sung, then I could be the one to do it.  At that time I knew nothing about spiritual law, about spiritual order and progress.

It was a touch of arrogance that made me thin: ‘ Shan’t be able to live happily in this cramped little room.  Having such a fine voice I should be able to earn more and live in a house of my own.’  I had seen other buildings in the neighboruhood, some smaller, some larger than ours, and none of them so crowded.  I therefore asked one to the angels whether I couldn’t serve God better by singing.  The angel replied: ‘Yes, of course you could well do that in your spare time.  But first you must take on a job of some kind.’

I continued to thrash out this subject, wanting to know whether there couldn’t be some other way for me.  There was surely nothing more wonderful than music and song for giving joy to God.  But the angel simply said : ‘Dear sister, you must know that you are still so far away from God that He cannot hear your singing.’

That was a new shock for me.  I had believed that God could see and hear everything that happened, even in the furthest corner of heaven.  How could He not hear Me?  ‘You will find out about it,’ I was told. ‘Much is required from those who are allowed to sing in God’s presence.’

It was now clear to me that conditions in heaven were not as I had imagined them when I was a human being.  From that time on the angels did not stand on ceremony with me, but gave me a specific work schedule that I simply had to accept.  All my talking had been useless; I would not be able to win a superior position in heaven through singing, nor would I be able to earn more money than the others.  I had asked about the salary, because I wanted a better house.  But I had been told: ‘We have no money, and we desire none;  what you earn here is virtue.  Your work is to learn obedience, love, consideration and kindness; it is these that you must try to acquire - they are the best possible reward.’ 

I had to admit that this was true.  At the same time, however, I was still too closely bound to earthly ideas to be able to recognize that spiritual life has quite different conditions.  They told me that I would be granted gifts as soon as I had earned sufficient virtue.  In heaven, they said, virtue is the most valuable of all possessions, and far from easy to acquire.  My life in the spiritual world then began, and at the start it was hard enough.

They had given me ample time to look around and make up my own mind.  It was now up to me to show either good will, or else greed and resentment. In this way I would grade myself, and as a result the other spirits would be able to recognize my position. I had to work like the rest.  I was also taught about divine law and the plan of redemption, about Creation and the need for spiritual purification, as well as the way to gain virtue and lose bad habits. 

So I became part of the new world and was struck by its justice, its severity.  Later I was grateful for these qualities, for they enabled me to begin to develop spiritually.  I was shown leniency, but also strictness, for I had to learn to be obedient.  I made progress.  I was able to move on from the level of the workshop and, rising with the angels, undertake more rewarding tasks which gave me greater joy.  At last I was allowed to satisfy my longing to sing to the glory of God.  In time, I came closer to God and was to repeat my question: ‘Will God and Christ hear my singing?  And the saints who live close to God?’  I was told: ‘Your singing will be listened to when, in the Communion of Saints, [when you have reached them,] you sing to the glory of God – when that happens your voice, too, will be heard.

That is the story of my ascent, which would take too long to describe in every detail.  Throughout this experience zeal and obedience are tested over and over again.  I am happy now that I have joined the ranks of spirits who belong to your community, and who stand ready to serve you. Anyone who calls on us and who is willing to submit his life to God’s law will be given our support.   Dear brothers and sisters, I have recounted to you my first impressions of the next world.  Now I am going back, and I shall leave you with the blessing of God.  Your lives should be lived to the glory of God.  May God bless you.”

Rescue Circles (55)   Deepak Chopra and the Burden of Proof, Scientists who have  already accepted the evidence, and more rescue communications from beyond.

I don’t want to steal Deepak Chopra’s thunder, but the subject of his latest book, “Life after Death: the Burden of Proof”  has already been discussed here on the List, and in this rescue series and other articles.   Although Colonel Henry Olcott was not convinced by the materializations of the Eddy Brothers in the mid 1800s, as related in the recent newspaper article* that Robert Egby kindly posted here, I have found three scientists and an admiral who have committed themselves to declaring publicly that there IS survival and a continuation of life after death. 

From over 150 years ago we have Professor of Chemistry Robert Hare, Graduate of Harvard and Yale, who declared in 1855 at the end of his book “Spiritualism Scientifically Demonstrated”   ‘Let the reader turn to the evidence which has converted me from a prepossessing skeptic to a devout believer in spiritual communication. Let that glorious portraiture of the spirit world be considered which has been opened to the view of mortals through the high spirits who have accredited me as one of their servants.’

Then, nearly ninety years ago, a year before his death after devoting the greater part of his life to writing about psychical research, Professor James Hyslop concluded in his last book “Contact with the Other World”  1919,  ‘Personally I regard the fact of survival after death as scientifically proved.  I agree that this opinion is not upheld in scientific quarters. But this is neither our fault nor that of the facts.  Evolution was not believed until long after it was proved.  The fault lay with those who were too ignorant or too stubborn to accept the facts.  History shows that every intelligent man who has gone into this investigation, if he gave it adequate examination at all, has come out believing in spirits; this circumstance places the burden of proof on the shoulders of the skeptic. [It will be hard to prove that there is no ‘Beyond.”  Skeptics believe in nothing after death.  How can one prove that nothing exists?!  R.R.] 

Previously in 1911 Vice-Admiral Usborne Moore had written in his book “Glimpses of the Next State”  ‘When it comes to the passage of matter through matter and others of the higher forces of spiritism [in physical materializations and apports etc] that can only be witnessed under favourable mental and atmospheric conditions, it is difficult to see how science can prove ANYTHING.’   But… ‘In the following pages I shall make an attempt to contribute my share to the general stock of information on the subject of spiritist phenomena by recording those of my experiences which I have every reason to believe are genuine manifestations of power exercised by discarnate beings who once lived on this earth plane.

Finally in 1959  Professor Hornell Hart of Duke University, who had worked closely with parapsychologist  J. B. Rhine, stated in his book “The Enigma of Survival” - ‘Human personality DOES survive bodily death.  That is the outcome which I find emerging when the strongest anti-survivalist arguments and the strongest rebuttals are considered thoroughly, with dispassionate open-mindedness.’  

Many, many other writers and researchers  past and present are convinced of survival and life beyond death, including Australian lawyer Victor Zammit, Harold Sherman, Hannen Swaffer, Lord Northcliffe, Lord Dowding, Victor Goddard, Conan Doyle, Stewart White, Paul Beard, Maurice Barbanell…..the list is endless, and of course, we have to include all our mediums! Without them we’d be stumbling about in the dark.

*Here is an extract from that article in the Rutland Herald for October 20, 2006, about the historic town of Chittenden, Vermont:-

“At one time in the 19th century, Chittenden gained notoriety of being referred to as the “Spirit Capital of the Universe.” The spiritualist activities of the Eddy brothers, William and Horatio, prompted this title.

The pair baffled experts in their seances. “Spiritual manifestation and materializations” appeared before those in attendance without explanation. Col. Henry S. Olcott investigated the Eddy brothers for three months. Afterwards he declared, “The forms I saw at Chittenden, while defying any other explanation that they are of super-sensual origin, are still, as a scientific fact, to be regarded as ‘not proven.’”
The Eddy house still stands today, but in two pieces. Apparently a disagreement between the two brothers forced the family home to be cut in half. Today the halves stand on opposite sides of a town road.”
MORE MESSAGES FROM BEYOND

In TV shows like “Beyond” and “Crossing Over” and at services and meetings for messages and clairvoyance we get brief evidential messages  and  words of consolation and encouragement and perhaps some advice, but rarely longer descriptions of life on the other side.  These are more likely to occur at private sittings, or with direct voice and automatic writing.  In  the latest book from Allison Dubois “We are their Heaven” we are given a number of accounts which give details of the manner of her clients’ loved ones’  passing and their  spirits returning to say they are still alive, and watching  over  their loved ones on earth when they are needed, and this gives consolation  and closure to the bereaved. We are given the opportunity of reading the stories from three points of view, those of the sitters and their friends and relatives, the medium and the spirit from beyond. But in this book and similar by other contemporary mediums, and in fictional shows like “Medium”  and “Ghost Whisperer”  the accounts deal with  earthbounds, rescue work, psychic investigation of murder scenes or spirits returning to prove their survival. For longer accounts of conditions after death, we have to look in the archives of psychical research, and from personal records in the Spiritualist literature.     

There have been a number of these longer accounts excerpted in this series, and here are a few more, first of the return of an accident victim, a woman killed in a traffic accident occurring on a motorway near Hamburg in 1960.   For those who read German and are interested in reading fifteen further longer accounts,  the following pamphlet is well worth a read:-  “Was uns erwartet”  by Walter Hinz, Zurich, 1962.  [What awaits us.”]

This Hamburg story, says Professor Hinz, ‘is valuable not only for its sense of immediacy, but also because it brings into focus the different stages to be experienced immediately after death.’ Here is what the spirit of Catherine said, coming through on March 6th, 1968.

“I am one whose life was interrupted by sudden death.  My husband and I, with our two children, were driving away for the weekend when the accident occurred.  We were on the motorway, and hadn’t gone far when a car came towards us at great speed on the wrong side of the road.  I can still hear my husband shouting in Berlin slang: ‘What the heck are you up to?!’   In great agitation we saw what was going to happen.  The car bore down on us at a crazy speed and we, or rather my husband, found himself unable to avoid it.  The collision took place in a flash.  I felt nothing more.   The last thing I was aware of were those words of my husband.

This is what happened:  I and my younger daughter – whose name like mine is Catherine – were dead.  William, my husband, was badly injured:  Betty, my other daughter, was all right.   Soon, though I couldn’t see anything, I began to hear what someone was saying:  ‘Those two are dead. The older child isn’t injured, but the man seems badly hurt.’  I could hear other words which I can’t remember, except someone said: ‘Better take them straight to the mortuary.’

After that I was able to open my eyes and what I saw shocked. I  was lying, lifeless, on a stretcher, and not far away lay little Catherine.  I was still hunched up.  All at once I felt hands touching me, straightening me out.  Then I saw and heard all the other people –  the police were there, and the ambulance men, other cars had stopped and people had gathered round.  All I seemed to hear were the words: ‘Those two are dead.’  

CATHERINE      No!  You can’t mean me – I’m not dead at all, I’m alive.!

At that, a nearby person spoke to me.  He looked strange – somehow not quite human.   

SPIRIT PERSON     But you ARE dead, you have died in an accident.  Can you not see your mortal body?

CATHERINE    That can’t be me!  I’m here – I’m alive!’

Then I noticed my child, and the person went on: 

SPIRIT     Look, little Catherine is dead, too.

CATHERINE     But it’s impossible!  It can’t be true – I’m here, alive.   Why are you like the others, insisting that I’m dead?  

I watched my body being placed in an ambulance with little Catherine’s body; the ambulance drove away, but I remained on the same spot.  I also saw my husband being driven away.  I spent what seemed an age in that miserable place, in a state of confusion.  Gradually the people went away, and I was left standing there alone.   I began to realize that I really was dead.  I remembered the car coming towards us, frightening us.  But I still couldn’t grasp how I could be dead and yet there, able to speak.  How could I be dead?  I simply couldn’t understand it.

The person beside me began to explain.

SPIRIT     Your spiritual body has left your earthly body, which will now be buried.  But your soul – that which made you alive – will return to the kingdom of eternal life.

CATHERINE     Please let me go and find out how my husband is.  I want to see my husband.

SPIRIT     If you wish, you may follow your husband.

CATHERINE     If I really am dead, then my first thought must be for my husband’s future.

I followed the tracks of the ambulance and found my husband in the hospital.  I was also worried about Betty, wondering what had happened to her.  I discovered that my sister was taking care of her; she had taken Betty into her home.  My sister was very sad – she was crying because I and little Catherine had died.  I went into her house, wanting to hear and see what was going on.  In due course I attended my own funeral.  From time to time I went back to the hospital, returning to my sister’s house.  I also went again and again to my grave in the cemetery.  They had buried little Catherine and myself in the same grave.

I noticed that people regularly came to visit the graves of their relative, and I waited to see who would come to my grave.  My sister did, but few others took the trouble.   I was drawn again and again to the hospital where my husband lay.  I was worried about his future, and plagued by thoughts of what might have happened to my little Catherine.  I sobbed and moaned.  Then, when I was once more at the cemetery, a strange being came up to me and begged me to leave that place and go to the spiritual realm where I belonged.  I told him that I still had  obligations to fulfill on earth, but that I would gladly follow his suggestion later on.   I was still anxious and confused.  I did not know what I was supposed to do.  Should I listen to this stranger?  And then the thought came to me: ‘Perhaps I might do as he says.’

He led me to a place that was quite unfamiliar to me, and asked: ‘Would you not like to see your little daughter?’  That was indeed my greatest wish – I longed to find out what had happened to Catherine.  But I felt overwhelmed with anxiety.  At one point I said that I would like to see Catherine, then I wanted to go back to my sister and Betty, and then again I wanted to visit my husband.  I was utterly confused  and agitated.

The stranger was aware of this and offered to take me to his house so that I could rest and recuperate.  In the meantime there was much that was reassuring; the spirit world was already taking care of my husband’s health, and he would recover, for his injuries were not critical.  Little Betty was also getting on quite well.  Whatever happened, I would have to come to terms with my new existence. But I was still constantly drawn back to my house on earth.   I felt I had to look after things there, though my husband was still in hospital.

The stranger now became my constant companion.  He told me again and again that it was senseless for me to behave in this way – there were plenty of spirits taking care of the future of my beloved husband and daughter.  Eventually I allowed myself to be persuaded, and the stranger led me to the place where Catherine was living.

I expected her to recognize me, call out to me and show that she had missed me.  She certainly did smile when  she saw me again for the first time, but after that she hardly noticed me.  This worried me, for she was after all my child and I expected her to love me.  However, I saw that she was living in a fine building with a beautiful garden, and that she and her playmates lacked nothing.  They had plenty of toys, and were being looked after and kept amused by a group of friendly spirits who were playing and singing and making music with them.  The children wore bright colours – they had wreaths of flowers on their heads, and some were dressed in special playsuits.  My little Catherine was quite happy.  She was reveling in the variety of toys and games, and was not exactly pining for her Mummy!”

[Catherine’s story to be continued].

Rescue Circles (56)  More about the burden of proof, and what is real.  Children in the spirit worlds.

The yogi and the mystic have always found at the end of their meditations that this world is illusion, and that what lies beyond is what is real.  What seems to be solid here in our nuts and bolts scientific universe, with its hypothetical big bang and its black holes and its antimatter, is but a moment in divine cosmic time, and all may change in a flash, or stay as it is for a few trillion years yet.  We worry about global warming, and our present technology with which we are gradually polluting ourselves and all life here out of existence. [We have a chance in the next election to do something about that!] But in larger terms, a major pole shift, or a major earthquake or volcanic eruption, or a large asteroid, could wipe us all out in a flash.  Even so, life would continue, and we would look on from the spirit worlds and see that the physical universe was continuing on its way without much disturbance.

The material reality is only appearance.  The universe and all it contains, as it seems to be to our five sense, is not so, but just energy held together by electro-magnetic force and divine intelligence and spiritual laws we can only be dimly aware of, so that all solid things can be deconstructed and put back together by spirit intelligence quite easily, as happens in a small way with apports and asports in a séance.  Spirit is reality, divine mind and thought power, backed by the divine intelligence we call by various names:-  God, Allah, the Great Spirit, the Almighty, Love-Intelligence…………

So, to my mind, beyond a certain point it is quite pointless putting too much human energy into trying to prove an afterlife and survival of spirit, when we, as material forms, cannot substantiate our own existence even, here on earth. Once we realize who and what we are, divine spirits experiencing a certain kind of temporary material existence, then we can play our part to the best of our ability, and then move on, back to our true home in spirit. Life here is an exciting, but precarious adventure for the spirit.  We should make the most of it, not whine and complain, or get angry or go into therapy.

This is the mystic’s vision of life, as well as the Spiritualist’s.  All worldly things are appearance and mind play: divine imagination.  The only way to know is not through trying to prove something in material terms, but through individual direct experience. Trying to go deeper into this we become like a dog chasing its tail!  We can best observe and compare our experiences from our earthly position with our human five senses, and, with the higher psychic senses, if we are lucky enough to be gifted with some of them, be aware that there is something more, illusive and yet more permanent.  So events like UFOs and crop circles and other unfathomable mysteries can be understood just so far with our various senses, and by our math, language, imagery, signs and symbols,  scientific hypotheses and comparisons.  But then we must be silent before our brain fails us, unable to take it all in. 

So, bracheting that and putting it aside, hanging it on the hatstand, ‘epoche(’ as philosopher Husserl would say, let’s continue with listening to what spirit has to say!                 

[ Richard.]

Catherine continued her narration:

“My daughter, little Catherine, liked the kind spirits who played with her and who were dressed in rainbow colours – to my mind, too colourful.  I found their style tasteless.  But it was after all a different world.  These wonderful beings wore anklets, necklaces, coloured ribbons, and their arms were half-covered with bracelets.  The children playing there took great delight in their companions.

Catherine was four years old and some of the children were even younger.  They were playing with their spirit companions who were dressed, in my opinion, far too gaudily, but who were nonetheless affectionate and loving, thoroughly well-suited to their job.  The smallest children were allowed to pull off the ribbons and bracelets and play with them.   I began to realize that the adornments were intended to be no more than toys for the little ones and I came to understand that all these enjoyable activities were helping the children not to miss their mothers.

I no longer needed to worry about Catherine.  But I was still worrying about my husband and Betty.  I felt sure that I now had to look for a new wife for William, for Betty needed a new mother, and I actually started to search for the right woman.  I remembered a friend who had a sister, and I thought that this sister might make a good wife for William; even when I discovered that she already had a fiancé, I believed that I could somehow break up the engagement.  I was still very selfish.

I did not realize at that time how selfish I was.  I was thinking only of my own family – my husband and my daughter.  And I believed that my friend’s sister would be the right person to look after them.  I therefore tried to attract her fiance’s  attention and to influence him, for I had watched other spirits and learned from them how this could be done.  Apart from this I roamed from place to place, visiting my friends and wandering round the town.  Above all, I wanted to find out what happened to others who, like me, were dead.  Were they all living obediently as spirits in the spirit world?  Or did they long to return to their earthly homes to see whether everything was all right?

I had many different experiences, and in my desire to explore everything I watched  people being approached by evil spirits who tried to exert a malicious influence over them, and sometimes succeeded.  On the other hand I saw noble beings –angels – similarly drawing near to people.  And when one of the evil spirits had spent a certain time with a human being, his place was sometimes taken by  an angel, who would talk to the man (that is, to his spirit) and give him a warning.  After this the man might become uncertain, looking as though he was suffering from a guilty conscience.  Occasionally a man would give way to an evil spirit, but in such cases a good spirit would come and try to talk him out of this frame of mind; then the man would become irresolute, not knowing what to do.  I realized that in the end all depends on the individual, who has to make decisions for himself.  [Though I was still intent on influencing my husband, the spirit world frustrated my plans].  I was severely rebuked.  From that time on I was forbidden to enter my husband’s house.  I learned that it was no business of mine to find him a new wife.  He must make such a decision of his own free will, since it was he who would have to take full responsibility for it.  It had nothing to do with me.   This ruling saddened me, but it was a strict one and I had to obey it.  I was told that I had had my final warning – after this, my punishment for disobedience would be denial of my right to visit the children’s  paradise where little Catherine was living.  I thought to myself: ‘Well, I will leave it to God and his servants to show me the right way.  I put my trust in God’s help, and I shall not return to earth until I am allowed to do so.’

It seemed that my decision was satisfactory, although the angels could see that I was not really in earnest.  Nevertheless they asked me to follow them, saying that I had suffered a severe shock and it was necessary that I should rest.  This, they fully understood.  The accident had been very recent, and I was still closely bound up with it.  Now I should have to free myself by going with them and spending a certain period in a house where I could have a complete rest.  There I would be given a tonic, and after that I would sleep.  When I woke up everything would seem different.

I obeyed.  I followed the angels and they led me to a large house and into a spacious room, where I felt wrapped in a soothing atmosphere.  I was aware, too, of a comforting fragrance.  They offered me a tonic, which I gladly accepted.  Then I slept.

How long did I sleep?  When I woke up, the question had no further interest for me.  I felt entirely different. I was happy and free, no longer tied to the things I had left behind; I still remembered them, but without the old yearning.  My sleep had restored me.  After waking up I was again offered refreshment.  I felt stronger than ever, and my main wish now was to adapt myself to this new world.

I had not of course forgotten where little Catherine was, and I wanted to know whether she, too, had needed to sleep.  I was told that she had, but that it was not the same for her: ‘When she came to us from earth,’ said a helper, ‘she was given refreshment and rest and she slept, but only for a little while.  After that we took care of her, as you have seen. Because she is so small, she still needs to sleep now and again, and when this is so, the angels put her to bed.’

I was not to worry about her, they said.  I had, after all, seen for myself that everything was all right.  I was also less concerned about my husband and Betty, though of course I still felt a great affection for them.  When I woke up I was greeted by relatives who were glad to see me, telling me that they were ready to watch over my family on earth and promising to give me news of them.  They urged me to be calm, to leave my worries behind and try to be happy in this new world.  I must no longer be anxious about all that I had left behind – this was Divine law, and the angels would see that it was carried out. 

So I grew more confident and found great joy in being with my relatives who had died before me.  I invited them to come with me to the children’s paradise and meet Catherine; I told them about the beautiful place where the little ones were looked after, and I explained that because they had so much variety in their lives the children did not miss their parents.  An angel then spoke to me about my own future.  He told me that I would have to have an occupation, and since I was a young mother with a child living in a children’s paradise he suggested that I might work at a place of this kind.

I agreed to do so.  I would be all right so long as I was allowed to see Catherine from time to time, to keep in touch with her and watch her grow up.  My relatives told me about their own activities, and about the peace they had found; they were overjoyed to be living in the world of spirit.  We then had to say goodbye to one another, but later on they did bring me occasional news of what was happening on earth.  I became more and more detached from all this, though I often prayed for a good foster mother for little Betty.  So it was my relatives, in particular my grandparents, who took on the care of their great-grandchild.  Eventually I learned that my husband had married again, that Betty had taken to her new mother and that my grandparents were able to influence the new wife helpfully.  They also taught Betty not to forget her mother in heaven.”

There Catherine’s story breaks off, and we hear no more from her.  Professor Hinz remarks that “her accidental death was the equivalent of ‘judgment.’  The spirit world, with compassionate leniency, allowed this woman to serve in a children’s paradise.”

Story reviewed from “Geistige Welt”  Zurich, 1968.

Rescue Circle Chapter 57.  

Professor Walter Hinz in “The Corner Stone,”   Neville Spearman, 1977,  writes:  “As we have already seen, [in the story of Catherine and her daughter, both killed in a car crash],  a child when it passes into the world of spirit continues growing to full maturity in one of the special children’s paradises.  These exist on all planes of evolution.  A comprehensive answer to questions concerning the death of children was given in the course of a week of retreat in Flims, on the 22nd September 1967.” 

These messages came from Lene,  one of the spirit teachers coming through the medium Beatrice Brunner, a Swiss housewife who led most of the Saturday meetings of the Zurich Spiritual Lodge between 1948 and 1983. 

Here are some of the significant passages: 

“The spirit of a dead child is taken to one of the paradises for children in the world of spirit; there it will be looked after while it is growing up.  The spirit body of a child needs to grow slowly, just like that of a human child.

Spirit children are to be found in all the spheres, each plane of evolution having its own paradise where children are educated according to their spiritual capacity.  Everything that happens on earth has a spiritual meaning, and it therefore makes a difference if a child dies half an hour after birth, or weeks, months and even years later.

In certain parts of your world, many children are dying.  They will go to a children’s paradise, and there be nurtured with care and love.  This enables them to accelerate their spiritual growth.

However, spirit children, too, can be disobedient and rebellious.  Their foster parents can have as much trouble in bringing them up as their earthly parents would have had.  The naughtiness of these children reveals the stage of their spiritual development [In terms of the “Michael” teachings channeled in California, this would equate with their being infant, baby, young, mature or old souls….and at one of  7 levels within that category.  R.R.].  It would be wrong to assume that in paradise angels can always produce perfect behaviour in their charges.

The spirit body contracts when it is to be born as a human child, and it will still be in that condition when a child returns to the world of spirit. The etheric body of such a child contains his total life-plan: the whole of his past, with all its achievements and failures.  If failures have predominated, then his spirit body will have a murky appearance.  This murkiness indicates that a state of guilt is preventing the divine spark within from shining through.  A spirit child whose etheric body is in this condition cannot be contented.  Obstinacy, resentment and other qualities of the lower nature are part of this body and will grow with it.  As more and more divine energy becomes available for the growth and development of the little spirit, so will its weaknesses grow, too.  The spirit world is well aware of this, and that is why paradises for children exist on all levels of evolution.

On the other hand, the love and devotion of spirits who help in their upbringing may bring about great improvement in these children.  Angels and other spirits can transmit to them some of their own pure energy, a little at a time – or, in other words, influence them by the power of persuasion.  If a child is willing to obey  he can in this way become quite docile.  These are some of the advantages of growing up in a paradise for children.  There are many steps on the ladder of spiritual evolution.

Spirit children grow up under the guardianship and loving care of angels and spirit helpers whose task it is to mind and teach them.  Later, the children themselves will be called upon to work, and will be given appropriate training.  Attending school is obligatory, and so is the study of God’s plan of evolution for mankind. When eventually the right time comes for them to be able to make good use of it, they will be led into another incarnation, where they will often succeed in making remarkable progress.  Thus, a life on earth lasting only an hour or two may be enough to speed up their evolution in succeeding incarnations. 

In many cases this is what happens.  Sometimes, however, a spirit will beg to be allowed to come back to earth as soon as possible because he feels a longing for the spiritual heights.  His cry is spontaneous: “Send me back, so that I may rise more quickly!”  Here again a short life span may be all that is needed – perhaps only a few months, weeks or even days.  In the Kingdom of God, time counts for little; what matters is the speeding up of spiritual growth.

There are many ways of advancement.  Spirits may be forced to prepare for another earthly existence, or they may accept it of their own free will.  A third possibility is the way of sacrifice, which a spirit chooses for himself: “May I be allowed to enter human life with a mission or a special task, and be granted the necessary strength for its fulfillment?” So he and many like him come full of goodwill – one might almost say, by good fortune.  [Herein lie the life roles and ‘overleaves’ that Michael talks about.  R.R.].

After this, you will be able to understand why some spirit children have only needed to take on a very short span of life.  Another factor can be that a child who is to die has been given to particular parents in order that his death may lead them, through the experience of grief and pain, to a transformation of mind and heart: their loss helps them to find their way to God.

There are then many different ways of facilitating progress.  Parents may experience profound grief when they lose a child.  If, however, their child rightly belongs to a higher sphere, it will live in one of the more beautiful paradises for children; such a child will have a natural goodness, and in addition it will gain spiritually from the loving and careful upbringing it will receive in the angelic world.  When the time comes for the earthly parents to die, their child will be there to welcome them and to intercede for them.  Sometimes a much loved son or daughter may, after a period of training, return to the parents and accompany them as a spirit guide or guardian until they, too, are called to take leave of earth. [We had evidence of this in the “Letters from Lancelot” earlier in this series, and the transcripts from Cynthia Sandys, for example. R.R.]

In the next world, a spirit will make himself known to his former parents.  He will embrace them, expressing his joy and his gratitude for all they had done for him during his earthly life.  So premature death becomes a blessing, both for the parents and for the child.

There is for all life a divine plan, designed to further spiritual evolution.  Each one of us is linked to all the rest; each one helps another to climb the upward path, whether as a human with spiritual awareness or as one who is totally ignorant , or indeed as a spirit whose journey to the other side has given him a greater understanding.  No one should remain sad if they have lost a child in the bloom of youth, or after only a few years of life.  Remember: that child may become your spirit guide, and so be of the greatest importance to your spiritual happiness and progress. 

Paradises for children are to be found not only on the lower and intermediate planes of evolution, but also in the very highest spheres. When these children reach maturity they leave their paradise and either remain in the same sphere or return to earth to fulfil a particular task.

In the highest regions, spirit children are there not simply to be educated – to develop their talents and to facilitate their progress; they are there because they are a source of joy for the King of Heaven.  All the children are in the care of angels and are therefore truly living in paradise.

So these children live in a divine world, a world of wonderful happiness.  When the time comes, many of them will leave to carry out important tasks, for your earth will always need steadfast human beings, men who are strong in spirit, and whose powerful faith enables them to bear witness to the reality of the celestial world.”

Other spirit teachers had this to say about angels and spirituality, speaking during meditation weeks at Flims in the mid-1960s:

“Humans often imagine that angels go about their duties with stern expressions, having no mind for pleasure.  But they are wrong!  We, too, have fun – though I would emphasize that our enjoyment lies in what is harmless and beautiful and can cause no jealousy.  In our thinking and our doing, we are attuned to what is pure and harmonious.  We are well-disposed towards each other, knowing that in mutual dependence we serve one God.  Our only desire is to fulfill this task.

Man to-day finds it difficult to believe in a spiritual world.  All the more will God bless you if your faith is strong and you are willing to stand up for it.  Try to reach out to others and share the truth with them.  The truth comes in living your life trusting in God’s world of spirit and wherever possible sharing this conviction with your neighbour. Always remember that this is the most precious thing you can give to others.

This truth must be re-established on earth; man  must once again know that he is subject to the influence of a spiritual world.  This will only happen when he accepts that within every living thing which moves and has its being on earth there is a spark of eternal life, struggling to evolve.  He must realize that this necessitates a continual transmutation from one spiritual body to another until he has regained a perfect spiritual body.  

The search must go on.  Those who seek will find, and for those who knock the door will open.  Be persevering and strong in faith.  Open your heart and soul, and be aware that you are a member of the spiritual kingdom. You belong to spirit, in time and in eternity. 

Know that in this human incarnation you can pass through spiritual schooling which will render similar tuition in the Beyond superfluous.  If you are familiar with the most important divine laws, you will be able to continue learning at a more advanced level.  Those amongst you who remain closely linked with us will be schooled for the New Age, and may one day be chosen for a special mission on earth.”

Now we’re going back over two hundred years to Waldersbach,  now in Eastern France, to show once again that spirit communication has been with us down through the ages.  The Alsatian minister Johann Friedrich Oberlin (1740-1826) lost his wife Salome in 1783, but within a week of her death she was back in communication with him.  His correspondence with a fellow minister tells what happened:

“For nine years after my wife died I saw her almost every day, in dreams and awake, partly in my home and partly in her own abode in the other world.  I learned from her many remarkable things, including political changes that lay far in the future.  She appeared not only to me, but also to members of my household and to many people in the Church.  She often gave me warnings about misfortunes, made prophecies and gave information concerning events beyond the grave.”

Luckily for us, Oberlin kept a diary.  Here are a few extracts:

“The first time she came to meet me was only a week after her death.  Her embraces, her kisses, her tears upon my cheek soon made me realize who she was, and then there flowed a precious balm into my soul.  She said ‘I shall be with you surprisingly often,’ and then she disappeared.  Three days later she appeared to Salome Caquelin in the church, and said to her: ‘Believe me, until now I have only briefly visited Paradise.  I have not yet seen our Saviour – only his radiance.’

June 16th, 1784.     “I was able to look at her dear face again, to my heart’s content – after such a long time.  I asked her where she lived. She said:

SALOME    I don’t know the name of the valley.

JOHANN     Is that so?  You live in a valley, and in the country?

SALOME     Yes.

JOHANN     I thought you lived in a town.

SALOME     Yes, I did live in a town.  Oh, the work there was so hard. (She looked towards another female who was standing by her side).”

September 11th, 1784.     “For three nights or mornings in succession my maid Sara Coqu was warned (by my wife) that something would go wrong with our wine.  This maid looked after the barrels diligently, and yesterday she found that several hoops had snapped off one of the barrels; and this morning the same thing had happened to all the rest.  We were able to save most of the wine, but without Salome’s warnings all four barrels of table wine from Dorlesheim would have been lost.”

November 24th, 1784.     “There stood my dear wife, and I felt that I was now allowed to question her as I had long wished to do.  I asked her how she had fared since her death.  Where had she been?  She was a little confused, and appeared to have trouble in finding answers that were sufficiently concise for me.  Then she said to me: ‘Oh, it has been much as it was when we were living together.  I have suffered, just as at times you made me suffer.  Now I am living with girls of various ages who have been entrusted to my care.’  I looked at her. She looked at me.  We were both weeping, yet there was happiness in our tears.”

November 2nd, 1785.   “The extremity of joy through the apparition of my wife showed me that I loved her even more than I loved Jesus Christ!”

In the spring of 1785, Oberlin had to struggle with severe temptation.  In this fight he was greatly strengthened by his wife, who appeared to him and urgently warned him not to fall into sin. After this, their ‘spirit marriage’ continued for another seven years.  Then, as Oberlin wrote to his minister friend,  Dr. C. G. Barth, “After nine years [in 1792] it happened that a farmer from my other parish of Belmont, a man who, like his family, had frequent apparitions, informed me that she would no longer be able to appear on earth.  From that moment, I never saw my wife again.”

These extracts are translated from the German publication by Alfons Rosenberg, “Der Christ und die Erde – Oberlin und der Aufbruch zur Gemeinschaft der Liebe.” Otto Walter, Olten. 1953.    This is a biography of the minister, containing his diary and letters: (The Christian and the Earth – Oberlin and the Initiation into the Fellowship of Love).    Richard R.

Rescue Circles 58.  

Two weeks after the death of Albert Schweitzer on September 1 4th, 1965, a teacher, Joseph, came through the mediumship of Beatrice Brunner and talked of his passing.  He was the theologian, philosopher and musician from Alsace, specialist in the works of J.S. Bach who in mid-career took up medical studies, became a doctor and spent the rest of his life in Africa caring for the sick, giving occasional organ recitals to raise funds for his hospital.  His rescue work was in this world, healing victims of leprosy and sleeping sickness. He won the Nobel Peace Prize in 1952.  This is what was said by the spirit teacher:-

“God had shown his approval of this man, and had granted him a long life [1875-1965].  He was not spared tribulation – but any man of faith has to prove his total commitment to serving his fellow-men, even in the face of trouble and personal danger.  To pass the test, he must overcome all obstacles.   Moreover a man of his stature will be open to criticism, for whatever level of spiritual development he may have reached, certain weaknesses may still cling to him – human weaknesses which have to be overcome but which are on the whole unimportant in the eyes of heaven.  What finally matters is what he has achieved.

When such a man devotes his whole life to the selfless service of others, he will not be without the blessing of heaven.  Human beings should rejoice to know that a man so gifted has come to live amongst them.  But accomplishments on this scale in one lifetime can only be accounted for in terms of the harvest of previous incarnations, for in a world where evil is so powerful it is necessary to be well-prepared if one is to carry out one’s work.  Trusting in God, and endowed with a divine blessing as well as his own powers of endurance, this man has been able to give the world an unforgettable example.

I will now tell you about his homecoming.  Heavenly spirits came to welcome him.  They clothed him in precious garments and led him over the threshold of heaven, supporting his steps for, like all newly arrived souls, he was confused and unsteady.  Yet he was enjoying his new surroundings, marvelling at their splendour and glory.  Essentially a modest man of simple tastes, he was suddenly finding himself in a place of great magnificence.  One after the other, the angels who had escorted him gave him an embrace, and he heard them say: ‘He was come back again, and his life was prolonged because he gave himself in service to humanity.’

But his soul was still confused by the tremendous change it had experienced.  The spirits led him to a couch.  Here he was to sleep and regain the strength needed for true enjoyment of this new life.  Spirits stood watch over him.  They rubbed his forehead and hands with special oils.  The brave soul sank into a deep sleep.  His sleep lasted a relatively short time, for he did not require the long period needed by most other souls.

When he opened his eyes again, the angelic beings took him by the hand and helped him to rise.  Only then did he become fully conscious of his surroundings.  He could only exclaim in wonder, thanking God for his amazing reception.  Then be begged to be taken to Jesus, from whom he had received the vital energy enabling him to fulfil his life’s task.  He was told ‘It will not be long before you can thank Him in person.  He, too, hjas rested on the couch you have just left.  We brought it here for you, because you deserved a special token of gratitude.’

The angels then led him to the beautiful garden.  There he found many things to marvel at, and in particular a pavilion covered by a canopy which had been specially prepared for him.  He was invited to rest in this pavilion until his eyes had become adjusted to the brilliant light of this sphere it would also be a suitable place for conversation.  So he followed his guides into the pavilion and sat down beside them.

His eyes were full of wonder as he took in the splendour of his surroundings, and noticed the flowering shrubs and the little huts, like those in a tropical forest.  An angel spoke to him: ‘Do you know that this garden was laid out in your honour? We started preparing to welcome you will in advance.’

He found himself remembering his earthly life in Africa.  Then his attention was drawn to the word WELCOME spelt in several languages by means of diminutive flowers planted in moss: a word with which he  had often been greeted by the porrest of the poor whom he had tried to help.  The whole ground was carpeted with fine moss, in which these tiny, delicate flowers were saluting his return to the celestial realms.

The angels also showed him a long table laid out and decorated as for a feast.  They told him that visitors would be arriving from all parts of the Kingdom to greet him and to celebrate his return – a cause of great joy for them all.  He willingly went up to the table to admire the decorations and the rich vessels, though he really felt that it was all rather ostentatious.  But it was explained to him that he had brought nonour not only on himself but also on the whole of Heaven – a good son, coming home to receive his share of heavenly bliss.

He was delighted to learn that he would be able to visit other spheres.  On his first excursion, he heard the sound of harps and flutes – music that was familiar to him.  Another time, celestial musicians were playing the organ and harmonium; they persuaded him to join them and play with them. 

But his greatest wish was to thank the one who had made it possible for him to fulfil  his task on earth.  It was therefore arranged that he should invite his Lord and Master to a feast, together with his friends.  At the Lord’s arrival he himself would play music which on earth had renewed his strength time and time again, and had turned his thoughts from everyday affairs to inner exaltation, so that he would feel himself transported to another world.

Meanwhile, he was beginning to experience the joy and bliss of the celestial world.  There would be a long pause before he would take on a fresh assignment, for until he had fully experienced the glory of heaven no new duties would be expected of him.  He was a child of God, coming home after a life in his Father’s service.”

Reviewed from “Geistige Welt”  Zurich, 1965.

     Professor Hinz point out in his book “The Corner Stone” :-    People discover their “true security in God.  Lacking belief in God, some will find this difficult.  But for those who attain it, spiritual security brings rejuvenation, health and happiness.  To achieve this true security, this peace of mind and heart, people need an inner oneness with the Father.  We need a knowledge of divine law and an understanding of God’s plan.”     Albert Schweitzer had found this.

     Beatrice Brunner was one of several ordinary housewives living in different countries who in the mid-twentieth century had contact with the other side.    There was Eileen Caddy at Findhorn and Rosemary Brown with her music from the classical composers in Great Britain, The Homebringing teachings in Germany, Illiana of Brookfield, MA in the USA, and earlier in the 1930s Grace Cooke  who with her White Eagle teachings founded a Christian Spiritualist church.  There have been many male mediums with their own teachings and centers, such as David Jevons, an airline pilot who brought through the Ramala teachings at Glastonbury, but who now has connections with Satya Sai Baba.    Unfortunately there have been an equal number of evil cults which may have started out with good intentions but led to corruption, suicide of members and all forms of abuse.  One only has to mention Jim Jones in the USA, formerly a medium and healer turned psychotic despot, and “The Family” of Anne Hamilton-Byrne in Australia, who started out with Psychic Researcher Raynor Johnson’s approval, but whose later abuse of power led to cruelty and the breaking of every spiritual (and material) law.   She also became involved with Muktananda’s Siddha Yoga organization.   So as always, it is “buyer beware”  but unfortunately, in the case of innocent children and genuine but desperate  seekers looking for answers, it is easy to be led up the garden path.   So in our rescue work, we pray for them too, not just the earthbounds and those in limbo.                Richard TCR

Rescue Circles  (59)  Rescue during the Gulf War.  More from Buffalo  in 1889.

Just before the Gulf War took place, a group of friends in Devon, England formed a circle ready to do rescue work on servicemen who might be killed in action.  At first they worked with clairvoyance, but soon two of the members went into trance and allowed the spirits to speak through them.  

As one of the group, Michael Evans, wrote, “Some would simply tell the story of their passing over into the next life but others did not seem to know that they had died.  The group would gently point out that they no longer had a physical body and that they should look around them to see if they could see a friend or a light.  The group would send love to the Spirit Being and many times joy was reflected in the medium’s face as the Spirit Being met someone they had loved whilst on earth or become aware of a lightening in consciousness.”

When the war was over, the rescue work began to diminish, and more spirits came through to give teachings.  On of these was Raynor Johnson, the professor and psychic researcher who had died in 1987.   An interesting collection of his talks has been presented by one of the mediums, Sheila Gwillam, in her book “In Touch with Raynor C. Johnson, published by Light Publishing at the College of Psychic Studies, 1996.

The type of rescue work that originally brought the group together is no different from what is being done at the present time for victims of the Iraq war, the various troubles in Africa and the effects of tsunamis, hurricanes, fires and floods. It is the same work as was done by Lord Dowding in WW II, and by Mr. and Mrs. Bailey’s group in Buffalo in the late 1800s which was described by Admiral Usborne Moore.  Here are a few more of the cases he recorded in the appendix of his book, “Glimpses of the Next State.”                Richard TCR

THURSDAY EVENING, JULY 18,1889 A poor soul is coming who was run over by the cars, and had his leg cut off. He was thrown on to a side track, and became unconscious; and, while unconscious, another train ran over him and killed him.—EVA. 
SPIRIT: Oh—oh—must I die alone?—die alone—die alone— die alone—oh—that was dreadful—dreadful—where is it?—where is the train?—where is the train?—oh, I will never get home—I must go home—I must go home—go home—go home— 

Mr. BAILEY: You have been very badly hurt, friend, haven’t you? 

S.: Oh, yes—I thought when I saw it—Oh God! when I saw it come rumbling along and I felt the jar. 

Mr. B.: You thought you were going to lose your limb, didn’t you? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. B.: You feel better now, don’t you? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. B.: You were pretty badly hurt. 

S.: Oh, there it goes—there—there—oh my—oh my— Mr. B.: But it is all over now. 

S.: Oh, my leg is broken—it is all crushed up. 

Mr. B.: Yes, but it will soon be all right. 

Mrs. B.: There is a good doctor here that will fix you all right. 

S.: Oh, doctor, do you think you can help me? It pains me—it pains me— 

Mr. B.: It won’t pain you much more. That pain will all be taken away in a little while. 

Mrs. B.: This doctor here has helped a great many people with broken limbs. 

S.: Oh, it is smashed.—It must be smashed. 

Mr. B.: Yes; but not so badly but what it will be all right in a short time. 

S.: Will you have to take it off? Oh, I would rather you would kill me than be maimed for life.—I don’t want it taken off.—I can’t have it taken off. 

Mr. B.: No; you won’t have to have it taken off. It will be all right soon. 

S.: Oh, there—there—oh—oh— 

Mr. B.: Don’t you feel better? 

S.: Yes, I feel better. I feel as though I were being put into a vice like.—Do you know what makes it? 

Mr. B.: You were very badly hurt, and the remembrance comes back to you and makes you feel that way.—You thought you were going to be killed, didn’t you? 

S.: Yes, I certainly thought I was going to be killed; but I knew when it was passed that I was only injured. 

Mr. B.: Well, when you expected you were going to be killed, you expected to live after death, didn’t you? 

S.: I didn’t think anything about it. 

Mr. B.: Didn’t you ever think about it? 

S.: Yes, sometimes. 

Mr. B.: Did you believe that you lived after death? 

S.: Well, I wanted to live after death if I could be happy; if I could not, I did not want to live. 

Mr. B.: But it makes no difference whether a person is happy or unhappy; if it is one of the laws that we do live after death, why, we have to live, and our happiness depends on the life we led in earth life. If we were kind to a good many people, we would have a happy life in the future. But a great many times, when people are killed or die suddenly, they don’t know they have made the change. They don’t know they were killed. Spirit life is so natural to them—it seems just like earth life for the time being.’ 

S.: Is that so? 

Mr. B.: Yes, they very often don’t know that they have been killed. They seem just themselves. 

S.: Well, if you would just do a little for that limb, I would be glad. 

Mr. B.: Seeing that you were hurt so badly, would you not rather that you would have died? 

S.: Well, I would rather live if I could.—I am glad I wasn’t killed. 

Mr. B.: You would be surprised if I told you that you were killed, wouldn’t you? 

S.: Why, to be sure I would. I am just as much alive as I ever was.—Why, I am so sore and lame. 

Mr. B.: But you were killed. 

S.: Was I killed? 

Mr. B.: Yes; you are a spirit now, in spirit life.—It is just as real to you as earth life, isn’t it? 

S.: No, nothing seems real to me. I don’t see or feel anything but the rushing and crashing of those cars. 

Mr. B.: You have friends in spirit life, who have brought you here to have you helped.—You can throw all that off here, so it will never trouble you again.— You know, when you come back to earth (we are mortals; we have not made the change yet), you take on earth conditions. 

S.: Do you do that? 

Mr. B.: Spirit friends do that.—I can’t see you; I haven’t been doing anything for you.—It is the spirit friends that help you. 

S.: What makes you say that? You said you would help me, and this lady here said you would help me, too; and you have helped me. 

Mr. B.: I may have done it unconsciously; but we help your friends to help you by sitting here and getting the proper conditions. 

Tom (in spirit, talking through the medium too) : I’ll tell you what it is, George; Lizzie is here, and she has come for you.

S.: Lizzie has come for me? 

Tom (s.): Why, yes; and you are going up to live with her, and you are going to be very happy. 

S.: Well, I will go.—I want to be happy. 

Tom (s.): Well, you will be.—After a little you won’t have any of that unpleasant sensation at all; because I will tell you, George, when that train ran over your leg, you know, well, it knocked you on to the other track, and there was another train coming along, and that just finished you up. S.: Is that the truth? 

Tom (s.): Yes, that is the truth, George; but never mind, because you have got into a lovely place.—Lizzie is waiting for you.—You are going to get all fixed up here, and you are going to get ready to go to her. 

S.: Well, I will go. 

Tom (s.): Why, of course you will go; and she is so glad that you are coming to her. Little Dottie is here, too. 

S.: Oh, Dottie! Dottie! Well, I don’t mind it, then—I am glad. Does Lizzie know that the train ran over me? 

Tom (s.): Yes, she knows it, because we always know when anything happens to those we love. She was right there. She knew when it happened: but you didn’t know, so she had you brought here to learn about it and get you all fixed up. 

S.: Is Lizzie here, and can I go to heaven? 

Tom (s.): Why, of course you can go to heaven. I would not wonder but what you would see something. You look up above you to your right now. 

S.: It makes my head feel bad. 

Tom (s.): Because you have not got right yet. It is quite bad for anybody to go out so sudden like. It is a great shock to the spirit; and you have been brought here to get the spirit right, and then you will be in nice order to go up to where Lizzie is. 

S.: I will go. 

Tom (s.): George, Grandpa is here, too; and Richard is here. 

S.: Oh, is Richard here? Tell them I want to see them. 

Tom (s.) : You will see them in a little time.—They know you have got to be made ready first to come to them. You have got to understand that you have made the change. 

S.: Oh—oh—I am falling—I am falling— 

Tom (s.): Oh, that’s all right, George; don’t get frightened. 

S.: I thought I was falling down, never to stop. 

Tom (s.) : Oh, no, George; you mustn’t get frightened when that goes off .—It won’t hurt you. 

S.: I don’t remember you. 

Tom (s.): No, I don’t know you. 

S.: You talk to me as if you knew me. 

Tom (s.) : Well, all I know is what your friends tell me. 

S.: Are they talking to you? 

Tom (s.) : Well, they told me before I came here that you were coming, and that I should see you; and they told me that your name was George, and that Lizzie was here, and little Dottie; and then they told me about your grandfather, and about Richard, and I was to tell you that. 

S.: Well, I thank you. 

Tom (s.): Oh, no. 

S.: Yes, I am very thankful to you. 

Tom (s.): All of these good people here are sitting here to help poor souls like you, that have met with such accidents and don’t know that they have got out of the body. 

S.: How kind you are. 

Tom (s.): You have made the change called death, but there is no death, it is only a change. I have made that change too. I am a spirit talking through this young man here. 

S.: You are talking through him! Why, how do you do that? 

Tom (s.): You watch now—can you see me plain? You watch and I will come out of him and show you. 

S.: You will come out of him! Oh dear, what do you mean? 

Tom (s.): Now you watch—you look 

S.: Oh my! oh my! That is very strange. 

Mr. Th: What do you see? 

S.: Oh, it is a man—the smoke is made into a man. 

S.: My! oh my! It is most wonderful! 

Mr. B.: What do you see now? 

S.: Why, he went back into him like vapour. 

Tom (s.): Now, didn’t I tell you? That is the way it is done. You see, I am in the spirit life. 

S.: Can you get into everybody like that? 

Tom (s.): Oh, no. Only those whose organism is so constituted. We call them instruments. You call them mediums. 

S.: Rapping mediums? 

Tom (s.): No. He is one through whom we can talk and use his organism that way. 

S.: Is that young man dead? 

Tom (s.): Oh, no, he isn’t dead—he is still in earth life. We have to show these things so that you will understand them, you see. Well, I declare! if there isn’t the funniest looking old woman here, and she tells me to say that “Aunt Polly is here.” 

S.: Aunt Polly! Aunt Polly! Is she here? 

Tom (s.): Maybe she will show herself to you. 

S.: I can’t see her anywhere. 

Tom (s.): Just look up to your right a little. 

S.: Oh, yes, I see her, but she is so far away. 

Tom (s.): She will come nearer after a little. She has held you on her knee many a time. 

S.: Yes, that is true—that is very true. 

Tom (s.): Now look, George. 

S.: Do they live up in that world? 

Tom (s.): You are going up there to them after a little. 

S.: When am I going? 

Tom (s.): You have to get ready first. 

S.: How can I get ready? 

Tom (s.): We will show you how. 

S.: Oh, do—do. 

Tom (s.): That is the reason you have been brought here tonight—to learn about it—you have to learn about it first, you know. You are going to a beautiful place, and you are going to be very happy. You have got to get over this shock. You know, it was a great shock to your spirit to leave your body in the manner you did— so suddenly—and so you have been brought here to get all straightened up, because you didn’t know that you had made the change. Now you won’t have any more trouble—we have fixed you all up now. 

S.: The doctor said something that worries me. He said he would fix me all right, and then when I got all right he said he didn’t do anything for me; but I think he felt sorry for me, and said he did nothing because he didn’t want to take any pay. 

Tom (s.): These people don’t sit here for pay, George, because, you know, you couldn’t pay them if you wanted to. You know, we have got through with money now. These good people have got a bright, beautiful daughter that is in spirit life, and they are helping on one side while she is helping on your side of life. They are sitting here to help their daughter, too. 

S.: On my side of life? 

Tom (s.): Your spirit has left your body, and you have a spiritual body now. It is like your old body. Your spiritual body is clothed with earth material now, so that you can talk to these people; but after a little that material will be removed from you, and then you won’t be able to talk to them at all. That will be a new experience for you. That is what you felt that was falling down. The earth material that you are clothed with was taken away from you, and every time they take it away from you you will feel better. 

S.: Oh, that is good, isn’t it? I wish you would speak to them for me. 

Tom (s.): Oh, they can hear just what you say. 

S.: Will they come to me? 

Tom (s.): Yes, they will come to you. Now you look. 

S.: Yes, I see. 

Tom (s.): Do you see all the hands beckoning to you to come? 

S.: There is no way of getting up there. 

Tom (s.): Oh, yes, there is. 

S.: I see no road up there at all. 

Tom (s.): You don’t need to go by the road. 

S.: How will I go? 

Tom (s.): I will take you and show you the way. There will be lots that will help you. There is a nice little girl that comes here, too; perhaps she will help you. 

Maggie (s.): Yes, dear man, if you will come with me I will take you, but you will have to go way around and go down a little hill; will you come with me? 

S.: Why, yes, you dear little one, I will go with you. Do you know my friends? 

Maggie (s.): Yes, I know them, because we all know everybody that it is right for us to know. Now come right along. Here is my hand and here are some flowers; I will fix these right on your bosom, and then you will feel better, because you will smell the scent of these beautiful flowers, and that will give you strength. We will have to go down that little hill first, and then I will show you something real pretty, and then after a little while I will take you to the road that leads to your friends, and they will come and meet you. Now come. Good-night, everybody. 

SUNDAY EVENING, MAY 25, 1890

I will present one tonight who passed away in his sleep, and doesn’t realise that he has made the change.— EVA. 

S.: Well, if that don’t beat the devil! 

Mr. B.: What beats the devil? 

S.: Who are you? 

Mr. B.: My name is Bailey. 

S.: What are you doing here? Why don’t that girl bring the breakfast? 

Mr. B.: She hasn’t heard you order it yet. 

S.: Well, it is high time; I have rung that bell until I am tired. 

Mr. B.: She hasn’t heard the bell. There has something happened to you. 

S.: Well, something will happen to you or somebody else pretty soon! 

Tom: Well, I would like to know what you are storming around here for like that. 

S.: Get out of here! 

Tom: No, I won’t get out; and you can’t make me get out, either. I would like to know where you think you are, anyway. 

S.: Who are you? 

Tom: You will find out very soon; and I am not going to get out. You are nothing but a man. 

S.: You are nothing but a d fool. Moses! Moses! Come here! Put this d rascal out! 

Tom: It will take more than Moses—Moses and Aaron both together couldn’t put me out! 

S.: Well, well, this is strange! What the devil can those folks mean, to leave me all this time? 

Tom: Don’t you think when you are alone you are in pretty good company? 

S.: I can’t understand what business you have here. 

Tom: I have business here, and I am going to stay until I get ready to go. 

S.: Get out of this house! 

Tom: Not a bit of it. I came here to help you. 

S.: D funny way of helping anybody! Get out of this house, you d thief! 

Tom: I would not soil my tongue with such language as that. It don’t become a fine gentleman like you. 

S.: What business have you here? 

Tom: I think you are a little off. We’ll have to take you to a lunatic asylum. 

S.: Such impudence! such impudence! You d rascal, get out of this! 

Tom: That’s right, free your mind; and then, perhaps, you will be easy. Do you think it is nice to say anything to anybody else that you wouldn’t like to have said to you? 

S.: Oh, you impudent puppy, you! you impudent puppy, you! 

Tom: If you could tell the truth, perhaps I would feel bad; but as I know that you are not telling the truth, it don’t make me feel a bit bad. 

S.: The sooner you get out of here the better it will be for you, you d Irish pup! 

Tom: I am not the least bit alarmed or disturbed over your bright conversation. I know it is very brilliant, coming from a man of your ability and your mind; but still, it doesn’t affect me one bit. 

S.: What business have you here in my house? 

Tom: Perhaps, if you knew how to be civil, have any control over your tongue and make it say civil things, you will find out. 

S.: What do you want? What brought you here in the first place? 

Tom: I came here to talk to you. 

S.: I don’t wish to have any conversation with you, unless you have some special business. 

Tom: I have special business with you. 

S.: Well, say what it is at once—at once! 

Tom: Don’t you be in a hurry. There is plenty of time. One of the greatest things for you to learn is to keep cool and keep a civil tongue in your head. The trouble with you is, the latter part of 

your life you have been ordering people around so much that you have got that way with you, that I don’t know as you can hardly help it; it has become kind of second nature to you. 

S.: No more of your impudence! 

Tom: Years ago. 

S.: Leave my house! 

Tom: But I won’t. Years ago, when you worked for Mr. Smith, you had to do as Mr. Smith said. 

S.: You scoundrel! Moses! Moses! Come here! 

Tom: James! See here, James! James! 

S.: Who are you talking to? 

Tom: I am talking to you; that is your name. 

S.: What right have you to speak that way to me? 

Tom: I would like to know if anyone hasn’t a right to call a man by his name. 

S.: I will not put up with that! 

Tom: Do you remember what you put in the barrel when you were working for Mr. Smith? 

S.: What do you know about it? What business is that of yours? 

Tom: Don’t you think that would look nice in the paper? Couldn’t we write up a nice little newspaper article—“ What James hid in the barrel when he worked for Mr. Smith.” Have it put in big type. How much will you give me to have it put in the paper? Wouldn’t it advertise you fine? What do you suppose Deacon Jones would say to that? 

S.: Who the devil told you all this? 

Tom: Perhaps the devil told me—who knows? 

S.: I believe you are the devil himself. Get out of here! 

Tom: Well, if I am the devil, I don’t think I have ever been in such bad company in my life. I think you could teach the devil three or four tricks that he doesn’t know, because he would never have thought of putting that in the barrel. 

S.: It seems that I am left to the mercy of this vile creature. 

Tom: Do you call me a vile creature? I am sorry for you. I will forgive you before you ask me. 

S.: What have I to ask your forgiveness for? I don’t wish to have any more conversation with you at all—none whatever. 

Tom: Say, what do you think about beans? 

S.: Say, young lady, couldn’t you call my valet? 

Mrs. E.: No, I couldn’t, because I don’t know where your valet is; but this Irishman that you have been talking to will tell you if you will only listen to him. He is a good man, and wants to help you. 

S.: He has a very queer way of showing his goodness, I think. 

Mrs. E.: That is because you don’t understand him. If you will only listen to him, you will see that he is right.(Margazona talks in Indian.) 

S.: What’s the matter with him? He is an insane man. God Almighty! What’s the matter with him? 

Mrs. B.: That is an Indian talking to you. 

S.: Good God! I thought he was an Irishman. 

Mrs. B.: He was a few minutes ago. 

Mr. B.: He is changeable; he can be an Irishman or an Indian either. You will find he is a good friend to you. 

S.: I don’t know what this means at all. I don’t know what’s the matter here. There are none of my people. 

Tom: Look here, now, I will tell you something. 

S.: Good God! He’s turned again. 

Tom: See here, now. 

S.: What’s the matter with you? 

Tom: Don’t you know one of the greatest things of your life you wished to know, what became of Sarah? 

S.: Are you the devil? 

Tom: No, there is no such chap as the devil. 

S.: What language is that you were talking? 

Tom: I wasn’t talking then. It was Margazona talking. 

S.: The noise came out of the same hole. Good God! 

Tom: Of course. Don’t you suppose that could be possible? Did you ever hear anything about the law of spirit control? 

S.: Oh, I have heard some such nonsense. 

Tom: Did you ever hear anything about spirits coming back and controlling mortals to make them talk? That is what I am doing. I am a spirit talking through the organism of this young man, and that was another spirit that you heard a little while ago. 

S.: You are a queer spirit. 

Tom: Of course, I am a queer spirit, and so are you; and I have seen Sarah. 

S.: Where did you see her? 

Tom: In the spiritual world. 

S.: You talk in riddles, man. What under the sun are you trying to make me believe? What do you mean? 

Tom: I mean just what I say. You know Sarah disappeared from your life very mysteriously, and you never heard anything from her. Now, you know I don’t know you, and you never saw me before; but this is what she tells me. You are an entire stranger to me. She says you used to love her, and she disappeared very suddenly from your life, and you felt very badly about it. 

S.: Very well, where is she? 

Tom: Why, she is dead, as you call it. 

S.: Where did she die? 

Tom: You remember George, don’t you? 

S.: Most certainly I do. 

Tom: Well, he took her off. 

S.: Oh, d___ him. 

Tom: Don’t you know he said you should never have her? He took her off and kept her in confinement; and he came back, you know, so that you wouldn’t suspect, and then after a time he left her. Now, am I not telling you the truth? 

S.: As far as I know, it is true. 

Tom: And after he left her she died in great agony and suffering; but she is out of her suffering now, and she is a very bright, beautiful spirit, and wants to help you. 

S.: How can she help me if she is a spirit? 

Tom: Why, can’t she help you then just as much? You don’t suppose, when people die, they lose their interest and affection for their friends, do you? 

S.: How would I know? 

Tom: I want to tell you something, James. You remember that queer feeling you had in your bead when you went to bed there, and woke up in the morning, and rung your bell and got so excited? 

S.: This morning—of course I know. 

Tom: You dropped off to sleep again after you rung your bell, and you had a stroke of apoplexy, and died in that unconscious state; and when people die in that state they don’t know they have made the change called death, as you have. 

S.: I have? 

Tom: Yes; and that is the reason, when you call for Moses, he doesn’t come, and when you ring for your breakfast you don’t get it, because they can’t hear you. 

S.: Well! well! How can that be? 

Tom: You have only moved out of your old body; you feel just the same, and people, when they get out in that way, don’t realise that they have got out. Now, to prove to you that what I am telling you is true, I can go over your life and see everything that has happened. I can go back to your childhood if necessary, and tell you thoughts that you never expressed to anyone; but I think there are some things you wouldn’t like the people sitting here to know. Still, I will tell you if necessary, in order to prove to you that this is true. 

S.: Well, the most I want to know is if I have died of apoplexy, as you say. 

Tom: Yes, you have left your body. 

S.: Can a man die and feel no change? 

Tom: Certainly he can, because it is only moving out of one house into another. When you leave a house in earth life to move into another, you don’t feel any change; you feel the same. 

S.: But we know that we have moved—we know we have moved from one place to another. 

Tom: Very true; but when you lie down and go to sleep at night, no one can realise how that is; but when you sleep for a time you are dead to all things; and you died in your sleep, in that unconscious condition, not knowing that you were going to make the change. 

S.: Well, am I to remain for ever in this room? Is there no light beyond? 

Tom: Yes, there is the light of eternity wherein to unfold the capabilities of the soul. Sarah was instrumental in your being brought here tonight, that you might be instructed how to get out into the light. 

S.: Can’t I see her, if this be true? 

Tom: I don’t know. 

S.: After you tell me all these things, that she lives, that I am alive and dead and alive, and yet you tell me you don’t know if I can see her; if you have been telling me the truth, you know whether I can see her or not. 

Tom: I can’t tell whether you will be permitted to see her at present, because we are governed by laws. 

S.: I am sick of law—sick of law—law! 

Tom: You will have to submit to the laws of your being. If you have lived a good, pure, honorable life, everything will be bright and clear; but if you have lived a selfish, double life, you will have to overcome it, and you will have to work very hard to right the wrongs you have committed. You will have to meet every act of your life. They may rise up as obstacles in your pathway, and prevent your reaching the one you are so anxious to see; but in time you will be able, by patience, labor, and sincere repentance, to overcome these things; but you must put away yourself, and all this haughty pride that you have. 

S.: I don’t wish to remain in this room any longer. 

Tom: What are you going to do when you get outside? If you talk to anyone, they can’t hear you. 

S.: Oh, I am smothering—I feel I can’t exist—oh, I am going—I am going—sometimes I can’t even speak— I feel so confined—I feel all crushed in! 

Margazona: You have been brought here by kind spirit friends who wish to show you how you may better your condition. Your spirit is clothed with earth material to give you the force to speak; when that is gone you can’t speak. That will explain to you the feeling you have. 

S.: If I could only get out of this close condition! 

Margazona: Where will you go? 

S.: I don’t know—I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me? 

Tom: Would you like to have me talk to you now? 

S.: Yes, talk on—talk for ever. 

Tom: Would you like to take up with the poor Irishman for a little while? 

S.: Anything to get out of this close condition; but this closeness is smothering me—it is smothering me. 

Tom: My dear sir, I am sorry for you, but you have no one to blame but yourself. You have wrapped yourself up in such a cloak of selfishness, you are like a mummy now, wound with many thicknesses of cloth, and this cloak of selfishness has got to be unwound little by little by unselfishness. Everyone who has lived a selfish life, all their life, it is the hardest thing for them to do a purely unselfish act. 

S.: In the name of God, is there no way out of this?  

Tom: Yes, there is a way; but did you have any mercy or any compassion on anyone who stood in your way in earth life? Did you have any pity, any sympathy, there? If you did, why, it will be given you here; if you didn’t, how can you expect to reap what you didn’t sow? 

S.: Can’t you say anything else to me, only taunt me with the things that are past? 

Tom: It is always best that the truth should be given, and truth should be spoken. You have a chance given you to right the wrongs, but you must commence at the foot of the ladder and work to gain the top. 

S.: What can I do shut up here in this room? 

Tom: You will be shown the way. 

S.: If I could only get out of this! 

Tom: I will ‘take you to a school where you will be taught how. Will you go with me? 

S.: I will go to get away from this. 

Tom: What are you going for, to get rid of that which is disagreeable to you? 

S.: Certainly—certainly— 

Tom: Or will you go for the sake of doing good and for right? 

S.: Certainly. 

Tom: Will you go to work for a labor of love, a labor of unselfishness? Will you go down in the very depths of woe and despair to lift up some poor fallen creature? 

S.: Why, if it is necessary, and I must, I will. How will I begin to do such a thing as that? Tom: I will take you to this school of unfoldment, where you will be taught and instructed how to right these wrongs, and advance step by step to Sarah, for she is far above you in the scale of soul unfoldment. You I must work to go where she is, for she cannot come down and dwell in your sphere, she is too pure and bright a spirit. 

S.: How may I reach her, then? 

Tom: You will be taught at this school. Now I will leave the young man to take you. Will you go? 

S.: Young woman, will it be all right? 

Mrs. E.: Yes, sir, most certainly it will. 

S.: Then I will go. 

Tom: And will you pledge yourself? 

S.: I never make pledges, but I will try to do the best I can. I never made a pledge in my life that did any good, or that I kept. 

Tom: Now it is time that you begin. There are many things to draw you back, and I want you to keep right ahead. 

S.: I will go with you, and I will do the best that I can. It seems to me to be in the dark. I don’t know where you are going to take me, but I will go and do the best I can. 

Tom: I am going to do all I can to help you, because I feel sorry for your condition, and nothing will give me greater pleasure than to help you out into the light and better your condition. Sarah: James—James— 

Tom: Did you hear Sarah speak to you? 

S.: Sarah—Sarah, dear, is that you? 

Sarah: Yes, James, yes. 

S.: Oh, the years! the years! the sorrowful years, Sarah! Why didn’t you hear me? Let us go—let us go. 

Tom: There, now, didn’t I tell you? Didn’t you hear Sarah speak to you? 

S.: I heard her—I heard her— 

Tom: Yes; and now I will do all that I can to help you and to help her, because I know it would make her very happy. Now you bid the kind friends good-night, because they have helped you, too. 

S.: Good-night, young woman. 

Mrs. E.: Good-night. I am glad you are going on your pleasant journey, for I know it will be in the end. 

Rescue Circles (60)  Astrological influences, the mentality of combating disease and more rescue work from the Baileys of Buffalo, NY in the 1890s.

    Most of us are aware our sun sign and other personal and general influences around us, and they affect us adversely or beneficially if we let them, and if we live only at a material level.  But as a philosopher and doctor like Deepak Chopra says in his lectures and books, what happens to us depends on our level of awareness or consciousness. If in our prayers, meditation and psychic and mediumistic practices we rise to a spiritual level, over-riding the material influences, whether astrological or from the society and environment in which we live, we will not be hopelessly influenced by trends and changes, epidemics and depressions.  We will follow the higher laws and the operation of spirit principles, and so stay immune, joyful, healthy and wise.    Instead of living from day to day, and year to year in fear of the next medical test result, or the next stock exchange disaster, we will take all the changes of life in our stride, adapt and let our spiritual awareness carry us along our life’s path as long as we wish or as long as we are destined to stay here on earth. The same principle applies in our healing work.  We work on the spirit level, not the physical, and the attunement to the healthy spirit body brings about healing (if it is not too late) to the physical body. That is not to deny use of the medical remedies, herbs and natural remedies we have on earth. This is a mistake the Christian Scientists and some other sects make. They won’t allow life-saving blood transfusions and the like, thinking the soul or spirit is being contaminated. They don’t see that the body is merely a vehicle, and takes all kinds of fuel, and can be patched up, repaired and even rebuilt to a certain extent. 

     An example of the spirit in operation can be seen in the true story of a nun who in her old age developed AD [Alzeimers] but continued to function well until her passing, I think in her late nineties.  She had been a meditator most of her life, and so in this heightened state of awareness, her spirit was able to maintain her body functioning, even though her brain processes were getting entangled, and her memory becoming poor.    Another person with AD who had never meditated nor had awareness of spirit, even though highly educated and intelligent, would soon become lost and unable to function, and the vacant mind would run the risk of being taken over by obsessive or lost spirits.  This is so often the case.  The partner of an AD patient sooner or later can no longer recognize their loved one’s personality. They have become another person, if not entirely vacant-minded.    Now here is a place for our rescue work.  If we KNOW what has happened, we can at least tune in and ask the obsessing spirit to go on their way, or, if they are lost or confused, tell them that this is not their body, that they will not be able to function properly in it, and let it alone, and go on into the world of spirit where their true home lies.  Also we can pray for the spirit of the Alzeimers patient, helping him or her to get ready for their eventual transition into spirit.      [Richard T.C.Rowley].

Now here are some more transcripts of rescue conversations at the Bailey’s circle in Buffalo, N.Y. from the 1890s, which read as if they occurred just yesterday.

THURSDAY EVENING, MAY 29, 1890

We have a person tonight who was taken away suddenly, and he will be somewhat rough.—EVA [The Control].

SPIRIT: I will get in this house—I guess I can get in here—I must have something to eat—It’s no use, I am almost starved to death—I will get in, anyway—I am bound to have it—Let me see, I haven’t had anything to eat in three days—I am tired—I am tired—It’s hard going around. Oh, there’s a woman! Say, Missus? Mrs. B.: What is it? 

S.: I would like a bite. 

Mrs. B.: I am sorry, I haven’t got something for you, friend. If I had it I would. 

S.: Oh, that is all nonsense. 

Mrs. B.: I will bring up some next time. 

S.: I want it now. I’ve got to have some. 

Mrs. B.: I would have had something for you if I had known you were coming. 

S.: You can just as well give me something, or I will help myself. 

Mrs. B.: You may help yourself to anything that you can find. 

S.: Oh, you are very kind, aren’t you? You needn’t be afraid, I am all right now. 

Mrs. B.: Oh, I am not afraid at all. 

S.: Say, Mrs., will you please let me step into the other room, and when that man comes tell him I am not here? 

Mrs. B.: Yes, you may. 

S.: Let me alone! Get your hands off me! Get your hands off me! 

Mrs. B.: We’ll take care of you, they shan’t hurt you. We won’t let anyone hurt you. 

S.: I’ll kill you, by G___! Leave me alone! Leave me alone! I didn’t do it—I didn’t do it. I am innocent. That’s your pretended friendship. What did you want to lie to me for? 

Mrs. B.: I didn’t lie to you. 

S.: You did, too. You put him on my track. 

Mrs. B.: No, they shall not hurt you. I’ll warrant you they shan’t hurt you. We will protect you. You can believe what I say. 

S.: If I had my pistol! How is this? What is the matter? 

Tom: Good evening to you! I am glad to see you. 

S.: What do you want of me? 

Tom : Nothing, only good. I just want to have a nice little talk with you. I don’t want anything of you only good. I wouldn’t harm a hair of your head if I could. 

S.: Will you get me out of this? 

Tom: To be sure I will. 

S.: All right, come on, let’s go. 

Tom: Nothing shall hurt you now while Tom is around, so you needn’t be at all alarmed. I will take care of you. 

S.: Don’t you deceive me. 

Tom: Oh, no, I won’t deceive you. 

S.: I have been cheated and deceived so many times. 

Tom: I tell you no one shall harm you. I have got lots to tell you, you know. 

S.: What did they do about it? 

Tom: Well, we had better not talk about that just yet. 

S.: Why not? 

Tom: Because you are out of harm’s way now. You are where no mortal man, woman, or child can harm you now. 

S.: Now don’t try to decoy me into anything. I haven’t done anything, you know. Tom: I know all about it. I tell you, man, you are out of harm’s way now. Nothing mortal can harm you. I will prove it to you in a little time, but you must just keep calm and don’t get excited. I will assure you that I will take care of you and get you out of this all right. 

S.: Can’t I get out now? 

Tom: Not just now. 

S.: Did they do anything about it? 

Tom: Of course; why wouldn’t they? You don’t suppose such a thing as that could go on without their making an effort to capture the guilty party, do you? 

S.: I think it would be better for me to leave the country. Oh! what am I talking about? Tom: You are among friends here, and you might just as well free your mind, because we are going to take care of you. 

S.: Should I leave the country, you know—oh, God! what am I talking about? 

Tom: There’s no use for you to leave the country now. 

S.: Why? 

Tom: Because it isn’t necessary for you to leave the country. You are out of harm’s way now. 

S.: But I can’t remain here always, you know. 

Tom: To be sure, you are not going to remain here. 

S.: What do you mean by “out of harm’s way”? What assurance can you give me that I am out of harm’s way? 

Tom: I can give you this much assurance. Say, John, can you catch a dead man? 

S.: Not very well. 

Tom: Then you are just as safe as that. 

S.: What do you mean by that? 

Tom: It is just as easy for anyone to catch you as it is to catch a dead man. 

S.: I can’t understand that. I believe you are just fooling me. 

Tom: I don’t wonder that you can’t understand it; but let me tell you, John, my dear sir, something has happened to you that you are not aware of. 

S.: I am aware of a great deal that has happened to me. 

Tom: Very true; but you are not quite aware of all that has taken place. 

S.: By G ,I wish l was dead! 

Tom: What would you say if you were? 

S.: I wouldn’t say anything. What could I say if I was dead? D it! you don’t suppose I would say anything if I was dead, do you? I am tired of this! 

Tom: I am sorry for you, and I am going to try to help you out of this unpleasant condition. 

S.: What do you propose to do? 

Tom: The first thing is for you to understand your condition. 

S.: I am already aware of my condition. 

Tom: No, my dear sir, not quite all. Now let me tell you, John. 

S.: What are you making motions for? 

Tom: What kind of motions did you see me make? 

S.: I saw you turning your head around to look. 

Tom: I was just getting instructions. 

S.: Yes, I’ve got on to you pretty well. 

Tom: You never had a better friend on earth or in heaven than I will be to you. 

S.: Well, I hope so; but I am getting suspicious of you. 

Tom: I’ve got something very strange now to tell you, and I know that you won’t be able at first to receive it, until I prove it to you, which I can do. I can prove all that I say to you. Do you know, John—that’s your name. 

S.: To be sure, that is my name. 

Tom: Do you know that I have seen a little girl, and she tells me that her name is Bertha? 

S.: Bertha who? 

Tom: Bertha Blake. 

S.: When did you see her? 

Tom: Do you recognise the name? 

S.: Well, I do; but how could you see her? Bertha Blake is my little daughter. 

Tom: I know she is, because she said that you were her father. 

S.: But she is dead and gone. 

Tom: She may be dead to your physical senses, as it were; but her spirit lives, and her spirit does not go so far away but that the love she bore to the loved ones left behind draws her back tothem. 

S.: Well, she was my little darling; but what has that to do with my condition? Could you tell me how I can escape? 

Tom: You have nothing now to escape from on the mortal side of life. 

S.: How has the matter been adjusted, if I have no fear? 

Tom: The matter has been adjusted by your paying the penalty of your life. 

S.: What do you mean by that? You talk so strange to me. I really hope that I have met a friend, but you talk so strange I don’t understand you at all. 

Tom: Quite true, my friend; it is an enigma, I know; but let me say to you, John, that many, when they are instantly deprived of life and go out in great anger or fear, don’t always understand that they have made the change called death. There are many that make the change in that manner, and you are one of the many. You have left your mortal form. 

S.: Do you mean that I have died? 

Tom: You have. 

S.: How? When? What way? 

Tom: All there is of death is simply leaving your old body, moving out of the tenement of clay. 

S.: But you certainly make some change? 

Tom: Not any for a time, only as you understand with your spiritual senses, and take in your surroundings, which you have not done yet; but you have been brought here for that purpose, of making you acquainted with what has taken place with you. 

S.: I feel no different. 

Tom: No, you cannot, leaving the body in the manner that you did—you died suddenly. You were shot by the parties that were after you. 

S.: Was that it? 

Tom: That was it. 

S.: Was that terrible sting a shot? 

Tom: Yes. 

S.: I felt it; and am I just the same? 

Tom: Just the same. How would you be any different? 

S.: Why shouldn’t I be different, if I am a dead man? I am quite sure I would be different. There must be some change in me. 

Tom: It is only a step. If you would be different you wouldn’t be Mr. Blake—you would be someone else. 

S.: I see all things just the same. Why did you talk to me about my little daughter? Tom: Because she is anxious to have you become acquainted with your condition, and anxious to have you work and take up the duties pertaining to the life which you have now entered, so that you may be able, after you have made restitution for all the mistakes committed in the body, to go where she is. 

S.: In what way can I make restitution? 

Tom: You will be taught and shown the way by kind, loving spirit friends. 

S.: Must I always remain here? 

Tom: No. 

S.: Where shall I go? 

Tom: You will be led and taught what way by kind spirit friends, whose mission it is to help poor misguided souls like yourself out of the darkness into the light. 

S.: Oh, but I feel so! 

Tom : It is only part of that old feeling, that old condition, that rushes over you; but that will pass off soon. You retain the same thoughts, you have the same feelings; they are your own, they belong to you. You have your own experiences that you take with you, your thoughts and your acts. S.: I don’t know that I ever met you before. 

Tom: No, my dear sir. 

S.: Then how are you so well acquainted with all that has transpired with me? 

Tom: Because the spirit friends who have you in charge—and they are those who are near to you, and know all that has taken place in your life—inform me. 

S.: I am hungry. 

Tom: Well, my dear sir, it is only part of your old, unpleasant condition; in time that will all pass away, and you will feel no hunger. As this lady told you, had she known you were coming before she entered this room she would have brought you whatever you desired, because it is the mission of these friends here to administer to poor, earth - bound, sin - sick souls like yourself. They are working on this side of life, and many kind spirit friends are working on the other side— on your side. Both are working for the uplifting of poor, misguided souls. 

S.: What is the penalty for this act of my life? 

Tom: You paid the penalty on the earth plane, as it were, by yielding up your life; on the spiritual side of life you will have to labor to undo all the mistakes committed while in the body. I will take you to a school where you will be taught and instructed what to do. 

S.: I don’t want to be deceived; I don’t want any excuses. If you are intending taking me away, I don’t want to be deceived about it. 

Tom: Why, my dear sir, I have no object in deceiving you in any manner, and you cannot be harmed now. No one on the mortal side of life can harm you, and on the spiritual side no harm can come to you; all the unpleasantness you will have will be the reflections which will come to you of your acts committed while in the body. You sent them on before you. People every day are sending on acts and deeds which are sure to meet them when they come. This is all they have to meet. I speak as one who would speak from experience, for I have passed through the physical conditions of immortality, and I return as a spirit to help a brother up. 

S.: And have you also died? 

Tom: I have made the change called death, and return to the earth and use the organism of this young man here, so that I can reach those who are on the earth plane; for you are on the earth plane at present; you merely stepped out of your body, but did not move away from the earth. S.: What music is that? 

Tom: That is a box these people keep playing here. 

S.: It sounds very pretty indeed. 

Tom: Would you like to see me, Mr. Blake? 

S.: I do see you. 

Tom: Oh, no; you don’t see me; you only see the young man. 

S.: The young man? 

Tom: Yes, the young man whose organism I am using to talk to you; and now you look right at the young man’s head, and I will show you myself. You watch, and you will see. 

S.: Oh, that is very strange indeed! That is marvelous! How can you do that? That is a very wonderful thing! 

Mrs. F.: Did you see any person? 

S.: Yes, ma’am. You saw it, didn’t you? 

Mrs. F.: No. 

S.: Well, I suppose you have seen him, haven’t you? 

Mrs. F.: No, I never saw that spirit; we can’t see as you can, because we are still in the mortal. It is all dark here to us. We can hear you talk, but we cannot see you. 

S.: Young man, does that hurt you? 

Mr. F.: What hurt me? 

S.: When that man came out of you. 

Mr. F.: Oh, no; not at all. 

S.: How did you feel? 

Mr. F.: Well, I don’t know that I can describe the sensation to you; but I felt something like electric shocks—something of that kind. 

S.: That is the most marvelous thing I ever saw in my life. 
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Mr. F.: We are people here who have friends in the spirit world, and we sit here for the purpose of communicating with all our spirit friends. My sister who has died comes and talks to us just the same as you are talking now, and this lady’s daughter comes also. We are what is called spiritualists; I don’t know whether you ever heard of them before. 

S.: I have heard and seen a great deal of them, but I never saw a spirit go in and out of a person like that. 

Mr. F.: We haven’t left the form yet; we haven’t made the change called death as you have; so, of course, we can’t see those things as you can. We can’t see you; we can only hear you speak. 

S.: Well, I am surprised that I have made the change, died, or whatever it is; but I am glad also, for I can’t have anything now that can possibly be as disagreeable and unpleasant as I have had; and I think there must he some change, because I begin to feel that there is. 

Mr. F.: Yes, you have been brought here to learn what has happened to you. This lady has a daughter who is a very bright, beautiful spirit, and who has been in spirit life a great many years; and it is her work to gather up poor, earth-bound souls, and bring them to her father’s house; and we talk to them, and get them acquainted with what has happened to them. 

Tom: Well, now, did you see me? 

S.: I did see you. I think that is very strange indeed. 

Tom: Didn’t I tell you that I could prove to you anything that I said? 

S.: Well, you have kept your word so far. 

Tom: Your friends all love you, Mr. Blake. 

S.: Well, I hope so. 

Tom: You made many mistakes in your earth life. 

S.: I suppose that is a mild way of putting it, but I know I have done a great many bad and wicked things. 

Tom: I am sorry for you. 

S.: I don’t suppose that will do me any good. 

Tom: Oh, yes, it will. Kindness, love, and sympathy do a great deal of good everywhere. There is a great deal of it on this side, but there is not near enough on the earth side. 

S.: Yes, I did a great many bad things; but I don’t believe that a man can help himself. It is of no use at all. I don’t believe it is possible for anybody to do any different from what they do. God Almighty has put us in this world, and placed us in conditions where we are obliged to do things; and then he demands of us repentance for that we can’t help. There is where it is hard. I have tried for my own sake, and I have tried for the sake of those who belong to me; but if you know about those things that we spoke of first, you know that I could not help it—it was forced right on me. 13 had to do it, and now what am I to do? 

Tom: Yes, I understand; and now your past experience must be your guide for the future. If you go out and plant a garden with seeds, and a great many weeds come up with the kind of seeds you have sown, you are obliged to pull those weeds out if you want those seeds to thrive and grow. And so there were a great many weeds came up in your life, and now you must go to work and pull them up. 

S.: Well, I might as well be pulling up weeds as anything else. If I know how, I will do it. 

Tom: That is only a comparison. 

S.: Well, I know, and accept it. 

Tom: Yes, Bertha, I will help your papa all I can. 

S.: What did you say? 

Tom: I told Bertha I would help you all I could; she is so anxious. 

S.: You told her! Why can’t I see her? 

Tom: Because you are in a different condition, and one spirit can’t see another unless in the same condition—that is, the lower spirits can’t see the higher spirits, only as they are able to take up the conditions so that they can present themselves to you. Perhaps, if you call her to speak to you, she might be able to; but, of course, I don’t know whether she will be able to speak to you or not. 

S.: Bertha! Bertha! If you are here, Bertha, speak to papa. 

Bertha: Papa—papa 
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S.: I would give all the years of my life—I would do anything—I would do everything, no matter what, to once more clasp that darling. Bertha! Bertha! Did she leave me? 

Tom: She hasn’t left you, but she is unable to speak more to you now. You have heard her voice, and, as you said, you would be willing to give all the years of your life to be able to clasp her to your arms once more. Well, you will be able to clasp her to your arms; but you will have to labor—it is worth working for. There is a long road between you and her which you will have to travel; there will be a great many obstacles in your way which you will have to surmount; but you know what is at the other end of your road. But it is worth working for, for every step will bring you nearer to her. 

S.: God help me. 

Tom: God will help you. God is a God of love, and he will help you, and we will all help you. Now, I will leave the young man, and will take you to the school. 

S.: Well, I will go with you. I am ready and willing to do all that I can. 

Tom: Now bid these kind, good friends “ Good-night,” who have sat here and given you of their strength and their force, that you have been able to speak and learn of your condition, and we will go. 

S.: Good-bye, friends, and thank you.

Friends: Good-bye; come again. 

EVA:   Thank you, dear mamma, and all the dear friends present, for your kind assistance in our work. A great many persons have been benefited by what was said tonight. 

TUESDAY EVENING, JUNE 10, 1890

I have a very sad case tonight of a mother who killed her children and then herself. You must treat her very gently.—EVA. 

S.: What have I done?—Oh, my God! What have I done?—Oh, look at my dear ones! Oh, God! Oh, why did I do it?—Oh, baby! baby! baby! But what was I to do? Oh, I wish I had begged; but oh! the pride in my heart. Oh, it was so hard! It was so hard! Oh, baby! baby! If I could only rest—rest—Mr. B.: You can rest after a little. 

S.: Oh, sir! but what will I do?—Dear sir, what will I do? 

Mr. B.: You made a very sad mistake. 

S.: I did a dreadful thing. 

Mr. B.: It can be corrected. 

S.: I could not help it—I could not help it. Oh, it was dreadful! dreadful! 

Mr. B.: You were partially out of your mind through trouble. 

S.: Oh, I was most crazy. I couldn’t see them starve—I couldn’t see them starve—I couldn’t ask for help. Oh, sir, pity me—pity me. 

Mr. B.: I do pity you. 

S.: Oh, I shall never find rest. 

Mr. B.: You will find rest, and you will find your little ones. Your little ones are happy, and you will find them. 

S.: Oh, sir, I didn’t want to do it. I did it because I loved them so !—I loved them so! 

Mr. B.: They love you, and you will have your little ones again by-and-by. 

S.: Oh, sir, pray for me—pray for me. 

Mr. B.: Yes, we will help you. 

S.: Oh, you all feel that I am bad. 

Mr. B.: Oh, no; we feel sorry for you. We feel that you made a mistake, but you didn’t do it intentionally. 

S.: Oh, sir, I didn’t want to do it. 

Mrs. B.: Has anything happened to yourself? 

S.: Oh, I tried to put myself away. I thought it would be best for us all. Oh, the poverty, want, and suffering! And I could not ask for bread. 

Mr. B.: You did put yourself away. 

S.: I tried, dear sir. 

Mr. B.: I know, but you did. 

S.: Did I? 

Mr. B.: Yes. 

S.: I am still myself. 

Mr. B.: I know, but you are in spirit life. 

S.: Oh, no—no—I couldn’t suffer like this. 

Mr. B.: Yes, because you entered spirit life with just the same feelings that you left this life. Putting off your old body doesn’t change your feelings any. 

S.: Where is my baby? 

Mr. B.: Your babies are taken care of and are happy, and you will see them after a little time. 

S.: Oh, show them to me. 

Mr. B.: They cannot approach you now, feeling as you do. 

S.: Oh, I thank you—I thank you—I do thank you— You do pity me, don’t you? Oh, pray for me—pray for me. 

Mrs. B.: Yes, we will pray for you, and we will help you—to bring your little children to you. 

S.: It is a dreadful thing! but I did it through the deep love I bore the dear little ones, and I thought I must end their suffering. 

Mr. B.: You have spirit friends who pity you, and who brought you here this evening. 

S.: Who brought me? 

Tom: Good evening, Mrs. Lacy. 

S.: Good evening, sir. 

Tom: Now I am real glad that you are here, because these good, kind friends will do a great deal to help you. I feel sorry for you, and I can tell you something very nice. Don’t you remember George? 

S.: Oh, truly I do. If he had only lived— 

Tom: Yes, I know; but he feels very sorry for you, and, do you know, the little ones are with him. 

S.: Oh, that is beautiful! Oh, thank God for that! 

Tom: And you will be there, too, in time. You will be reunited and happy. 

S.: How do you know? 

Tom: Because I know. 

S.: Will God forgive me? 

Tom: Yes, because God is a God of love. 

S.: But how could I help it? What could I do? 

Tom: I know it was a very sad mistake; but I don’t know, under the circumstances, from your disposition and your make-up, that you could have done any different. 

S.: I am very sorry, but what can I do? 

Tom: Just keep quiet, and the friends will help you; but let me tell you, Mrs. Lacy, you have entered spirit life. 

S.: Well, the gentleman told me that; but it seems as if everything is so cloudy. 

Tom: That is owing to your condition; because you went out in that manner, and your mind was so troubled beforehand you took that condition with you. You have been brought here to be led to a place where you will be able to cast it off. Kind, loving, spirit friends have brought you here to this place, where you can get love and sympathy and the help that you need to start you to work out of these unpleasant conditions which surround you. 

S.: Well, that is what I do need, sir, sympathy—sympathy. 

Tom: You have entered a life now where everyone loves one another, where all work to help one another, when you get into the true spiritual atmosphere. Of course, there are many clouded minds, like yourself, on the earth plane; but in time you can work out of that up into the spiritual atmosphere, where you will be tenderly cared for, and you will have all the love and sympathy which your soul yearns for, and where you will be very happy. 

S.: Do you know it? 

Tom: Yes, because I have entered that life myself, and I can speak from experience. S.: You speak kindly, and I thank you so much. 

Tom: You were one of those unfortunate creatures of circumstances. You could not control circumstances; they controlled you, and worked you up to that state where you couldn’t very well do otherwise than you did do. 

S.: I tried very hard—I tried very hard; but it seemed as if everything was against me. 

Tom: It would have been better had you put aside your pride; but that was part of your nature, which you inherited from your father; you know how proud he was. 

S.: My father was a proud man. What’s the light? What’s the light I saw? 

Tom: That is the light of the spirit friends who love you. 

S.: Oh, that is beautiful! beautiful! 

Tom: You watch that light; perhaps you may see somebody that you know in it. George has brought the little ones. 

S.: It is gone—it is gone—it has disappeared. 

Tom: Is your name Lucy? 

S.: Yes, sir. 

Tom: George says: “Tell dear Lucy I love her, and I pity and sympathise with her.” 

S.: Is George in heaven? 

Tom: He is where it is very bright and beautiful. There is no heaven such as you were taught there was; but there is a very bright, beautiful place where you can live and be very happy. 

S.: Oh, I saw it again—I saw it again. 

Tom: You speak to George. He can hear you. 

S.: Can he hear me? 

Tom: Oh, yes, you talk to him. 

S.: I don’t like to speak to him. 

Tom: Oh, yes, you will feel better if you speak to him. He loves you, and doesn’t blame you for the act. 

S.: George—George—George—It seems almost wicked for me to call. 

Mrs. B.: Oh, no; he loves to have you call him. 

Tom: He can see you. 

S.: I don’t see him. 

Tom: No, not now; but you will be able to see him in time; but you will have to work out of this present condition that you are in, and I know that you will work to get where he is and the little ones are, because they are waiting to receive you; but you will have to be prepared—you will have to work to undo the mistakes. 

S.: I can never undo it, it is done. 

Tom: But you can make restitution. 

S.: I would do anything I could to rectify it. 

Tom: Friends will help you. 

S.: There he is! There he is! George (s.): Lucy, dear! 

S.: Oh, George! 

EVA:     We will not materialise her again tonight. She is in a condition now where her friends can put her in a magnetic sleep and control her brain. 

SUNDAY EVENING, SEPTEMBER 21, 1890

We have a person who fell downstairs and killed himself; he was in liquor at the time. And there is another person whom we think we can bring at the same time —EVA

S.: Oh! I guess I must have fainted away—I believe I have been insensible—I wonder where the old woman is. Do you know where she is? 

Mrs. E.: No, I don’t. Maybe she scolds you sometimes, does she? 

S.: Yes, I guess she does. I wouldn’t care if I broke my neck if she didn’t find it out. 

Mr. F.: Find what out? 

S.: Why I fell downstairs. 

Mr. F.: You did? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. F.: How did you happen to fall downstairs? 

S.: I don’t know. Oh, golly! That hurts. 

Mr. F.: That’s too bad! Can we do anything for you? 

S.: I wonder where she is? 

Mr. F.: I don’t know. Had you been taking a drop? 

S.: She said so. 

Mr. F.: You knew whether you had or not, didn’t you? 

S.: Well, can’t help it very well. 

Mr. F.: What if you had broken your neck? 

S.: It wouldn’t make much difference. She jawed me anyhow. When I was drunk she jawed me for being drunk, and when I wasn’t drunk she jawed me because I wasn’t drunk. 

Mr. F.: Well, perhaps you might have given her a cause. Did she always scold you before you ever drank any? 

S.: Well, you know, she’s a good woman—she’s a good woman. 

Mr. B.: You said you wouldn’t care if you had broken your neck, didn’t you? 

S.: Well, if she knew I fell down those stairs, I’ll tell you what, she would raise hell with me. 

Mr. F.: You are not afraid of her, are you? 

S.: Oh, well, never mind. We won’t talk about that any more. 

Mr. F.: What would you think if you had broken your neck? Perhaps you did. 

S.: I broke some of my bones; I feel awful sore. Mr. F.: We will help you all we can. [Aside] Isn’t he queer? 

S.: Who’s queer? 

Mr. F.: Why, you don’t talk very plain. 

S.: Well, I talk as plain as anybody, don’t I? 

Mr. F.: No; you talk like a fellow that has had too much. 

S.: Well, I am a little tired, you know. 

Mr. F.: Oh, I thought you were going to say tight! 

S.: All the same. 

Mr. B.: About the same, isn’t it? 

S.: You know how it is. 

Mr.B.: Yes. 

Mr. F.: What’s your name? 

S.: My name is Drake. 

Mr. F.: Where did you live? 

S.: I live here. 

Mr. F.: What’s the name of the place? 

S.: The name of the place is—why—what is the name of this place? 

Mr. F.: The name of this place is Buffalo. 

S.: I guess not. 

Mr. F.: What is it, then? 

S.: Well, I think it is—I think it ain’t Buffalo, anyhow! I guess you know, don’t you? 

Mr. F.: Why, no! If it isn’t Buffalo, I don’t know what it is. 

S. No. 2: Hello! Is that you, Drake? 

S. No. 1: Hello! When did you come? 

S. No. 2: I have been here for some time, but I can’t find anybody. Do you know where my people are? 

S. No. 1: Why, yes; I know your wife has gone to New York. She heard that you were dead. 

S. No. 2: Who told her I was dead? 

S. No. 1: She heard so. She sold everything and went to New York. 

S. No. 2: Say, Drake, you are drunk, ain’t you? S. No. 1: Yes, I guess so. I fell downstairs and hurt myself. 

S. No. 2: I am glad to see you, old fellow. 

S. No. 1: I am glad to see you, too. 

S. No. 2: I am sorry to see you used up so bad. 

S. No. 1: I am not used up at all. I ain’t used up, am I? 

Mr. B.: No, you only feel tired. 

S. No. 1: Yes, I am tired: you know, don’t you? Yes, I’ll bet you do! 

S. No. 2: Say, how do you suppose my wife heard I was dead, when I am not dead? Drake, I can’t tell how that is. 

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you. I guess I will have to lie down a little while; but if you will just inquire over there, I guess they can tell you where you can find your folks. 

S. No. 2: How do you do, sir? Mr. F.: How do you do? 

S. No. 2: Can you tell me anything about my family, Mrs. John Williams? Did she use to live in this house? 

Mr. F.: What is the name of the place? 

S. No. 2: The name of the place is Williamsport. 

Mr. F.: Well, I will inquire. 

S. No. 2: Drake knew all about my family; but I can’t do anything with him—he is tight. 

S. No. 1: Don’t you be telling any lies. You lie like the devil, and you know it! 

Mr. F.: I will be very glad to help you; but I think something has occurred to you that you are not aware of, and that is the reason that you cannot find your friends at your old home. 

S. No. 2: Drake said they informed my wife in my absence that I was dead, and I cannot understand it. 

Mr. F.: Have you been sick, or has anything happened to you that word of that kind might get started to your wife? 

S.No.2: Oh, no! 

Mr. F.: Have you been in any danger at all—any accident? 

S. No. 2: No, nothing of that sort. 

Mr. F.: Were you ever troubled with heart disease? 

S. No. 2: No, I am a perfectly sound man, sir. 

S. No. 1: Don’t be telling such stories as that. You are unsound in your head. He is a good enough fellow, but he don’t always tell it just as it is. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, what makes you think he isn’t sound in his head? (No answer.) Well, I’ll tell you, Mr. Williams, you are in Buffalo now; something must have occurred to you to be here. 

S. No. 2: I can’t understand it at all. 

S. No. 1: You just made up your mind you never would understand it. 

Mr. B.: Mr. Williams, you have made the change called death. You are in spirit life now. What day of the month do you remember last? 

S. No. 2: Why, it is about the 30th. 

Mr. B.: Of what month? 

S. No. 2: August. 

Mr. B.: This is the 21st day of September, and you are in Buffalo. 

S. No. 2: Well, what in the world has happened to me? 

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you what’s the matter with you; you are off. 

Mr. B.: Mr. Williams, you made the change called death without knowing it—it came on so suddenly; and the life you are in now is so much like the life you left you haven’t known any difference. 

S. No. 2: Are you really telling me the truth? You are not joking with me? 

Mr. B.: No, not at all. A great many people, when they are taken away from this life suddenly, don’t know they have made the change for quite a little time sometimes. And you have been brought here for the purpose of bringing you to a realisation of your condition. Mr. F.: And, Mr. Williams, Mr. Drake fell downstairs and killed himself, and he doesn’t know he has made the change. 

S. No. 2: Is that possible? 

S. No. 1: I fell down, but I didn’t kill myself. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, when you fell downstairs you killed yourself. 

S. No. 1: Well, I guess not. 

Mr. F.: Oh yes; and that is why you could see Mr. Williams. You know Mr. Williams died. 

S. No. 1: I know he isn’t dead; I have seen him all right enough. 

Mr. F.: Yes, because he is dead, and you are dead, too. 

S. No. 1: Do you think you are going to fool me? The old woman told me I was dead, and she would like to get me buried. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, it is really so, or how could you see Mr. Williams? You know Mr. Williams is dead, and if you were living you wouldn’t be able to see him. 

S. No. 2: Come, Drake, let’s find out about this. Mr. B.: I suppose you have heard of spiritualists, Mr. Williams? 

S. No. 1: Yes, sir. 

Mr. B.: We are spiritualists sitting here in a circle in a room perfectly dark. Can you see us? 

S. No. 2: Yes, I can see you. 

Mr. B.: We cannot even see our own hand before our eyes. And you are proving the truth of spiritualism to us by being a spirit and talking to us. 

S. No. 2: You speak like a gentleman; I am bound to. 

Mr. B.: We are telling you the truth; and before you leave this place you will be satisfied that it is true. 

S. No. 2: But I see nothing to indicate that I have died; but still, there is something peculiar. 

Mr. B.: I think, perhaps, the spirit friends may be able to illustrate to you. Hold one of your hands up, and look at it closely, and see if you don’t lose some of it. 

S. No. 2: Oh, my hand is partly gone! How in the world is it? 

Mr. B.: It is because you are a spirit; and in order to enable you to speak to us they clothe you with material temporarily, and at my request they withdrew it for the time being. 

S. No. 2: If I have passed through death, and am able to converse with you, then is it not possible for me to converse with my family? 

Mr. B.: It would he if they were to make the proper conditions for you; but not knowing how, they probably won’t be able to do it. 

S. No. 2: You say I am clothed for the time being? 

S. No. 1: Yes. Ha-ha-ha-ha! Put on your clothes! put on your clothes! 

Mr. B.: We are holding these circles in connection with our spirit friends on the other side, who brought you here to assist you to realise your condition. 

S. No. 2: Well, that is very pleasant and kind of you. I’ll tell you, this is very serious. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake doesn’t know that he has made the change; he isn’t aware of it at all. 

S. No.2: Say, Drake! 

S. No. 1: What do you want? 

S. No. 2: Come, get up now, Dra1~e, and let’s reason together, won’t you? These people are telling me things that are very wonderful; they say that you and I have both died. Won’t you, now? 

S. No. 1: Get hold of me, and I will get right up. Well, I feel better now—ever so much better. What is it about it? 

Mr. F.: You were killed when you fell downstairs. 

S. No. 1: Well, it don’t make much difference. 

Mr. F.: I guess you will be better off now. 

S. No. 1: I can’t be much worse off. Do you really mean that I am dead? 

Mr. B.: Yes. 

S. No. 1: How does the old woman feel about it? 

Mr. B.: I don’t know; we are in Buffalo; we don’t know people in Williamsport. 

S. No. 1: I wish I had a drink. 

Mrs. B.: There’s some water over there. 

S. No. l: In that tub? 

Mrs. B.: Yes; that is clean water. 

S. No. 1: I guess I’ll get a drink. Say, Williams, what are you sitting there crying for? 

Mrs. B.: It’s of no use to cry, Mr. Williams, because you have entered a life now that is much more beautiful than the one you have left. 

S. No. 1: Why, yes, I guess it is all right. 

Mrs. B.: Did you get a drink? 

S. No. 1: Yes’m; I feel better, too. 

Tom: Now, I’ll tell you what it is, gentlemen; I will come and talk to you a little bit. 

S. No. 1: Go right on. 

Tom: You have both entered a new life. 

S. No. 1: Well, that is what I have been wanting for a long time, is a new life. I’ll tell you, this old life is a d hard one. 

Tom: You made it hard by putting into your body what you ought not to. 

S. No. 1: Well, I guess that is so. 

Tom: Mr. Drake, would you like to see Lucy? 

S. No. 1: Why, yes, I would like to see her well enough. 

Tom: How would you like to see John? 

S. No. 1: John is a bully fellow. 

Tom: If you try real hard, perhaps, you can go where they are after a time. I want you and Mr. Williams to go with me. I will take you in charge, and I will take you to a place where you will learn about the new life you have entered—learn of the duties pertaining to it, and learn what to do to correct the mistakes you made in your former life. 

S. No. 1: Well, that is real good: I feel as if I would like that. I guess I will go with you. Come on, John, let’s go and see what he wants to do with us. 

Tom: I am going to take you to a place where you can rest, where you can get sobered up first; and then I will take you to a school where you will learn, because you have entered a new life now, and by working hard you can go where it is very pleasant; but you will have to work. 

S. No. 1: I think we are pretty old to go to school. 

Tom: Oh, no, not this kind of a school, because you have entered an entirely new life now, and you will have to learn about it; and there are many good, kind spirit friends who will be very kind to you and help you. You have entered a life now that is very natural—just the same in many respects as the one you left off; and you have got to begin this life where you left off the other. Now, Mr. Williams and Mr. Drake, I am going to show you myself as a spirit. 

S. No. 1: I see you now. 

Tom: No, you only see the young man. 

Mr. B.: This isn’t the gentleman that was talking to you a little while ago. This is a spirit. 

S. No. 1: Well, I see him just the same. That’s no spirit. 

Mr. B.: You watch the young man’s head, and he will show you. 

S. No. 1: Well, that’s funny, to be sure! Say, look here! Do you know that you could make your eternal fortune by doing that? 

Mr. B.: He can’t do it. What do you see? 

S. No. 1: It appears like a little bit of smoke, and then it forms into a man. 

Mr. B.: That man is the spirit who was talking to you. You watch him, and you will see him go back into him. 

S. No. 1: Go back into him! Go on! You are a good big fellow. Now go back into him.

Mr. B.: That spirit is larger than the young man, isn’t he?

S. No. 1: Oh, yes. Well, that is a funny thing! Oh my! oh my! Say, Williams, I’ll swear to God that you have, seen something that you never saw before. Is that the way you all do at this place? Shoot out and shoot in?

Mr. B.: Oh, no, only this one.

S. No. 1: Say, Williams, isn’t that a strange thing? Now he’s going in. He’s like a mud turtle.

Mr. B.: Is Mr. Williams looking at it?

S. No. 1: Yes, he’s looking. Tom: Well, now, did you see me?

S. No. 1: If that was you, I saw you.

Tom: That was me. Now, you will go with me, won’t you?

S. No. 1: I will be glad to go with you.

Tom: And Mr. Williams?

S. No. 2: Yes, sir, I will go with you.

Tom: I will help you both all I can.

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you what it is—I am real glad if there is anything better in this life for me. It has been a hard pull, and I didn’t want to be a burden to the folks. They used to say that I was drunk, and all this; but I couldn’t help it very well. I’ll tell you what it is —I used to get tight.

Tom: You will be better off now. You can get rid of that appetite.

S. No. 1: Say, I am dropping all to pieces. Isn’t that queer?

EVA:      We have gathered quite a number of such as these together tonight, and they have all received instructions at the same time.

Rescue Circles (61)

When they pass, people don’t just disappear into the light as some television shows seem to imply.  Some spirits do need help to find their destinations, while others will find their loved ones waiting for them.  But for all there is a vast and magnificent world to move on to, only dimmed and darkened by a soul’s negative state of consciousness.  I had a brief glimpse once of that soft warm golden light, but it is by no means the only thing to notice.  There is a whole new world to discover and our loved ones and all the people, animals, things and activities we have become truly involved with while on earth are to be found there too, and a whole new environment of town and countryside and much more beyond, which we can only dimly remember from our dreams or hear about from the spirits who communicate with us.  

As we’ve seen from the accounts of rescue work in this series, many spirits are confused on passing, especially if it is  sudden or accidental death, or if there is no belief in an afterlife. Others may have had orthodox beliefs in heaven and hell, judgment and punishment, and be wracked by fear and guilt. Yet other spirits may not even be aware that they have died.  So there is always need for rescue work, and while we are still living on earth, we rather than helpers in spirit are often able to be of more help, especially to earthbounds, whose vibrations are closer to earth than those guides available  in spirit.  

Robert Crookall the psychical researcher realized this, as did Lord Dowding, and they both discovered that much rescue work is done by us while we sleep.  We may not remember much, but we do leave our physical body during sleep and dreaming to do this type of work, and travel in our astral, or soul and spirit body.  A lot of information about this is to be found in Robert Crookall’s book “During Sleep: the possibility of co-operation between the living and the dead.” University Books Inc.  Secaucus, N.J. 1974).  This is a useful supplement to Hugh Dowding’s work which was recorded in earlier episodes of this series.  Crookall reviews over eighty cases of this type of work, and in a future post I will follow some of them up.  Meantime here are some more conversations between the living and the dead from the Bailey’s rescue circle in Buffalo from the 1890s, around the same time the clairvoyant boy was writing his diary in Yorkshire.

[The Bailey’s circle sits in complete darkness to allow the physical mediumship and independent direct voice of the young medium to take place safely. This is exactly the same type of mediumship which is being demonstrated today by mediums like Colin Fry and David Thompson, or earlier by Minnie Harrison and Leslie Flint. Tom Harrison, and Rev. Jane Suprynowicz, have written books about this type of séance, and Marilyn Awtry Smith has published  on mediums in the past, while Robert Egby’s  Parapsychic Journal, the PsyPioneer, and Survival Research publications all keep us up-to-date on this topic. The same type of physical phenomena have been provided down through the ages by mystics, saints and aboriginal shamans in different settings all round the world. Nothing is new.  Richard R

THURSDAY EVENING, SEPTEMBER 26, 1890.

Eva [The medium’s control]: We will bring a lady to-night.

Visiting Spirit.: Oh, friends! friends!

Friends sitting in the circle: Good evening!

Spirit: Good evening! Oh dear! oh dear!

Mr. F. (one of the sitters): What is the matter?

Spirit: Oh dear! What will I do? What will I do?

Mr. F.: Can we help you?

S.: I don’t know.

Mr. F.: What is the matter?

S.: I can’t do anything. I don’t know; I cannot understand it; I suppose it must be that I

am dead. I cannot be reconciled. It must not be—it must not be.

Mr. F.: You are not dead. You are just as much alive as ever you were.

S.: Oh dear! It is the most dreadful thing that ever was.

Mr. F.: What is, to die?

S.: Why, certainly it is.

Mr. F.: Why, no, it can’t be such a dreadful thing.

S.: Oh, yes, it is. You don’t know anything about it. It is dreadful!

Mr. F.: You have entered a life now that is very beautiful.

S.: Oh, no. You are only cut off and deprived of everything you loved. I tell you, dear

friends, you don’t know what it is.

Mr. F.: There is a beautiful life before you that you don’t see now.

S.: I cannot understand it.

Mr. F.: We feel very sorry for you, and we will assist you all we can.

S.: I don’t suppose you can assist me.

Mr. F.: Haven’t you any friends that have died that you would like to see?

S.: Yes; I had a world of friends, but I can’t make them see me.

Mr. F.: In a short time your friends will come where you are; because, don’t you know, we all of us have to make that change? I think it will be better for you to try and look about you, and interest yourself in something in the life you are in now.

S.: How can I be interested when every interest is in this world, and I am so that I can’t take hold of anything? Why, it is the most dreadful thing you ever knew.

Mr. F.: It must be, and we feel very sorry for you; but you must realise that someone is taking very great interest in you, because you are communicating with people that have not made the change; we are mortals.

S.: Is that so?

Mr. F.: Yes; and there are laws of communicating with mortals, and you can learn those laws.

S.: You just tell him to come right here; I want to speak to him.

Mr. F.: Who?

S.: James.

Mr. F.: I don’t know him. You are a perfect stranger to us, and we are sitting here for the purpose of communicating with spirits.

S.: It was so hard to die. I was determined I wouldn’t die.

Mr. F.: That has made it hard for you.

Mr. B.: Haven’t you friends in spirit life, who have gone before you, that you would like to see?

S.: I have friends, yes.

Mr. B.: Wouldn’t you like to see them?

S.: Oh, I have most forgotten them; the world was so dear to me.

Mrs. B.: This gentleman has a daughter over there, and she wouldn’t come back here for anything.

S.: Perhaps she wasn’t situated as I was.

Mrs. B.: She had everything that heart could wish for.

S.: I feel she must have felt bad.

Mrs. B.: She felt bad, of course, when she went out; but now she wouldn’t come back, it is so beautiful where she is. You will see her; she told us you were coming here to-night. She is a beautiful angel.

S.: I haven’t seen her.

Mrs. B.: You will see her.

Tom [the spirit guide who helps lost spirits find their home and loved ones on the other side]: See here, Miss Nellie.

S.: Yes, sir.

Tom: Do you know that little Lulu is here?

S.: I don’t see her.

Tom: No, you don’t see her, but she is here.

S.: I would like very much to see her.

Tom: She’s a dear little creature. You loved her, didn’t you?

S.: I loved her—I love her—I do love her.

Tom: And she loves you; and, do you know, she is real glad you have come to her.

S.: She shouldn’t feel glad, because she must know what a disappointment it was to me— that it was good for me to stay.

Tom: She loves you so much, and she knows and realises that your body was diseased, and could not bold your spirit any more; and had you got well you would always have been an invalid; you couldn’t have gone about the way you did before you got sick.

S.: Do you really believe that?

Tom: I know it. Lulu told me that, had you not died, you would always have been an invalid; and then James would have tired of you.

S.: I don’t think he could. How could he? How could he?

Tom: He would have tired of you because you couldn’t go around the way you used to; and, you know, he was a frivolous fellow, always wanting to be on the go.

S.: He was full of life, but he was not frivolous.

Tom: In that way he was; and, let me tell you, you will bless the day you entered the new life. Grandma Perkins is glad you have come.

S.: Oh dear! Oh dear!

Tom: Don’t you remember Grandma?

S.: Why, certainly I do.

Tom: You have lots of folks over here that love you. You don’t know half the beautiful things in the life you have now entered.

S.: I don’t see them.

Tom: No, because you are in such an excited condition. You didn’t want to die.

S.: I didn’t want to die. I was right there. It was not right to take me away.

Tom: You know, you were careless and reckless, and took that cold and had that cough.

S.: Who plays the piano?

Mrs. Bailey: I don’t know.

S.: That is beautiful, isn’t it?

Mrs. B.: I can’t hear it.

Mr. Bailey: That music is for you. It is heavenly music.

S.: It is heavenly—very. I guess the gentleman knows who plays, don’t you?

Tom: Oh, yes; that is Flora!

S.: Dear! dear! Isn’t that lovely?

Tom: You remember Flora?

S.: Why, certainly I do! Can she play like that?

Tom: She can now.

S.: Oh, that is beautiful!

Mrs. B.: This gentleman has a daughter over there, and she wouldn’t come back here for anything.

S.: Perhaps she wasn’t situated as I was.

Mrs. B.: She had everything that heart could wish for.

S.: I feel she must have felt bad.

Mrs. B.: She felt bad, of course, when she went out; but now she wouldn’t come back, it is so beautiful where she is. You will see her; she told us you were coming here to-night. She is a beautiful angel.

S.: I haven’t seen her.

Mrs. B.: You will see her.

Tom: See here, Miss Nellie.

S.: Yes, sir.

Tom: Do you know that little Lulu is here?

S.: I don’t see her.

Tom: No, you don’t see her, but she is here.

S.: I would like very much to see her.

Tom: She’s a dear little creature. You loved her, didn’t you?

S.: I loved her—I love her—I do love her.

Tom: And she loves you; and, do you know, she is real glad you have come to her.

S.: She shouldn’t feel glad, because she must know what a disappointment it was to me— that it was good for me to stay.

Tom: She loves you so much, and she knows and realises that your body was diseased, and could not bold your spirit any more; and had you got well you would always have been an invalid; you couldn’t have gone about the way you did before you got sick. 

S.: Do you really believe that?

Tom: I know it. Lulu told me that, had you not died, you would always have been an invalid; and then James would have tired of you.

S.: I don’t think he could. How could he? How could he?

Tom: He would have tired of you because you couldn’t go around the way you used to; and, you know, he was a frivolous fellow, always wanting to be on the go.

S.: He was full of life, but he was not frivolous.

Tom: In that way he was; and, let me tell you, you will bless the day you entered the new life. Grandma Perkins is glad you have come.

S.: Oh dear! Oh dear!

Tom: Don’t you remember Grandma?

S.: Why, certainly I do.

Tom: You have lots of folks over here that love you. You don’t know half the beautiful things in the life you have now entered.

S.: I don’t see them.

Tom: No, because you are in such an excited condition. You didn’t want to die.

S.: I didn’t want to die. I was right there. It was not right to take me away.

Tom: You know, you were careless and reckless, and took that cold and had that cough.

S.: Who plays the piano?

Mrs. B.: I don’t know.

S.: That is beautiful, isn’t it?

Mrs. B.: I can’t hear it.

Mr. B.: That music is for you. It is heavenly music.

S.: It is heavenly—very. I guess the gentleman knows who plays, don’t you?

Tom: Oh, yes; that is Flora!

S.: Dear! dear! Isn’t that lovely?

Tom: You remember Flora?

S.: Why, certainly I do! Can she play like that?

Tom: She can now.

S.: Oh, that is beautiful!

Tom: This is a beautiful life you have entered, when you come to realise it, and grow to it—because it is all growth; every day and every hour of your existence now something new will come into your life which will make you more happy. You were brought here to-night for the purpose of partially working out of that unpleasant condition which you passed out of the body under.

S.: Can I go in that room where Flora is?

Tom: Yes; your friends will take charge of you and teach you about the new life, and show you many beautiful things which will interest you. And I am sure, after a short time, you will begin to feel that all things are well and right with you.

S.: Hear! hear! Isn’t that beautiful? Would you, please, go with me?

Tom: Yes, I will go with you.

S.: I don’t think I can go there. It is too rough, isn’t it? Could you help me?

Tom: I will take you to a beautiful garden

S.: No! no !—I want to go where Flora is!

Tom: You will have to wait a little. One thing you will have to learn is patience.

S.: I want to go now! I must go!—I must go!

Tom: You will have to work to go where she is.

S.: Please take me where she is, will you?

Tom: It is very beautiful where she is, but she has got there through patience and through labour. You will have to perform some duties first before you can have the reward.

S.: Must I be alone?

Tom: Oh, no! you will have good, kind, loving friends to teach you, as fast as your spirit can take it up, of the duties pertaining to the life you have now entered.

S.: I wish that you would, please, take me there! Please, won’t you?

Tom: You speak to Flora—she can hear you.

S.: Do you think she could hear me?

Tom: To be sure, she can hear you!

S.: Flora !—Flora! She doesn’t hear me.

Tom: Oh, yes, she does!

S.: Why doesn’t she answer me?

Tom: Perhaps she can’t now. You call to her again.

S.: Flora!

Flora (in spirit): Come !—come!

S.: You will take me now?

Tom: Yes, I will take you ; but it will take a little time to get there. Didn’t you hear her? She told you to come.

S.: Come, take me !—take me !—please, take me!

Tom: She told you to come.

S.: I can’t go alone. Take me !—take me !—do, please, take me!

Tom: Yes, I will take you; but you can’t go there all at once. I will take you where you will be taught how to go to her.

S.: Do—please, do!

Tom: Yes, I will. I want you to realise that you have entered a very beautiful life—a life of endless progression, where at every advancing step something beautiful will be revealed to you of the glories and wonders of the great universe which is all about you, Will you go now?

S.: Yes.

Tom: Bid these kind friends “Good evening,” and we will go.

S.: Good evening, friends! Good evening !—good evening!

Friends: Good evening! Come and see us again!

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 19, 1890.

We bring a young lady who feels very bad. She doesn’t know she has made the change.—Eva.

Spirit of a young lady: Dear me! I feel as if I am a perfect wanderer. I have no home—nobody will notice me!

Mr. B.: Come and stay with me; I will give you a home! We will notice you.

S.: They don’t notice me at home.

Mr. B.: The trouble with that is there has something happened to you.

S.: I know there has something happened to me, but I can’t tell what it is.

Mr. B.: Don’t you remember being sick?

S.: Yes, sir, I have been sick.

Mr. B.: Would you be surprised if you had passed over?

S.: Passed over where?

Mr. B.: Made the change called death.

S.: I don’t think it could be.

Mr. B.: You know you were very sick.

S.: Yes, I have been very sick; but I can’t tell

Mr. B.: You did make the change called death.

S.: Oh, that is dreadful !—isn’t it? Is this heaven?

Mr. B.: Not at present; but you will soon find the heaven you made for yourself. Everyone in earth life makes their own heaven.

S.: I can’t think of such a thing! I don’t want to die! I can’t die !—I can’t die!

Mr. B.: You were not afraid to die, were you?

S.: Yes, sir; I didn’t want to die. I can’t die !—I can’t die!

Mr. B.: You have made the change; you have passed through all.

S.: Oh, no, no, no! I am here just the same. Mr. B.: You don’t know where you are.

What place do you think you are in?

S.: Oh, dear! oh, dear! It seems so dreadful!

Mrs. B.: Our daughter is over there. She told us you were coming. She is in spirit life, too, and she is very happy.

S.: I didn’t want to go to spirit life. It can’t be! To think I have been sick, and have been neglected, and everything is all wrong! They don’t even recognise me!

Mr. B.: The reason they don’t recognise you is that they can’t see you. When you were in earth life you couldn’t see your friends that had passed over; they couldn’t make you understand—you couldn’t see them.

S.: I know I couldn’t see them.

Mr. B.: Well, it is with you just the same—they cannot see you; you have made the change called death.

S.: I can’t have it so !—I can’t have it so! I wanted to take that journey so bad!

Mr. B.: Dear friend, what journey were you going to take?

S.: I was going to California.

Mrs. B.: I was there last fall.

S.: Isn’t it a beautiful country?

Mrs. B.: Yes. You can go yet.

S.: Oh, I hope so !—I hope so!

Mrs. B.: I know you can.

S.: What time of the year were you here?

Mrs. B.: In November.

S.: Was it lovely?

Mrs. B.: Yes; it was rainy part of the time.

S.: I have heard they have a rainy season there. Oh, I set my heart on going!

Mrs. B.: You can go there in spirit life, and other places, too.

S.: I don’t feel at all as if I could be dead; I am just as live as ever. Don’t tell me

that—I can’t bear it!

Mr. B.: You expected to live after death, didn’t you?

S.: I didn’t know. I couldn’t think how it would be.

Mr. B.: Of course you couldn’t! You only left your old body when you passed over, and now you have a spiritual body; you are just the same.

S.: Oh, I feel wretched !—I feel miserable! What will I do?

Mr. B.: Where did you live?

S.: I lived right here.

Mr. B.: What is the name of the city?

S.: Why, I lived right here in New York.

Mr. B.: You are in Buffalo, N.Y., now. Do you know where Buffalo is?

S.: Yes, sir, I have been there.

Mr. B.: You are there now.

S.: No, sir—no, sir.

Mrs. B.: You are in Porter Avenue, up in the third story of this gentleman’s house.

S.: I don’t understand it at all.

Mrs. B.: This gentleman’s daughter will tell you all about it; you will see her; she is a beautiful spirit like yourself.

S.: Oh, no—no—no— Mr. B.: You will drop these bad feelings very quickly,

and be pleased to know that you have made the change. You have entered a new life, and you have been brought here to be instructed in it.

S.: A new life?

Mr. B.: Yes, new surroundings; you are in spirit life now.

S.: I see nothing new. I only feel that I have been very sick, and I feel very tired. I feel very ill, and my friends have neglected me.

Mr. B.: No, they haven’t. They have buried your old body.

S.: Oh dear! That is a dreadful thing! I am so afraid!

Mrs. B.: Oh, no; you have loving friends that will take care of you. There’s nothing to be afraid of.

S.: If someone would only pray for me.

Mrs. B.: We will pray for you.

S.: Oh, do. Do you think I am going to get well? Ask the Lord to restore me to health, please do.

Mrs. B.: Yes, you will be restored very soon.

S.: Oh, you are a kind lady.

Mrs. B.: I want to be. I want to do all I can to help you.

Mr. B.: I speak to you as I do because I think it will be for your good.

S.: I know there has something happened to me, but it doesn’t seem like death.

Mr. B.: Of course, you have no definite idea of death; you have no means of knowing; but as long as anything is inevitable, it is better to accept the situation and do the best you can.

S.: Who are these people I see?

Mr. B.: We can’t see them, because we are sitting in a room that is perfectly dark. It isn’t dark to you, is it?

S.: No; it isn’t very light, but it isn’t dark.

Mrs. B.: Dear friend, did you ever hear of spiritualists?

S.: Yes, ma’am.

Mrs. B.: That’s what we are, and we are sitting here to try and help you.

S.: That accounts for your talking so strangely. Mrs. B.: We are sitting here to make the conditions so that you can talk to us. By-and-by you won’t be able to speak to us.

S.: That’s a very strange thing, isn’t it?

(She is dematerialised.)

S.: Oh, yes, something has happened to me.

Mr. B.: For a few moments you couldn’t speak to us, could you?

S.: No, something fell off from me; still I was myself all the same.

Mr. B.: You are partially materialised so that you can speak to us, and that that you felt fall from you is the material your spirit is clothed with. We are mortals here.

S.: Could I speak to my friends?

Mr. B.: They don’t know that you arc with them. They don’t understand how to make the proper conditions for you to speak to them.

S.: Dear, that is a dreadful thing.

Mr. B.: Haven’t you friends inspirit life whom you love, and whom you would like to see?

S.: Why, yes, I have friends that have gone to heaven.

Mr. B.: Wouldn’t you like to see them?

S.: I don’t know. Yes, I guess I would.

Mr. B.: They love you still just the same.

S.: How strange it is! Oh, how unhappy I am!

Mr. B.: You shouldn’t be unhappy, because you have entered a life that is much more beautiful than the one you have left.

S.: It don’t look any different.

Mr. B.: It will.

S.: What shall I do? Where can I go?

Tom: I will tell you what to do and where to go.

Mr. B.: That is Tom. He will be a good, kind friend to you.

Tom: Yes, I used to live in New York.

S.: Did you?

Tom: Yes; and I will show you where to go and tell you what to do. You feel real bad, don’t you?

S.: Oh, yes I do. Why, do you know, that gentleman said I have made the change called death?

Tom: Oh, that isn’t anything.

S.: That is everything. That is a dreadful thing—a dreadful thing.

Tom: No, it isn’t; it is very beautiful when you understand it, but you don’t understand it. I feel very sorry for you. I have been in spirit life a good while, and I can take you where it is very beautiful.

S.: Can you?

Tom: Oh, yes.

S.: As beautiful as California?

Tom: Oh, you wouldn’t look at California after you look at some of the things that I can show you. I should think you would rather look at Harry’s face than to see anything in California. You have not forgotten Harry?

S.: Oh, no.

Tom: I’ll tell you, the trouble with you is your whole mind was on that California trip, and you couldn’t think of anything else. And that is the reason you couldn’t see anything that was nice about you. You were all to blame for it yourself.

S.: Oh, don’t scold me.

Tom: I am not going to scold, but if you had followed the advice of your mother, and not gone to that party, you wouldn’t have taken that cold and been sick; but you would go.

S.: I didn’t know I was going to take cold.

Tom: No, I know you didn’t; but you didn’t follow the advice of your mother, and that’s the way with a great many people—they don’t follow the advice that is given them, and then disastrous results follow.

S.: What are all those people doing?

Tom: They are spirits.

S.: Oh, dear!

Tom: You are not afraid of them, are you?

S.: I don’t know.

Tom: There is nothing to be afraid of at all. They will all help you.

S.: What makes part of me melt away so?

Tom: That is the material which the spirit friends have clothed your spirit body with, and when that material passes away from your spirit body it gives you that feeling of melting away.

S.: Do you think I am going to be happy? -

Tom: I know you are after a little time, when you get away from the conditions now about you. You have entered a beautiful life, where you will learn and have everything that is for your own good.

S.: How long have you been dead?

Tom: Who, me?

S.: No, this lady (meaning Mrs. B’).

Tom: That lady isn’t dead.

S.: You told me you were dead.

Mrs. B.: Dear friend, this spirit friend is controlling the organism of this young man.

S.: How is that?

Tom: Would you like to see me?

S.: I do see you.

Tom: No, you only see the young man I am talking through. You just put your hand right here on the young man, and then I will show you myself as a spirit, and take you by your hand, and then you will see the difference. Now you put your hand right on the young man.

S.: Yes, I will.

Tom: There, now you feel, don’t you?

S.: Yes, I feel. Your hand is all right.

Tom: That is the young man’s hand. Now you look at the young man’s head, and I will show you myself, and I will give you my hand.

S.: Yes, do.

Tom: Now you mustn’t be frightened.

S.: Oh, I see the most wonderful thing before me.

Mr. B.: Tell us what you see.

S.: I saw him come right out of his head. How strange that is! That makes me shudder.

Mr. B.: Don’t be afraid.

S.: Yes, I will take your hand. Oh! what a difference, isn’t there? Oh my! Oh my!

Mr. B.: Now you can see him go back.

S.: Oh! Isn’t that lovely? How many there are! That’s a most wonderful sight! He must have a great deal of power. He was a man, surely.

Mrs. B.: It’s the spirit going back into the young man. He will speak to you pretty soon.

Tom: Now didn’t you find it as I told you?

S.: Yes, I saw it. That is a wonderful thing. Why, I never thought it could be, and there are so many of them.

Tom: Oh, yes; those are the spirit friends.

S.: I guess I must try to be reconciled; but I am so disappointed.

Tom: I am sorry for you, and I will take you out of this atmosphere, where you will be able to work out of this disappointment. I will take you to a beautiful place, and my mistress Jennie will help you; she used to live in New York; she was a fine lady. You won’t be afraid to go with me, will you?

S.: Will the Lord accept me?

Tom: Well, I guess he will, because he accepts everybody.

S.: Oh! does he?

Tom: Of course he does.

S.: I haven’t always done right.

Tom: Then you have got to face all the wrong you have done. You are your own saviour. You will be willing to work, won’t you, and make good all the deeds you did which you think weren’t right?

S.: Oh, yes.

Tom: You mustn’t expect to find things as you thought they were—God sitting on a

throne. But I will take you to a beautiful place—a place that is adapted to your wants and needs at the present time; and you will be so pleased and delighted with the many beautiful things about you that that will help you to forget your disappointment.

S.: Who are those fine ladies?

Tom: They are dear spirit friends, who will help you. And, don’t you know, you will be able to see Harry and Lizzie, too.

S.: Oh, I hope so.

Tom: And not only that, but I will tell you what you can do. After you have become

acquainted with your surroundings and some of the laws pertaining to. the life which you have now entered, you can go to your friends and surround them with sweet influence, and help them in sorrow and trouble; and you can prepare a place for them, so that, when they come to make the change you have, you will have a place ready for them, and it will be very beautiful. And perhaps some time I may be able to go with you to your mother, and show you how you may be able to

soothe her some, because she is feeling very sad and lonely. Perhaps I can help you to make her feel you are there, in a dream or something that will give her comfort. I will help you all I can, because I love to help all I can those who have made the change up into brighter conditions.

S.: Oh! those are lovely flowers, aren’t they?

Tom: You don’t know how many beautiful things there are in the life you have now

entered.

S.: Oh, those are beautiful flowers the young lady threw over you.

Mrs. B.: That is the gentleman’s daughter who is helping you. She brought you here tonight. She is very happy.

S.: I think she must be very happy to have such beautiful flowers. Oh, see the little

rosebud he gives the lady.

Mrs. E.: Who gave me the rosebud?

S.: A gentleman. Who is it brings the flowers?

Tom: It is many. They bring the flowers as love offerings to the friends, that they may strengthen their souls and help them around in life’s journey.

S.: Oh, how beautiful things are getting, aren’t they?

Tom: I told you you had entered a beautiful life.

S.: Oh, it is getting beautiful! Who makes that beautiful music?

Tom: It is made by many whose souls are attuned to the sweet harmony of the spheres.

S.: Do you think I could go over there where those Ladies are?

Torn: Oh, yes, in time. I will take you to a beautiful place, where you can rest for a little time; and then you can enter a school where you will be taught by those beautiful ladies.

S.: Can we go now?

Tom: Yes. You bid these good friends” Good-night,” who have been aiding and assisting you; and then I will take you by the hand, and we will go. You can trust me, can’t you?

S.: Yes, I think I can.

Mrs. B.: Tom is a good friend to you.

Tom: I will take you to those who will take you in charge.

S.: Good-night!

Friends: Good-night!

THURSDAY EVENING, OCTOBER 23, 1890.

They have brought us a poor soul whom we will materialise; and perhaps, with the aid of Tom, we can bring him through to-night .—EVA.

Spirit: How do you do, friends?

Friends: How do you do?

S.: I would like to stop here a little while.

Mrs. B.: All right; you are welcome to stay as long as you please.

S.: There is nothing the matter, but I would like to go in the other room.

Mrs. B.: All right; go anywhere you please.

S.: If anyone should look for me, just tell them I am not here.

Mrs. B.: Yes, I will tell them.

S.: I have got a little blood on me; I killed a rabbit.

Mrs. B.: We will protect you here. 

S.: Thank you, madam; you are very kind. Oh!! !— Shut the door, please.

Mrs. B.: Yes, we will shut the door; you needn’t be at all alarmed; you are perfectly safe here.

S.: There is nothing the matter, you know.

Mrs. B.: I merely wanted to assure you that you are perfectly safe here. If anybody comes here, I will send them off.

S.: Yes, do, please. It’s nothing; only we got into a little dispute, you know. That is all.

Mr. F.: What did you do with your rabbit?

S.: Oh, I just left it outside. I didn’t know but what you might notice I had a little blood on my pantaloons. Oh! I didn’t see anything; no, I didn’t see anything.

Mr. F.: What makes you appear to be so nervous?

S.: I am a little nervous, yes; but that is all there is of it.

Tom: Well, I declare, John! What are you doing here?

S.: Don’t mention it. Don’t say anything about me.

Tom: I would like to know what you are doing here?

S.: I just stopped in for a little while to rest me. I was very tired.

Tom: You are welcome to rest here, because these are good friends; they make everyone welcome, and they never tell who they have got with them, so you needn’t be at all alarmed.

S.: The lady seemed to be kind; she said she wouldn’t tell—it’s no matter about that.

Tom: What’s the matter with you?

S.: There’s nothing to tell.

Tom: Why, no; I am sure it is nothing for a man to kill a rabbit.

S.: No, that’s nothing. I didn’t know but they might think it a little strange. Oh! Could I go upstairs a moment?

Mrs. B.: Yes, you are welcome to go upstairs if you want to.

S.: Don’t mention that there is anybody upstairs. I see them coming! Oh God, I see them coming!

Tom: Now you just keep a little quiet. There is nothing going to harm you. Don’t you know you are out of harm’s way now?

S.: Yes, I guess it is all right here. It is very quiet and pleasant here.

Tom: Of course it is, and we are all shut up here, and there is no light; so you see you are safe.

S.: I haven’t been very well.

Tom: You don’t appear well; you appear to be in a very nervous condition. Say, your name is John, isn’t it?

S.: Yes; but no matter about it.

Tom: I don’t care to tell anyone about it, only Sarah told me your name is John. You remember Sarah?

S.: Oh, yes, I remember her very well; but how could she tell you?

Tom: How can one person tell another one anything?

S.: Do you mean Sarah Mansfield?

Tom: Yes.

S.: She died quite a little while ago.

Tom: She is alive just the same.

S.: Well, maybe she is; I don’t know. Oh!!!

Tom: What makes you scream out like that?

S.: I didn’t see anything at all.

Tom: Of course, there’s nothing for you to see. I think you have got the tremens, haven’t you?

S.: Oh, no, no.

Tom: Have you been drinking too much?

S.: Oh, no, no.

Tom: What makes you scream out like that every little while?

S.: It’s just a little nervousness.

Tom: See here, John, I think it would be better for you to tell the truth; because if anyone does anything, and they will confess it and tell the truth, they will feel much better than to keep hiding as you are trying to hide now.

S.: I am not hiding; no, no, I am not hiding.

Tom: There is no use for you to try and keep it back any longer.

S.: I guess I will go.

Tom: No, I want you to stay here, because I am going to take care of you. I will be one of the best friends you ever had.

Mrs. B.: Tell us your trouble.

S.: It’s no trouble.

Tom: Say, John, I have got something to tell you. A long time ago there was a little girl, and her name was Lucy. Do you remember?

S.: Remember Lucy who?

Tom: Your Lucy.

S.: Of course, I remember her.

Tom: Don’t you remember how you used to hold her on your knee and tell her stories?

S.: Yes, but that’s no matter. Don’t speak of it.

Tom: Little Lucy is a very bright spirit now, and she loves her papa.

S.: No, she couldn’t do that.

Tom: Yes, she does.

S.: Have you a little water? I would like to wipe off this stain.

Mrs. B.: Yes, there is a little tub of clean water over there.

S.: It doesn’t look well. Oh! ! !

Tom: Well, I declare! You are the most nervous man I ever saw. What is the matter?

S.: I am trying to wash it out.

Tom: What do you want to wash it out for?

S.: It doesn’t look well. I wasn’t careful, you know, when I killed that rabbit.

Tom: I don’t think you ought to be troubled about that.

S: Well, it might get me into trouble. I would rather have it washed out. There! No! no! no! Oh!!!

Tom: See here, John, I want you to listen to me for a little while. I have got a story to tell you. What made you go down there to that place?

S.: Hush!

Tom: No harm can come to you now.

S.: How do you know anything about it?

Tom: Because I know all your past life and all about you, just as if I had lived right with you; because I can come into your surroundings and come in contact with your condition; and at the present time I can take up your past and read it like an open book.

S.: Please don’t speak quite so loud.

Tom: Your dear friends Sarah and Lucy, and many others, are here at the present time.

S.: Oh, don’t tell me!

Tom: You are not afraid of them, are you?

S.: Yes, I am afraid. Oh God! I am afraid.

Tom: What are you afraid of? They love you, and have come to help you. Say, John, do you know there has something very strange happened to you?

S.: Well, never mind. I know you know all about it, so I will give myself up. You can take me and have me arrested, if you want to.

Tom: I don’t want to have you arrested. You are perfectly safe here, John. You have paid the penalty now.

S.: Oh, I am tired and sick of it.

Tom: Yes, I know; and your friends are sorry for you, and they will help you.

S.: Torture! torture! Oh, don’t speak to me.

Tom: I am very sorry for you; but don’t you know there is a chance for you ?—a chance to work out this wrong?

S.: There is no chance—no chance.

Tom: Oh, yes there is, John.

S.: After all these years of torture? Oh, it is no use. I might as well give myself up; I can cover it up no longer—no longer—no longer.

Tom: Why did you do that? Tell the friends all about it, and you will feel a great deal better; and then I have got something to tell you that will make you feel better. Come, now, John, do it for Lucy’s and Sarah’s sake, because they both love you; and here, now, you have an opportunity and chance; we are all friends. Say, John, did you ever think how it would be when you came to make the change called death?

S.: Oh, I have thought and thought until it has burned into my heart and brain.

Tom: Did you ever think, or could you ever realise, that sometimes people make that

change called death, and they are not aware of it?

S.: No, I don’t know that.

Tom: Do you know, I have had that experience with a great many? I have come in contact with many souls that had made the change called death—that is, had laid aside their body—and they didn’t know it. But their friends see and realise their condition—the friends that have passed out of their bodies and gone on and up into higher spheres—and it makes them feel sad when they realise the condition that those they once loved and still love are in. So it is with your friends at the

present time; they realise your condition; they love you, if possible, more than they ever did. 

S.: That would seem impossible if they know.

Tom: They do know, and they see the unfortunate train of circumstances which forced you to do as you did; and they feel a pity for you, and are anxious to have you started right, that you may as far as possible make restitution for the wrongs which you have committed, so that your soul and spirit may unfold and grow, and that you may outwork the deeds which you committed while in the body.

S.: I haven’t done anything. You talk as if I had done something. Oh!!! There he is! I killed him! I killed him! I killed him! I have said it. I could not endure it any more. I can’t live and see that face— no, no, no. Take and do what you like with me.

Tom: John, do you know you have made the change called death?

S.: I don’t know. Dreadful things have come over me and entered my life. What can I do? I have told you. I have said it. I am glad I have said it. You can send for the authorities as quick as you please.

Tom: The authorities in earth life can have no control over you now. You are where they cannot touch you, cannot harm you, for you have left your old body.

S.: Have I?

Tom: You have.

S.: Well, it matters not—matters not.

Tom: And you have been brought here to-night, not knowing it, by those whose will

power is such that they have the power and will to surround one and bring them to this place, where you have been brought to be aided and assisted out of the terrible condition which you are in.

S.: I will accept any conditions, no matter what. I am so weary. I have tried and tried to cover it up. You know how it is. I have told you.

Tom: I knew how it was before you told me. I am a spirit, the same as yourself; and your friends in spirit life prepared me in a measure to talk to you, and wished me to aid and assist you, and teach you how to work out of the terrible conditions which you surrounded yourself with by the acts and deeds committed while in the body.

S.: It is well if you can help me to wipe out these bloodstains. I will ask no more; they have burned into my soul.

Tom: I can and will help you; but you will have to labour when you are prepared and able to work for others, for there are many in similar conditions to yourself; and one who has passed up and out of those conditions can return into those conditions and aid others. That will be your work when you are sufficiently prepared, for you will have sympathy for others who have made mistakes

like yourself.

S.: Indeed, I would.

Tom: And by helping others in this way it will help you to wipe out these stains which are so burned into your soul. You have been attracted to this place by those who love you; and your spirit has been clothed with material, so that you could speak and practically throw off the terrible weight which was upon your soul. And when that material is withdrawn from you I will take you in charge, and you will feel that there is a part removed, if a small part only, of that terrible weight

which clung to your soul.

S.: I hope and pray it may be so. Thank you, lady, I will go.

Tom: Before you go, wouldn’t you like to see me?

S.: No, no; come right along. Let’s go.

Tom: Bid the kind friends “Good-night,” for they have assisted you much. And you will be willing, won’t you, to try and get to the loved ones—to those who love you?

Rescue circle  62

Another type of cell memory.    Alfred Kitson and a visit to prison.   Getting Physical and the original “Most Haunted” in Victorian times.    Rescue Circles (62)

Rescue work in its various forms and locations continues to this day.  We can even take an outsider’s glimpse of it in such television programs as “Most Haunted ”in England, and “Rescue Mediums” in Canada and other features about  hauntings emanating from various places in and around the USA.  

Some of the locations where earthbounds and extremely distressed souls are found are prisons and mental hospitals.   I have visited both types of institution a few times performing in concerts, and have not wanted to linger long in such atmospheres.  These places have never been the reformatories they were intended to be, and much suffering lingers on, even when the buildings have been converted or torn down and rebuilt as  pubs, hotels, museums and apartments.

We were recently discussing one of the pioneers of Spiritualism and the Lyceum movement, and a friend of Pastor Ray Jones’s family, namely Alfred Kitson. He first met W.T. Stead in 1895 when the latter presided over the General Conference of Spiritualists in London. So we will take this opportunity of giving his account of some rescue work  with former prisoners and jailors who had been earthbound for several centuries.  Those of you who are contemplating undertaking this kind of rescue work will find some useful information in his story.  In particular he points out  the dangerous situations which can easily get out of control in such cases.

For his  encounter with spirits in prison we go back to the 1880s, the same time that the Baileys started their rescue circle in Buffalo, N.Y. and  when the clairvoyant boy was writing his spiritual diary in Yorkshire. This meeting also took place in Yorkshire, at Howley Ruins near Batley.  A few miles North-West of there is Haworth, home of the Brontes, and Keighley, where an ancestor of mine, David Weatherhead, co-founded one of the first Spiritualist journals, “The Yorkshire Spiritual Telegraph” in 1855. 

Alfred Kitson was present with mediums and speakers from the Yorkshire District Spiritualists’ Committee. Here is his account.

“The weather was fine.  The place was the ruins of an historic hall [which included dungeons], said to have been destroyed by Oliver Cromwell.  It was a place of general attraction and holiday resort, and had two or three tea rooms that catered for the public.

At the close of the meetings, the friends were photographed by Mr. Fox, of Batley, who was a local Spiritualist.  Then someone suggested that a meeting be held in the cellars, it being rumoured that there were some earth-bound spirits in them.   The suggestion was eagerly accepted by a number of local Spiritualists, amongst whom was Miss Atkins, the medium of our Home Circle.  The novelty of the affair appealed to their curiosity.  I tried to persuade them not to hold the meetings as there would be trouble if they did.  They begged of me to join them, but I walked away in the hope of drawing them away;  but in vain.  I had not gone far when I heard strains of one of our hymns wafted to me from the cellars.  I proceeded on my way until arrested by hearing my name called in a tone of distress.  I halted to learn what was the matter, when with white face, and panting breath the messenger begged of me to return with him as some of the ‘mediums were under control, screaming and kicking.’

When I arrived on the scene all was in wild commotion and confusion.  Those under control were fighting desperately with all who tried to hold them in restraint.  Miss Atkins was one of the worst affected.  I advised the friends to get all those under control out of the cellars into the open air as quickly as possible.  In my efforts to rescue Miss Atkins I got severely kicked on my shins.  When I succeeded in getting the medium into the open air I was unable to induce the spirit to quit control. It was afraid of being dragged back into its cell of long confinement.  So, assisted by our local friends we led her (the medium under control) to Mr. John Wm. Gales, the ‘caretaker’ of our Meeting Place at Batley Carr.  Even then we had much difficulty to induce the spirit to withdraw.  I had to explain matters very fully to it, and assure it that we were its friends to help, and not enemies to hurt or injure in any way, and so it would not be dragged back into captivity, but would be cared for, and allowed to visit us at our Home Circle and there tell us how it had come to be in its pitiable condition.  At a late hour it withdrew, and we were able to return to our homes.  Thus ended the interest of those visitors to the Mass Meeting who had been eager to enter into the novelty of holding a meeting in the cellars of the old historic ruins. But those of us who later listened to the pitiful story of the rescued spirit found our work just beginning. 

The spirit’s story was to the effect that in the days when the hall was inhabited, this spirit, who gave her name as Everlyne, lived with her husband at Soothill Hall, Oak Road, Batley, and was in the habit of paying friendly calls at Howley Hall [where the lord of the manor no doubt took advantages of his aristocratic privileges!]  On the occasion of what proved to be her last visit, having her little baby girl with her, she was grossly insulted by the master of the hall, and because she indignantly resented his actions and threatened him with exposure, she was deprived of her baby, - which was subsequently killed – and incarcerated in the cell in which the meeting had been held, and after being subjected to many more indignities [torture and rape] she was put to death. 

Strange to say, she had continued to think herself a prisoner, and had remained there in a kind of coma, from which she was awakened by the singing, and by the magnetism of the visitors, and perhaps aided by the spirit people.  As the ‘law of control’ is to enter the organism of the medium by similar sensations as those experienced at death, the spirit lived over again, when controlling Miss Atkins, her desperate struggles with the jailors who had murdered her.  Hence her screams and frantic kicking.

We also learned that when her husband heard she was being detained at the hall, he sought an interview and demanded the immediate release of his wife and child, and vowed revenge if any harm had befallen them.  He was at once overpowered and incarcerated in another part of the cellars, where he was securely chained to the wall and starved to death.  His wife [in spirit]  pleaded piteously for us to go and rescue him, as we had rescued her. 

Having learned the need for caution when liberating those who had passed out of earth life under such tragic circumstances, we talked the matter over with the medium, who willingly promised her services if proper arrangements could be made.  Mr. Joshua Taylor and Mr. Fox accompanied us to the ruins.

The cellar pointed out to us as containing the prisoner faced west and was known as the ‘dark cellar,’ owing to the window being blacked up with a large stone.  Wishing to avoid any accident during the anticipated struggle, I fixed a lighted candle, with clay, to the wall of the cell and cleared all the blocks of stone and rubbish away before the medium and friends entered.  The control was effected with little trouble.  We were able to pacify the spirit with the assurance of being his friends to effect his deliverance and lead him to freedom.  As we were in the act of leading him out of the cell he started back with fright, at the sight of two fierce looking jailors, guarding the door with swords in their hands, as he last remembered seeing them.   Our spirit friends helped us from their side of life all they could, and on our third attempt to approach the doorway a vision of his long-lost wife and child was shown to him.   As his gaze fixed on them his face lit up with a radiant smile, and with arms out-stretched to them he rushed forward calling, ‘Evelyne, Evelyne and my child.  At last!  At last!’

The vision had imbued him with courage to throw all fear of his jailors on one side and leave his prison cell for light and freedom.  But his strength failed as soon as he was safely outside. He sank on to a stone at the top of the cellar steps.  He had been starved to death and so all the pangs of starvation began to assert themselves on his controlling a mortal body.  The medium presented a famished appearance.  She begged piteously for food, and began to gnaw the finger ends. We hurriedly dispatched Mr. Fox’s son, Richard, who had been permitted to accompany his father, for food and milk to Mr. J. Gibson’s, who catered for visitors. He returned with biscuits and mineral waters, they having sold out both bread and milk.  The biscuits were ravenously disposed of, the controlled medium only chewing them sufficiently to allow ‘him’ to swallow them.  It was a most pitiful sight to see exhibited through a medium, who only a short time previously had partaken of a good tea!

When his hunger was appeased he thanked us most gratefully for the help given him, and learning the nature of our mission, and how long he had been confined in his cell, he seemed to regain his memory of the closing incidents of his earth life, and the treachery of his false friend.  He vowed to have revenge for the cruel wrong done to himself, wife and child.  It was in vain we pointed out that thirsting for revenge would debar his spiritual progress and delay his reunion with his wife and child.  But all we could do or say would not dissuade him from his purpose.   So he left us on his mission of revenge on his wife’s betrayer and murderer.

We were assured that there was another victim of foul play, a female, lying in one of the cellars.  She had been employed as a procuratress, and had been slain when her master had grow tired of her services.  At the earnest solicitation of our spirit friends, those angels of love and sympathy, we paid another visit to the ruins to try and effect her rescue. As our actions were being closely watched by a public whose curiosity had been roused by rumours of our visits, and wishing to avoid their attention we decided to pay our visit at 6 a.m. the following Sunday; the party to consist of myself, Miss Atkins (the medium), Miss Rachel Ann Armitage, and my brother James, all members of our Home Circle.  We were successful in our mission of love and mercy.

Our spirit friends next requested that we try to bring away the two jailors who had kept guard over Evelyne’s husband.  I pointed out to our spirit helpers how very difficult it was for me to visit the ruins without the rabble following to make rude jests,  and impute wrong motives.  I knew it was possible for our spirit friends to bring the jailors to us by reason of the magnetic connections we had made by our personal visits.  The task of liberation would be harder for our spirit friends to accomplish, but under the circumstances the request was considered a reasonable one, and granted. 

The jailors were brought one at a time, a meeting or circle being devoted to each one.   They proved to be rough, rude fellows without any compassion.  Each one in turn was full of antagonism, and threatened us with severe punishment for daring to forcibly bring them away from their post of duty.  They, too, seemed to be unaware of their death and of the lapse of time.  They were, also, unaware that the hall, once so large and imposing, was a mass of ruins.  This was explained to them, and in confirmation it was pointed out that visitors were now able to walk at will through the cellars and they, the jailors, were unable to stop them.  They admitted the fact, and also their surprise that none of the visitors took any notice of them, nor heeded their command to go away.  These facts helped to convince them of their changed state of being, that of having left their mortal bodies, and that they were denizens of a spirit world, and so were invisible to mortal eyes.

Lady Evelyne, the one whom we rescued first, paid occasional visits to our circle, and never failed to thank us for her happy deliverance.  She regretted her inability to persuade her husband to cease seeking his enemy to have his revenge on him.  She expressed her great delight at finding her little baby girl, who had been violently taken from her arms, grown into a young woman, clothed in robes of angelic radiance.

Our spirit guardians informed us there were other cellars belonging to the ancient hall that were closed or hidden from view. A careful inspection of the ground seems to confirm the statement.  But no effort has been made to test it.

Rescue Circles (63)  What has happened to Hitler?

 

In the previous episode Alfred Kitson helped
rescue the jailors and their victims who remained
earthbound for centuries, attached to the cells and
dungeons of a ruined manor house in Yorkshire. Now
here is the spirit of a woman who died in 1944 in a
concentration camp towards the end of World War II.
She stayed on to rescue the many earthbounds there.
She came back twenty-six years later to talk at a
direct voice séance, and was recognized by a sitter
who had been a survivor at the same camp and had
known her, corroborating the details of her
personality and the circumstances of her death. She
spoke with a strong German accent, often using the
grammar and word order of German phrases. Here are
some excerpts from that séance which will throw light
onto what happens to evil tyrants like Hitler and his
cruel henchmen. [My own father was one of the troops
opening up and freeing these camps* as the war ended,
and he was never the same person after seeing such
appalling atrocities. Richard R.]

SPIRIT VOICE Can you hear me? I was a medium and
a doctor, but it was very difficult in Germany before
the war. My husband was Jewish, and I half – my
mother was a Jew. In the concentration camp I was
able to help a little, but not much. It was terrible.
I don’t want to talk about that. But I am very
interested in all this spiritual [rescue] work, and I
am here today with my husband. When I died, it was
terrible, terrible. There were so many people. I
spent a long time helping people when they came here
from your side, from the camp, when I was dead. I
wanted to help people, and I didn’t leave the camp. I
stayed there. I was dead. I stayed there with many
other people to help these souls when they came over,
because there were terrible, appalling conditions.
Many people like myself were helping people off
from your side to this and helping them to understand
everything and put them into safe hands, to meet their
loved ones and their friends. Then they received much
help and then they go into the spheres with their own
loved ones and they are looked after.
But there were some in the camp that were special
cases, and I was very interested in helping them, and
the young children - it was terrible. My husband and
I and many others stayed all through the last year of
the war to help these souls. You know that place is
terrible now. They have made changes there, but
there is a horrible atmosphere. It would be best to
get completely rid of it. It would be no good to keep
it. It does not help, although there is a reason to
preserve it [as a museum, for the record]. This must
be eradicated. It was horrible. There are still
earthbounds around these camps that we try to help.
Some of them cling to earth. You would think quite
rightly that anyone who had been in such places would
be happy to be away from it, but there are some few
people who are drawn to it. I try to help them away
from it. It is not a good atmosphere. It is as if
there is a place where there is so much misery, so
much terrible thought force built up over a long
period by thousands of souls who are unhappy, and
desperate, and whose vibrations are left behind. It
is a difficult thing for people to understand this.
When terrible things happen on earth at some place, it
becomes impregnated with this feeling or atmosphere.
It is not that the individuals, the people themselves
are there, but they have left behind such strong
thought forces that these things are very real. I
don’t think people know enough about the power of the
mind and what it can do. It can create this
tremendous, terrible atmosphere in these places. It
is impregnated into the very earth, and here in this
place you feel it if you are sensitive at all, here on
your side, if you should visit such a place. It is
dreadful and there are still some individual souls who
cling there. We help them if we can, but it is
difficult. It is not only that, but the whole
atmosphere which has been impregnated with the
suffering of thousands of people of all ages and all
types. Some of the people there have left behind such
terrible vibrations and feelings. These things are
very strong.

SITTER: How do you deal with earthbounds over there?

SPIRIT Well, of course, we work with groups of
souls. Some deliberately maintain contact with earth
by holding on to earth’s memories and earth conditions
with the main object of being in tune, as far as it is
possible, so as to be in touch with some of these
individual earthbounds who are in desperate need – so
that we can be in the same vibration, on the same
thought wavelength, accordingly as we can become
visible and conscious to them. Others who are not so
close, not on the same vibration – we work on
different levels of consciousness, and we have to
release the individual that is earthbound, or in that
state of consciousness that is holding them. We have
to do this in various ways by talking and explaining
to them what has happened, that there’s nothing to be
gained by holding on to the earth and past memories,
that there are people on this [spirit] side of life
who are anxious to meet them who love them. There is
a different way of life. There is much more. There is
a fuller existence. They must release themselves.
This must be done by the individual. You can help a
person only so far. You can talk to them, you can
gradually try to release them from the strong thought
vibration of material things and gradually open the
path for them away from the atmosphere, the thought
forces, which hold them. Then others will take over
and lead them into a higher thought vibration. This
is a training in a way. It is like teaching a child
in a school. It is learning its lessons gradually.
It is unfamiliar with certain things. The teacher has
to impress them and show them and try to guide them
and help them slowly. These are people who are
earthbound children and they need this gradual
bringing out and developing and releasing of old
states and old ideas and bringing them to this
different realization which other souls have on other
levels of consciousness and they are handed to others
who then place them in a hostel or other place where
they can be cared for and gradually brought back to
mental health, spiritual health. It doesn’t always
come quickly.

SITTER What are these places like?

SPIRIT They are like hospitals, but I don’t mean
they are all lying in bed in a ward, no – it is more
like a hotel. It is a beautiful place with beautiful
scenery, nature and everything around them for
comfort. There are things that appeal to the mind
which play a very important part and there are
professors there, professionals in their own
particular field, specialists who have made a study of
the individual human soul rather than the brain. They
are able to gradually bring them out and release them
from the fixed thoughts they have had which
distressed them and held them back. We have to train
people here away from their so predominantly material
thoughts, train them to think differently and express
themselves in a different, more sensitive way, to
convince them that they are spiritual beings and that
they must lose the physical aspect, and release the
material though forces which have been holding them so
fast. And here they are shown various things as in a
movie theatre, where they can see all sorts of things
associated with themselves and also various aspects of
life to come, that is, spheres of activities where
they can do the various things which they have now
become accustomed to, on a different thought vibration
and wavelength. They begin to realize that there are
other things, more wonderful things, which they can’t
do until they release themselves from material
thoughts and until they lose the desire for certain
things, such as revenge, for instance.
Now this is a very important aspect of these
places [concentration camps]. You have here countless
people’s thought forces of hatred and desire to take
revenge and the atmosphere is very strong. People
must learn no longer to hate. They must learn to
forgive. They must realize that the people
responsible for these terrible things were themselves
mentally ill.

SITTER What happens to these cruel people?

SPIRIT Yes, this is true. There are not only the
victims to consider, there are the people who were
responsible for many of the terrible things that
happened. These places also contain their thought
forces and the earthbounds who were associated there.
They too have not changed. They are still much the
same even after so long a time. You get these people
who are still held by these thoughts, these forces,
and they need to be released and we try to help them
too. We do not differentiate between the victim and
the persecutor. To us the persecutor is possibly
more in need of help than the victim, because these
people are mentally sick. We must try to realize that
although much happened that was appalling and untold
numbers of innocent people suffered terribly because
of these people, who in most cases were mentally ill.
They were sick in the mind and they were under evil
influences and we must never forget there are evil
influences and people who cling to earth who are
detrimental, who have never advanced spiritually. They
are in themselves wholly concerned in influencing
people on earth in the wrong way. That is why they
are so dangerous.

SITTER When they reach the other side, do they
feel remorse?

SPIRIT Well, this is it, you see. We have to try
to make people see and understand that forgiveness is
so important. It is no good forgiving on the surface.
You must feel it intensely in your innermost self.
Everyone must realize that here you are as you are,
completely so. You cannot deceive yourself nor anyone
else. Therefore everything must spring from the
innermost heart, the deepest feelings. Until you can
learn to forgive, you cannot hope to advance
spiritually. This is the big problem that most people
have. This doesn’t only apply to the souls who were
in concentration camps, it applies to many fields and
ways of life. There are many ordinary people in your
world who have intense dislikes and great animosity.
You have to forget and get rid of this. You cannot
advance spiritually until you are completely cleansed
of all the bitterness, malice, hatred and intolerance.
This is why your world is suffering so dreadfully.
Everything that is happening today in your world is
through man’s intolerance, hatred and impatience. All
the things that are transpiring today are the natural
development of wrong thinking in the past and all
things come to a head. Man has not learned nor
appreciated the lessons.

Over here it applies too. On the lower spheres
you have to gradually evolve. This is what is so
funny when people say ‘When so and so dies he goes to
paradise!’ Everyone must find their own level, and
until they have made changes in their own nature and
learned from within themselves, they will no start to
progress. Then they will reach the realization that
love is the predominant thing. It is the only key, I
would say, to unlock the door of eternal happiness and
knowledge and everything that is good. There is too
much bitterness, too much hatred, too much malice, too
much intolerance. This is what brought about the last
war. This is where it all commenced, within
individuals’ hearts and feelings and then it became
a great thing in Germany as you know, it was hatred.
Intolerance is terrible. Ach! Have tolerance!
Once you have tolerance you can begin to develop and
evolve. You must try to see what the other person
feels and why they feel. Often they think wrongly
because they have made a mistake.

SITTER What has happened to Hitler on the other
side?

SPIRIT Well, I only know what I have been told,
and that is that he is in a very low state obviously.
He has much to be redeemed and has much to undo as far
as it is humanly possible. You cannot undo the
terrible things that happened physically to people.
But to some extent one can help to undo things
mentally. This is what I am trying to say –
everything here is mental and one must change one’s
aspect of thought in a mental way. One must try and
think what one can achieve and do by desiring deep
within oneself and to set an example or to make
yourself an example to others. I think there is very
little hope for someone like Hitler until the whole
mass of people who suffered through him are healed and
can forgive.
There are many who are anxious to help him, who
no longer bear ill-feeling or resentment or no longer
feel the kind of thoughts which were common to them
when they were on earth or when they first come here.
As the people who suffered change, so it will have an
influence and affect him and help him to change. But
he is going to take a long time, because there are
still thousands and thousands of people who suffered
terribly. Some still on earth, of course; and the
feelings towards Hitler are so strong in a mental
sense, so full of dislike and hatred. These thoughts
are obviously affecting him, which is understandable.
The point is, whatever a person or group of people
send out in their thought forces, negative thoughts
can or will have a terrible effect. If it is good
thoughts, there will be a good effect, you see. This
is it. There are still numbers of people who send out
these negative thoughts towards Hitler and Himmler and
all these other people and of course it is holding
them down. Until they have been forgiven they cannot
hope to make much progress, even though they may
strive within themselves. This may sound unjust, but
it is true. As you sow, so you reap. It is natural
law. You cannot escape from it. And Hitler is now
in a state of gradual evolution. But it is so gradual
that it is hardly perceptible. I think that it is
true to say from what I am told that there is great
change in his outlook. Great change within himself.
He realizes the foolishness and the stupidity and the
appalling things that were done. But then he was not
altogether responsible for that. He was not himself
normal. He was to some extent a man whose mind was
unbalanced and he was surrounded by people who were as
bad if not worse than himself. I do not make excuses
for him, but at the same time one must try to see the
whole picture. These people were very evil and they
were drawing to themselves evil forces and for a time
the evil forces took over.

SITTER Were these forces from another form or
order of life altogether?

SPIRIT No, No! You see, if you send out a certain
force you can attract people of like manner from this
life in spirit and from your side. You surround
yourself in your material life with material people of
like mind and so you draw people who are mischievous
and evil sometimes and you build up some things which
will outwardly expand and grow. All these movements
and organizations, they are built on thought
vibrations and you are building something very real.
This is why it is important that leaders of
nations should be right minded, right thinking. They
should put themselves in the background; they should
not be seeking power for power’s sake, but they should
only be seeking it so that they can serve humanity in
the highest possible way. That of course is how
people achieve greatness in high places, as the world
understands it. Then you get very ambitious
materialistic men who bring all manner of problems and
troubles from which thousands of people suffer. A
man who wants to achieve in your world, if he wants to
do a great work and become a great leader, first of
all he must be spiritually aware, spiritually
conscious of the great responsibility placed upon him.
He should think only of the good of humanity in the
fullest sense of the word. He must not be narrow. He
must not have the desire in himself for self at all.
He must be completely self-less. He must give himself
in love and service to all humanity, not just for his
own country and people, but for the world. He should
try to see that he has a responsibility to all God’s
children, irrespective of their race, color or creed.
He must be self-less. He must be completely given to
the world. Ach, it is very difficult.
I cannot tell you all this in a few seconds. It
is a complex matter, and so many factors have to be
considered and people differ according to their lives
and state of evolution. But I just want you to know
that light will attract light. That is important when
you attract these guardian angels. Think on the
highest possible level, desiring only that which is
good, so that we may come a talk with you, and give
you insights, information and guidance. It is very
important. But you don’t realize it can be dangerous.
Leaders must try and release themselves from all
material things. But I must go. Goodbye. Goodbye!

*The holocaust was not a myth, as some Neo-Nazis
claim. The Third Reich’s documents and the films of
concentration camps made by the Nazis themselves serve
as historical records, as do the reports of the
survivors and the allied forces who rescued them, and
the accounts given these witnesses from the spirit
worlds. There is one film made by the Nazis themselves
in 1944 called “Theresienstadt – the Fuhrer gives a
City to the Jews” which is pure myth, made for
propaganda purposes. The place was actually an
overcrowded transit camp for prisoners en route to the
gas chambers of Auschwitz, where the spirit in the
above séance and her husband died.
Goebbels hired the Jewish director Kurt Gerron,
who had appeared in Marlene Dietrich’s famous “Blue
Angel” in 1930. He shot the film as instructed,
depicting the place as a model Jewish settlement, or
city of paradise. The overcrowding was temporarily
curtailed by sending extra shipments of prisoners off
to the gas chambers while the filming took place. It
was made to look like a holiday village, a paradise
for the Jews and foreigners. There were apparently
ideal living conditions, play schools and gyms for the
children, theatrical productions, arts and crafts, and
as a climax to the film, there was a fine performance
by a massed choir of Verdi’s Requiem Mass. Even the
Red Cross came and saw the town, and was impressed
(and deceived by) the apparent excellent living
conditions. As soon as the film was in the can, all
the participants were shipped quietly away to be
gassed at Auschwitz, including Kurt Gerron and his
wife. A sad story that turns the stomach, that such
inhumanity could be inflicted on millions of innocent
people, not only Jews, but just as many others,
Germans, foreigners and political dissidents alike.



Rescue Circles (64)  Reactions to violent acts – 9/11, terrorists and victims needing rescue.

 
   Some material has just come into my hands of spirits coming through from the 9/11 tragedy, at the same time as my seeing a rebroadcast with an interview with the Dalai Lama, and finding an article in the Saturday Review from fifty years ago by Norman Cousins about Nuclear Weapons and WMD and their use.  Since today August 6 is the anniversary of the dropping of the first atom bomb, on Hiroshima, August 6, 1945, I thought it would be useful for all of us reflect on what has happened as we read these accounts, including one by a victim working in the twin towers, and some of the terrorists.  

    First of all, here is the Dalai Lama interviewed earlier this year by CBC reporter Evan Solomon.  At the present moment the Dalai Lama is against confronting China with violent demonstrations over oppression in Tibet, nor does he want to use the Olympic Games as a way of bargaining for independence. He would like to obtain freedom for Tibetans in a non-violent way, and remind China of their human rights abuses.  Here is a short excerpt from the interview:

Dalai Lama:  “September 11, that unbelievable tragedy.  The next day, 12th September 2001, I wrote a letter to President Bush, since I already knew him - we’d already developed some closer feelings.  I wrote him  a letter, and while I expressed my condolences and sadness for such a tragedy, I also mentioned the counter measure for such a thing, the best thing is, hopefully a non-violent way.   I expressed that wish.  Then when I met him on a later occasion, I expressed my concern that ‘since our last meeting, you take some decisive action.’ I said.  I simply mentioned that.  I said ‘Some of your policies concerned in that, I have some reservations!’  But as a person I really loved him.  Very nice.”  

   The Dalai Lama went on to discuss the Buddhist concept of love, which comprises many different levels, parent for child, child for parent, sexual love, etc etc.  The Buddhist rules governing love also govern how he approaches politics.  There is another level of love, showing to other  people, even your enemy, that kind of love which is really profound love, genuine love [the Christina concept of “love thy neighbour.”]  You have to train your mind to use it, at that level.  
   

( Now, here is some 9/11 material from the rescue group in England. transcribed from the audiotapes of the sessions ). 

Group (one or another of the group members facilitating the rescue work. One or both mediums are in trance, through whom the spirits speak).

Group -  What’s your trouble, friend?

Spirit - This is nothing like what I was told.

Group - Did you expect something very nice?
Spirit - Yes.

Group - And what have you found?  Is it light or dark where you are?

Spirit - It is neither light nor dark.

Group - Have you met any of your family?


Spirit - No.  In other words, I am a miserable so and so.

Group - I think we can help you.  What were you told to expect?  What was it you were looking for?  Was it a Paradise?

Spirit - Yes. The Paradise.  A lot of talk.

Group - Is that the one in the Koran? (He nods)  I thought so.  Unfortunately, people don’t go there right away.  It’s something one works up to - but they don’t tell you that, do they?  They say it is going to be there.  There is a most beautiful Paradise, but you have to work your way there, and we can help you to do that.  Now, is there anybody who’s already passed over, that you would like to see - perhaps one of your family? Father, Mother?

Spirit - More so the father, than the mother.

Group - Was your mother not very loving?

Spirit - Oh!  She was loving within herself, but our way of life is different.

Group - We’ll have to see if we can get your father to come, and he can advise you of all the things that lie ahead.  You must help us and we’ll see what we can do.  A group of us here are going to wish very strongly for your father to come and speak to you.  You must help us, and wish for your father to come.  Will you do this?

Spirit - I will, but I would like to thank that gentleman here from the spirit world, who has put the energy forward for me (the medium’s guide, Grey Cloud).

Group - He will appreciate that.  Now let’s think about your father.  Make a strong wish to see him and then see what happens.  Make a wish now!
(Silence)  Keep wishing.

Spirit - Hmm.

Group - Can you see him?

Spirit - Yes, and he has brought all the lights with him - a path to Paradise, or Heaven, whatever you like to call it.

Group - Is he speaking to you?

Spirit - Yes, he is trying to explain that I am not, as you would say, going to Paradise.

Group - He can take you to a nice place.

Spirit -I think I may have done many things that were wrong.

     (Another spirit now speaks through another medium).

Spirit (2) - It is your own anger that has kept your helpers at bay.  If you had controlled your anger there were those there to help you, and lead you away from the darkness.  We have brought you here so that these people may extend help, as this was the only way we could help you.

Spirit (1) - Yes, and that’s why it was some time before I began to talk to you- because it was so strange to feel that I could talk.

Spirit (2) - We understand.  We have all suffered and come to terms with things we have done wrong.

Spirit (1) - You see, we were told of this wonderful place from child up to manhood, but when things happen, there is nothing there.

Spirit (2) This is the first step.  You are on your way.  There is something for you, but it is unfortunate that you were not able to fulfil all the instructions of your teachers.  You only picked out the parts that were of interest to you.

Spirit (1) - Yes - that is so.

Group - You are not the first to come to us with exactly this complaint - it is quite common.  All, in time, will make their way to the lovely places.

Spirit (1) - This is not a complaint but a very big disappointment for me.

Group - Will you go with your father now, he could take you.

Spirit (1) - Oh yes, I will go with my father.  I will come back.

Group - Good.  We should like you to come back.  For now we say, “God Bless!” and on you go.

Spirit (1) - I am sorry that I  have been so much of a worry to you.

Group - Thank you for that, but it is our joy to help people.

Spirit(1) - I will go.

Group - Farewell.  Be happy!


Rescue Circles (65)  A Twin Towers victim and a Salvationist.

Other lost spirits in need of help for direction towards their place in the spirit worlds came through in turn to visit the rescue group. In contrast to the Muslim looking for his Paradise, here is a Christian Salvationist looking for her place in Heaven. 

Cse # 19  Helping a Devoted Salvationist.

Spirit (Singing loudly) - “Marching as to war, (with the cross of Jesus going on before).”  I’ve a meeting to attend.

Group - Could I ask your name please?

Spirit - I’m not sure I should give my name to a perfect stranger.

Group - Oh well, don’t worry about it.  I just wanted to ask you, are you happy?  Can we help you in any way?

Spirit -That is not anybody’s concern except my own.  I’m in the Salvation Army, here to save souls.  Does your soul need saving?

Group - I think it does.  I think all our souls need saving.

Spirit - We used to sing “Onward Christian Soldiers”, and sometimes it was very difficult to get people to join in.

Group - Can I explain one thing to you, which I think you don’t know, and that is, that you have died and passed over?

Spirit - Oh, don’t be ridiculous!

Group - Into the next world, and this is why you are now speaking to us through the body of a lady (the medium).

Spirit - A lady?

Group - Who is allowing you to speak, so that we can come to your aid and help you.

Spirit - But I am a lady!

Group - And this is a lady who is allowing you to speak to us, because we are still on earth, but you have moved over into the afterlife.

Spirit - How come I haven’t seen God then?

Group - You’ve got to wait a bit - you’ve got things to do first.

Spirit - And where’s Jesus?  He should be here!

Group - That’s all coming later.

Spirit - Promises, promises, I don’t know!

Group - Well, you see, you can’t expect everything at once.

Spirit - But I do - that’s one of my unfortunate characteristics.

Group - Patience is one of the virtues, and if you like to listen to us, I think we can be of service to you, and help you to a most beautiful place which is waiting for you.  Now, it’s a bit of a shock to realize that you’ve died, but you’re a sensible person, and know that everyone has to die, so it’s not so surprising, really.

Spirit - I didn’t expect it quite so soon.

Group - Well, everybody thinks the same.  What I would like to ask you is, is there anybody that you know that has passed over, who you were fond of, who you would like to see again?

Spirit - Brother John.  He used to play the drum - the big drum.  He went off not very long ago.

Group - Well, if you like, we’ll see if we can get him to come to you, and then you’ll have somebody with you that you can talk to, who’ll tell you all about this new life.  I want you to make a big wish: “Please could you come to me, Brother John?”  Now, there’s a group of us here, and we’re all going to wish for Brother John to come to you.  You make a big wish and we’ll wait and see what happens.  (Silence).  Keep wishing, you may see someone coming.

Spirit - Do you think you could say the Lord’s Prayer with me?

Group - Of course!  (We all recited the prayer).  Now Brother John, could you come to help, please?  We’re waiting.

Spirit - I can see them all, with the drums, on the corner of that street.

Group - Good!

Spirit - Perhaps, if I go and join them, I won’t be intruding, maybe I can join in.

Group - They’ll be glad to see you - go and join in!

Spirit - Oh, it was a joy to join in.  I’ve been longing to see them, and I thank you for saying the prayer with me.  Oh, I feel so much better!  The excitement of the Lord is upon me.  I’ll go with them.

Group - God bless you.

Spirit - I can go along with Brother John, now.  We are going to do the Lord’s work, even here.  Thank you for letting me come.  I’m sorry I was so rude.  I didn’t mean any harm.  I’m a little bit on the bossy side.  You get accosted by all sorts of strange men, and they may take advantage of the fact that you’re a woman, so I had to sort them out and let them know who was who.  Did I tell you my name?

Group - No.

Spirit - Mary Maud.

Group - We shall remember you, Mary Maud.  Be happy.

Mary Maud - I’ll say goodbye.

Group - Goodbye.

[The spirit helper who spoke after these two ladies, (a nun speaking previously, and Mary Maud), said they were simple, well-meaning souls, who had not found the higher self, within, but had followed a routine by habit, without much thought.  They were good people, wrongly guided].



   At another session, a victim of 9/11 made an appearance.  Here is what was said.  This session, as the previous two extracts, is taken from  “Dead Rescue or the techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans, Con-Psy Publications. 2007.

Case # 34.  9/11  The Twin Towers.   A Victim talks:

      Michael Evans writes: “On 20th September 2001, between 
3 and 4  p.m. G.M.T., we were visited by a spirit, who spoke through one of our team of mediums.  She explained that she had passed when working in the World Trade Center Building on the 11th September.  I give below a transcript of the recording I made at the time of the spirit speaking through the entranced medium:  

Spirit:     My name is Margaret.

Group:    Welcome, Margaret.

Spirit of Margaret:     I was one of the English people who were killed.  We know more or less what happened and I have just asked if I could come, just to give thanks for all the prayers that helped us, and to reassure you that there has been much help.   There are a few wandering around, confused, but they have helpers with them - working with them.
     It’s just taking a bit longer with them, but it leaves us all, ‘en masse,’  in a very shocked state of mind, particularly as most of us are fairly young and have families.  I don’t think there is much I can tell you other than what you have seen.  We have been talking to each other and sharing our experiences of what happened to each of us.  Some have recovered fairly quickly, and were able to join in with the help - in the rescue of the people who are overwhelmed by their experience of coming to this side, and finding that they’re not dead.  We have found that by talking to each other, and helping, it is helping us to come to terms with the sudden change in our circumstances.  We obviously have not gone on yet, to the place wherever we’re going to settle.  We’ve been told there’s some other place we can go to but we need to be around for a while.

    We are in another dimension - it’s beautiful where we are - but we need to still feel we are in contact with our people - those we worked with - the families of those we worked with, and because of the mass sorrow, it affects quite a lot of them on this side.  They are, some of them, experienced, and so are their relatives.  We find the healing that has been given to us is helping us, and by being allowed to help as well, or to be around for a while, it helps us to overcome the shock.  Do you understand this?

Group:     We do.  Is there anything you would like us to tell people about the circumstances?  Would you like them to know how you are getting on?

Margaret:     Well, I’d like them to know that I’m not non-existing, that I do have a life, and that life will continue.  It will take me a while to overcome my feelings of grief, myself, and I may have to go for a rest somewhere, but in the meantime I’m staying around to give help.  Sometimes help is just sitting with someone while they’re in a state of shock, or perhaps leading someone into the healing center, or leading them into a quiet garden, where they can absorb - or we can all absorb - the higher vibrations, away from that terrible, terrible accident - well it wasn’t so much an accident, was it,  but we thought it was at first.  I was in the first one.

Group.   Were you - did you know you were hi-jacked?

Margaret:   I wasn’t in the plane - I was in the building so we didn’t really know what had happened.  We just thought it was an accident of a plane coming in the wrong direction.  It was only talking to the others, and the people who helped, who explained to us the situation.

     I think people need to ask themselves, really - the government need to ask themselves - what causes so much hatred?  Are they doing something that causes people to be so afraid?  If you think about the different systems that human beings are brought up under, if it is a closed system and no alternate way of thinking is allowed in, these people have been brain-washed from childhood.  That which is put into the minds of children is very hard to eliminate.  So if people could bear in mind what they teach their children - if they teach children about fear, they help to bring up frightened children who grow into frightened human beings.  If you teach them compassion for each other, you bring up compassionate human beings.

     In a sense we can feel sorry for the men who took part in this act.  They thought they were doing the right thing.  In a sense they’re not allowed to think too much for themselves.  They have to follow instructions or fear being cast out of their belief system, and that is a fearful thing, also.  Open minds, and open hearts is what is required here and I, for one, would not want anything - retaliation - in revenge.  There are always people who get caught up in these wars - children again - and you continue to sow the seeds of fear and anger.

Group:    Did you know there was a life after death?

Margaret:     Well, I believed there was a life after death, but I hadn’t really gone into it in any depth - I just felt there must be something.  I was not a religious person.  I believed in a higher power and I put my trust in the higher power that there would be something for me round the corner.  I trusted while I was alive that there was always something round the corner for me, and I still go on believing that.

Group:     Have you met anybody you knew that had already passed over?

Margaret:    No.  These people who came to help, just emanated so much kindness that they felt like old friends.  They took me in hand and said, “Come on, Margaret, there’s no need to hang around there for the moment.   Just follow everybody else.  Come and have a cup of coffee.”   It’s amazing what a cup of coffee does.  I think in England I was more for tea but you get in the way of the Americans here.   I don’t think there’s  anything  else I’d better say at the moment.

Group:   Were you taken away before the actual accident or crash?

Margaret:     No.

Group:    You actually experienced that, did you?

Margaret:  Yes, but there’s so much smoke that within minutes - well less than that really -  in some instances it was instant, whereas on the floor where the plane landed, you could say it was instant; for those on the different floors it would either be the masonry or the smoke would get you in a few minutes or fire.  I think you’d have to speak to those individually.  I can’t say whether those in the planes went beforehand or whether those on the other floors went before the accident.  All I can really say, is what happened to me, and one or two on the same floor as me.  It’s very confusing and when it goes black - dark - some people are rushing down the stairs and other people are falling down, and everything starts to crumble!

Group:   It must have been terrible!

Margaret.  Yes, fortunately it wasn’t very long.  It’s such a difference in the situation.  It’s such a relief to find you are not in pain and that you are away from it.  I will leave you now.

Group:  Thank you so much for coming.

[to be continued]      


Rescue Circles (66)  Music and Colour

Music and Colour on the Spirit Spheres: A bank manager in spirit:  a spirit hospital:  more from Norman Cousins.

   As we have seen in the previous episodes, both  terrorists and victims survived the destruction of the Twin Towers on 9/11, as do all participants of war and violence, and are able to come back to show that they still exist.  So what is the point of war, terror and retaliation?  Nothing positive is achieved.   

     Spirits can intervene and help us avoid individual accidents and disasters, though neither they, nor God Himself, the Great Spirit, Deus Ex Machina, will come down and rescue us all from our own folly.  We are here to learn by trial and error, it seems.  However, we can ask for guidance, ideas and inspiration to help us solve our problems.  Many spirits have come back to say how they are interested in their own particular area of expertise and search to see how they can contribute to alleviate our suffering  by influencing us here on earth.  Scientists give us ideas for new inventions,  and so on.   We have our own watchdogs on earth to help us, of course, Al Gore, Jimmy Carter, Ralph Nader, Norman Cousins, and all kinds of activists, advocates and protesters.  We can help, too,  by choosing and  electing honest politicians, and being honest in our own dealings. 

     There is a bank manager who passed some fifty years ago, but who  came through recently in one rescue group and told how ‘when he looked back on earth, after the colour and beauty of the Spirit World, all seemed dark and ugly, except where the evolution of love and forgiveness causes light to shine from someone’s heart, because in the spirit world, everyone has a radiance, which shows their whole nature.’

     ‘As a bank manager, he had always been interested in economics, the science of money.  Now that he was invisible to most earthly eyes, he would attend economic conferences, the well known ones and the secret ones, which the public never hear about, and he could see for himself how great business houses influence politics and newspapers, and determine the fate of individuals and even nations. [Wouldn’t all of us just like to know what has been going on, behind the scenes, since 9/11.  Who has really profited from all the military actions, the reconstruction contracts, and the thousands of casualties and disablements?    Some accounting and accountability has to take place, and it will, eventually, and inevitably, either here or on the other side. - Richard]. 

       For the bank manager ‘all this turned out to be useful knowledge later on, when he had learned to change his attitude from selfishness, to one of wanting to help mankind.  He then took on the task of attending such conferences to try and influence powerful people, so as to increase human welfare and avoid unnecessary wars.  [Recent World Trade negotiations have broken down, after 7 years’ hard work.  The more powerful nations want too much and concede too little, and the poorer nations have no protection to expand their fragile agriculture and industries.  So much for compassion and cooperation in business! Greed and the bottom line – business as usual! Richard] 

     With regard to rest and relaxation on the other side, he said that ‘as a church organist he had always been interested in music and he had been able to develop this.  He had always enjoyed musical concerts and he said been able to develop this.  He had always enjoyed musical concerts and he said that these were simply wonderful in the Spirit World.  All music there had colour coming from the players as they played, so that you saw wonderful colours rising and blending as you listened.  Then when the audience was stirred by the music, colours rose from them as well, making a brilliant ever-changing vista of colours, some of which could  never have been seen on earth.  These colours go back to the players who feel the audience’s pleasure, and this colour fills the whole auditorium.  He said that even the finest symphonies on earth were only copies of originals in the spirit world, which had been transmitted to their composers, and only in spirit
could one hear the perfection of music.  He said that Beethoven’s Ninth, with an enormous choir, was the most wonderful musical experience he had even had.  He had now learned to play two more instruments and had a group of musical friends who all enjoyed playing sessions together.’

More from this bank manager, and many more stories from lost and found souls on the other side are gathered in the new book by Michael Evans:  “Dead Rescue, or The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls.”   Con-Psy  Publications, 2007. 

Roger, the husband of medium Helen Greaves, author of “Testimony of Light, did not need rescue from this side, after an accident left him in a coma from which he soon died as his son Michael sat beside him. 
In a reading for Helen, the medium Arthur Bhaduri saw that her husband was already in the hands of the healers on the other side.  “He is being healed of the shock of his untimely death.  There is a condition of repose, during which there is a breaking down of a shell about him, the shell of his earthly beliefs and prejudices.  He sends his love to you, and later on will cooperate with you in your work.” 

 For the most part, the spirit world looks after its own.  When he  later came through directly to Helen, Roger explained: “When I came over, I woke up in a hospital. I don’t mean THERE (on earth).  I mean HERE, a new hospital.  Didn’t seem a bit strange either, just thought they must have moved me while I slept.  But I did feel so much more ALIVE - does that surprise you?  I remember I began to look round the place;  I was better, you know.  And I found I could move now, and see and hear and speak if I wanted to.  I wasn’t paralysed any more.  That was the first thing.

     “I pinched myself to be sure I could move my arms.  I was so excited I wanted to shout about it.  Then I looked round for Mike (their son, who had sat by his dying father), but he had gone.  Suppose he’s back at College I told myself.  It was a big place, far bigger than the little room where they first took me.  Spacy, if you understand.  Lots of beds with men in them, a big ward really, didn’t seem to be any walls.  The sunshine came right through them!  Never saw anything like this before.  I stared for ages.  Floods and floods of sunshine, brighter than the Mediterranean.  And Colour!  That was the thing that fascinated me.  Beams of colour playing like a fountain.  Only the beams were directed on to the beds.  Blue, rose, gold, green.  They radiated like tinted arc-lights.  I guess I stared until I went off to sleep.

     “You know, there was energy in those rays.  There was one, blue as the sky, most precious shade I’ve ever seen, flashed sapphire and cobalt, seemed to surround me.  When I woke I lay for a long time enjoying the FEEL of it.  Ever FELT colour, Lena?  That’s really something, I can tell you.  You wouldn’t forget it.  Presently I looked at the other chaps.  They were all getting the same treatment, only different colours.  Chap across from me was rose pink, and further down, one as green as a Christmas tree.  

     “It was a bit ludicrous at first.  But it sure made you feel grand.  That’s how I felt, like I’d just had a shower, a shave, and a massage!  Revelled in it.  Not paralysed any more!  Fit as a fiddle.  I thought about you, wondered when you’d come in to see me.  Then, suddenly, something struck me as odd.  Darned odd!  I put up my hand, touched my head, where I’d been hurt you know.  And Lena, there was no bandage.  No pain. And no blood anywhere.  I lay for a long time puzzling this one out. I suppose that made me look at the others.  It was just like any other hospital, with doctors and nurses, only different.  No sign of a bandage, or medicine, no apparatus, It gave me a shivery, sinking, feeling.  Where was I?  What odd sort of place was this?  Then I saw two attendants carrying a stretcher.  There was a man on it, looked ghastly, sort of double.  Like two of him, only there wasn’t.  I KNEW that man had been smashed up in an accident, like me.  I
 knew it.  It terrified me.  Because there was no blood.  Not a speck.  And he looked odd, unreal...I panicked then, panicked like a kid, I guess.  Shut myself up inside myself.  I was terrified, but I didn’t know what was terrifying me.  I was dead scared, sort of walled up in the dark.  Worse than that time when I was lost in the forests.....Now, I knew I was here for good.  It was awful.  It was my worst moment, that.  

     “Then, what d’you know?  Someone spoke to me.  A voice said, ‘Hello, Rog, you old timer, you.’  I KNEW that voice.  ‘Rog,’ the voice said, ‘It’s Doc, remember?’  And I opened my eyes.  There was a man in a white coat.  ‘Remember the time I lanced that boil for you out East?  Remember the party at the Spanish Grill?  Your wife had a black Spanish shawl, remember?’   That shook me.  I stared.  Couldn’t focus at first.  Took a bit of doing, seeing him clearly.  ‘Rog,’ he said, ‘It’s Robbie.  Your old shipmate, Robbie.’  And then I knew, I believe I’d known all the time.  It was Robbie, old Dr. Roberts, used to be on the ship with us in the old days before the war.  Died of fever out east when Mike was a little boy.” Looked mrvellous, the old timer.  We had a wonderful time talking about the old days.  I suppose he told me where I was.  Made it sound natural, somehow, he did, and not frightening.  I suppose that was when I really knew - about having
 died.  I mean, that I wasn’t dreaming any more.   I’m all right now, you know.  Right as rain, me!  I felt rotten at first wondering about you, Lena.  But you’ll be all right, you know.  You’re going to be looked after.  I know that for sure.  Good thing you told me about you old Gran (who had come through many times to prove HER continued existence after death). It helped - made things easier to understand, and to accept.” 

  So it seems the spirit world is pretty well organised, as to looking after new arrivals, and old friends and relatives come to help the newcomers.   The above passage was extracted from “The Dissolving Veil,”  autobiography of the medium Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman.  London, 1967.    

There was a great fear of Nuclear Proliferation back in 1956, when   Norman Cousins, editor-in-chief of the Saturday Review wrote on August  4th  that year about “progress” in an article entitled “Think of a Man.”    Russia had invaded Hungary that year, and tortured and killed thousands of those in revolt. The leader in power, Nagy, was tortured and executed.  A quarter of a million Hungarians escaped as refugees to other countries.  Two of my colleagues here in Canada were among those immigrants from Hungary. That same year I myself in England was called up from the Army Reserve to go out to Egypt, where Colonel Nasser had taken over the Suez Canal, and there was trouble in Kenya and Cyprus.   This year, right now, China, while hosting the Olympics and helping build a new railroad system in Angola, is at the same time supporting a corrupt regime in Burma, and has supplied aircraft and weapons to the Sudanese Government in Darfur, and
continues to clamp down on Tibet.  Also right now, Russia is invading another country, Georgia, and hostilities continue in Darfur, Iraq and Afghanistan.

So there may have been material and human rights progress over the past fifty years, but the use of force and covert operations to bypass international law, diplomacy and peaceful negotiations continues without abatement. 

      So what did Norman Cousins have to say, in the article three decades before his more well-known books?  Remember, this was before the Sixties, the freedom marches and Vietnam.  I quote: “Law and order within the state are no protection against the larger violence and injustice outside the state.  Whatever the intermediate forms of protection afforded to man in his daily life, the major threats to his well-being and future find him open and exposed.   All this [unsafe nuclear testing and arms build-up] the state does in the name of security.  But what kind of security is it that condemns the unborn, pursues the innocent through generations to come, diminishes and deforms man, and poisons air and earth?  If this is what total sovereignty has come to mean, then it is a monstrous thing and man has the duty to replace it with the higher and saner means that will come into conflict with neither nature itself nor his own natural rights.  

     No matter how hard today’s sovereign state tries to pursue security through power, the  power is never quite enough.  For other states are increasing their power too.  The state and its  people are thus trapped in their own sovereign coils.  To have no power when other nations are becoming more powerful could be an invitation to attack and disaster.  But the pursuit of power means the pursuit of superior power, hard to define and even harder to create.

      The dilemma is especially acute for free peoples.  They have been vulnerable to aggressors in the past precisely because their freeness makes for openness.  And, even as they now accept the need to  become brawny in the cause of self-preservation, they become involved in something beyond their control – a massive competition in potential terror the very nature of which pulls them inexorably toward a showdown…….

     True security begins with the advocacy of a large idea that singularly fits the problem not only of the American people but of all people.  The problem is how to create abundance on earth and use it for greater good; how to eliminate or control the situations that lead to war, whether with respect to predatory assault or the injustice that is worse than war itself.  And, if we cannot do all this, how to keep the large idea alive so that the job of the next generation can be something more inspiring than clearing away the meaningless rubble left by mighty but mediocre men.  In advocating the large idea, we can offer our pledge that we will take no measures in the cause of our own protection that will jeopardize the safety of the world community – and call upon others to do the same….

     It should not be difficult for the individual to determine what the spiritual leaders would say in the present situation.  They would say that it is not enough for man to profess oneness with other men; he must act it out.  Not enough to wear the garment of religious identification; he must accept its ethical and moral obligations and glory. Not enough to lay claim to personal sacredness; he must bind himself to it through respect for it and sensitivity to it.  Not enough to boast of the gift of a rational intelligence; he must nurture it, work it, apply it, defend it.  Not enough to prate about Justice; he must create a basis for it in the world itself.”

  What more to add to these thoughts of Norman Cousins than to say that with almost 200 years now of direct contact with the world of spirit, from the mediums within all nations and cultures prior to and during the growth of Modern Spiritualism,  we have enough evidence to prove many times over  there is no death to individual human existence.  We all continue on our soul’s journey once this life is over.  Since there is no death, why do we still kill and go to war?  There is no reason to do so.       The next episodes look at the soul’s journey, and the reasons why people continue to find justification for killing.

[to be continued.  Richard R.]

Rescue Circles (67)

Roger says he was conscious when in a coma. 9/11  aftermath: spirit rescues from Iraq.

     Not long after the end of World War II Helen Greaves’ husband Roger was killed on his ship when a cable broke, and bricks and rubble struck his head.  He fell unconscious, and never recovered consciousness.  Their son Michael flew to the hospital to be at his side.  The doctors said he had a fifty-fifty chance of recovering, but he died within a day or so of a cerebral haemorrhage.  

     He soon came through soon afterwards to give Helen the combination of his dispatch box, a number he had kept to himself.  With the number Helen was able to open the box, which contained his will and other important documents.  Then, a little later, he started lengthier communications, one of which we excerpted in the previous post.  On the next occasion, he told her what it felt like to be in a coma, then to die:

     “It sure is an odd experience, dying.  You know, I heard every word that interne said to Mike in the hospital.  I don’t remember anything after that cable broke and the load hit my head.  But I got to know somehow, that I was in hospital.  I knew Mike was sitting beside the bed.  I was in a litle room by myself.  You knew about that?  [Michael had told Helen, his mother, briefly.  But he had stressed that Roger never regained consciousness.  How could Roger have known, then?]

     “The sister came and talked to Mike.  Comfortable old body she was, and so nice to the kid.  He was badly shaken, you know.  Didn’t let you see it, after, but I could see how it was with him.  Presently she went away.  Mike was alone with me.  I tried to talk to him, Lena.  Gosh, I tried so hard! I couldn’t make my lips move or anything.  Thought I was paralysed, and that put the wind up!     You know, it was the queerest feeling.  I was there, and I wasn’t there, if you understand what I mean.  I didn’t seem to be on the bad at all.  I wasn’t even inside my body.  I could see my body on the bed.  I was lying up above it.  A sort of hovering helicopter.  I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t go away from that body, and I couldn’t get back into it.  The oddest sensation.  I puzzled about it. Worried too, because I thought I’d lost the secret of getting back.  I’d done this sort of thing before in dreams.  Only I’d always hopped back into my body when I woke
 up.  Now I couldn’t seem to wake up.  But worse than that I could still hear and see, though not, somehow, with my eyes.  And I couldn’t speak!  That got me, Lena.  I did want to talk to Mike.

     “The intern was a young fellow, one of the house doctors.  Had only been graduated a few months.  Wore a white coat and looked very young.  He sat down and talked to Mike for a long time.  They compared notes.  I heard every word of that conversation.  Mike’s a good kid, Lena! Mike said something about me. It made me proud.  You know, it was queer, eavesdropping. But I could feel his affection.  It helped a lot. I knew you couldn’t be there (Helen was in England).  But I was glad of Mike, and so happy I heard what he said, too. He said, ‘It’s a damn shame! My old man’s been all over the world and through two world wars at sea without a scratch!  And now a cable breaks and he’s hit like this.  A damn shame, that’s what it is!’  And Mike cried a bit.  There were tears in his eyes.  That boy was fond of me.  It helps to know your boy respects you. You tell him I told you about this.  Thank him for staying with me.  You can say how much good it did me.
  He’s a good boy.     What am I doing now?  I’m stronger.  Been having a kind of a rest.”

    When Helen told Michael what the spirit of his father had said, how he had heard every word that Michael had said in the hospital room, he could hardly believe it at first.   “But Mother, he was unconscious!”    Medical training was asserting authority and doubt,    Helen replied, “Father was dying, dear.  Your father was outside of his body.  He was just leaving it.  He could neither move nor speak.  But he could hear and see, Michael.  He heard what you said.   Listen, dear.  Father told me the exact words you used.  This is what he said you told that intern: ‘It’s a damn shame.  My old man’s been through two world wars and he’s travelled all over the world too.  And now an accident to a cable and he’s hit like this.  A damn shame, that’s what it is’”   

 Michael was struck dumb for what seemed an age, then he said “I DID say exactly that, Mother.”  Helen explained to Michael that his father had communicated to her a great deal about the time in the hospital, when Michael had helped him with love and respect as he sat beside him when he was in the coma. “He tried to talk to you.  He wanted to say how proud he was of you. He asked me to tell you this.”     Michael thought about this and then said “Dad couldn’t speak.  If what you say is true, then he could hear me.  And he couldn’t speak to me!  Poor Dad!  I don’t doubt what you  have told me, Mother.  I can’t.  It’s so true of what happened.  I’d like to study these things myself, but I have my way to make in the world first.  But I’m glad that Dad is all right.  And that he knew about those hour in the hospital.”

    Reviewed from “The Dissolving Veil” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, London. 1967.

Here are some more accounts of rescue work, including  spirits from Iraq.

On 27th March, 2003, an Iraqi lady same through during the rescue work of a group in England.  She was in great distress.  She was a mother, who, at first, could only weep and rock the medium to and fro in grief.  She and her children had passed in the bombing.  This is a transcript of the recording made at the time.

Group (one or another of the group members, taking turns to speak to the spirit, who speaks through the entranced medium):  ..... Can we help you?

Spirit: .....(Weeping)  My baby!  My baby!

Group: ..... We may be able to help you. We understand your sorrow.

Spirit:  ..... The noise!  The flames! (She weeps again).

Group: ..... Tell us what happened.

Spirit: .. The whole sky lit up!

Group: .. Did you know, my dear, that you have died and passed over?  (She weeps but does not answer).  You’ve passed over into a new world and it can be a beautiful world, and we are here to help you, and tell you what to do.

Spirit: .. I can’t find her.  A baby girl and a boy of four.  A terrible noise and fire.

Group: .. It’s hard for you to understand, but you have passed over to a world which can be heavenly - like a Paradise.  In a little while you may be able to see your children again.  What we want to do is to get someone to come and help you and explain how you can see your children again.  If you listen to me and try to do what we say it will make you happier.  We want you to think of anyone that you know that has died that you would like to come and talk to you.  You could talk to them and explain your troubles.  Who would you like to come?

Spirit: .. My parents.

Group: .. I think we can get them to come.  Would you like to see your mother again?

Spirit: .. Yes!

Group: .. Think about your mother and make a big wish, ‘Please come and help me!’  Now we’ll wait and see what happens. (A pause). 

Spirt: .. They’re coming!  I’m calmer now!  

Group: .. Is your mother there?  Tell us if she speaks to you.  Is it getting lighter?

Spirit: .. Yes!  There’s a group of people here now.

Group: .. Go!  You can go to them.

Spirit: .. They’ve got my baby!

Group: .. Go forward and take your baby!  (She still weeps quietly and is given tissues to wipe her (the medium’s) eyes).

Group: .. Is your mother there?

Spirit: .. Yes!  She’s with a group of people and she’s got my boy - we are all together now.

Group: .. Wonderful!

Spirit: .. Thank you! 

Group: .. It is our pleasure, my dear.

Spirit: .. Goodbye!


     On the same date as the above, an Iraqi man spoke to us who had apparently been shot by his own side.


Group: .. Welcome friend.  Can you hear my words?  We may be able to help you.
Spirit: .. I hear your words but I don’t know if I can trust them.

Group: We are a group of friends who help people who are distressed and we have helped many.  Do you know that you have died?

Spirit: .. That is what I believe.

Group: .. That is the truth - you have passed over - and we want to find somebody to come and help you, advise you and take you to a beautiful place.  There is a wonderful place for you but you need some help.  Can you think of anybody who you would like to come?

Spirit: .. The one I am thinking of, I would not like to trust his word again.  It is very difficult.  Do you realize I have only just come to this side of life?

Group: .. We understand, now that you tell us.  It is rather a shock.

Spirit: .. It is rather a shock as you say when one gets it in the back from your own people, just because one has spoken one’s mind.

Group: .. We understand.

Spirit: .. Pointless in having war.  Absolute waste of people - your people - my people.  Absolute waste!

Croup: .. We agree, but did you know that nobody really dies?  They just go into a new world.

Spirit: .. I am still waiting for that world to show itself.

Group: .. Perhaps you have heard of Paradise in the Koran.  Now we’ve got to get you into a better place than you are in now.  Who can you think of to help you?

Spirit: .. The only one I could trust would be my Grandmother.  She has been in this world for some time.

Group: .. Now we want you to make a big wish to see your Grandmother, then we’ll wait and see who comes!  Tell us if anyone comes!  (Pause).  Can you see anyone coming?

Spirit: .. Yes!

Group: .. Are they talking to you?

Spirit: .. Oh, yes!

Group: .. Will you go with them?

Spirit: .. Yes!  I will go with my Grandmother but first I would like to apologise to your friend (the medium) in the upset he has felt from me.

Group: .. We will tell him.  He will know.

Spirit: .. This war of your countries is not a good war, no wars are good, but I think it is a necessity.  I know I should not be saying ill of my country, but this man (Saddam Hussein) has a twisted mind.  He is a powerful man who lives on the hurt of others.  So now I will go with my Grandmother.  Thank you for your help.

Group: .. It is our pleasure.

Spirit .. There may be a few more who pass in this war who would like your help as well.

Group: .. You could help to bring them here perhaps?

Spirit: .. It is rather early for me.  I am sure there are those in the world of spirit who are waiting for them to realize where they are, and what has happened to them.  I myself have had a little of your beliefs tought to me, and I believe it is that which has helped me to come to you.

Group: .. Thank you - that is interesting.

Spirit: .. Thank you again!

Group: .. Goodbye.

Extracts courtesy of Michael Evans, from his book “Dead Rescue”  Psy-Con Publications, 2007.     When spirits come by independent direct voice, they often come through speaking their own (foreign) languages, especially if there are sitters from their country who speak the language.  Even when an entranced medium is speaking, foreign languages may still be spoken, or they may speak in English.  Michael Evans remarks about this: “The spirits tell us that earthly language seems very clumsy and inadequate, as they get used to life in the Spirit World.  This is because there they usually communicate by thoughts directly, which is why deception is impossible there, as each speaker knows what the other is thinking - not just what they are saying.  ....[so] spirits pass their thoughts to the unconscious minds of the mediums, who turn them into English in the same way that they turn their own thoughts into English, and therefore it all happens quite easily.”

[To be continued]    Richard R 




Earthbound  Suicide Rescued at a party, and a gang-member earthbound for 70 years.  Human and Spiritual Justice - Rescue Circles (68)

     As a medium Helen Greaves said that she had become so used to the visitants from another world as to accept them as naturally as  she did the ticket collector on a railway or the shop assistant in a West End store.  The two worlds were no longer two worlds to her, but one and the same, an extension only of this present one.  So she was not at all surprised to be “aware” of another visitor when she was guest at a lively party one evening.

      “Whilst we were all laughing and talking, I felt the presence of some depressed and unhappy soul in our midst.  For a time, I pushed the impression away from me.  But it persisted.  Here was a “lost soul” asking for help.  Then I heard myself asking one of the company if she knew a young man who had committed suicide.  She admitted she did; he was a relation of her husband.  I cannot exactly remember the number of the years she mentioned since the sad event of the man’s self imposed death.  But I do recall that the “entity” immediately challenged her on the number.  (Afterwards the young lady told me that her husband agreed that the second statement was correct!) 

     “This young man then gave the circumstances of his death and the events that had led up to them.  He went on to say that he had been “earthbound” during these years; that he couldn’t get away from his old home; that existence was dark and dreary where he was, and that he wanted to find his Way.  Could they help him?  The young woman verified the fact that the home where his aged mother and father still lived was a dismal and unhappy place, and she agreed that as far as she knew, the circumstances of his death were all correctly described.  Again he pleaded to be helped to find his Way, and the assembled party offered to do what they could to assist him.  The episode then closed; it had cast a slight gloom over us all; but soon the vibration lightened and we went on to other matters.

     “The next morning, as I was eating my breakfast, I became “aware” of this same entity.  He said that he wanted to ‘express his great thanks for what had been done for him.  He was no longer “lost”.  He said he had found his Way; that he had been lifted out of his darkness for ever, and could now progress.  He had left his old earthly home for ever. Would I tell the kind ladies who had “helped” him to do this?’   After I agreed to relay his message, the communications closed down.  But the EXPLANATION is arresting!

     “The previous evening, after I had left, three of the women and another neighbour discussed the plight of this poor “spirit”.  They are good people who believe in the potency of prayer.  For some while they sat in silence praying for this “earthbound spirit”.  They asked that God would send His angels to guide and help this poor soul caught, as it were, between heaven and earth.  They spoke his name, and prayed earnestly for him.  I was not present, and I had not known of their intentions.   Yet the “spirit” was able to communicate with me  [the next day] and to tell me of the marvelous results of those prayers; and that by their intercession he had been released from his bondage!

     “Some weeks later the young man’s relation reminded me of a fact which I had overlooked.  She recalled that I had distinctly stated that if the young man could be released from his bondage to the old home, so that he no longer hung about it miserable and unhappy, it would mean release for his old and sad parents.  They too would not survive much longer in this “house of bondage”, but would pass on to a fuller life.  This prophecy I had completely forgotten.  But it happened in just that way   Soon after the evening when the women had prayer for the liberation of this poor suicide, and he had gone on a new way, the old father died.  The aged mother will probably follow soon.  We can only trust that they will find peace and understanding, and be reunited in love and charity with the son who caused them so much sorrow.

     “The doctrine of Purgatory seems feasible if we think carefully about it.  There must be a “waiting place”, [a limbo] - some temporary halt on our journey, where we can judge ourselves for the actions, good or bad, which we have committed whilst on this earth. None of us leave this world utterly purged of our desires, our selfishness, our errors.  Some seem to be cut down in the very midst of their wickedness, and for them the purgatorial halt must be terrible indeed.  But the duration of our sojourn there, and the intensity of it must depend upon the life we have lived, and the spiritual progress we have made.  To most good men and women the “lower worlds” must be obliterated as they pass along their way.  They go to the “place prepared for them”, and their spiritual eyes look ahead to the bright regions.   But if we believe that God is Love, then we must believe also that even the apparently depraved creatures are given the chance to
 redeem themselves, and progress towards the spiritual worlds.”

       Helen Greaves in “The Dissolving Veil.”  Published by Neville Spearman, 1967.


Rescue Circles (68) 


Modern states look after justice for the average citizen here on earth, but when there are acts of terrorism, and anarchy breaks out, the regular legal system breaks down, and justice becomes a local or tribal, ethnic or clannish affair.  Vengeance is even carried over from generation to generation, and if one family member, for example is murdered by an enemy, a leading member of the victim’s family is obligated to take revenge on the enemy’s family.  So we have this kind of traditonal justice meted out in the Middle East still, in the Balkans, in African countries and in the Far East, especially when society and law and order has fallen apart when an empire loses its sway, and the protection it provided is no longer present.  This happened when European empires weakened, and colonies gained independence, and also when the U.S.S.R. and communism lost control and power. 

     This helps us understand some of the dreadful atrocities happening around the world at the present time.  In tribal warfare, massacring one’s enemies, raping the women, and plundering and destroying enemy villages is taken for granted.  This is a tradition which has carried over from primitive times, thousands of years ago. But with modern weapons provided by the super-powers, this type of warfare becomes devastating.

  The same type of justice is meted out in disputes between our city gangs, and when such gang members pass, they often have trouble adjusting to the life in spirit.  One such case presented itself recently with  a rescue group.  Here is the transcript:  [Richard R.]

     A spirit with a powerful male voice intrudes.

Group members, facilitating in turn:    - I wonder if you would like to talk to us?

Spirit:     - Rather strange!  I was here waiting before.  Then the other gentleman poked his nose in, which I thought rather rude.

Group:     - So you didn’t like being kept waiting?

Spirit:     - Do you like being kept waiting?

Group:     - It depends.  Anyway, we understand your position.  Is there any way we can be of help to you?

Spirit:     - Well they told me that if I came, you could help, but I am just wondering if you can.

Group: - Well, we’ve helped a lot of others.  In what way do you need help?

Spirit:     - First of all, I know that I am not on the earth plane, but where the devil I am, I do not know.  I’m not here, I’m not there;  I am just that bit in between.

Group:     - Sometimes they call it Limbo.

Spirit:     - Limbo! That’s a dance, is it not?

Group:     - I believe it is, as well, but that’s another meaning.  I’m sure we can help you to get somewhere definite that you will enjoy.  If you are prepared to listen to us, we have helped many others.  What we would ask you to do, is to think of somebody who is not on the earth, but has passed on, that you would like to see - parent, relation, friend.  Who you would like to come and get you?

Spirit:     - I may like to see them - the point is, would they like to see me?

Group:     - Only time will prove that.  Usually they are very willing to come and help, because they are not exactly as they were when they were on earth.

Spirit:     - And I can assure you, I am not, because I was not on the - er - good side in the earth conditions.

Group:     - We understand - now can you think of somebody who ...

Spirit (interrupting) :     - There was one person who very much tried to help me, and he was a policeman - a very kind policeman - I know very well that he has passed, he has been - er - shot.  But whether he would want to come and see me, after all the trouble I have given him in the first place? You see the difficulty?

Group: - We’ve overcome this difficulty many times before, and I think we can do it again.  The thing is, do you know his name?  Can you visualize him?

Spirit:     - I can visualize him.  Whether I can remember his name is another thing, because the memory plays tricks on you.

Group:     - The name is not important, as long as you can see him in your mind.

ASpirit:     - Oh, I can definitely see him - I remember what he looked like and his stripes.

Group:     - Well, if you will concentrate your mind, and say ‘I want to see him,’  we will try  as well, and then you watch and see what happens.  You may have surprised.  I hope you will be.

Spirit:     - We can only try, can we not?  By the way, I did not pass within the bars - do you understand?  I was on the good side then. 

Group:     - Imagine you are going to telephone him.

Spirit:     - He would be more likely to telephone me, because you know, I used to give him little informations for the police work, and that’s why I did not pass within the prison walls - because of the people I used to give him information about.

Group:     - You were what is called a snout (grass), were you?

Spirit:     - A snout!  That is what we used to call a cigarette.  I think the proper word is informer, an informer for hand-outs, you understand?

Group:     Let’s all concentrate.  We’re going to concentrate - you do the same.  We want the sergeant to come.  See what happens.  Think of him.  Concentrate.

Spirit: (He sees the policeman):     - It is a long time, Mr. Harry!   (To us)  As soon as I see him I can remember his name.  The only name I knew is Harry.

Group:     - Is he there with you now?

Spirit:     - Yes, he is.  He says I have not got the handcuffs this time.  Oh, he is laughing!  He was a very stern, harsh - but a very fair man - very fair.

Group:     - What’s he saying?

Spirit:     - He is going over the things what happened in the past, and so on, and so on.

Group:     - Will he help you now?

Spirit:     - Oh yes, I will go along with him, but if it was anybody else - no thank you?

Group:     - You can trust him, can you?

Spirit:     - Oh, I trust him - I was going to say - I would trust him with my life.   (Laughter).

Group:     - Well you are having a sort of life.

Spirit:     - I am having a better life at this present time, than ever I had before.  Life is so free, but when I was on earth, I was going from door to door, and looking round to see who was behind the door - life was hell.

Group:     - You can be in heaven now; you are on your way.  You go with him and he will show you all about it.

Spirit:     - Yes, as long as he does not show me prisons (laughter).   I have seen enough of those.

Group:    What is your name?

Spirit:     - Huh!  What is my name?  Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.  I can’t remember.  What I can remember is, it was before the train robbery, before that time - just when you second world war was about to begin.  At that time there was a lot of hanky panky going on - lots of little gangs in London - that’s where I came from, London.  There were gangs all over the place.

Group:     - Were you part of one of those gangs?

Spirit:     - I am afraid I was leader of one of them, so you could see what style of life I had.  So if I was leader, why did I push the leaders of the others?  It was just to get power away from them.  So there you are.  I must thank you for allowing me to come and meet up with my friend.  We are friends now, but we were super friends on the earth.  He said ‘I could  see the good in you even before you realized it was there yourself.’  I suppose he’s what you call a guardian angel, yes?  An angel in blue, with three stripes [a sergeant].  I hate to think what the others are like.  Well thank you so much.  You know, they tell me you do so much work in this way, but a lot of them do not come back and thank you.

Group:     - We don’t expect it.  It doesn’t matter.

Spirit:     - It does not matter what you expect.  It is what I think should be done.

Group:     - Well, we will appreciate it if you do.  Enjoy your life.

Spirit:     - I will definitely enjoy it now.  He is telling me we have many places to go, many places to see, and many things that I can do, that I could not do before.  

Group:     - The abilities that you had on earth, you can now use, in maybe a better way.

Spirit:     - Oh yes!  I can help people, instead of helping myself to other people’s  things.  I will help people.

Group:     - When they first come over, you can help people too. 

Spirit:     - Well I must say cheerio.

Group:     - Cheerio.  Good luck.  God speed!


[Extract taken from “Dead Rescue” by Michael Evans, Con-Psy Publications, 2007].



More Criminals needing rescue  -  Rescue Circles (69) How rendering service to others helps “low” spirits progress to better places.

   I like to include a few personal memories in these accounts of various aspects of mediumship and Spiritualism.  A lot of us have lived through a very active period of Spiritualism’s history, from the 1920s onward, in spite of what the media say, or ignore.  Although I came to Spiritualism fairly recently, I seem to have frequented the same haunts as some of the well-known mediums and researchers.  If only I’d been interested in, or even known about the great work done at the time!   So now I’m making up for lost time by bringing some of these people and events back to life again, though of course, they are all looking over my shoulder saying, “we are not dead at all, we are  still very much alive and kicking!

   So here is my part of the story, starting with Lord (Norman) Birkett, a famous criminal lawyer and judge at the Nuremberg Trials.  In 1950 he came to give away prizes at our school Speech Day, and I shook hands in turn to get my prize from him.  A little later he wrote a forward to a book on Education in Prison written by Frances Banks, a friend of medium Helen Greaves mentioned before. I have a copy of the book right here on my desk. Later after his death he came through Leslie Flint the direct voice medium to give a talk on Spiritual Justice, which I will post here again soon.  Anyway, his  post mortem voice and manner were  quite recognizable and evidential.

   Back in the 1950s and 1960s in London where I worked and performed I often met family and friends for tea at Lyons Corner House in the Strand, not far from Charing Cross Station in London, UK.  There , sometime during this period, if I’d only known, Frances Banks and Helen Greaves also met 
for tea to talk things over, and the spirits came through to communicate in this quite public venue.   But that is enough from me.  Let Helen Greaves continue with her own story. 

     “Even apparently depraved creatures are given the chance to redeem themselves and progress towards the spiritual worlds. Here is a story illustrating the part which service to others plays in this transformation.  It concerns three ex-prisoners, who, having been given the chance by service to their fellows to right some of the wrongs they did, aided a work that was being done on earth concerning the life and education of men in prisons.

    One of the ex-prisoners was an educated man who had fallen foul of the law of the land, the other two were of the usual type of men found in prisons.  But the three of them worked together in the closest unity until the work of research was completed and the resulting book written and published.  Only when this was finished did the educated ex-prisoner communicate again, and for the last time, to explain that he was now separated from his erstwhile companions, and was on a different Way.

    Frances Banks, a friend of mine who was visiting prisons, was talking with me in my flat.  We are both interested in supersensory perception, and often compare notes on books written on this subject, so that, as we talked, I was not altogether surprised to “hear” a name called in my mind.

It was such a strange name, and one that I could not possibly have heard anywhere, that I took notice of it.  But for some time I did not get any impression of the entity behind it. Presently, as the re-iteration of the name in my mind seemed to become even more compelling, I felt I had to relay it to Frances.  She looked surprised: ‘Why, yes,’ she admitted. ‘There was a man of that name in a prison, who died from a stroke.’

     The communicator then told us that he and my friend (Frances) had once had a brief conversation.  He wanted now to tell her that what she had said then was true.  Frances recalled the remark clearly.  It appeared that on this occasion, the prisoner had made some comment on survival after death.  She recalled that she had then stated her belief that ‘one would probably be the same five minutes after death, as one was five minutes before.’  It was probably the last communication she had with him on earth.  And now he had returned to tell her that it WAS TRUE! 

     He went on to tell us that he ‘was still groping in the mists’.  Frances admitted that she had prayed often for this lost soul, and now it appeared that he was getting a chance to make good.  He said he wanted to make contact and to help with the book that was in process of writing.  This was his way of giving service.

     He came again at various periods when we were together, and I understood that once he also communicated to my friend through another sensitive.  Later he seemed more at peace, and more sure of himself.  Then he informed us that ‘he had found his way’.

     Some time after, another former prisoner spoke through my mediumship  to Frances, giving unmistakable proofs of his identity, and recalling to her the fact that he had committed suicide after his release from prison.  He said that he and the other communicator had joined together to help her with the book on prison education that she was writing.  They both promised to give her all the aid they could in her various journeys in search of material.  They also said they were working under the ‘guidance’ of a well-known man who had been a prison reformer.

     This was all very interesting.  But the most astonishing incident was when the third prisoner joined the little band.  I had met Frances quite by chance at Charing Cross, and she invited me to have tea with her in Lyons’ Corner House in the Strand.  The place was crowded, but we managed to get a table for two jammed between other tables.  There amidst the clatter of crockery, the hum of talk, the wafting to and fro of customers and waiters with trays, and the sound of popular music from the orchestra, a third ‘old lag’, as he called himself was able to make me hear with complete clarity all that he had to say.

This prisoner in spirit gave the nick-name (Dopey) by which he was known to his fellow inmates. He even gave his surname, and the circumstances of his death, details of which were unknown to Frances at that time, but were afterwards confirmed through other channels [public records].  He asserted that he had been allowed to join the other two to give all the help they could for this book, which they insisted, would be easily published.  Frances would also be helped in personal ways whilst she was writing it (this proved to be the case).

     But they were all most vehement in objecting to the title that the author had decided to give to the book. ‘It won’t do’, they told her.  ‘Too long.  It’s stuffy!  You want a shorter one; something that will reveal what the book is about; one that will tell a story too.  We will try to impart this to you.  Just wait, and we will tell you.’ All this, may I insist, without my knowing what the proposed title was to be.   I left Frances to fulfil another engagement.

But later she told me that on the way home in the bus, the title of the book was ‘flashed’ to her, just as they had promised! It had the right number of words, and it is indeed concise, pithy and arresting - [”Teach Them to Live”]

     At a later session, the advanced soul show seemed to be in charge of the three prisoners, and who was a dedicated spirit with vision and selflessness, insisted that a publisher had already been found for it. [International Universities Press, Inc.  New York, 1958].   So this proved to be true, and the book had excellent reviews.

     The arresting part of this story, I think, is in the fact that, when the work was finished, the prisoners withdrew.  They came back once to say HOW MUCH THEY HAD ALL BEEN HELPED IN THEIR PROGRESS by the way in which they had been allowed to assist.  The three prisoners were now separated; they had gone their ways.  The first one to communicate with us seemed to be called to higher work; one of the others asserted that he was attending classes on philosophy.  (Here Frances told me that he had been attracted to the subject, and she was touched by the idea of further ‘celestial’ education).

    We can only trust that they have had a reward for their work; that they have all passed on to higher levels; and that in their life now they have found understanding and peace.  ‘In my Father’s House are many mansions’, said the Great Teacher.  Mansions for the unfortunates, the failures, the evil-doers, the drifters, as well as for the saint, the selfless workers, and for the normal every-day person.  Perhaps these ‘habitations’ are only separated by different states of consciousness!”

     So wrote Helen Greaves  in her book “The Dissolving Veil,”  which was published in 1967. Her friend Frances Banks had died two years  earlier, in 1965, while Helen was editing her reminiscences for publication.  But Frances in turn was to return to provide a revealing account of life on the other side, which Helen Greaves related in her well-known book, “Testimony of Light.” 
     

Before looking at the “Testimony” and the better prospects for us on the other side, which await the majority of us, hopefully, when we pass, here is one more example of a lost soul coming for help in the rescue group in Devon, U.K.   Here again, I have never met this  group, though I have been in written contact with some of them, and also lived and worked there, and know the countryside well.  So once again I feel quite at home with them. 

Michael Evans, one of the group, writes: “There are many levels in the spirit world, ranging those of unbelievable happiness and beauty, to those lower levels, where those whose earth life was one of selfishness and cruelty find themselves after death in a world of misery and mutual antagonism.  Our next customer, if I may call him that, was one of these.  His name, which he gave us at the end, was Wilf.”

Wilf - What are you looking at me like that for?
Group - Only because we’d like to help you if we can.
Wilf - I don’t want to be looked at like that!
Group - Oh, well, we’ll look away then.  Is there anything we could do to make your life better?
Wilf - Fat lot anyone could do to help me!
Group - Well, we’ve helped a few people.
Wilf - Nobody seems to care.
Group - You don’t seem very happy.
Wilf - Would you be happy if you had to live in dark, dirty holes?
Group - Can’t you go somewhere else?
Wilf - There aren’t any other places, I’ve looked.  Every corner’s got somebody living in it.  Sometimes you can’t even find a corner!
Group - There are lots of nice places you can go to.
Wilf - I don’t think so. 
Group - If you start thinking about nice places, you’ll be surprised what happens.
Wilf - Some bloke was talking to me about nice places, but he can’t show it to me.  I can’t see ‘em.
Group - Well, we might be able to show you something, if you could just listen to us for a bit.
Wilf - (Sarcastically)  Who are “we”?
Group - We are a group, known as a Peace Circle, and we’re still on earth, we haven’t died yet - and we help people who have died and who haven’t gone on to the nice places - they’re still stuck - and you’re able to use the body of a woman who is a medium.
Wilf - (aghast) A woman!
Group - So that you can speak to us.  She allows you to do this, because she hopes it will help you.  Now, as you look about, can you see anywhere in the darkness where it looks a bit lighter - just a little bit lighter?  Have a look about!
Wilf - No, no houses, it’s like ruins.
Group - Not even a light gray colour?
Wilf - No.  It’s red and I haven’t been that way because red’s Hell.
Group - There’s no such thing as Hell.  That’s all nonsense that people made up.
Wilf - Well, I’ve been worried about that because I didn’t lead a very good life.
Group = Don’t worry.  There’s no such thing as Hell.
Wilf - Well, I deserve it.
Group - The worst thing is what you’ve got now - being in the dark where you are - but the great thing is to work your way up to the nice places.
Wilf = But I walk around and it’s just that - what do you mean, “up”?
Group - Ah, now we come to it.  The way to get up is to ask.  Now this is very difficult for some people.  You have to say, ‘Help!  I want to be somewhere better - and you have to say it towards the lightest place you can find, and then you’ll find that someone will come who can really take you to the lighter places.  i tell you that there are parks and gardens and lakes and nice houses, which are all there, but the only way to see them is by changing your own mind and saying, ‘Please help me - I want to improve, I want a better place.’
Wilf - That man’s here again.
Group - What’s he saying to you?
Wilf - He says I’ve got to go towards where it’s red.  I’m telling him I’m frightened that that’s Hell.  The rest of it’s all black and the only light is where it’s red.
Group - Well, walk towards it.  If you think it looks dangerous you can always stop.  I tell you that’s where help can come from.  The other thing that can help you even further is if you can help anybody else.
Wilf - I’ve tried, but I can’t get in.  They shout at you to go away.
Group - Have you a friend there?
Wilf - You couldn’t be friends with these people - you just couldn’t.
Group - Well, we want to get you a friend.  Walk towards that red light.
Wilf - Is this man part of it?
Group - Yes, he will help you.
Wilf - He’s the only one who ever talks to you.  The others, all they ever do is just shout at you.  You couldn’t try to help them - you just couldn’t.
Group - Well, maybe  you can’t help them, but even if you thought you would like to help them, although they won’t accept it, that would do you just as much good.
Wilf - I’ve thought lately, I’d like to try and go in and talk to them and say, ‘Can’t we do something? Find somewhere better?’  But none of them will listen.
Group - If you can get yourself “up”, get yourself better, then perhaps you can come back and help them  The great thing is to go towards the light and say ‘I want to go somewhere better.  Show me.  I want to see somewhere better.’ Ask the man if he will take you.  Go with the man.
Wilf - He’s the only one that walks upright round here.  All the rest are bent right over.  I’m walking towards the light.  I’m walking.
Group - That’s good.  That’s good.
Wilf - It’s like walking through mist.  It’s going all pink.
Group - Keep going.
Wilf - He says I’ve got to walk through this hole - like a tunnel - it’s very bright.
Group - You’ll soon get used to it.  It’s like going into bright sunlight after you’ve been in a shady place - you’ll get used to it.
Wilf - Oh!  It’s a house.  A proper house!
Group - Perhaps you could go in there.
Wilf - He says I can.  It’s got a table and chairs.  It’s lovely.  Cor!  I’m so glad.
Group - Good!  You could stay there.
Wilf - He says I can sleep for a while.  Then he’ll come and see me again.
Group - Good!  We’re very pleased! You have a rest now.
Wilf - My name’s Wilf.  I’m not talking very loud.  I’m feeling very weak.
Group - You have a sleep!
Wilf - (very faint)  Bye-bye.  Thank you.

Extract taken from “Dead Rescue, or The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications, 2007.  A useful handbook for all taking part in rescue work of any kind.   He has also written “Through Bereavement to Happiness” in which he relates the fascinating story of how his first wife in spirit, and the spirit of his second wife-to-be’s deceased husband,  led them to meet and eventually marry.    Richard R.


Rescue Circles (70)

This series has come full circle!  Two and a half years ago, in February 2006  I little thought that when I started writing about Lord Dowding’s rescue work with Margaret Flavell in Wimbledon in 1944 I would reach this number of articles.   But one thing led to another, and here we are back again with Lord Dowding, when Helen Greaves mentioned that she was sitting on a bench in Kensington Gardens and happened to pick up a copy of the evening paper, “The Star.”   Now I myself lived near Kensington Gardens at the time, and often walked through, and sat in the park there, near Peter Pan’s statue, which Helen mentions too. [Richard]  
   
Rescue Circles (70)     An elderly woman had been reading the paper before walking away, leaving it on the bench.  The open page contained an article by Lord Dowding  with the headline “A Pilot tells of His Awakening!”  

Helen read on:   “One young man gave lucid details of his ‘arrival’ in the Other World.... ‘I didn’t realise at first that I had got mine [been killed].  I woke up in a hospital, a bright airy place with about six beds in the room.  Great french windows wide open, and it was built practically right on the sands.   I had a charming nurse who seemed to be always there at the right moment.  I had leg and chest wounds.  One day I realised that, though the dressings were regularly done, I had no pain; there didn’t seem to be any blood on the bandages or any sign that I really needed them.  I began to wriggle my leg; it felt fine.  I thumped my chest; that was all right, too.  So next time my nurse came along I tackled her, and suddenly realised that I had not seen a doctor.  I was fairly puzzled and had a nasty feeling at the pit of my stomach.  Somehow I was beginning to know, but I wouldn’t stop to think. I asked the nurse to explain things.  She took my
 hand in hers and just looked at me.  I knew than.”

     This account confirmed to Helen that her husband Roger had experienced the same things when he passed, and communicated the details to her.  “’This isn’t just a coincidence’, I thought.  I rarely read THE STAR, yet here it had been thrust right under my very gaze.  Here was confirmation of all that my husband had been able to ‘communicate’ to me. THIS ISN’T COINCIDENCE, I told myself again; there is a ‘supernatural’ agency in this.  If I hadn’t sat in that exact seat; if that woman had not bought THE STAR; if she had not left that particular paper with the article beside me on the seat; if the wind had not blown it open to the exact page that was meant to be read. If. If. If...!

     It was more than I could explain.  Nor did I want to.  Sufficient again that waning faith had received a fillip.  And it was so like Roger to thrust the page under my nose and say, ‘There, read it for yourself.  I wouldn’t try to tell you, because you can’t be told!’  And Grannie, who knew my self-will so well, might frankly have rebuked me, ‘You never listen, Lena, and you never really believe.  So we have to SHOW you!’  How right they both were.  I needed that jerking back into the way of faith.”

     Helen Greaves was to be involved in rescue work herself when she moved into a terrace cottage in Sussex, and found early in 1972 that it was already inhabited by the earthbound spirit of a former servant, now an old woman, in a nearby country house. The cottage had been her former dwelling. The mistress of that nearby Manor some 80 years before also made her presence known in the cottage, but she was not earthbound, but stranded in Limbo by her own desires, attachments and negative attitude, in a lower section of the spirit world, on some low “astral” vibration or frequency. The spirit world had “arranged” for Helen to live in the cottage and so help in the rescue of these two souls.  They needed her earth vibration to assist them in the release work, but she was given help by the son of the lady of the nearby Manor, who was an “old” advanced soul, but in life on earth had been mentally retarded, and had been accidentally drowned in a nearby pond at  the age of fifteen. The story is reviewed from the book by Helen Greaves “The Wheel of Eternity,”  C.W. Daniel & Company Ltd., 1974.

     “I was often conscious of the old woman in my sitting room.  She would come and sit in the chair,[still believing she lived in the cottage, unaware that she had passed] and curled up like a cat that has come back to its warm hearth. She seemed to be quite content just to be in company with me.  We were in harmony.”

    Over the course of time she communicated the story of her life as servant at the Manor, and of her cruel Mistress who had a retarded son.  Both of these soon made their appearances too, but the Lady was not earthbound like the old servant, but “stuck” in the astral regions, barred from further progress because of her cruel, venomous nature.  The son, being an advanced soul, came down from some higher place in the spirit worlds to help in the release of the other two.   
 
     When the Mistress of the Manor made her appearance “her presence imparted authority and arrogance.  She moved with  grace and dignity, but I noted that her full lips were drawn down at the corners in open contempt. She was corrupted by her own selfishness, her deeply held resentment, and by her mental attitude was keeping herself a prisoner in those dingy suburbs of the Shadow Lands between darkness and Light.  Here was the poor soul, shut away from the beauty she loved, yet lacking the cleansing of repentance that would free her soul for progress.  

    The lady communicated her thoughts: ‘This is a little better than where I have been,  [but it’s] only a workman’s cottage.’    Three days later she returned to speak again.  ‘At least I am out of that dreary place [in the low Astral regions]. Though this is not much better.  Why is everything so dim? [Helen Greaves noted that the room was bright, with all the lights on].  I suppose this is another dream.  A dream?  The last was a nightmare. But there is something different.  Could I be...am I really dead?  Is there a continuation of life?  If so, why is it so depressing?  What about heaven...and hell?  Is there a hell?  I never did believe in angels and harps, and I must admit I have not met any devils.  Or have I?  That horribe place I am in...are those there devils?  No.  Then what are they?  And where am I?  Did I really die?  I can remember that heart attack.  I recall yelling for my pills, but nothing happened.  Then the pain, it did get worse,
 didn’t it?  What happened after that? Did I die?  What happened to me?  Why cannot I find my home?  And why am I having to stay in this filthy slum?  Wasn’t my life unhappy enough?  Shouldn’t death be different?’

     ‘Life.  What joy did I ever have out of life? [She is now wrapped in a fog of self-pity].  Money?  Yes.  Good looks? Yes.  But was that enough?  What happiness was there in my marriage to an old man?  And what joy from an idiot son, a blow-fly of a creature out of lust with a farm-hand [a visiting gardener she’d hired, and had a fling with, who was the real father of the retarded son]. I hated the child and he was terrified of me.  An awkward lout with an inane grin.  God, I deserved better, surely.  It was a relief when he fell into the pond.  Yes, I was glad when he drowned, my idiot son.  As glad as when I was released and freed by the death of my elderly husband, before he went completely senile.  I don’t think I could have stood that.’

[to be continued] 

Rescue Circles (71)  

Almost two weeks later the former Lady of the Manor  returned to communicate  once more:  “You live here in a pigsty like this?  My maid lived here after I ....?  Yes, I became unconscious. I couldn’t see.  I couldn’t hear.”

Helen Greaves - You died.

Lady - Dead?  I’m not dead.  How could I be?  I’m the same as ever.

Helen - And you live in your lovely home?

Lady - My home, it was a lovely house and a beautiful garden.  But I’ve lost it.  I can’t find my way back there now.  I have to stay in a horrible place, a hovel even worse than my servants would live in.  I hate it.  I hate the people too, They’re mean.  Why should I be made to stay there?  Why? Why? [She had feelings of venom towards everyone].

Helen - You could be dead.

Lady - But I’m not.

Helen - What happened after you became unconscious?[after the heart attack]

Lady - How should I know that?  I told you, I couldn’t see.  Then I woke up in a hovel.  How can I be dead?  I’m very much alive.  I don’t even feel ill any more.  I know.  I’m asleep and dreaming.  That is it.  This is a dream, a nightmare.

Helen - You are not dreaming.

Lady - All right, I’m not dreaming.  Then where am I?   I am not dead.  I am still on the earth.   But I wasn’t in ..... before, was I?  I was in that terrible place.  I was in hell.  Hell!  That is hell.  Oh, my God!

Helen - You were not in hell.  Only in the suburbs of hell!  Hell is far worse than that, I understand.  

Lady [not understanding] - Suburbs of hell, you tell me?  And hell itself is worse?  Could anything be worse?  Tell me that.  Anything?  Anywhere?

Helen - It could be.  It is.

Lady - Worse than that dirty hovel?  Than those dreadful people?  Suburbs of hell!  Why should I be there?  What have I ever done?  What did I ever do to deserve this?  Did I steal or murder or oppress the poor?  I went to Church on Sundays regularly.  I gave money to charities.  I put up with the dreary vicar for lunch once a month.  I always paid my dues.”  

The helper who was assisting Helen in her spirit rescue and release work had a few weeks earlier made himself known to her, in the form of his earth lifetime’s role as a Franciscan friar, which he assumed again for work in the ‘Shadow Lands.’  He represented a large group of souls working on a higher plane beyond. He told Helen: “I have ‘thought’ myself here to contact you from some of the outlying suburbs (as I could call them) of these very regions of darkness.  These are sad places, heavy with astral gloom, inhabited by the souls still resentful, still bitter about the fate they feel has overwhelmed them.  These regions, however, of which I will now speak, are not in darkest hells.  For the souls placed here can be easily released from the illusion of ideas of ‘death’, IF THEY WISH.  So often they cling to the pattern of thought and feeling which they had built into their minds during their sojourn on earth.  Thus they exist still in these
 ‘mind-forms’, hating, rebelling, resenting, and wallowing in self-pity.  Poor souls, they have scarcely moved from the limitations of the physical body.  

”Our duty and service is to aid them to progress from the half-light of these drab abodes into the light and beauty of the higher planes of the Astral World.  To do this we employ all possible means of changing their thought patterns, of dissoving fear and hatred by hope and love.  Those faithful ones on your [earth] plane of life who send forth prayer, blessing, healing and love to these imprisoned souls know not the power of the great work that they do.  For their prayers come like waves of sunshine to pierce the fog of despondency, to sweep away, momentarily, the drabness of half-light.  Often, some soul is touched, some closely-held hatred is dissolved and some poor half-blind entity ‘sees’ for the first time and is filled with remorse and healed by love.

     “In other cases, we who work in these regions have to search for ‘instruments’ or ‘channels’, that is, earth-minds which have the ability to contact and communicate with Us.  Thus I contact you.  From Brothers on the higher Planes of Learning we were informed of your work in receiving and recording [from the spirit of Frances Banks] a “Testimony of Light”, which has helped many of its readers to prepare themselves for those other Planes of living, after the physical death and withdrawal of the soul from limitation.  We observed you, we touched our thoughts with yours during your times of meditation.  We became satisfied that we had discovered a useful channel.  We wished to work with you.

”For this reason, your inner sight was opened to the presence of the old [earthbound] woman who still believes that she lives in the cottage which you now inhabit.  Later, the [idiot] Boy, who loved the servant and is working to ‘awaken’ her, was enabled to contact your mind. For his initial visit to you, I’accompanied’ him and a link was formed by which later work could be accomplished.  You became cognisant of me; sensitively, you were able to ‘tune in’ to the radiation with which I surrounded you.  By such stages of expansion have you progressed towards the fulfilment of your task.

”From your cottage ‘lodger’ you had learned the story of the Boy and his mother.  He, an advanced soul in a stage of initiation which is incomprehensible to you; she, a young soul, inexperienced and stumbling in its progress.  To your mind was imparted the joy of the fulfilment of one and the tragedy of the failure of another.  Failure, I repeat, which has been brought over to this next stage of life.  I refer, of course, to the mother, whose bitterness has held her chained to the drab Shadow Lands, a soul refusing Light and Love, blinding herself to any opportunity of evolving, hating her present state yet rejecting the idea of any responsibility for it.  She too must be awakened; hers is a soul that loved beauty, yet loved it selfishly.  Love itself for others, or even from others, cannot, it seems, reach her.  Self, in its lowest, most limiting form, still imprisons her.  She has no spiritual understanding, no belief and little hope.  Neither her son,
 nor I, can penetrate through the black despair of her mind.  If, as mankind has pictured for so long, there is a state of hell, then this must be it.  YET NO SOUL REMAINS IN HELL FOR ETERNITY.  God is Love.  Love forgives.  Love dissolves hatred.  Love progresses into Light and Beauty. Love is the Law.  Here we have an example of the lost sheep, for which the Shepherd retruns again and again, to retrieve it from its wanderings.  This is evolution; this is progress; and this is the Law of the Creator of all life.

”For this reason, your cooperation is needed.  We can now bring her to you.  You, who live in the material world, and thus are cognisant of its allures, its dangers, its tragedies, can act also as a go-between in the service of rescue of this poor benighted creature.  Your mind, inspired by us, might reach hers and implant the certainty of greater Beauty before her, when she sees her mistake and is purged of her bitterness.  This service could prepare her for the shock  of her shut-in anger, of what she considered was the unfairness of the fate dealt out to her, partly by the fact of her child being ‘retarded’ and partly by her own inability to redeem her self-centredness by loving. This is a Service We offer you.  But it can only be accomplished with your willing assent and cooperation.”

Now this Franciscan friar had returned to prompt Helen again in dealing with the bitter Lady’s spirit.   Continuing with the conversation at the beginning of this episode, when she was complaining of having to put up with that dreary vicar, Helen replied: “And  [you] hated your son? And bullied your maids?  And despised your husband?  And had no love in you?  And no grace in your heart?

Lady - But that was my own business! My own personal affairs.

Helen - And you think that personal business hurt nobody?

Lady - It hurt me.

Helen - More than you realise.  That is why you are [now] amongst others who hated and hurt.

Lady - Amongst others?  You mean those creatures in the...suburbs?  [She reflects silently for a long, tense period] But I did nothing, nothing!  To be near hell just for that! Just for that!

The Lady and the Friar withdrew, and Helen was left thinking that perhaps some spark of remorse would offer some hope for this bitter Lady in spirit.  The next evening the spirit of the lady’s retarded son appeared.  He was now a beautiful, advanced soul, no longer clothed in his former handicapped body.

Son -  My mother does not realise yet.  She is new to the Spirit.

Helen - New?  She must have been there nearly a hundred years!

Son - Time is not.  Only in your state of consciousness does time have any meaning.

Helen -  But to have wasted over eighty years!

Son - She has no thought of years, nor will she have.  Yet she now has awareness of her surroundings.  She is appalled by the darkness and drabness, for my mother had, and still has, appreciation of beauty in her soul.  Her garden expressed that;  it was full of colour and loveliness.  She revealed her exquisite taste, too, in her dress; always she wore beautiful gowns. These were, I grant you, expressions of an ephemeral nature, but they sprang from a quality of the soul.  Mother is not a lost soul, you know.  She is but misguided, misdirected and still held prisoner in the narrow circumference of her thought patterns.  But we have a clue to work upon in reaching her, a sliver of light in the dark fear of her mind.  We may be able to appeal to the unconscious desire for beauty still alive within her.”

[to be continued]    Richard R.    Reviewed from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974

Rescue Circles (72)  The Continuation of the Lady’s Soul Rescue

When Helen Greaves was wondering whether she could really help the angry Lady whose spiritual progress seemed to be blocked by her past resentments, the Franciscan Friar came again to encourage her:  “So you are in doubt as to your acceptance of the task as intermediary? It is very natural.  I believe that at this stage, some further explanation is due to you, and I will endeavour so to reach your understanding that we may become united and harmonious in the Act of Mercy.

”I am known as a Way-Shower, though I dwell in the Regions of Light and learn there and sometimes teach newcomers there, part of the service which I sometimes teach newcomers there, part of the service which I am honoured to perform is to take thought journeys into the Shadows and into the half-way regions, and from thence conduct any entities ready to set out upon the Way, after repentance and reparation, towards the Planes of Light.  There is, as you may understand, a constant stream of souls passing upwards.  Some have graduated even from the lower hells, some have realised their state and by constant effort have changed their thought patterns, have made reparation for their mistakes and so have gone forward into Light.  Some remain stubborn and unrepentant and refuse our aid.  In this category we must place your present visitor.  You have already felt her unsettling presence and recoiled from it.  How much more would you recoil, my Friend, at the  abode from which I have brought her by thought!  

 “The Boy, whom you have now met in your inner mind, and whose life span on your earthly plane was short (15 years), restricted and extremely difficult, is a progressed soul.  He has already graduated to the Plane of Learning, and he offered himself to me for service.  Thus he accompanies me on some occasions to the lower Worlds.  He is not yet allowed to proceed there alone, for there are many dangers which he could encounter, without sufficient knowledge, experience, and power to meet them safely.  On one such visit he found her, who had been his earth mother.  He was devastated at her plight, for although she had been cruel to him and he had been half-afraid of her, he had ever held a kind of dumb affecion for her.  There had been a strong soul-link between the two, forged in other soul experiences, a link which had, alas, not been harmonious.  It was essential that this disharmony should be dissolved by love, but it was not accomplished in the
 relationship on the earth of son and mother. 

”When the boy passed from your plane and was awakened in the heaven World, he learned of the failure and was sad.  He tried to send radiations of love to her to help her later years, but he could not reach her.  Then she, too, left her physical body.  His one aim now was to find her, and for that purpose he brought all his compassion to aid him.  But he was not successful, because she had brought over with her into her new Life the same resentment and bitterness and selfishness with which she had faced the death-call.  The barrier between them seemed insurmountable.  Then, on our visit, he found her.  But she did not recognise the progressed Boy.  He was far removed from the pathetic retarded youth who had drowned in the water of the pond in their house grounds.  She repudiated him.  The Boy, her son, filled with love and compassion and with a great desire to help her to progress from her uncongenial abode, set his case before the Council of Wise Ones 
 here.  The records were searched.  A clue was discovered in the soul pattern of the simple, undeveloped woman who had been his mother’s maid and who had loved the Boy.  The servant had also left her physical body, but had remained [earthbound] unaware of this  change. She was not unhappy, as her Mistress, neither had she found herself in the suburbs of hell.  She had clung in thought to her old form, and to her material abode, your present cottage.  She was what you would call earthbound. 

     “The pattern began to link together.  A Plan was conceived by the Wise Ones, and the Word went out for an ‘intermediary’.  Thus were YOU drafted to the cottage, unaware of the Pattern and Plan to be worked out.  You will understand the rest...your consciousness of the maid and the appearance of the Boy, as well as the charge we have laid upon you to help in this rescue of the Boy’s mother.  May you fulfil this.  May you by your gift of inner sight and hearing serve as the link for the release and progress not only of the ignorant earth-bound woman’s soul, but also for this soul in its own tragic purgatory.  You and I will act together as ‘Mind and Soul’ Channels.  Realise that I am at hand to help you in any difficulties.  Try to conquer your instinctive personality-reaction to this tormented but unrepentant soul.  Presently, she will ‘see’ you and a mind-contact will be made.  I trust you will accomplish the mission for which your soul has asked
 and that the minor reactions of your personality will be superseded by the reality of soul-love.”    


     A few weeks later on a cold February afternoon in 1972 while Helen was recovering from a bout of ‘flu the Friar returned  to explain that the Boy’s Mother, now dwelling in the fringes of the lower Astral worlds, or the worlds of desire, was hating her surroundings, loathing and scorning her fellow prisoners and wasting her spirit in longing for the comforts and beauty of her earthly home with all the privileges that material wealth could supply.  This was but a selfish yearning after the ephemeral luxuries which she had never appreciated when she had possessed them.  But it was still desire, not a true assessment of her own position or of the results of her actions.  There was no change of heart, no softening of pride, no remorse.  Desire still held her on the lowest rungs of the ladder of progress and bound her there with its chains.  Until this longing for earthly things was dissolved, she would be unable to face herself, or to assess her failures
 and successes in the light of a more spiritual understanding: thus she was holding herself back from progressing towards that very beauty which was a quality of her soul.

     “There is free-will,” concluded the Franciscan.  “No compulsion to review one’s actions, no interference, no punishment, except as she attracts that which she has made her own to herself;  no time-limit to her sojourn in those worlds to which her state of non-grace has brought her.  Only is there Love, the Law of the Creator.  And this Love will conquer, my Friend.”

    As a helper living on earth, Helen realised that until the Lady, the former Mistress of the House, was purged of her defiance, she would never be able to face the records of her earth experiences. These examinations were difficult enough for ordinary ‘good’ folk.  How much more frightening for one whose conscience was seared by their recollection. Was this defiance an indication of deep fear?    

     
    One Saturday evening a couple of weeks later, Helen was sitting by the fire listening to some vocal music on the radio as she did some sewing, and noticed the presence of the Lady, listening to the music too. 

     “It was quite obvious that she had no idea of the origin of the music, nor indeed, where she herself was.  She did not see me, and if she recognised my cottage sitting room from her previous visit, she gave no sign.   She was still clothed in the stiff, black silk, wide-skirted [Victorian] dress in which her maid had remembered her.   The expression of her face was warm, moved by the harmony and beauty that filled the cottage.  She looked ‘alive’, glowing, uplifted.  For some minutes I watched her, wondering if I was truly seeing her, even in my mind’s eye. She looked different, released in some way....Very soon her thoughts came into my brain: ‘I am dreaming.  It is wonderful!  So wonderful!  I am away at last from squalor and misery.’  Here her mind was choked with emotion.  I could feel her tears.  In my heart I prayed for help and release for her.  She was thinking ‘Oh God, don’t let me go back there, ever.  Let me stay in this beauty.’ 

”Presently I became aware of her son, now a shining figure of Light.  He stood beside her, yearning for recognition.  Deliberately he took a position within any line of vision her ‘sight’ might have.  The light of his illumined countenance flowed forward and encircled her, recalling her consciousness from absorption in the music.  She sighed and moved. But she did not see him. Twice I felt him call her gently. ‘Mother’. 

     “She made no sign of having heard, nor was there any implication of recognition in her expression.”   At that moment the music programme ended and was followed by the Saturday night play.  By the end of that programme the cottage was empty of ‘visitors’.   

So we have two types of rescue work going on in Helen’s cottage: the helping of an old earthbound servant to move on the the spirit world, then the reformation of the spirit of the Lady of the House already in the spirit world, but stuck in Limbo in the low Astral by her own desires, resentment and inertia.  Helen was contributing her part on the earth plane, just our rescue groups and home circles do.  Then a guide (the Franciscan Friar), and a helper (Lady’s son) were both doing what they could from their side in the spirit world, backed up with the energy of the group of older souls from a higher level of existence.  The book by Helen Greaves “The Wheel of Eternity” describes the gradual process of releasing these two “lost” souls, and provides further techniques for rescue groups to study, adding to the comprehensive list of titles already mentioned in this series.   I will continue to summarise the main events of this case in the next episode, but
 serious students should obtain their own copies of “The Wheel of Eternity” and “The Testament of Light” to obtain a more complete understanding of this type of work, and of the worlds of spirit life ‘beyond.’

[to be continued]

Rescue Circles (73)  More conversations with the Lady in Limbo.  The danger of obsession or possession by spirits lost in Limbo for those undertaking  rescue work.

Helen Greaves ran the risk of becoming obsessed, or even possessed by the resentful spirit of the Lady lost in Limbo in the low astral regions.  This can also happen with those who become fascinated by the occult, join black magic circles, or who even get involved in New Age rituals to create a better reality, make money or materialise their desires.  Many  gurus East and West have gone astray, or even beserk, taking their large-fee paying  followers with them on the road to madness, perdition and even suicide.  There is always a price to pay, ‘selling your soul to the devil’ so to speak.  I know there is no devil, but there are plenty of low lost souls lurking, ready to get their desires vicariously by pouncing on unaware and unprotected people living on earth, particularly if the latter are addicted to any harmful substance or activity. Sudden success, or earning a fortune out of spiritual truths, as has happened in the present happenings around “The
 Secret”, can turn the head, and lead away from the very truth that was originally sought after. Certainly Divine or Spiritual law is in operation here! 

Luckily for Helen, she prayed and meditated often, and used beautiful music, and meaningful hymns and songs to raise vibrations, and this also  attracted and helped the Lady, making her stop and reflect, and begin to reform. {Even songs like “Bless This House” or “There’s No Place Like Home” give much protection]. Helen also had the support of a group of advanced souls, represented both by the Franciscan Friar, whom she called a Brother of Light, and by the Boy, the Lady’s son, who was also a fairly advanced soul. Also the spirit of Frances Banks, her old friend,  watched over her from time to time, as did her husband, Roger.  The earthbound servant who lived in her cottage was harmless compared with the cruel Lady, whose presence left Helen in fits of melancholy and depression which might have led to insanity had she not had the spirit support behind her.  This was pointed out to her by the Friar who visited again towards the end of the year’s work
 which it took to help both spirits move on to their own individual destinations in the spirit worlds.

     “Although your experience with the visitor from the shadows (the Lady of the Manor)  was shattering, it has served a useful purpose, in that it can be as a warning to you, as the recorder of these happenings, and to those who read these accounts, and who might be tempted to try such “rescue” work on their own.  For it illustrates the fact that any contact with those who dwell (even temporarily) in the dark regions carries risks such as you experienced.  The passions and emotions of these entities are powerful and oft-times too potent for the experimenter, or even for the “do-gooder”.  For these entities can, and often do, fasten on to the minds of others, especially those still in the earth-world, drawing them into the welter of their own emotions, fears and terrors and their unassuaged appetites.  This is the initial origin of “obsession” and “possession”, a state which alters the personalities of its victims, rendering them impotent to resist
 temptation and evil.

     “In your case, sympathy and uncontrolled emotional reaction to the Boy’s mother in her tragic awakening drew you into her aura, where she could obtain strength from you.  This would have meant the loss of your own identity (even if only temporarily) and would have spelt disaster, not only to your own progression but to the work you have to do. The lesson to be learnt is two-fold. In the service of healing, the personality (and this implies the emotions) has no part. Healing is an extension of the spirit only; therefore detachment from astral emotion and from the snare of sentimentality is essential in the would-be healer and helper.

     “Secondly (and in your case more important) this was a yielding to glamour, the glamour of trying to free and heal this poor entity.  This, alas, blotted out the real purpose of your work, which is that of recorder and witness.  You were saved by the words of invocation in the hymns that were recollected from your memory. 

[’Open my eyes that I might see, 
  Visions of Truth Thou hast for me’  and

 ‘Love Divine, all loves excelling, 
  Joy of Heaven, to earth come down.
  Fix in us Thy humble dwelling.’]

     “It must be stressed again that prayer, meditation and invocation form the channel for all service.  Prayer is the use of the channel to contact the Holy Spirit (God); any resulting effects are in the power of that Spirit alone.  For people who wish to experiment, and those who are dazzled by the glamour of ‘doing good’ in the lower astral world, the dangers are overwhelming.  They are, indeed, venturing into a den of lions without a guard at the ready to counteract attack should any of the beasts turn vicious.  No helper on these planes of the spirit, however experienced, is allowed to enter the Shadow World without a Higher Brother who is one of the Band of Light; or without the preparation of true prayer and a knowledge of the technique of self-protection.  Pray for these poor resentful creatures that they might find peace and be led into light; but leave the MEANS of their so-doing in higher hands.

     “........[Humankind’s] mind is now stretching out into exploration of its body of energy, the unseen etheric body; and for some, consciousness beyond the physical plane will be a natural outcome.  But herein lies the element of danger.  For in the projection of consciousness thus gained and the first advance towards the Spiritual Planes, the astral world of the ‘dead’ will become more accessible to contact.  This includes the astral world of ignorance and darkness with its unenlightened creatures prowling forth in search of the passions and pleasures of earth now denied them, as well as those higher regions of peace and harmony, wherein advanced souls lead pilgrims ever onward and into the planes of progress between. The danger which you are, alas, already witnessing, is to be found in the sad ‘obsessions’ of those caught in the glamour of drugged visions, and of those already filched of their personalities by the parasitic clinging of possessive
 lower-astral entities. [This message came through in 1972. But it explains what is happening around us here and now in 2008 - the violence, dishonesty in business and politics, road-rage, shooting sprees, routine torture, the suicide bombings, the genocide, tribal feuds and resentments - a long list of disturbing events to put right.....Richard R.]  

     “Yet, evolution progresses, God be thanked, and the light is pouring forth in the work of advanced Beings and Masters of Wisdom who are preparing groups of spiritual seekers to go forward into this great adventure.  Caution, therefore, is necessary in this coming age.  Your own experience and our warning illustrate the subtlety of such dangers.  Take heed and be prepared and protected by the inner life of prayer and contemplation of the Creative Divine Spirit, aligning yourselves and your efforts within the Light.......”

     Helen intertwines the stories of the old earthbound servant and the visits from the Lady, but here, for clarity’s sake, I will separate them and continue to summarise and abstract the communications from this resentful spirit of the Lady. 

    The next day, on Sunday, the Lady came back again to listen to the music on the radio. That evening Andor Foldes was playing Schubert’s piano impromptus.  She was unaware that her son was also present.  He explained to Helen that his mother had been an accomplished pianist. ‘I loved to hear her play.  But I was never allowed in the room, when she was at the piano.  My presence disturbed her.’  

    Helen was thankful.  It was through the son’s presence, his concern and his love that the Lady was there, away from the hell of her hovel, the hell of her own making, to listen to music.  She continued to listen to Beethoven’s ‘Pathetiqiue’ sonata and the Debussy Preludes, after which both spirits left.  Perhaps the beauty of the music, and of the flowers in the cottage was beginning to melt the hardness of her soul.

     A month or so later, towards the end of April, 1972, a certain restlessness in Helen’s mind indicated that the Lady was present again. Helen is clairaudient as well as clairvoyant, and replies mentally to the spirit. 

Lady - I know this place.  I have been here before.

Helen - That is right.  You listened to music. Remember?

Lady - I remember.  Who are you?

Helen - I live here.  This is my cottage home.

Lady [grudgingly] - Well, I must admit, it certainly is a better place than where I’ve been dwelling.

Helen - You don’t like where you have been?

Lady - It is horrible!  Mean, shabby, hateful.  And the people there are evil, full of evil.

Helen - You’ve been in the Shadow Lands, or rather, in the suburbs of the Shadow Lands.

Lady - Shadow Lands? You know about them?  Have you been there, too?

Helen - No. 

Lady [after looking at the flowering plants, touching them with obvious enjoyment] - It’s all just a dream, a nightmare.  It isn’t REAL, you understand?

Helen -  It may be a nightmare?  But you’re LIVING in it.  WHY are you?

Lady - I’m supposed to be dead, didn’t you know?  At least, that’s what they tell me.

Helen - Who tells you?  

Lady - Oh, those hateful people there.  They say we’re all dead.  I don’t believe them.

Helen - But it’s true.  You did die.  This IS your next world!

Lady - You, too?  You believe that?  Are you, then, dead, too?

Helen - No.  I’m still on earth.

Lady [puzzled] - But I can see you. You can see me.  I don’t understand.

Helen -T hat is because I am trying to help you get away from the Shadow Lands that you hate.

Lady [attitude changing, and responding with a new hope and joy] - Oh, please, will you?  I will do anything you say.  You see, I am very unhappy.

Helen - But you made many other people unhappy during your time on earth, did you not?  Your husband, your maid ... and your son.

Lady - My son was an idiot. A retarded boy.

Helen - Your son is a fine and beautiful soul.

Lady - IS?  He died by drowning in the pond  Is he in this next world, too?

Helen - He is.

Lady - In the Shadow Lands?  I have not met him there.

Helen - No. He is in the Spiritual Spheres.

Lady [struggling to understand] -  You mean that there are places different from where I am?

Helen [quoting] - ‘In my Father’s House are many mansions.’

Lady - Mansions?  Mine is a hovel.  Can it be possible?  IS there heaven and hell then?

Helen - It appears that there is something like that.  

Lady [bottled up anger and bitterness suddenly rapped out from her] - I suppose you are telling me that I am in hell! Hell? Yes, that could be the answer to my miseries.  But why, I ask you, why should a half-witted boy be in heaven? And I, his mother, am condemned to what must be...hell?  It’s true, isn’t it?  I am in hell?

Helen - You...went to the place prepared for you.  

Lady - I...I prepared this place?  Was I so bad?  

Helen - You had no love.  You had no love for anybody but yourself.  You did not love your poor boy, nor your husband.  Therefore you denied God.  For God is Love. But you loved Beauty, and God is Beauty, too.

Lady - Beauty was everything to me. Music. Flowers. Lovely things.  These were my life.  The garden, the grounds about my house  I created utter beauty in them.

Helen - For others, less fortunate, to see?  

Lady - No.  My garden was mine.  Private.  

Helen prayed for some guidance and assistance from spirit as she found herself getting entangled in the Lady’s negative selfishness.   A radiance soon seemed to fill the room, which even the Lady picked up, when a sudden idea penetrated her mind.

Lady -  Beauty?  I was a pianist; an interpreter of music. Isn’t that Beauty?

Helen - For yourself, or others?

Lady [there was now a glimmer of light above her] - Mostly for myself, I suppose.  But often I invited people to listen, too.  There was a little old man, a neighbour of mine, a gentleman, but poor and lonely.  He used to slip into my music room whenever I practised.  I never minded him.  He said my music made him happy.  I was glad about that.  Yes, it’s true.  I did want to SHARE this beauty with my old neighbour.  

Helen - I am glad about the SHARING.

Lady [relaxed and at peace at last] - It is beautiful here!  Can I stay?

Helen - You can come again.

Lady [wandering around the room and admiring the house plants] - They are lovely.  I don’t think I knew this species. Oh God, let me go somewhere in this next world where there is beauty and sunshine...and music.  [She leaves].

Helen felt that this was the first prayer that the Lady had ever said and MEANT!     

[to be continued]


Rescue Circles (74) The Lady starts to move out of the dark

     The Lady was still full of resentment and attached to and attracted by her former existence on earth, which is why she had been stuck in Limbo for over eighty years, and needed the contact with Helen to understand her situation.  There were also other ‘karmic’ ties with her former maidservant, and this was another reason for the spirit world to “arrange” for Helen to live in the cottage, and so bring all these different threads together and untangle the knots and release both spirits, helping the old servant to move into the light and meet her loved ones, and to move the Lady on from the stagnation of the lower realms of the Shadow Land, or Limbo, once called “Hades.”  

     Towards the end of April, 1972, the Franciscan Friar, the “Brother of Light” as she called him, came to visit Helen to explain how the pattern of our lives extends back before the time of Ancient Egypt in some cases, with responsibilities incurred and debts to be repaid. “Patterns are being worked out, pieces fitted as in jig-saw puzzles,  linking together lives, experiences, reconciliations, harmonies, into the pattern of evolution, according to the Divine Plan.  Scarred souls are being healed from terrifying memories by the Light of Love and Wisdom. 

     “This is a two-fold operation, but with many connecting links of emotion and many debts from past experiences to be settled.  The maid who is earthbound and the Mistress who languishes in the shadows were bound together by a love-hate relationship forged in other lives.  Shall we describe this as ‘scar-tissue’  of their souls?...seared in past conflicts and never completely healed by love.  Hence the ‘sickness’, dimly remembered, which holds them back from the Light. 

   “Thus, dear Friend, wonder not about the lapse of time (so-called) during which your maid and her Mistress have been prisoners in their own limited consciousness and bound by the separativeness of their negative emotions.  In your years this represents a period constituting over eighty years..... To them, it is but ‘an evening gone.’ The Band of Light here are cooperating with the Boy’s love for his mother and for the servant.  This release from the darkness of error is the final dissolution of soul-memories of tragedies caused by surrender to negative forces.   Such sagas as this are being enacted in the Spiritual, Astral and material worlds without ceasing.

     “Life progresses; evolution advances on all levels.  The wider and more complete the spread of tolerance, understanding, forgiveness, the stronger and more potent will be the Rays of spiritual advancement which will enhance the evolution of man.  The greater the spread of spiritual knowledge, the more speedy will be the enlightenment and upliftment of humans into harmony and peace.   The Divine Energy of Life is One-ness, and every particle of separated consciousness must be drawn back to the centre of all, the very light of creation, to God.”

    During spring summer and autumn Helen was busy travelling, giving lectures and also distracted by the loss of friends and by a  painful, arthritic hip. Although some contact with the Boy and the maidservant was made in August, further communication with the Lady did not take place until November of 1972. One evening she was listening to records of Joan Sutherland, and Renata Tibaldi and others and she noticed the presence of the Lady, who was dancing to the music.  “The Mistress was moving with utter grace to the rhythm of the dance tunes of ‘La Traviata’, her slender figure swaying with the lilt of the music; in her stiff silk gown she made a picture of elegance and charm.  She ‘looked’ younger than when I had last been aware of her. This was not the complaining, resentful visitor of the last call. I felt that she was released.  She was experiencing joy for the first time since she had crossed the river of death. She seemed utterly absorbed in this unaccustomed world of rapture; she looked quite beautiful.  She began to look about her, this time with a more discerning and
 interested gaze than when she had visited my ‘poor hovel’ previously.

Lady - How lovely that was! How beautiful!  To hear music again.  To be back...  But I’m not back home!  I’m here again.

Helen - You’re in my cottage home. 

Lady - Your cottage home?  Who are you?

Helen - Oh, just a friend.  You came to see me before.  Don’t you remember?  You said I lived in a pigsty.

Lady - Did I say that?  I couldn’t have been seeing it.  I’m sorry.  It was unforgivable of me to say such a thing.  Your home is pretty...charming!

Helen - Thank you.  I’m glad you have come.

Lady - So am I.  To be released from that awful place.  You see, I’ve been allowed to come here again...to listen to your music.  You see, I loved music so much when....

Helen - When you were on earth?

Lady - Yes. I wish I’d known then all that I know now.

Helen - Why?

Lady - I suppose because I would have lived differently.  I mean, I would have been kinder.  How was I to know that I would go in such sordid surroundings?  I’ve suffered.  But now I’ve been allowed to come here again  They said that was just a beginning.

Helen - ‘They’?

Lady - ‘They’ are Helpers and Teachers, and They are kind. For a long time, I thought they were Church visitors and I could not see what they had to do with me.  We need to have Church visitors for the poor; and I never thought of myself as POOR - at least not until I learned that I was to stay in that hovel, that it was my home.  I was told that I was ‘poor in spirit.’  I was shaken to my very depths and I could not lightly get over such implications.  Also, it was said by a sweet-faced woman, one I had seen visiting before and who had impressed me as being happy and charming and sincere.  She was so different from the creatures who lived in similar hovels to mine.  I thought about this very deeply and when she came gain, I went forward to speak with her.  I cannot remember quite what we talked about, only that I begged to leave my dark abode.  I think I told her about the music I had heard here and about your flowers.  She seemed to understand.  Then
 she said I could come again if I stopped resenting where I was.  I do remember telling her that there was only ugliness there; one could not help resenting ugliness.  She agreed about that, and asked me if I loved beauty.  I told her about my garden, my greenhouses and all the lovely plants that once I had; and about my music. She understood at one.  She said that she would help me to come here again to hear the music if I would accept my present place.

Helen - And you have?

Lady - I am trying.  It is not easy!   They are not my type of people.  At least, I thought they were not But now, I have to remember that I, too, am poor in spirit.

[to be continued]  


Rescue Circles (75)  First step out of the shadows of Limbo

Three days later when the weather was starting to get cold and wintry, Helen sat by the electric fire and listened to an afternoon performance of Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony on the radio, and when it had reached its tremendous close, she noticed the Lady sitting and listening too, calm and content

Helen - Welcome!  Nice to have you back.

Lady - It was magnificent!  Thank you for allowing me to come into your home.  I love being here!  I know now why I am in that place of half-shadows.  They told me. The sweet-faced sister came again.  She brought with her a wonderful spirit, a man with the face of an angel.  His eyes were so beautiful, so blue, as if Light was shining behind them.  I do not know who he was, or from where he came.  I had not seen him before and I am sure I would have noticed that face if he had visited us.  His whole figure SHONE.  Even to my dark hovel he brought light.  It was the first real ray of light that I had seen since...since....

Helen - Since you had died to the earth-world and had come to life in the real world?

Lady - That is correct...if you can call it life! But I have now been informed that this was all the life which I had prepared for myself.  This was such a completely new idea...it still is. It was the angel-man who told me that!  At first, I was overcome by him and a sort of power that was about him.  I suppose he has great authority.  I felt timid.  You see, he was so different from the horrible creatures who inhabit my present world, and yet he had come there among them.  And he spoke to me. He had a kind gentle voice, yet the words he said to me were terrible, frightening!  I would never have believed such words, had they not come from one such as he.  They were Truth.  I knew they were Truth; that made them no less accusing.  He said that I had STARVED my soul.  He said that I had fed only the EMOTIONS and DESIRES of my personality!  Terrible, terrible words.  What a denunciation!  That I should ever have to hear such an accusation.  Starved my
 soul?   Fed my emotions?  I could scarcely bear it, and yet, and yet, I could not deny it.  It was true!  Suddenly I seemed to see through his eyes.  I looked at myself.  It was devastating.    He said more, but I cannot recollect it.  Then he went away.  I felt as if I had been squeezed through the mangle that my kitchen maids used on their washing days.  All hope had left me. I knew that I was in hell and terror-stricken by the thought that I would be there forever. Do I mean terror-stricken?  Perhaps not...it was all confusing.  But the sister stayed with me.  She must have stayed beside me through all my panic. I’m not sure about that, you see, it was such a shock...those terrible words being true.  I mean!  Such an indication of failure and the cause of the punishment I had brought upon myself.  I had never thought of myself like that. Perhaps I had never thought about myself at all, and I had never really believed about a life after death, only
 vaguely
 listening to sermons about heaven and hell.  But now I knew!  I WAS in hell, that was it.  But was I to be there forever?

Helen - Not forever.  Not forever.

Lady - That is what the sister said!  You believe that, too?  She said I wasn’t really in hell, only in the precincts of what she called the Shadow Lands.  I imagine that must be the real hell, a place that criminals and utterly wicked people make for themselves.  I wasn’t a criminal, or was I?   I hated my child, but I never physically hurt him.  Sister said I was not in the real hell, only near it.  Near enough!  Near enough.  But she was very kind.  She was certain that I need not stay there.  You believe that?  At first I couldn’t believe it, I mean, but she persuaded me.  It was my first glimmer of hope after all my misery.  I FELT her compassion.  It was too much.  Not to have to remain in hell?  I, who was always so proud.  I wept.    [long silence].    I was ashamed of losing my control before her; humiliated because she knew all about me.  Yet comforted by what she was saying.  The love in her flowed about me; it was like sunshine. I think I
 fell asleep, yet, when I woke, she was still there; and I felt refreshed and quiet.  I was strong enough then to listen to what she had to explain to me.  It was almost like a mother talking to a child.  I wonder whether if I had borne a normal child I could have loved him!  She made me feel like that.  She made me wish I had been kinder. [long pause].  This was my first experience of kindness. The sister stayed with me.  We talked together.  She was gentle.  I even wondered what she had been on earth.  I was sure she had been a lady of circumstances; she had the air of good breeding.  Strange that one carries over to this other Life WHAT ONE WAS! That was a point she made with me.  It was difficult at first for me to understand.  I was, she said, exactly WHAT I HAD BEEN.  Because of my failures on earth, I was in this predicament.  She even quoted the Bible at me.  Once I would have been extremely angry at anyone taking such a liberty, but now was 
 different.  She was in authority. I had to listen. ‘As ye sow, so shall ye reap,’ she quoted.  I looked at her calm face. ‘So I am reaping.’ I asked her, though I knew.  Her answer was as I had expected. ‘You did not sow love or harmony; you withheld compassion from your son; you scorned your husband; you treated your maidservants harshly.’  I couldn’t hear any more. ‘Stop!’ I begged her.  ‘Are you then an avenging angel?’  She shook her head and smiled. ‘No, I am but like you...a pilgrim on the Way.’  She, a pilgrim on the Way?  Then what was I?...a speck of dust?  [Without resentment, in a state of remorse]   I was seeing myself as I was, and I was appalled.  I was stunned by the revelation.  I knew then that this was the reason why I was to live amongst these revolting people, these hateful creatures for I was like them.  I was one of them.  I, too, had sown as they must have sown.

Helen - And the sister?  

Lady - That lovely face glowed.  Positively glowed.  It seemed as though a light burst about the sister.  And I shall never forget what she said.  ‘God IS Beauty.  So you loved God, though you never knew.  Dear Soul, thus you have His Passport.  It will take you from here and darkness into Light and Beauty.’  I could have knelt at her feet.  ‘But now,’ she charged me, ‘you must learn to love creatures, your fellows, your companions, your son.’  ‘My son? Is he here, too?’  She shook her head and smiled. ‘You can help these souls.  You can be kind and understanding with them.’  I knew then that it was going to be a grim lesson, but I must not fail.  She asked me then if there was anything I would like to do to help me during this kind of probation.  And I thought of you and your flowers and your plants...and the music.  I thought that if I came here sometimes, as I had already done, it would give me strength to succeed, it would be a kind of solace.’

Helen - Bless you!  Come as often as you can! 

Lady - Thank you!  I do sincerely thank you.  I have the happy feeling that this is my first step out of the Shadows, my very first step.  I am grateful...deeply grateful. [She takes her leave].
 
For the full version with the author’s notes, see “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves. C.W. Daniel, Saffron Waldon. 1974.

[to be continued]

Rescue Circles (76) The rescue helped by the prayers of those attending a conference.

”The Wheel of Eternity” not only contrasts the different situations and experiences of an earthbound spirit and one stuck in limbo, both staying in their respective states for almost 100 years, but it also offers us a picture of how we can get “stuck” and closed in a self-made limbo of depression and resentment while we are still living on earth, and so preparing ourselves for a similar state when we pass. Unfortunately those who are addicts, alcoholics and crippled by diseases such as arthritis or even cancer can find themselves trapped in a state of resentment, blaming others for their condition, or soaked in hatred, bitterness and other negative thoughts and emotions which are often the CAUSE of the disease, rather than a hereditary or environmental factor.  The need for drugs or alcohol may be a weakness of character or a predisposition, but the negative thoughts and emotions and lack of spirituality are pathways to disease, and symptoms and
 addictions become a closed circuit of self-perpetuating self-destruction and confinement within a depressive gloom of aloneness, unless light and love, acceptance and forgiveness, can break through , cut the circuits and awaken the retarded spirit. Then healing can take place.  There are special places in the spirit world, with nurses and healers specialising in the work, just as there are de-tox clinics here on earth, if you can afford them.

     To continue with the story of the Lady, whose rescue was taking over a year in our time, Helen Greaves writes that before the end of 1972 she spoke at a conference, held in an Anglican monastery, dealing with Life After Death.  One afternoon was given over to the relating of personal experiences of communication with the dead, and when she was asked to speak, Helen found herself relating the story of the old earthbound servant maid and the Lady lost in limbo. 

     “I spoke of the appearance of the old woman who was my unseen lodger; I mentioned the Mistress who hated her son, and who was hated by the servant, the sad plight of them both and of what I felt was my task in aiding them and of writing about this astral drama.  They were so interested that I imparted a great deal of what had happened up to that time.  The words seemed to flow from me without restraint, as if I was intended to speak them.

     “After the talk, many of the nuns came to me to say that they would pray for my ‘visitors’ in their own communities, so real already were these spirits to them.  I was much moved.  After the conference I received letters from others who had been present who would be sending forth their petitions for grace and light to be vouchsafed to them.  If I needed proof [of the efficacy of prayer], then I have it.  For it was less than a week after I returned home to my cottage that the contact which I have already described in the last chapter was made.  The old servant had ‘awakened’.  Though still confused, she had accepted the fact of the death of her body and the survival of her mind.  She STILL WAS. She had escaped from the fog of ignorance and was following blindly along the path to light.  Then, a few days later, she returned to impart her good news.  The scales had finally fallen from her spirit eyes and she had seen and recognised her own father, who  had been sent to guide her on her way.  And this had been revealed only after she herself had repeated the long-forgotten prayer of her childhood, ‘Our Father, which art in Heaven...’  {The whole of HER story will be recounted after the account of the Lady, “Mistress of the House,’ has been completed.  R.R.].

”The prayers and blessing of those dedicated women had been heard and answered!  A soul went forward to a new life.  How little we know of the influence for good that our prayers can bring both to the living and the so-called dead.  I recall that this was stressed by Frances Banks (herself an ex-nun and now in spirit, who knew what of which she spoke - [see ‘The Testimony of Light’ for HER communications]. Prayers and blessings and love, she suggested, are ‘received’ by our departed dear ones, and are to them as a ‘staff upon the Way’. But how much more wonderful is prayerful help to the sad ‘earth-bound’, the unrepentant, the loiterers and self-prisoners in the shadow precincts! Can we not remember this, and act upon it in love, as the religious showed us?

     “It was but two days after the last writing when I found myself carrying on, as if we had never left off, from the last visit of the Mistress. 

Lady - There is re-union after death, I have discovered.  Even here, in this dreary place, there have been meetings between friends, and relatives.  Yes, I have witnessed them; perhaps this is because I am now taking more interest in my companions.  They are not always happy or welcome re-unions, which is strange, until one recollects what manner of place this is.  I was talking to Sister about this and I enquired if I should be brought face to face with some that I had known on earth.  I shuddered a little when she admitted that this might happen.  But she was so comforting; she always is!  She told me that if I progressed in compassion and service towards my fellows there, I would move on towards the Light.  I felt that maybe I would not have to meet such as I had disliked on earth.

Helen - Those you disliked?  Were there none you liked or loved?

Lady - No.  None worth remembering.

Helen - But you had a son?

Lady - If you could call him a son!

Helen - He was your flesh and blood. Don’t you want to see your son again?

Lady - No, I don’t.

Helen - I know I WOULD!

Lady - I might, if he had been like any other boy.

Helen -  What do you mean by that?

Lady - My son was an idiot. He could not think clearly and scarcely could he speak two words intelligently.

Helen - Poor boy. How terrible for him.

Lady - Terrible?  For him?  He knew nothing at all. 

Helen - But your son must have died. Is that right?

Lady - Yes.  The poor fool was drowned.

Helen - Then surely he will have changed.  He can’t still be unintelligent!

Lady - Changed?  Why should he?  We don’t change after death.  I have not changed, have I?

Helen - No, you have not changed [she was going to add - ‘unfortunately’].

Lady - SHOULD I have changed?

Helen - I do not know.  But you did tell me about the Shining One and the sweet-faced Sister.  They suggested that you must change yourself. 

Lady - Oh, that is different.  They meant change my IDEAS about others; they told me to try to accept the creatures with whom I am now in contact. Yes, I am doing that; at least I hope I am. [Losing her arrogance]. I am trying to have more compassion.  I think I am succeeding.

Helen - The Shining One will be happy.  What makes you think you are succeeding? 

Lady - Because I am still allowed to come here.  This is a great privilege; a joy; a holiday.  To me it is penetration into light, even if only a passing escape from gloom.

Helen - What do you imagine has happened to your boy? Do you believe he is shut up somewhere with other maladjusted boys?  

Lady - You mean...other idiots? 

Helen - Yes, I suppose that is what I mean.

Lady - What else could there be for him?

Helen - But he has left his physical body.  He is alive in his spirit body.  And it was only his BRAIN that was defective, not his soul.

Lady - You mean to imply that my son could now be SANE?

Helen - I do, indeed, as sane as you or I.  Why not?

Lady - Sane, you said?  You mean able to THINK?

Helen - Yes, of course.  Able to think, to reason, and to REMEMBER. 

Lady (incredulous, anxious and fearful) - He could remember about his life on earth?

Helen - Yes.

Lady - He might remember his mother, me?

Helen - Of course he would remember you.  He loved you.

Lady - How could he have loved me?  I hated him.  He was a reproach to me, an embarrassment. I cannot understand.  If I ask the Sister, if I find that this is true...  Supposing it is true.  Supposing he KNOWS now?  I mean, knows about me, about everything.  Oh, God, don’t let this happen!  I am only just coming through one trial.  DO not face me with another!  Not my son!  Not yet, oh, not yet.  Have mercy...

Helen was caught up in the Lady’s anxieties and started thinking about her own failings, and by the time she recovered calmness and started praying for the lost soul, she was gone.

[to be continued]. 
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A few days later, in early 1973, Helen was watching a pianist on television playing different Fantasies by Mozart, Schumann, and Chopin.  Soon she realised that the Lady was sitting on the chair opposite her,  She was still attired in her stiff Victorian silk dress, and was weeping.  The beauty of the music had moved her to tears.  This was a complete contrast to the sordid conditions she still lived in, surrounded by the racket of unhappy and resentful entities.  At the end of the programme Helen switched off the television and prayed for help on behalf of the Lady. The Lady’s thoughts came clearly and sadly into her consciousness.

Lady -  “Oh, God, he knows!  My son knows!  I can’t bear it. I can never face him.  What have I done?  What terrible crime have I committed against this boy, this helpless creature who was my son, whom I bore?  I am so ashamed.  And when we meet, what of that?  For my Shining Sister has already told me we shall meet.  And he is no longer deranged.  He is whole and sane and in the light, whilst I am in the darkness.  What will his judgement of me be?  Will he censure me?  Will he hate me?  Oh God, why had I not been warned?  Yet would I have listened?  Would I ever have believed?  If only I had known.  Dear God, if I could have known that Thy Law excepts no-one.  If only I had had compassion.” 

The Lady, closed away in her remorse, was unaware of Helen. She was wrapped in a web of fear, and existing only in the agony of the spirit.  Helen herself was running into the danger of identifying too closely with her, and becoming drawn into the obsession of her terror.  To help protect herself from losing control, the words and sound of an old hymn came to mind:

     “Love Divine, all loves excelling,
      Joy of Heaven, to earth come down.
      Fix in us They humble dwelling.
      All Thy faithful mercies crown.”

     A wave of peace seemed to infiltrate into the room and the danger of obsession was past.  Soon she felt the presence of the Boy, the Lady’s son, now a figure of light and love, and his radiance shimmered over his mother.  “She could not see him, but she was touched by the potency of his love. Her soul was calmed by his, and by the great power that flooded the room.    In deep meditation, I allowed the whole problem to pass from me.  It would be worked out in planes of the spirit far removed from my cognisance.  I was but the witness and the recorder.  When, later, I returned to my everyday consciousness, the Mistress had gone.  But the Boy remained.”

Boy -  “My mother is progressing.  Her mind will clear, and her eyes will open, as she becomes aware of my love, and no longer dreads my judgement.  For love opens the way, my friend...love and strength to face error.”  

   There were further visits from the Shining Brother and the old earthbound servant, but it was not until several months had passed before the Lady returned, in April, 1973.

Lady - Please help me!  I am frightened.  I am lost.  I cannot bear it any longer.  I am sorry for all I did.  It was terrible and I am miserable.  Oh God, if there is a God, forgive me.

Helen (putting on a record of Elgar’s “Ave Verum” sung by a choir in Worcester Cathedral) - Help her.  Help her to find the Light! 

The Lady returned after Easter. “She was sitting in the armchair opposite me, a very different apparition from the distraught entity who had wept her remorse.  She seemed calm, and although she still appeared to wear  a stiff silk dress, such as was fashionable in her time, it was no longer black.  Now it apeared to me to be blue, a deep midnight blue, which shimmered, as though shot with gold, when she moved.  ‘She  is very beautiful,’ I thought, sensing a subtle change about her.”  

Lady (without her former arrogance) -  I have been brought to see you.  I am told that you will understand. 

Helen - I will understand, for I, too, have been through trouble and through a cleansing.

Lady - A cleansing?  I suppose that is what you might call my own experiences...a cleansing?

The Brother of Light was standing beyond the Lady, though she was unaware of his light shining on her. 

Lady - Yet the experience was more of an acceptance.

Helen - Acceptance of what?

Lady -  Acceptance of that which I have done, during the time I was on earth.  Acceptance of my own guilt. Acknowledgement that I have hurt others, terribly.

Helen -  Me too.

Lady - You?  But you are not dead.  You are not over here.  How can you see yourself as you really are?

Helen (prompted by the Brother) - We do not have to wait for death to be shown the results of our actions.

Lady - If only I had known!   I believe, truly I am of the persuasion that I could have changed then.  I could have altered myself.

Helen -  Could you?  Were you not so enclosed and wrapped in selfishness that you were unaware of the harm you did?

Lady - Then I cannot be altogether BLAMED, can I?

Helen - Nobody blamed you.  You accused yourself, though only after your inner eyes were opened and you SAW.

Lady - You mean by that...after I had been made to live in that terrible place?  You are telling me that it took the horror of being in contact with others who in their lives had been hard and cruel, even brutal, and were still the same, to show me myself?

Helen - Perhaps it made you hate what you saw in others, yet never realised in yourself, so that you longed to change, to find peace of mind and soul.

Lady - I prayed to God, as I had never done before.  I asked forgiveness for some of the things I had done.  I still don’t know whether there is a God, or even a Saviour, yet I prayed.

Helen - And you received an answer from God?

Lady - I do not know whence the answer came.

Helen - He sent a Sister of Light to you even when you thought yourself in hell.

Lady - It is true. The lovely Sister came.  She gave me hope, after I had almost lost all.  She helped me to leave that awful place and she brought me here, where once again I could listen to the music that I loved and see flowers and beautiful things.  And often she talked with me.  I am sure she is an angel of God.  Then I met a Brother.  He filled my soul with awe, yet he is indeed wonderful. Could he have been a messenger of God?  Is that possible? Could they have been God’s answer?

Helen - They must have come from some loving Father to help you.  But you needed love and correction.  Could we not say that they held up a mirror that you might see yourself as you truly were, that you might be inspired to change that image?

Lady - (shuddering) - That is just what they did!  It was hell itself.  I went through a hell of remorse.  Never again, never again, please God, such a hell, such an agony of unmasking. 


[to be continued]
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The Lady wept once or twice as truth welling up in her emphasised her words:- “I did not know how much I made others suffer...yet perhaps that is not true either.  For I was critical and unloving and the cruelty in me was fed and satisfied when I made others squirm.  But consciously I would never admit to it.  I thought I was ill-used, that fate was loaded against me, so maybe I vented my spite on others less able to retaliate.  I believed myself to be just, though severe.  I could not see.

Helen -  We don’t want to see.  We refuse to acknowledge.

Lady - So this could happen before death, as well as after?  Is that the Church’s teaching on redemption?

Helen - Repentance has always been the way to Heaven.  Better by far that repentance and the new birth should come to us before our release from the world of matter.  Is it not wiser to cast off such burdens of guilt BEFORE the soul leaves its house of flesh?  To approach the next stage of life still blinded by self-conceit is like hauling dirt into a beautiful room.  Are you surprised that at least a measure of the dirt must be reduced to nothingness before the doors to the stately home are flung wide for your entry?  Does it astonish you that there are places where such cleansing must take place, such a place as you have yourself occupied?  [This advice, given with the prompting from the Brother, the Franciscan Friar standing by, applied not only to the Lady and Helen, but also to future readers of this account, including ourselves.  Richard R].

Franciscan Brother - Repentance and a new beginning have long been the key to open doors to a fuller, more rewarding  life on the earth plane.  Should there be divergence here from such a law, here where the inhabitants are even more clearly shown AS THEY ARE and not as they pretend to be!  Without the veil of the flesh, there is no mask ‘twixt you and me.

Lady -  Oh, Christ of mercy, forgive me for what I did to my poor demented son.

The spirits leave.  The following evening, when Helen had settled in bed to read a book, the Boy made his presence known.  

     You have received my poor mother.  I was not able to be present with you then, yet my thought and prayer were tuned to you both.  I also was aware that my Brother was with you and with my mother.  Poor soul!  She suffers.  She is awakened and she is sad.  I, who love her, can scarcely bear to picture her enduring the misery amongst such unawakened and often vicious entities.  Neither can I accept, for one who was ever elegant, refined and a lover of beauty, the dark hovel that she believes she now inhabits.  I long to see her move into the Light.  My prayer, always, is for the peace of her soul.  Pray, too, for her, my friend, pray that her inner sight may be cleared.  Pray that the errors of her earthly existence may be transmuted from transgression into steps of progress.  Pray with me that her soul may rise triumphant from the torn and tortured remnants of her personality that still cling about her.  She has indeed begun the casting off of those
 “unclean garments” with which she crossed over into this life.  But there is more to be done. She herself must gather these relics of emotional failures and with the kindred flame of newly awakened love burn them from her consciousness.

     Already she has felt remorse concerning her treatment of the child I was when on earth.  Remorse and acceptance!  Yes, my friend, powerful kindling for this fire of Love.  But the flame itself can arise only from the Divinity with her soul.  It is there, even though choked by the stones of bitterness and the ashes of dead passions, for divinity is in every entity however depraved and egoistic and blinded by materialism and glamour.  The light of divinity shines through the personality mask when those materialistic concepts of human existence are recognised for the illusion that they are.  For such example to the human race have saints and sages and masters sacrificed themselves in all ages, even to the greatest Master Himself!.

     To bring divine understanding to mankind is the aim and desire of all here in this spiritual world who have progressed into light.  To awaken light in dark souls already released from the flesh, but not the fleshly emotions and failures, is the task of many advanced pilgrims here.  Light is kindled by love, and it is such love that needs to be aroused in my poor mother.  For this we ask help and prayer; and not for this dear soul alone, but for others also, who still dwell in darkness, incarcerated in those prison cells which they themselves have created.       In my mother’s case, as indeed in all cases, there will be confrontation.  My mother will be brought to face those she has wronged or hurt, those she has hated, her earthly husband, the son she despised, the maid she bullied and crushed, as well as others; and only by love can she resolve the damage she has done.

Helen - Poor creature!  And I shudder at my own mistakes.

Son - Yes, indeed, but the law is just.  You will witness how Love heals the wounds even as it burns away the memories of dark emotions.

     A month later, Helen was again listening to Elgar’s music sung by Worcester Cathedral choir when the Lady and her son again made their presence known.  “I was aware of the Mistress [of the Manor House] first.  She was seated in the chair opposite me, just as though she had occupied it all the day through.  As if, indeed, it was HER chair and her home.  She was different from the restless creature who had prowled about, touching my furniture, for now she appeared calm and she remained still.  For the first time, I was aware of an aura of gentleness about her.  Beyond her, standing near the wall, was her son, the Boy.  He wore the dark rough habit of a friar.  From within and about him shone a light that was pure and white and shimmering.  The light beamed out and touched the form of the mother in the chair, yet she was not conscious of it.  I thought how wonderful was this love that blessed his mother and afforded strength for her trials.”

     The Lady was soon to be released into the light and journey on into the higher spirit planes of existence, helped by her son, and by Helen’s prayers.  But before reaching that final stage of the journey of release, we have to go back a couple of years, and study the progress of old Nan, the earthbound servant who had been inhabiting the cottage for over eighty years, unaware that she had died. She would be a key figure in securing the Lady’s final release, before being rescued herself from her own earthbound state.

[to be continued].

    




Rescue Circles (79)  Talks with an  earthbound spirit still living in the past.  She wasn’t a ghost.

When Helen Greaves moved into the 16th-century end-of-terrace cottage in Sussex in the fall of 1971, she found it already occupied by  the old servant, Nan.   She had gone to live there 100 years before, after retiring from her job as maid, on the death of her Mistress,  the Lady of the nearby manor house.  As we have seen, the Lady went off into a state of Limbo on HER demise, but the old servant lived alone in the cottage, and when her time came, she never realised that she had died, and so remained earthbound.  

    Consequently, a few weeks after moving in, Helen became aware of this old woman. “She was sitting in the armchair opposite, and she was staring at me with curiosity and interest.  She was dressed in a long black frock with a full floor-length skirt.  An immaculate white apron with a bib protected the dress front.  Under the severely brushed-back grey hair, the little wizened face with its large somber eyes regarded me with a sort of other-worldly expression, which immediately marked her out as a recluse.  She had a thin tight mouth, as if all her life she had had to button up her words, and so had been flung in upon herself; and it was this, and her odd ‘lost’ expression which made me take notice of her. 

     “I had the strange impression that she was glad to have me there for company….suddenly she told me her name.  Then she explained her right to be in the cottage.  This had been her ‘very own’ home and she had lived there by herself since her Mistress died.  I explained that there was room for both of us, and she accepted this.  The old servant told a few more facts about her life and the large house where she had worked, and then was gone.”

     She returned one evening in December when Helen was sitting by the fire listening to music on the radio as she mended  a necklace of thin, linked silvered chains..  Helen noticed her sitting in the opposite chair, watching her with the greatest interest and concentration.

The old servant Nan commented -  My Mistress had a chain like that.  Only with thicker links; gold AND silver.

Helen – REAL silver?

Nan – Real silver!  My mistress was rich.

Helen – Ah!

Nan – Hers come to ’er waist.  It had a great locket, big as a crown, it was, hanging from it.

Helen – Like a great medallion?

Nan – With writing on one side.  Mistress set great store by it.  Never was without them…the chain and the locket.  Wore ’em with all her dresses, all them stiff silks she liked so much…

Helen – Your Mistress had smart dresses?

Nan – Elegant they was.  The Mistress was handsome an’ elegant.  I remember she always wore silk when she was young.  When the Master, ’er husband died, folks thought she’d marry again.  But she never.  The young Master too, had been drowned in the pond, and… [the pond was one of several ‘hammer ponds’ in Sussex, used to cool the molten iron ore out of which cannon were made there for the army and navy since the mid-Sixteenth century].

Helen – Drowned?  How sad.

The servant didn’t reply, but was gone, but she often returned over the next few months to curl up on the chair by the fire like a cat.  Helen picked up facts about her life in the past.   Then one evening she seemed to want to confide her anxieties.

Nan – It’s the Boy I’m wondering about.  Poor Sonny, he was weak in the head.  Didn’t have no real life, he didn’t.  SHE couldn’t bear him near ’er.  There was a time she wanted to put ’im away.  But the old Master wouldn’t ’ear of it.  Not that the old Master knew much.  ‘E was too easy-going with ’er, and she knew ’ow to get round him.  Would ’e have kept the Boy in the house, if he’d known all I knew?  That the Boy weren’t ’is own flesh and blood…a fly-by-night, a romp-in-the-’ay child of an ’andsome gardener wot come to work for us for a while.  Oh, the Mistress was proud an’ self-willed.  Reckon she had suspicion of me knowing, but I never give ’er that satisfaction…so she ’ad to keep me on.  And the poor Boy, I tried to make up to ’im for his mother.  I wonder now if he ever knew…?

(The next evening she continued) – I was fond of ’im, I was. An’ he trusted me. An idiot. It must ’ave been terrible for him.  I wonder wot happened to him?

Helen – But he was drowned in the pond, wasn’t he?

Nan – Ah!  Drowned, so ’e was.  Goin’ in  after a bird, I remember.  An’ no-one to tell ’im it was deep in the middle.  Poor Sonny, ’ad no life…and now ’e’s dead…It was ’er fault…’er fault.  ’Eartless, that’s wot she was…(she sat for a while, then got up as if to poke the fire, then was gone).

By January of 1972 the old servant had told Helen most of the details of her life, and her working life at the large house nearby, the Lady and the Boy.  They, too began to communicate, as has been recorded in earlier episodes of this series.  The old servant continued to visit, as well as these other spirit intruders, and one evening she was back, talking about religion.

Nan – Never ’ad much time for Church-goin’ myself. Or for God. He never did much for me.

Helen – He created you.

Nan – Reckon me father and mother did that.  Only the gentry and the parson got time for such as praying and hymn singing.  Didn’t do my Mistress much good.  ’leastways, I’m too old for that lark now.  I don’t  ’ave to wait on  ’er any more.  I’ve got me cottage and victuals.  It’s enough for me…It’ll last me out.

Helen – Last you out? What about the end…when you die?

Nan -  Die?  That’s the end of you, eh?

Helen – I didn’t say so What about Heaven or Hell?

Nan – Don’t believe in ’em.  Being free and having my own cottage is all the heaven I want.  [Which explains why she is earthbound.  She thinks this is her heaven, and she refuses to become conscious of anything else].

Nan – You’re a queer one.  Thinkin’ of death, and all that.

Helen – Don’t you?

Nan – No, never.  Coffins, and goin’ under the ground. Ugh!

Helen – But we all have to die sometime.

Nan – You do keep on so about dying.

Helen – Do you believe that some part of you lives on?

Nan – There you go again.  No, I don’t.

Helen – But suppose you DO live on after death.

Nan – I’ll wait till it comes to it to find out.

Helen - Perhaps you won’t have to wait long.

Nan – Well, that’s a fine thing!  Not long, eh?  You’ll be telling me I AM dead, next!

Helen – Are you?

Nan – No, I ain’t.  If I were would I be sitting ’ere talking to you?  

Helen – You might.  Yes indeed, you well might.

Nan – Well, of all the…!  Excuse me, Madam, you must be ill.  Shall I fetch you a doctor>

Helen – Yes, do that.

Nan – Where will I get one?

Helen – You don’t know a doctor round here?

Nan - I ain’t seen one for years.  I don’t see folk much these days.  

Helen – You don’t really see anybody, do you? 

Nan – Why should I?  I’ve got all I want.

Helen – All?  Have you no friends, no acquaintances?

Nan – I don’t want ’em.  I got me cottage.

Helen – Aren’t you ever lonely?

Nan – No, I’m free.  I don’t  have to work from morning to night for nobody, now.

Helen – Is that your idea of heaven?

Nan – Madam, you don’t know what service is, you don’t…domestic service.

Helen – Yes, But I know I wouldn’t want to be alone in a world with nobody to love or care for…

Nan – Alone?  I never thought of it.

Helen – Well, I suggest you think about it.  And now, will you find me that doctor?

Nan – I don’t know where to go.

Helen – Your Mistress…

Nan – ’as been dead these ten years.

Helen – We’re back to death again.

Nan (really frightened) -  Yes, Madam, I’ll fetch a doctor if I can.

Helen commented in her notes “At last she was not so sure of her present state.  The first doubts had been thrust purposely by me into her mind.  I closed my eyes and inwardly voiced a thankful prayer.  When I looked for her again, I found that she was gone.

[to be continued]       Summary reviewed from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves. published by C.W. Daniel 1974.  The reader is recommended to obtain the book for the author’s full account and comments.

Rescue Circles (87) Frances attends her memorial services, and talks of how thought creates reality and gives an example of spirit rescue work on the other side.

In her introductory notes Helen Greaves had mentioned that those with second sight were aware at her cremation and memorial services of the presence of Frances and some of the nuns and the Mother Superior from the South African community she had belonged to for 25 years. Frances here spoke of that as she continued her narration, relating how she “came to” on the other side.

Then an aura of sadness surrounded her. It was the time for her cremation, back on earth, and The Rev. Richard Hall officiated at the cremation service. 

”They will be burning my body” Frances said to herself.

”Immediately an intense DESIRE filled me to be again with all those friends I had loved and those who had loved me, at this solemn ceremony. In an inexplicable way, and due no doubt to my intense desire, I was able to be present with you all in mind and consciousness, WHILST STILL LYING HERE IN THIS SILVERY LIGHT. I wondered if this was what astral travelling must have been like. But it was a wonderful experience. I ‘saw’ you all. I was grateful to those who had journeyed to Maidstone to be present at these last rites. I gloried in the beautiful flowers. I wanted to weep at Richard’s mystical interpretation of the change which had separated me (though only seemingly) from you all. I longed to say ‘thank you’ to those who had made my last days on earth comfortable. I ‘read’ the thoughts of Bertram Woods that the [Churches’]Fellowsh ip [the CFPSS] was losing a tireless worker. I felt ‘lifted up’ in mind and soul because I was being missed,
because there was so much affection and because Richard was wisely making this a hopeful farewell, without the heavy burden of emphasised sorrow and mourning which would have saddened and destressed me. 

Then, just as inexplicably as I had become part of these scenes, it all faded. I was lying here, at peace. “So this is death!” I recall saying to one of the Sisters who was beside me -“Life separated by density - that is all!” Elation filled me. I knew now that I could ‘tune in’ and even ‘see’ the earthplane, if desire was strong enough to loosen the barrier between your world and my new one. The possibility rested with me....This, I realised, was my first lesson. Now I dwelt in a realm of Thought; and such thought Power, when rightly implemented, can penetrate the dense plane which is the world of human habitation. I did not feel that I had realy gone away into a far country. I could still keep in touch. With this blessed feeling of consolation I must have drifted again, or slipped into a state of passivity. 

My next experience came with a strong thought - Exeter! 

â€œAgain I was with you in spirit, in the vast Exeter Cathedral where the small gathering to remember me was almost swallowed up in the big empty building. This time I was less emotional. I was able to participate in an objective way. My mind could apprehend the order of service. I felt humbled as never before by the kindliness of the souls gathered in that chapel, by the excellently thought-out oration of Colonel Reginald Lester, by the constructive â€˜auraâ€™ of the prayer forms as well as by the expressed faith of that Memorial Service. This is a change you will all make, I recall thinking, and then Truth will become apparent. How I longed to materialise before you to show there is no death; but that was beyond my power to do. By the time the London Memorial Service was held I had â€˜progressedâ€™ sufficiently in this method of extension of consciousness to be able to make my presence known to those who could open their minds to this new
dimension of thought. I felt that certain people present â€˜sawâ€™ me or were â€˜awareâ€™ of my presence with the Sisters. To me this was uplifting and comforting. I relaxed into peace. Life goes on for me now on a fuller and more abundant scale of living. 

December 12th, 1965.

â€œI am remaining tin the Rest Home, though I am now occupying a â€˜cottageâ€™ of my own. It is a lovely peaceful little place, with a very pretty garden. [She describes â€˜gardening,â€™ keeping the vividly colourful flowers golden and glowing by pouring Light and Love into them and over them, to which they respond]. I still belong to the Home, of course, and I go back there frequently. I have been having long talks with Mother (Superior) Florence and with Sister Mary and Sister Hilda. They explain this new adventure to me. For this IS an adventure; that is how I feel about the new life I am now living. It is an adventure, probably not permanent, for nothing is permanent, not even here! But it is truly stimulating and very satisfying. This can be described as a â€˜stretching of the mindâ€™ period.

Now I am learning to apprehend the meaning of much that happened to me. I see it as a background Pattern. In a way I am beginning to realize the effects of my thoughts and to view the events that were set in motion by these very thoughts and ideas. This is indeed a most sobering exercise. When in the body one is so limited by environment, emotions and difficulties that it is very hard to judge accurately such results as might possibly ensue from the planning, and when we do try to assess the value, we are so often wrong, because we ourselves (our small egotistic selves) get in the way and deflect the Purpose.

Here we live so much more in the realm of mind. As we ponder over an experience or a Purpose, the mind stretches out to see ALL sides of the problem. This is a new and not always exciting or pleasant experience. It is rather like a chain reaction; much more potent and real than the old association of ideas of earth psychology. Here, as one thinks, one IS. Iâ€™ll try to make that clearer. There is no compulsion, of course, to review oneâ€™s past life on earth as soon as one arrives and the new life here begins. Some take a long while to tackle the problem. They dread to see the EFFECTS of mistakes and failures.

Some of our patients here have got â€˜stuckâ€™. And that is where I, who myself am undergoing this kind of mental and spiritual â€˜psychiatryâ€™ am able to help them. That is partly why I have elected to stay on here for a space. I shall stay until my own course has become clear (both past and possible future) and until I have been able to rectify the places in the chain where I have failed. My experiences as a teacher, a religious (nun), a psychologist and an earnest seeker after the spiritual life are of great value now. I have some background on which to draw and which might help those who are too timed, or frightened, or guilt-ridden, to attempt this work for themselves. 

There was one man in the wards. He had been brutal and bitter to his wife and family. Now he is stuck. He has spent a long period of your earth time (though there is no time as such over here), since his changeover to this life, in being tied to the places and the people where his cruelty and his bitterness had been exercised [rather like Scroogeâ€™s experiences in Charles Dickensâ€™s â€œA Christmas Carol.â€�

Now he is here, and is trying to go on. But the film reel of his life appalled him; and he has become completely immobile. He visits me and we talk and talk (rather as I was able to do with some of the prisoners at Maidstone Gaol). Last visit I introduced him to my secret garden. He began to relax. I could SEE it. Some of the imprisoning aura of fear and remorse began to melt away. He lay there amidst that golden light for a very long time and when I did go out to him he smiled. It was the first sign of lightness I have seen in him. He said â€œOh, Sister, I feel so much better. Can I come to your garden again?â€�

You can see how this (rescue) work is done! It helps me and it helps others. Because this plane is only a few rungs or so higher than the earth plane, there are the same conditions, hospitals, as with your civilisations, and prisons, only here they are self-made. I will come again and talk. Bless you. 

[To be continued} R.R.

Art Rescue  80 –87

Rescue Circles (80)  Church Bells begin to awaken Nan

Although the spirits of the Lady and her son made several visits over the next few months, it was not until one evening in mid-August, 1972 that Nan, the old servant came back to chat with Helen when she was out watering her garden as the church bells were ringing during their practice night. 

Nan -  Them bells are lovely!  Haven’t heard them for years. Years since they played like that.  They used to, when the Mistress took herself to church.  Sunday mornings.  Then they stopped.  Maybe there wasn’t no-one to ring ‘em.

The conversation continued as Helen went indoors to relax inside the cottage.

Helen - You mean you didn’t hear them?

Nan - I mean they didn’t ring.

Helen - The bells have always been ringing, as they used to do.  Perhaps you didn’t hear them?

Nan - How could I NOT hear ‘em when I lives here, close to the church?  

Helen {not pressing the point yet that she hadn’t heard them because she had died} - Did you find that doctor for me?

Nan - No, Madam, I couldn’t find no doctor.

Helen – What!  No doctors in this village?  

Nan – Village?  Well, I ain’t seen no doctors.

Helen – And no village?

Nan -  Maybe I didn’t look.

Helen – But where do you buy all your food?  There must be shops.

Nan – I get’s all me own food.

Helen (trying another tack to make Nan realise she is imprisoned by her own thoughts) – And you like your neighbours?

Nan – Neighbours!  I don’t mix up much with neighbours.  Just want to know your business.  That’s neighbours.

Helen – So you don’t see them?

Nan – No, Ma’am.  I told you I don’t mix  up with folks.

Helen – Perhaps your neighbours are all dead?

Nan – Dead?  They can’t be.  I wouldn’t be living ’ere alone, would I?

Helen -  You do seem to have been pretty lonely, I feel.

Nan – I always kept meself to meself, so I’m not lonely.  But I know you, don’t I?

Helen – Oh, but I’m different.  

Nan – How different?

Helen – Well, you see, I’m alive.

Nan – So am I…aren’t I?

Helen  - Are you?

Nan – I must be!  Didn’t I ’ear the bells?

Helen – Only because I was there, too, my dear.

Nan (frightened) -  Only because…?

Helen – You see, I live here too, and I can see the neighbours and the shops…and find a doctor.

Nan – Why don’t I?  Tell me that.  Why don’t I see them?

Helen – Maybe because you are not living like once you did.  

Nan (terrified) – You’re not tryin’ to tell me I’m dead, are you?  Dead?  I’m alive!  I’m talking to you, ain’t I?  ’Ow could I be dead?  It’s YOU.  I remember now.  You kept talkin’ about death before.  That’s it!  YOU’RE dead!  You must be a ghost.  Oh, Lord, I’m seeing a ghost!  I’m seeing a ghost!

Helen – No, my dear.  It could be…the other way round. 

Nan vanished, unable to face the reality of her being dead, even after all these years. Two days later, when Helen was listening to Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony on the radio from the Royal Albert Hall Promenade Concert, the Boy appeared, commenting on the old servant’s reactions.

Boy -  Progress has been made.  We are joyful.  The dear soul has for so long closed herself into a thought world of her own which has no reality and no substance.  This soul for much of her life on the earthplane was made to be submissive to others, thus she created a ‘life’ of freedom as her heaven, and refused to acknowledge the fact of death.  Can she be blamed?  Of course not.  But it is for her to find reality.  And slowly, she is drawing towards that boundary line between truth and delusion.  She is slowly awakening!

Helen – But awakening to what?

Boy – She has no conception of survival after death, nor of a world of thought, though paradoxically she has created such a ‘world’: a cosy illusion of escaping from all bonds of service and with the earthly continuing satisfaction of eating, sleeping and arising.   Now, at last, she is beginning to doubt that ‘world’.  This is healthy and it must be so.  But as she comes to realize her aloneness, what will be the state of her poor untutored, closed-in mind?  Fear, of course, and terror for what comes next.  Regret for the loss of her ‘projected  heaven’.   And yet we wait in Love and Light to meet her.  In earth life she was kind to me, and often protected me from the contemptuous attitude of my mother.  Our old servant is not a ‘lost’ soul as you once thought, only a strayed lamb, who has wandered into the tortuous thickets of her own mind which close her away from those Shepherds who would guide and succour her.

     Our task is to open her mind to the welcome that awaits her.  As yet, she cannot see me, nor can she visualize the beloved Brother who pours the Light of Spirit over her.  She can and will only concentrate on what she considers is the loss of her ‘freedom’ and the collapse of her ‘world’.  But YOU she can both see and be in communication with, as you have already proved.  Already your thoughts transferred to her mind have set in motion a reversal of ideas.  For at present she is certain that you are the one who has departed from earthly life; and yet she wonders.  At least that is a start.  When she ‘finds’ you again in her consciousness, it will be your part to instruct her of the true state of her affairs.

Helen -  How am I, who know nothing of the experience of the next world, to convince someone who was already in it?  [This is the chief problem  with undertaking rescue and release work from this side!  Richard R.]

Boy -  We are indeed asking much of you.  But, remember that you  have the Open Ear (clairaudience), a gift of the Spirit; and that, from those to whom much is given, much is expected. You have free-will, of course, to cease the ‘sessions’ with this imprisoned soul.
You are not working alone, dear Friend.  We will always be near to guide your thoughts, to influence your choice of language.  Always, we will pour the Light of understanding about you both as you converse, to mitigate her ‘fear of the unknown’. Through us will pour the love and the power for the ‘lost lamb’; but you must constitute the ‘channel’ from us to her.  You may be surprised at the way in which this will work itself out.  But can you really doubt the outcome? 

Helen - No. I can feel a great wave of healing and peace, and all my anxieties are relived.

Boy -  There will come a point at which she will be enabled to ‘see’ me in her own consciousness, yet not until some other measure of conviction has been applied.  Be patient with her, and have faith in the Plan.  Remember, Love overcomes all obstacles in the long run. 

[to be continued]  

Rescue Circles (81)  Nan thinks Helen is a ghost.

The spirit of Nan returned one afternoon later in August, 1972 when Helen was reading a book.

Nan - I’m not frightened anymore. If you’re a ghost, you look REAL enough!

Helen - I’m not a ghost.  I AM real.

Nan - I expected you’d say that.  I expect all ghosts do.  But you ain’t clankin’ chains or nothin’ like that, are you?

Helen - No, but then, you see, I don’t come from hell.

Nan - Ooh!  You mean there’s REALLY hell?

Helen -  It isn’t called that, and it isn’t like you might think, either - I mean hell-fire and all that.  Hell can be a Land of Shadows.

Nan - A Land of Shadows?   Why?

Helen - Because it is dark there, and dingy.  The souls there live in shabby streets, in misery, with no love and no joy.  They are unhappy people.  They lived selfish and often cruel lives on earth.  Or else they committed some crime against their fellows.

Nan - Crime?  What sort of crime?

Helen - Hateful actions that hurt others.

Nan - Like murder?

Helen - Yes, of course, murder, taking away another’s life.  But murder is not the only crime.  There is cruelty, lack of compassion, even towards one’s own flesh and blood.

Nan - You mean your own children?

Helen - Of course.  Even mothers have been unkind and unloving to their own children.

Nan - That’s wot SHE did.  My Mistress.  She hated her boy.  She was cruel to ‘im.  She didn’t really care when he died, she didn’t.  

[So the old servant harboured hatred, as well as a sneaking admiration for her former mistress. These were contributing factors in her earthbound state].

Nan - Is SHE in the shadows, then?

Helen - Yes, I am told that your Mistress is in the Land of the Shadows.

Nan (chuckling) -  She deserves to be!  Cruel to ‘im she was, and hoity-toity to me.  Mean, too.  And suspicious of what I knew about her.  Never give me as much as a ‘thank-you’ for looking after the Boy, nor nothin’ extra neither.  Nor no days off.  Oh, she was a beauty, she was!  Treated us as slaves and ‘im as a burden.  So, if she ain’t going to burn in ‘ell  as the parson used to tell us when I went to Sunday school, then she’s getting herself lost in the Shadows, eh?

Helen - She has...poor soul!

Nan - Poor soul?  She, with all her airs and graces!  She living in a dingy hole?  Lost in the Shadows, eh?  For ever?

Helen - No, not for ever.  Only until she has learned to be sorry for what she did.  And until she forgives and learns to forgive others. 

Nan – Forgive others?  Her?  What she got to forgive?

Helen – I wouldn’t know that.

Nan (talking to herself) – She’s in the Shadow Lands.  My Mistress is in the Shadows!  In the Shadows.  I  ’ope she stays there forever.

Helen – That is not kind!  

Nan – Kind?  So I should be kind to her, eh?  I…after all she did to me? Kind to the likes of  ’er?  

Helen – I’m told that you will have to learn to forgive, too, or you might find yourself in the Shadows.

Nan (talking to herself again) – Talkin’ to the dead.  Talkin’ to the dead. T’aint possible.  I’m dreaming.  That’s wot.  An’ me in the Land of Shadows, with the Mistress?  Oh, God, not that.  I been so peaceful in me cottage.  Why can’t I stay as I am?  She (meaning Helen) says, she says she’s real, not dead.  She seems to know a lot, though.  And she’s always talkin’  about being dead.  That’s queer.  I wish I knew what it was all about, I do.  Who’s dead?  Oh, I know the Mistress is.  I remember ’er goin’ off in that heart attack.  But who else?  That’s what I want to know.  An’ all this talk of forgiving.  Why should I forgive ’er?

Nan faded away into her own illusory world, and was gone. It wasn’t until one afternoon late in November, after another visit from her Mistress a fortnight earlier that Nan returned and demanded Helen’s attention while she was washing dishes. 

Nan - I’m excited.  I’ve found out something. I know now, I know wot it’s all about!  You remember our last talk?  I thought you were dead, eh?  It scared me.  I can tell you it did!  And I ‘oped I’d never see you again.  But I was wrong.  Madam, I was wrong.  One of us was dead, all right, only it weren’t you, It’s me...it’s me!  I’m dead, or wot you call dead, ain’t I?  I found out, YOU’RE on earth, like I used to be, and I am...well, I don’t rightly know where I am, but I ain’t livin’, least, not like I used to be. 

Helen - So you’ve found that out.  How did you?

Nan - It’s like this.  All your talkin’ of a doctor, it was, Madam. ‘Get a doctor,’ you says.  An’ where can I get a doctor? I thinks.  I ain’t seen a doctor for ages.  I worried about it, and then it brought me up to somethin’ else.  I ain’t seen nobody else, either, for that matter, I says to myself.  An’ then I begins to worry.  Why ain’t I seen nobody?  Why didn’t I know where you could get a doctor?  Where was I?  I seemed to be always on me own, nobody ever come to see me.  It must ‘a been ages, an’ yet it didn’t seem long.  I was still in me cottage, an’ yet it weren’t like me cottage, somehow.  Then again, what was you doin’ in the cottage?  You seemed to be livin’ there, but then so was I.  An’ I never used to ‘ave any one, let alone a lodger.   

Helen - So you thought I was a lodger?

Nan - I sat and thought and thought about it, I did.  I wondered if I’d gone barmy.  An’ I can tell you I felt bad.  Doctors.  I tells meself, when did I last see doctors?  An’ why?  An’ where?  Madam, I felt I’d lost me memory altogether.  Then, it all come back.  It was after the Mistress died, a long time after.  I got to know that much...

Helen - Yes, yes.  Go on.  What was your last memory of doctors?

Nan - My last memory?  You want me to say wot I remembered?  Oh, Madam, it weren’t ‘appy-making, it weren’t.  It were a real shock.  I cried about it, I did.   It was in a ‘ospital, Madam, in the infirmary.  I fell down on the floor of me cottage...I well remember that now; but what ‘appened after?  I dunno, only I woke up in the infirmary.  I knew it was that ‘cos there were nurses and doctors.  Yes, Madam, that’s where I last saw a doctor.  An’ I couldn’t bear it, ‘cos I begun to know I must ‘a died.

Helen - And if you did die, you’re still ‘alive,’ aren’t you?  You can think and you still ARE.  Was that all you found out?

Nan - No, Madam, not really all.  I ‘ad another shock, that was the one wot told me...I come back to see you ‘ere.

Helen - But you LIVE here.  Where had you been?

Nan - That I don’t really rightly know.  But you weren’t ‘ere.  I sat a long time puzzlin’ me ‘ead about it all.  An’ then...then I ‘saw’ the stove weren’t ‘ere no more.  My stove ‘ad gone, so ‘ad my furniture, my bits and pieces, all gone.  The place ‘ad changed, it weren’t like my cottage no more.  It was what the Mistress, drat ‘er, used to call ‘elegant’.  It made me cry terrible.  I’d lost my ‘ome.  I felt I’d got no place of my own.  An’ I didn’t know where I was. An’...all of a sudden I knew like.  I knew I was dead.  There weren’t no doubts about it.  I’d died in that ‘ospital.  I’d died.  God ‘elp me, yet I wasn’t buried.  I ‘adn’t any grave that I knew of.  An’ you ‘ad my cottage.  You was alive.  I was dead.  I ‘ad no right to be here.  I was frightened.  I went out. an’ I wondered about.

Helen - You poor dear!  You’ll find a new home, you know.  Someone will come to fetch you now. 

Nan - No, Miss  I’m lost.  I got to find me grave, anyway.

Helen - You don’t need your grave.  That’s where you old body is.  You’ve got a new body now.  You’re going to live in some pleasant place.  

Nan looked confused, lost without any knowledge or hope of a future life. Then she was gone. Helen sent out a prayer for guidance for her.  

(to be continued).    Reviewed by Richard R. from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974.  Other books by Helen Greaves include “The Dissolving Veil,” 1967, “Testimony of Light” 1969, and “Living Waters” 1978.


Rescue Circles (82)  Nan meets her parents in spirit

Helen was away from her cottage for several days to meet friends and attend conferences. and when she returned, so did Nan, the old servant. Apparently, she had been following Helen on her travels, which suggests that she was no longer earthbound and attached to one place. She talked excitedly and confidentially in her Cockney East End London dialect.

Nan - Hello, Madam.  I been lookin’ for you.  You weren’t ‘ere.  But I found you, with lots of other people. Yes, I FOUND you. You see, I got to go on, soon, an’ I wanted to tell you what’s ‘appened to me.  Yes, I did want you to know.

Helen -  It sounds as if something very exciting happened. Do tell me. 

Nan - Oh, it was excitin’.  After a bit.  At first as I told you, I was scared.  I felt I ‘ad to look for my grave, as I told you.  I started to wander about, an’ I didn’t know where I was, or which way to go.  An’ I kept sayin’ to meself, ‘I’m dead. But I must be goin’ somewhere.  I must be goin’ somewhere.  Where?’    I thought, ‘I wish I could find a Bobby (policeman) like in London.’  But there weren’t no Bobbies, least I never saw none. An’ I remembered wot you said.  I’d got a new body.  Only it didn’t look no different.  An’ sometimes I thought about the Mistress in ‘ell, but I didn’t feel sorry for ‘er.  Only I got afraid I might be goin’ there too, and I’d ‘ave to see ‘er again. I knew I wasn’t going to do wot she told me, this time, even in ‘ell.  I felt more sure of meself, like.  An’ you told me I would find a pleasant place, so I reckoned it wouldn’t be ‘ell, where SHE is!  An’ I walked and walked; then I started to call out loud:

 ‘Someone come and find me’ ...like you said....’Come an’ find me.  I’m here.’  Oh, it seemed a long walk all alone.  An’ then I saw ‘IM, a little old man sitting on the side of a hill.

’Who are you?’ I says.

’I’m me,’ he says

’So am I,’ I says. ‘Only I’m dead.’

’So am I,’ he says.

We weren’t gettin’ very far, were we?  So I says,

’I’m afraid.  I only just found out I’m dead.’

’Oh, you needn’t be afraid,’ he says. ‘Where are you goin’ now?

I says I didn’t know, maybe to ‘eaven or to ‘ell.  Then I asks him the way to one or other of ‘em.  

’E didn’t rightly know about ‘ell, he says; but it weren’t that awful far to Heaven.  

Oh, I was cheered up at that, I was.  I thought, ‘Per’aps he’s a Bobby... a ‘eavenly Bobby.’  An’ d’you know, ‘e seemed to read wot I was thinkin’.

’No, I ain’t a Bobby,’ he says. 

I was a bit depressed about that.  ‘Well, ‘ow do I get to Heaven?’ I asks him. ‘Can you show me the way?’ (She paused and chuckled).  You know, Madam, ‘e gives me such a queer answer. ‘E made me go all embarrassed.

’The Way,’ he says, ‘The Way?  It’s simple.  You just says your prayers.  That’s all.’

’All?’ I answers ‘im, seeing all hopes of getting there gone. ‘I don’t know no prayers, I don’t.’

’Course you do,’ he says. ‘Your Mam taught you “Gentle Jesus” and “Our Father.”’  

I didn’t ask him how he knew that; I suppose I never thought about it.  Anyway, I cheered up a bit, ‘cos I didn’t ‘ave to say anything fancy. “Our Father,” Yes, I remember that.  Only I wasn’t really sure if I did.  It had been a long while since I’d said it. ‘E must have known that too about me, ‘cos he says,

’Come on, then. Let’s say that together. It’ll maybe bring someone you know.’

An’ I knelt down like I used to when I was little in Sunday school, an’ we says it together, “Our Father, which art in Heaven,......”   I was cryin’ when we finished, cryin’ fit to break me heart, an’ I couldn’t see proper because me eyes seemed all wet.  Then I felt that the little old man was ‘olding my hand, he was, an’ I thought he would lead me the right way.  I turn round to thank ‘im, and to look at ‘im, an’...an’ he’d gone.  An’ there was my Dad, my old Dad just like ‘e  used to be.  Oh, Madam, I stared at ‘im, I did.  I says,

’Dad?  Oh, Dad, are you dead, too?’

An’ ‘e laughed. My old Dad,’e laughed.  ‘I been dead a long time, my girl,’ he says. ‘So ‘ave you.  We been waitin’ for you to wake up.  We been waitin’, your Mam an’ me.’

Waitin’, they was, Madam.  Waitin’ for me.  I cried and cried, it was so wonderful.  My Mam and Dad.  I couldn’t ‘ardly believe it.  It was all so new, so different.  Well, then my Dad ‘e took my ‘and and we walked up that hill.  But I couldn’t walk.  I was so tired.  I tells my Dad I was too tired to walk to Heaven that time.  An’ ‘e says to sit down a while an’ rest.  So I did, an’ I must ‘a gone to sleep.  And I waked up in such a lovely place, an’ there was my Mam and Dad.  They looked so sort of ‘appy...and young-like.  But they said it wasn’t really ‘Eaven yet.  It was so beautiful, I thought it must be.

Helen writes: “At last she paused.  Her face was radiant.  She was still in her servant’s dress, only now she looked different, taller somehow and serene. I was so moved, I could only let her know my joy and happiness.”

Helen - Bless you, you’re on your way, you’re on your way!

Nan - Yes, Madam.  Yes, Madam.  It was you tellin’ me about bein’ dead an’ death, an’ about getting a doctor.  That made me think.  Oh, I’m so glad you did, now, an’ I’m happy with my Mam an’ my Dad, an’ the others. That’s why I asked if I could come back, just to say it’s all right, it’s all right.  An’ I’m sorry I thought your cottage was my cottage, because it ain’t.   Oh, Madam, I’m so glad I knows now I’m dead.  It’s all so different from wot I thought.  I ain’t afraid no more.  I’m ‘appy, Madam.  I’m ‘appy.  An’ thank you for helping me.  Here’s my Dad.  Yes, I’m comin’, Dad...I’m comin’

And she was gone.  Helen wondered if she would ever see her, or be aware of her again.

(to be continued)

Nan Comes Back One More Time.  Rescue Circles (83)

The old servant, Nan, went off into the light with her parents, but she did return to visit Helen in her cottage soon after. Helen had in the meantime  been visited by the Lady, and the Friar, the “Shining” Brother.  But now it was Nan’s turn again.

Helen - Hello!  You back again?  

Nan - I come back because I got somethin’ to tell you.  Somethin’ important!  Helen - Something good, I hope?

Nan (smiling) - Good?  Better than good!  I’ve met him, our Boy! An’ he’s all right. Right as you and me! ‘e is. 

Helen - You mean he is different?  Not a... (not retarded anymore, she was going to say) Not foolish anymore?

Nan - Foolish? ‘Im?  Why, ‘e’s a prince!  That’s what ‘e is.  A prince.  And beautiful.  Ah, an’ he thinks and talks like you an’ me! ‘e don’t stay near us - lives in a palace, I dare say, somewhere.  But he come to see me.  He did.  My, was I surprised, though as I say to my Mam, I ain’t surprised so much at things that ‘appen.  You see, there’s so much more, like, when you’re dead.  Like meetin’ my Mam and Dad and my sister wot died when her baby was born, and there bein’ no angels with wings like I learned at Sunday school.  Mind, I’d like to see angels and ‘arps...you miss ‘em, somehow.  I asked our Boy about ‘em, and ‘e said there were angels, ‘e called ‘em Beings, but without wings, but they were a long way off, some’ow.  ‘E said They shone like angels. Our Boy, ’e shines too, like them Beings.  He’s lovely and kind.  He told me ‘e knew that I loved ‘im and I’d looked after ‘im;  said ‘e always knew really; only it weren’t till he got over here 
 that he understood, after he was sort of...cured, I suppose.   Madam, ‘e thanked me!  The young Master thanked me, ‘e  did.  It made me want to cry, though now I’m glad I looked after ‘im proper.  I told him I was sorry about ‘is being drowned, but he said that was all right, it had to happen.  ‘E talks clever, sometimes, an’ I don’t rightly understand ‘im.  But ‘e said ‘e’d forgotten it now, and anyway, it was better over this side.  Fancy that, Madam!  Fancy ‘is bein’ well and all.

Helen - Wonderful.  But what about his mother?

Nan - He knows all about the Mistress, ‘is mother.  ‘E knows she’s been in the Shadows.  And, Madam, ‘e’s sorry for her... ‘is mother wot ‘ated him.  It could ‘ave knocked me down, hearin’ that.

Helen - The boy is a very advanced soul.  So he has forgiven his mother?  How wonderful.

Nan - D’you know wot?  He loves her, and after all she did to ’im. Loves ’er! Thank of that!  He said it was all over and forgotten.  And ’e wanted to help her. To help her?  When she never helped ’im!  Fancy that!  ’E’s a saint, or an angel. I’m sure of that.
And wot d’you think he told me?  That I ’ad to forgive ’er  too.  Me?  He said it would help ’er to “go on”, and me too!

Helen -  If HE can forgive, then you can.

Nan – Me? After all she done?  After me ’ating her for years?  That’s wot’s queer about being dead.  You got to forgive folks.

Helen – Yes, but my dear, you’ve found your way.  You’ve been guided to those who love you, haven’t you?  Surely, you can show gratitude by forgiving this poor creature, as her son has done.  Besides, she is probably very sorry now.   

Nan -  A “poor creature?”  Coo!  That ‘ud burn her if she heard that!  A poor crittur?  It don’t seem possible; but then so many things don’t seem possible now.  ‘Er with her grand clothes an’ ‘er grand ways!  But you’re right, Madam.  Our Boy said the same thing.  I got to be grateful, oh, I see that.

Helen - And you will try to be kind to her?

Nan- I’ll try, Madam.  I told the Boy that, I said I’d try.  After all, I ain’t got to do wot SHE says anymore!

Helen - And will you help her|?

Nan - ‘Er?  Help her?  Wot can I do for her?

Helen -  You can show her that love is stronger than hate.

Nan  It ain’t goin’ to be easy.  But I’ll try, Madam.  I got to do that for our Boy’s sake.

Helen -  I’m glad.  It will be all right, you see.

Nan - Yes, Madam.  Our Boy said I got to meet ‘er, but ‘e said she’d be different-like.  That’ll be worth seein’.

Helen - I’m sure it will make it easier, and you really do want to help her get out of the dreary place she is in.

Nan - I suppose I do.  I’ll try.  You see, I am thankful, like you said.

Helen - That’s the spirit!

Nan - It’s queer hein’ a spirit, Madam.  I ain’t truly got used to it yet.  Nut it’s nicer than bein’ on earth.  Even, begging your pardon, in  me cottage.

Helen - Bless you!  

Nan - Don’t know if I can come back again, Madam.  Only I wanted to tell you about ‘im, and about ‘er, an’ about me.  I’m ‘appy, Madam.  Expect you know that now, real ‘appy.

Helen -  Thank God!

Nan was gone. So part of Helen’s rescue mission was accomplished. [Richard R.}

Summarised from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974.

(to be continued)

 Final Release  - the meeting of the three spirits.  Rescue Circles (84)

One day in May, 1973, all the participants in the rescue drama taking place at Helen’s Sussex cottage began to assemble.  First of all Helen saw the Lady sitting in the chair opposite her, with her son, the Boy standing behind her dressed in the rough habit of a Franciscan friar from a previous lifetime.

   Helen writes:  “Suddenly it seemed that my attention was caught by a flicker of movement across the room.  There was present another entity and as my thought registered this, I saw, to my surprise and consternation, the form of my erstwhile lodger, the little old servant woman.  She seemed quite at ease, and, except that she no longer wore her apron, she was the same neat little figure in her long-skirted dress, only now she no longer fidgeted with her hands but remained relaxed and at peace.  She took no notice whatsoever of me, obviously intent on the task she had returned to perform; and she kept her gaze on her Mistress.  Her face expressed pleasurable surprise, more than anything else; then, as she turned towards the Boy, a look of utter love and joy flashed across it.  The Boy looked at her, and his smile was warm and encouraging.  To me, watching, I could have sworn that a golden shaft of light flowed from him to her and was returned by the
 woman deepened by the glowing colours of love.

   “Was this the confrontation of which I had been warned?  I could but wait and watch, too involved even to pray or to send forth a peaceful radiation.  Not that I feel now that efforts of mine  were needed.  I was outside this triangle of love and hate; I was but the audience in this drama, and all the needed power was pulsating between them.  This was the Divine Power of Love-Wisdom, far beyond our earthly conception.   A warmth of contentment enveloped me.  All was well.  All would be well.  I began to write my notes describing the scene.    

“The Mistress, turning as she caught the movement of another form, faced her one-time maid, the girl who, from adolescence, she had bullied and enslaved, now an old woman and evidently in the similar predicament, that is, dead to the world of matter.” 

Lady – You?  What are you doing here?

Nan  (shrinking back, fear in her eyes) – I used to live here, Madam.

Lady (aghast) – YOU lived here?  Here? 

Nan – Yes, Madam, for a long time.  I came ’ere, if you remember, after…after you …died!  

Lady (in horror) – After I…died?   Of course.  And you?  Did you die also?

Nan – Yes, Madam.  I died too.  I was old, you see, Madam.

Lady – You were old?  And after?  You went…where?

Nan – I…didn’t go to ’ell, Madam. I stayed here, in the cottage.  I stayed ’ere for a very long time, so they told me; years an’ years.  I was lost, Madam.  Lost.

Lady – I’m not surprised at that.  You were never very bright, I recall.  

[Helen writes: “To me, watching, a light seemed to flash from the Boy in the corner of the room; it encircled the spirit form of his mother, and remained stationary about her.”]

Lady – But, at least, you have never known the sheer horror of what I have been through.

Nan – No, Madam.  I did  ’ear you were in the Shadow Lands.

Lady (with resentment and arrogance) – Shadow Lands?  Is that what you call them?  It was hell, I tell you, hell!   (The light gleamed about her and suddenly she put up her hands and covered her face).   I have been in hell. (remorsefully) Was I really THAT bad?  Did I deserve such a fate?  Tell me, did I? 

Nan (glancing at the Boy as if to ask him what to say) – You weren’t that bad, Madam.  Least, it don’t seem so bad, now.

Lady – Perhaps it doesn’t, now that we’re dead.  But you hated me, didn’t you?  I was cruel to you.  I loved power over people, and you were always so afraid of me.

[“The Boy stretched out his hand towards Nan.  From his fingers a beam of light darted across the room; then from the palm of his hand it seemed that a great warmth like a flowing fire of love spread across the cottage room and lit up Nan’s form.”]

Nan – I don’t  ’ate you now, Madam.  I’ll never ’ate you no more, Madam.

Lady (sobbing) – Why?  Why won’t you hate me?

Nan – I don’t rightly know, Madam, not rightly…now I found my way.

Lady – Your way?  Where?

Nan – My way to my Dad and Mam, Madam.  I’m with them now.  It’s a kind of  ’eaven, it is.  So beautiful, flowers and trees and…the light.  An’ people are kind to each other.  I mean, spirits are kind…

Lady – Spirits?

Nan – Yes, Madam.  Spirits.  Least, that’s what they tells me we are.  We ain’t people no more.

 

Lady - “Spirits?  I never believed in spirits when I was alive.  To think I have become a spirit.  Why have you come here?

Nan – Because you called me, Madam.

:Lady – I  called you? 

Nan – Yes, Madam.  It all come about in a queer sort of way.  I saw your face, Madam, quite plain, I did, an’ you looked unhappy.  I told my Mam.  She says, ‘You go an’ talk to ’er.  Tell her ’ow sorry you are for her… and for ’ating her.’

Lady – Sorry?  You are sorry for me?  For me?  After my treatment of you?  I never thought kindly of you.  It never occurred to me that you might have feelings, or that I owed you anything.  You worked for me.  I treated you worse than I would have treated a dog.  And you are sorry for me?  Because I have been in hell?  Oh, God, where am I?  What has happened to us both?  What is this place that I cannot mask my shame?  Must I be humiliated by your pity, too?

Nan (looking puzzled) – Don’t be angry with me, Madam.  I’m only sorry because you are suffering.  An’ I’m too happy to want you to be sad.  I don’t want that nobody should be hurt. Honest I don’t.  Not any more.  Look, I’ll say I’m sorry I hated you once, because I did.  But that’s all over now.  We’ve left it behind us, ain’t we?  I mean, now we’re dead.

Lady – I have not left it behind me.  You may have done.  I have to live amongst it; be with other who are coarse and cruel and who still hate.

Nan (inspired by the helpful thoughts and smiles from the Boy) – But you don’t ’ave to stay there, Madam, not if you really don’t want to.  My Mam says, an’ she’s been ’ere for ages, so she should know…that if you’re really sorry, an’ you changes yourself, that you can be shown the way to the better land, like I was.  I means, change your thoughts about people, an’ forgive ’em, as they forgive you.  That’s in the prayer, isn’t it?  …about the Kingdom of Heaven.  You have to think different over ’ere, Madam.  I mean about your husband, the Master, and your son.

[to be continued]         Reviewed and condensed  from  “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves.  C.W. Daniel. 1974.  

Rescue Circles (85)  Conclusion of the Sussex Cottage Story

    Nan the old servant tells the Lady that she does not have to stay stuck in Limbo, but can move on, as she did, after remaining earthbound for so long.  But her former Mistress, although able to see and talk with her servant, can not yet see her son, who is standing in the corner of the room in the cottage. Nan says that she must think differently about her son, who now is no longer retarded.

Lady - My son?  That poor fool?

Nan - ‘E ain’t a poor fool, Madam.  That Boy’s an angel.  He’s beautiful an’ he loves you.

Lady - Loves me?  After...

Nan - He does, Madam, an’ he wants to ‘elp you, to take you out of...of...

Lady - Of Hell?  My son does?  How can you know this?  

Nan - Because I see him, Madam.  I see ‘im many times, an’ he told me so.

Lady -  You have seen my son?

Nan - I have.

Lady - And is he...?

Nan - I tell you, ‘e’s an angel, an’ right as you an’ me.

Lady - My demented son “right”?  Is it possible?

Nan - See for yourself, Madam. He’s  ‘ere.  Your son’s ‘ere.  He’s ‘ere. now. (She points in his direction.  The Mistress turns and stared at the direction in which her maidservant pointed.  For some minutes she gazed, terrified.)

Lady - Here?  Here...now?  That’s my son?  But that is an angel, an angel of Light.

     With an overwhelming expression of love and compassion on his face, the Boy cried out “Mother!” He stretched out his hands, and light enveloped them both, as the Lady gazed at him in awe and remorse.   There was absolute silence and stillness, and power filled the cottage room, the power of the Spirit.  Slowly, the woman slipped to her knees before the light bearer who had been her earthly son, despised and rejected.  She closed her eyes and clasped her hands, in the fervour of the first prayer she had ever purposefully uttered.  She recited the Lord’s Prayer: “Our Father....”  by the end of which she was weeping openly.

      The room was so still it seemed filled with a translucent light.  The Boy stepped forward and took the clasped hands between his own, as the old servant with a loving gesture, gently touched the bowed shulders. Then she moved to the door and somehow she was gone.  Helen, who was watching all this, now closed her eyes, feeling and living herself the Lady’s agony of repentance.  She found herself reciting her own version of the twenty-third Psalm, “The Lord is {her}Shepherd, Therefore shall (she) lack nothing...He restoreth her soul...”  When she had finished and opened her eyes, she found the room empty.  Her visitors from beyond death had gone.  The cottage felt strangely empty.

The next day, the Brother of Light returned, dressed as a Franciscan Friar, and spoke to Helen. 

Friar - My friend.  You have witnessed the miracle of the power of Love, the cleansing and purging of the lower emotions by the force which is the creative power by which and in which we are all One.

     But you have been witness to much more, and this we wish you to stress in your recordings, for it is of great moment and may bring much understanding to those who read with the “open eye”.  Heaven and hell are states of consciousness here as much as they are on your earthly planet; and each entity, after he (or she) has passed through the experience of death of the physical body, brings with him here that state of consciousness which he had attained for himself whilst in incarnation in matter and here he will dwell in that consciousness for as long as such level persists.

     However, evolution is still a law here, as it is in your world.  The soul is continually evolving.  In your material, limited consciousness, evolution proceeds by the creating  thought-forms sometimes for upliftment of the individual or the race, sometimes for the recording of beauty, sometimes for the development of compassion for one’s fellows; but, sometimes, alas, force is given to forms of destruction by employing the negative use of emotions.  Thought brings energy, which builds form.  Evolution uses the from, works for it, lives in it, and manifests through it until its precepts are established.  Then the form must be broken.  This is essential, for its service is finished, and a new form has to be evolved.  “Break down and rebuild” has ever been a law in evolution, as you will realise as you look back and search the history records of your planet.  Break the worn-out form to create the new.

     In this drama, you have been shown how two entities after their souls had left their physical bodies, remained closed in the thought-forms they had created.  And for as long as they persisted in holding to these forms of thought, so were they aliens to the new state of consciousness required for true living HERE; and thus they were unable to progess onward.

     Witness your “lodger” in your cottage, a poor soul completely shut away in materialism, and even that materialism only of the lowest aspiration to receive the “crumbs” from the rich woman’s table.  She was a creature eager only for physical well-being which her life had denied her, and she had spoilt the precious gift of thought in envying and hating the Mistress she served.  Whether this slavery was karmic in her case, is beyond the point; definite energy spent in envy and hatred held her prisoner and chained her to the very person she was forced to serve.

     After the death of her body in old age, the form she had created still clung so close about her soul that she continued to dwell in it, shut away from everything but her own limited imagination.  The pathetic tumble-down cottage, as it then was (now modernised and “gentrified”), was all she knew, or WANTED TO KNOW.  And this level of aspiration had persisted for many of your earth years.

     Yet it was essential to break that form and release her, that she might learn a new state of awareness and take her first tentative steps into this new world to which she had been introduced by the disintegration of the physical form which housed her soul.  So limited, we knew, was her thought and experience, that “awakening” would be painful.  Confidence and love, so necessary for her soul-health, must come to her through those she trusted...the Boy, her earthly father and her mother,  and through converse with a stranger (yourself) who had developed the faculty of contact out of the three dimensions of time and space. 

    This indeed has now been accomplished, as you know, and a “lamb” who was lost now brought again to the Way.

     In like manner, the Mistress had imprisoned herself by arrogance, hatred and cruelty, wasting the precious substance of mind to fashion a concrete form that imprisoned her soul.  Here let me stress that the soul of this creature is fine and sensitive to beauty, ready to accept the divine as beauty.  Yet, with this dark shadow of a shell she had created, she entered her new existence.  She brought her hell with her, a hell so potent with evil that escape seemed impossible; and there she remained to wither in misery.  

     But love, in the soul of her son whom she had despised, sought to break the shell about her and after much endeavour he has succeeded.  At last, this form of negation has been destroyed, as it needed to be, and the hurts will be dissolved by love.  The entity can now enter this new thought-world, and create, by love, that beauty which still lives in her soul.

     It is a moving story and, alas, so unnecessary and yet so often repeated, “The evil that men do lives after them, the good is often interred in their bones,” as your poet writes, has some meaning here, for the evil carries on until its form is smashed, whilst the good, often deeply ingrained, creates in itself a more glorious form.

     If readers apprehend the lessons to be gathered from these examples of thought-form prisoners, this story will not have been in vain.  Man is body, soul and spirit.  Body, with all its selfish emotions, cannot exist here, where progress is carried on in the mind towards re-union with the soul.  The time to shatter those illusions of earth-life, of separativeness, to overcome disharmony of thought and emotion, IS DURING THE SOJOURN ON THE PLANET EARTH, NOT AFTER THE TRANSITION to the Astral and Spiritual worlds brought about by what you call death. 

     So saying, the Friar vanished.

   One afternoon late in May, 1973, Helen was aware of the Mistress again, standing quietly by the window, and beside her the son she had rejected on earth.  “Somehow I felt an intruder, for such was the deep peace about them that my presence as a recorder was now unnecessary and entirely out of place.  There would be no more to write.  The story was done.  The prisoner from the Shadows was free.  All was in order, as it was meant to be.  From now on, my visitors were to pass out of my life, except as memories and characters in a book.  But as I stood bidding them God-speed in their progress into light, I was glad and thankful for all that had been accomplished, and for the glimpes I had been given of the working of love in the life beyond death. Slowly a ray of sunshine crept across the window, with a quiver in the beams, and as I watched, the figures faded into the light, and I was alone.


    Although that is the end of the story of soul-rescue in the Sussex cottage, it is not the last we hear from Helen Greaves.  Her friend Frances Banks had died six or seven years before the events in the cottage, and she had come back to tell of the soul rescue work SHE had witnessed and taken part in on the other side.  

For the full account of the Sussex story, read “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves.  C.W. Daniel.  1974.

(to be continued)  Richard R.   

Rescue Circles (86)    Frances Banks talks of her experiences on the other side, recuperating after death.

      Knowing that there IS life after death is half-way to providing our own soul rescue in the future, if our spirit body and our non-local mind know that they have a destination and know what to expect.  Then there is less likelihood of our being lost in Limbo or becoming earthbound, like the spirits haunting Helen Greaves Sussex cottage in 1971.
 
     When Frances Banks passed in December 1965. she already had great spiritual knowledge, having been a nun and head teacher for 25 years before becoming a psychical researcher and prison reformer.  So within three weeks of passing she was able to appear to her clairvoyant psychic friend Helen Greaves and talk about her own initial experiences on the other side and of other spirits who needed rescue or help over there, help which she was already trained to participate in.   She contacted Helen several times over the next two years, before moving on to higher planes, and her accounts complement those of Stephen Ward, who was communicating at that time (between 1963 – 1973) quite independently through the Direct Voice medium Leslie Flint, about his own experiences in various regions of the spirit world. 

     It will one day be interesting to compare the experiences of Frances Banks, Nan the old servant and her Mistress, and Stephen Ward, with those from earlier accounts in books by Anthony Borgia, Oliver Lodge, James Lees and others.  When there is the time and opportunity, I may start on that project.  Meantime, here is what Frances has to say of her experiences, as she came back to talk with Helen Greaves, six years BEFORE the appearance in her Sussex cottage, towards the coast directly South of London, of Nan and her Mistress and other spirits.   Helen’s husband Roger had died shortly after the close of World War II and in the 1950s and 1960s she was living in a cottage outside Guildford, Surrey,  South-West of London.  It was there in Guildford at that time, when I was living in various digs in Farnborough, Aldershot and Farnham, that I used to go regularly for organ lessons at the Cathedral church with Mr. Dussek, before the new Cathedral on the
 hill was completed.  That was one of the places where I might myself have met Helen Greaves, the other places being Kensington Gardens, and Lyons’ Corner House, both in central London.  However, I didn’t move in the same “circles” at that time, nor did I have the same interests then, so that is one item from my catalogue of regrets and lost opportunities!  

     However, ignorance is, or was, bliss, and I am catching up for lost time now, and am glad to share what I find Frances Banks was able to communicate to her friend and colleague Helen Greaves.  She had been in and out of a coma for two days before passing of cancer.  When, three weeks later, she returned to talk with Helen, she had this to say about death:

Surrey,  5th December, 1965, 8.30 p.m.  

Frances Banks –
                               I’ll try to tell you what happened:  after the ‘Change’ was over and I was free of my earth ‘covering’ I ‘woke up’ here in this hospital of the Rest Home.  My room had no walls and the sunlight seemed to flow over one all the time.  I opened my eyes, or I came back to consciousness, and there was Mother Florence just as she used to be and as I had remembered her for so many years. 

      She took my hand, and said “So you have arrived safely?’

     But I must have been very weary, for I can remember little more.  I think I slept again.   A long time later, it SEEMED a long time later, I found myself lying here gazing out at this tranquil and beautiful scene around me.  Suddenly I ‘knew’ that someone was beside me.  I looked round and gave my attention to this new idea.  There was Father Joseph just as I had always remembered him.  He sat down beside me and took my hand in his.  

     “Well, Sister?” he said.  That was all.  Just “Well, Sister?”, as if we were both back in my study in the college in South Africa.  I felt such power and strength flow out from him.  I think I must have wept, it was all too wonderful.   He didn’t say much, or I was too tired to pay attention.  For I must have drifted into sleep again.  When I gathered my thoughts together again to speak to him – he had gone.   But he’ll come again.  Mother Florence tells me now that he comes quite often to see her patients.  Oh!  But I shall not be a patient here for long, you know!

    As soon as I can re-orient myself sufficiently, I shall be teaching or tutoring again.  It is the service I can give.  I’m already learning so much.   I have discovered that I can use telepathy BOTH WAYS, to receive and to relay.  There are not the difficulties here that we experienced on the earth.  This holds out all sorts of exciting possibilities.  Indeed I am already able to contact your mind, and what is more important, to HOLD that contact so as to POUR IDEAS out to you!  This has infinite possibilities.    I’ll try to come to your group.  I know that you are meeting.  Everything, it seems, is known here.  I must break off now.  I will talk to you again.  I begin to know you now in quite a different way.  I see your ‘light’.

…..I have been able to come to you; your husband (Roger) over here has brought me.  Yes.  I know him well now.   I always felt a kinship with him, even when I was on earth.  Do you remember?  I like him.  He has a great sense of humour – a kind of irrepressible fun.  You two must have enjoyed each others’ company.  

     I am in a kind of rest home now.  It is run by the Sisters of the community to which I belonged when in incarnation.  They are so kind and gentle with me.  I am now lying in a bed, high up on a terrace, that looks out over a vast sunlit plain.  It is a beautiful scene, and so restful.  I am recuperating from the illness which brought disintegration to my physical body.  I feel content and calm and at peace.  I shall stay here.  Indeed I have already told Mother Florence that I want to work with her here when I am ready.

     Souls are brought here from earth and from other places when they are ready.  They are ‘nursed’ and taken care of here, as am I.  After I have become adjusted to this life I think I shall stay on here and teach with the Sisters, if they will have me!  And if I can really be useful.  You see how my ‘earth psychology’ will come in useful, together with the explanations of the further stages of progress, when I have learnt more myself.  How I shall enjoy co-relating the two ‘psychologies’ in any classes I have, and in individual talks.  It is going to be rather like a return to the prison work I did at Maidstone Gaol, only of course, on a different level.  Here, there is no punishment, except what you mete out to yourself.  You can come and go of course, but I realise already that you can only ‘go’ elsewhere when you are ready. 

     You remember that, when I was in the body, I once said to a prisoner at Maidstone, [following a discussion on the possibility of life after death]: “A minute after you die you will be exactly the same!”

    You recall, also, that that very statement was the first psychic message you, [as a medium], gave me?  You spoke the name of this prisoner who had died soon after my talk, without our meeting again, and you said “He wants me to tell you that the last words you ever said to him were absolutely true!”

     Well, I reiterate this statement (now that I too have made the transition), in full agreement with all that was implied in it, FOR IT IS SO.   As soon as I was able to bring myself to a conscious state of mind, after my withdrawal from my worn-out body,  I knew that I was the SAME IN ESSENCE. True, I felt light, and there was a new sense of freedom that was bewildering.  I was the same, yet not the same!   With a flash of realisation I decided that I must be stone deaf, for I could no longer hear any of the usual sound of everyday life, the chatter and movement of human beings around me; the whistles of trains, the twittering of birds.  There were no noises in this new consciousness.  One of my first recollections was “I am  still conscious. THE CHANGE HAS TAKEN PLACE, but I cannot hear, neither can I see!”

   And for a space of time I seemed to lose my identity.  I recall endeavouring anxiously to pierce through this new  state to recall memory.  “Who am I?  What did I do?”  It was a strange, almost eerie experience, for the name I had borne for over seventy years eluded me.  At length I recall telling myself to “Give it up and go to sleep” and, in a way, this is what I must have done.  At least consciousness went  from me.  I remembered nothing more.  How long this went on I  have no possible way of knowing, perhaps in earth time, for  a very short space.

     But when next I came back to consciousness I seemed to be pulling myself up out of a thin sea of silver.  Those are the only words I can use to describe the experience.   And the first face I saw was the smiling one of my dear Mother in religion – Mother Florence.  I was so overwhelmed I couldn’t speak.  From then on I remember that I seemed to be in and out of consciousness.  But now I found that I was lying in an open porch with a vista of blue and silver before mer.  This was beautiful beyond words and calming  to  my spirit.  Trouble, anxiety and all sense of loss abated; a great feeling of peace enwrapped me.

“THIS IS IT!” I kept assuring myself in wonder, “I have made The Change!”  I realised then that I could both see and hear as before, only now in a more INTENSE way.  I thought immediately, “I wonder whether I can ‘get through.’  I must tell Helen about this.”

     Later, as I grew more accustomed to this new consciousness I was able to ‘commune’ (I cannot explain this by any of our former terms), with both Mother Florence and Father Joseph.  How delighted I was to meet them.  And to know that Father Joseph was indeed the same splendid, wise soul I had known in my Community days.  He was again able to help me much.  He gave me confidence.   I felt as if I was ‘convalescing’ as indeed I suppose I was, from the effects of my last painful illness.

[to be continued: Frances attends her own funeral]      

Reviewed and excerpted from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman/C.W. Daniel.  1969.  Originally published by the  CFPSS.      Obtaining a copy of the book is recommended for the full account of life after death, and the different kinds of rescue work that are carried out on the other side.     Richard R.  
 
Rescue Circles (87)  Frances attends her memorial services, and talks of how thought creates reality and gives an  example of spirit rescue work on the other side.


In her introductory notes Helen Greaves had  mentioned that those with second sight were aware at her cremation and memorial services of the presence of Frances and some of the nuns and the Mother Superior from the South African community she had belonged to for 25 years. Frances here spoke of that as she continued her narration, relating how she “came to” on the other side.

    Then an aura of sadness surrounded her. It was the time for her cremation, back on earth, and  The Rev. Richard Hall officiated at the cremation service.  

”They will be burning my body” Frances said to herself.

 “Immediately an intense DESIRE filled me to be again with all those friends I had loved and those who had loved me, at this solemn ceremony.  In an inexplicable way, and due no doubt to my intense desire, I was able to be present with you all in mind and consciousness, WHILST STILL LYING HERE IN THIS SILVERY LIGHT.  I wondered if this was what astral travelling must have been like.  But it was a wonderful experience.  I ‘saw’ you all.  I was grateful to those who had journeyed to Maidstone to be present at these last rites.  I gloried in the beautiful flowers.  I wanted to weep at Richard’s mystical interpretation of the change which had separated me (though only seemingly) from you all. I longed to say ‘thank you’ to those who had made my last days on earth comfortable.  I ‘read’ the thoughts  of Bertram Woods that the [Churches’]Fellowship [the CFPSS] was losing a tireless worker.  I felt ‘lifted up’ in mind and soul because I was being missed,
 because there was so much affection and because Richard was wisely making this a hopeful farewell, without the heavy burden of emphasised sorrow and mourning which would have saddened and destressed me. 

Then, just as inexplicably as I had become part of these scenes, it all faded.  I was lying here, at peace.  “So this is death!”  I recall saying to one of the Sisters who was beside me -“Life separated by density - that is all!”   Elation filled me. I knew now that I could ‘tune in’ and even ‘see’ the earthplane, if desire was strong enough to loosen the barrier between your world and my new one.  The possibility rested with me....This, I realised, was my first lesson.  Now I dwelt in a realm of Thought; and such thought Power, when rightly implemented, can penetrate the dense plane which is the world of human habitation.  I did not feel that I had realy gone away into a far country.  I could still keep in touch.  With this blessed feeling of consolation I must have drifted again, or slipped into a state of passivity.  

My next experience came with a strong thought - Exeter! 

“Again I was with you in spirit, in the vast Exeter Cathedral where the small gathering to remember me was almost swallowed up  in the big empty building.  This time I was less emotional.  I was able to participate in an objective way.  My mind could apprehend the order of service.  I felt humbled as never before by the kindliness of the souls gathered in that chapel, by  the excellently thought-out oration of Colonel Reginald Lester, by the constructive ‘aura’ of the prayer forms as well as by the expressed faith of that Memorial Service.   This is a change you will all make, I recall thinking, and then Truth will become apparent.  How I longed to materialise before you to show there is no death; but that was beyond my power to do.  By the time the London Memorial Service was held I had ‘progressed’ sufficiently in this method of extension of consciousness to be able to make my presence known to those who could open their minds to this new
 dimension of thought.  I felt that certain people present ‘saw’ me or were ‘aware’ of my presence with the Sisters.  To me this was uplifting and comforting.   I relaxed into peace.  Life goes on for me now on a fuller and more abundant scale of living.  

December 12th, 1965.

     “I am remaining tin the Rest Home, though I am now occupying a ‘cottage’ of my own.  It is a lovely peaceful little place, with a very pretty garden. [She describes ‘gardening,’ keeping the vividly colourful flowers golden and glowing by pouring Light and Love into them and over them, to which they respond].  I still belong to the Home, of course, and I go back there frequently.  I have been having long talks with Mother (Superior) Florence and with Sister Mary and Sister Hilda.  They explain this new adventure to me.  For this IS an adventure; that is how I feel about the new life I am now living.  It is an adventure, probably not permanent, for nothing is permanent, not even here!  But it is truly stimulating and very satisfying.  This can be described as a ‘stretching of the mind’ period.
  
     Now I am learning to apprehend the meaning of much that happened to me.  I see it as a background Pattern.  In a way I am beginning to realize the effects of my thoughts and to view the events that were set in motion by these very thoughts and ideas.  This is indeed a most sobering exercise.  When in the body one is so limited by environment, emotions and difficulties that it is very hard to judge accurately such results as might possibly ensue from the planning, and when we do try to assess the value, we are so often wrong, because we ourselves (our small egotistic selves) get in the way and deflect the Purpose.

Here we live so much more in the realm of mind.  As we ponder over an experience or a Purpose, the mind stretches out to see ALL sides of the problem.  This is a new and not always exciting or pleasant experience.  It is rather like a chain reaction; much more potent and real than the old association of ideas of earth psychology.  Here, as one thinks, one IS.  I’ll try to make that clearer.   There is no compulsion, of course, to review one’s past life on earth as soon as one arrives and the new life here begins.  Some take a long while to tackle the problem.  They dread to see the EFFECTS of mistakes and failures.

Some of our patients here have got ‘stuck’.  And that is where I, who myself am undergoing this kind of mental and spiritual ‘psychiatry’ am able to help them.  That is partly why I have elected to stay on here for a space.  I shall stay until my own course has become clear (both past and possible future) and  until I have been able to rectify the places in the chain where I have failed.  My experiences as a teacher, a religious (nun), a psychologist and an earnest seeker after the spiritual life are of great value now.  I have some background on which to draw and which might help those who are too timed, or frightened, or guilt-ridden, to attempt this work for themselves.  

There was one man in the wards.  He had been brutal and bitter to his wife and family.  Now he is stuck.  He has spent a  long period of your earth time (though there is no time as such  over here), since his changeover to this life, in being tied to the places and the people where his cruelty and his bitterness had been exercised [rather like Scrooge’s experiences in Charles Dickens’s “A Christmas Carol.”

Now he is here, and is trying to go on.  But the film reel of his life appalled him; and he has become completely immobile.  He visits me and we talk and talk (rather as I was able to do with some of the prisoners at Maidstone Gaol).  Last visit  I introduced him to my secret garden.  He began to relax.  I  could SEE it.  Some of the imprisoning aura of fear and remorse began to melt away.  He lay there amidst that golden light for a  very long time and when I did go out to him he smiled.  It was  the first sign of lightness I have seen in him.  He said “Oh, Sister, I feel so much better.  Can I come to your garden again?”

You can see how this  (rescue) work is done!  It helps me and it helps others.  Because this plane is  only a few rungs or so higher than the earth plane, there are the  same conditions, hospitals, as with your civilisations, and  prisons, only here they are self-made.    I will come again and talk.  Bless you.  


[To be continued}  R.R.






	Rescue Circles (88) Blueprints and Plans of Action from the other side


Bovenkant formulier

Onderkant formulier

[image: image61.png]


What is the difference between those of us who have second sight or other ways of obtaining evidence of survival and life after death, and those religionists who are either evangelists interpreting the literal truths of the Bible, Koran, Baghavad Gita, Granth Sahib and other sutras and sacred scriptures of their religion, or alternatively belonging to the mainstream formal orthodox sects with their formal creeds, rituals of the long established churches, mosques and temples?

On outward appearance we are much poorer, working from a room in our house or apartment, or in a rented hall or hotel room, or outdoors, and even if we have a church, it is quite a modest building. We don’t have the pomp and ceremony, the splendid music and processions and a congregation of thousands. This is not to mention religion on television.

But though these outwardly rich and colourful ceremonies of worship do attract the spirit world, and a lot of faith is built up, there is something usually missing which we possess all the time. That is the direct personal contact with the world of spirit, and our awareness of the greater life. When we die, or ‘pass,’ we will already have some factual knowledge to guide us to our destination, and to meet our loved ones. Orthodox religions give a rather vague and fearful description of what follows death, and their whole picture is usually depicted within an atmosphere of judgment, sin, fear, guilt and remorse.

Hence the large number of souls needing rescue, as this series of articles and extracts from various spirit communicationshas has tried to show. They do not know the joy and love behind creation. That darkness of ignorance is what has cast them into their personal hell, or state of limbo.

So, how can we, on this side, with our gifts and knowledge, help? The major religions have billions of supporters, and have much power and money and many resources and cultural traditions which are very difficult to break through and change.

Is it meant to be that awakening can only take place after much suffering and after experiencing all these tribal and national genocidal jihads and wars which have cursed humankind for so many thousands of years?

There must be a greater plan for us on this planet, a mere speck of dust in the universe, but where do we begin to look for it? 

Frances Banks discussed very point with Helen Greaves. Back on December 12th, 1965, she explained: “Somewhere in the deeps of my mind two ‘blueprints’ are brought forward into my consciousness. These are so clear that I can (literally) take them out, materialise them and study them. One is the Perfect Idea with which my spirit went bravely into incarnation. The other is the resultant of only a partially understood Plan, in fact, my life as it was actually lived.

It was a shock to me, and a very salutary experience, to find that these two plans differed exceedingly. AND yet, one learns so much by facing the results.

In a way the blueprints resemble maps, with coloured places and light and dark patches, and a kind of glowing ‘sun’ for the high-lights. First of all the mind looks at the whole comparison, and sets the blueprints side by side. This is the first shock; a true humbling of yourself to find that you did so little when you would have done so much; that you went wrong so often when you were sure that you were right!

During this experience the whole cycle of your life-term unfolds before you in a kaleidoscopic series of pictures. During this crisis one seems to be entirely ALONE. Yours is the judgment. You stand at your own bar of judgment. You make your own decisions. You take your own blame. You are the accused, the judge and the jury.

This is where quite a few souls in this Rest Home have become immobilised. Their pictures were too searing in their exposures. So we try to help them along, but only when they have made the ‘inner desire’ to right their wrongs. Until that decision I do not know what happens to them, but I should think that they are ‘prisoners of the self’. 

Immediately they become ready to face themselves again. They are guided to these beautiful and peaceful homes. Here the Sisters devote their love and thought, their skill and experience, to aiding the ‘ stumblers’.

The second stage of this recapitulation starts when the soul feels strong enough and calmed sufficiently to take the earth life, round by round (so to speak). Then the blueprints are brought into the mind again; only this time the start is made from the moment of departure from the body. The mind works slowly, oh! so slowly, backwards through one’s experiences. (I am not confessing where I have reached in this exercise!) But I will tell you that now you seem NO LONGER ALONE.

’Someone’ is beside you. Whether it is your own High Spirit or a Great Helper I have yet to discover. Only now, as you ponder, work out, go over, tabulate and judge what you did AND WHY AND WHAT WERE THE RESULTS (good or bad) you are gloriously ‘aware’ of this great Being beside you, giving strength, peace, tranquillity and helping with constructive criticism. This is a wonderful experience, though harrowing at times. But very cleansing and bring new hope.

Lots of those here have got ‘stuck’ on their ‘first picture’. So we (the Sisters here in the Home) try to link up with these great ones and bring help and strength to the stumblers’ level. Mother Florence is marvellous at this. She has a real technique and this technique is what I am trying, not exactly to copy, but to adapt to my own particular methods of work.

I must tell you about my garden. You remember the ‘Secret Place’ of our meditations? I call this golden patch (of flowers) my ‘secret garden’ and some of the patients (those trying to become unstuck on their first exercise of recapitulation) come and visit me. We talk and then I guide them to my golden garden, and there they lie and relax and ‘tune in’ to the higher thoughts of the Great Ones. I thrill when I see some of the results.”

Richard . 
Rescue Circles (89)  A surgeon describes how drug addiction is hell on earth.

  The spirit of Frances told Helen that she looked back on the life lived on earth, comparing it with the blueprints of what she had intended to do.  “I did not want to leave the earthly life.  I felt that my work had not finished.  I tried hard to ignore the deterioration of the body and I prayed to be allowed to remain for some years longer to accomplish the plans for spreading such knowledge as I had gained, amongst others.... 

     “I had that kind of a mind, which ever needed to read and read, and seek and seek, and absorb and absorb; and even then to rationalise the knowledge gained to my own satisfaction.  Believe me, I did not ‘jump out’ from the community to which I was professed (renouncing her vows as a nun after 25 years) until after I had sifted and digested the evidence for deeper strata of psychic and spiritual needs.  It took me months of study then, reading and meditation, to make up my mind to such a drastic step.  Now, looking back, I see the pattern clearly.  I do not regret it.  Here all is understood and judged on a wider basis.  This is a wide and willing service ...and all is understood and viewed with compassion.

I am exactly the same person now.  I still have to go over and over again in my mind the possibilities I had when on earth, the failures and mistakes I made, in the light of this new approach.....But here one does not waste effort in regretting blindly.  There is too much to learn in a positive manner and to apply to one’s future progress.  And always there are souls in far worse predicaments from whom lessons can be learned.  I speak of the ‘patients’ here.   I said we had all grades and classes in the Home - illiterate, uneducated, educated and cultured, rather as I had to teach when I worked as a Tutor-Organiser in the Maidstone prison experiment.  Only those were prisoners of the State; segregated from their fellows by rule and power.  Here no one is kept against his will or desire.  Mostly the patients are happy enough and wish to stay in this temporary security.  They cannot move on until they have (literally) seen the Light, or at least as much
 of the Light as they can assimilate at their present stages.

There is a medical man here [a surgeon whom Frances called ‘Doctor. X’].  He has been with the Sisters for some space; a brilliant man; alas, he was a drug addict....  On earth he was renowned for the skill of his hands and brain in certain physical operations. (I will not tell you what part of the human body he made his special study, as that might reveal his identity. And here we preserve as much anonymity of our physical life as we can.) [This is another reason why it is so difficult for us alive on earth and mediums in general to obtain evidential PROOF of survival. R.R.].   His skill was a legend in certain medical quarters. But he became a drug addict, unreliable and uncertain.  His health broke and here he is with us in the new Life....

Now he is recapturing the enthusiasm and dedication of his youth, and consequently  his body has moulded itself with all the strength and vigour of a young man...But to his story - as he told it to me; 

     “It all started with an unfortunate affair ….in my early forties. There had been trouble in my domestic affairs and I had fallen in love with a very beautiful but heartless woman, who intended to smash my home life – and did!    During this period of emotional upset and turbulence I had the terrible misfortune to lose a patient during an operation…the knife slipped and cut a vein.  The operation had to be suspended whilst this was attended to and the patient’s heart failed.  In lay circles this was treated as an unfortunate accident; in medical circles my colleagues assured me that the dead man’s heart would never have stood the length and severity of the operation anyhow.   But I knew better,  I had not been in my ‘real’ state.  

“Since I was a young man I had always known that the ‘surgeon’ was within me [a “spirit” doctor]…not I, but this all-knowing, all-perfect someone who, when I stood aside and let him take over, performed miracles of surgery through my brain and hands. I had made it a practice to keep quiet and be alone for awhile on the days when such skill was required in the course of my work, so as to contact him.  ….Without him and his judgment, skill and serenity, I was as nothing.  And when each operation was over and I went to the tap to wash up, I used to feel physically sick at the possibility that, one day, I might lose touch with him…I recall I always said ‘thank you’ after each extended session in the operating theatre.    But on this particular day when the accident occurred, I had rushed to the hospital after an emotional row with the woman I thought I loved.  There had been no time for quiet, or for recollection of my ‘celestial
 surgeon’ if I may call him this.  I was in an emotional turmoil…. [that is to say, no time to go into trance and let the surgeon take over, as is the case with other ‘psychic surgeons’ and spirit  healers].

“In the rush and tension of a surgeon’s life something new now reared itself in my mind.  I became afraid.  I tortured myself that perhaps the inner surgeon would not be ‘there’ to guide and help me.  I became a soul torn apart, tortured, terrified and almost impotent with the fear and dread that what had happened once might happen again.  You see, Sister, I had no knowledge or experience of ‘tuning in’ to reach this great inner spirit, as I am being taught now.  Had I realized then that he is ever ready to be contacted, [as are all our guides] I might have had strength to go on without making the muddle I did of my life.  

“I began to take sleeping drugs to nullify those long terrifying hours of the night when fear takes hold of the brain.  And then a similar operation was presented to me.  Life is always like that, I have learned…one’s character has to be tested at its weakest part.  This was an exact replica of the operation which had been so disastrous only six months earlier, a very specialized, very delicate, cutting away of diseased tissue from a most vital part of the human body.   I went to pieces utterly.    I took a drug which I knew would clear my brain, and numb the persistent nagging fears to which I had allowed myself to succumb.  I worked.  I was calm and efficient.  I thought I contacted the surgeon [in spirit].  The operation was entirely successful. 

“But that was to be my Achilles’ heal.  I began to rely on the effect of the drug.  It seemed to separate away my personal self with all its fears of failure and inadequacy so that the inner one became the surgeon as before.  More and more I fell into this bog of tranquility.  Deeper and deeper I sank until I could no longer operate without the drug.   That was my weakness.  Only now there was the added torture of realising that weakness.  Of knowing that strength had left me.  I was becoming more and more addicted to the ‘outside’ stimulation to calm the personal self, and, God help me, I DARE not give up for fear of being left entirely alone.

“I went on for nearly ten years like this.  Oh, yes, I performed some remarkable operations.  True.  But they were the inner surgeon’s triumphs, not mine.  I was becoming but a poor shell of a man and without medication, neither my brain nor my body would obey me.  If there is hell on earth, that was it.  Progressively I became the slave of the drugs (now more than one) which I was taking.  My mind was in agony; my  body attacked by disease and my soul was lost, alone and frightened.

“You know the rest, Sister.  My mind broke.  I was certified as unsound, put away into a home and there, at length, I was relieved of the diseased body and the illusions of the earth brain.”

This was the story that the spirit of Frances Banks told to Helen Greaves. She continued:

“But now I must tell you of the wonderful experience which has ‘released’ him from wrong judgment, blame and remorse.   With Mother Florence and Sister Hilda I went to the ‘operating theatre’ as we call it here. Doctor X was already there in the care of Father Joseph.  The room is a long rectangle with a kind of domed ceiling that gives the impression of unlimited space.  We sat facing a vista of blueness which appeared to shimmer.  There is no wall, just a deep cerulean blue space.  I seemed to hear singing, though there is no organ or choir, but there was a faint music  of the spheres which is quite indescribable; so soothing that one’s spirit rises to float  out and participate in the sound.   Suddenly this blue vista broke up, and became a cinema or television screen.  Pictures began to emerge  on it.  They were not superimposed as in  cinema, but seemed to ‘grow into it’ from the very ether itself These pictures appeared to form
 themselves.

“They showed moments of stress, moments of triumph,  moments of failure in the earth life of Doctor X.  We saw patients; we watched him in his diagnoses; we followed him to the theatre and witnessed his operations, and as we watched, we became conscious (as did he) of the great Light that enfolded him as he worked.   Light!  [That spirit light has been noticed by clairvoyants surrounding most spiritual healers when they work and pray, and the source of the “orbs” our cameras sometimes capture.  R.R.].  The pictures on the ‘screen’ went on and on.  We were taken into the homes, lives, families of those on whom the Doctor had performed his successful operation.  We saw the benefit to humanity, the healings, the resumption of happy, useful lives which were the results of this man’s skill.  Even when he was working under the influence of drugs we were allowed to view the results of what he had accomplished… When we were shown the skill and
 success with which he brought a great musician back to health and strength. He was enabled to go on and leave the world the richer and more exalted by his performances, to add his portion to the beauty that penetrates the materialism of earth-thinking; to lighten, with glorious sound, that darkness into which men sink, and to uplift their spirits in thankfulness to the Creator.  

 “As the film of his life unwound before us, the Doctor saw (though he could scarcely credit it) that he had indeed done his part.  He had followed his Pattern, worked out his Blueprint, even though he had badly smudged it in the performance.  At the end he saw! He understood. His fault had been a weakness in the SOUL’S contact with the PERSONALITY which he had allowed to widen until it threatened to break completely.  But he had been released (he had died) before that had happened. His failure had been his refusal to DELVE INTO the inner one (the spirit doctor) whom he knew; (he failed) to contact him deliberately and reverently at times other than when the celestial surgeon’s skill was needed. The Light had been within him and about him and he had ‘comprehended it not’…      If I should say that there were tears in his eyes when the revelation ended, I would be partly right. There were tears in the soul; tears for lost opportunities.  But
 also tears of relief. 

“I am indeed learning that we must not judge from our very partial understanding.  This man, failure as he had seemed, had achieved much.  He had been a ‘channel of Light’ even though he had tried to ignore the implications of this, and even despite the fact that his personality had sunk into a bog of illusions.   Doctor X is a soul with dedicated skill.  He will go on to the greater Light, there perhaps to realise his ‘celestial surgeon’ more fully, more potently and intimately and to become united with Him for future service.

“But how can we learn to understand, not only people, but more of the great Plan and Pattern for each one of us and for humanity?  As I am allowed to witness  and to assist those souls  who gather here for a space, I gain knowledge and a very partial understanding of that Plan and this brings a deep humility, together with a reverence for the wonder and marvel of the Divine Creative Thought.  As our consciousness expands, we let in more Light.”
 
[Reviewed and excerpted from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman.  1969.           My notes in square brackets [Richard R.]   Interested readers should obtain a copy of the book, still in print, for Frances Banks’s  full account of life on the other side].

[More about Doctor X and rescue work on the other side to follow]



Rescue Circles (90)   More Rescue work with Dr. “X” on the other side. Disaster, Rescue and Suicide.

 When there is so much rescue needed from poverty and starvation all around the world, from Haiti to Burma, and South Georgia to the Southern  United States, you might ask why we should spend any time reading about what goes on in the world of spirit.  We should be spending our time and energy going out there to help, or at least sending aid, money and technical expertise, raising funds, and lobbying our governments to act more quickly, decisively and compassionately.

Well, for one thing, those we are unable to save from the current crises around the world may soon be in the world of spirit themselves, and be in need of this other kind of spirit rescue already.   Thousands are dying daily before their allotted time because of war, disaster and disease.  Secondly, when it is our time to finally move to the other side and break all ties with this world, we will be better equipped to find our way there, and be able to help those in distress, if we have some prior knowledge about what happens to the spirit over there.  Thirdly, we can do both - work on this side, AND on the other.  As we live here and now, we can help in that rescue work, on both sides of the veil, as this series of articles has shown. It doesn’t take long to think about this a little, and read about what is going on.

It is sad to know, however, that knowledge of our spirit body, of the life in spirit after death,  and the precepts and virtues taught by all our cultures, philosophies and religions, knowledge of these has not been much help in combating depression, suicide and the insane martyrdom of suicide bombers and fanatical terrorists.    Robert Young, the actor, in spite of meeting the spiritual healers Olga and Ambrose Worrall, and being knowledgeable in Spiritualism, committed suicide a few years back in a fit of depression.   More recently, Joe Fisher, the writer and psychical researcher who had met the, when his personal life and finances went awry, also committed suicide.  Let us hope that no one takes suicide as a way out in the present financial crisis.  Without a firm faith in our continued existence on the other side, this life can at times seem meaningless,
 bleak and lonely, especially if we have lost all our possessions and some of our loved ones.   All the more reason for us to become more erudite in matters of the spirit (which is a contradiction in terms, but a practical necessity if we are to remain sane). 

 I think the theory of evolution, biogenetics and belief in an erroneous idea of a ‘big bang’ which started off this universe are not going to give us much comfort. I would rather trust my own second sight than any scientist’s theory, and as for skeptics and debunkers, still trying to belittle Spiritualism by incorrectly retelling the story of the Fox sisters, I have only a little pity and much compassion. Firstly, the Fox sisters are not representative of the millions of healers, mystics and mediums who have lived amongst us since the dawn of civilisation.  I have been attempting to record the doings and sayings of some of these other remarkable people in my different series of articles.  That is not to deny that the Fox sisters were talented, and had their valuable part to play in the Spiritualist movement.  Secondly, these debunkers are certainly going to need rescuing when they eventually find themselves in some kind of skeptic’s limbo on the
 other side, with Sartre and Carl Sagan as their neighbours in a nihilistic void!.

So, unflustered, we will resume with Frances Banks and her account of working with the spirit doctor, a former drug addict, now busy helping souls in distress.

3rd January 1966.

“I have become great friends with Doctor X.  He and I have long talks on all sorts of subjects.   He say that, in his medical work, he had known how marvelous was Nature in her precision, recapitulation and  application; that life must be in a series. He confesses that the conviction that he had failed in this round haunted the last years of his time on earth.  Now, as you can understand and appreciate, he is eager to go on.  He desires to learn, to become strong, to absorb Light, and then return to earth with his innate skill, but with a stronger link and memory of the Spirit, and a true  one-ness with his soul.  His is a great [old] soul. But he was not strong enough to maintain contact with the Power Within [and with the band of spirit surgeons helping him when he was on earth.  He KNEW about this, which made his failure through drug addiction even
 more frustrating to him].

“I went with Doctor X to visit some of his contemporaries and his friends in another part of this new life.  I suppose you would call this the higher Planes.  I cannot say for sure.  Anyway, we found ourselves within a medical circle of souls  There were many souls and they radiated  a joyous concentration that was catching.  We soon found ourselves chatting away eagerly in groups.  One was there who had been a great physician.  He radiated spiritual love and beauty. He appeared to be a Leader of the group.  He said that soon he would have the pleasure of welcoming Doctor X on to his staff.  I was thrilled for my new friend.  I was so happy for him.  It was a moment, I felt, of supreme achievement.

“Then we met the musician whose life on earth Doctor X had been able to prolong by his medical and surgical skill.  The musician has promised to take us to the Halls of Music.  It was my most marvelous experience of this new aspect of Life.  I felt FILLED with Light, that is the only way I can express it.  But neither of us could hold this great intensity of vibration for long.  We felt used up by this High Frequency so that, presently I, for one, had the strange experience of dwindling.  And then we were both back in my garden and Sister Hilda was there to tell us that there was an urgent situation arisen in the Home.   But we had both had a taste of the beauty of the Higher Spheres and of communion with progressed souls.  I felt as though I was shining.  The Light stayed with me.  This is Life…Life more abundant.

“Sister Hilda and I returned to the Home.  Mother Florence awaited us.  She took us apart and told us that a new, and very difficult patient had been brought in.  The man had been a Nazi leader; well-known and extremely powerful during the last war.  After the downfall of Germany he had committed suicide. I cannot give his name, but it is not Hitler. [Perhaps Goebbels, or Goering].  Since that time he had been lodged in the shadows. Mother Florence explained that he had been wandering  in the lower places [probably the lower astral plane].  For twenty earth years, he had been imprisoned by his own evil. Now he had been rescued.  He was conscious of his terrible cruelty and filled with remorse.  Mother Florence warned us that he would need very special nursing, care, understanding and help.  Also, that we might get a shock at his appearance which, I gathered, was not a sight such as I had ever witnessed.  Mother also warned us to draw a web of
 protection around us and to hold firmly to the Light.   I was apprehensive as we went towards a separate ward  at the far end of the Home.  But not prepared for the sight that met us. 

“The ward was dark and gloomy, very different from our usual light and sunny rooms.  A pall of murky twilight seemed to hover over it.  Only slowly did it become apparent to us that something lay on the bed.  I looked away quickly from the repellent sight.  The poor creature’s body appeared to be covered with sores and scars; the eyes were closed.  ‘He thinks he is blind’ Mother Florence whispered.  ‘He  is not, of course, but the Light here is too bright and penetrating for him as yet; and he cries out that it has blinded him.’

“The man was a terrible and pathetic sight.  As I looked away again I became aware of Father Joseph who sat at the head of the bed behind the patient.  ‘Now’ I heard Father Joseph say, although there was no apparent sound in the room, ‘This poor unfortunate creature needs all our care and compassion.  He has come to us to be healed and to be enabled to face himself and judge his deeds when he wakens from his terrible ordeal of darkness.  Let us together concentrate our thoughts and blessings on him.  Let us feel a gentle soft healing Light, God’s healing Force of the utmost sweetness and gentleness pour out from our souls to his.  Let us ask that Light may come into this place; that it may touch him, comfort him and give him sweet sleep.’

“I looked round swiftly.  There were Father Joseph, Mother Florence, Sister Hilda, Sister Cecilia and myself.  They looked utterly calm.  Slowly, as I sank deeper into concentration, I felt myself swept up into a great joy and strength and power.  The poor creature moaned but I scarcely heard him.  The ward had been dark.  Gradually Light grew in it; in one corner an intense shimmer of Light became clearly visible; a Light that condensed into a white-hot Flame, like a pillar of fire.  Then I knew that a Celestial Being had added His Ray of Spirit Force.  I found myself praying, not only for this tormented soul but also for the souls of his victims.” 

[to be continued].  Excerpted and reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.   


Rescue Circles (91)   Hatred retards the soul’s progress.  The Nazi leader and one of his victims.

Frances Banks continued her account of the rescue of the Nazi leader after twenty years in the darkness.

January 3rd, 1966 (cont.)

”Suddenly, in the midst of my prayers, I was transported back into the Community Chapel in South Africa [where she had served for twenty-five years as a nun, and head teacher].  I HEARD the Sisters singing, and I joined in:  

Unto us a Child is born,
Unto us a Son is given.

The hymn swelled.  I was THERE, with the Community, singing, yet I knelt here by the bedside of this lost, broken soul.  I startled because I felt that I must have been singing aloud; but no one moved.  Then a Voice echoed in my mind...

Father, forgive him.  He knew not what he did...

At that moment I had been AT ONE with the Sisters on earth in their prayers and intercessions for all sorts and conditions of mankind, as well as AT ONE  with this small band of dedicated and devoted Servers of the Light; and at the same moment AT ONE with the penetrating white Light of a great healing Angel.  [Bilocation, trilocation and unity].

There is no separation.  We are all ONE. 

Neither heaven nor earth nor hell can separate us from the love of God - I murmured to myself as the realisation flooded me that the patient had literally come from hell to us.

The great Light faded slowly, but now the gloom had gone from the ward.  Our patient lay still.  The rigours of his body had ceased. He seemed to be asleep.

In the next ward - Mother Florence was saying - is a woman who was one of his victims, a young Jewish mother who has arrived with him. She has been bound to him by her deep hatred.  But she is progressing because she had real love in her heart for  her husband and child who were snatched from her.  She has the power of Love in her soul.  He, poor creature, has not...yet...And when he is healed sufficiently, they must confront one another and learn forgiveness, understanding and charity...just as in the case of the old servant and her Mistress, who later haunted the Sussex cottage of Helen Greaves.

I was aware then that Father Joseph had slipped away.  Mother Florence also left us and the three of us remained behind to keep vigil.   The Christmas hymn  Unto Us A Child Is Given rang in my mind.  It seemed out of context, yet the thought persisted in my mind:  This IS a beginning, a birth.  This is a new life being born, a soul being brought into Light.    Slowly I seemed to melt into an all-embracing meditation and contemplation upon God’s Peace and Light; a depth of contemplation such as I had never before known.  It was a most truly wonderful experience.   At last, it seemed, I had broken through that barrier which throughout the entire period of my earthly life, had barred my way.  Of such a Peace I cannot speak, for words cannot express it.  I had found a new measure, a new capacity, and I  was awake in the Light.  I was carried in that peace to my own cottage where, later, I found myself.   Our patient still sleeps....

January 5th 1966.

I have been to visit the medical group again with Doctor X.  He revelled in talking with his old associates, and with legendary figures of importance in the medical profession.  Lister was amongst them. I was able to have a word or two  with Pierre Curie, even though on earth he was a Frenchman and my French was never fluent.  Language affords no difficulty over here; and I yet do not know if I spoke in French or he in English.  Or even if, in the earthly sense we SPOKE at all!

January 8th 1966.

Our [Nazi] patient is still sleeping.  He has not changed and possibly will continue to rest in this pure Light of healing and love until his soul has regained sufficient strength and peace to begin its long progress onwards.

I have talked with the Jewish girl who arrived with him.  She has recovered sufficiently to begin to reorient her thought; to change the angle of her thinking.  She was a good woman, that is, she was moral and kind and loving, but it will take much instruction and gentle working out of her problems before she will be enabled to view the horror of what happened to her in an objective manner.  The old ingrained eye for an eye and tooth for a tooth  belief has to be trnsmuted through this new angle of judging into an appreciation of Love as the instigator of life.  Already some of the virulent hatred is dissolving as she now realises that the avenger receives nothing constructive or worth while by insisting on recompense [and punishment].

Mother Florence told her about the poor soul who was the instigator of her tragedies, the Nazi leader, and she knows that he is even now resting, and being healed.  So far she can scarcely bear to think of his being healed, but she will.  Now all that she asks is to be reunited with the husband and child who were taken from her.  Her own sufferings in the camp to which she was taken and where she later died, are being obliterated in her consciousness as she is learning to relax and let go of the earthly life and all the terror and hate in it, and to live in the Light.

Her husband, who was a German lawyer, was rounded up and transported to a labour camp where he too, later, died from injuries and exposure.  She never knew what happened to her little girl.  Mother Florence tells me that the husband has been located.  He did not hold the hatred in his soul so deeply or so bitterly and has progressed more easily.  He has awaited the arrival of the wife he loved and has continuallty sent her Love and Light, even whilst she was sojourning in those shadowy worlds of the lowe astral bound by the hate bonds to the man who had caused the tragedies.  Perhaps it was the very fact of that Light sent down to her and to the soul of the man who was responsible for the cruelties, which helped to set them free from the underworld, so that Messengers could bring them here.  In the nature of consciousness (which is the way here of saying in the fullness of time) he will come to meet her.  They will be reunited and will go their way
together.  Of the child I know nothing.

For myself I have been going through a sort of cleaning out process, and in this dear Mother Florence has been as helpful, gentle and understanding with me as she was in the months preceding my final Profession into the religious life [on earth].   I retire more and more to the deep joy and peace and rest of my garden amongst my flowers. You recall that I could never sit and enjoy relaxation in my garden when on earth.  I was always too anxious to get on with my jobs.

Over here there is no such urgency.  More and more I am learning to let go of urgency and to let my soul sink deeply and refreshingly into contemplation of the joy of the Spirit. This develops into what you would call a dream life yet it is really a stretching out of the soul to a wider consciousness.  I revel in Light and peace and a new joy.  I cannot describe it more clearly than that.  If I say that now I understand the meaning of the phrase REST IN THE LORD, that might help.  Yet there is no personality about this experience.  God is Light, Energy and Joy to me.  I rest in that Light and am healed from my many mistakes.  And I live a more abundant Life.

Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.
Rescue Circles  (92)   Rescue and Development on the other side.  

The experiences of Frances Banks on the other side are of great interest to us as would-be rescuers now or at some time in the future.  She gives examples of spirits with  very different qualities of character and at various stages of development, some needing rest and treatment, or education and discussion,  and others fully awake and able to move ahead on their own.   Before looking at a few more cases, here is a follow-up on the Nazi leader and his former victim. Frances is communicating to her friend, medium Helen Greaves in her cottage outside Guildford in Surrey.
January 13th, 1966

Our Nazi patient is still the same; inert, motionless, shut up in the shell of himself.  

Father Joseph tells me that the poor creature might be like this for what we would say on earth, many years.  He has already been held in the dark bondage of the hell of his own making since the end of the last war, and that is over twenty years ago. (I am fast losing count of time as we knew it on earth.)  Things ‘happen’  here; souls or entities at all the lower stages of progress come and go; we either leave or we stay; but we do not reckon these events in time.  We live, or we exist, according to the level of our thought-life. Some are content to stay, thinking no doubt that this is the final stage.  There must, of course, come a time in the soul’s  awakening when that belief is proved false, but Father Joseph tells me that some souls settle down in one stage for years… even centuries!  While others persist in their former earth surroundings for ages!
Our Nazi then may lie like this  long after many of the patients, helpers and servers here have graduated to Higher Spheres.
Still we have regular ‘thought-sessions’ for him.  Even the Jewish woman has been to see him.  She stood looking at this pathetically disfigured soul and at last she whispered: “He doesn’t LOOK so evil, does he?”
The wonderful lesson about this is that by the time he is ready to confront her, she will have progressed enough to be able to forgive all the injuries for which he was responsible, and she will be prepared to help him.  And he will need help!
I talked to our wise Director about this.  Father Joseph said that although we are doing all we can, it is a pity that there are  no prayers which could be said for the man’s soul from the inhabitants of the earth plane.  Interested in this point of view I asked for an explanation. 
“Prayers and good thoughts” he told me “for those who have left the earth life, by their fellows still in incarnation, are a great aid to our work here.  The prayer forms, and the potency of good thoughts, cause a quickened vibration to reach the one prayed for. As he is generally closely connected with his former life by interests and affections and memories, he is able to respond to such vibrations; thus he is much helped.  Such petitions and meditations could be likened to a draught of healing water for the newly transmitted soul.”  Our Adviser shook his head with what I felt was infinite sadness.  “But alas, there is no one on earth to pray ever for the repose of this poor soul.”  
I (Frances) thought deeply about this.  Poor soul he is, but not a ‘lost soul’.  There must have been some good which the Great Ones recognised, otherwise our Nazi patient would not have been ‘rescued’.  His besetting sin, which blacked out all else, was love of power; it swelled into  viciousness against another race, even causing him to put to death men, women and children of that race [and  an equal number of gypsies, dissidents,  foreigners and the mentally ill and retarded .  This fact is often omitted from the accounts of the Nazi Holocaust.  R.R.]  
But unless we are All-Wise, how can we judge what he did?   There have been monsters throughout history who have burned, tortured, pillaged and ravaged.  What has  happened to them?  They could not all have been ‘lost’.  Poor creatures, they must have crawled up out of the slime of their misdeeds into some soul-light at some time, and perhaps then, have hastened back to birth with only half-digested knowledge. 
Always, I feel certain, those ahead must have reached down a helping hand, or sent a loving thought, for no soul is left alone.  But as each soul must come to the judgment of his earth deeds and results of them, one can only ask for strength to be vouchsafed to this poor, deluded entity when he too stands at the bar of judgment.  Will no one on earth pray for his soul at that time?
We have been instructed to ‘pray for those who despitefully use us’.  Here, surely is a living example for us all.  Perhaps this is a notorious case.  But what of the  millions more who, during their short span on earth, have done evil and have paid for their crimes (as we have so smugly  said) by execution, and then have been forgotten?
Have no prayers been moulded by Love into thoughts of compassion which could reach them in their darkness?   Have we ever remembered them and called for aid for the reckoning  of their misdeed?  It is a sobering thought.  In such  a connection we might discover  that our negligence and the self-interest in which we have enclosed ourselves might call for recompense when we reach this world.
Your ask about Rescue Circles.  When I was in the body I knew about this method of  help and even attended such groups myself, when I was investigating.  But the investigators and helpers must be very pure in heart and very sure of Divine Help and Strength when attempting such work.  Now that I have witnessed, for myself, the  state of such a soul from outer darkness, I am aware more potently of the dangers of such groups, and would advise caution.
Yet the sending out of Light from the Centre by groups at meditation times, the deliberate formation of a prayer thought to reach down and touch those poor benighted ones, a moment of remembrance in a holy place, even the uttering of the names of such unfortunates, commending them to Divine Mercy, all are helps towards the resurrection of those who dwell in darkness.  Forgive me if I have preached; such is not my wish.  I  can only trust that the describing of my grave experiences here may bring some echo of compassion into the hearts of those who read.
January 15th, 1966.

I have met my family, and visited my father, mother, sister and brother.  But as this is a private affair and not relevant to the purpose of these communications, I shall not speak about it.
Our Nazi patient still sleeps. His Jewish victim has been visited by her husband, a kind and gentle soul, and they have talked long and earnestly.  The child, who was taken from her, is not, it appears, in this World (of spirit).  Her husband told of his long search.  At last he was told that the child had lived on and had grown up.  Poor soul, she exists, bitter and unhappy and sunk into a sordid life.
On learning this information, the mother at first reverted to her bitterness and longing for revenge but, as Father Joseph and her husband pointed out to her, revenge has no meaning in the realms above; there is only understanding, forgiveness and selfless [unconditional] love. 
After much discussion our poor sad mother became calmed and was enabled to see Purpose in all things.  Now she is as anxious as her husband to locate the girl and get into touch with her by thought,  love and concentrated prayer.  She herself needs a great deal more cleansing of her ‘etheric’ before she can succeed in her quest.  But she is already a different soul.  The old hard shell is melting from her.  Gentleness and maternal love shine in her.  She is happy to be once more with the husband she lost, and is preparing to join him in the home he is preparing for her.  At first she may sojourn with him for a space, returning here to rest and grow strong in her soul.  Later, when the healing is accomplished, the way will be open for these two souls to be together, and to contact their daughter.  I mean that the Powers-that-be who operate these contacts from this side will find a ‘channel’ through which the girl may be reached. [Then] Light and Love will be poured upon her.
Going back to a communication on January 11th, 1966,  here was a rescue case on  a different level.
I call him ‘the man on a bicycle’.  He is a soul who has been here in this Home for a long time by earth standards.  He was killed in a bicycle accident, I should imagine, just before or early in the First World War because he couldn’t recollect  anything about any war when I talked with him.  Here he is in what I call my psychiatric ward.  He was a sneak-thief.  He made an art of  stealing and he was never caught.  He was  killed when his bicycle got out of control on a steep hill because the brakes did not act.  He ran into the car (one of the early vintage) of a woman whom he had systematically robbed for years; vegetables from her garden, cash from her house which he had broken into and entered.  As she was in business in the town where he lived he knew her hours of absence from home.  She never suspected him.  It seems he was very expert at forcing window-catches and climbing drain-pipes.  He worked as a labourer, but he had Ideas!  One was that ‘all things are free’.  He was right of course – in a way.  All things should be free and if man had reached such a stage of evolution, so it would be.  But man has not.  Everything is free here, of course.  That is one of his stumbling blocks in our long and rather involved talks together.
“It’s free here! Why shouldn’t it have been free for all, there?” he keeps asking.

Can you see our difficulty?  We have to teach him that morally he was wrong, though spiritually the world and its absorption with possessions was wrong, too.  Only he still refutes the suggestion that he was overwhelmed with the desire for possession!
He is a strange ‘locked-up’ soul, willing and helpful, but he cannot seem to get past his dogged beliefs, nor to adapt himself to the new life here.  He ‘works’ about the home; his limited intelligence has not even yet realised that he need not go to call the Sisters, or DIG to plant the flowers.  So he goes on his own old way; and we talk to him and try to persuade him to accept this new phase of Life which he has entered.  He appears to have become static, and so he may remain until his Higher Self is awakened in him.  He is perfectly content with being where he is and is not at all aspiring to anything more Real. 
Selected from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.

[more rescue cases on the other side to follow.  Richard R.]
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More help given to new arrivals on the other side.

We had an arrival who did not stay with us. After a rest she continued on her way. This was an interesting case; this was a woman who had been nurse and missionary for many years of her life in ASfrica, and had lived the Christian religion. She was put to death when there had been a [tribal] uprising, an with her [died] a small black boy whom she had befriended. They had arrived here together, for it seemed that even in the period of transition to this plane she hadd held the child to her with love.

This is a woman whom, if I had not learned better, I could find within myself to envy. She is such a beautiful soul, with the Light of Love surrounding her like a halo. Her first words, when she became conscious of her surroundings, were “I knew I would wake up amongst Sisters. Thank God! It is wonderful!” There was, in her mind, no question of surviving the terrible ordeal through which she had met death; there were no recriminations, no fears and most impressive of all, no hatreds. She exuded unselfish love.

Her quick concern was for the little boy. When she learned that he was here with her safely sleeping, she almost wept with joy.

”You see, I mpromised his parents who went on some time before, that I would look after him she said. “Now I can really rest awhile.”

She was a joy to us all here - a soul full of light and beauty. She and I had great talks. I told her of my visit to the Doctors and of the Great Physician who is their Leader. She was thrilled and uplifted. I knew that soon she would find herself in the Presence of some great Soul. “But not before little Laki has been restored to his own parents” she insisted.

So the Sisters set out to find the boy’s parents. I do not mean of course that they did this in the physical sense in which we would have done it on earth. They concentrated, asking for help from the Great Ones who direct the newly-arrived souls. They also sent out their thoughts to contact the beam on whose Ray these souls were abiding. And a contact was made.

A Messenger arrived with a guide, and little Laki went on to his rightful jplace. His foster-mother was overjoyed for she knew that she would be able to visit him and help him as she had done when in the physical body. Here I must say a word about the boy. A child is so much nearer to the soul-life. Even this child’s few short years on earth, six I believe, had scarcely separated him from his before-birth contact with Divine Love. This Love had been continued for him by his missionary mother. He accepted our new life with a quiet wonder and yet a fulfilled joy. He loved us all, and once he told Mother Florence of a great angel whom he said he had seen with us in the home. For me it has been a precious sand wonderful experience to have witnessed the re-birth here of such innocence; the soul of this child, unpolluted, untainted by the materialism and separation of earth beliefs, was so ready for the heaven world. I can express it best by saying
it was lie a bud opening into flower here. Please write this and stress it, for it will, I feel, give comfort to those fathers and mothers who may have been separated by what the world calls death from their little ones.

Laki rejoined his people; our missionary rested with us. To me she was a lesson without words. How much I learned from her! For she was indeed one of the Chosen.

Her brief sojourn with us here helped me to re-think over my old set of values. We do make the mistake of valuing intellect to highly in the earth life, scorning the SIMPLE follower of Reality. This woman has intelligence but not a trained or well-developed intellect. But she lived daily from the true Centre of herself. In other words, the Spirit was her daily guide and every problem, every difficulty and every joy she took to this Master within. She RADIATED peace and love and joy; and death had meant little to her. She was well acquainted with te Inner Voice and obeyed the Higher Will. It had taken her through strange experiences; yet it was quite clear that she had brought a Divine Ray into the world with her, lowly and far from clever as she was She had LIVED what so many of us had TALKED about.

Rescue Circle 95
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Frances Banks continued the account of her work on the other side.

January 18th, 1966.

There is an ex-policeman here; he has been in the Home for some little while, I mean BEFORE I arrived, and is soon being transferred to another station on this same plane for the reasons which I will explain.

He is a simple man. He was not educated, but had a great sense of duty and always fulfilled to the best of his ability that station in life to which it had pleased God to call him. He was ailing for some time, I understand, before a sudden cessation of the heart function ended his life, and he came here. He was an honest man, who had never bothered his head about religion or philosophy; and he had supposed, as many still do, that death meant the end of all knowing. It has been a great wonder and astonishment to him to find life here so normal. But he has responded well. It has taken time and much help on the part of the devoted workers here; but now that he is able to adjust to this new phase of living, he is anxious to help his family still on earth.

It appears that he had a son and a daughter, and was contented enough with his wife. The son is now in the force following in his father’s footsteps; it is the girl who he believes needs his help. She was a pretty, wayward little thing, and at eighteen had an illegitimate child. 
He admitted, quite without repression, that he and his wife felt great shame at the time; nevertheless they accepted the child and brought it up as their own. After about two years the young mother deserted her family and her baby and went off to live another man. There were rows and recriminations. But she went her way and they had grown too fond of the child to send it away to a home. They saw less and less of their daughthter; the baby grew into a healthy little girl, cared for tenderly by the grandparents. 

Later the daughter quarrelled with her protector, and went off with another man, then lived spasmodically with sailors at a southern port, and went steadily down the scale of respectability and morals as he put it. 
Naturally, the grandparents and the brother were upset, and longed and worked for the girl’s return to a decent life. But every time they engineered a meeting it ended in scenes and accusations. Our policeman admitted, quite frankly, that his temper was not of the best, and that he invariably lost it during these meetings. So nothing constructive was ever managed. The grandparents were left with the child and the daughter went from bad to worse, and she ended by openly becoming a prostitute.

Poor man! Poor, sad, angry father. Under the strain and worry his health deteriorated. He had to be relieved of his duties. Worry, fear, anger and a feeling of impotence with his daughter brought on the tension which caused the heart trouble. He collapsed.

He had told me of the inexplicable happenings of his dying. He was rushed to hospital; the daughter was informed and, much to his surprise, she came to see him. She was actually at his bedside he believes, when he went out like a light. But previous to that he was unconscious to the earth world, yet he could hear what went on around him. As with all dying people, he could hear but he had no power either to think clearly or to speak. He was, however, perfectly aware of his daughter’s grief. She wept bitterly and said that if only she could, she would come home again to live. He longed to say - Come home NOW - but his tongue would not obey him.

His wife said - Dad would want you to come home and be with us and your little one - but the girl only went on crying and saying that she was not fit to come home now.

After that he recollects that he must have had it, for he remembers feeling an odd kind of rushing wind and then nothing more until he woke up here. But you can realise how his thoughts and longings go out to his daughter. He no longer feels shame or anger, only a great desire to express his love for her and to help her redeem herself from the life she is leading. He has been told of the possibility of getting into touch with those on the earth plane, and THAT, now, is our policeman’s sole (and soul) desire. He wants nothing for himself; even the prospect of progressing onwards to work at anything he wishes does not appeal to him.

I must find her - he keeps repeating. If, as you say, there are ways for me to talk with her, then I must take them. I’ve got to say I’m sorry for my own harshness. I’ve got to show her that I love her; and I’ve got to tell her that I’m still alive living here, compos mentis and all, and that she will live too!

Frances - But suppose she won’t listen.

Policeman - I’ll keep on and on until she does! I’ve got to prove this to her, for my sake as well as for hers, don’t you see? Because all this is still so strange, and wonderful! And because I’ve learned different now.

So at one of our Council meetings, we discussed his problem and it was decided to help our policeman on his way. There are Stations on this plane where communication with the earth plane is possible. {I always had an idea of this but now I know it is a fact.) In these Stations there are helpers and servers who have dedicated their knowledge and service to helping those who long to send messages to loved ones still on earth. The technique employed, I understand, is quite special and very difficult at first to follow, even by those who desire to use it. But there ARE Stations, there are Directors for this work, there are administrators and technicians to run them.

You remember how, when I first knew you, I used to call you a celestial telephone? - [Helen Greaves was a medium] - Well, I think of this sending out of messages from our side now as the earth telephone or the telephone of the mortals.

Privately, however, I think of it as a public telephone. At first I wanted very much to see how the work was carried on, even, perhaps, to try to send messages myself, until it became clear to me that this would not only be a waste of effort but also a selfishness on my part, for I really have no need of this kind of help.

I have been fortunate enough always to have had an enquiring mind, and with this, as you know, I delved deeply into the subjects of communication and of Extra Sensory Perception. Telepathy, as you will confirm, we both studied and I practised it in my small way gaining some measure of success both with you and with others in unimportant experiences. But these methods of communication, via the astral plane, were never revealed to me. And I am convinced that there is no reason to pry now.

Thus, although I may visit our man in the force in his new home and even watch him at the Station and try to help him, I shall keep to the methods which seem to suit the work I am trying to do. I mean, of course, our telepathic contact and with other, in which my mind becomes tuned to yours and can transmit and receive without need of other help, even that of a possibly bewildering technique [such as direct voice, or automatic writing]. 

For on this telepathic wave I can write with you these scraps of information on the all-controversial subject of Life after Death (though we are merely touching the fringe of all the wonders here and hereafter) with, I trust, satisfactory results sufficient, anyway, to help those who may read.

This is part of my task now, and you who knew me so well were aware of my characteristic, that when I got my teeth into a subject, I would never let it go until sufficient knowledge had been extracted to satisfy me. That trait serves me well here. This is not a solo performance on my part. Not by any means! There is a Band who help and guide me in the selection of incidents to be telepathed to you. In this, Father Joseph is most helpful, as he had contacted your mind previously; your husband also helped in opening the way and was instrumental in your listening to my mind in the first instance. There are others in the Band, and I understand that we are merely instruments in this work. The veil between the worlds must be rent asunder, or dissolved. People living on earth, the erudite, the cultured and clever minds, as well as the devotional and religious minds, and the uneducated, the illiterate and the closed minds, must all be reached. All need
this knowledge to remove fear which is one of the darkest and most powerful earth emotions which has to be fought and conquered before peace and progress can come to the earth.

But still my great desire and trust is that I can continue working with you all in our Fellowship, and perhaps, widen the beliefs and perceptions of many souls by the Work which has been planned from our side in cooperation with your endeavours on earth.

Frances Banks, who died in 1965, was providing a kind of hospice care for new arrivals to the afterlife at the group home over there, with Father Jospher and the nuns. Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding had provided similar care to the dead, when alive on earth, in rescue circles, and during his sleep, where he worked his deceased first wife Clarice (who had died in 1920) in similar spirit hospitals. When he died, he didn’t need to rest, since he was used to being on the other side. He went on his travels, in the same way as my own father has been exploriong the beyond. 

When Hugh Dowding died in 1970 he first communicated with Muriel, his
second wife, through the mediumship of Ena Twigg. But he also met Joe, the brother of another medium, on the other side, who mentioned he had been seeing a lot of him and that Hugh had taken him over to the U.S.A. at
the time of some dispute between Lockheed and Rolls-Royce [in the 1970s]. He was still interested in aircraft design, and was always full of enthusiasm over technological advances. He said that through
the knowledge of speed we were gaining a new etheric sense in the body, and that the greater our conquest of space and speed, the more channels we were opening in the human aura towards the acceptance of things quite outside the track of ordinary human thinking. 

That was what youth was trying to do in their rebellion (in the 1960s and 1970s) against the rat race. In all the mess and instability of life, humanity was growing up. That was his view.

On a later occasion, Hugh Dowding came directly to Cynthia Sandys the medium when she was visiting Craignish, in Argyll. He told her it was a Devic place of high quality. 

Dowding: - There is so much I would like to tell you. I find that most of my crowd seem to have learnt a good deal after coming over. We none of us guessed the intensity of loving or of being loved. One simply cannot face the earthly callousness and indifference to suffering mental and physical. We have a most heterogeneous group, many diplomats, including your brother, and people like [Lord] Halifax, [once Viceroy of India, Foreign Minister and war-time Ambassador in Washington] whom I also knew. He is way beyond me, but tremendously influential. We all grow and develop
under the immediate influence of each other. Someone actually came and thanked me for the help heâ€™s been given through my vibrations! No one was more astonished than I! Donâ€™t lose touch with us. Itâ€™s a most important moment [for human development in these times], and
there are very few of you [mediums] about.

He had been examining the planets. He saw that ours was a very small solar system, but that we had been given a leading role in its development and growth. 

Dowding:- It remains for us to help construct thought bodies and perhaps psychic bodies which are able to live and to work and to grow under quite different conditions. Some of the bigger planets are almost unformed, where we can grow the etheric or astral forms who evolve with the planet. Neptune and Uranus come into this category; while on earth we are
creating the minds with which to fashion these advancing worlds.

Itâ€™s a great project, when our earth seems to be in such turmoil, but the output of advanced souls from these conflicting areas is enormous. They seem to conclude their physical evolution here and then go on to the astral and the etheric to work on the next planet of their choice. Very many have been chosen from India because of their advanced astral and
etheric bodies. Here in Europe [and North America] we are so practical and down to earth that to us is given the power to enter the auras of Mars and Venus.

When Hugh Dowding had got used to etheric travel, he went with the mediumâ€™s brother Joe on expeditions to Mount Everest. Their purpose was to bring back the vibrations from the great peaks to strengthen the
power point at Chartres Cathedral. He found himself skimming up the valleys and lower slopes to the foot of the great climb. 

There, he said:- I became suddenly and completely at one with ice and snow, and able to meet and flow into it. I became a snowflake, an icicle; and all the carefree joy of living which these elements possess became mine. Each step was a progress in sensing new ways of loving and entering
into the outer skin of our great earth body. I became quite unconscious of Joe or anyone around me,excepting the varied layers of etheric beings and nature spirits. 
As we rose, I saw these spirits rising to great vibratory power, until I began to see and hear the
great communions of the peaks, the harmony within the discord of this immense instrument for conducting, duplicating, preserving, storing and eventually dispensing the God-consciousness among men. [The power here was evidently vastly greater than that experienced between the twin peaks on the Mountain in Ireland which Dowding had visited during his lifetime. R.R.] It was so awesome in its grandeur â€“ the communion between the Great Spirits and the Almighty â€“ that I felt myself an unworthy eavesdropper. 
Immediately there stood beside me a radiant figure.  I questioned - Why am I here and unable to reach and absorb this marvelous wisdom? - Over the glittering expanse of light came a voice unlike anything I have ever heard before, telling me to BE STILL AND KNOW. 
The figure of Light came close to me, and I began to feel the power to become absorbed by the outer
tentacles of this radiating presence â€“ I saw and understood. But no words can frame the sense of utter holiness which enveloped me. It was beyond my power to hold it for long, but what I held I knew would be mine from that moment to eternity.

  Joe himself talked about the rescue work which was being done in Chartres Cathedral: - As I walked in I met a crowd of etherics, some were coming out radiant, others were going in depressed. Some were in their sleep bodies, others were being taken by friends, having just come over in pain or some other great distress and needing special treatment. 
They were all taken into the center of the nave, where the stone circle lies, to rest and readjust themselves, before having what the helpers called the great experience. Some were paralysed, some were in great mental distress. I saw the helpers straightening out their limbs , and upon them all the
wonderful rays of colour fell from the rose window. 
To each came a different colour according to their need. The mentally disturbed ones were given green, the depressed blue and soft shades of pinks and reds; and the utterly worn out were embedded in golden rays and so on.

Joe met an old friend there from his youth, Hilda, who showed him the healing techniques. She
said nearly everyone came over in the state of depression and fear. Very, very few came willingly,
which was why so many gravely ill people hung on for so long. She helped an ill old man who came over in his sleep by placing him in a blue ray edged with gold, to enable him to wake up slowly. A woman who had been mentally disturbed was given the green ray with a glorious suffusion of gold to calm her. This turned into a radiant blue, her tortured features relaxed and she slept. A rather miserable child was also soothed and allowed to sleep.
Then another woman was brought in. She was irritable and annoyed that more was not being done for
her.

WOMAN I told the Doctor, I knew he was wrong. I got worse and worse with those pills and no other
treatment and now..
HILDA Well, how do you feel now?
WOMAN Who are you? You are not my nurse  why isn’t she here? I rang my bell.
HILDA Yes, and then you left your body and came away with me, don’t you remember?
WOMAN Yes, of course, you came in that lovely
dress of gold; it was like a ray of sunshine, and when I thought you were going to leave me I cried, and you said, Come with me, and I came! Whatever made me do
that?
HILDA Your knowledge that no healing could reach you in that place. Now we are going to heal you with rays of light, and you are going to sleep. 

A look of wonder came over the woman’s face and she relaxed into a smile and allowed herself to sink
on to an etheric bench and sleep.

Hilda whispered to Joe, - Come into the Sanctuary. This is only the beginning. Many of those sleeping
in the nave will get no further at present. They will wake up and go out into the plane of awakening,
but those who are further advanced wake up and drift into the Sanctuary quite naturally. Here we have the vibrations of memory, and the development of wisdom
whose vibrations can only be manipulated by very advanced people. 

Hilda introduced Joe to one of them, and Joe sensed a current of power which came with her vibrations.

Joe first met Gandhi in spirit when he was in the Himalayas and visited his Ashram. He was sitting in
prayer and sending thoughts into the minds of his closest followers.
  After talking awhile with Joe, Gandhi took him to an Ashram on earth where an old priest was slowly
dying of hunger. Gandhi began speaking to his spirit body, calming him, while Joe held tightly on to the cord which connected the bodies, so that he did’t
float onto the next plane. 
After a few moments Gandhi relaxed and so did I, and to my surprise, on looking down at our old priest, who had been just a shriveled husk of humanity, I saw a sleeping man, quite well nourished and in perfect health. Gandhi laughed and said. - That is what we can do together, but we must unite. - 

That was my first experience. Since then I have been through many more. I hold the physical to the astral cord, and the essence of life is poured back into the empty physical
body until it gains the power to live without food. So, on waking, the old priest found himself in a
normal condition. He got up and continued his duties as a priest among the starving, dying people. But he no longer needed food or rest, and he carried a certain radiance in his body, which was not
perceptible in daylight; and he possessed powers to calm and heal the tortured souls. 
  In Pakistan and India, there’s the epidemic I ave been sent over to see. They have faith in
rebirth but no compassion for suffering. That is quite horrifying, even for me, or perhaps more so
here, because we can see and smell the cruel unfeeling rays much more easily than you can. So I now understand how those rare people who give themselves completely to the cause of eradicating suffering in any form, animal or human, gather to themselves a spirit body of compassion which has very much the same vibration as the Christ Ray. I see now how inextricably interwoven our mental and physical bodies are. I can see the way love in one personality can bring peace out of chaos around others, and I was shown how to throw my light over the bodies of the people I was helping, letting the light flow from my hands out into their auras.
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Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard, Douglas Fawcett and
Raynor Johnson.

Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass [helpers
on both sides of the veil].

Air Marshal Victor Goddard was a pilot, fellow RAF pioneer but 15 years junior to Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding. He was also a Spiritualist and Psychical Researcher, advised President Truman in dealing with UFO incidents and is known as the father of the Ufology. He had many precognitive experiences which are recounted in a Fate magazine article, The Air Marshal and the Unexplained - Fate Magazine - 2000-07-01 By: Herb Kugel, which can be read on-line at

<http://www.llewelly n.com/bookstore/ article.php? id=37> 

Goddard wrote and lectured about his experiences in many articles and in his autobiographical book - Flight Towards Reality - which was published in 1976. He had intended to call it - All Things Bright - but a year earlier James Herriott came out with the first in his famous series of veterinarianâ€™s stories - All Things Bright and Beautiful. Then in 1977 Victor Goddard was speaker at the opening of the Lychgate Animal Sanctuary, partly funded by the Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding Memorial Fund. What is of interest to us now is Victor Goddardâ€™s association with Ena Twigg and other mediums, and his connection with another pilot, Douglas Fawcett. 

In the 1880s Fawcett had gone to India with Madame H. P. Blavatsky, the medium and co-founder of Theosophy, and helped edit her Secret Doctrine. He returned to Europe, became a journalist with the Daily Telegraph, wrote science fiction novels to rival those of Jules Verne and H.G. Wells, and subsequently published many books of philosophy and mysticism and finally at the age of 90 wrote an epic poem on the afterlife - The Light of the Universe. This was when Victor Goddard got to know him. He had been aware that the Australian professor, a scientist and psychical researcher, Raynor Johnson, had a few years earlier written Nurslings of Immortality, explaining Fawcettâ€™s theory of Imaginism, similar to Jane Robertâ€™s Seth material, with its theory of the universe as Idea construction. As Group souls we create our own reality, contributing to God’s greater creation within which we all exist. Fawcett in his nineties was working on yet another
manuscript, and wanted Goddardâ€™s support in spreading his ideas. 

Victor Goddard in his autobiography states:- From time to time I
lectured or gave talks or led discussions on Fawcett and Imaginism for various groups in London and elsewhere. But for a reason which I never could discern, I could not give myself into the work; enthusiasm tarried; something held me back. 

It seemed obvious to him:- Of course, imagining transcends all other faculties which act in creativity. But in the reasoning of all these
theories, self-interest and will-power seemed to obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is LOVE. So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in Fawcettâ€™s thesis, his reliance on reason, and intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE imagination, which is intuitional, and a life dedicated to love, caring and service. 

Victor was at Fawcettâ€™s side when he died. Three days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor for helping him let go. He had not wanted to die and leave his wife a widow. Goddard writes:- When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors, misinterpreted by some as Grim Reapers, â€“ unheard, unseen by me â€“ to whom he was gesticulating and croaking words I could not understand; conveying to them, I later learned, his firm determination not to go with them and leave his aged wife a widow. 

Douglas wrote about this after his death through the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence of Conti Sitwell. Goddard writes:- Neither of them knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make an end of all his struggling to remain. Then, later, quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to his widow through a [direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 

These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so vehemently resisted, urging him to go with them and leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s]. 

Let us note how family love persists beyond the grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the ferrying across the Styx by those who know the way [as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas] and as did the living Victor Goddard at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself with Ena Twigg. He writes:- When I went to Ena, I had never been to a medium before. She took me into her little chapel and said:- Give me something to hold. 
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not surmising what the consequence of that would be. It was a watch given to me by my mother.

Ena presently said:- There is a little lady by my side, very shy. She is standing near your home, and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of glass.

This mystified me. I did not recognize the scene; I did not then realize that my mother was shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to translate her pictures into words. In retrospect I recognized that my mother had given a complete
description of the big glass picture window in the living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls around the sunken garden â€“ none of which my mother had ever seen; she died before I moved there. Nor, of course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind.

On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use words â€“ to talk. Slowly, at first, she did so. Then much more fluently, she told me various things about myself which were quite true. Then she said:- Now that
you have opened the door, donâ€™t shut it again!

My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to talk to my mother; I had not thought of doing so. I wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett. So when we went downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said:- I was delighted to meet my mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been hoping to talk to another friend of mine.

She said: Do you mean a big man who was trying to barge in all the time and was very impatient because your mother was there and he couldnâ€™t get a word in?

I said: I didnâ€™t know; you didnâ€™t tell me.

He is tall, about six feet two, Ena said, and then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett and added:- He is still here! 

On that first occasion Ena did not go into a trance; she remained fully conscious. But on subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into trance. Then she might sit back in her chair, her legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which Fawcett wore over his blind eye â€“ a typical mannerism
[of Fawcettâ€™s]. She might use any of his mannerisms and his personal figures of speech. It wasnâ€™t so much the information that was conveyed as the manner of its conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man as I knew him. She was in trance, and he was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

Sir Victor Goddard went on to write hundreds of pages of notes of subsequent sittings with Ena,conversing with Fawcett. In my next post I will give some excerpts from the few of these notes that were published in Ena Twiggâ€™s autobiography. 

( lol RichardR )
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Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard, Douglas Fawcett and
Raynor Johnson.

Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass [helpers
on both sides of the veil].

Air Marshal Victor Goddard was a pilot, fellow RAF pioneer but 15 years junior to Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding. He was also a Spiritualist and Psychical Researcher, advised President Truman in dealing with UFO incidents and is known as the father of the Ufology. He had many precognitive experiences which are recounted in a Fate magazine article, The Air Marshal and the Unexplained - Fate Magazine - 2000-07-01 By: Herb Kugel, which can be read on-line at

<http://www.llewelly n.com/bookstore/ article.php? id=37> 

Goddard wrote and lectured about his experiences in many articles and in his autobiographical book - Flight Towards Reality - which was published in 1976. He had intended to call it - All Things Bright - but a year earlier James Herriott came out with the first in his famous series of veterinarianâ€™s stories - All Things Bright and Beautiful. Then in 1977 Victor Goddard was speaker at the opening of the Lychgate Animal Sanctuary, partly funded by the Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding Memorial Fund. What is of interest to us now is Victor Goddardâ€™s association with Ena Twigg and other mediums, and his connection with another pilot, Douglas Fawcett. 

In the 1880s Fawcett had gone to India with Madame H. P. Blavatsky, the medium and co-founder of Theosophy, and helped edit her Secret Doctrine. He returned to Europe, became a journalist with the Daily Telegraph, wrote science fiction novels to rival those of Jules Verne and H.G. Wells, and subsequently published many books of philosophy and mysticism and finally at the age of 90 wrote an epic poem on the afterlife - The Light of the Universe. This was when Victor Goddard got to know him. He had been aware that the Australian professor, a scientist and psychical researcher, Raynor Johnson, had a few years earlier written Nurslings of Immortality, explaining Fawcettâ€™s theory of Imaginism, similar to Jane Robertâ€™s Seth material, with its theory of the universe as Idea construction. As Group souls we create our own reality, contributing to God’s greater creation within which we all exist. Fawcett in his nineties was working on yet another
manuscript, and wanted Goddardâ€™s support in spreading his ideas. 

Victor Goddard in his autobiography states:- From time to time I
lectured or gave talks or led discussions on Fawcett and Imaginism for various groups in London and elsewhere. But for a reason which I never could discern, I could not give myself into the work; enthusiasm tarried; something held me back. 

It seemed obvious to him:- Of course, imagining transcends all other faculties which act in creativity. But in the reasoning of all these
theories, self-interest and will-power seemed to obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is LOVE. So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in Fawcettâ€™s thesis, his reliance on reason, and intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE imagination, which is intuitional, and a life dedicated to love, caring and service. 

Victor was at Fawcettâ€™s side when he died. Three days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor for helping him let go. He had not wanted to die and leave his wife a widow. Goddard writes:- When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors, misinterpreted by some as Grim Reapers, â€“ unheard, unseen by me â€“ to whom he was gesticulating and croaking words I could not understand; conveying to them, I later learned, his firm determination not to go with them and leave his aged wife a widow. 

Douglas wrote about this after his death through the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence of Conti Sitwell. Goddard writes:- Neither of them knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make an end of all his struggling to remain. Then, later, quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to his widow through a [direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 

These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so vehemently resisted, urging him to go with them and leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s]. 

Let us note how family love persists beyond the grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the ferrying across the Styx by those who know the way [as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas] and as did the living Victor Goddard at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself with Ena Twigg. He writes:- When I went to Ena, I had never been to a medium before. She took me into her little chapel and said:- Give me something to hold. 
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not surmising what the consequence of that would be. It was a watch given to me by my mother.

Ena presently said:- There is a little lady by my side, very shy. She is standing near your home, and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of glass.

This mystified me. I did not recognize the scene; I did not then realize that my mother was shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to translate her pictures into words. In retrospect I recognized that my mother had given a complete
description of the big glass picture window in the living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls around the sunken garden â€“ none of which my mother had ever seen; she died before I moved there. Nor, of course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind.

On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use words â€“ to talk. Slowly, at first, she did so. Then much more fluently, she told me various things about myself which were quite true. Then she said:- Now that
you have opened the door, donâ€™t shut it again!

My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to talk to my mother; I had not thought of doing so. I wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett. So when we went downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said:- I was delighted to meet my mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been hoping to talk to another friend of mine.

She said: Do you mean a big man who was trying to barge in all the time and was very impatient because your mother was there and he couldnâ€™t get a word in?

I said: I didnâ€™t know; you didnâ€™t tell me.

He is tall, about six feet two, Ena said, and then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett and added:- He is still here! 

On that first occasion Ena did not go into a trance; she remained fully conscious. But on subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into trance. Then she might sit back in her chair, her legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which Fawcett wore over his blind eye â€“ a typical mannerism
[of Fawcettâ€™s]. She might use any of his mannerisms and his personal figures of speech. It wasnâ€™t so much the information that was conveyed as the manner of its conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man as I knew him. She was in trance, and he was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

Sir Victor Goddard went on to write hundreds of pages of notes of subsequent sittings with Ena,conversing with Fawcett. In my next post I will give some excerpts from the few of these notes that were published in Ena Twiggâ€™s autobiography. 

( lol RichardR )
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The view from the other side. Imaginism and Creative Design (not the current religious dogma of Intelligent Design)

Douglas Fawcett the pilot, journalist and philosopher died in 1960, with Sir Victor Goddard at his beside, but he was back with messages for his wife and for Goddard within three days, through different
mediums. Then the next year he came through Ena Twigg to have lengthy conversations with Goddard, who took copious notes. From these we can see that he had increased his vision away from the intellectual thinking of his writings, and now he was recommending a philosophy of life closer to the higher teachings of all religions: pray, meditate, look within and know yourself. East and West from the Celtic Faith, Judaism and Christianity to Hinduism, Islam and Buddhism this spiritual philosophy is
still the backbone of religion. The current wave of violence and terrorism is not the product of true religion. The Buddha sat in meditation until he reached enlightenment, Ramana Maharshi told his followers to ask the question - Who Am I? The Huna teachings tell us to keep a balance
between the low, middle and high selves, and so for other religions. The Principles of Spiritualism endorse a faith of love and non-violence. 

We can see this thread of thought emerging in the conversations between Fawcett on the other side, and Goddard on this, with Ena Twigg as intermediary.

From Sir Victorâ€™s notes, August 31, 1961:- 

[Ena Twigg] was in trance, and [Fawcett] was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

FAWCETT: My dear boy, this is wonderful. How did you know how to do it? It has never been like this before. I can talk directly to you. Can you hear me? [He spoke slowly and with unmistakable mannerisms].

GODDARD: Yes, Douglas, I can hear you splendidly. I am very glad you have come.

FAWCETT: But it is very clever of you to have found this way [to communicate] .

GODDARD: Douglas, itâ€™s not clever of me; itâ€™s clever of you! This is the lady of whom I spoke last week [at a sitting with another medium, Mrs. Hill, who lived North of London] when I said that I wanted to talk with you through her. 

FAWCETT: But damn it, her father [Colonel Gascoigne, her control]
held me back, wouldnâ€™t let me come through until I had proved myself. He wouldnâ€™t take my word for it. I had to prove myself but I did it, didnâ€™t I? - over the watch [which heâ€™d bequeathed to Goddard].

GODDARD: I have to do that talk at the college [of Psychic Science] this evening, Douglas, and I want to say that I am a very weak mortal and not sufficiently trusting of being able to make myself available to
your promptings.

FAWCETT: No, my boy, never mind; youâ€™ll be all right. I shall be behind you. You ought not to be worried with a little audience like that. You are such an experienced speaker talking to big audiences
and brass hats.

GODDARD: I particularly want to check with you one thing you said, or I think you said to me, through [a certain medium] something I want to repeat this evening, but I donâ€™t want to attribute it to you, if
you didnâ€™t say it. [I asked you] Is it true or not true that some of these radionics equipments have been designed by scientists and engineers â€“or by a scientist and an engineer â€“ in your plane of living? 
And then your reply: My dear boy, everything that comes to your physical world that is new and has never been done before originates in a realm above. Men do not invent by their own powers; they are inspired. 
That applies to everything, but the rightness of what is done depends much on the right-mindedness of the receiver.

FAWCETT: It is such a real pleasure to have you talking to me like this. Yes, indeed, I did say all that, and Iâ€™ll add to it, but first define for me originate, original thought, original idea. 
The man in his workshop trying to make something new. The man in the laboratory trying to find out something new. What they make and what they find are not their own inventions. They are given to them. But when
they are given, the giver hopes that the results will be put to proper uses; they can only try to influence. There is a vast accumulation here of all the great workers of the past who are still pursuing their
heartfelt longings for the good of mankind, doing work in fields where it is difficult to learn. It is necessary that workers in your world should learn to recognize inspiration from those here who are endeavouring to project ideas and methods to offer the store of knowledge of all things that we have ever thought or done, but they often find that their ideas are balked. If you open up these channels of inspiration and aspiration, what is brought through must be used for most spiritual purposes. You say that you are in search of truth. That is spirit. All
truth is spiritual. Truth equals spirit.

GODDARD: I canâ€™t see you, but you seem to be able to see me. I wonder, what I look like to you.

FAWCETT: Pretty dusty! Itâ€™ll brush off. There are a lot of things you have done and seen that you wish you hadnâ€™t [in service through two world wars and during the period between them]. Never mind; you are trying to find the way,but itâ€™s a pity you didnâ€™t see the way more clearly
when you were much younger. Itâ€™s yourself you have to find, you know. 

[THERE YOU HAVE THE KEY: THE TRUTH ABOUT ALL SPIRITUAL, MYSTICAL AND RELIGIOUS SEARCHES AND PILGRIMAGES: YOU HAVE TO FIND YOURSELF. THE IMAGE OF
THE DOG CHASING ITS TAIL, OR THE SYMBOL OF THE SNAKE SWALLOWING ITS TAIL, SAYS IT ALL. YOU CANâ€™T DO IT JUST LOOKING IN A MIRROR OR RECITING A CREED.
YOU HAVE TO GO ONE STAGE FURTHER AND ASK: WHO IS LOOKING IN THE MIRROR? or WHO IS RECITING THIS CREED? then you will begin to see beyond your nose! Richard R] 

GODDARD: Thatâ€™s what Iâ€™ve heard and never properly understood. Self-forgetfulness is supposed to be the most virtuous state, but now Iâ€™m told that I ought to be more self-conscious â€“ that is, conscious of the
Self [or soul]. I have never much cared for the quest of self; the quest of truth, wisdom and goodness is more acceptable as an aim.

FAWCETT: Yes, but donâ€™t you see that the Self is the only instrument you have for doing good? If you donâ€™t know the self, you donâ€™t know what the instrument is really like or how it should be used. You are potentially capable of doing immense good to your fellow men once you know yourself properly. Had you known it years ago, you could have done so much
good to thousands.

GODDARD: Thank you, D.F. You are a great help to my understanding. Please do not weary trying to help me.

[to be continued
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Rescue Circles (98) Helping a dying man pass - Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett: Spirit communication is a two-way process. The art of prayer.

I’m continuing with some extracts from Victor Goddard’s conversations with Douglas Fawcett as there’s so much good teaching there. 
After having helped Douglas pass at the age of 93, Victor Goddard was in return helped in his lecturing work by the advice given from his friend in spirit, through Ena Twiggâ€™s mediumship, and by his presence at those public meetings. We all get assistance from spirit this way in our public work. If only EVERYONE could see and understand this, that spirits, in the form of loved ones, guides and helpers, experts, scientists and artists, are ALWAYS around us, and are not just the popular conception of spirits as earthbounds and memory traces scaring us and lurking in so-called haunted buildings! They are real, a reality of life.

Here are some more extracts from Victor Goddardâ€™s notes on private sessions held in Ena Twiggâ€™s home in 1961.

FAWCETT: You will do all right [in that eveningâ€™s lecture at the College of Psychic Studies], and I shall be with you tonight, but you know, Iâ€™m relatively a new boy myself. [This showed me that he had read or knew what was in my lecture, for in it I had written a dissertation on being a new boy in the study of the new world.] I havenâ€™t mastered the
modus operandi. All that I have gained, experienced, since I left your world I have tried to convey to you through five mediums, with good, bad and indifferent results, and I am glad to have met your mother [in
spirit]. I would not have met her but for her being interested in your writings about matter, mind, and spirit. When you were writing an article about that,I found her taking a keen interest in what you were
doing. You are needing a field of activity in which you could be a worker yourself. 
You should study the development of mediumship in its various stages, but I know that for the time being you must spend much of your time getting material for your book.

I thanked Fawcett for healing help given to someone who had never properly developed.

FAWCETT: You know, Victor, she may seem much better to her mother, but it is a very difficult case. She has a very long way to go. You see, she isnâ€™t really there. She is only an echo. 

GODDARD: Of her mother?

FAWCETT: Yes, of her mother. She is swamped, enveloped, by her mother. There was, I know, a very difficult background.

GODDARD: The fact that you have in effect answered the motherâ€™s prayer makes me want to put a question to you about prayer. I was always taught to make prayers direct to God, to God the Father, or to Jesus, God the
Son, not to any being on a lower plane, but seeing that you and others in your plane are able to answer prayer, it would be natural that one should suppose it right to pray to, or make prayer to, YOU. Forgive my
embarrassment; I somehow donâ€™t think it right that we should make our prayers to you rather than to God.

FAWCETT: Why, yes, Victor, certainly you may pray for me if you wish to do so.

GODDARD: [I cut him short.] No, Douglas, I was not asking that; I would like you to tell me something about praying. Anything you would like to tell me.

FAWCETT: Well, I do not think that vain repetition is praying. I do not think it helpful to use hackneyed petitions. There is too much uttering of words and mouthing of platitudes. 

GODDARD: But Douglas, although I agree with you that there is too much heedless or even devout parroting of prayers, nevertheless the mere saying of affirmations and prayers does induce a mental awareness of a state of worship in oneâ€™s own mind, and I would have thought it induced a state in oneself which is better, more propitious, for praying. 

FAWCETT: You are one who could well practise praying without words. Can you not raise your arms over your head in the shape of a V with the apex going up to heaven, showing that you are sending your gift of love to God, and then opening your stretched arms in the shape of a â€œVâ€� the other way, so that God may pour his power and grace and love into you? [The medium was demonstrating with upstretched arms]. Try that for your praying. You do not need to speak. God knows when you are truly sorry; you do not need to say it, and you must not reproach yourself for what is
past. The past is past. You may give your love to God and then receive the love of God. Practise that way. You will find that you will be fortified and helped. Your prayers are valid according to their
unselfishness, and also, they lead you, if they are unselfish, to self-realization and into the whole object of your life on earth. When you realize yourself, you can help thousands.

GODDARD: Thank you, Douglas. Now, ought I not let you go? Are you not tired?

FAWCETT: No, it is all right. I will go when I am
ready.

[to be continued]

Note: AN APPEAL FOR HELP.

So much valuable teaching is contained within these conversations, it would be a good idea to try and track down the hundreds of pages of notes which Sir Victor Goddard made, and obtain permission to publish them. They may be in his familyâ€™s possession, or Ena Twiggâ€™s, or her biographerâ€™s, Ruth Hagy Brod, or perhaps with Douglas Fawcettâ€™s estate. 
There may be copies in the College of Psychic Studies (formerly Science), though it has moved since the 1970s, or with the Society for Psychical Research, or elsewhere. Does anyone have any contacts with these
people or organizations? I donâ€™t have membership to them.

Like Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding, Air Marshal Victor Goddard published three books: Skies to Dunkirk 
on the evacuation of Dunkirk in 1940, The Enigma of Menace discussing the atom bomb as a deterrent in the post-war era, and Flight towards Reality describing his experiences in Spiritualism and Psychic Science. 
It would complete his work to add a fourth book, the publication of his records of these conversations with Douglas Fawcett, the spiritual philosopher. I contacted the researchers and historians Roy Stemman and Leslie Price, but so far we have been unable to track down any further documents.

Thatâ€™s all for nowâ€¦ 
RichardR 
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Rescue Circles (99) Helping a dying man pass (concluded) The last available notes from Air Marshal Goddard.

Here is one more excerpt from Sir Victor Goddardâ€™s notes in 1961 of his conversations through the medium Ena Twigg with Douglas Fawcett, the writer and philosopher, who had died the previous year at the age of 93. Goddard was a practical man, had served in the Royal Navy in World War I before transferring to the Royal Air Force, where he remained a senior officer with the Air Ministry until his retirement in 1951. Although he had lived through a number of
psychic experiences during his life, he had never consulted a medium before 1960, and it was only after this that he became a convinced Spiritualist. 

FAWCETT: I am so greatly enjoying talking to you, my friend. It is good that we are friends.

GODDARD: But Douglas, I am not in the same class as you. All the same, I do regard you as a close friend. Closer than ever. You seem to understand so well even when you disapprove.

F: Donâ€™t bother about your defects and shortcomings. You have one virtue that I greatly
admire. You have a simple desire to understand. That is good, and it is important. But you have much to do, and there is much you can do, but it would be best for you to work with a group. Where are you living now?

G: My home is Brasted, where you came to stay.

F: Yes, yes, of course, near where Winston Churchill lives. 

G: Well, D.F., I wonder where the group that I should work with is to be. 

F: Does Westbourne Grove convey anything to you?

G: Only Whiteleyâ€™s [the well-know department store, still open now in 2006 as a shopping mall - RR] and theyâ€™ve gone bust. (But in fact, a year later the brotherhood with which I was associated acquired premises for a central hall beside Westbourne Grove, and I worked with a group there. V.G.) [Leslie Flint, the Direct Voice medium, also lived there at the time, and myself just up the road at Notting Hill, off Holland Park and Kensington Gardens, which ran into Hyde Park and Speakersâ€™ Corner on the edge of the West End of London R.R.] 

F: Do you know someone called Philip, over here? 

G: Philip? 

F: Yes, Philip; heâ€™s barged in on us. Wants to say hello to you. He had work to do with you. Has regard for you. Philip Sassoon. What did you do together? 

G: You tell me! 

F: Something in the open air. Wide-open spaces. 

G: Cambridge University Air Squadron, Douglas. 

F: Well, there you are! I was just going to tell you. Did you know him? 

G: Yes, D.F., I knew him. He helped me [in the creation of the Air Squadron]. Please say hello from me. Is he a friend of yours, or is he gate-crashing?

F: Oh, no, heâ€™s very welcome. We know each other and are friends. [He seemed to be tiring a little, or the control must have indicated that it was time to stop.] Well, my dear Victor, I must leave you now. It has been splendid being with you like this. Keep loving â€“ itâ€™s the finest ammunition. God bless you, old friend. Come again soon.

G: Good-bye, Douglas.

F: Say God bless you. 

G: God bless you, Douglas. And when I say, Good-bye, I mean God bless you [or God be with you as in Adios in Spanish or Adieu in French].

F: Yes, but I like God bless you best. God bless you! 

G: God bless you and good-bye! 

F: Good-bye! 

[Ena Twigg then began to breathe deeply and come out of her trance.]

We will conclude with two interesting quotes from sittings that were held in Ena Twiggâ€™s home. 

FAWCETT: On earth we get caught up in our own concepts, our dogma, and our own wordsâ€¦ We attach more importance than we should to individual namesâ€¦ The names of the great initiators and exemplars have almost ceased to be the names of the men who lived. They have become symbols. The focus of the great spreading-out of ideas all need to be respected.
[i.e., the real people, the true originatorsâ€¦their historical human personality and life need to be
respected, rather than the later myths built around them].

On one occasion he had this to say:

FAWCETT: And tell this to your conference at Oxford: tell them I have been wrong in what I wrote in my books about the wondrous beauty of life in this world beyond earth life. Tell them I was wrong when I tried to describe the much greater and more wonderful state of beauty I found after death here â€“ wrong because it is so much MORE beautiful than anything that words can possibly convey to you. 

In this time of gathering fear on earth, there is a great and wonderful gathering of high souls in
heaven. The souls of such excellence, far beyond the highest to which I could ever aspire. But they are here in this world where I live. I am in their presence. We can see them and know that they are of our world. They are gathering to generate light. Do you understand, Victor? Light to project through into the dark places on earth where great fear is now being generated. For
it is on earth, in your world, that the evil of great fear is being deliberately generated. But the immense gathering and concentration of light here to shine into your darkness â€¦â€¦ will defeat that negativity*]

[Douglas Fawcettâ€™s voice began to fade a bit, but then continued:] Do not let anyone tell you, Victor Goddard, that heaven is only a place of rest. It is a place of work. Wonderful work.

[ * as eventually the nuclear arms race, threat of extinction, and the spread of Communism eventually crumbled, but not until the invasion of Czechoslovakia, the Vietnam war and subsequent events had run their course. But once again, spirit is poised to help us where it can, in the present wave of terrorism and religious hatred. RR]

And here we must end these accounts until we can trace the rest of Sir Victorâ€™s notes. Hopefully they will be found, and then we can continue our series of conversations with Douglas Fawcett. Until which time his books will have to suffice: The Light of the Universe, The Zermatt Dialogues, The Oberland Dialogues, The World as Imagination, Divine Imagining and The Individual and Reality, together with his many works of fiction. His thought can be traced back beyond Darwin, Wallace and Emerson to William Blake, Anton Mesmer, Emanuel Swedenborg Socrates and Plato, in the West, and to Lao Tse, Confucius, The Buddhist Sutras, and the Vedas and Upanishads in the East. 

The more informed we can become about different philosophies and belief systems, the better able we will be able to assist in this rescue and release work, both here and on the other side when our time comes. Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (100) Jeannie dies before she is twelve, and wakes up in Mother Florence’s “Home.” 

Frances Banks continues her account of life on the other side.

February 17th, 1966.

Let me tell you about Jeannie. She lived to be nearly twelve years old on earth. She was a pretty, fairy-like child, daintily made. Her whole ambition was to become a dancer and she began to train when she was very youg, showing, I believe, a fair talent. Unfortunately at the age of eight she contracted polio, and very severe case, and was, for some months, kept in an iron lung.

She recovered but one leg was shrunken; it continued to shrink the muscles appearing to be withering away. The poor child was in and out of hospitals for months. She underwent several operations; she wore a brace on her leg, but the muscles continued to shrink until one leg was noticeably shorter than the other. She was often in much pain but the greatest sadness to this child was in the loss of her dancing life. 

She couldn’t bear to think that she would never dance again, never be in the corps de ballet, never have the happiness of performing what she loved to do. In the hope of having the leg restored to normal state she stoically underwent the several tortures of stretching tackles, iron clamps and further operations. In the end and at the age of eleven years, she knew that she would never be as other girls, she would never hop, or jump, or run again. The agony to her mind and emotions of this realisation and the constant bouts of illness weakened her constitution. At twelve years old, after a chill, she died of pneumonia.

When Jeannie woke up here in our Home, Mother Florence and I were at her bedside. The child looked about her, trying to focus her sight on these new surroundings. At last she saw us. She stared hard, then her little face crumpled and she burst into tears.

Jeannie: (weeping) It’s the Sister. I’m back in the hospital again. Please, please don’t make me have any more operations.

Mother Florence (patting her hand) : You are only in our Home for a rest. You’re going to be quite well again, Jeannie, quite, quite.

Jeannie: Are you the matron?

Florence: If you like to call me that. But this is not a hospital, only a rest home, and you are getting well very quickly.

Jeannie (turning her head away) : No, I’ll never be well. I’ve got a shrunken leg.

Frances: Not now, Jeannie, not any more. Your leg is well, quite well and strong.

Jeannie shook her head.

Florence: Look at it yourself. It’s just as long as the other one. Take a look and see.

Jeannie: But I know it isn’t. I know you’re only saying that. Where’s my Mummy?

Florence: You can go and see her presently, when you’ve learned to run again. 

Jeannie: Run? 

Frances: Yes, run. We’re going to teach you to run and play and dance here, Jeannie.

Jeannie (her eyes brightening) : Dance?

Frances: Yes, dance. (I took hold of her legs, gently raising them) Look, Jeannie, they’re both the same length, see?

Jeannie stared. She looked from one to the other of us. Slowly she sat up. She ran her hands up and down her calves, over the ankles, fingering the bones of the feet carefully and then back to the knees. She did this over and over as if she couldn’t believe that which she could feel and see. She was silent, puzzled. It evidently never occurred to her to try to stand up. Habit was still too strong. She just sat there holding her legs and gazing down at her feet. Presently she looked up at us.

Jeannie: Is it a miracle?

Florence: You could call it a miracle.

Jeannie: Are you the Virgin Mary?

Florence: No, I’m not the Virgin Mary, dear.

Jeannie: You look like her, and SHE does miracles.

Florence: Supposing you get up and stand.

Jeannie: Without my crutches?

Florence: Yes. Try.

Jeannie: Will it hurt?

Florence: No. You won’t have any pain. You’ll never have that old pain again, Jeannie.

Jeannie: You promise? I really won’t?

Florence and Frances together: I promise. 

Florence: Won’t you try to stand? 

She did not make an answer, but she allowed me to lift her legs and set them down. We held her little body and slowly we raised her to her feet. She staggered and swayed, terrified to put any faith in the once-crippled leg. After waiting, she put down her foot, but still clutched at our support. Slowly her expression changed. Surprise, incredulity, belief, joy, spread over her face. She let go of us. She stood erect, balancing on both feet. She even moved forward a few paces. 

Jeannie: It’s true. It’s true. It IS a miracle! (Overcome with this great and joyful awakening, she sank back on to the bed and sobbed for pure happiness). I shall walk again. I’m well. I’m like other girls...unless I’m dreaming. 

Frances: You are WELL, Jeannie, and it isn’t a dream. It’s true.

She smiled. It was obvious that this had all been a great strain for her. She was becoming weary. She would need rest. One’s first return to consciousness after one’s transition is often overwhelming and this was no exception.

Jeannie: Then if this is true, we must say a prayer, a thanks, a Hail Mary.

Florence: Would you like us all to thank God with you? 

Together we spoke softly the Prayer of Thanksgiving. As we prayed, Jeannie slipped back into the passive state of the newly-awakened into this consciousness. Se we let her rest.

[To be continued with Jeannie’s further experiences and growth on the other side].

Reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman. 1969. 
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Jeannie’s story (continued)

Francis Banks continued communicating with Helen Greaves, giving further details about Jeannie:-

Jeannie was my constant companion. We went for long walks together; we vied with each other in finding the most beautiful flowers; we ran hand in hand down the long slopes of the hills and it was a joy to watch the child. She danced and whirled and twirled about as lightly as a butterfly. She ran from flowers to flowers; she skipped and sang and laughed for pure joy.

I have discovered that she has a well-developed mind. Perhaps the years of sickness, the enforced rests, and the consequent periods of reading and thinking have developed a deeper stratum of thought than was usual in children of her age. She has a philosophical bent and a wisdom that is surprising in one so young.

Did I say young? Her soul is not young. She is, I should judge, an advanced soul. She seems to know so much without even having been told. I recall her manner of accepting death, naturally and solemnly. Nobody actually said anything of this transition. She was allowed to rest until ready to move. Then she walked about the grounds of this beautiful home to her heart’s content. She was carefully shielded, of course, from our sick patients. I came upon her in my garden.

Frances: Do you want to see my flowers? 

Jeannie, (shaking her head) : I’ve come to see you, Sister. I’ve just realised something. - I’ve realised that I’m not dreaming. I’m dead. We’re all dead. That’s true, isn’t it?

Frances: Yes. It’s true, Jeannie. But you see, we’re really more alive than ever. You’ve only got rid of your sick old body and found a new one.

Jeannie. I suppose this is a sort of Heaven.

Frances: It’s the beginning of Heaven, Jeannie.

Jeannie: You mean we’re only STARTING? We’re not THERE yet?

Frances: Not in the Heaven you mean, Jeannie. But we’re on our way there.

Jeannie: But it’s so beautiful here. Everyone’s so kind and angelic.

Frances: We’re certainly not angels. (They both laugh).

Jeannie: Then where’s God?

Frances: Much too far away for us even to see Him. We’re not ready for His Glory yet. But we’re all going forwards, on towards His Heaven.

Jeannie: You mean, His Heaven could be better than this?

Frances: Oh, much, much better! Far more beautiful and full of Light, and angels, Angels of Light.

Jeannie. I see. I like that... Angels of Light. 

On another outing she said, quite suddenly:

Jeannie: I hope Mummy won’t miss me terribly. I don’t think she will, you see I was always ill and then there are the others. Mummy was always so busy.

Frances: You had brothers ad sisters?

Jeannie: Yes. They weren’t like me. They were well. I’d like to talk to Mummy, though. Can I?

Frances: We can try, Jeannie. But it isn’t easy to reach your mother. You see those who can hear us on earth must have developed an inner telephone.

Jeannie: I don’t think Mummy had an inner telephone. We had a telephone, of course, an ordinary one, and I liked talking into it.

For awhile we both watched a shaft of Light that seemed to glow beyond where we sat.

Jeannie: I’d like to SEE Mummy again, and see what she’s doing. Can I?

Frances: We can try. You tell me what your mother is like and your bouse and your brothers and sisters, and I’ll see if we can make a picture.

Jeannie: And we can go down through that picture, is that it?

Frances: Yes, that’s it.

We tried. She described her mother, her father, her family, her home on earth. I did my best to concentrate and to project us into the picture. We were silent for so long that I wondered if indeed Jeannie had found her people. She lay on the grass beside me, her face very rapt and expectant. At last she sighed.

Jeannie: I can’t SEE Mummy, but I feel that I’m near her. I think she KNOWS. I’m trying to tell her that my legs are both the same length and that I can walk and run now. Oh, I WANT her to know that, Sister. Do you think she does?

Frances: I’m sure she has an inner feeling about it, Jeannie.

Jeannie: Mummy isn’t unhappy about me, not really. I FEEL that she knows I’m in Heaven and she’s glad about that. I am really (in Heaven) aren’t I?

Frances: Darling, you are very near Heaven.

Jeannie: I suppose this is Life Everlasting.

Frances: We have always been in Life Everlasting, Jeannie, even when we were on earth. Our souls, our true Selves, always have lived from experience to experience. This is only another PART of experience. 

Jeannie: And Heaven will be another experience?

Frances: There will be many experiences I believe, my dear, even before we reach Heaven. 

Jeannie: You mean where God is?

Frances: Yes, that must be a most glorious Sphere.

Jeannie: I never went to Church or Sunday School much. I couldn’t of course, and my parents weren’t very religious. But the nuns in the hospitals used to talk to me. They told me stories about Jesus and the Saints. You believe in the Saints, don’t you, Sister?

Frances: Of course. They are the Wise Ones, the Great Ones, and they have communion with the Angelic Host.

Jeannie: Do you think I shall ever see Them?

Framces : Yes, you’ll see them. Jeannie.

Jeannie: And the Angelic Host, the Angels of Light?

Frances: And the Angelic Host.

Jeannie: I hope I do. You see, in hospital, I used to ask little Sister Therese to make my leg grow to the same length as the other one. I’m sure she heard me. Perhaps, sometime, I’ll see her, really see her.

Frances: Perhaps.

[To be continued. Reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969.]
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Rescue Circles (102) A final visit from Jeannie before moving to another area. An artist in the Shadowlands. Misconceptions about Heaven and Hell.

Frances told Helen Greaves: - I clearly remember Jeannie’s visit to my garden not long before she left us. 

Jeannie: Mother Florence says when I’m ready I’ll go to the Halls of Beauty. That’s in another part of Heaven. She says I’ll see the greatest dancers in all the world there, Greek dancers, Indian dancers, Pavlova and Nijinski, and oh, heaps of others! She says I’ll learn to dance, really learn I mean and that I’ll be able to join with these others in the great Dance Festivals. Do you believe that, Sister?

Frances: Mother Florence knows much more about the Spheres than I do. 

Jeannie (pirouetting up and down on her toes before my flower bed) : Oh, it will be lovely! I’ll work so hard and I’ll be good. I do mean to be ready soon. Of course, I’ll miss you and Sister Hilda and Mother Florence and everybody, but I want to go so much. I must go soon. You see, I’ve got to be perfect at dancing before I go back to earth again...really to be a dancer.

Frances: Who told you that you would return to earth? 

Jeannie: It was the angel. He came when I was resting. And HE told me. You know, I think he was MY angel. I seemed to have known him before.

Jeannie recovered very quickly from the strangeness of her transition. She adjusted to this new life with all the flexibility of a child’s unspoiled nature. To her everything was a revelation. I shall ever think of her as a happy, dancing soul. One of the Band of Beauty in God’s Plan.

She left us very quietly. One moment she was there, laughing, dancing, chattering amongst us all. Then we became aware of a Being standing beyond the shade of the trees; a Man of Light, tall, graceful with the beautiful limbs of a dancer. He stood in the Light and he held out his hand.

Being of Light (holding out his hand) : Come, Jeannie.

Jeannie: It’s the messenger. Isn’t it wonderful! Wonderful. (Waving to Frances and the others) Thank you for what you have done for me. Thank you for helping me get well. Now I shall really dance. You will come to the beautiful place to see me sometime, won’t you? Goodbye.

Frances and the others: Farewell for a space.

Together the two walked down the long sunlit slopes, and the Light of the Messenger seemed even brighter than the Light shimmering over our gardens. Then they were gone, and I, for one, felt that we had given back a ray of sunshine to the Great Creative Sun.

I miss Jeannie, of course. That child, by the fine quality of her nature, had taught me much. Beauty as such, in the creative arts of dancing and movement, had been absent from my earth life altogether. Now I realised how much I had missed. For Beauty is surely an attribute of God, and the art of the dance is a manifestation of that attribute. I hope that I shall see Jeannie in her Hall of Beauty Festivals sometime. It will be a great and moving moment.

Visit to the Land of Shadows.

I have, with Mother Florence’s permission, been allowed to accompany her and some of the Sisters on their missionary work into the Shadow Lands. It is a salutory experience. I am specially being instructed to recount the sad adventure to you (Helen Greaves) that it might be included in the book (Testimony of Light. Neville Spearman, 1969). For it might be of use in clarifying the illusory ideas on the states of Heaven and Hell which have been fostered through the centuries.

There are Heavens; I myself can vouch for the little heaven of beauty, tranquillity and loving service which it has been my happy lot to contact here. But there are Spheres of unimaginable joy and beauty beyond, building up and extending out of every state of development, right on, I believe, to the Spiritual Worlds of Divine Thought, far beyond any conception you and I can have of them. Such is the progress of the soul towards these Spheres of Perfection and it is assuring to realise that we have all Eternity in which to journey onwards and upwards.

But there are also Hells, though certainly differing from the physical hells and everlasting fiery torments of man’s warped imagination. There are hells of the spirit and the mind, confining states of misery; dark, depressing and as real as the tortured consciousness of the dweller therein makes them. {Another word for this state is Limbo]. Yet these hells are not eternal. The man (or woman) in these mental torments need stay there no longer than his desires keep him. He is free to resist the hatreds, cruelties, lusts of his lower nature which he has retained from his earth life and which are keeping him in dark dungeons amid like-minded inhabitants. He can always choose to follow the Light of Love, Forgiveness and Harmony and always there are souls ready to help, to guide, to comfort and to assist.

NO SOUL IS EVER LEFT COMFORTLESS UNLESS HE WISHES IT.

That sounds like a paradox, but then much that we learn here is very different from the teachings of man, even good men who are limited in their ideas. Existence on earth is a state of living in a thought world, illusory, and much restricted and enclosed by the glamorous web of matter. Beyond physical death the thought world is more apparent and certainly far more potent in its effects. Cause and Effect is still the Law on this plane of astral matter, as it is on earth. I understand that only as the soul proceeds onward in its progress into Higher Realms can this Law be superseded, and then other and higher Laws must be obeyed. 

Mother Florence, two other Sisters and I, made our journey into what you would call the Underworld. Here we prefer the description Shadow Land, for this is indeed a Land of Shadows. The journey to this place is difficult and wearying for we have, by concentrated thought power, to slow down our vibrations so that our [spirit] bodies will be enabled to endure the physical conditions pertaining therein. The Sisters never go without the special Messengers who guide them there and conduct them to the various stations on the way. 

The Shadow Land is a very real place inded; a gloomy murk covers it, to which one has to become accustomed; squalid dwellings inhabited by unhappy, tormented beings who jeer and mock and pursue their warped existences. Sometimes these poor souls live in hatred and rebellion, sometimes in apathy and sometimes with a fierce denial that there is any other state of existence possible. [Our writer in spirit made a similar journey to the Shadow Land, meeting such spirits and giving us his account of their depressed and obstinate state of mind. This has already been reviewed in earlier episodes].

But I must tell you of the painter whom I met; an artist who lives in a dreary little room in a dark and crooked street in Shadow Land, yet who still cherished in his soul some remembrances of beauty.

He was, on earth, a Frenchman, a painter of promise, who dissipated the gift which God had entrusted him. He spent his life in riotous laziness, indulging in drink and drugs, until he was reduced to the gutter. Eventually he was mixed up in a night brawl, during which he killed a fellow artist, and himself received a knife wound from which he later died.

I must have become separated from the others of our little band for I found myself alone in this narrow street with its uneven cobbles and narrow pavements between the dwellings. Seated before an easel at the curb edge was the painter. He was splashing greasy oil colours on to his canvas. He was short and squat, with a mass of dark hair which bunched untidily about his face and he appeared to be wearing a dirty grey overall.

As I stopped to view his work he looked up and scowled at me. The painting, I observed, was dull and uninspired. It consisted of great shapeless masses which I concluded were meant to represent his fellow beings. They looked dreary enough in all conscience, and all in unrelieved sombre hues.

When he took no notice of me, I asked: Is this your studio? May I be allowed to see your other canvases?

He scowled again, but he jerked his head towards the open door nearby in a gesture which I took to be of assent. I went into the cluttered room. It was a dark little hovel of a place with only one window and that too dirty to admit anything but a faint twilight. The walls were stacked with canvases. At first I was so nauseated by the strong penetrating smell of the room that I was unable to do anything. When, however, I became used to the odours I was able to give my attention to the paintings.

I began to examine them closely. They were all the same; all dark, all hideous, all primitive and almost evil in their sardonically clever interpretation of character and all exceedingly ugly. But there was one strange feature common to all of them. A door.

Painted into the backfround of each picture there was always a door, dark brown in colour, and always closed. The door was always of the same pattern, and of the same mahogany tone. But always there was a faint line of white outlining it, this effect had been attained by leaving a wisp of white canvas exposed.

I studied the painting with great care and was immediately interested from a psychological point of view [Frances had a Masters in Psychology on earth. This demonstrates quite clearly that we take our interests, training and abilities (or lack of them) with us when we pass. Nothing is lost. It is always beneficial to live fully, work, study and create works of research, art, music or literature right up to our last breath. R.R.] 

For the door was always represented, its dark panels closing away a suggestion of light. After a little I became aware that the painter was standing at my elbow.

Painter: Well, so you don’t like them.

Frances: They’re too gloomy.

Painter: Too gloomy? I defy anyone to do any other in this stinking hole.

Frances: Why do you stay here then?

Painter: Oh, drop dead! Why do I stay? Do you think I would if I knew a way out?

Frances: There is a way out.

Painter (kicking viciously at a canvas) : Same old missionary stuff. I’ve heard it all before. A lot of blasted prejudiced saviours. And you’re all living in illusion, same as me.

Frances: I’m neither blasted nor prejudiced. That seems to be a description of yourself. 

Painter: What the hell.

Frances: YOU are blasted, living in this place. I should imagine anyone would be, and you are prejudiced because you’ve closed your mind to anything else.

Painter: Anything else? And is there anything else?

Frances: Yes. There is.

Painter: Tell me.

Frances: There are places here where painters like yourself live and paint the natural beauties of the countryside.

Painter: Ah! So it is the old, old story. I’ve been told it all before you know.

Frances: Nevertheless, you stilll hold to your prejudices? You won’t believe, even if you keep on being told?

Painter: How can I? [He snatched up a canvas, crumpled it and threw it into a corner.) I ask you how can I? I’ve been in Hell too long.

Frances: Yes - too long!

[To be continued]

The values are awry on earth. Intellect and a trained brain-mind are great adjuncts, but they often become barriers to truth and a true expression of Divine Love.
__._,_.___ 

	Rescue Circles (103) The hell of being in limbo. Death does not exist.


Bovenkant formulier

Onderkant formulier
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Another false impression about life and death is that there is thought to be a definite separation between the material life on earth, and what happens before and after. IN FACT, there is no such thing as death, nor the extinguishing of consciousness and the mind. Death does not exist, so there is nothing to fear in that respect. What there IS, in fact, is CONTINUITY of life, with exchange of forms and of energy. 

Religions put the fear of GOD or Demons and the Devil into us for reasons of their own, and if we believe what they say about Heaven and Hell, and the afterlife, we will terrified and misinformed, if not deceived, and we will be like travellers with out-of-date maps and guidebooks going to a country that does not exist! Hence this need for rescue and release work, in the many cases here documented.

While we are here,on earth, with our spirit body and non-local mind as well as a physical body, we can become better informed about our true identity, and what lies beyond the slow frequencies of matter. We had spirit identity long before we, as this lifetime’s personality and individuality, were conceived, and we retain that spirit identity all the time we grow up and live our life here, though we are scarcely aware of the fact, and when the body fails and dies, or is killed, the spirit goes on just the same, sometimes after periods of adjustment, the length of which depending on our thoughts and behaviour here. It will continue to live in a similar world, at first, to ours here, though of a much more rarified nature, even in the lowest regions, which for some people may seem turgid and gloomy, like the world the painter experienced.

This explains the predicament of the painter who led a rather dissolute lifetime on earth. He continued chatting with Frances Banks, who was trying vainly to lift him out of those low regions where he had landed himself. 

The painter admitted that he had been in hell too long.

Painter: Perhaps I’ve become accustomed to it. It’s been a hell of a long time. They brought me here from the hospital. Though I haven’t yet worked out what happened to me. I was unconscious, I think, and then I found myself here. Nobody seems to know why. And anyway, I wouldn’t ask the old sots - they don’t know ANYTHING here. Nor care to find out. I keep myself to myself. I’m not the type, lady, for confessions and that sort of thing.

Frances: Then what are you doing but confessing your prejudices and fears to me. You’re making your own hell, you know.

Painter: Bah! I never made THIS (he sweeped out his arm in an eloquent gesture).

Frances: Not actually, only by your thoughts you have. Just as the others have done.

Painters: The others here? Blasted crows! Haven’t an idea in their heads. They don’t even know the differences between light and shade.

Frances: And do you? (She pointed deliberately to the masses of dingy colour in his picture).

Painter: Yes, I do! (He stalked across the room in a temper, back to his easel, and glared at the half-finished canvas on it}. Damn your eyes. Icould paint once. I DID paint, I tell you, really paint.

Frances: But not now?

Painter: Could YOU paint here? 

I glanced at the mediocre dwellings in the street, the contorted faces of the individuals who passed by outside, the dirt, the squalor.

Frances: I wouldn’t try. Why don’t you try to find other places?, where it is light and beautiful.

Painter: You KNOW such places?

Frances: I know them.

Painter: Me? How could I get to them? I have nothing, no money, no pass, no tickets. How could I ever get to such places?

I was about to reply when I became conscious of Mother Florence standing beside us. I had been so absorbed that I ad forgotten the others with whom I had made the journey to these hells of thought.

Mother Florence: By looking for them. By ASKING to be taken to the places of Light.

Painter [in disbelief] : You’re SURE there are such places? 

Frances and Florence: Oh Yes! We know them.

Painter: But I have no ticket of admission.

Florence: You have. You have THOUGHT.

Painter: Thought? Well....?

Florence: THINK about Light. Paint Light into your canvasses.

Painter: Don’t be stupid! How can I paint Light, when I haven’t got the colours, the light colours?

Florence: You can always get them. One of the Helpers will give you the light colours. Wait, I will call one now.

Immediately a young man wearing a brown cassock stood beside us.

Florence: Our artist friend needs cleaner colours. He wishes to paint Light into his pictures.

Helper, (welcoming the painter) : Splendid. Come, my friend, I will get you new tubes of colours. We will see that you can paint Light. Come.

Hunching his shoulders in a gesture of astonishment at these strange happenings, the painter turned and followed the robed figure. We watched them walk together up towards a hill where the gloom was threaded with a spear of brightness. Mother Florence’s smile was quite beautiful. 

Florence: He’s on his way, Frances. He’ll do... He’ll do [He’s OK now].

To be continued. Reviewed and condensed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969.
__._,_.___ 

Subject:
Rescue Circles (104) The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 

Rescue Circles (104) The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 
This series is about how lost or confused spirits can be helped to move on to their allotted place in the different levels and spheres of the afterlife, or more correctly, in the greater life of spirit. 
A lot of this help and rescue and release would be unnecessary if the facts of life after death were taught here and now, well before death, while we are young and able to think about things, and able to understand.  We need to know now the truth of the immortal spirit within us, and facts about the afterlife, and about spiritual law.  The essential knowledge needs to be  taught more widely in school, church and university.  However, conservative and traditional beliefs and unscientific scepticism have prevented much headway being made until now.  Luckily the broadcast media and the internet is spreading knowledge of the life of the spirit, and not many people now go to their death without some idea of an existence beyond, a heaven or a spiritual existence, or a continuation of our thought processes and our personalities, with the opportunity to learn more, to make up for lost opportunities and atone for our misdeeds, and continue to progress on the path to eternity. 

Frances Banks was one who knew much before she died of both religious doctrine and mysticism and also the findings of psychical research.  We have already looked at her rescue work, both of offenders within the prison system while she was alive, and of lost souls on the other side.  She came back to communicate with her friend, the medium Helen Greaves, and wanted to spread this general knowledge of the afterlife by having Helen write her books.  She described her own personal experiences of the magnificent life beyond, and I thought it would be instructive to study what she has to say, before continuing with other examples of spirit  rescue and release work.  

As you will see, Frances was able to take her knowledge, learning and skills with her to the other side, when she died, in spite of suffering from cancer and finishing her life here in a coma.  This is an encouraging sign for those who may lose their mind before they pass, suffering from memory loss, if not Alzheimer’s disease, or loss of mobility, or perhaps being physically or mentally challenged all their lives. The retarded boy in one of the accounts turned out to be an advanced soul, and though seemingly dull-witted, he was quite aware in his spirit senses, if not in his physical brain, of all that happened around him, and he knew who really loved him.  Senility, mental or physical illness and other afflictions are only temporary conditions.  Once the bridge is crossed, and the physical body is left behind,  the mind and spirit and personality will return to full awareness (with or without spirit rescue work, depending on the circumstances).  Also, skills which were not able to be developed on earth can be acquired on the other side.  Frances herself had no musical skills during her lifetime, much to her regret. However, she made up for lost time  once she passed, as she describes in the following episodes.  

Anyone in a coma, in a vegetative state, hypnotised, anaesthetised, on life support, in a fever, desperately ill, or just asleep, all these people are fully aware of all that is going on around them, from the view-point of their spirit body.  When they die, they can return  if they wish and communicate all the details of what took place  while they were hospitalised.   If they recover and return to life, they may or may not be able to communicate or remember details of the near death experience, while they were ill or under anaesthetics.  
It is probably frustrating for a spirit to be conscious and alive and yet, because of brain damage or the effects of a stroke or nervous disorder, be unable to communicate in any way, or move they way they used to.  The mind and awareness of the spirit within is ever present, but can’t always be accessed. 

We should always treat people with love and respect whether they may be in a coma, whether retarded or mentally challenged or otherwise disabled.  In spirit they are fully alive with a complete mind and personality.  

If we have this spiritual knowledge, we can regard death as our friend, and accept it and let go of our lived ones, when their time has come, and let go, when we ourselves are near death.    Hospice and palliative care, and the work of doctors and nurses would be much easier if we no longer tried to defy death, and prolong life, when all reasonable measures have been taken to combat disease and relieve pain. 

Yogis, shamans and mystics have techniques to let go of and painlessly discard the physical body when they know that death is approaching.  They simply close down the aura and the chakras by themselves, and peacefully move into their spirit body as the physical vehicle ceases to function. The spirit just quietly withdraws. Spirit attendants or helpers come to assist in the process, whom a clairvoyant medium who happened to be present would be able to see. But otherwise, at this type of deathbed scene, there is no drama, pain or crying in desolation, nor the taking of desperate measures to resuscitate. 

Before continuing with  what Frances Banks has to say about her adventures beyond the border, I will quote the account Helen Greaves gives of her passing, since  her death was peaceful, a close parallel to the way a yogi might have died. 

HELEN       Frances Banks died, as she had lived, fully conscious of what she was doing and where she hoped to go.  She refused drugs until the very end, bearing her pain with fortitude.  At the last she spoke of seeing incarnate and discarnate entities in her room.  She arranged her material affairs and said farewell to those of her friends who were near enough to visit her.  She astonished the good Scottish doctor who attended her at the last by saying cheerfully, a day or so before she lapsed into a coma:-   ‘Goodbye, Doctor.  See you in the next world!’ 
Her brave words to me  ‘You know I have cancer.  I will not get over this’, indicated  that she had accepted and was ready for the next phase.  She was even eager, for I am told by those who looked after her, that she would wake in the morning and sigh: ‘Am I still here?  I had hoped to have gone.’ 

At the end her breath was laboured and she lapsed into unconsciousness.  Yet for the flash of a second she drew herself back so that she spoke normally and with control.  This was in a poignant incident on the day before her death, and it illustrates clearly her consciousness of herself as a soul, as well as a mind and body; and a soul and mind that would live on in another dimension after they had left a sick body.  This story, I feel, has a bearing on the next section of this book, in which Prances’ mind was able to impress mine, and so further the message which she so eagerly wished to impart, the message of assurance of the continued life and progress of the soul. 

Frances had been in and out of coma for nearly two days when I received, by the morning mail, a tiny bottle of water.  With it came a letter relating that this phial of water had been brought, by the writer, from Lourdes.  It was, she wrote, holy water from the Spring at Lourdes.  Could I anoint Frances with it?  There MIGHT be a miracle!  In any case, it would be helpful.  

I asked permission to carry out this wish and was granted it.  I took the bottle, and having been warned that our patient was in a coma, or asleep, I tiptoed in.  Frances was propped up by pillows, ill and shrunken.  Her eyes were closed.  She was very still except for the laboured indrawing of her breath.  I stood for a moment at the end of the bed, watching her.  Slowly her eyes opened.  Recognition dawned.  She smiled without speaking.  Then the eyelids dropped again. 

Leaning over her, I whispered: ‘This is holy water from Lourdes, Frances.’ 

With it I made the Sign of the Cross on her forehead and the palms and backs of her hands.  She only moaned.  I stood beside her and prayed silently that she might go peacefully to that new life to which she looked forward so eagerly. 
After a minute, without opening her eyes, she murmured in a dreamy voice: ‘It’s all right, my dear.  The Change has started.’ 

Then she lapsed immediately into unconsciousness.  The next day, at lunch time, she simply stopped breathing.  Her soul had gone on its new pilgrimage.       
So wrote Helen Greaves. 

Frances Banks had been a nun and teacher for 25 years, but after that time she could no longer be restricted by dogma and ritual.  She renounced her vows, took an advanced degree in psychology and went into psychic research after helping reform the British prison system and introducing innovative educational programmes for prisoners.  With regard to her own imprisonment within religion, she listened to Leslie Weatherhead’s advice: ‘Unless we can break out of the prison of old-fashioned expressions, creeds and formulas, we shall never be free to find the far more glorious truths which are inherent in [our] religions.’ 

Frances found some of these truths before she died, and many more afterwards.  Here is her account as she spoke to Helen Greaves from the other side:- 

FRANCES     -     As you know, from my life story, I dedicated myself to the religious life and, after years of repeating these creeds and forms with my lips, years during which my will was stretched and exerted to keep me honourably performing to the best of my ability those vows which I had so solemnly made, after twenty-five years of such devotion to my religion,  I found myself unable to go on any longer.  [So she went out into the world to study, to help prisoners and undertake psychical research.  R.R.] 
Now, in this new World to which I am gradually being introduced with all its beauty and light and freedom, I can look back with joy that such a step was part of my experience.  For I have not, like so many good and conventional souls, arrived here with thought and expectation coloured by old half-truths [the old-time religion];  with prejudices against survival of the personality as well as of the soul to be dissolved, albeit painfully, in this new expression of freedom.  At least I am thankful to relate, I came in expectation, in anticipation, in utter belief of a new life, and thus I found joy in the reunion of old contacts, as well as delight in obeying the Law of recompense and of service.  I passed through the experience of death firmly believing in the Resurrection, but not of the body that clothed me on earth.  How could I ever desire to bring an old, worn-out  thing into this new Life?  Or ever to occupy it again at any future experience. 

Here I have a body, certainly, but it is of finer composition than my late physical body.  Here I look as I did on earth, or relatively as I looked, but here I am free to refashion this body by thought.  I am beginning that adventure of breaking out of the prison of those creeds which limited the reality of life.  Here I dwell temporarily amongst my fellow religious in a community which is entirely dedicated to helping souls to awaken to greater freedom before they proceed onwards to their rightful places, and to the extent in which I am allowed to participate, I am learning more and more of the true values of each soul’s experience in all the worlds through which it is destined to pass in its progress towards Divinity. 

[to be continued].        Passages reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.    Notes by Richard R 
Subject:
Rescue Circles (105) Brad Pitt, Albert Pauchard and Frances Banks on Death.

Brad Pitt, who turned 45 last month, was in Berlin for the European premier of ‘The Curious Case Of Benjamin Button’, in which he plays a man who is born in his eighties and ages backwards. “I’m not so afraid of getting old, I’m more afraid of how I’ll go,” he told a news conference on Monday. “Fire and tight spaces don’t appeal. A shark would be interesting.” The tear-jerking film tracks the love story between Benjamin Button and Daisy, played by Cate Blanchett, and the joys and losses they face as one gets younger and the other older.

Like most people, Brad Pitt doesn’t think much about what happens AFTER death.  He is just concerned about what happens up to that point.

So what actually  happens to a dogmatic, closed-minded person when they die?  This might be a priest who believes in heaven and hell and a judgment day, or a materialistic scientist who believes there is nothing beyond death, just extinction. They would be equally confused to find themselves continuing to exist in ways outside their former belief systems. 

The following account of the afterlife experiences of a dogmatic priest and his more open-minded sister might equally represent the experiences of two types of scientist, one dogmatic and the other with a more enquiring mind.   This was given by Swiss researcher  Albert Pauchard (1878 –1934) to his wife Antoinette in March 1935, about eight months after his death, through the mediumship of M.J.,  Geneva. 

PAUCHARD    -     Another case….is about a brother and sister – twins.  Both belonging to the same protestant sect – very severe and narrow-minded – very pious too. 

                                Undoubtedly you will find it very instructive to know the difference in their conditions here – and why.  I will endeavour to explain. 

                                The brother, a priest, a worthy man, honest but intolerant, was shut up in his doctrine.  He had no imagination, was incorruptible and tireless in the exercise of his ministry – highly esteemed not only by his own parishioners, but by the whole town – yet without being really loved. 

                                 His sister had a totally different nature.  The narrowness of her creed could not shut her up.  Her soul soared beyond the limits of the faith she professed.  She was a woman with a great heart and universal sympathies.   They both died the same year.  On coming out here, she at once found her Paradise.  Not the conventional Paradise however, for she had never created it in detail in her imagination.  But a Glory and Bliss she had sometimes timidly expected in her deep and spontaneous trust in the love of her Saviour. 

                               He, who had always more feared than loved the Divine, is still from time to time assailed by deep depressions.  He lives in a colourless and joyless world, as he has done on earth.  He fulfils almost the same duties in a very restricted world of good, limited and ‘respectable’ people.  His sermons are still threatening and lifeless.  He is not even capable of perceiving the difference between his condition and that of his sister.  He sees her at his side, as usual.  She, on the contrary, is fully aware of his state – and that is the only dark point in her otherwise happy existence.   We think she will succeed in calling him to LIFE at the appropriate moment.  

                                This case should set many believers thinking.  Here are, in fact, two persons – both of them equally virtuous, both of them belonging to the same creed, equally conscientious and faithful.  Yet, for one the doctrine became a prison, which prevented the expansion of his spirit.  For the other, the same doctrine was only a cocoon where the caterpillar changed into a butterfly. 

                                    In what way do creeds and doctrines really matter?  Everything depends on the inner life and not on the creed.  One can do without any religious creed or belong to the most limited dogmatism – it does not matter.  The only real point is THAT LIVING JOY which is created in very heart by a deep feeling of the fundamental unity of all life, joined to an intimate and confident certitude of the immense Love-Wisdom everywhere present in Creation.  

Now let us move forward thirty-one years to March, 1966, and resume Frances Banks’ account of her afterlife experiences. 
FRANCES      -       There are no tenets, no creeds, no formulae, no hard and fast rules devised by any mind to restrict or confine progress here.  All is individual, and yet all is for the good of the whole; for the advancement of the group.  It is a forward and backward  movement, if I may be allowed to use a contradictory expression.  Each soul and each group moves onward  towards greater expansion, towards the Divine conception of an  illimitable Creation, individually and collectively.  Yet at the same time each group and each soul directs backward to the plane below, its present achievement, the fruits of its knowledge.  These ideas, ideals and conceptions fit into and make manifest, the Divine Pattern or Plan as far as this can be accepted by the souls still seeped in the illusion and glamour of matter.   No acceptance of another soul’s belief colours progress.  The soul must judge (discern) for itself – must  make its own progress, must choose what to accept as truth for itself.  No soul is coerced, forced or bound by creeds.  If he believes that his is Heaven, or conversely, that he is in Hell, then for him THAT IS SO AT HIS PRESENT  STATE OF PROGRESS. 

                                 Helpers and Teachers and Great Souls there are in  number to explain such errors of thinking, but there are no rules to follow and obey except the Divine Precept of Love, Light, Wisdom and Understanding ......... 

                                We are striving to live in that Light as it presents itself as truth to us individually.  This is the glory of all religions; this inner stamp of Divinity in each soul, whether blinded and deafened by material thinking or not.  Our inner eyes are opened gradually or swiftly to the errors of our old patterns of thinking and acting.  We are allowed to progress into such experiences as will help us to put right these errors.  In some, this means remaining in one state until the effects of the disasters of their actions in earth lives have been resolved and love and harmony have healed the hurts.  For others, this means joining a Group where the omissions in their thinking and feeling can be remedied.  Yet still for others there is service to their fellows, whilst to those happy few advanced souls there is swift progress to other and higher spheres.

The serial life from one plane to another, from one experience to another, from one group to another, from one aventure to another, from partial understanding to deeper comprehension, from apparent separation to inherent unity and on into the bliss of Divine Reality, that seems to me, as far as I have progressed, and as clearly as my growing understanding has shown me, to be the glorious truths, as Dr. Weatherhead says of the Christian, or any other religion, which emphasises the here and the hereafter.

11 March 1966.

You must not think that the Community in which I now sojourn is the same religious community of which I became a member when on earth.  Many of the Sisters are here as of old; there are others also from similar cmmunities.  Many have passed on to greater activities; others are as new and recent  as my own arrival.  The term recent I am using in a purely metaphorical way for already my experience of earth and time is fading.  I seem to have  been here for aeons.  Already the sharp edge to emotions which made certain events stand forth clearly  in one’s memory, is dissolving in the expiation of the effects of my actions. I begin to correlate life as a whole now so that different periods dovetail into the Pattern and the Pattern becomes related to the Whole.  This Community differs from the earth Community in that we have no creeds, no restrictions, no vows (except that of self-dedication of service to our fellows) and no ranks of seniority.  We are one in service.  We are individual in thought and progress.  Ceremony we still perform,  in a fuller and wider sense, for there is ever a need for the upliftment of the soul by dedicated and meaningful action correlated with intense thought and aspiration.

[to be continued]   Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman 1969, and from  L’Autre Monde by Albert Pauchard, 1936  Societe d’Etudes Psychiques de Geneve.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (106) Moving on to higher things.  An exercise to prepare for the afterlife.
Continuing her discourse on her experiences of the afterlife, Frances Banks explained that the ceremonials performed over there are not of the pattern prescribed as on earth.  

FRANCES        -          Here our ceremonies spring from an innate oneness with the Source of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of the Life Force in us so as to initiate a mingling with one another as well as with the greater Forces.  Here, and in other places, I have taken part in what we call “the Ceremony of Light.”  This formation of thought, this deep concerted concentration, springs from the deep desire to experience Life and yet more Life, to unite with the Supreme Essence, to realise as far as one’s present consciousness will allow that Life is EXPANSION, that Light is but the widening of one’s inner perceptions.  Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before Light can truly flow in.  In these Festivals of Light there is a raising up into Power and Energy rather than a pouring down. 
As one takes one’s place amongst the community of souls making this observance of ceremony, one is conscious of a supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of the dynamo of the spirit.  There is a distinct feeling of growth; the body seems to expand, to become less gross, to stretch into a new elasticity and ethereal content.  The mind soars to a hitherto unexplored vastness of creative activity.  The spirit fills all with a dynamic lift of consciousness.  New and vast concepts stream into the mind.  The onward path is illumined with a clarity the surpasses all imagination.   

[We may not expect to find ourselves in such an elevated and exhilarated state as described by Frances Banks.  But we can gain a rough idea of where we will be and what we will be doing if we review what we have done in this life, say, since the age of 12.  Instead of a life review recalling every event, we can try and imagine a place we are most comfortable to live in, a cottage, or farm, in the country, or a village, town or city.   Then we would place duplicate images of ourselves in every occupation and type of place where we have lived and worked, into that locality, including temporary jobs. 

For example, in my case, as well as my professional careers, I have worked as a postman/mailman delivering letters, long distance telephone operator, garbage collector for the church, directory enquiries, reporter and theatre/music critic, performer in bands and orchestras and as cocktail pianist, MC, TV presenter, working in a typing pool at the Board of Trade, librarian, driver, soldier, dispatcher, and so on.  [No, I have never waited tables or flipped burgers!]..   So if we put all these different selves in their places of work, then add all the roles we have undertaken, as student, parent, spouse, patient, uncle or aunt, audience and spectator, volunteer, and so on, our town will soon be populated with hundreds of replicas of ourselves, and the community will be bustling with activity.  We are bringing all these selves together in one place.  This will be the level and intensity of our life, our accumulated environment of love and service in the community.  This then will go with us into the afterlife, and we will find it all there. The type of community we will find ourselves in there will be exactly as we have lived in here.  We will have as much loving company and rich activity as we created for ourselves in this lifetime.  

There may be a downside, I am sure. If we thought the world owed us a living, or we complained and criticised and judged all the time, we may not find much awaiting us.  If there have been dubious experiences in crime, drug taking, alcoholism, theft, deceit and other negative activities, these may be interwoven into the life of our town or village.  Like ecological pollution, we can’t  simply put the questionable activity out of mind, across the rail tracks on the other side of town, or hide it in a dump. It will have to be recycled.  A drug dealer will have to continue dealing, but this time in providing positive beneficial services and rehab clinics.  Murderers, terrorists and irresponsible and corrupt politicians and greedy executives will have to pick up the tab for what they have done, and pick up the pieces of destruction they have left behind them, and provide new lives and restitution for all who have suffered at their hands, directly and indirectly.  Their conscience will be their guide, helper and rescuer, to start with.  

I am sure most of us can look forward to more of the same at a level which continues to rise in quality as we progress.  Frances Banks explains how she made excursions onto higher planes of existence to meet wise and living souls. She  did not spend much time in the Shadowland. Since she had led a life of service on earth, her vibration took her to meet her former colleagues on earth.  She did go to some dark spot to attempt the rescue of an artist who had led a dissolute life, but otherwise, she moved on to higher aspirations.] 

FRANCIS       -        Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage, I find that I am still repeating the pattern, only from another angle.  No longer do I doubt as once I did.  Now I know.  Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.   Do I dream - I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 
It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved and do proceed only into each successive stage with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness {as if each Cinderella had become a Princess!).

I have not mentioned the Shadow Lands here because, to my mind, these seem to be the clearing houses where unlawful and mischievous adjuncts of the old personalities are rejected, discarded and finally resolved.  At this particular place in my own progress I am in my own  interest group, that of the Community and  service, but I am also aware of the Group beyond to which I belong and to which I trust I am gravitating.  I have already contacted briefly some of those who dwell in those wider spheres, and I am able to communicate through the inner thought and to receive impressions from them.   These scripts are organised and impressed upon me by a band of souls.  Thus I am being used as a telepathic link to you and to the earth by these souls......

I have had the wonderful illumination of being transported by thought, temporarily, to a plane where I was in contact with a great soul, a sage, an advanced one, a teacher of wisdom who is one of the divine company.  His face flashed into sight before me.  I knew him.  There was no need for speech.

In the manner of this new dimension to which I am becoming accustomed,  I understood in silence all that he was communicating to me.  It was as if my journeys were unrolled before me on a screen of colour and movement, yet without sound.  I was entranced and at times joyful, and, proud and shamed.   Yet he never uttered a word of blame.  He smiled with infinite understanding as, once again, only this time on a vaster and more detailed scale, the blueprint showd with definite markings, the little triumphs as well as the failures of my endeavours.

[To be continued]  Notes within square backets Copyright 2009 by Richard Rowley.  Extracts reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Rescue Circles (107)   Evidence of the survival of Frances Banks from another medium.  The continuity of life and its serial nature.  Life is a never-ending story.

Frances Banks did not communicate only through Helen Greaves.    In June 1967  Helen herself booked a private sitting anonymously for four months ahead, with the medium Mrs. Lilian Bailey.  So, on September 20th that year she had contact with her friend again, from another medium whom she had not met before.   She writes:-

After encouraging messages of a personal nature from my husband and other dear ones, and directions about the book already published, The Dissolving Veil, and others to be published,  I asked if my friend was present.  The answer came without pause.

LILIAN BAILEY          -       This is a lady and she has stepped back while others communicated.  Wait a minute.  She is a little giddy, as she is taking on the conditions with which she left this life.   She had a malignancy which finally spread over her body and she passed in a coma.    That is over now and she is well and happy. Her name is Frances.  Some called her Fanny*.  She says ‘I am still the same Fanny.’  She has very lovely eyes, large, luminous and grey.    She is speaking of a book.  She is very much in this book, in fact SHE is writing it [The Testimony of Light].    You often think of her.  [Mrs. Bailey then gave other facts by which Frances could prove her identity.]
This lady HAS FOUND HER SOUL.   You must not expect her around.  She has gone on, but she will be sending through to you from time to time.  She now has a more rapid rate of vibration than before.  Because your own rate of vibration is rapid it is easy for her to come to you from time to time, but not all the time.  She has not gone out of your life. She has  found the wondrous beauty of Life beyond her capability of telling you.  She is try to say that what man has created in the Spheres is beyond anything man has created on earth.  She is now in the Creative Sphere.

· This was true.  Her students in Africa called her Fanny.  She knew this and it amused her.

[We were going ahead in time almost 17 months here.  Before looking at the final communications from Frances from the higher spiritual attainment of this Creative Sphere, here from March 14, 1966, is the continuation of her account of being transported to meet a Master of wisdom].  
FRANCES BANKS         -      I am, I was, I always shall be – I recall thinking.  As if in answer I saw him, in flashes, as he was when I had contacted him in my various states of being, for he had played a part in many experiences and always as the brother, the mentor, the inspirer.   As I looked again at him I saw that his face was the face of infinite limitless love.  In my inner ear sounded the words – ‘Neither do I condemn thee.’  I was suffused with new joy, great hope and a deep strength of consciousness.  I was so moved that I found myself weeping inwardly.  And when I recovered myself the vision was gone and I was back in my garden, contemplating the glory of life eternal and the way of endless possibilities.  Mother Florence was beside me.

FRANCES      -      You knew all this?

FLORENCE       -      I too forgot when in the earth body.

FRANCES      -      But you achieved so much.

FLORENCE      -       I also failed.

FRANCES      -      You too have seen him?

FLORENCE     -      I have met such as he when I have been allowed to visit higher planes.

FRANCES      -      Met them? And yet you choose to remain here?

FLORENCE       -      Choose?    I have a duty, dear Sister, and my own expiation which also is my choice.  Besides, I do not believe that I could stand, for long, the intense light and glory of these higher planes.  My soul is not yet strong enough.

FRANCES  (to Helen, continuing her account)     I was silenced.  Without even a hint of reproof I had been made to realise a fault in myself.  How much I need to learn.  How divine is true humility.   

‘But neither do I condemn thee.’

The words echo in my thought like a bursting bud of great promise. The way is eternal.  Our little minds are illumined and comforted with the knowledge that the serial life is a wonderfully kind project of divine compassion for each of us.  As we have tried to achieve in other consciousnesses, other states of being, so will we be allowed to go on, chapter by chapter, serial by serial, book by book, to grow in wisdom and beauty into that image so gloriously represented, that of the divine image.  I am filled with hope, with serenity and with tranquil acceptance even in the contemplation of such progress in the far distant scheme of things.  

Perhaps the most important change which has come over me in the period since I left the earth, is the deepening of the realization and confirmation of the SERIALISED life which we all lead.  It is as though I had just finished a chapter, put down my pen, closed the book and slept for very weariness. 

Now I am awake, refreshed, alert and I have started immediately on a new chapter, or perhaps it is a new book in a different dimension.  It does not matter whether this is a new book or only a new chapter.  It is still a continuation, a sequel to all that has been committed to memory in the last story.  There is a definite CONTINUING THREAD.  One meets old friends, tried companions, and former teachers.  From conversations and communions with them and through listening to their stories, the missing portions of one’s own experiences return to memory, and the pattern is built up anew.  Not that the pattern of the continued life was ever completely lost.  As the chief actor in my own particular drama, I had become as it were so immersed in the last act or chapter that 

The incidents, tragedies, lessons of the previous scenes had tended to grow misty.  But now I am beginning slowly and laboriously to piece together  these scenes into a whole, into a serialized effort at living.  Many of the incidents which have been jogged back into my memory by the confrontation of its co-actors long obscured in my consciousness come as a shock to me.  Could this have been how I thought, spoke, acted?   What great similarity there is in all the acts, yet how different!  The essence is steady and serene;  the persona changing and elusive.  As I meditate upon some flash of memory, some bead  on the chain of experiences wither on this plane, the earth plane or some other plane, the plan unfolds itself, only partially of course, to my fascinated gaze.  Did I pass up this great chance?  Did I respond in such a puerile way?  Did I not learn to listen to  those vague memory flashes that spoke to me from time to time during all the experiences which separatist thinking often turned into escapades?  Had I sunk so far into matter that I had FORGOTTEN lessons already learned, philosophies so often established, as real to my mind.   Truly, I must have. The comparisons fill me with dismay.

      [to be continued]    Reviewed from ‘Testimony of Light’ by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969..

Subject:
Rescue Circles (108) Music and ceremony. Frances moves to a higher plane. The continued need for rescue work.

Frances Banks had a little more to say about the value of festivals and ceremonies on earth, and about music, in which to her regret she had no talent or expertise in her lifetime here, being a visual rather than an aural person. As she said in the March 11th session, 1966:- 
Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before light can truly flow in.......      These festivals are accompanied, as always in ceremony, with music on a grander scale than anything that is performed on earth.  Yet I have never seen instruments such as were necessary for the production of such harmonies on earth.  The notes form and are trilled as though by some unseen performers.  There is no dissonance, but a growing ascendancy of some majestic theme; there is a swelling of harmony until a particular chord or note is reached and held.  That note seems to be the key, the aim, the object of the ceremony.  All movements, all voices raised in unison, all sounds from the spheres unite in experiment until the ascension of the right note, rather in the manner of a bird chorus at dawn, lifting gently into a grand finale with every bird throat pouring forth its contribution of sound. [This is very interesting to note, since the ancient secret chants handed down orally and aurally from thousands of years ago from generation to generation amongst the Hindu Brahmin priests, which finally were recorded in Sanskrit in the Rig Veda and other hymns, are said to have no meaning originally, but relate to the rhythm, pitch and structure of bird song.  R.R.]

Here, the note, when at last reached and sounded in full, is held and vibrated at a pitch of intensity which sweeps every soul into harmony.  Then light breaks though into the assembly.  Light surrounds us, lifts us, touches us, awakens us.  One finds oneself expressing, or trying to express, the note with all of one’s mind and all feeling and intensity of which one is capable.  One is singing, and yet not singing, with one voice, as in earthly choirs.  One is singing with the whole organism.

Thought, production, feeling, expression, aspiration and exaltation become united in one vast effort to capture and hold in consciousness that note, to live in and become the vibration of that ray of light expressed through the sounding note.  It is the ascendancy of the light.  It is union with the vast worlds of spirit.  It is the impregnation of matter with spiritual force.  It is the light universal, the light of which Christ spoke when he said:   ‘I am the light of the world.’   It is the light of all the worlds, of this world, of the physical world as well as of all higher, vaster worlds.  It is the light that penetrates and becomes essence in us. It is sound, harmony and light in one.  This is the ceremony of light!

When I was in the Community on earth, I loved the Ceremony of the Eucharist.  Yet now I realise how pale are the festivals and ceremonies performed with the separated consciousness of the human mind.  Yet these ceremonies are of value for they engender uplifting aspirations. The value, as I now see it, in ceremony is in the participator’s intensity of application, the intent with which the ritual is performed and followed.

On earth, I had little ear for music.  I believe that I explained in my book Frontiers of Revelation that all my impressions of other states were visual.  I rarely heard.  More often I saw or was aware of vibration about the physical bodies of my companions.  Here I am learning to achieve both the eye and the ear of light.  ..to see the light as well as to hear the vibrations of the different frequencies of light.

[Since Frances was aware that she would soon be moving on, and so be unable to communicate with Helen very often, she wanted to put across the following three important points:

(1)
There should be no fear of death, for the death of the body is but a gentle passing to a much freer life.

(2)
That all life is lived as a serial, that we go from one experience of living to another experience of living at a different rate, i.e. on a higher lever of awareness.

(3)
That much of what we thought praiseworthy on earth is mediocre to us in the light of wider knowledge, and conversely much for which we blamed ourselves and were blamed by others, is viewed here from a wider angle and even becomes merit!  That sounds like a contradictory statement, yet it makes sense when viewed from this freer angle.

[on April 15th, 1966, she said:-]
I am trying to function more and more in this body of light. I cannot sustain it for long yet, but I have the joy and bliss of the certainty of a further expansion which is available to us all.....this is a gradual process in earth consciousness of time to fulfil.....  The journey itself is compensation enough  for the trials of earth existence.

This was all that was heard from Frances for nearly seventeen months.  Then she began to talk of her new work, on September 3rd, and then on September 11th, 1967.
I have now passed on from my spate of service in the Home, to becoming one of a Group...working in what you would term mysticism...Expansion is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe...changing endlessly.  Even when the personality is released into conscious expansion, it still exists.  In an entity which had become deeply sunk into the illusion of material existence, or which has never developed the mental body of thought, nor made any contact with the soul, this  new state of existence can be one of extreme difficulty and confusion.  This explains why there are differing states or planes of expansion here.  The Shadow Lands do exist for those who cannot accept release from the imprisoned self, and in these shadows, [or state of Limbo] the poor entities remain until they themselves wish to find other and lighter abodes. [and here lies the reason for much spirit rescue and release work, which is the subject of this whole series. Richard R.]

To be continued.     The bare bones of Frances Banks’ communications have been reviewed here.   Interested readers should study the complete documents in Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969 and reprints.
Rescue Cirles (109)  Performing Last Rites to rescue a ghost.  The spirit body, communication by thought, and more about limbo.
One way of doing rescue work is by performing last rites on a ghost that haunts a property and causes disturbances for the inhabitants.  This is better than an exorcism, which may benefit the people living in a haunted house, but the spirit is usually banished to perdition, rather than sent into the light to be greeted and helped by loving friends, relatives and entities.   
So it is encouraging to read the account below, from the Waltham Forest Guardian for January 30, 2009, in which the last rites were performed for the earthbound soul of a highwayman.   There is one reservation I have, on noticing the final remark of Rev. Hayward who performed the ceremony.  He said: “Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.”  This seems to be the orthodox viewpoint for Christians still,where the afterlife is a place of eternal repose and rest.  This is contradicted by Frances Banks’ statements, in which she says that the afterlife is more active and awe-inspiring than anything we have experienced here.  Before continuing with her account, here is the article by Charlie Campbell, courtesy of a link from Victor Zammit’s weekly Friday Afterlife Report. In today’s edition he also mentions that a Christian church in Sydney, Australia, has refused permission for a Spiritualist church to use their premises.  Further evidence that orthodox Christianity is far from being ready to accept wider beliefs or expand their own consciousness.

WOODFORD GREEN: Medium claims ghost of highwayman pleaded innocence

By Charlie Campbell  

A MEDIUM who claims her family was stalked by the ghost of a notorious highwayman says the outlaw asked for his name to be cleared as his immortal soul was finally laid to rest. 
Bill Saunders was part of Dick Turpin’s Gregory Gang which terrorised travellers through Epping Forest during the early 18th century before being executed for his crimes. 
The Coughlan family, of Roding Lane North, Woodford Bridge, took the supposed stalking so seriously they called in exorcists. 
Helen Coughlan insists the ghost claims he was an innocent party in the gang murder and so has refused to pass over to the other side while known as a killer. 
Mrs Coughlan said she was delighted to help what she believes is a tortured soul finally leave her family home. 
She said: “There was a stench of rotting flesh whenever he was close as, while highwaymen were buried in consecrated ground, murderers were hung and their corpses allowed to decompose until they were nothing but bone. 
“He spoke to me and said that he had been staying around the place as he didn’t want to cross over as a murderer as he was innocent of the crime. 
“Now I can go to my brother Matthew’s room and it’s warm when before it would always be icy even if you turned on all the radiators and plug-in heaters. 
“We performed an exorcism which involves the last rites so now his soul has been commended to God and he seems  a lot freer now.” 
Epping Forest historian Peter Lawrence told the Guardian that Saunders was captured after a raid on a farm with other members of the Gregory Gang. 
He added: “Saunders was hanged at Tyburn - where Marble Arch is today - and then hung in chains in Edgware where his most heinous crimes were committed.” 
Rev Spencer Hayward performed the exorcism with his wife Janet. 

He said: “We use traditional methods of prayer with bibles and candles. Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.” 
_____________________________________________________________ 

In contrast, Frances Banks said that she felt awake, refreshed and alert once she moved on to higher planes in the afterlife. Before the transformation onto this higher plane of existence, on 15th April, 1966, she said:-   

I feel sometimes like a snake gradually shedding its skin.  These coils of lower density are slipping away from me.  I am emerging  from regrets of earth memories, from disillusions, from idealisations which become illusions, ephemeral  and of no true worth.  I am viewing each piece of skin which peels off from me in its right connection with the true self which it served to obscure, and more and more I become thankful for  the reality which  was there beneath the skin all the time.  This is the self [or soul] which is now becoming more and more outstanding, more revealed, more substantial.  That self is substantial light.   I realise that what is passing from me, like sloughing a skin, is insubstantial, impermanent, decomposing, as it drops from me into a dusty nothingness.  What is left is essentially light, is reality, is permanent and is true.  I call this my new body of light and that, indeed, is what it truly is.  A body of light, not dense and material and dull and heavy as the physical body, not insubstantial, shadowy and unreal as the astral body in which I have been sheltering, but brilliant, encelled with light, ethereal in that there is no weight, no dragging down into matter but is enmeshed with colour and beauty into form and substance.  Is that a difficult conception? ....  I am merging into it.   I still have a mind, I still have a body, but both are inevitably changing and because of that I feel as if I am emerging, like a grub from a chrysalis, into a butterfly.  Gradually I can function more readily and for deeper periods in my body of light, and in it, can commune with more advanced souls and imbibe their wisdom.

[After this Frances was unable to communicate with Helen Greaves for almost a year and a half, but returned on September 3rd 1967 to say] :-

You would rather talk than eat.  That still amuses me.  Perhaps that is why I want to let you know that here we talk and talk though we do not need to eat in the same sense in which we took food into our bodies in the earth life.  Yet our talk is different.  Here our conversations consist of a communing.  Mind speaks to mind.  On earth we made sounds, formulated words with varying vibrations or with different meanings and we employed tonal emphasis to express our purpose.  In this further life, speech as sound is not needed.  Vibration is everything.  It is sufficient that we formulate and breathe out a strong thought for this to communicate itself to other minds.  We give and receive thought impressions.  They carry our true meaning so that deceptive words cannot imply other than what we think, as is the case with much of the word sound of the personality.  What a pity, you will say, that this is not the common order in earth life, where idle talk can cause strife and bitterness....

For me now in my new state, talk is food.  Communion with the group and with the great souls at its centre is my nourishment, my bread and wine, my staff of true life.

September 11th, 1967

Expansion.  That is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe and I emphasise the word still because we always have inhabited  this world and the death of the physical sheath only serves to clear our vision.  The world of the physical is expanding, changing endlessly, though most souls in that state of physical existence cannot make the link with the ephemeral personality strong enough to be able to realise that expansion.....  We always possess a soul-body, or, can I put it another way, a soul extends out to each of us, but for millions of those in physical incarnation the link with the soul body is so ephemeral as to be almost non-existent.  Thus, on arrival here, after the physical change called death, such entities find themselves naked to their brethren.  That does not mean without clothing in the physical sense, but minus the protective and creative vibrations of the soul.  It is as though they lacked an outer skin, also they no longer feel in command of themselves or their situation.  They are lost and confused, therefore a prey to unprogressed entities who lurk in the shadows.  Sometimes they feel still bound to familiar scenes of their earth life.  Sometimes they exist  in a semiconscious dream, whilst helpers and loved ones await their return to awareness.  The duration and density of this state [of limbo] must necessarily depend on the reality of materialism to them, i.e., the glamour of earth life, the illusion of the temporal state [Alice Bailey’s guide and teacher wroter much about this.  Whether such knowledge is useful or harmful depends on who is using it.  Give a stick of dynamite to an ignorant (and innocent) toddler, and he will blow himself up.  Give it to an engineer, and he may be able to form the foundations of a great building with it. R.R.].  A good man or woman, kindly, unselfish, seeking God during life, yet without knowledge or understanding of survival, has nothing to fear.  His good deeds have already attracted those who can guide and help to adjust to these new conditions and, under instruction, he will learn the aspirational approach to the soul. 

To be continued, with more about expansion on the other side.       Extracts selected and reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman  1969, and the Waltham Forest Guardian, January 30, 2009.

Rescue Circles (110)    Expansion on the other side. Continuation of life there.  The true Revelation: there is no death. The importance of our awareness of survival of death, about which religion says very little. 

Frances Banks continued to talk of how expansion of consciousness worked out on the higher plane she had now reached. 
The soul expands its knowledge and wisdom into the surviving personality.  This process may be disseminated over long periods of earth time…sometimes even hundred of your earth years, according to the progression, or non-progression of the entity.  But always there are Brethren of the Way [or helpers] to assist one who desires progress.    The desire originates in the entity itself after reparation has been made for wrongs done and existing lower passions have been cleansed, healed and released.  When partial cleansing has been affected, the next step towards Light is Service and many dear souls spend their transition stages in service to those still living in the hells of their own creation.  Such service, [which we are calling Rescue Work] voluntary and compassionate, strengthens the link with the waiting self or soul.  Yet always that self waits to expand INTO the entity.  

There are many facets to such expansion.  Loving service is but one.  The progressing entity is still in need of education into that knowledge and wisdom which the soul possesses and for this purpose, numbers of groups exist here and, I am led to believe, function on every plane.  The progressing entity is drawn by the law of attraction to a group progressed to that stage which will express, for him [or her] the intensity of awareness which he is now capable of receiving. 
All is expansion here, but expansion in stages.  This Law is exact.  No entity can propel itself forward into a group until its emotional, mental and spiritual expansion at least is comparable with the fringe of that group’s awareness.  This is an important statement.  Think it well through to its conclusions.  Here, illusion, glamour and self-deception are of no avail.  One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel. The mask has been shed with the physical body.  The developing light body, its dimness or its brilliance, is apparent, especially to members of the group to which the quality of such light permits graduation…..One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel.  Of course, if you examine an earth personality, the phrase holds good on that level also.  Clothes reveal [the man or woman – and body language]..  Instinctively when in the body we formed judgements of people whom we met by their appearance at first, that is, the brightness or dullness of their dress, the choice of colour, style, their smartness or lack of neatness.  

As above so below – the rules hold.  Only on this level of consciousness dress and style are not created by those who lead fashions.  We create that which clothes, i.e., surrounds us, from the residue of our thoughts, words, acts and aspirations which we have brought over with us.  One begins to learn, and to apply, this Law of Creation from the moment of awareness of one’s survival in another dimension. 

Frances Banks in spirit, September 1967. 

[This is a very important point to be aware of.  Right now, as we think about the matter, in this material world, we have come to the conclusion that very few of us think about, or are even interested in the subject of survival.  Even our religions say little about it, apart from encouraging or coercing us to believe that only with their help and ceremonies will we survive at all.  They do nothing to prepare us for the afterlife, and we would have little help, if it were not for  a few brave independent thinkers and our mediums who are able to put us in touch with the loved ones who HAVE survived and can tell us that there IS an afterlife. 
That is a FACT. I have heard and seen some of my deceased loved ones, and had independent evidential communications through some excellent mediums, The writings I compile here merely corroborate my personal experience, otherwise I would not have bothered to search so far into the past.  What I CAN say without hesitation is that ALL those on the other side whose words appear in these articles, and in all the Spiritualist and Spiritist  books and journals are STILL ALIVE in the world of spirit, even though they may not be currently communicating with us. 

Let us look at this topic of survival and the afterlife more closely. First of all, life and death are part of a process over which we have little control.  We may have made tremendous discoveries about the human genome recently,  and played around with genetic modification, but we cannot create life or change the processes known to us.  An acorn produces an oak tree, not a sheep or a bird.  The process of human conception, birth, growth, aging and death is locked into the greater life plan or blueprint of creation, or evolution, or biological differentiation, call it what we will.  The process may be modified, but cannot be changed.  So in death, when a human being dies, what is released from the chrysalis of the body, so to speak, is the butterfly of the spirit, after having lived a very indulgent earthy life as a caterpillar. This spirit has always belonged to the soul, which continues its journey of progression in what we broadly call heaven, the afterlife, the beyond  or the world of spirit.  So each of us can say, like the song, “I Will Survive.” 

Rather than talk about the SURVIVAL OF DEATH, we should really say the CONTINUATION OF LIFE, the serialized life which Frances Banks is talking about.  There is really no death, but like the caterpillar turning into a chrysalis then into a butterfly, there is a continuous life process or change of forms, within which the spirit continues on, surviving if you like to say, all the changes and experiencing each unique existence. 

No person, guru, prophet, doctor, scientist, government, church, army or police force can control or change this life process.  No belief, prayer, ritual or ceremony makes any difference to the process of conception, birth, life and death. The cycle repeats itself.  We may have personal choice in our place and person of incarnation, and then within the social processes of marriage, way of dying, and inheritance, but none of these choices will alter what happens to the individual mind, personality, soul and spirit when the body dies and is discarded. Our personal choices in that existence on earth may affect the level of our existence in spirit, it is true – the quality of our life over there will reflect the quality of our being when we leave the earth.   But however that may be, we will survive.  Our life goes on. 

It goes on, and the conditions it experiences can be observed and assessed  from all the accounts given in these various communications to individual sitters, in home circles, and at larger services and meetings.  The individual spirits’ stories explain their situation, how they have got lost, found themselves in a gloomy limbo, or gradually awakened,  or gone straight to a home or heavenly residence, or taken part in various activities and ceremonies, or gone to places of study and learning, creativity and joy, or in contrast, places of atonement for wrongdoing. 

Put together all these reports, as we have been doing here, to add to the various books on the afterlife, the summerland, the private heavens and hells and journeys beyond.  We have talked about those often, and they are available on the internet. After assessing this literature, we can begin to obtain a general idea of what we have been calling survival of death or the afterlife, or continuation of life. Can we call it eternal life, or immortality?  

We have to think this out for ourselves, since our religions will not cover the ground, nor will science, which slows down the process of understanding by demanding replicable proof.  Now, life is not a court of law, neither is it a scientific laboratory, which is ideal for experiments and tests, but is no place for living human or spiritual experience. So while home rescue circles and independent mediums continue their fine work today, I will continue to ferret out reports from the past to add to our general information about the greater life in spirit.   I hope to make them as interesting and relevant as possible. 

The important thing to remember in these accounts is that the people on the other side were and still are living people.  Those mediums, sitters and researchers in the further past are no longer with us but are now in spirit themselves, with the others whom they formerly brought through to communicate with us, but wherever they are now, they are all alive still at their appropriate level of existence, and we will one day be following in their footsteps, and perhaps meet them.  That is not such a bleak future for us, is it? 

With regard to the future, people who are concerned about predictions of changes and transformations in 2012 or at any other time really should not worry.  After all, this universe will be churning on for a few billion years yet, by which time we will all have progressed farther into the spirit planes.  Whatever happens here is of little consequence in comparison with the greater life.  

      Coming back to earth, I’ve attended many funerals and burials and memorial services, and before I came to my knowledge of mediumship and Spiritualism, I always believed like everyone around me that the person who died had really gone forever.  The coffin  was closed and sealed for the last time, the soil dropped on the box, then covered with more soil and buried  or the body cremated and the ashes scattered -  so that person, sadly, would not return or continue to exist.  So I believed.  But twenty years later, with a new understanding, I realize that we just say farewell to the person’s physical presence, not to his or her spirit, with which the journey of life continues.  So now I know that none of these people we bury and lament over are dead.  They are very much alive and continue to be so.  Everyone lives on. We really have to get our head round this.  It makes all the difference.  That is the true REVELATION which Jesus and all the other prophets and saints tried to get across to us – and failed, not because  their efforts were inadequate, but because of our ignorance and inability to understand what they were, and are saying.     Those prophets had just found out what every medium knows, that the dead are not dead, but alive in spirit.  That is the only Revelation we need to know.  

    The Book of Revelation is not a prediction of doomsday, the end times, the day of judgment or Armageddon, which was a siege and battle thousands of years in the PAST, which has ALREADY HAPPENED!   What IS the truth is that there is no doomsday scenario, no end to life, just change of form, a natural process, which will happen to all of us, and then progress on to the next planes of existence, not for this physical  body, which we may have become too attached to, the greedy caterpillar, but for the spirit body within, the butterfly hidden within the caterpillar and chrysalis, which finally flies away.  

The Church has misinterpreted the spiritual doctrines of revelation and turned it into scare tactics.  Somehow we want to make so much more of life than it already is.  We get so attached to this material life that we want it to last forever.  So we fabricate miracles and sensational phenomena and superstitious practices, and even fabricate gods and miracle workers when none of that is accurate or even necessary.  We are all immortal, already.  It is just that we cannot hold on to this material form beyond one lifetime.  That is the cycle of life for all creatures on this planet.  The lifespan of cells, organisms and greater creatures varies from a second or two to several hundred years, but all are mortal.  Just the species is relatively immortal, reproducing its kind from generation to generation and its spiritual blueprint probably capable of incarnating and propagating itself in various galaxies and other dimensions. 

The Revelation is not an ascension or literal resurrection, but just an awakening and a realization by each one of us that we are spirit.  This knowledge could bring us back to mature, responsible living in this decadent age where most people ignore ethics, morals and spirituality, and the suffering around the world, where among other things, there are 33 MILLION refugees fleeing abusive, destructive and anarchical regimes. Certain terrorists are destroying schools because they do not want women to be educated. And so the way of the world continues, offering some joy and much  suffering amidst birth and death.  What is the quality of our spirit as it tries to survive here? 

This lack of balance will be with us for quite some time, but there will not be a second Armageddon.  The divine plan is for progress, it has been all along, not destruction, except for the natural process of disintegration of the unhealthy, outworn, obsolete and decaying..  So what is happening around us is a wake-up call to improve the QUALITY of our living, not just striving  greedily for unregulated growth, profit and quantity.] 

More from Frances Banks in episode 111.  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearkan, 1969.  

Back to Basics.  Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time. 
It shows how inadequate our language is when we stumble over words and definitions about the afterlife,  and such a pity when we cannot agree,  when we have such a wonderful message to give the world - that life continues for all of us, our body/brain being merely a rented vehicle.  Our soul is eternal. 

We really do not have to be saved or converted, or adhere to a fixed, immutable belief system, in order to survive death.  In the past, people have converted from one faith to another in order to avoid persecution or execution, and even today in order to be able to marry the person they are in love with. That type of conversion may not be genuine, but mere practical expediency.   At least those of us who come to Spiritualism from other religions, like Frances Banks, have done so through personal conviction and direct experience. At least, that is what happened in my case.  We have had direct contact with the other side, proving beyond doubt, at least to us, that our loved ones are still alive and that we will also survive death. 

I think it is healthy if we can agree to differ.  It is throwing away the baby with the bathwater, so to speak, if we cannot accept past traditions, the great art, music, architecture and literature we have inherited from religion.  The imagery, metaphors, language, parables, legends and allegories are useful in helping to describe and understand the indescribable.    
Even the spirits and guides who communicate from the other side cannot agree on many issues, probably because they are speaking from different levels and planes of existence and experience.  So let us agree on our Principles, and leave other topics open for discussion â€“ they will not be resolved until we ourselves have been on the other side and awakened to the higher planes of existence. 
If we start of specify that a spiritualist believes this and that, or has to believe this, or not believe in that, and proscribe words as not permissible in the Spiritualist vocabulary, then we will start nit-picking, stumbling over words and definitions and theories and conjectures, and we will move away from the marvelous truth that we possess, which reveals that this life on earth is one episode in the serial story of each personâ€™s individual life, one stage of the soulâ€™s journey.  Hence  survival â€“ no death â€“ continuation of existence, purpose and meaning to this life, and proof that the soul is immortal â€“ eternal.  We could perhaps add these ideas to qualify our Principles. 
Some people want or need rules and regulations, others want guidelines, yet others want freedom to explore, compare and make up their own mind.  Some want to remain in one sect or religion, while others accept all religions and branches  of science as different facets of the truth of life, none complete in themselves but providing a mosaic which embraces the total human experience which in itself is only one facet of the greater reality. The words God, Love-Wisdom, the Tao, and the other countless expressions for the Divine Intelligence or Supreme Power show how impossible it is to define what we are talking about. 
Frances Banks herself went deep into her Catholic faith, through prayer and meditation, and though those disciplines and techniques stood her in good stead, in the end she found that belief system wanting in light of her personal experience, so she had to renounce her vows and leave â€“ not convert to another faith, but explore the same ground that Spiritualism covers.  She may continue to use Catholic and Christian terminology in describing her personal journey beyond the veil, but that should not deter us from studying what she has to say and perhaps try to translate it into our own terms and understanding.   
So here is some more information from one higher plane of existence given by Frances Banks, which was transmitted on October 13th, 1967.   She continues to explain why there may be a time lag between dying and the spiritâ€™s awakening to full consciousness, which calls for outside help or rescue work, in some cases. 
FRANCES        -       Sometimes there is considerable space from the moment of withdrawal from the physical body to the moment of awareness, such a space depending for its duration, as we have already mentioned, on the familiarity or non-familiarity of the entity with life after human transition, with belief or non-belief in persisting consciousness, the strength and tenacity of materialistic concepts and, of course, the records of the life just ended.  [The person may not be aware that he or she has died, is dead, and yet  still exists, alive, as it were, on another plane]. 
But when such awareness becomes, so to speak, settled, then dawns the realization that one clothes oneself .  During the first stages of this new and rather exciting consciousness, the pleasure of creating costumes and colours fulfills a need and is often much enjoyed.  On the other hand, a dress which had acquired meaning on earth will be assumed, sometimes for the satisfaction of the soul, sometimes as a penance, and sometimes for the joy or peace the wearing of it had afforded the soul.  During my service in the Home [where she nursed some of those who had just died with the help of her former companion nuns], I dressed myself in the habit of the Order to which I had belonged on earth and in which most of my fellow servers had also been professed.  This was necessary to me for various private reasons though during some phases of this experience,  I allowed myself the pleasure of creating the well-remembered colours and fashions of my later earth years [after she had renounced her vows and left the religious order].  
At last came the opportunity to pursue the progress onwards which I so eagerly desired.  By similarities of mind and aspiration I was drawn towards a Group.  Eagerly I communed with them.  My joy was deep and strong when I realized that I had, indeed, found my own Group even though I knew myself to be only on the outer fringe of their activities.  And here may I emphasise the value of the Group consciousness which we had practiced and struggled to attain together.  The groove which we had forged into our consciousness of Group responsibility at soul level, of unity at the Centre, of Group growth of the divine qualities into our composite whole, all this was of inestimable help in my entry into, and understanding of, the Law of Group work. 

Gradually I became aware of my fellows as arrayed in colours as in garments and by the depth or brightness or soberness or brilliance of their surround I came to know, not only their characters, but their individual advance into the Spiritual Realms.  This was indeed most revealing, yet humbling.  I saw that now I must discard the habit to which I had clung.  It had served its usefulness.  I must wear what I am as a garment. The thought was terrifying.  What was I?  Dare I stand before my Group companions in the new habit of my thought?  Would the colours be somber or bright?  Long and earnestly I talked with others who were in very much the same predicament, and I meditated earnestly on what I wanted to be that such may be presented in truthful Light about me. 
This is a new stage.   I am still a neophyte.  It is the preparatory stage (concentration before meditation in the earthly technique) of working down into oneself to discover what one really is; the utterly honest summing up of oneâ€™s faculties both mental and aspirational and then letting forth of whatever Light has dawned, into a shape.  Let your Light so Shine  - has a solid meaning here. 
Gradually the garment evolves, the colour settles, and you are arrayed as you really are.  You have assumed your Light.  In other words, the surviving personality is reunited with at least a part of the true Soul body. 
Life excites you.  Mind grows into clarity, expansiveness, creativeness.  You are, you live.  You can now take your rightful place in the Group, albeit only on the outer ring.  Your ascent into consciousness has begun.   You are clothed in raiment of Light as your fellows.  Now your Light can mingle with their brilliance and become One in intensity.  Thought and aspiration grow into joy and ecstasy.  Channels of wisdom and 
knowledge open to you, beauty becomes a living reality. 
This is the breakthrough I had longed for when in the physical body.  It never manifested in intensity then.  Flashes of awareness but served to deepen the hunger of the personality for the soulâ€™s radiance.  Perhaps this clarity of consciousness is not possible in the materialism of earth life.   I cannot know the answer to that.  All I realize now exphasises the reality and practicality of Jesusâ€™ teachings.  Within is the Kingdom of Heaven.  Seek ye first the Kingdom of Heaven and all these things shall be added unto you. Al, all was with me then, as now, but the veil of glamour and illusion barred my sight, as it still veils Reality for most dwellers on the earth. 

Step upon step into greater Light lies ahead of me, yet truly it suffices.  One step enough for meâ€¦.. 
To be continued.    Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.  Comments by Richard R.
Rescue Circles (112) Pre-existence and the Group Soul.

There are different mystical traditions which describe us as belonging to one of Seven Rays, or Seven Roles in Essence, each associated with one of the colours in the aura,  and with the seven chakras, namely some form of King or Queen or Royalty, some kind of Priest or Religious Person, a Soldier or military leader, a Scholar or Intellectual,  A Sage or Wise Person, An Artisan or Craftsman, and finally, a Servant or Slave.  
These are spiritual qualities of being, or are meant to be.  Unfortunately, in human society this spiritual classification deteriorated into the caste or class system, or other forms of  exclusive and privileged hierarchical organization,  with the Priestly Class or Brahmin becoming the most powerful, followed by Royalty, and then down through the other roles to the outcasts at the very bottom.      In spiritual reality, each person is as important as the next, never mind what the role.  A sage spirit may incarnate as a servant, while a king or queen  on earth, may belong to the artisan role in spirit.    So when Frances Banks talks about her belonging to a Soul Group, it is probably an organization of like souls in this way, all belonging to the same type of role.   This is how we can begin to understand how our proclivities and inclinations, and the type of people we really are done. 
From the various communications we have received from spirit, we have enough material to be able to put together a picture of the different types, regions and levels of home we can go back to when we pass, and what life will be like there. We will certainly have some place to go.  But to offer this information to others is difficult.  You can bring a horse, or donkey, to water, but you cannot force him to drink! .  We cannot force people to look ahead or try to understand about survival, unless they want to, show an interest, or ask questions. The churches have led us all astray with the carrot of celestial rewards for service or gaining merit and brownie points with attendance, donations and acceptance of a creed.  If we will only believe what they teach, buy indulgences and so forth, and receive the last rites, we are bound to go to heaven.  But really, we do not need any of this.  In the natural process of birth, life and death,  we will die and progress anyway, whatever we believe or do not believe.   The fewer rigid fixed ideas and beliefs we have, the more open and aware we shall be to negotiate our own transition, and like Frances Banks, we will soon start to enjoy our life on the other side. 
Some people  will not read or examine accounts of the afterlife since they think the subject is morbid or deals with some kind of cloud cuckoo land or pie in the sky, as far from reality as science fiction or the man in the moon.  Others think Spiritualists are simple-minded or mentally challenged. 
It is hard to get the media involved unless there’s something paranormal or sensational to report, a supposed miracle if not a murder or case of fraud.  I sent some transcripts around to TV stations and major newspapers, but not one took up the communications from   the spirit of a 9/11 terrorist pilot or a victim of that attack on the Twin Towers.  It is a pity, since all these rescue reports give us some clues about the afterlife.  There is enough information in them  for us to assess our own future prospects.  Enough to give us hope and confidence. 
I think rather than force people to share our ideas we can best talk about what we know, when asked, and at other times, when counseling the bereaved, the depressed and the confused, we can offer a few ideas which help reveal an optimistic view of the purpose of life.  After attending to the details of practical living and looking after oneself, family, friends and colleagues, with respect,  we can direct their attention away towards what is of lasting value, namely, quality of life, to be found in love, caring, sharing, service and beauty striven for in  a multitude of possible activities and studies, all of which can be taken with us when we pass. 
There is one correction to make in the previous episode.   I referred to Frances Banks as belonging to a Catholic sisterhood.  Actually, it was Anglican, the Community of the Resurrection, at Grahamstown in South Africa.  It was members of this sect whom she met again when she reached the other side: Mother Florence, some of the sisters and Father Joseph.    My apologies for the misinformation. Now here is Frances Banks communicaing with medium Helen Greaves,  continuing her account of the Group of souls she had re-joined, located on a higher plane. 
October 14th, 1967. 

HELEN GREAVES        -     How did you know that you belonged to this particular Group?  How did you contact the Group and what credentials did you have which enabled you to be accepted by the other members? 

FRANCES BANKS     -      This was not a case of contacting this Group as though for the first instance.  From time immemorial it seems that I have been attached to it. [This would once again suggest the pre-existence of the soul. R.R.] 

Now this is a reunion.  Is this such a mystery?  Every soul has its place in the divine scheme of living.  Every soul belongs to a group and forms an integral part of a group soul.  I do.  You do.  The meanest beggar in the street does, the greatest genius does.  A Group Soul is constituted of souls at individual levels of progress, each complementing the others to make a Whole.  One is part of a Group Soul as one is part of a family in the physical sense; a family relationship may be temporary, but a soul relationship is eternal. 
The question of twin souls, about which much nonsense and speculation is made on 

earth, can be explained by the hypothesis of two souls belonging to the same Group but drawn close in harmony because they are at equal stages of progression and because they have advanced conspicuously together.  This gives them similar vibrations and a corresponding pull of attraction.  But all souls consituting a Group Soul experience this drawing together in harmony towards each other, whether they are functioning in material bodies or are traversing the stages here in the  life of the spirit.  Group Souls preside over universal movements, over great causes  and thus members of one spiritual family are often attracted to each other by mutual interests, by special life work as well as by external links.  They work together, may indeed share their lives in partnership, or may only meet occasionally as they work in some particular project.  Sometimes, by what appears to be a perverse fate, members of the same group are separated, born into the apparently wrong camps.  Their lives become tragic, often futile in their repeated efforts to rejoin their similar companions and their rightful work.  Strangely enough many never find their right niche.  Often they live and die as outcasts.  But, as the entire complement of a Group Soul is never in complete incarnation at the same time, i.e., there is always an integrated part  of the Group on this side, the outcasts, after their transition here and after they have gained consciousness of their state and have attained to at least some measure of Light, rejoin their own Groups. 
HELEN GREAVES    -     How many Group Souls are there?   

FRANCES     -       I cannot answer that.    So far as I have gleaned their number must be uncountable.  I also understand that, at higher levels of consciousness,  Group Souls unite to form greater units.  This, I reason, must be the continued Law of Progress into Divinity which is a Unity, a Oneness, a total mysterious and glorious whole.  But only thus far dare I aspire to the Divine Plan.  Here  and now I am privileged to be enabled to touch only the fringe of the consciousness of Groups working at this level and to cooperate with them. 

To the extent therefore of my present comprehension I have endeavoured to reply to your question.  You will appreciate, I trust, that no credentials as such (except my own aspiration and reparation for past wasted opportunities)  were needed for entry into my Group.  I was, so to speak, assimilated into it, for it was my rightful place. 
[to be continued]  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Rescue Circles (113) The scepticism of the Press. Oliver Lodge still communicating at the same time as Frances Banks. 
A writer from Australia answers my bemusement about the scepticism and lack of interest shown by the media and the press about medmiumship (todays’ San Diego Union-Tribune article mentioned by Robert Egby apty pinpoints this attitude.*  It must be a slow news day, to dig out a case of fraud from 120 years ago!) . The press rejects  communications from those spirits who passed on 9/11, even when such messages come through well-known mediums like John Edward.   The writer says that a large share of the ownership of these organisations lies in the hands of our major religions, who have huge vested interests both in editorial concerns, as well as in real estate and industry.  So Spiritualism and communications with the dead are anathema to them, if not the work of the devil! Also, they do not want to offend the advertisers, who financially support the media more than the subscribers, readers and viewers.   So we are fighting a losing battle if we try to use the media to further our cause.   Perhaps he is right.   Ours is not the way of the world. 
Another communicator from Australia is Sir Oliver Lodge, coming through the trance mediumship of George Eldred in Melbourne  between 1966 and 1968, around the time that Frances Banks was concluding her talks with Helen Greaves in England.  George Eldred was one of the mediums belonging to the longest running rescue group, an offshoot of the Society of Psychic and Occult Scientific Research, founded in Melbourne in 1900 by Edgar Tozer and medium Florence Hanger.    Since we have discussed predictions of the end times and other changes foreseen for the year 2012, it is interesting to see what Sir Oliver had to say forty years ago. 

OLIVER LODGE       -            I used to think when I was living in the physical body that all that mattered was the scientific side of psychicism – that nothing mattered at all apart from the scientific side, but you know,  I’ve changed my mind, because I realize that however much science probes, there is never any finality.   I have reached a finality now, I know!  I know where I am going, and I think you do too.  

If you can give somebody on this plane that you are living on, if you can give them a helping hand, and it perhaps hurts you to do this, then, by gad, you are a pure Spiritualist!  I don’t say you have got to believe in any airy fairy things that happen beyond the clouds.  I say learn to live, and love your fellow man on earth.  Learn to help him when he is down.  Then you are a Spiritualist, and you are doing the work that those who have gone on before  have done and are still doing.  

It is time that the ignoramuses of the world were taken to task and taught that if they are going to live at peace, if there is going to be peace in the world, then there has got to be  Spiritualism.  It can’t come any other way.  Because what does the belief in Spiritualism teach you?  It teaches  that if you are evil on the earth, then you have our own conscience to combat when you go one step higher after death.  You are your own judge – and who wants to live in darkness?  Who wants to live in eternal mist?   Man MUST be taught that life does continue in the same fashion, in the same way, as it is upon the earth plane.  He has got to KNOW, and that is why we are working night and day.  Many conflicting news items take the place of a good solid book, or a good solid philosophy. 

But man HAS got to be brought back to it [spiritual knowledge or wisdom] otherwise he is going to destroy himself.  Man is heading for destruction. 

[True – since 1966 when Sir Oliver was speaking, the war in Vietnam escalated, there was the Cultural Revolution led by the young Red Guards in China, then the Cambodian Genocide, many troubles in Northern Ireland and Central and South America, the Gulf War, then genocide in the Balkans, Rwanda, the Congo and other parts of Africa, and now Darfur and Zimbabwe, not to mention suicidal terrorism and the refugee problem,  
natural disasters and the present financial crisis.  
God is not going to bail us out of our difficulties, as our governments are helping the banks out in this financial crisis.  All of us as God’s representatives, or spirit envoys sent on assignment to earth to give humanitarian aid, we have to sort things out for ourselves.  We are responsible for the good and the bad here, and with a little help from the spirit world, if we keep our connections open, we will succeed.  But first of all we must know what we are doing, and make an effort to raise the standard of thought, conduct, values and ethics.  So, those of us with some knowledge of Spiritual philosophy and second sight can continue with our rescue work, helping lost and stray spirits as well as those on earth with problems of all kinds.   The best way, here, first of all, is to have a loving attitude and then provide practical assistance with money, food, shelter, clothing, health care and acceptance of all people’s  right to exist, together with love and attention, and  then firm direction towards education,  independence and self-help and creative enterprise when they are back on their feet. Otherwise there will always be a lazy crowd waiting for handouts!  

Most important, as I discussed in the previous post, we should share our knowledge of the other world, and the Spiritualist philosophy, whenever there is an opportunity to do so.  We need not use Spiritualist terminology, if we know that that is going to cause fear or argument. R.R.] 
LODGE               -                       If humankind does not realise that this destruction will hamper him in his spiritual evolution,  then what are we going to have on this side?  We are going to have nothing but chaos and darkness.  And that is what is brought to our side of life here by so many religious ignoramuses coming over here.  One of your greatest Christian sects are the worst offenders.  They are hidebound in their orthodoxy.  They bring darkness, they bring great dark clouds over on our side.  They make it uncomfortable, embarrassing, for many on this side of life.   I’ll tell you a story.  No so very long ago, I was present when a high dignitary of the Christian sect I was just talking about suddenly came over to our side.  We all knew him by repute, consequently we were there to meet him, and what did he do?  He completely ignored us.  Why?  Because he wanted to find the Virgin Mary first.  He said that if he didn’t find the Virgin Mary, then he was a dead duck!  You see, that’s the point!   
I have been very happy since I finished with my old physical body.  I have found plenty to do.  When you people who are listening to me now at last decide to make the journey, and you do make this decision [when to die] or your spirit does, there will be one thought, one anxiety in your mind - how useful will I be able to be?  What can I do to be helpful to mankind?  Because when you view mankind from our side, as I do, as we all do - you will be astounded.  You will be not only astounded, but you will also be disgusted at the ROTTENNESS that exists in the world of today.  It has always existed, and it is no worse today than it has ever been, but I am only seeing it now with a pair of eyes that have telescopic sights - as you will  when you come over here.  We do not only see it in one confined spot, but we can see large populated areas at the same time.  

[ Sir Oliver had a lot more to say then  and on other occasions.  I will leave that to another article, to include Lodge’s work as a researcher and scientist before he passed. Now we will return to England, and to Frances Banks talking to Helen Greaves, on October 14th, 1967.] 
HELEN GREAVES     -    How were you brought into communion with this particular Soul Group? 

FRANCES BANKS     -     Do you recall in the early communications from the Rest Home to which I first graduated for service [after dying]  I recounted the story of a certain doctor, the surgeon who had, whilst in the earth body, fallen a victim to drug addiction?  You remember that, with him, I visited a Group and was in communication with a number of advanced souls. On several visits I met and communed with these minds which have reached high standards of consciousness and wisdom.  Sometimes they patiently explained Group workings to me.  One, a fine and illumined soul, instructed me - Seek for your own place.  Ask that Light may open your mind to that which is for you;  that your vibratory rate may be increased to respond to the vibration of your Group; that you may become aware of them, for they are close beside you. 

For long I meditated on these words.  Suddenly, as I looked upon my old friend Father Joseph when we were attending a patient in the Home, I beheld, not the usual brown habit with which I have always associated him, but a surround [aura] of glorious blue which clothed him.  It seemed that I looked right into him.  My inner eyes were opened.  I knew.  His smile was gentle but all understand as he said:  My child, welcome home! 
The words were sufficient, the contact was made.  It had been necessary for me to await enlightenment, but he had always known.  I found it difficult to leave the Home and Mother Florence, where I had been so happy.  But the prospect of progress was inspiring.  Besides, I was comforted by learning that Mother Florence from time to time would be visiting the Group to which I was going, as she too was one with it, yet chose to remain at her duties in the Home  until all her flock had been safely welcomed to this side of life. 

I cannot make explicit to you the mechanics of my move to the Group partly because I yet am not entirely cognisant of all that occurred myself, and partly because there is no pocket of thought in your mind which could receive such information.  This I can offer for your comprehension and that of the readers;  whilst I was meditating in my golden garden, I found myself transported back to that temple of learning where once before I dared to penetrate.  Only this time Father Joseph was with me.  Together we joined a cluster of entities about a teacher.  Immediately I experienced a rise of consciousness, an upsurge of joy, a mingling of unity and harmony which coloured my whole being.  I cannot explain this in any other terms, though I doubt whether they will have the same connotation for you. 
I knew this was right for me.  I had come into my own.  There was no definite acceptance, the entire operation was unobtrusive and simple, yet I had the conviction that all was well, that I was amidst my fellow-travellers on the way. 

What is this Group called?  I flashed silently to Father Joseph.  He smiled. 

What you have always sought.   Reality! 

Then I knew it for the extension of that reaching out for Spiritual Truth and creative force which, when on earth, we had termed mysticism.  [Frances had always had an inquisitive, enquiring mind. Here was the first phase of the search for Mystical Union but on a higher level, and without the incubus of earth personality and the fluctuating interference of the fleshly desire body. 
Subject:
Rescue Circles (104)   The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 

Rescue Circles (104) The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 
This series is about how lost or confused spirits can be helped to move on to their allotted place in the different levels and spheres of the afterlife, or more correctly, in the greater life of spirit. 
A lot of this help and rescue and release would be unnecessary if the facts of life after death were taught here and now, well before death, while we are young and able to think about things, and able to understand.  We need to know now the truth of the immortal spirit within us, and facts about the afterlife, and about spiritual law.  The essential knowledge needs to be  taught more widely in school, church and university.  However, conservative and traditional beliefs and unscientific scepticism have prevented much headway being made until now.  Luckily the broadcast media and the internet is spreading knowledge of the life of the spirit, and not many people now go to their death without some idea of an existence beyond, a heaven or a spiritual existence, or a continuation of our thought processes and our personalities, with the opportunity to learn more, to make up for lost opportunities and atone for our misdeeds, and continue to progress on the path to eternity. 

Frances Banks was one who knew much before she died of both religious doctrine and mysticism and also the findings of psychical research.  We have already looked at her rescue work, both of offenders within the prison system while she was alive, and of lost souls on the other side.  She came back to communicate with her friend, the medium Helen Greaves, and wanted to spread this general knowledge of the afterlife by having Helen write her books.  She described her own personal experiences of the magnificent life beyond, and I thought it would be instructive to study what she has to say, before continuing with other examples of spirit  rescue and release work.  

As you will see, Frances was able to take her knowledge, learning and skills with her to the other side, when she died, in spite of suffering from cancer and finishing her life here in a coma.  This is an encouraging sign for those who may lose their mind before they pass, suffering from memory loss, if not Alzheimer’s disease, or loss of mobility, or perhaps being physically or mentally challenged all their lives. The retarded boy in one of the accounts turned out to be an advanced soul, and though seemingly dull-witted, he was quite aware in his spirit senses, if not in his physical brain, of all that happened around him, and he knew who really loved him.  Senility, mental or physical illness and other afflictions are only temporary conditions.  Once the bridge is crossed, and the physical body is left behind,  the mind and spirit and personality will return to full awareness (with or without spirit rescue work, depending on the circumstances).  Also, skills which were not able to be developed on earth can be acquired on the other side.  Frances herself had no musical skills during her lifetime, much to her regret. However, she made up for lost time  once she passed, as she describes in the following episodes.  

Anyone in a coma, in a vegetative state, hypnotised, anaesthetised, on life support, in a fever, desperately ill, or just asleep, all these people are fully aware of all that is going on around them, from the view-point of their spirit body.  When they die, they can return  if they wish and communicate all the details of what took place  while they were hospitalised.   If they recover and return to life, they may or may not be able to communicate or remember details of the near death experience, while they were ill or under anaesthetics.  
It is probably frustrating for a spirit to be conscious and alive and yet, because of brain damage or the effects of a stroke or nervous disorder, be unable to communicate in any way, or move they way they used to.  The mind and awareness of the spirit within is ever present, but can’t always be accessed. 

We should always treat people with love and respect whether they may be in a coma, whether retarded or mentally challenged or otherwise disabled.  In spirit they are fully alive with a complete mind and personality.  

If we have this spiritual knowledge, we can regard death as our friend, and accept it and let go of our lived ones, when their time has come, and let go, when we ourselves are near death.    Hospice and palliative care, and the work of doctors and nurses would be much easier if we no longer tried to defy death, and prolong life, when all reasonable measures have been taken to combat disease and relieve pain. 

Yogis, shamans and mystics have techniques to let go of and painlessly discard the physical body when they know that death is approaching.  They simply close down the aura and the chakras by themselves, and peacefully move into their spirit body as the physical vehicle ceases to function. The spirit just quietly withdraws. Spirit attendants or helpers come to assist in the process, whom a clairvoyant medium who happened to be present would be able to see. But otherwise, at this type of deathbed scene, there is no drama, pain or crying in desolation, nor the taking of desperate measures to resuscitate. 

Before continuing with  what Frances Banks has to say about her adventures beyond the border, I will quote the account Helen Greaves gives of her passing, since  her death was peaceful, a close parallel to the way a yogi might have died. 

HELEN       Frances Banks died, as she had lived, fully conscious of what she was doing and where she hoped to go.  She refused drugs until the very end, bearing her pain with fortitude.  At the last she spoke of seeing incarnate and discarnate entities in her room.  She arranged her material affairs and said farewell to those of her friends who were near enough to visit her.  She astonished the good Scottish doctor who attended her at the last by saying cheerfully, a day or so before she lapsed into a coma:-   ‘Goodbye, Doctor.  See you in the next world!’ 
Her brave words to me  ‘You know I have cancer.  I will not get over this’, indicated  that she had accepted and was ready for the next phase.  She was even eager, for I am told by those who looked after her, that she would wake in the morning and sigh: ‘Am I still here?  I had hoped to have gone.’ 

At the end her breath was laboured and she lapsed into unconsciousness.  Yet for the flash of a second she drew herself back so that she spoke normally and with control.  This was in a poignant incident on the day before her death, and it illustrates clearly her consciousness of herself as a soul, as well as a mind and body; and a soul and mind that would live on in another dimension after they had left a sick body.  This story, I feel, has a bearing on the next section of this book, in which Prances’ mind was able to impress mine, and so further the message which she so eagerly wished to impart, the message of assurance of the continued life and progress of the soul. 

Frances had been in and out of coma for nearly two days when I received, by the morning mail, a tiny bottle of water.  With it came a letter relating that this phial of water had been brought, by the writer, from Lourdes.  It was, she wrote, holy water from the Spring at Lourdes.  Could I anoint Frances with it?  There MIGHT be a miracle!  In any case, it would be helpful.  

I asked permission to carry out this wish and was granted it.  I took the bottle, and having been warned that our patient was in a coma, or asleep, I tiptoed in.  Frances was propped up by pillows, ill and shrunken.  Her eyes were closed.  She was very still except for the laboured indrawing of her breath.  I stood for a moment at the end of the bed, watching her.  Slowly her eyes opened.  Recognition dawned.  She smiled without speaking.  Then the eyelids dropped again. 

Leaning over her, I whispered: ‘This is holy water from Lourdes, Frances.’ 

With it I made the Sign of the Cross on her forehead and the palms and backs of her hands.  She only moaned.  I stood beside her and prayed silently that she might go peacefully to that new life to which she looked forward so eagerly. 
After a minute, without opening her eyes, she murmured in a dreamy voice: ‘It’s all right, my dear.  The Change has started.’ 

Then she lapsed immediately into unconsciousness.  The next day, at lunch time, she simply stopped breathing.  Her soul had gone on its new pilgrimage.       
So wrote Helen Greaves. 

Frances Banks had been a nun and teacher for 25 years, but after that time she could no longer be restricted by dogma and ritual.  She renounced her vows, took an advanced degree in psychology and went into psychic research after helping reform the British prison system and introducing innovative educational programmes for prisoners.  With regard to her own imprisonment within religion, she listened to Leslie Weatherhead’s advice: ‘Unless we can break out of the prison of old-fashioned expressions, creeds and formulas, we shall never be free to find the far more glorious truths which are inherent in [our] religions.’ 

Frances found some of these truths before she died, and many more afterwards.  Here is her account as she spoke to Helen Greaves from the other side:- 

FRANCES     -     As you know, from my life story, I dedicated myself to the religious life and, after years of repeating these creeds and forms with my lips, years during which my will was stretched and exerted to keep me honourably performing to the best of my ability those vows which I had so solemnly made, after twenty-five years of such devotion to my religion,  I found myself unable to go on any longer.  [So she went out into the world to study, to help prisoners and undertake psychical research.  R.R.] 
Now, in this new World to which I am gradually being introduced with all its beauty and light and freedom, I can look back with joy that such a step was part of my experience.  For I have not, like so many good and conventional souls, arrived here with thought and expectation coloured by old half-truths [the old-time religion];  with prejudices against survival of the personality as well as of the soul to be dissolved, albeit painfully, in this new expression of freedom.  At least I am thankful to relate, I came in expectation, in anticipation, in utter belief of a new life, and thus I found joy in the reunion of old contacts, as well as delight in obeying the Law of recompense and of service.  I passed through the experience of death firmly believing in the Resurrection, but not of the body that clothed me on earth.  How could I ever desire to bring an old, worn-out  thing into this new Life?  Or ever to occupy it again at any future experience. 

Here I have a body, certainly, but it is of finer composition than my late physical body.  Here I look as I did on earth, or relatively as I looked, but here I am free to refashion this body by thought.  I am beginning that adventure of breaking out of the prison of those creeds which limited the reality of life.  Here I dwell temporarily amongst my fellow religious in a community which is entirely dedicated to helping souls to awaken to greater freedom before they proceed onwards to their rightful places, and to the extent in which I am allowed to participate, I am learning more and more of the true values of each soul’s experience in all the worlds through which it is destined to pass in its progress towards Divinity. 

[to be continued].        Passages reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.    Notes by Richard R 
Rescue Circles (105) Brad Pitt, Albert Pauchard and Frances Banks on Death.

Brad Pitt, who turned 45 last month, was in Berlin for the European premier of ‘The Curious Case Of Benjamin Button’, in which he plays a man who is born in his eighties and ages backwards. “I’m not so afraid of getting old, I’m more afraid of how I’ll go,” he told a news conference on Monday. “Fire and tight spaces don’t appeal. A shark would be interesting.” The tear-jerking film tracks the love story between Benjamin Button and Daisy, played by Cate Blanchett, and the joys and losses they face as one gets younger and the other older.

Like most people, Brad Pitt doesn’t think much about what happens AFTER death.  He is just concerned about what happens up to that point.

So what actually  happens to a dogmatic, closed-minded person when they die?  This might be a priest who believes in heaven and hell and a judgment day, or a materialistic scientist who believes there is nothing beyond death, just extinction. They would be equally confused to find themselves continuing to exist in ways outside their former belief systems. 

The following account of the afterlife experiences of a dogmatic priest and his more open-minded sister might equally represent the experiences of two types of scientist, one dogmatic and the other with a more enquiring mind.   This was given by Swiss researcher  Albert Pauchard (1878 –1934) to his wife Antoinette in March 1935, about eight months after his death, through the mediumship of M.J.,  Geneva. 

PAUCHARD    -     Another case….is about a brother and sister – twins.  Both belonging to the same protestant sect – very severe and narrow-minded – very pious too. 

                                Undoubtedly you will find it very instructive to know the difference in their conditions here – and why.  I will endeavour to explain. 

                                The brother, a priest, a worthy man, honest but intolerant, was shut up in his doctrine.  He had no imagination, was incorruptible and tireless in the exercise of his ministry – highly esteemed not only by his own parishioners, but by the whole town – yet without being really loved. 

                                 His sister had a totally different nature.  The narrowness of her creed could not shut her up.  Her soul soared beyond the limits of the faith she professed.  She was a woman with a great heart and universal sympathies.   They both died the same year.  On coming out here, she at once found her Paradise.  Not the conventional Paradise however, for she had never created it in detail in her imagination.  But a Glory and Bliss she had sometimes timidly expected in her deep and spontaneous trust in the love of her Saviour. 

                               He, who had always more feared than loved the Divine, is still from time to time assailed by deep depressions.  He lives in a colourless and joyless world, as he has done on earth.  He fulfils almost the same duties in a very restricted world of good, limited and ‘respectable’ people.  His sermons are still threatening and lifeless.  He is not even capable of perceiving the difference between his condition and that of his sister.  He sees her at his side, as usual.  She, on the contrary, is fully aware of his state – and that is the only dark point in her otherwise happy existence.   We think she will succeed in calling him to LIFE at the appropriate moment.  

                                This case should set many believers thinking.  Here are, in fact, two persons – both of them equally virtuous, both of them belonging to the same creed, equally conscientious and faithful.  Yet, for one the doctrine became a prison, which prevented the expansion of his spirit.  For the other, the same doctrine was only a cocoon where the caterpillar changed into a butterfly. 

                                    In what way do creeds and doctrines really matter?  Everything depends on the inner life and not on the creed.  One can do without any religious creed or belong to the most limited dogmatism – it does not matter.  The only real point is THAT LIVING JOY which is created in very heart by a deep feeling of the fundamental unity of all life, joined to an intimate and confident certitude of the immense Love-Wisdom everywhere present in Creation.  

Now let us move forward thirty-one years to March, 1966, and resume Frances Banks’ account of her afterlife experiences. 
FRANCES      -       There are no tenets, no creeds, no formulae, no hard and fast rules devised by any mind to restrict or confine progress here.  All is individual, and yet all is for the good of the whole; for the advancement of the group.  It is a forward and backward  movement, if I may be allowed to use a contradictory expression.  Each soul and each group moves onward  towards greater expansion, towards the Divine conception of an  illimitable Creation, individually and collectively.  Yet at the same time each group and each soul directs backward to the plane below, its present achievement, the fruits of its knowledge.  These ideas, ideals and conceptions fit into and make manifest, the Divine Pattern or Plan as far as this can be accepted by the souls still seeped in the illusion and glamour of matter.   No acceptance of another soul’s belief colours progress.  The soul must judge (discern) for itself – must  make its own progress, must choose what to accept as truth for itself.  No soul is coerced, forced or bound by creeds.  If he believes that his is Heaven, or conversely, that he is in Hell, then for him THAT IS SO AT HIS PRESENT  STATE OF PROGRESS. 

                                 Helpers and Teachers and Great Souls there are in  number to explain such errors of thinking, but there are no rules to follow and obey except the Divine Precept of Love, Light, Wisdom and Understanding ......... 

                                We are striving to live in that Light as it presents itself as truth to us individually.  This is the glory of all religions; this inner stamp of Divinity in each soul, whether blinded and deafened by material thinking or not.  Our inner eyes are opened gradually or swiftly to the errors of our old patterns of thinking and acting.  We are allowed to progress into such experiences as will help us to put right these errors.  In some, this means remaining in one state until the effects of the disasters of their actions in earth lives have been resolved and love and harmony have healed the hurts.  For others, this means joining a Group where the omissions in their thinking and feeling can be remedied.  Yet still for others there is service to their fellows, whilst to those happy few advanced souls there is swift progress to other and higher spheres.

The serial life from one plane to another, from one experience to another, from one group to another, from one aventure to another, from partial understanding to deeper comprehension, from apparent separation to inherent unity and on into the bliss of Divine Reality, that seems to me, as far as I have progressed, and as clearly as my growing understanding has shown me, to be the glorious truths, as Dr. Weatherhead says of the Christian, or any other religion, which emphasises the here and the hereafter.

11 March 1966.

You must not think that the Community in which I now sojourn is the same religious community of which I became a member when on earth.  Many of the Sisters are here as of old; there are others also from similar cmmunities.  Many have passed on to greater activities; others are as new and recent  as my own arrival.  The term recent I am using in a purely metaphorical way for already my experience of earth and time is fading.  I seem to have  been here for aeons.  Already the sharp edge to emotions which made certain events stand forth clearly  in one’s memory, is dissolving in the expiation of the effects of my actions. I begin to correlate life as a whole now so that different periods dovetail into the Pattern and the Pattern becomes related to the Whole.  This Community differs from the earth Community in that we have no creeds, no restrictions, no vows (except that of self-dedication of service to our fellows) and no ranks of seniority.  We are one in service.  We are individual in thought and progress.  Ceremony we still perform,  in a fuller and wider sense, for there is ever a need for the upliftment of the soul by dedicated and meaningful action correlated with intense thought and aspiration.

[to be continued]   Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman 1969, and from  L’Autre Monde by Albert Pauchard, 1936  Societe d’Etudes Psychiques de Geneve.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (106) Moving on to higher things.  An exercise to prepare for the afterlife.
Continuing her discourse on her experiences of the afterlife, Frances Banks explained that the ceremonials performed over there are not of the pattern prescribed as on earth.  

FRANCES        -          Here our ceremonies spring from an innate oneness with the Source of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of the Life Force in us so as to initiate a mingling with one another as well as with the greater Forces.  Here, and in other places, I have taken part in what we call “the Ceremony of Light.”  This formation of thought, this deep concerted concentration, springs from the deep desire to experience Life and yet more Life, to unite with the Supreme Essence, to realise as far as one’s present consciousness will allow that Life is EXPANSION, that Light is but the widening of one’s inner perceptions.  Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before Light can truly flow in.  In these Festivals of Light there is a raising up into Power and Energy rather than a pouring down. 
As one takes one’s place amongst the community of souls making this observance of ceremony, one is conscious of a supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of the dynamo of the spirit.  There is a distinct feeling of growth; the body seems to expand, to become less gross, to stretch into a new elasticity and ethereal content.  The mind soars to a hitherto unexplored vastness of creative activity.  The spirit fills all with a dynamic lift of consciousness.  New and vast concepts stream into the mind.  The onward path is illumined with a clarity the surpasses all imagination.   

[We may not expect to find ourselves in such an elevated and exhilarated state as described by Frances Banks.  But we can gain a rough idea of where we will be and what we will be doing if we review what we have done in this life, say, since the age of 12.  Instead of a life review recalling every event, we can try and imagine a place we are most comfortable to live in, a cottage, or farm, in the country, or a village, town or city.   Then we would place duplicate images of ourselves in every occupation and type of place where we have lived and worked, into that locality, including temporary jobs. 

For example, in my case, as well as my professional careers, I have worked as a postman/mailman delivering letters, long distance telephone operator, garbage collector for the church, directory enquiries, reporter and theatre/music critic, performer in bands and orchestras and as cocktail pianist, MC, TV presenter, working in a typing pool at the Board of Trade, librarian, driver, soldier, dispatcher, and so on.  [No, I have never waited tables or flipped burgers!]..   So if we put all these different selves in their places of work, then add all the roles we have undertaken, as student, parent, spouse, patient, uncle or aunt, audience and spectator, volunteer, and so on, our town will soon be populated with hundreds of replicas of ourselves, and the community will be bustling with activity.  We are bringing all these selves together in one place.  This will be the level and intensity of our life, our accumulated environment of love and service in the community.  This then will go with us into the afterlife, and we will find it all there. The type of community we will find ourselves in there will be exactly as we have lived in here.  We will have as much loving company and rich activity as we created for ourselves in this lifetime.  

There may be a downside, I am sure. If we thought the world owed us a living, or we complained and criticised and judged all the time, we may not find much awaiting us.  If there have been dubious experiences in crime, drug taking, alcoholism, theft, deceit and other negative activities, these may be interwoven into the life of our town or village.  Like ecological pollution, we can’t  simply put the questionable activity out of mind, across the rail tracks on the other side of town, or hide it in a dump. It will have to be recycled.  A drug dealer will have to continue dealing, but this time in providing positive beneficial services and rehab clinics.  Murderers, terrorists and irresponsible and corrupt politicians and greedy executives will have to pick up the tab for what they have done, and pick up the pieces of destruction they have left behind them, and provide new lives and restitution for all who have suffered at their hands, directly and indirectly.  Their conscience will be their guide, helper and rescuer, to start with.  

I am sure most of us can look forward to more of the same at a level which continues to rise in quality as we progress.  Frances Banks explains how she made excursions onto higher planes of existence to meet wise and living souls. She  did not spend much time in the Shadowland. Since she had led a life of service on earth, her vibration took her to meet her former colleagues on earth.  She did go to some dark spot to attempt the rescue of an artist who had led a dissolute life, but otherwise, she moved on to higher aspirations.] 

FRANCIS       -        Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage, I find that I am still repeating the pattern, only from another angle.  No longer do I doubt as once I did.  Now I know.  Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.   Do I dream - I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 
It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved and do proceed only into each successive stage with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness {as if each Cinderella had become a Princess!).

I have not mentioned the Shadow Lands here because, to my mind, these seem to be the clearing houses where unlawful and mischievous adjuncts of the old personalities are rejected, discarded and finally resolved.  At this particular place in my own progress I am in my own  interest group, that of the Community and  service, but I am also aware of the Group beyond to which I belong and to which I trust I am gravitating.  I have already contacted briefly some of those who dwell in those wider spheres, and I am able to communicate through the inner thought and to receive impressions from them.   These scripts are organised and impressed upon me by a band of souls.  Thus I am being used as a telepathic link to you and to the earth by these souls......

I have had the wonderful illumination of being transported by thought, temporarily, to a plane where I was in contact with a great soul, a sage, an advanced one, a teacher of wisdom who is one of the divine company.  His face flashed into sight before me.  I knew him.  There was no need for speech.

In the manner of this new dimension to which I am becoming accustomed,  I understood in silence all that he was communicating to me.  It was as if my journeys were unrolled before me on a screen of colour and movement, yet without sound.  I was entranced and at times joyful, and, proud and shamed.   Yet he never uttered a word of blame.  He smiled with infinite understanding as, once again, only this time on a vaster and more detailed scale, the blueprint showd with definite markings, the little triumphs as well as the failures of my endeavours.

[To be continued]  Notes within square backets Copyright 2009 by Richard Rowley.  Extracts reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969. 
[to be continued]    References as in the previous article.  Comments by Richard R.   

Rescue Circles (107)   Evidence of the survival of Frances Banks from another medium.  The continuity of life and its serial nature.  Life is a never-ending story. 

Frances Banks did not communicate only through Helen Greaves.    In June 1967  Helen herself booked a private sitting anonymously for four months ahead, with the medium Mrs. Lilian Bailey.  So, on September 20th that year she had contact with her friend again, from another medium whom she had not met before.   She writes:- 

After encouraging messages of a personal nature from my husband and other dear ones, and directions about the book already published, The Dissolving Veil, and others to be published,  I asked if my friend was present.  The answer came without pause. 

LILIAN BAILEY          -       This is a lady and she has stepped back while others communicated.  Wait a minute.  She is a little giddy, as she is taking on the conditions with which she left this life.   She had a malignancy which finally spread over her body and she passed in a coma.    That is over now and she is well and happy. Her name is Frances.  Some called her Fanny*.  She says ‘I am still the same Fanny.’  She has very lovely eyes, large, luminous and grey.    She is speaking of a book.  She is very much in this book, in fact SHE is writing it [The Testimony of Light].    You often think of her.  [Mrs. Bailey then gave other facts by which Frances could prove her identity.] 
This lady HAS FOUND HER SOUL.   You must not expect her around.  She has gone on, but she will be sending through to you from time to time.  She now has a more rapid rate of vibration than before.  Because your own rate of vibration is rapid it is easy for her to come to you from time to time, but not all the time.  She has not gone out of your life. She has  found the wondrous beauty of Life beyond her capability of telling you.  She is try to say that what man has created in the Spheres is beyond anything man has created on earth.  She is now in the Creative Sphere. 

· This was true.  Her students in Africa called her Fanny.  She knew this and it amused her. 

[We were going ahead in time almost 17 months here.  Before looking at the final communications from Frances from the higher spiritual attainment of this Creative Sphere, here from March 14, 1966, is the continuation of her account of being transported to meet a Master of wisdom].  
FRANCES BANKS         -      I am, I was, I always shall be – I recall thinking.  As if in answer I saw him, in flashes, as he was when I had contacted him in my various states of being, for he had played a part in many experiences and always as the brother, the mentor, the inspirer.   As I looked again at him I saw that his face was the face of infinite limitless love.  In my inner ear sounded the words – ‘Neither do I condemn thee.’  I was suffused with new joy, great hope and a deep strength of consciousness.  I was so moved that I found myself weeping inwardly.  And when I recovered myself the vision was gone and I was back in my garden, contemplating the glory of life eternal and the way of endless possibilities.  Mother Florence was beside me. 

FRANCES      -      You knew all this? 

FLORENCE       -      I too forgot when in the earth body. 

FRANCES      -      But you achieved so much. 

FLORENCE      -       I also failed. 

FRANCES      -      You too have seen him? 

FLORENCE     -      I have met such as he when I have been allowed to visit higher planes. 

FRANCES      -      Met them? And yet you choose to remain here? 

FLORENCE       -      Choose?    I have a duty, dear Sister, and my own expiation which also is my choice.  Besides, I do not believe that I could stand, for long, the intense light and glory of these higher planes.  My soul is not yet strong enough. 

FRANCES  (to Helen, continuing her account)     I was silenced.  Without even a hint of reproof I had been made to realise a fault in myself.  How much I need to learn.  How divine is true humility.   

‘But neither do I condemn thee.’ 

The words echo in my thought like a bursting bud of great promise. The way is eternal.  Our little minds are illumined and comforted with the knowledge that the serial life is a wonderfully kind project of divine compassion for each of us.  As we have tried to achieve in other consciousnesses, other states of being, so will we be allowed to go on, chapter by chapter, serial by serial, book by book, to grow in wisdom and beauty into that image so gloriously represented, that of the divine image.  I am filled with hope, with serenity and with tranquil acceptance even in the contemplation of such progress in the far distant scheme of things.  

Perhaps the most important change which has come over me in the period since I left the earth, is the deepening of the realization and confirmation of the SERIALISED life which we all lead.  It is as though I had just finished a chapter, put down my pen, closed the book and slept for very weariness. 

Now I am awake, refreshed, alert and I have started immediately on a new chapter, or perhaps it is a new book in a different dimension.  It does not matter whether this is a new book or only a new chapter.  It is still a continuation, a sequel to all that has been committed to memory in the last story.  There is a definite CONTINUING THREAD.  One meets old friends, tried companions, and former teachers.  From conversations and communions with them and through listening to their stories, the missing portions of one’s own experiences return to memory, and the pattern is built up anew.  Not that the pattern of the continued life was ever completely lost.  As the chief actor in my own particular drama, I had become as it were so immersed in the last act or chapter that 

The incidents, tragedies, lessons of the previous scenes had tended to grow misty.  But now I am beginning slowly and laboriously to piece together  these scenes into a whole, into a serialized effort at living.  Many of the incidents which have been jogged back into my memory by the confrontation of its co-actors long obscured in my consciousness come as a shock to me.  Could this have been how I thought, spoke, acted?   What great similarity there is in all the acts, yet how different!  The essence is steady and serene;  the persona changing and elusive.  As I meditate upon some flash of memory, some bead  on the chain of experiences wither on this plane, the earth plane or some other plane, the plan unfolds itself, only partially of course, to my fascinated gaze.  Did I pass up this great chance?  Did I respond in such a puerile way?  Did I not learn to listen to  those vague memory flashes that spoke to me from time to time during all the experiences which separatist thinking often turned into escapades?  Had I sunk so far into matter that I had FORGOTTEN lessons already learned, philosophies so often established, as real to my mind.   Truly, I must have. The comparisons fill me with dismay. 

      [to be continued]    Reviewed from ‘Testimony of Light’ by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.. 

Rescue Circles (108) Music and ceremony. Frances moves to a higher plane. The continued need for rescue work.
Frances Banks had a little more to say about the value of festivals and ceremonies on earth, and about music, in which to her regret she had no talent or expertise in her lifetime here, being a visual rather than an aural person. As she said in the March 11th session, 1966:- 
Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before light can truly flow in.......      These festivals are accompanied, as always in ceremony, with music on a grander scale than anything that is performed on earth.  Yet I have never seen instruments such as were necessary for the production of such harmonies on earth.  The notes form and are trilled as though by some unseen performers.  There is no dissonance, but a growing ascendancy of some majestic theme; there is a swelling of harmony until a particular chord or note is reached and held.  That note seems to be the key, the aim, the object of the ceremony.  All movements, all voices raised in unison, all sounds from the spheres unite in experiment until the ascension of the right note, rather in the manner of a bird chorus at dawn, lifting gently into a grand finale with every bird throat pouring forth its contribution of sound. [This is very interesting to note, since the ancient secret chants handed down orally and aurally from thousands of years ago from generation to generation amongst the Hindu Brahmin priests, which finally were recorded in Sanskrit in the Rig Veda and other hymns, are said to have no meaning originally, but relate to the rhythm, pitch and structure of bird song.  R.R.]

Here, the note, when at last reached and sounded in full, is held and vibrated at a pitch of intensity which sweeps every soul into harmony.  Then light breaks though into the assembly.  Light surrounds us, lifts us, touches us, awakens us.  One finds oneself expressing, or trying to express, the note with all of one’s mind and all feeling and intensity of which one is capable.  One is singing, and yet not singing, with one voice, as in earthly choirs.  One is singing with the whole organism.

Thought, production, feeling, expression, aspiration and exaltation become united in one vast effort to capture and hold in consciousness that note, to live in and become the vibration of that ray of light expressed through the sounding note.  It is the ascendancy of the light.  It is union with the vast worlds of spirit.  It is the impregnation of matter with spiritual force.  It is the light universal, the light of which Christ spoke when he said:   ‘I am the light of the world.’   It is the light of all the worlds, of this world, of the physical world as well as of all higher, vaster worlds.  It is the light that penetrates and becomes essence in us. It is sound, harmony and light in one.  This is the ceremony of light!

When I was in the Community on earth, I loved the Ceremony of the Eucharist.  Yet now I realise how pale are the festivals and ceremonies performed with the separated consciousness of the human mind.  Yet these ceremonies are of value for they engender uplifting aspirations. The value, as I now see it, in ceremony is in the participator’s intensity of application, the intent with which the ritual is performed and followed.

On earth, I had little ear for music.  I believe that I explained in my book Frontiers of Revelation that all my impressions of other states were visual.  I rarely heard.  More often I saw or was aware of vibration about the physical bodies of my companions.  Here I am learning to achieve both the eye and the ear of light.  ..to see the light as well as to hear the vibrations of the different frequencies of light.

[Since Frances was aware that she would soon be moving on, and so be unable to communicate with Helen very often, she wanted to put across the following three important points:

(1)
There should be no fear of death, for the death of the body is but a gentle passing to a much freer life.

(2)
That all life is lived as a serial, that we go from one experience of living to another experience of living at a different rate, i.e. on a higher lever of awareness.

(3)
That much of what we thought praiseworthy on earth is mediocre to us in the light of wider knowledge, and conversely much for which we blamed ourselves and were blamed by others, is viewed here from a wider angle and even becomes merit!  That sounds like a contradictory statement, yet it makes sense when viewed from this freer angle.

[on April 15th, 1966, she said:-]
I am trying to function more and more in this body of light. I cannot sustain it for long yet, but I have the joy and bliss of the certainty of a further expansion which is available to us all.....this is a gradual process in earth consciousness of time to fulfil.....  The journey itself is compensation enough  for the trials of earth existence.

This was all that was heard from Frances for nearly seventeen months.  Then she began to talk of her new work, on September 3rd, and then on September 11th, 1967.
I have now passed on from my spate of service in the Home, to becoming one of a Group...working in what you would term mysticism...Expansion is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe...changing endlessly.  Even when the personality is released into conscious expansion, it still exists.  In an entity which had become deeply sunk into the illusion of material existence, or which has never developed the mental body of thought, nor made any contact with the soul, this  new state of existence can be one of extreme difficulty and confusion.  This explains why there are differing states or planes of expansion here.  The Shadow Lands do exist for those who cannot accept release from the imprisoned self, and in these shadows, [or state of Limbo] the poor entities remain until they themselves wish to find other and lighter abodes. [and here lies the reason for much spirit rescue and release work, which is the subject of this whole series. Richard R.]

To be continued.     The bare bones of Frances Banks’ communications have been reviewed here.   Interested readers should study the complete documents in Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969 and reprints.
Rescue Circles (109) Performing Last Rites to rescue a ghost. The spirit body, communication by thought, and more about limbo.l.
One way of doing rescue work is by performing last rites on a ghost that haunts a property and causes disturbances for the inhabitants.  This is better than an exorcism, which may benefit the people living in a haunted house, but the spirit is usually banished to perdition, rather than sent into the light to be greeted and helped by loving friends, relatives and entities.   
So it is encouraging to read the account below, from the Waltham Forest Guardian for January 30, 2009, in which the last rites were performed for the earthbound soul of a highwayman.   There is one reservation I have, on noticing the final remark of Rev. Hayward who performed the ceremony.  He said: “Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.”  This seems to be the orthodox viewpoint for Christians still,where the afterlife is a place of eternal repose and rest.  This is contradicted by Frances Banks’ statements, in which she says that the afterlife is more active and awe-inspiring than anything we have experienced here.  Before continuing with her account, here is the article by Charlie Campbell, courtesy of a link from Victor Zammit’s weekly Friday Afterlife Report. In today’s edition he also mentions that a Christian church in Sydney, Australia, has refused permission for a Spiritualist church to use their premises.  Further evidence that orthodox Christianity is far from being ready to accept wider beliefs or expand their own consciousness.

WOODFORD GREEN: Medium claims ghost of highwayman pleaded innocence

By Charlie Campbell  

A MEDIUM who claims her family was stalked by the ghost of a notorious highwayman says the outlaw asked for his name to be cleared as his immortal soul was finally laid to rest. 
Bill Saunders was part of Dick Turpin’s Gregory Gang which terrorised travellers through Epping Forest during the early 18th century before being executed for his crimes. 
The Coughlan family, of Roding Lane North, Woodford Bridge, took the supposed stalking so seriously they called in exorcists. 
Helen Coughlan insists the ghost claims he was an innocent party in the gang murder and so has refused to pass over to the other side while known as a killer. 
Mrs Coughlan said she was delighted to help what she believes is a tortured soul finally leave her family home. 
She said: “There was a stench of rotting flesh whenever he was close as, while highwaymen were buried in consecrated ground, murderers were hung and their corpses allowed to decompose until they were nothing but bone. 
“He spoke to me and said that he had been staying around the place as he didn’t want to cross over as a murderer as he was innocent of the crime. 
“Now I can go to my brother Matthew’s room and it’s warm when before it would always be icy even if you turned on all the radiators and plug-in heaters. 
“We performed an exorcism which involves the last rites so now his soul has been commended to God and he seems  a lot freer now.” 
Epping Forest historian Peter Lawrence told the Guardian that Saunders was captured after a raid on a farm with other members of the Gregory Gang. 
He added: “Saunders was hanged at Tyburn - where Marble Arch is today - and then hung in chains in Edgware where his most heinous crimes were committed.” 
Rev Spencer Hayward performed the exorcism with his wife Janet. 

He said: “We use traditional methods of prayer with bibles and candles. Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.” 
_____________________________________________________________ 

In contrast, Frances Banks said that she felt awake, refreshed and alert once she moved on to higher planes in the afterlife. Before the transformation onto this higher plane of existence, on 15th April, 1966, she said:-   

I feel sometimes like a snake gradually shedding its skin.  These coils of lower density are slipping away from me.  I am emerging  from regrets of earth memories, from disillusions, from idealisations which become illusions, ephemeral  and of no true worth.  I am viewing each piece of skin which peels off from me in its right connection with the true self which it served to obscure, and more and more I become thankful for  the reality which  was there benearth the skin all the time.  This is the self [or soul] which is now becoming more and more outstanding, more revealed, more substantial.  That self is substantial light.   I realise that what is passing from me, like sloughing a skin, is insubstantial, impermanent, decomposing, as it drops from me into a dusty nothingness.  What is left is essentially light, is reality, is permanent and is true.  I call this my new body of light and that, indeed, is what it truly is.  A body of light, not dense and material and dull and heavy as the physical body, not insubstantial, shadowy and unreal as the astral body in which I have been sheltering, but brilliant, encelled with light, ethereal in that there is no weight, no dragging down into matter but is enmeshed with colour and beauty into form and substance.  Is that a difficult conception? ....  I am merging into it.   I still have a mind, I still have a body, but both are inevitably changing and because of that I feel as if I am emerging, like a grub from a chrysalis, into a butterfly.  Gradually I can function more readily and for deeper periods in my body of light, and in it, can commune with more advanced souls and imbibe their wisdom.

[After this Frances was unable to communicate with Helen Greaves for almost a year and a half, but returned on September 3rd 1967 to say] :-

You would rather talk than eat.  That still amuses me.  Perhaps that is why I want to let you know that here we talk and talk though we do not need to eat in the same sense in which we took food into our bodies in the earth life.  Yet our talk is different.  Here our conversations consist of a communing.  Mind speaks to mind.  On earth we made sounds, formulated words with varying vibrations or with different meanings and we employed tonal emphasis to express our purpose.  In this further life, speech as sound is not needed.  Vibration is everything.  It is sufficient that we formulate and breathe out a strong thought for this to communicate itself to other minds.  We give and receive thought impressions.  They carry our true meaning so that deceptive words cannot imply other than what we think, as is the case with much of the word sound of the personality.  What a pity, you will say, that this is not the common order in earth life, where idle talk can cause strife and bitterness....

For me now in my new state, talk is food.  Communion with the group and with the great souls at its centre is my nourishment, my bread and wine, my staff of true life.

September 1th, 1967

Expansion.  That is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe and I emphasise the word still because we always have inhabited  this world and the death of the physical sheath only serves to clear our vision.  The world of the physical is expanding, changing endlessly, though most souls in that state of physical existence cannot make the link with the ephemeral personality strong enough to be able to realise that expansion.....  We always possess a soul-body, or, can I put it another way, a soul extends out to each of us, but for millions of those in physical incarnation the link with the soul body is so ephemeral as to be almost non-existent.  Thus, on arrival here, after the physical change called death, such entities find themselves naked to their brethren.  That does not mean without clothing in the physical sense, but minus the protective and creative vibrations of the soul.  It is as though they lacked an outer skin, also they no longer feel in command of themselves or their situation.  They are lost and confused, therefore a prey to unprogressed entities who lurk in the shadows.  Sometimes they feel still bound to familiar scenes of their earth life.  Sometimes they exist  in a semiconscious dream, whilst helpers and loved ones await their return to awareness.  The duration and density of this state [of limbo] must necessarily depend on the reality of materialism to them, i.e., the glamour of earth life, the illusion of the temporal state [Alice Bailey’s guide and teacher wroter much about this.  Whether such knowledge is useful or harmful depends on who is using it.  Give a stick of dymamite to an ignorant (and innocent) toddler, and he will blow himself up.  Give it to an engineer, and he may be able to form the foundations of a great building with it. R.R.].  A good man or woman, kindly, unselfish, seeking God during life, yet without knowledge or understanding of survival, has nothing to fear.  His good deeds have already attracted those who can guide and help to adjust to these new conditions and, under instruction, he will learn the aspirational approach to the soul. 

To be continued, with more about expansion on the other side.       Extracts selected and reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman  1969.

Rescue Circles (110)    Expansion on the other side. Continuation of life there.  The true Revelation: there is no death. The importance of our awareness of survival of death, about which religion says very little. 

Frances Banks continued to talk of how expansion of consciousness worked out on the higher plane she had now reached. 
The soul expands its knowledge and wisdom into the surviving personality.  This process may be disseminated over long periods of earth time…sometimes even hundred of your earth years, according to the progression, or non-progression of the entity.  But always there are Brethren of the Way [or helpers] to assist one who desires progress.    The desire originates in the entity itself after reparation has been made for wrongs done and existing lower passions have been cleansed, healed and released.  When partial cleansing has been affected, the next step towards Light is Service and many dear souls spend their transition stages in service to those still living in the hells of their own creation.  Such service, [which we are calling Rescue Work] voluntary and compassionate, strengthens the link with the waiting self or soul.  Yet always that self waits to expand INTO the entity.  

There are many facets to such expansion.  Loving service is but one.  The progressing entity is still in need of education into that knowledge and wisdom which the soul possesses and for this purpose, numbers of groups exist here and, I am led to believe, function on every plane.  The progressing entity is drawn by the law of attraction to a group progressed to that stage which will express, for him [or her] the intensity of awareness which he is now capable of receiving. 
All is expansion here, but expansion in stages.  This Law is exact.  No entity can propel itself forward into a group until its emotional, mental and spiritual expansion at least is comparable with the fringe of that group’s awareness.  This is an important statement.  Think it well through to its conclusions.  Here, illusion, glamour and self-deception are of no avail.  One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel. The mask has been shed with the physical body.  The developing light body, its dimness or its brilliance, is apparent, especially to members of the group to which the quality of such light permits graduation…..One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel.  Of course, if you examine an earth personality, the phrase holds good on that level also.  Clothes reveal [the man or woman – and body language]..  Instinctively when in the body we formed judgements of people whom we met by their appearance at first, that is, the brightness or dullness of their dress, the choice of colour, style, their smartness or lack of neatness.  

As above so below – the rules hold.  Only on this level of consciousness dress and style are not created by those who lead fashions.  We create that which clothes, i.e., surrounds us, from the residue of our thoughts,

Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time.

Back to Basics.  Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time. 
It shows how inadequate our language is when we stumble over words and definitions about the afterlife,  and such a pity when we cannot agree,  when we have such a wonderful message to give the world - that life continues for all of us, our body/brain being merely a rented vehicle.  Our soul is eternal. 

We really do not have to be saved or converted, or adhere to a fixed, immutable belief system, in order to survive death.  In the past, people have converted from one faith to another in order to avoid persecution or execution, and even today in order to be able to marry the person they are in love with. That type of conversion may not be genuine, but mere practical expediency.   At least those of us who come to Spiritualism from other religions, like Frances Banks, have done so through personal conviction and direct experience. At least, that is what happened in my case.  We have had direct contact with the other side, proving beyond doubt, at least to us, that our loved ones are still alive and that we will also survive death. 

I think it is healthy if we can agree to differ.  It is throwing away the baby with the bathwater, so to speak, if we cannot accept past traditions, the great art, music, architecture and literature we have inherited from religion.  The imagery, metaphors, language, parables, legends and allegories are useful in helping to describe and understand the indescribable.    
Even the spirits and guides who communicate from the other side cannot agree on many issues, probably because they are speaking from different levels and planes of existence and experience.  So let us agree on our Principles, and leave other topics open for discussion – they will not be resolved until we ourselves have been on the other side and awakened to the higher planes of existence. 
If we start of specify that a spiritualist believes this and that, or has to believe this, or not believe in that, and proscribe words as not permissible in the Spiritualist vocabulary, then we will start nit-picking, stumbling over words and definitions and theories and conjectures, and we will move away from the marvelous truth that we possess, which reveals that this life on earth is one episode in the serial story of each person’s individual life, one stage of the soul’s journey.  Hence  survival – no death – continuation of existence, purpose and meaning to this life, and proof that the soul is immortal – eternal.  We could perhaps add these ideas to qualify our Principles. 
Some people want or need rules and regulations, others want guidelines, yet others want freedom to explore, compare and make up their own mind.  Some want to remain in one sect or religion, while others accept all religions and branches  of science as different facets of the truth of life, none complete in themselves but providing a mosaic which embraces the total human experience which in itself is only one facet of the greater reality. The words God, Love-Wisdom, the Tao, and the other countless expressions for the Divine Intelligence or Supreme Power show how impossible it is to define what we are talking about. 
Frances Banks herself went deep into her Catholic faith, through prayer and meditation, and though those disciplines and techniques stood her in good stead, in the end she found that belief system wanting in light of her personal experience, so she had to renounce her vows and leave – not convert to another faith, but explore the same ground that Spiritualism covers.  She may continue to use Catholic and Christian terminology in describing her personal journey beyond the veil, but that should not deter us from studying what she has to say and perhaps try to translate it into our own terms and understanding.   
So here is some more information from one higher plane of existence given by Frances Banks, which was transmitted on October 13th, 1967.   She continues to explain why there may be a time lag between dying and the spirit’s awakening to full consciousness, which calls for outside help or rescue work, in some cases. 
FRANCES        -       Sometimes there is considerable space from the moment of withdrawal from the physical body to the moment of awareness, such a space depending for its duration, as we have already mentioned, on the familiarity or non-familiarity of the entity with life after human transition, with belief or non-belief in persisting consciousness, the strength and tenacity of materialistic concepts and, of course, the records of the life just ended.  [The person may not be aware that he or she has died, is dead, and yet  still exists, alive, as it were, on another plane]. 
But when such awareness becomes, so to speak, settled, then dawns the realization that one clothes oneself .  During the first stages of this new and rather exciting consciousness, the pleasure of creating costumes and colours fulfills a need and is often much enjoyed.  On the other hand, a dress which had acquired meaning on earth will be assumed, sometimes for the satisfaction of the soul, sometimes as a penance, and sometimes for the joy or peace the wearing of it had afforded the soul.  During my service in the Home [where she nursed some of those who had just died with the help of her former companion nuns], I dressed myself in the habit of the Order to which I had belonged on earth and in which most of my fellow servers had also been professed.  This was necessary to me for various private reasons though during some phases of this experience,  I allowed myself the pleasure of creating the well-remembered colours and fashions of my later earth years [after she had renounced her vows and left the religious order].  
At last came the opportunity to pursue the progress onwards which I so eagerly desired.  By similarities of mind and aspiration I was drawn towards a Group.  Eagerly I communed with them.  My joy was deep and strong when I realized that I had, indeed, found my own Group even though I knew myself to be only on the outer fringe of their activities.  And here may I emphasise the value of the Group consciousness which we had practiced and struggled to attain together.  The groove which we had forged into our consciousness of Group responsibility at soul level, of unity at the Centre, of Group growth of the divine qualities into our composite whole, all this was of inestimable help in my entry into, and understanding of, the Law of Group work. 

Gradually I became aware of my fellows as arrayed in colours as in garments and by the depth or brightness or soberness or brilliance of their surround I came to know, not only their characters, but their individual advance into the Spiritual Realms.  This was indeed most revealing, yet humbling.  I saw that now I must discard the habit to which I had clung.  It had served its usefulness.  I must wear what I am as a garment. The thought was terrifying.  What was I?  Dare I stand before my Group companions in the new habit of my thought?  Would the colours be somber or bright?  Long and earnestly I talked with others who were in very much the same predicament, and I meditated earnestly on what I wanted to be that such may be presented in truthful Light about me. 
This is a new stage.   I am still a neophyte.  It is the preparatory stage (concentration before meditation in the earthly technique) of working down into oneself to discover what one really is; the utterly honest summing up of one’s faculties both mental and aspirational and then letting forth of whatever Light has dawned, into a shape.  Let your Light so Shine  - has a solid meaning here. 
Gradually the garment evolves, the colour settles, and you are arrayed as you really are.  You have assumed your Light.  In other words, the surviving personality is reunited with at least a part of the true Soul body. 
Life excites you.  Mind grows into clarity, expansiveness, creativeness.  You are, you live.  You can now take your rightful place in the Group, albeit only on the outer ring.  Your ascent into consciousness has begun.   You are clothed in raiment of Light as your fellows.  Now your Light can mingle with their brilliance and become One in intensity.  Thought and aspiration grow into joy and ecstasy.  Channels of wisdom and 
knowledge open to you, beauty becomes a living reality. 
This is the breakthrough I had longed for when in the physical body.  It never manifested in intensity then.  Flashes of awareness but served to deepen the hunger of the personality for the soul’s radiance.  Perhaps this clarity of consciousness is not possible in the materialism of earth life.   I cannot know the answer to that.  All I realize now exphasises the reality and practicality of Jesus’ teachings.  Within is the Kingdom of Heaven.  Seek ye first the Kingdom of Heaven and all these things shall be added unto you. Al, all was with me then, as now, but the veil of glamour and illusion barred my sight, as it still veils Reality for most dwellers on the earth. 

Dear Friend, this is but the initial stage of a Journey into Light, during which the surviving entity is gradually reunited with the whole soul  
Step upon step into greater Light lies ahead of me, yet truly it suffices.  One step enough for me….. 
To be continued.    Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (112) Pre-existence and the Group Soul.

Pre-existence and the Group Soul.  Rescue Circles (112) 

There are different mystical traditions which describe us as belonging to one of Seven Rays, or Seven Roles in Essence, each associated with one of the colours in the aura,  and with the seven chakras, namely some form of King or Queen or Royalty, some kind of Priest or Religious Person, a Soldier or military leader, a Scholar or Intellectual,  A Sage or Wise Person, An Artisan or Craftsman, and finally, a Servant or Slave.  
These are spiritual qualities of being, or are meant to be.  Unfortunately, in human society this spiritual classification deteriorated into the caste or class system, or other forms of  exclusive and privileged hierarchical organization,  with the Priestly Class or Brahmin becoming the most powerful, followed by Royalty, and then down through the other roles to the outcasts at the very bottom.      In spiritual reality, each person is as important as the next, never mind what the role.  A sage spirit may incarnate as a servant, while a king or queen  on earth, may belong to the artisan role in spirit.    So when Frances Banks talks about her belonging to a Soul Group, it is probably an organization of like souls in this way, all belonging to the same type of rolext, 
From the various communications we have received from spirit, we have enough material to be able to put together a picture of the different types, regions and levels of home we can go back to when we pass, and what life will be like there. We will certainly have some place to go.  But to offer this information to others is difficult.  You can bring a horse, or donkey, to water, but you cannot force him to drink! .  We cannot force people to look ahead or try to understand about survival, unless they want to, show an interest, or ask questions. The churches have led us all astray with the carrot of celestial rewards for service or gaining merit and brownie points with attendance, donations and acceptance of a creed.  If we will only believe what they teach, buy indulgences and so forth, and receive the last rites, we are bound to go to heaven.  But really, we do not need any of this.  In the natural process of birth, life and death,  we will die and progress anyway, whatever we believe or do not believe.   The fewer rigid fixed ideas and beliefs we have, the more open and aware we shall be to negotiate our own transition, and like Frances Banks, we will soon start to enjoy our life on the other side. 
Some people  will not read or examine accounts of the afterlife since they think the subject is morbid or deals with some kind of cloud cuckoo land or pie in the sky, as far from reality as science fiction or the man in the moon.  Others think Spiritualists are simple-minded or mentally challenged. 
It is hard to get the media involved unless there’s something paranormal or sensational to report, a supposed miracle if not a murder or case of fraud.  I sent some transcripts around to TV stations and major newspapers, but not one took up the communications from   the spirit of a 9/11 terrorist pilot or a victim of that attack on the Twin Towers.  It is a pity, since all these rescue reports give us some clues about the afterlife.  There is enough information in them  for us to assess our own future prospects.  Enough to give us hope and confidence. 
I think rather than force people to share our ideas we can best talk about what we know, when asked, and at other times, when counseling the bereaved, the depressed and the confused, we can offer a few ideas which help reveal an optimistic view of the purpose of life.  After attending to the details of practical living and looking after oneself, family, friends and colleagues, with respect,  we can direct their attention away towards what is of lasting value, namely, quality of life, to be found in love, caring, sharing, service and beauty striven for in  a multitude of possible activities and studies, all of which can be taken with us when we pass. 
There is one correction to make in the previous episode.   I referred to Frances Banks as belonging to a Catholic sisterhood.  Actually, it was Anglican, the Community of the Resurrection, at Grahamstown in South Africa.  It was members of this sect whom she met again when she reached the other side: Mother Florence, some of the sisters and Father Joseph.    My apologies for the misinformation. Now here is Frances Banks communicaing with medium Helen Greaves,  continuing her account of the Group of souls she had re-joined, located on a higher plane. 
October 14th, 1967. 

HELEN GREAVES        -     How did you know that you belonged to this particular Group?  How did you contact the Group and what credentials did you have which enabled you to be accepted by the other members? 

FRANCES BANKS     -      This was not a case of contacting this Group as though for the first instance.  From time immemorial it seems that I have been attached to it. [This would once again suggest the pre-existence of the soul. R.R.] 

Now this is a reunion.  Is this such a mystery?  Every soul has its place in the divine scheme of living.  Every soul belongs to a group and forms an integral part of a group soul.  I do.  You do.  The meanest beggar in the street does, the greatest genius does.  A Group Soul is constituted of souls at individual levels of progress, each complementing the others to make a Whole.  One is part of a Group Soul as one is part of a family in the physical sense; a family relationship may be temporary, but a soul relationship is eternal. 
The question of twin souls, about which much nonsense and speculation is made on 

earth, can be explained by the hypothesis of two souls belonging to the same Group but drawn close in harmony because they are at equal stages of progression and because they have advanced conspicuously together.  This gives them similar vibrations and a corresponding pull of attraction.  But all souls consituting a Group Soul experience this drawing together in harmony towards each other, whether they are functioning in material bodies or are traversing the stages here in the  life of the spirit.  Group Souls preside over universal movements, over great causes  and thus members of one spiritual family are often attracted to each other by mutual interests, by special life work as well as by external links.  They work together, may indeed share their lives in partnership, or may only meet occasionally as they work in some particular project.  Sometimes, by what appears to be a perverse fate, members of the same group are separated, born into the apparently wrong camps.  Their lives become tragic, often futile in their repeated efforts to rejoin their similar companions and their rightful work.  Strangely enough many never find their right niche.  Often they live and die as outcasts.  But, as the entire complement of a Group Soul is never in complete incarnation at the same time, i.e., there is always an integrated part  of the Group on this side, the outcasts, after their transition here and after they have gained consciousness of their state and have attained to at least some measure of Light, rejoin their own Groups. 
HELEN GREAVES    -     How many Group Souls are there?   

FRANCES     -       I cannot answer that.    So far as I have gleaned their number must be uncountable.  I also understand that, at higher levels of consciousness,  Group Souls unite to form greater units.  This, I reason, must be the continued Law of Progress into Divinity which is a Unity, a Oneness, a total mysterious and glorious whole.  But only thus far dare I aspire to the Divine Plan.  Here  and now I am privileged to be enabled to touch only the fringe of the consciousness of Groups working at this level and to cooperate with them. 

To the extent therefore of my present comprehension I have endeavoured to reply to your question.  You will appreciate, I trust, that no credentials as such (except my own aspiration and reparation for past wasted opportunities)  were needed for entry into my Group.  I was, so to speak, assimilated into it, for it was my rightful place. 
[to be continued]  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969. 
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A writer from Australia answers my bemusement about the scepticism and lack of interest shown by the media and the press about medmiumship (todays’ San Diego Union-Tribune article mentioned by Robert Egby apty pinpoints this attitude.*  It must be a slow news day, to dig out a case of fraud from 120 years ago!) . The press rejects  communications from those spirits who passed on 9/11, even when such messages come through well-known mediums like John Edward.   The writer says that a large share of the ownership of these organisations lies in the hands of our major religions, who have huge vested interests both in editorial concerns, as well as in real estate and industry.  So Spiritualism and communications with the dead are anathema to them, if not the work of the devil! Also, they do not want to offend the advertisers, who financially support the media more than the subscribers, readers and viewers.   So we are fighting a losing battle if we try to use the media to further our cause.   Perhaps he is right.   Ours is not the way of the world. 
Another communicator from Australia is Sir Oliver Lodge, coming through the trance mediumship of George Eldred in Melbourne  between 1966 and 1968, around the time that Frances Banks was concluding her talks with Helen Greaves in England.  George Eldred was one of the mediums belonging to the longest running rescue group, an offshoot of the Society of Psychic and Occult Scientific Research, founded in Melbourne in 1900 by Edgar Tozer and medium Florence Hanger.    Since we have discussed predictions of the end times and other changes foreseen for the year 2012, it is interesting to see what Sir Oliver had to say forty years ago. 

OLIVER LODGE       -            I used to think when I was living in the physical body that all that mattered was the scientific side of psychicism – that nothing mattered at all apart from the scientific side, but you know,  I’ve changed my mind, because I realize that however much science probes, there is never any finality.   I have reached a finality now, I know!  I know where I am going, and I think you do too.  

If you can give somebody on this plane that you are living on, if you can give them a helping hand, and it perhaps hurts you to do this, then, by gad, you are a pure Spiritualist!  I don’t say you have got to believe in any airy fairy things that happen beyond the clouds.  I say learn to live, and love your fellow man on earth.  Learn to help him when he is down.  Then you are a Spiritualist, and you are doing the work that those who have gone on before  have done and are still doing.  

It is time that the ignoramuses of the world were taken to task and taught that if they are going to live at peace, if there is going to be peace in the world, then there has got to be  Spiritualism.  It can’t come any other way.  Because what does the belief in Spiritualism teach you?  It teaches  that if you are evil on the earth, then you have our own conscience to combat when you go one step higher after death.  You are your own judge – and who wants to live in darkness?  Who wants to live in eternal mist?   Man MUST be taught that life does continue in the same fashion, in the same way, as it is upon the earth plane.  He has got to KNOW, and that is why we are working night and day.  Many conflicting news items take the place of a good solid book, or a good solid philosophy. 

But man HAS got to be brought back to it [spiritual knowledge or wisdom] otherwise he is going to destroy himself.  Man is heading for destruction. 

[True – since 1966 when Sir Oliver was speaking, the war in Vietnam escalated, there was the Cultural Revolution led by the young Red Guards in China, then the Cambodian Genocide, many troubles in Northern Ireland and Central and South America, the Gulf War, then genocide in the Balkans, Rwanda, the Congo and other parts of Africa, and now Darfur and Zimbabwe, not to mention suicidal terrorism and the refugee problem,  
natural disasters and the present financial crisis.  
God is not going to bail us out of our difficulties, as our governments are helping the banks out in this financial crisis.  All of us as God’s representatives, or spirit envoys sent on assignment to earth to give humanitarian aid, we have to sort things out for ourselves.  We are responsible for the good and the bad here, and with a little help from the spirit world, if we keep our connections open, we will succeed.  But first of all we must know what we are doing, and make an effort to raise the standard of thought, conduct, values and ethics.  So, those of us with some knowledge of Spiritual philosophy and second sight can continue with our rescue work, helping lost and stray spirits as well as those on earth with problems of all kinds.   The best way, here, first of all, is to have a loving attitude and then provide practical assistance with money, food, shelter, clothing, health care and acceptance of all people’s  right to exist, together with love and attention, and  then firm direction towards education,  independence and self-help and creative enterprise when they are back on their feet. Otherwise there will always be a lazy crowd waiting for handouts!  

Most important, as I discussed in the previous post, we should share our knowledge of the other world, and the Spiritualist philosophy, whenever there is an opportunity to do so.  We need not use Spiritualist terminology, if we know that that is going to cause fear or argument. R.R.] 
LODGE               -                       If humankind does not realise that this destruction will hamper him in his spiritual evolution,  then what are we going to have on this side?  We are going to have nothing but chaos and darkness.  And that is what is brought to our side of life here by so many religious ignoramuses coming over here.  One of your greatest Christian sects are the worst offenders.  They are hidebound in their orthodoxy.  They bring darkness, they bring great dark clouds over on our side.  They make it uncomfortable, embarrassing, for many on this side of life.   I’ll tell you a story.  No so very long ago, I was present when a high dignitary of the Christian sect I was just talking about suddenly came over to our side.  We all knew him by repute, consequently we were there to meet him, and what did he do?  He completely ignored us.  Why?  Because he wanted to find the Virgin Mary first.  He said that if he didn’t find the Virgin Mary, then he was a dead duck!  You see, that’s the point!   
I have been very happy since I finished with my old physical body.  I have found plenty to do.  When you people who are listening to me now at last decide to make the journey, and you do make this decision [when to die] or your spirit does, there will be one thought, one anxiety in your mind - how useful will I be able to be?  What can I do to be helpful to mankind?  Because when you view mankind from our side, as I do, as we all do - you will be astounded.  You will be not only astounded, but you will also be disgusted at the ROTTENNESS that exists in the world of today.  It has always existed, and it is no worse today than it has ever been, but I am only seeing it now with a pair of eyes that have telescopic sights - as you will  when you come over here.  We do not only see it in one confined spot, but we can see large populated areas at the same time.  

[ Sir Oliver had a lot more to say then  and on other occasions.  I will leave that to another article, to include Lodge’s work as a researcher and scientist before he passed. Now we will return to England, and to Frances Banks talking to Helen Greaves, on October 14th, 1967.] 
HELEN GREAVES     -    How were you brought into communion with this particular Soul Group? 

FRANCES BANKS     -     Do you recall in the early communications from the Rest Home to which I first graduated for service [after dying]  I recounted the story of a certain doctor, the surgeon who had, whilst in the earth body, fallen a victim to drug addiction?  You remember that, with him, I visited a Group and was in communication with a number of advanced souls. On several visits I met and communed with these minds which have reached high standards of consciousness and wisdom.  Sometimes they patiently explained Group workings to me.  One, a fine and illumined soul, instructed me - Seek for your own place.  Ask that Light may open your mind to that which is for you;  that your vibratory rate may be increased to respond to the vibration of your Group; that you may become aware of them, for they are close beside you. 

For long I meditated on these words.  Suddenly, as I looked upon my old friend Father Joseph when we were attending a patient in the Home, I beheld, not the usual brown habit with which I have always associated him, but a surround [aura] of glorious blue which clothed him.  It seemed that I looked right into him.  My inner eyes were opened.  I knew.  His smile was gentle but all understand as he said:  My child, welcome home! 
The words were sufficient, the contact was made.  It had been necessary for me to await enlightenment, but he had always known.  I found it difficult to leave the Home and Mother Florence, where I had been so happy.  But the prospect of progress was inspiring.  Besides, I was comforted by learning that Mother Florence from time to time would be visiting the Group to which I was going, as she too was one with it, yet chose to remain at her duties in the Home  until all her flock had been safely welcomed to this side of life. 

I cannot make explicit to you the mechanics of my move to the Group partly because I yet am not entirely cognisant of all that occurred myself, and partly because there is no pocket of thought in your mind which could receive such information.  This I can offer for your comprehension and that of the readers;  whilst I was meditating in my golden garden, I found myself transported back to that temple of learning where once before I dared to penetrate.  Only this time Father Joseph was with me.  Together we joined a cluster of entities about a teacher.  Immediately I experienced a rise of consciousness, an upsurge of joy, a mingling of unity and harmony which coloured my whole being.  I cannot explain this in any other terms, though I doubt whether they will have the same connotation for you. 
I knew this was right for me.  I had come into my own.  There was no definite acceptance, the entire operation was unobtrusive and simple, yet I had the conviction that all was well, that I was amidst my fellow-travellers on the way. 

What is this Group called?  I flashed silently to Father Joseph.  He smiled. 

What you have always sought.   Reality! 

Then I knew it for the extension of that reaching out for Spiritual Truth and creative force which, when on earth, we had termed mysticism.  [Frances had always had an inquisitive, enquiring mind. Here was the first phase of the search for Mystical Union but on a higher level, and without the incubus of earth personality and the fluctuating interference of the fleshly desire body. 
[to be continued] 
Frances Banks reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Oliver Lodge reviewed from  4000 Ghosts by  E. Stanley Brookes,  Regency Press, London. 1968. 
Comments by Richard R. 

_______________________ 

· The Way We Were: Mediums left many San Diegans dispirited

By Richard Crawford

2:00 a.m. February 5, 2009
A number of quite prominent San Diegans attended a séance given by Elsie Reynolds in a room at Dr. (George) Barnes’ residence Friday evening . . . A lady spirit was materialized, and came into the audience to shake hands. A lady present, at an opportune moment, seized the spirit around the waist with one arm and clinched its wrist with the other hand. The spirit shrieked and attempted to tear itself away . . . The seance ended abruptly.
· San Diego Union. Jan. 20, 1889

Millions of followers, entranced by the notion that spirits of deceased loved ones could be contacted through “mediums,” were attracted to the practice of spiritualism in the United States and Europe in the 19th century.
Adherents included President Abraham Lincoln’s wife, Mary Todd Lincoln, who hosted séances in the White House to reach her departed sons Eddie and Willie.
Spiritualist demonstrations also could be entertaining, profitable for the mediums and more often than not, fraudulent, as San Diegans would discover in the summer of 1888.
“A disappointed and victimized audience left the Louis Opera House last night about 9 o’clock,” the Union reported on July 20. After customers paid 50 cents each to see the mysteries of a spiritualistic séance, the demonstration by medium Percy Clifton “did not séance worth a cent.”
Angry ticket buyers cried “humbug,” and the medium was arrested for allegedly taking money under false pretenses.
“Professor” Clifton, a former actor from San Francisco, promised to materialize departed spirits before an audience of some 300 people.
The performance lasted about an hour. Witnesses in the court case that followed described how Clifton had appeared onstage, waving his hands, exclaiming: “I see them coming.”
As the “spirits” appeared, Clifton would call out their names and ask the audience if anyone recognized them. Several people shouted out that they did. One enthusiastic ticket buyer persistently bobbed up among the rear benches, shouting, “I recognize that spirit; oh yes, I know that spirit!”
The man turned out to be Clifton’s business manager.

A preliminary hearing drew a packed house in the Police Court of Judge Charles Monroe. Witnesses describing the séance “kept the courtroom in an uproar of laughter,” which the judge found difficult to control.
Many claimed they believed in spiritualism and had expected to see departed spirits. One of the disappointed witnesses declared had paid $1 at the door for himself and his wife, “but saw no spirits, except what he got at the beer garden across the street” after the show was over.
After listening to testimony for several days, Monroe forwarded the case to Superior Court. But before a trial could begin, Clifton slunk out of town. The authorities chose not to pursue the disgraced medium.
Ironically, the prosecution of Clifton was hailed by many San Diego spiritualists as a blow against fraud and deception. As the Union explained, “There are fraudulent pretenders among those who claim to be mediums, all spiritualists admit, but they all believe in the existence of true mediums.”
The faith of true devotees was tested again with the arrival in San Diego of Elsie Reynolds, perhaps the most noted medium on the Pacific Coast and a mentor to Clifton.
In a materializing séance held at a meeting hall at Fifth Avenue and H Street (Market), Reynolds produced several ghostly apparitions who glided in and out of the “spirit cabinet” in the darkened hall. The spirit of little Lillie Robert appeared, as did one named Effie and another called Gruff.
But the séance ended in an uproar when a man abruptly turned up the lights in the gas-lit room. The audience saw a startled Reynolds in the cabinet with a mask in her hands and a gauze robe dangling from her bustle.
Several in the audience swore out complaints, and once again Judge Monroe hosted a courtroom of witnesses eager to describe the latest spiritualist experience.
Representing Reynolds, attorney Melville Rawson tried to lay a Scriptural foundation for belief in spirits when he asked one witness if she believed in the Bible. “I do, absolutely,” she replied.
“Do you believe that Mary Magdalene saw two angels appear before Christ?” Rawson then asked.
The judge answered instead, indignantly stating: “I regard such a question, when applied in connection with the evidence (of) masks and faces which have been produced here, as nothing less than blasphemy.”
Monroe would hear testimony for another week before calling the case “one of the flimsiest frauds ever perpetuated on a good-natured public.” However, he did not find the evidence sufficient to sustain a conviction. The case against Reynolds was dismissed.
Unchastened, she continued to call to the spirits in San Diego. Her last hurrah would be a séance at the home of Dr. George Barnes on Sixth Street in January 1889.
After a lady spirit materialized, the show ended prematurely when a skeptic grabbed the spirit, which proved to be a flesh-and-blood confederate of the medium.
Reynolds would retire to San Francisco, where she advertised her services as “the renowned materializing medium” in the San Francisco Chronicle until 1902.
Richard Crawford is a San Diego historian. 

__._,_.___ 

Lodge and Frances Banks  Rescue Circles (114)  Lodge predicts EVP and ITC and the end of destruction. 
There is ample evidence of our need for security beyond the bleak and short material existence we are seemingly born into.  This is shown us by the sheer number of churches, cathedrals, synagogues, temples, mosques, ashrams and other meeting places, holy buildings and shrines around the world, hundreds or thousands in every village, town and city, and others scattered around the countryside.    
The majority of the world’s citizens, and  refugees and misplaced persons, receive little education and accept the local beliefs without enquiring further.  Just struggling to survive takes up most of our time and energy.  However, with the advent of twentieth century technology and the growth of media such as the cinema, radio, television and the internet, there is now a far broader spreading of knowledge and opinion which has taken us out of the age of superstition, but has also brought about a clash of ideas, both within religions, and between  them and between religion and science, and between  the ideologies of different countries.   In spite of the dissension, there does emerge a general  consensus that life continues beyond the grave.  Both religious customs of all kinds, and now modern psychic and paranormal research indicate that there is more to life than physical existence. There certainly is something beyond.   We can now openly discuss this and exchange ideas as we do here and in similar groups, a thing which in the Middle Ages just could not have happened.    However, there is still some censorship in China, Russia and some Muslim countries, and within individual religions some subjects are still taboo. 
Whether we have religion or not, there is no doubt in my mind that the individual soul of each one of us is immortal.  Our spirit, or non-local mind, is located beyond and outside  the  brain, but linked to our awareness, obviously, through the brain as long as we inhabit a  physical body.  We exist beyond the body, and will take our present personality back to the other side, back to the soul.  Our present personality may not have pre-existed, but our soul certainly has, and does.  Communications through our mediums have given ample evidence of this, and now modern technology is adding to this information with EVP and ITC.  Oliver Lodge predicted this back in the 1960s, when this new science of spirit communication through radio, television and tape recorders was in its infancy.  George Meek was working with his Spiricom in the USA, and Raudive and Juergenson were experimenting in Europe. 
Here is what Oliver Lodge, the physicist, founder of the Liverpool Physical Society and first Principal of Birmingham University in the UK  had to say about electronic communication. However, this was a communication from him a quarter of a century after his death, by traditional means through a trance medium in Melbourne Australian,  on  March 25th,  1967. Medium: George Eldred. 
LODGE      -     Those scientists interested in the invention to contact the next world have been working on it for a long time, and it’s just a race to see which country gets it first…..Then you will be able to sit back in your armchair like this, turn on,  and your medium will be sitting at the side of the set, and while he or she is in trance, you will be looking at the pictures that are coming close to her – and that is how you will see into the spirit world……. 
I can visualize the day to come upon the earth plane when not only will you be able to see your loved ones, and your controls and guides on the screen – but you will be able to see the surrounding country, the environment, and the beauty of the next world.  You will be able to see it as it will be brought into your own living rooms.  That day is not far off.  
There is coming a time when the scientists will no longer be interested in destruction.  He will turn his mind to the preserving of life, and I think you will find that as science becomes the knowledge of the world which you are now coming into too, as you know well, the scientific age, the Atomic Age, as it becomes the knowledge of the world to a greater degree, you will find that not only will your physical lives be free from mental and physical pain, but you will also find that the diseases that are attacking your earth today will be obliterated. 
____________________________________ 

Though Oliver Lodge had said that dark clouds were surrounding humanity, and I mentioned in the previous article a few of the disasters since that time in the 1960s, the development of EVP, ITC and other technological advances offset this rather bleak view.  Every cloud has a silver lining, and we have much to be proud of.  In the 1960s we reached the moon, freedom marches and the Civil Rights movement lowered the bar of segregation, and since then Apartheid has also crumbled in South Africa, and other countries freed themselves of colonial rule. Communism collapsed in Russia, and China has opened its frontiers to world trade. We are beginning to tackle environmental problems more efficiently and look after our forests, oceans and wildlife.  I am sure that readers can find innumerable individual cases of beneficial and progressive enterprises which contribute to the improvement of global conditions for all forms of life.  
We just have to continue to combat the corrosive cancers and cataracts  festering in our civilization which  deplete us and obscure  our vision, namely crime, corruption, callousness, cruelty, cant, chicanery, conniving, capriciousness, casualness, cynicism, cataclysms and carnage.   These negative elements need to be extirpated from our politics, religion, industry and society in general.  There is a terrible lack of responsibility and morality at the moment, a lack of good taste, and a lack of ethical values. There is much ignorance and sheer negligence and lack of love.   We can begin to tackle all this morbidity with a few more Cs, charity, compassion, cooperation and caring, sprinkled with a few chuckles  to lighten the atmosphere. 
Those looking for a sudden shift or transformation of values, to occur in a certain predicted year such as 2012, probably will be disappointed, since change is already taking place, and anyway, we are already embedded in spiritual values, and governed by spiritual laws.  We are already composed of spirit, and always have been.  We are simply unaware of the fact.  
If generally the world had moved away from ignorance towards wisdom and understanding, a critical mass would be reached which would over-ride the cruelty and negativity of the ignorant. Whenever that may be, we are already soul-based, infused with the spirit which gives us life in the first place.  Therein lies our security, not in our churches and other institutions, all human-made. WE STILL HAVE TO LOOK WITHIN FOR OURSELVES TO MAKE THE CONNECTION, NOT LOOK OUTSIDE FOR SOME GREAT EVENT OR PHENOMENON. 
To conclude this episode, here is  a further communication from Frances Banks, also from the late 1960s..  She had mentioned  that on her plane of existence now she could wear whatever clothing she wished to create, and she could change her appearance.  Another thing she might have said is that often  spirits will assume the exact appearance they had when alive on earth for evidential reasons, so that they can be described by the  medium and recognized or seen by the sitter or audience.   My own father when he materialized one time wore his old raincoat and looked haggard and ill, as he was at the time of his death.  Since then he has appeared younger and in full health. 
October 15th, 1967 

FRANCES            -         This is the most satisfying stage of my progress through life and, I believe, lives, and the consequent reviewing of such lives, which my memory can, at present recall.  I was always worrying, puzzling, searching in my earth life, as Frances Banks, as Sister Frances Mary and as Frances Banks again (the psychologist and psychic researcher). I was never sure that I had truly found that for which I searched so eagerly.  For twenty-five years in religion I tried earnestly to accept the concept of Truth to which I had vowed myself, but nobody can know the dark nights of the soul, the loneliness, the feeling of defeat through which frustration led me during those years.  Sincerely and honestly though I endeavoured to believe in the life of the religious, my inner voice always urged expansion of knowledge and experience.  I loved my work of teaching.  I believe my teaching qualities could be assessed as good.  I liked knowledge for its own sake and led a useful life no doubt, in the place to which I had been assigned.  But ever the Spirit goaded me – seek and ye shall find. 
When, however the way opened for me and I was allowed to leave the Order after my vows were annulled, I discovered, as we all have to discover, that the open, sunny paths down which we seem pressed to venture have bogs of despair and morasses of doubt, as well as vistas of promise.  At least, I felt then, that I was moving, not stagnating, as life seemed to have become in the Order. 
But moving where?  Often I wearied myself with conjecture.  I pleaded and prayed for Light yet the full consummation of its glory always eluded me.  In my latter years I found a silent awareness in meditation;  a new resolving of self with Self and a resulting confidence to speak out concerning this search to others.  In the few Retreats for the Churches’ Fellowship which I led, the exercise and discipline of preparation, and many hours were spent in this, were real spiritual gain for me.  If I was blessed enough to have been able to impart, even a few flashes of insight that I had gained in these mental and spiritual gropings, then a star of hope was kindled on my own way. 
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The purpose for my compiling these series of reviews (rescue, physical mediumship, healing, trance and the group mind, guides, trance talks, psychic researchers, etc.,) is to illustrate the reality of the spirit worlds around us.  My intention is to offer a wide selection of accounts of what has occurred in the past as well as  present-day happenings.   My focus is not to provide proof, though from my own experience and study, I take the whole package offered as true, fact rather than fiction, just as I know that spring follows winter and love destroys evil.  

  

I started with a rescue series three years ago, after coming across Hugh Dowding’s books, and they opened up a vast literature to me on the subject, by no means exhausted yet, since the work has been continuing quietly and unspectacularly over the past 200 years -  probably 300 years at least, if we include the Camisards, Swedenborg and the Wesley family amongst other instances of contact with the spirit world.  

  

The mediums, researchers, home circles and individual sitters who have taken the time and trouble to record these events and conversations would turn in their graves (that’s a metaphorical expression, not to be taken literally)  - we all know here that they are all very much alive, but if they knew their work was now regarded by some sceptics and cynics as out-of-date and obsolete, they would be sorely disappointed in us.   Far from it; it is most relevant to our times. 

  

Also relevant today is physical mediumship, and its close partner, spiritual and distant healing (often the spirit doctors materialize to effect their healings).  Then the work of various psychical researchers in the past is still worth studying.  Some of these scientists and philosophers have returned to us since passing to talk with us, notably Oliver Lodge, W.T.  Stead,  James Hyslop,  William James; and mediums have also returned to communicate with us, such as Arthur Ford, Helen Blavatsky, and Betty White, to name a few.  The list is long, and I have yet to catch up. 

  

So I will continue to compile and present the most interesting cases I can find, since this information helps us, in five ways: 1) in dealing with life here and now, giving it meaning and purpose, 2) in preparing for the next life, 3) in helping others to do so,  4)  in helping and praying for those in spirit who may have lost their way because they never received this knowledge when they were alive on earth, and 5) in knowing how to ask for and pray for help from spirit, or from God, or from the prophets, saints and sages we believe in. 

  

All is one.  Some people will say that the dead can look after their own, that spirit law applies, so, everything  is naturally taken care of.  Exactly, precisely so, and we, as part of that living spirit, have our part to play, taking care of others as well as ourselves, not to be aloof and show indifference, but like the Good Samaritan, to offer a helping hand. 

  

So as a teacher I am offering  the field to those who are interested – opening the gate so that anyone can look around.  If a person can’t believe what her or she reads, sees, or experiences, fair enough.  At least they have seen the possibilities, and perhaps, at some future time, here or hereafter, something read and remembered here will help them along the way, or awaken the desire to progress, perhaps along a different route. 

  

Vale Owen’s spirit communications with the other side were first encouraged by the open-minded British journalist and newspaper proprietor Lord Northcliffe, who published them serially in the Weekly Despatch of London in 1920 – 1921.  The actual contact commenced on September 8th, 1917, and the chief communicators visited the ten different spheres or planes of the spirit world escorted by a group of 36 or more spirit guides, and their accounts and descriptions of the other side are what were compiled eventually into five books.*  I mention them here since there is much reference in them for the need of spirit rescue, of awakening lost souls to a life other than clinging to the evil atmosphere in which they were immersed.  No one is lost forever, no matter how evil, but just as in the case of addiction here on earth, intervention and a helping hand is needed even there to pull a scoundrel out of the mire.  I will return to Vale Owen’s work in a future episode, but right now I want to return to a higher sphere where Frances Banks found herself after leaving the rescue and awakening work she did at the Home with Mother Florence. 

  

  

* The Life Beyond the Veil by the Rev. G. Vale Owen, first published in book form in 1922 in four volumes:  The Lowlands of Heaven,  The Highlands of Heaven,  The Ministry of Heaven and The Battalions of Heaven.  A fifth volume was compiled in  1971 from further collected communications from the same source, comprising two narratives, The Children of Heaven and The Outlands of Heaven.   These have all been republished and reprinted several times since 1945 by the Greater World Association  Trust, London. 

  

_____________________________________________ 

  

 October 15th, 1967 

  

FRANCES BANKS         -         Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage,  I find that I am still repeating the pattern [of meditation and the spiritual search], only from another angle. 

No longer do I doubt as once I did. Now I know.   Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.  Do I dream – I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 

  

It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved that we can and do proceed only into each successive stage  with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness.  To put this idea into the language and metaphor of the earth world, it is as if each Cinderella had, inexplicably, become a Princess. 

  

You will want to know more of my occupations, living arrangements and I will do my best to explain simply, so that you and those who read, may comprehend, at least in part, some of the spiritual satisfactions which are so much integrated into one’s journey onwards. 

  

I have a new home.  I share a beautiful estate with others of the Group.  This place has wide sloping grass lands, trees and flowers of the most exquisite beauty and avenues of Light.  I have no other words for this, for meditation and contemplation.  As we here are closer in vibration to the Spiritual Worlds, the echoes of the music of the spheres along these avenues becomes a glory sweeping our thoughts and aspirations into contemplation of the mystery of divinity and eternal life. 

  

We are free, of course, to follow our own pursuits.   There are no college rules or compulsory attendances but I, for one, find myself at the Halls of Learning almost continually.  Again, you notice, I repeat the pattern, that avid desire for spiritual knowledge, which I now realize characterized all my excursions into different experiences on earth, and which I now comprehend albeit vaguely as having been the focus of those personalities with which I have returned to incarnation.  This avidity may not be an asset! 

  

I can travel in the mind and this I often do.  I have visited countries of the world which I did not know.  I have seen much and learned much.  I return often to familiar scenes.  I attend some meeting and meditation groups and sometimes contact the friends and companions I had loved on earth.  I do not find it an easy matter to speak through a medium.  As you appreciate, I have the conviction that there is no necessity for this.  On this level of thought, telepathy is developed to a greater potential than was practiced on earth.  By means of thought transference,  I endeavour to reach the minds of old and dear friends still in physical existence.  Sometimes I am happy to think that my efforts meet with a certain response.  At others the veil of illusion (even in those who should know better) interferes with reception and the contact is faulty, or is even rejected.  But this will be so whilst those on earth still cling to the theory of separativeness. 

  

That which I am learning here, in this wider state of consciousness, is a joyous apprehension of the vast wonder of the unity of Creative Mind in which all, every atom, every soul-fragment, every Group Soul, every creative thought is ONE. 

  

[to be continued]   References as before.  Best wishes from Richard.  Today President Obama visited Canada.  May that bring peace and further unity and cooperation world-wide.
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Rescue Circles (116)   The Final Report from Frances Banks.  Mental illness,  spirit rescue and release, depossession and exorcism. 
First of all, here is the conclusion of the communications from Frances Banks with Helen Greaves. 
December 10th, 1967. 

This will be my last script for the book.  If there is a message in these writings it is the simple statement that all is Unity and that Unity is Light. 
That statement may be interpreted symbolically by my readers as referring to the Light of Wisdom, of Knowledge, of Understanding of the Unity of the Life in all things.  But a difficult point I would try to make clear is that, in this further phase of our existence on this plane, the reference to Light is to interpreted LITERALLY.  We are progressing into Light and yet more light.  To us now, references to the ‘Golden Throne of God’ which formed part of our religious instruction on earth now reveal definite hidden truths.  The utmost of such Light is beyond our comprehension, which is still limited, or even our higher aspirations. 
Light here is literally the substance and matter of our thought life.  Thus, as our thoughts become attuned to the vibration of Creative Divinity, so the substance of our bodies changes, becoming less dense and reflecting more Light. 
We carry our own Light.  The greater therefore the selflessness and illumination of our minds and the more positive our response to the higher frequency of vibration, the purer and brighter is the Light transmitted by us. 
We spoke of the Group Soul. This, as I begin to comprehend now, the purer and stronger the Light from each unit soul of the Group, the greater the advancement of the Group Soul Itself towards ultimate bliss of Union, towards that ineffable Light which will ever be the mystery and wonder of Divinity. 
Yet each unit must be proved, i.e. its Light must be subjected to  the test of veils of density in other spheres of action.  So many units return again and again to the nothingness of dense matter, bravely asserting the lasting reality of their illumination.  So often such units, clothed in their passing personalities, fall into ignorance, becoming subject to materialistic concepts.  Some are blessed on their journeys by flashes into the Light, and in rare cases, the Light gained in these spiritual Worlds holds steady, shining through the fleshly masks to bless and encourage their fellow travelers in the darkness of supposed separativeness.  Light shines from the eyes of these advanced egos, and is reflected in the magnetic fields which surround their dense bodies. 
Perhaps my greatest regret now is the realization that, whilst I was seeking and searching mentally, psychically and occultly to discover that breakthrough to spirit for which I longed,  [I didn’t see that] the Light of the Unity with all things, all creatures, all Beings, all Hosts, all Powers [ALREADY] dwelt within me in ineffable glory! 
‘I am the Light of the World’ means just that, [for each one of us]….. The light dwells in all of us as a shining effulgence, the Light of Oneness with all Spirit, the blessed awareness and acknowledgement of unity with all creation from the lesser to the Higher Orders even to the Throne of Grace Itself. 
‘Let your Light so shine before men…’ is essentially a fact here where each is revealed by his [or her] light. 
May it be true then, of those who read these words on earth.  May the Light of Awareness of Divine Unity shine through the illusive and temporal veils of assumed personalities, so that, in preparation for this further experience, they may indeed be known by their Light. 
God Bless You all. 

And that was the last Helen Greaves or anyone else has heard from Frances Banks.  Her work takes her elsewhere.  It does not mean that she has merged with the One and ceased to exist as her individual self.  

I don’t hear from my mother or aunts anymore, though my father comes by from time to time, and other friends and loved ones make an appearance when they pass.  They may not be on particularly elevated planes, but they have their own lives to live, just as we leave home and go our own way in life when we grow up and mature. 
There are one or two relatives in spirit who have come to try and interfere, so I would welcome their going about their business on the other side, rather than be a nuisance here.  They still want to boss, manipulate and control.  So we try to persuade them to move on.  But often we have to get spirit guides to take them away, and rescue US!  
As some commentators have rightly mentioned, there ARE mischievous or evil spirits, impersonators and earthbounds who can influence us, or a medium who is not adequately trained, developed and protected.  These spirit scoundrels can also play havoc with the mentally ill, drug addicts and alcoholics and sometimes the aged, especially those suffering from Alzheimer’s disease.  This is where spirit release work comes in, and here the work is best left in the hands of trained specialists, psychotherapists and psychiatrists – that is those who accept the existence of the spirit world and its influences.  Not all do.  In the addendum to this episode, I have provided a link* to the Spirit Release Foundation and an article by Dr. Alan Sanderson, who discusses all these issues at length.  The important thing now is not to argue over whether spirit release and rescue in all its facets is necessary, but rather to show the sceptical health professionals that the spirit world does indeed exist.  From their particular professions, Dr. Sanderson and his associates are doing their best to demonstrate the affectiveness of their release work in this field. 
We will hear more from Frances Banks, not from the spirit world, but in her role as psychic researcher.  Also we will meet Helen Greaves again, as she wrote two more books on contact with the other side, after Frances had made her final exit.   Meanwhile this series will continue in due course with more instances of rescue and release work.   Richard R. 
· http://www.spiritrelease.com/cases/clara.htm 
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Rescue Circles (117)  More rescue  and spiritual help given on the other side. The historical side of spirit rescue, and false promises. 
The Roman Catholic Church sells expensive indulgences in the late 1500s and early 1600s  to ensure future rescue from purgatory 
In this episode I would like to make a shortened version and paraphrase one of my  teacher’s accounts of meeting his own spiritual instructor   when the latter fully materialised just over two months after his death. I will use the same terms that were used by Frances Banks and others in this series.  Then it can be seen how similar are their experiences to the present account.  Other mediums and writers, such as Andrew Jackson Davis, Michael Newton, Anthony Borgias and Vale Owen, talk of the afterlife, and the planes, regions, spheres, districts or levels on the other side, and use other terms like astral, etheric, mental, causal, transcendent and the infinite. What lies beyond can only be described and understood in earth terms, and rather than try and get too specific here,  I will just use a few general terms like spirit planes and higher and lower levels.  The quality of life beyond must vary according to the quality of mind perceiving it, and that is reflected by the tone of the accounts given to us.   We will have to wait until we have permanently returned to our spirit body before we can fully describe the afterlife, but even then, in communicating with the earth plane we will once again have to resort to earth language and metaphor, so that any account we give, or read here, or in books, or depicted in music and drama, film and television, will be imaginary approximations of the truth.  Even when ITC and EVP have been improved and enhanced with new technology, we will still have to use imagery, and virtual reality, that passes through the brain, and so is limited by our material senses.  The non-local spirit mind is most likely to go far deeper and be more comprehensive than our brain circuits, computers and AI (artificial intelligence) can handle. 
This instructor comes from an Eastern religion.  However, it is unlikely that on the other side each religion has its separate heavens and hells, or paradises and other places of residence.  Muslim suicide terrorists who have come back recently are in a state of confusion, since they say they didn’t go to paradise, as they had expected.  It may happen that members of one particular religion or nationality will congregate together when they pass, with their own former family, friends and believers.  But it seems at a later stage, these differences will disappear as one by one these peoples will merge and continue their activities together regardless of former affiliations.  

Here is the dialogue between this teacher who was  a strong physical and clairvoyant medium, and the fully materialised spirit of the former instructor. 
MEDIUM     -     Is it really you?  Are you using the same body which I saw buried over two months ago? 

SPIRIT          -        Yes, in a way it is the same, though I see it as ethereal.  To your sight and touch it is physical, [as a physical structure recreated out of ectoplasm]..  I created a new body out of spiritual atoms and vibrations.  In truth I am living on a spiritual plane now, and you and your loved ones will come and be with me there one day. 

MEDIUM    -    Please tell me more. 

SPIRIT       -     Won’t you let go of me, first of all!   [The medium had embraced the  former instructor, and now let go].   

As prophets and saints are sent to earth to help people work out their problems, and inspire them, so I have been assigned to act as a helper or rescuer on one of the spiritual planes.  There I am aiding advanced beings to rid themselves of addictions and unnecessary attachments which are hindering their progress. They are all highly developed spiritually and were able to consciously leave their physical bodies when it was their time to die.  

The spirits living on this higher plane have already passed through the ordinary spirit planes closer to the earth, where nearly all beings from earth must go at death.   None but advanced souls can reach this higher atmosphere.  Only advanced spirits can clear themselves of attachments on those lower planes. [That is why less advanced souls need help, or rescuing, awakening from sleep or stagnation in the first instance, like Henry VIII or the Lady of the Manor].    The advanced souls by their own self-motivated striving are enabled to reach this higher plane on their own.  But even they need more help once they get here, and that is why I am present to help them free themselves of all traces of the attachments of the lower planes. 

There are also nearly perfect beings on my plane who have come from the superior, even higher planes.  Just as many physical suns and stars roam in space, so there are also countless  spirit solar and stellar systems. 

God, the supreme intelligence encased the human soul successively in three bodies: firstly the idea or conceptual body, secondly the subtle spirit body which is the seat of the human mental and emotional natures, and thirdly the gross physical body.  On earth, men and women are equipped with  physical senses.  Spirit beings here  work with their consciousness and feelings  in bodies made of electro-magnetic frequencies the perimeter or surrounding of which is seen on earth as the human aura. [Valerie Hunt, Thelma Moss, Barbara Brennan and  other scientists have been continuing the earlier work of  Kirlian photography, looking further into the frequencies, sounds and colours of the aura).  The conceptual idea-bodied being remains in the blissful realm of ideas, seemingly as points of light.   My work is with these higher spirit beings, who are preparing to enter the conceptual idea world. 

MEDIUM       -       Do tell me more about this idea plane.  

SPIRIT        -        There are many spirit planes or spheres, densely populated by spirit beings.  The inhabitants use streams of light to travel from one plane to another, faster than electricity or radioactive energy.   The spirit universe, made of various subtle vibrations of light and colour, is hundreds of times larger than the material cosmos.  The entire physical creation hangs like  a little solid basket under the huge luminous balloon of the spirit spheres.   Just as many physical suns and stars roam in space, so there are also countless spirit solar and stellar systems.  These planets have spirit suns and moons more beautiful than the physical ones.  The spirit lights resemble the aurora borealis, the sunny spirit borealis being more dazzling than the mild-rayed moon aurora.    The  spirit days and nights are longer than those on earth.   The spirit world is infinitely beautiful, clean, pure and orderly.  There are no dead planets or barren lands.  

[to be continued].   
The historical side of spirit rescue is so intriguing to look into, isn’t it, as already discussed elsewhere.  Add to this the query, “when was the term “rescue”  first used to account for such work?”   I can only trace it back to the Bailey’s group in Buffalo in the 1890s, after which quite a lot of groups sprung into existence, and others still continue to operate. If anyone finds reference to rescue work in earlier transcripts, do please let us know. Such work was done in the 1820s and 1830s, but not recorded specifically as such. 
Then there are the rescue mediums de-haunting houses and releasing intrusive spirits, and the psychiatrists and therapists now releasing obsessing and possessing spirits, continuing Carl Wickland’s pioneer work.
This type of work probably has gone on since early civilisation, including “unconscious” out-of-body work in our sleep, though not recorded as such, either.  Turned into legends there are the classical stories of Orpheus and Euridice, and similar rescue operations, and Jesus cast out devils, though the translation of the word for spirit into “devil,” “demon” and such with satanic connotations was made by the Christian compilers.   Socrates’ spirit guide was called his “daimon” in the Greek language, with no implication that it was a devil, in our meaning of the word..
Saint Cuthbert, in the Seventh Century (around 680 C.E.) released spirits haunting the island of Farne in N.E. England, before setting up his residence, to live and meditate there,and he also healed a woman by casting out an obsessive spirit. Huna,  Polynesian and Australian aboriginal ceremonies include decursing rituals, healing people and releasing spirit influences.  I think if we read between the lines of historial accounts, and myths and legends, we will find a lot more “rescue” work lurking there.   
Blatantly false spirit rescue work was promised by the Roman Catholic Church  towards the end of the 15th century.  This was one of the abuses among many which led to the Protestant Reformation, initiated by Luther and cemented by Henry VIII’s break with Rome. To pay for the construction of the new St. Peter’s, for the expense of various wars and for the Popes’ and Cardinals’ extravagant and debauched life-style, “Pope Sixtus IV ruled in 1476 that indulgences applied also to souls in Purgatory, causing the common people to believe that they must pay for the relief [and rescue] of departed relatives.  The more prayers and masses and indulgences bought for the deceased, the shorter their terms in Purgatory, and since this arrangement favored the rich, it was naturally resented by the poor and made them readier, when the moment came, to reject all official sacraments….  Pope Leo X in 1513 authorised another issue [of indulgences] for the same purpose and again in 1515 for special sale in Germany, to offset the costs of his war on Urbino.  Offering ‘complete absolution and remission of all sine,’ this one was to be sold over an unusual eight-year term..… 

Tetzel, a Dominican monk, was a promoter who might have made Barnum blush.  Upon arrival in a town, he would be greeted by a prearranged procession of clergy and commoners coming out to meet him with flags and lighted candles while church bells rang joyful tunes.  Travelling with a brass-bound chest and a bag of printed receipts, and preceded by an assistant friar bearing the Bull of Indulgence on a velvet cushion, he would set up shop in the nave of the principal church in front of a huge cross raised for the occasion and draped with the papal banner.  At his side an agent kept careful count of the money that purchasers dropped into a bowl placed on top of the chest, as each received  a printed indulgence from the bag. 

     ‘I have here,’ Tetzel would call out, ‘the passports to lead the human soul to the celestial joys of Paradise.’  For a mortal sin, seven years of penance were due.  ‘Who then would hesitate for a quarter-florin to secure one of these letters of remission?’  Warming up, he would say that if a Christian had slept with his mother and put money in the Pope’s bowl, ‘the Holy Father had the power in Heaven and earth to forgive the sin, and if he forgave it, God must do so also.’   In behalf of the deceased, he said that ‘as soon as the coin rang in the bowl, the soul for whom it was paid would fly out of Purgatory straight to Heaven.’ 

     The ring of these coins was the summons to Luther…..In response to Tetzel’s campaign, Luther in 1517 nailed his 95 theses on the church door at Wittenberg, assailing the abuse of indulgence as sacrilegious.” *       The rest is history. 

· quoted from “The March of Folly:  from Troy to Vietnam”  by Barbara W. Tuchman. G.K. Hall & Co., Boston. 1984.  Required reading for those who see blind ambition, cruelty, indifference to suffering, decadence  and self interest,  wooden-headedness and lack of honesty, and complete lack of foresight in the character and actions of most of our rulers and institutions, whether in politics, science or religion.  We can do better than this! 
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Rescue Circles (118)  Spirit rescue in reverse.  In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston.   More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit. 
[Nearly always a dying person is helped in crossing over by guides or friends and relatives on the other side, who make an “appearance” usually an hour or two before the passing.   But some people die alone, and it is these who can be helped by our rescue circles on this side.  But on occasion a spirit can come back to help us in this work, and such is the case reported in 1857, when the Boston medium Mrs. Fannie Conant was working on evidential tests for the “Banner of Light.”    In that journal for July 23, 1857 appeared an article by William Berry under the title of “Is there any good in Spiritualism?”  Here is an abridged verbatim reprint of that account. The language may seem a little archaic, since the spirit, an early colonist, was alive in the 1600s and died around 1710]. 
“On Tuesday, July 7, while we were at our usual sitting with Mrs. Conant, we received the following communication: 

SPIRIT   (speaking through the entranced medium}       -      ‘After a lapse of years must I return to benefit mankind?  Must I come back to deal out charity to my kindred?  Are all Priests and Levites passing on the other side?  Is there no Samaritan among you?  Near one hundred and fifty years have rolled back into the past since I left earth.  Justice demands that I return to benefit those my earthly eyes never beheld;  a long line of kindred have been clustering around a little few here in the earth life, that they may benefit them, and I alone, of all the kindred am able to speak.  Near twenty days ago I was called to earth  to visit my kindred, and I found those called mortals dwelling in poverty; without the comforts by which mortals are wont to make themselves happy.   Seeing their condition, understanding their souls, I draw nigh to you that I may make manifest their situation. 
I am told by kindred spirits that mortals are continually asking, why do not spirits view our necessities, and aid us withal?  We now ask mortals why the heavens above are not rent in twain at their bidding?  Why does not the Almighty cast aside his laws, and become in subjection to mortals?  All spirits who are laboring for the good of mankind, the redemption of the world, are seeking, by every opportunity, to benefit them in their pecuniary and spiritual means, and no door will be untried.   And no matter how hard the hearts of men may be, they are not so hard but the oil of love will soften them, and we may enter therein, making the waste to blossom, and the darkness to shine. 

When poverty enters the earthly home, joy is driven afar off, and mortals are led  to cry out, where is our God, that he doth not interfere to relieve us?   Know that the Lord your God is able to deliver, and, no matter how gross the surroundings, spirit power will in time penetrate it, and fill your souls with purity and love. 

My name was Melchisedec Adams, and if you will permit me to carry your medium in spirit a short distance,  I will give you the locality of those I have come to benefit.’ 

After a lapse of a few seconds, the medium, in a clairvoyant state, gave the following description of the locality to which the spirit desired to carry her:  

FANNIE CONANT     -      I am now in somebody’s house. There seems to be a lady and a gentleman here.  Everything looks neat, but I guess they are poor.  They are Americans.  The lady does not look well.  There is trouble here – they can’t get work to do. 
But, oh, there are so many spirits here.  The people have been praying, and, in answer to their prayers, spirits have been sent to them. 

The spirit wishes me to go outside, so that I may know the street.  It is Endicott Street.  There are red houses near, and a store close by.  You must find them, and prove him true.  I should know this place again.’ 

With this the medium was restored to her normal condition, and said that she remembered the whole scene.  It seemed stamped upon her like a vivid dream, and she knew she should remember the room she had been in, should she see it again. 

We started in search of the place, in order to test our spirit friend, and to see what could be done for the family. 

We passed through the upper part of the street without any success.  We did not expect any there from some cause.  Our attention seemed to be directed to the part of the street toward the water very strongly.  Accordingly, we went on, and looked into all the little shops on our way, but had no inclination to enter any of them, until we arrived at a grocery store at the further extremity of the street.  This seemed to us to be the place to make inquiry, and we did so.  Some would term it a strange coincidence which directed our steps to the store just at the time the lady we were in search of was there.  Another strange incident is, that (as she of her own accord remarked) she had not been in that store before for some months, as she did not trade there. 

We found things as represented by the spirit.  The man was in the last stage of consumption; the lady nearly worn out from tending her husband. 

In the afternoon, taking with her a friend of ours, who is one of the Lord’s stewards, and gladly uses the talent God has given him for the relief of his brethren,  Mrs. Conant called, and was shown into a lower room.   She still thought she could remember the room the spirit showed her, but she did not recognize this, though she did the lady.  The room up stairs in which the sick man lay, she DID recognize, even to the pictures.  There was but one alteration, and that was, she did not see the sick man there in the morning vision.  This was a complete test, for, when we called a few minutes after the sitting which directed our steps to the house, the invalid was not in that room, but in one which led from it.  

Soon after taking a seat beside the bed, Mrs. Conant was entranced, and spoke nearly as follows: 

‘Friends, sufficient for the day is the good or the evil thereof.  We have called you here.  You would know for what.  It is that you may minister to the wants of our brother who is passing away from you to us.  He is your brother, and he needs your help to render the remainder of his days among you comfortable, and you have plenty, while he needs.  It is your duty, and will no doubt be your pleasure, to relieve his necessities.  This is all we have to say, particularly as our brother is very much exhausted.’  

Now, here lay a man who was about to pass away to an undiscovered country.  He had, perhaps, often thought that God and the angels had forgotten him.  But not so;  God had heard his prayer, and had permitted an angel band to gather around him. He had sent his angels to us, who were utter strangers to the sick man and his family, knowing not of the existence of such people, and they bade us to seek out their earthly kindred, and do our duty.  

What sweet assurance this visit of the angels must be to him who is passing on to them, of immortality, and of the love of God for all!  Will it not give him faith to cross the stream so black and dark to some, without fear?  Will the waters be so gloomy to him?  Ah, no!   Death is the placid, crystal like, over whose sweet waters the angels of the Lord bear the spirit, freed from earth, to this happy home, where all is love, purity and peace to him who has improved the talent given him. 

And does it not show him, that if the angels can return, in answer to his prayers, to smooth his passage through the tomb to life immortal, that they will also care for his companion?  And will not his God permit him to make one of the band who shall cheer her days on earth? 

William Berry. Boston.   The Banner of Light   1857. 
[Now here is the continuation of the description of certain regions of the afterlife as described by the spirit of a former instructor to a medium whose teachings I was a student of.  He was saying that in the spirit universe there are no dead planets or barren lands]. 
SPIRIT      -        The blemishes on earth – weeds, bacteria, insects, snakes – are absent.  Unlike the variable climate and seasons of the earth, the astral planets maintain the even temperature of an eternal spring, with occasional luminous white snow and rain of many-coloured lights.  Spirit planes abound, with opal lakes and bright seas and rainbow rivers. 
The ordinary spirit universe – not the subtler higher planes – is peopled with millions of spirit beings who have come, more or less recently, from the earth, and also with myriads of fairies, mermaids, fishes, animals, goblins, gnomes, demigods and spirits, all residing on the different lower planes in accordance with their quality of being and level of maturity. Various spirit mansions or vibratory regions are provided for good and evil spirits.  Good ones can travel freely, but the evil spirits are confined to limited zones.  In the same way that human beings live on the surface of the earth, worms inside the soil, fish in water, and birds in air, so astral beings of different grades are assigned to suitable vibratory quarters. 

Among the low level spirits, the so-called fallen dark angels or negative entities, expelled from other worlds, friction and war take place with lifelike but etheric bombs or mental weapons.  These beings dwell in the gloom-drenched regions of the lower spirit cosmos, working out their evil destiny until self-awakening or rescue from above moves them on. 

In the vast realms above the dark spirit prisons, all is shining and beautiful.  The middle spirit planes are more naturally attuned than the earth to the divine will and plan of perfection.  Every spirit object is manifested primarily by the will of God, and partially by the will of the spirit beings.  They possess the power of modifying or enhancing the grace and form of anything already created by the Lord.  He has given his spirit children the freedom and privilege of changing or improving at will the spirit cosmos.  On earth a solid must be transformed into liquid or other form through natural or chemical processes, but spirit  solids are changed into spirit liquids, gases, or energy solely and instantly by the will of the inhabitants. 

The earth is dark with warfare and murder in the sea, land and air.   But the middle spirit realms know a happy harmony and equality.  Spirit beings dematerialize or materialize their forms at will.  Flowers or fish or animals can  metamorphose themselves, for a time, into spirit people.[This is where humans have picked up an erroneous idea that reincarnation means the transmigration of souls, or returning to PHYSICAL life as an animal.  No such switch backwards on the evolutionary scheme ever takes place]. All spirit people are free  to assume any form, [Jane Roberts’ Seth talks of creating a dog to experience that short life] and can easily commune together.  No fixed, definite, natural law hems them round – any spirit tree, for example, can be successfully asked to produce a spirit oraange or other desired fruit, flower, or indeed any other object.  Certain restrictions are present, regulated by spiritual laws, but there are no distinctions in the spirit world about desirability of one  form over another. Variety is omnipresent, and everything is vibrant with God’s creative light. 

No one here is born of woman.  [The idea of a virgin birth on earth is misplaced.  That idea is a distortion of the  spiritually creative element in the spirit worlds, which  somehow was erroneously picked up by various religions].    Offspring are materialized by spirit beings through the help of their cosmic will into specially patterned  spiritually condensed forms.  The recently physically disembodied being, the newly deceased,  arrives here and [sometimes after a period of rest and recuperation] moves to join a spirit family, when ready, through invitation and attraction, drawn by similar mental and spiritual tendencies.  [These are the soul Groups mentioned by the spirit of Frances Banks]. 

[to be continued]     My comments in [square brackets]  Richard R.  
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Rescue Circles (118)  Spirit rescue in reverse.  In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston.   More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit. 
[Nearly always a dying person is helped in crossing over by guides or friends and relatives on the other side, who make an “appearance” usually an hour or two before the passing.   But some people die alone, and it is these who can be helped by our rescue circles on this side.  But on occasion a spirit can come back to help us in this work, and such is the case reported in 1857, when the Boston medium Mrs. Fannie Conant was working on evidential tests for the “Banner of Light.”    In that journal for July 23, 1857 appeared an article by William Berry under the title of “Is there any good in Spiritualism?”  Here is an abridged verbatim reprint of that account. The language may seem a little archaic, since the spirit, an early colonist, was alive in the 1600s and died around 1710]. 
“On Tuesday, July 7, while we were at our usual sitting with Mrs. Conant, we received the following communication: 

SPIRIT   (speaking through the entranced medium}       -      ‘After a lapse of years must I return to benefit mankind?  Must I come back to deal out charity to my kindred?  Are all Priests and Levites passing on the other side?  Is there no Samaritan among you?  Near one hundred and fifty years have rolled back into the past since I left earth.  Justice demands that I return to benefit those my earthly eyes never beheld;  a long line of kindred have been clustering around a little few here in the earth life, that they may benefit them, and I alone, of all the kindred am able to speak.  Near twenty days ago I was called to earth  to visit my kindred, and I found those called mortals dwelling in poverty; without the comforts by which mortals are wont to make themselves happy.   Seeing their condition, understanding their souls, I draw nigh to you that I may make manifest their situation. 
I am told by kindred spirits that mortals are continually asking, why do not spirits view our necessities, and aid us withal?  We now ask mortals why the heavens above are not rent in twain at their bidding?  Why does not the Almighty cast aside his laws, and become in subjection to mortals?  All spirits who are laboring for the good of mankind, the redemption of the world, are seeking, by every opportunity, to benefit them in their pecuniary and spiritual means, and no door will be untried.   And no matter how hard the hearts of men may be, they are not so hard but the oil of love will soften them, and we may enter therein, making the waste to blossom, and the darkness to shine. 

When poverty enters the earthly home, joy is driven afar off, and mortals are led  to cry out, where is our God, that he doth not interfere to relieve us?   Know that the Lord your God is able to deliver, and, no matter how gross the surroundings, spirit power will in time penetrate it, and fill your souls with purity and love. 

My name was Melchisedec Adams, and if you will permit me to carry your medium in spirit a short distance,  I will give you the locality of those I have come to benefit.’ 

After a lapse of a few seconds, the medium, in a clairvoyant state, gave the following description of the locality to which the spirit desired to carry her:  

FANNIE CONANT     -      I am now in somebody’s house. There seems to be a lady and a gentleman here.  Everything looks neat, but I guess they are poor.  They are Americans.  The lady does not look well.  There is trouble here – they can’t get work to do. 
But, oh, there are so many spirits here.  The people have been praying, and, in answer to their prayers, spirits have been sent to them. 

The spirit wishes me to go outside, so that I may know the street.  It is Endicott Street.  There are red houses near, and a store close by.  You must find them, and prove him true.  I should know this place again.’ 

With this the medium was restored to her normal condition, and said that she remembered the whole scene.  It seemed stamped upon her like a vivid dream, and she knew she should remember the room she had been in, should she see it again. 

We started in search of the place, in order to test our spirit friend, and to see what could be done for the family. 

We passed through the upper part of the street without any success.  We did not expect any there from some cause.  Our attention seemed to be directed to the part of the street toward the water very strongly.  Accordingly, we went on, and looked into all the little shops on our way, but had no inclination to enter any of them, until we arrived at a grocery store at the further extremity of the street.  This seemed to us to be the place to make inquiry, and we did so.  Some would term it a strange coincidence which directed our steps to the store just at the time the lady we were in search of was there.  Another strange incident is, that (as she of her own accord remarked) she had not been in that store before for some months, as she did not trade there. 

We found things as represented by the spirit.  The man was in the last stage of consumption; the lady nearly worn out from tending her husband. 

In the afternoon, taking with her a friend of ours, who is one of the Lord’s stewards, and gladly uses the talent God has given him for the relief of his brethren,  Mrs. Conant called, and was shown into a lower room.   She still thought she could remember the room the spirit showed her, but she did not recognize this, though she did the lady.  The room up stairs in which the sick man lay, she DID recognize, even to the pictures.  There was but one alteration, and that was, she did not see the sick man there in the morning vision.  This was a complete test, for, when we called a few minutes after the sitting which directed our steps to the house, the invalid was not in that room, but in one which led from it.  

Soon after taking a seat beside the bed, Mrs. Conant was entranced, and spoke nearly as follows: 

‘Friends, sufficient for the day is the good or the evil thereof.  We have called you here.  You would know for what.  It is that you may minister to the wants of our brother who is passing away from you to us.  He is your brother, and he needs your help to render the remainder of his days among you comfortable, and you have plenty, while he needs.  It is your duty, and will no doubt be your pleasure, to relieve his necessities.  This is all we have to say, particularly as our brother is very much exhausted.’  

Now, here lay a man who was about to pass away to an undiscovered country.  He had, perhaps, often thought that God and the angels had forgotten him.  But not so;  God had heard his prayer, and had permitted an angel band to gather around him. He had sent his angels to us, who were utter strangers to the sick man and his family, knowing not of the existence of such people, and they bade us to seek out their earthly kindred, and do our duty.  

What sweet assurance this visit of the angels must be to him who is passing on to them, of immortality, and of the love of God for all!  Will it not give him faith to cross the stream so black and dark to some, without fear?  Will the waters be so gloomy to him?  Ah, no!   Death is the placid, crystal like, over whose sweet waters the angels of the Lord bear the spirit, freed from earth, to this happy home, where all is love, purity and peace to him who has improved the talent given him. 

And does it not show him, that if the angels can return, in answer to his prayers, to smooth his passage through the tomb to life immortal, that they will also care for his companion?  And will not his God permit him to make one of the band who shall cheer her days on earth? 

William Berry. Boston.   The Banner of Light   1857. 
[Now here is the continuation of the description of certain regions of the afterlife as described by the spirit of a former instructor to a medium whose teachings I was a student of.  He was saying that in the spirit universe there are no dead planets or barren lands]. 
SPIRIT      -        The blemishes on earth – weeds, bacteria, insects, snakes – are absent.  Unlike the variable climate and seasons of the earth, the astral planets maintain the even temperature of an eternal spring, with occasional luminous white snow and rain of many-coloured lights.  Spirit planes abound, with opal lakes and bright seas and rainbow rivers. 
The ordinary spirit universe – not the subtler higher planes – is peopled with millions of spirit beings who have come, more or less recently, from the earth, and also with myriads of fairies, mermaids, fishes, animals, goblins, gnomes, demigods and spirits, all residing on the different lower planes in accordance with their quality of being and level of maturity. Various spirit mansions or vibratory regions are provided for good and evil spirits.  Good ones can travel freely, but the evil spirits are confined to limited zones.  In the same way that human beings live on the surface of the earth, worms inside the soil, fish in water, and birds in air, so astral beings of different grades are assigned to suitable vibratory quarters. 

Among the low level spirits, the so-called fallen dark angels or negative entities, expelled from other worlds, friction and war take place with lifelike but etheric bombs or mental weapons.  These beings dwell in the gloom-drenched regions of the lower spirit cosmos, working out their evil destiny until self-awakening or rescue from above moves them on. 

In the vast realms above the dark spirit prisons, all is shining and beautiful.  The middle spirit planes are more naturally attuned than the earth to the divine will and plan of perfection.  Every spirit object is manifested primarily by the will of God, and partially by the will of the spirit beings.  They possess the power of modifying or enhancing the grace and form of anything already created by the Lord.  He has given his spirit children the freedom and privilege of changing or improving at will the spirit cosmos.  On earth a solid must be transformed into liquid or other form through natural or chemical processes, but spirit  solids are changed into spirit liquids, gases, or energy solely and instantly by the will of the inhabitants. 

The earth is dark with warfare and murder in the sea, land and air.   But the middle spirit realms know a happy harmony and equality.  Spirit beings dematerialize or materialize their forms at will.  Flowers or fish or animals can  metamorphose themselves, for a time, into spirit people.[This is where humans have picked up an erroneous idea that reincarnation means the transmigration of souls, or returning to PHYSICAL life as an animal.  No such switch backwards on the evolutionary scheme ever takes place]. All spirit people are free  to assume any form, [Jane Roberts’ Seth talks of creating a dog to experience that short life] and can easily commune together.  No fixed, definite, natural law hems them round – any spirit tree, for example, can be successfully asked to produce a spirit oraange or other desired fruit, flower, or indeed any other object.  Certain restrictions are present, regulated by spiritual laws, but there are no distinctions in the spirit world about desirability of one  form over another. Variety is omnipresent, and everything is vibrant with God’s creative light. 

No one here is born of woman.  [The idea of a virgin birth on earth is misplaced.  That idea is a distortion of the  spiritually creative element in the spirit worlds, which  somehow was erroneously picked up by various religions].    Offspring are materialized by spirit beings through the help of their cosmic will into specially patterned  spiritually condensed forms.  The recently physically disembodied being, the newly deceased,  arrives here and [sometimes after a period of rest and recuperation] moves to join a spirit family, when ready, through invitation and attraction, drawn by similar mental and spiritual tendencies.  [These are the soul Groups mentioned by the spirit of Frances Banks]. 

[to be continued]     My comments in [square brackets]  Richard R.  

Rescue Circles (119) Spirit teachings on the afterlife and the structure of the spirit body.
The medium continues to talk with the spirit of a former instructor, questioning about the afterlife.
SPIRIT         -   The spirit body is not subject to cold or heat or other natural conditions.  The anatomy includes a spirit brain or a seventh (top) chakra of light, and six other awakened centres or chakras in the spinal column of the spirit body.  The heart draws spiritual energy as well as light from the spirit brain, and pumps it to the spirit nerves and body cells, or units of consciousness.  Spirit beings are able to effect changes in their forms by the energy of these units of consciousness, or electro-magnetic particles, and by intoning spiritual chants at specific vibrations or frequencies.  
In most cases the spirit body is an exact counterpart of the last physical form.  The face and figure of a spirit person resemble those of his or her youth, in the life on earth.  Occasionally someone like myself chooses to retain his appearance in old age.  . 
Unlike the spatial, three-dimensional physical world, which comes into human awareness through the five senses, the spirit spheres or planes are visible to the spirit body by the all-inclusive sixth sense - intuition.   By sheer intuitional feeling, all spirit beings see, hear, smell, taste and touch.  They possess three eyes, two of which are partly closed.  The third and chief spirit eye, vertically placed on the forehead, is open.  Spirit beings have all the outer sensory organs - ears, eyes, nose, tongue, and skin - but they employ the intuitional sense fo experience sensations through any part of the body; they can see through the ear, or nose, of skin.  They are able to hear through the eyes or tongue, and can taste through the ears or  skin, and so forth.  [There have been some rare cases of mediums  here on earth who have highly developed spirit bodies which display some of these unusual abilities.  R..R.]
The human being’s physical body is exposed to countless dangers, and is easily hurt or maimed; the ethereal spirit body may occasionally be cut or bruised but is healed at once by mere willing.
MEDIUM      -     Are all spirit people beautiful?

SPIRIT     -      Beauty in the spirit world is known to be a spiritual quality - and not an outward appearance. Spirit beings therefore attach little importance to facial features.  They have the privilege, however, of costuming themselves at will with new, colourful spiritually materialised bodies.  Just as worldly people wear smart fashionable clothes for special events, so spirit beings find occasions to adorn themselves in specially designed forms. 

Joyous spirit festivities on the higher spirit planes, where I am now situated,  take place when a being is liberated from the lower or middle regions through spiritual advancement, and is therefore ready to enter the heaven of the higher spirit world.  On such occasions the invisible heavenly Father, and the saints who are merged in him, materialise themselves into bodies of their own choice and join the spirit celebration.  In order to please his beloved devotee - the newly advanced spirit, the Lord takes any desired form.  If the devotee worshipped through devotion, he sees God as the divine Mother.  To Jesus, the Father aspect of the Infinite One was appealing beyond other conceptions.  The individuality with which the Creator has endowed each of his spirit creatures makes every conceivable and inconceivable demand on the Lord’s versatility!    [They both laugh].

Friends of the recent past, and of other lives easily recognise one another in the spirit world.  Rejoicing at the immortality of friendship, they realise the indestructibility of love, often doubted at the time of the sad, delusive partings of earthly life.
The intuition of spirit beings pierces through the veil and observes human  activities on earth, but man cannot view the spirit world unless his sixth sense is somewhat developed.  Thousands of earth-dwellers have momentarily glimpsed a spirit being or a spirit world.  On earth, pure-minded children with their sixth sense are sometimes able to see the graceful spirit bodies of fairies.  Through drugs or intoxicating plants and alcohol a person may so derange his consciousness that he perceives the hideous forms found in the lowest spirit regions - frighteningly real enough for those who experience them.
The advanced beings on the highest spirit planes remain mostly awake in a blissful state during the long spirit day and night, helping to work out intricate problems of cosmic government and the rescue of prodigal sons and daughters, so to speak, those who have strayed too far from  spiritual law, or who have become earthbound.  When the high spirit beings sleep, they have occasional dreamlike spiritual visions.  Their minds are usually engrossed in the conscious state of highest bliss, or Nirvana as the Buddhists call it.
Inhabitants in all parts of the spirit worlds are still subject to mental agonies.  The sensitive minds of the higher beings on the higher planes like mine feel keen pain if any mistake is made in conduct or perception of truth.  These advanced beings endeavour to attune their every act and thought with the perfection of spiritual law.  
Communication among the inhabitants of the spirit worlds is held entirely by spirit telepathy and complete visual contact, as if with televised images projected onto the mind’s eye. There is none of the confusion and misunderstanding of the written and spoken word which earth dwellers must endure.  Just as persons on the cinema or television screen appear to move and act through a series of light pictures, and do not actually breathe, so the spirit beings walk and work as intelligently guided and coordinated images of light, without the necessity of drawing power from oxygen.  Man depends upon solids, liquids, gasses and energy for sustenance;  spirit beings sustain themselves principally by spirit  light.
[to be continued]
Rescue Circles (120) Facts about the creation of the physical body, and its higher counterparts.
[I have freely adapted this dialogue between a medium and a spirit instructor so as to be understandable in the first place to a western mind.  The Instructor when on earth lived in a country somewhere between Egypt and Australia, that is to say,  out in the  East or Far East.  Later on I will be more specific about this, but for now, unless a reader locates or recognises the source of this material, which is in print for all to readin the original, I will say no more, but rather focus on the ideas, and relate them to descriptions already received in the West by mediums, philosophers and Spiritualists. Looked at in this way, cultural perspectives aside, it seems to my mind that we all share the same reality, here and hereafter. But that is merely MY thesis.  I will not push the point further though, but let the individuals speak for themselves. 
The reason that I include this within the “Rescue” series is because the spirits who do need rescue or releasing have got lost, confused or have come to a standstill in their soul’s normal progression, within or out of time and space.  That is because they are not aware of the complete picture of life, and its various stages and facets.  They are stranded on the beach, so to speak, and need a wave of knowledge and awakening to wash over them and bring them back into the deeper currents of life.  Richard R.]
MEDIUM     -           Can I ask, do spirit people eat anything?  

SPIRIT     -        There are plenty of luminous, ray-like vegetables in the spirit worlds.  Spirits consume vegetables and drink a nectar flowing from glorious fountains of light, and from spirit brooks and rivers.  Just as invisible images of people on earth can be transmitted and received through the electro-magnetic waves of television apparatus and made visible, later before being dismissed again into space, so the spirit blueprints of vegetables and plants created by divine intelligence and floating in the ether are materialised on a spirit plane by the will of its inhabitants.  In the same way, from the wildest fancy of these beings,  whole gardens of fragrant flowers are materialised, returning later to the etheric invisibility.  [Frances Banks created her cottage and garden in this way, after leaving the Rest Home in the spirit worlds.] 

Although dwellers on the higher planes where I am are almost freed from any necessity of eating, still higher is the unconditioned existence of almost completely liberated souls on the highest levels who eat nothing save the manna of bliss. 
A spirit on the lower planes, once free of earth’s influence, meets a multitude of relatives, fathers, mothers, wives, husbands and friends, acquired during different lives on earth, as they appear from time to time in various parts of the spirit world. He or she  is therefore at a loss to understand whom to love especially. He or she learns in this way to give a divine and equal love to all, as individualised expressions as God’s children.  Though the outward appearance of loved ones may have changed, more or less according to the development of new qualities in the latest life of any particular soul, the spirit person employs his or her unerring intuition to recognise all those once dear to them  in other planes of existence, and to welcome them to their new spirit home.  Because every atom in creation is inextinguishably endowed with individuality,  a spirit friend will be recognised no matter what costume he may wear, even as on earth an actor’s identity is discoverable by close observation despite any disguise. [The desire to recognise the true person behind the actor’s mask, and idolising pop stars,  mirrors this desire in spirit to make the immortal connection]. 
The span of life in the spirit world is much longer than on earth.  A normal advanced spirit person’s average life period, in earth time, is from five hundred to one thousand years. As certain redwood trees outlive most trees by thousands of years,  or as some mystics and saints live several hundred years though most men die before the age of sixty, so some spirit beings live much longer than the usual span of spirit existence. Visitors to the  spirit world dwell there  for a longer or shorter period in accordance with the weight of their unfinished business and unfulfilled desires, and their rate of progress.  [To call the next world of spirit “the afterlife” is a misnomer, suggesting that once we finish here, there is a gradual diminishing of the soul into non-existence.  The reality would seem to be the exact opposite, with the life on earth as merely the overture or prelude to the great show, symphony or performance about to begin.  Our earth life should excite us and prepare us for the greater joy to come - great expectations!] 
The spirit person does not have to contend painfully with death at the time of shedding his luminous body.  Many of these beings nevertheless feel slightly nervous at the thought of dropping their spirit form for the more subtle higher spirit body.  But the spirit world is free from unwilling death, disease and old age.  Once one becomes spirit, the body does not die, again, but merely becomes lighter, shedding its outer skin so to speak when it moves to a higher plane, or like taking off a coat when moving from the cold outside to a warmer place indoors.    These three dreads, disease, old age and death, are the curse of the earth, where man has allowed his consciousness to identify itself almost wholly with a frail physical body requiring constant aid from air, food, and sleep in order to exist at all. 

Physical death is attended by the disappearance of breath and the disintegration of fleshly cells.  Spirit death consists of the dispersal of electro-magnetic particles, those manifest units of energy which constitute the life of spirit beings.  At physical death a being loses his consciousness of flesh and becomes aware of his subtle body in the spirit world.  Experiencing spirit “death,” so to speak, in due time, a being thus passes from the consciousness of spirit birth and death, that is, arrival in the spirit worlds, to that of the greater awareness of the higher planes [explained by Frances Banks as joining  a greater group of souls]     [Religious] scriptural definitions of heaven and hell are not literal allusions, but they stir man’s deeper-than-subconscious memories of the soul’s experiences in the happy spirit worlds, and the lives lived in the disappointing (in comparison) physical, material worlds, [if not otherwise in the lower regions where evil spirits have lost their way.] 

 MEDIUM    -     Can you describe more in detail the difference between birth on the earth, and in the spirit and higher spirit worlds?  

SPIRIT     -   Certainly.  Man as an individualized  immortal soul is in essence a higher soul body, which is a blueprint of 35 ideas required by God as the basic spirit thought forces of the soul, from which he later formed the subtle lower spirit body of 19 elements, and the gross physical body of 16 elements.  Put together the physical and the spirit bodies and you have the complete soul connection of 35 elements.  [Take away the physical body with its 16 chemical elements, and we are left with the immortal Spiritual body.] 

The 19 elements of the spirit body are mental, emotional and electro-magnetic [that is to say, they are spiritual, not material]..    These 19 components are:-  five instruments  of knowledge  - being the spiritual equivalents of  1) sight; 2) hearing;  3) smell; 4)  taste; and  5) touch, then five instruments of action, the mental correspondence for the executive abilities to  6) procreate; 7) excrete; 8) talk;  9) walk; and  10) exercise manual skill and five instruments of life force, those empowered to perform the  11) crystallising;  12) assimilating;  13) eliminating; 14) metabolising; and  15) circulatiing functions of the body.  

The four additional components which are not found  correspondingly in the physical body  are 16) intelligence; 17) ego (or personality); 18) feeling (emotions); and 19)  mind (sense-consciousness).  [From this we can conclude that  the mind, intelligence, human emotions and the personality do not reside in the brain, or the nervous and glandular (hormonal) systems but are merely processed THROUGH THEM them in order to negotiate physical reality.  Our reality is not a product of the brain’s action or other bodily functions, which would logically cease to exist, once the body dies.  The idea that our bodily senses and brain  literally create what we perceive as reality does not make sense!  Ir is a  materialistic viewpoint which just does not compute, just as our creation myths cannot be taken literally, after what our material science  can show us  about the age of things on this planet, through carbon dating, for example!] 
This subtle spiritual encasement of  19 elements survives the death of the physical body. 
The physical body is made of  16  gross chemical elements, which return to the earth and atmosphere on bodily death. [These elements are not specified here by the spirit  instructor.  Perhaps a chemist or scientist in this Group could enumerate these for us].  
God thought out different ideas within himself and projected them into dreams, or divine imaginings, out of which sprang these colossal and endless ornaments of relativity. 
In 35  thought categories of the higher spirit body God elaborated all the complexities of the human being’s 19 spiritual and 16 physical counterparts.  By condensation of vibratory forces, first subtle (of spirit) then gross (physical) he produced the human being’s spirit body and finally his physical form. According to the law of relativity, by which the Prime Simplicity has become the bewildering manifold. The higher spirit cosmos and higher spirit body are different from the lower spirit planes and the lower spirit body; the physical cosmos and physical body are likewise characteristically at variance with the other higher forms of creation. 
The material body is made of the fixed, objectified dreams of the Creator, [His Divine Imagining, as Douglas Fawcett would call it].  The dualties are ever present on earth: disease and health, pain and pleasure, loss and gain.  Human beings find limitation and resistance in three-dimensional matter.  When man’s desire to live is severely shaken by disease or other causes, death arrives; the heavy overcoat of the flesh is shed.  The soul, however, remains encased in the higher and lower spirit bodies   The cohesive power by which all three bodies are held together is desire. 
Physical desires  and needs are rooted in egotism and sense pleasures, [and include the need for self preservation, self-defence, sustenance, power and control,  and other biological and mental necessities].  On earth, the compulsion or temptation of sensory experience is more powerful than the desire-force connected with the higher spirit attachments and perceptions. 
In the spirit worlds, the lower spirit desires center around enjoyment in terms of vibration.. Spirit beings enjoy the ethereal music of the spheres and are entranced by the sight of all creation as inexhuastible expressions of changing light.  Spirit desires are thus connected with a spirit’s power to precipitate [as it were, to materialise] all objects and experiences as forms of light or condensed thoughts or dreams. 
Higher spirit desires are fulfilled by percption only.  These spirits who are encased only in the light spirit body see the whole universe as realisations of the dream-ideas of God; they can materialise anything and everything in sheer thought.  Higher spirit beings therefore consider the enjoyment of physical sensations or lower spiritual delights as gross and suffocating to the soul’s finer sensibilities.  Higher spirit beings work out their desires by materialising them instantly.  Those who find themselves covered only by the delicate vail of the higher spirit body can bring universes into manifestation even as the Creator. Because all creation is made of the cosmic dream-texture, the soul who is thinly clothed in the light spirit body has vast realisations of power. 
A soul, being invisible by nature, can be distinguished only by the presence of its body or bodies.  The mere presence of a body signifies that its existence is made possible by 
unfulfilled desires [ desires for expression of ideas and emotions, and for experience]. 
So long as the soul of man is encased in one, two or three body containers, sealed tightly with the stoppers of ignorance and desires, he cannot merge completely  with the sea of spirit, or cosmic consciousness.  When the gross physical receptacle is destroyed by the hammer of death, the other two coverings - of lower and higher spirit,  will remain to prevent the soul from consciously joining the omnipresent life of pure spirit.  When desirelessness is attained through wisdom, its power disintegrates the two remaining vessels or veils.  The tiny human soul emerges free at last; it is one with the measureless amplitude, the love-intelligence, or the Toa, the essence of all being. [Mystics from all world traditions have had glimpses of this great One, or Unity, or Cosmisc Consciousness. As well as the accounts in the Bible, Koran, Baghavad Gita, Granth Sahib and other Holy Scriptures and Sutras, there are many enlightening accounts compiled by the anonymous author of “The CLoud of Unknowing,” and over the years, to name a few, listed alphabetically, by  the philospher Aivhanov, St. Thomas Aquinas,  St. Augustine, Jacob Boehme, Richard Bucke {Cosmic Consciousness), Douglas Fawcett, Alister Hardy, St. John of the Cross, Gopi Krishna,  Walter Russell, (The One, The Divine Iliad, The Nature of Light), Emanuel Swedenborg, and  St. Teresa  of Avila]. 
[to be continued]      My comments in [square] brackets.  Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (121) A pet comes to help rescue a lost boy in spirit. Edgar Cayce and Betty White on Rescue Work. More about the higher spirit world.
Rescue Circles (121)   A pet comes to help rescue a lost boy in spirit.   More about the higher spirit world. 

MEDIUM   --    Can you shed further light on the nature of the higher spirit world? 

SPIRIT INSTRUCTOR     -        It is indescribably subtle. In order to understand it, we would have to possess such tremendous powers of concentration that we could close our eyes and visualise the  spirit cosmos  and the physical cosmos in all their  vastness as existing in ideas only.  If by this superhuman concentration we succeeded in converting or resolving  the two cosmoses  with all their complexities [including black holes, pulsars, endless galaxies, exploding stars, and all the spirit planes existing out of time and space] resolving all that into sheer ideas,  we would then reach  the higher spirit worlds, and stand on the borderline  of fusion between mind and matter.   There we would perceive all created things - solids, liquids, gases, electricity, energy, all beings, gods, men, animals, plants, bacteria and sub-atomic waves and particles – as forms of consciousness,  just as people can close their eyes and realise that they still exist, even though their bodies are invisible to their physical eyes and are present only as ideas. 

Whatever a human being can do in fancy, or imagination, a higher spirit being can do in reality.  The most colossal imaginative human intelligence, a true savant, is able, in mind only, to range from one extreme of thought to another, to skip mentally from planet to planet, or tumble endlessly down a pit of eternity, or soar rocketlike into the  canopy of galaxies, or scintillate like a searchlight over milky ways and the starry spaces.  But beings in the higher spirit worlds have a much greater freedom, and can effortlessly manifest their thoughts into instant objectivity, without any material or spirit obstruction or influences of habits, fixed ideas and beliefs, needs, attachments or obsessions. 
Higher spirit beings realise that the physical cosmos is not primarily constructed of electrons, nor is the lower spirit world composed of electro-magnetic energy – both in reality are created from the minutest particles of God-thought, chopped and divided by the law of relativity which apparently intervenes to separate creation from its Creator. 
Souls in the higher spirit world recognise one another as individualsed  points of joyous spirit; their thought-things are the only objects that surround them.  Spirit beings see the difference between their bodies and thoughts to be merely ideas.  As people, closing their eyes, can visualize a dazzling white light or a faint blue haze, so spirit beings by thought alone are able to see, hear, smell, taste, and touch; they create anything, or dissolve it, by the power of cosmic mind.  
Both birth and death in the higher spirit worlds are in thought.  Spirit-bodied beings feast only on the ambrosial food of eternally new knowledge.  They drink from the springs of peace, roam on the trackless soil of perceptions, swim in the ocean-endlessness of bliss.  Imagine their bright thought-bodies zooming  past trillions of spirit-created planets, fresh bubbles of universes, wisdom-stars, spectacular dreams of golden nebulae in the deep skies of Infinity.  
Many beings remain for thousands of years in the higher spirit cosmos.  By deeper ecstasies the freed soul then withdraws  itself from the higher spirit body and puts on the ‘clothing’ of the vast higher spirit cosmos.  All the separate currents of ideas, particularised waves of power, love, will, joy, peace, intuition, calmness, self-control and concentration melt into the ever-joyous sea of bliss.  No longer does the soul have to experience its joy as an individualised wave of consciousness, but is merged into the One Cosmic Ocean, with all its waves – eternal laughter, and indescribable other-worldly experiences. 
When a soul is out of the cocoon of the three bodies, it escapes forever from the law of relativity and becomes the ineffable Ever-Existent, the source of all being. The soul becomes the butterfly of omnipresence, its wings etched with stars and moons and suns.  The soul expanded into spirit remains alone in the region of lightless light, darkless dark, thoughtless thought, overwhelmed with its joy in God’s dream of cosmic creation.  
MEDIUM     -      so, a free soul! 

SPIRIT     -      When a soul finally gets out of the three bodies of  materialisation, he or she becomes one with the Infinite without any loss of individuality.  Have no fear of loss of identity or mind.  He or she continues to exist, to be. 

[to be continued] 
Lord Dowding was not the only investigator to talk of spirit rescue being undertaken during sleep and dreaming.   Both Edgar Cayce in his readings, and Betty White from the other side in “The Unobstructed Universe,” talk of giving help to lost souls while we sleep.   Cayce’s many readings say that when we dream of a friend or relative, real contact is made, and help can be given to a lost soul in this way, without our perhaps being aware of it.  Betty White told of her work with the spirit of slain servicemen  involved in bringing their family members and friends to the other side during sleep.  “During the night, we are sometimes able, while they sleep, to bring parents, wives, sweethearts to their loved ones here….We brought a woman who is still there [on earth] to her daughter, who is here.  The daughter had been a nurse, and she was killed.   The night we brought the mother, in her sleep, this girl insisted she must have on a nurse’s uniform (just like Hugh Dowding’s wife).   When the time came for the mother to go back she did not want to go.  She begged to stay here with her daughter.  She was so frantic that finally we had to put her to sleep here to induce her to go back; and we did not leave her until she was safely back.” 
The mother did not remember her dream fully, but the experience gave her peace, and allowed her to accept her daughter’s death without further grief. 
Animals can take part in spirit rescue work.  Here is a recent case from our rescue group in Devon, UK. 
The medium has been talking to a boy of eight, in spirit, who says his name is Freddie  He keeps saying: 
THE SPIRIT OF FREDDIE      -    I can’t get home.  I can’t get home. 

GROUP [one or another of the members of the rescue group]   -    I wonder if we can help you. We’ve helped lots of little boys.  Can you hear my words. 

FREDDIE     -     Yes. 

GROUP   -   Is it a long time since you went home? 

FREDDIE    -   I’m hungry. 

GROUP   -   Yes. 

FREDDIE   -   I think I came out this morning. 

GROUP   -   Was that a long time ago? 

FREDDIE   -   I don’t know.  I’ve lost track of time. 

GROUP   -   Don’t worry, Freddie.  Do you think you could have had an accident?  Can you remember? 

FREDDIE   -   I’m usually careful on my bike ‘cos Mum says I’ve got to be careful.  I don’t know, I thought I was careful. 

GROUP   -   And what happened?  Don’t worry, it’ll be alright. 

FREDDIE   ‘   Well there was this lorry (he bursts into tears).  I don’t know. 

GROUP   -   Now if you like to listen to us, we’re going to get someone who can come and help you.  I’ve got to explain something to you first.  I don’t know if you know, but when people die they pass over to a most wonderful world.  Paradise or Heaven.  I think possibly you’ve passed out of your body and we’ve  got to get some nice people to come and help you.  Can you think of anyone that you liked who’s already died or passed over?  Has your Grannie or Grandad died? 

FREDDIE   -   (in tears)    I want my Mum and Dad.  

Group   -   We’ll see about Mum and Dad presently.  Now, about Grannie and Grandad.  Have they passed over? 

FREDDIE   -    One Grandma died. 

GROUP   -   Right.   What we want you to do is to think very hard about this Grandma who’s going to help you.  We want you to make a big wish, because, although you did not know it, Grandma that died is fine, she is full of life, she’s well and can come and help you, and she can tell you what to do.  So will you think now about that Grandma that died, and say to yourself, ‘Grandma, would you come and help me, and show me what to do – I feel lost?’  She’ll come and help you.  Will you make a big wish to see her?  Now we are all going to wish as well, for Grandma to come.  Now you’ve got to watch and wait and see if somebody comes to help you.  Now!  Have a big wish for Grandma!  Remember what she was like, what she looked like!  It’s all going to be all right.  You’ll be looked after.  

Silence 

GROUP   -   Keep wishing.  Tell us if anybody comes.  It may get a bit brighter somewhere, and someone may come out of the light.  Say, ‘Help me!  Please help me!’ 
Silence 

GROUP   -   Tell us if anybody comes.  It takes a little time. 

FREDDIE   -   Will she know me? 

GROUP   Yes, she’ll know you.  She’s been keeping an eye on you while you’ve been growing up.  While we’re waiting from Grandma, did you ever have a dog or cat? 

FREDDIE   -   (less tears now)   I had a dog. 

GROUP   -   Do you know what his name was? 

FREDDIE   -    I think it was Billy. 

GROUP   -    While we’re waiting, wish to see your dog.  See if you can imagine your dog coming to you.  Think about your dog and look for it. 

FREDDIE   -   Mmm, I think I can see ‘im. 

GROUP   -   Good! 

FREDDIE   -   ‘Cos I can see a black dog running round and round and round chasing its tail.  That is what Billy used to do! 

GROUP   -   Good.  Is he near you, can you get near him? 

FREDDIE   -    Will he hear if I call him? 

GROUP   -   Yes, he’ll hear you.  Call him! 

FREDDIE   -   (More cheerful now)   He certainly listened.  He’s put his ears up. 

GROUP   -   Good.  He’s heard you.  Now he might lead you to somewhere – to where your Crandma is. 

FREDDIE   -   He’s running off and barking and coming back again – he always used to do this. 

GROUP   -   Now you go with him, he’s going to look after you. 

FREDDIE   -  That’s all right.  I’ll go with him, 

Group   -   He knows what to do. 

FREDDIE   -   Will he know my Gran? 

GROUP   -   Yes, he’ll lead you somewhere.  Go with him.  We’ll keep listening to what you do. 

FREDDIE   -   He’s playing.  He was always full of fun.   He’s taking me over to some trees.  He loves trees. 

GROUP   -    On you go. 

FREDDIE   -    Along a path.  I’ve got to run to catch up.  He’s going very fast (laughs) but he keeps coming back. 

GROUP   -   I think he’s glad to see you. 

FREDDIE   -    He’s so happy. 

GROUP   -    On you go with him. 

FREDDIE   -    I see some houses coming up down there. 

GROUP    -    Good.  I think he’s going to take you somewhere. 

FREDDIE   -   There are people cheering.  They’re saying  ‘Come on.  Come on!’ 

GROUP   -    Good. 

FREDDIE   -    Mmm.  Lots of people.  There’s a table. 

GROUP   -    What’s on the table? 

FREDDIE   -   Nice things to eat.  Cakes and biscuits. 

GROUP   -    I thought there would be. 

FREDDIE    -   It’s like a garden.  There’s lots of houses. 

GROUP   -   Is anybody talking to you? 

FREDDIE    -    They are all sort of hugging me.  I don’t know a lot of them. 

GROUP   -   They seem to know you. 

FREDDIE   -   Oh, I think my Gran’s there.  That’s all right then.  I think the party’s for me.  (General laughter). 

GROUP    -   Good.  You have a nice party.  Do you feel happier now? 

FREDDIE   -   Umm!  Thank you.  ‘Bye ‘bye. 

GROUP   -   ‘Bye ‘bye.    

Rescue Circles (122) Dealing with a troublesome spirit. More about the higher spirit worlds and the spirit body.
Rescue Circles (122)  Dealing with a troublesome spirit. More about the higher spirit worlds and the spirit body. 
At the same time as undertaking spirit rescue work helping confused souls move on, the rescue circles sometimes come across the odd mischievous spirit.  They do their best to clear such spirit folk from people’s houses and places of work.  
Michael Evans talks of a request their group had from a family whose house had been troubled by a mischievous spirit for two years.    The daughter was plagued and very disturbed by this spirit, and the son, when he came to visit, actually saw the spirit, and  refused to sleep in the house at all. One of the mediums  investigating the case was told by his guide that they were going to be dealing with a determined and mischievous spirit.   Michael and two mediums, Ron and John, held a séance in the front room. John’s guide, Grey Cloud, was the first to come through, speaking through John; 

GREY CLOUD   -   I would just like to reassure you that no harm will come to my friend (the medium). 

MICHAEL   -    Thank you very much. 

GREY CLOUD   -   I will be here, and if our friend does not wish to behave,  I will step in, and not only step in, but I have other friends who will be more forceful than I.  I know this does not really agree with your principles, but in that case we must have that extra strength  to more or less forcibly  eject this friend.  So I will just stand to one side.  

Long pause. 

GREY CLOUD    -     It is all right, my friend.  It is me, Grey Cloud.  I am speaking to this young spirit and he is very reluctant to come forward as I think you know, sir, but we will persevere and see if we can get him to come.  I try to explain to him that he is not of the earth plane, but he is being of the stubborn nature – like all young ones, really. 
Another pause. 

MICHAEL   -   Come along friend, will you speak to us?  Speak up!  Did you realize that you had died? 

SPIRIT   -   Died? 

RON  -   You’re well aware of that, aren’t you? 

SPIRIT   -  I am aware I died. 

RON   -   Why do you cause problems for people who have not died? 

MICHAEL   -   When you die you leave your physical body. 

SPIRIT   -   You say I leave the physical body.  How the devil do you think I am here? 

RON   -   You are here, purely and simply, because you will not travel on to the realm where you belong. (Ron is getting advice from his guide as to how to tackle this spirit, rather in the way a newsreader gets advice from the producer through his ear-phone). 

MICHAEL   -   A beautiful realm is waiting for you.  You have got stuck. 

RON   -   You know this because you have been contacted before.  You are well aware. 

SPIRIT   -  Yeah!  I have to own up, in other words. 

RON   -   Yes, own up.  Also you have to realize that there are very powerful people on your side of the world, all around you at this moment.  If you open your eyes you will see them around you. 

SPIRIT   -   I can, and I am trying to fight them. 

RPM   -   Yes – but you cannot win. 

SPIRIT   No – I tried last time.  Did not win.  But I managed to come back. 

RON   -   Now you have brought a position upon yourself.  You know what will happen unless you go where you belong. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes – my own prison. 

RON   -   You will be confined, and taken to another realm and be there in confinement until you decide to go forward. 

SPIRIT   -    Yes, I understand that now.  When you were speaking before I was listening, and you were right. I had that intent towards the younger lady, you understand. That is another thing I have to rectify and… 

RON   -   You don’t overcome it yet.  What you do not do by actions you do by intent. 

SPIRIT   -   That is right, my friend.  That is what this gentleman who is stood here is telling me (Grey Cloud). I would not like to upset him as I have upset many people in this house. 

RON   -   And not only in this house. 

SPIRIT   -   But also in the next house as well. 

RON   -   And the other. 

SPIRIT   -   I am afraid I have traveled up to where the new houses have been built. 

RON   -   Yes I know. 

SPIRIT   -   In other words I have been a – wandering minstrel – no that would be entirely wrong. 

RON   -   A wandering spirit, my friend. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes, a wandering spirit has to nowhere to go, but now I have somewhere to go. 

RON   -   Yes, willingly or reluctantly. 

SPIRIT   -   I think it is going to be the former, my friend.  I have had too much of the other – and you will not need to go anywhere else in this house, because this meeting will be sufficient. 

RON   -   Good!  Well, my friend, only good things are in front of you, because you will now face your future and know that it is in your hands. 

SPIRIT   -   That is right, my friend.  That is what this gentleman who is stood here beside the medium explained to me – that I go of free will.  By doing that I do not have to go into the grey areas, but I will go to a slightly lighter one, and will have many friends.  I do not know if you would like the lady to come, so that I can make my apologies to her. 

RPM   -   We will pass them on for you, as unfortunately the lady is not here. 

SPIRIT   -   I think that is better because I have left the fright within her. 

<OCJAE:   -   If you like to make your apology it is being recorded. 

RON   -   She can listen to your words, we have a machine recording this. 

SPIRIT   -   That is strange because when I was on earth you never had nothing like that, or that thing over there (TV set).  I often turn that one on, which is very frightening for the young lady.  But I do give her my apologies for frightening her – there is another word but I was no good with words. 

RON   -   My friend.  All you need to do is to look forward, and do not look back.  The past is dead. 

SPIRIT   -   Like I am dead – but I am alive.  I have as you say come alive again.  I have left this material world with all its troubles.  Now I am alive and can have the happy times with many friends who have gone before me. 

RON   -   You will meet many friends, and as you progress you will have contact with your relatives as well. 

SPIRIT   -   You know this is a really happy release for me to be able to talk and realize what wrong I have done. 

RON   -   I have to tell you that your mother and son are listening.  They will welcome you eventually to the realms to which you will progress. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes, and I do not think that it is going to be too long because strange to say, I have a broken heart.  You understand. 

RON   -   We understand. 

SPIRIT   -   But that heart is not what you call a material heart – but the heart of the soul.  That is better.  The heart of the soul is being mended.  I will go with this gentleman who is stood beside me. 

RON   -    We are happy for you, that you will do this. 

MICHAEL   -    We wish you well. 

SPIRIT   -   I will, and I will not come back this time.  And I know what you are going to say, my friend.  You say that there are those who come back.  I have come back before, but this time I am going for good. 

MICHAEL   -   Thank you very much. 

SPIRIT   -   May I thank you for the opportunity which you give to people like me in so much as to get them away, as you have done with me. 

RON   -   Then go, and make full use of the opportunity. 

SPIRIT   -   I will take the full opportunity now. 

RON & MICHAEL   -   Blessings be with you. 

SPIRIT   -   And this gentleman is giving you his blessings too.  And I too give you my thanks.  I am really most sorry from my soul that I have caused all this trouble. 

RON   -   Put it behind you and go forward. 

MICHAEL   -   Peace be with you. 

SPIRIT   -   And this gentleman (Grey Cloud) is saying, will you please give this gentleman (John, the medium)  some water when he comes back. 

RON   -   We will. 

We now called the others in and explained what had happened and thought all would now be well.  If they wanted they could have a recording of the proceedings.  If there was any further trouble they were to let us know.  The next day they reported that all was well and asked for a recording.  Later, when I delivered the recording, all was still clear. 

Some days later, after a church committee meeting, a taxi arrived for one of the committee members.  As he drove her home, the taxi driver said, “would you like to hear an unusual tape recording?”  On her agreeing, he started to play a copy of the tape I had made of the above rescue.  He was the uncle of the young lady who had been attacked.  He said, “I have been playing this tape to people all day.” 

Transcript presented with permission of the author from “Dead Rescue or: The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications, 2007. 
___________________________________________________________________ 

Here is more information about the three-fold nature of the spirit body, and about the higher regions of the spirit worlds, given by the instructor in spirit to the medium. 
MEDIUM    -   Seeing you here in person is so much more evidential of the world of spirit than what is written in all the scriptures.  They are so remote and meaningless, compared with the joy  having you here to talk to!. 

SPIRIT   -    Now you understand how wrong that description of the afterworld is –  ‘that ‘undiscovered country from whose bourn no traveller returns!’ 

To talk a little more about the spirit bodies, I must explain that the co-mingling of the three levels of the human body is expressed in many ways through a person’s threefold nature.   In the waking [beta] state a human being is conscious more or less of his three vehicles.  When he is sensuously intent on tasting, smelling, touching, listening, or seeing, he is working principally through his physical body.  Visualising or  willing, he is working mainly through his lower spirit body [and he may start to go into the alpha brainwave state]. His higher spirit being finds expression when  a person is thinking or diving deep into the introspection of meditation [approaching theta or even delta states].  The transcendent thoughts of genius come to the person who habitually contacts his higher spirit body in these higher states of consciousness, when time seems to stand still.   In this sense an individual may be classified broadly speaking as a material person, when attached mainly to the material body, an energetic, emotional or electro-magnetic person when attached to the aura of the lower spirit body, and an intellectual person of creative ideas, when expressing the higher spirit body. 
A person identifies himself or herself about sixteen hours a  day with the physical vehicle.  Then he sleeps; if he dreams, he remains in his lower spirit body, effortlessly creating any object even as do the spirits living in the lower and middle spirit regions.  If   a person’s sleep be deep and dreamless, for several hours he is able to transfer his consciousness, or sense of being, to the higher spirit body;  such sleep is revivifying and energizing.  On the other hand, a dreamer is contacting his lower auric spirit body, and not the higher spirit; the dreamer’s sleep is not fully refreshing. He can even be travelling, or doing work on the low to middle spirit planes, learning, helping or undertaking some kind of rescue operation.  

MEDIUM    -   I notice that your body looks exactly as it did when I last saw it lying in state before your burial.  

SPIRIT    -   Oh yes, my new body is a perfect copy of the old one.  I materialise or dematerialise this form any time at will, much more frequently than I did while on earth.  [He was known to bilocate]   By quick dematerialisation, I now travel instantly by light express from planet to planet or, indeed, from  the lower spirit planes to the higher, or down to the physical world.  Though you move about so fast nowadays, in your airliners, I had no trouble in  tracking you down! 

MEDIUM   -   I was grieving so deeply about your death. 

SPIRIT   -   Ah, wherein did I die?  Isn’t there some contradiction?   You were only dreaming on earth;  on that earth you saw my dream-body.  Later you buried that dream-image.  Now my finer body – which you can see and embraced just now – is resurrected, so to speak, on another finer dream-planet of God.  Someday that finer dream-body and finer dream-planet will pass away; they too are not forever.  All dream-creations must eventually burst like  bubbles at a final touch of awakening.  You must differentiate between dreams and Reality. 

I have now told you the truths of my life, death and resurrection.  It is the same for all of us.  Don’t grieve for me; rather broadcast everywhere the story of my resurrection or reappearance from the God-dreamed earth of mankind to another God-dreamed planet of souls living in their spirit bodies.  New hope will be infused into the hearts of long-suffering, death-fearing dreamers now living in the material world. 
MEDIUM    _   Yes indeed.  I shall willingly share with others my joy that you are still alive, 
The Medium and the spirit talked together in the hotel room for two hours.  The spirit discussed many private matters in detail.  He made several prophetic statements about world affairs which since came true.  As they parted, the spirit told the medium to tell everyone about his reappearance, and that when he went into deep meditation, he could call on him again, and he would materialize again in his full form just as he had at that time.  Saying that he just melted away, and was gone. 
A week after his death, this instructor had also materialised in broad daylight  at ten-o-clock in the morning, walking in front of the house of a student of his.  He  chatted with her for several minutes and then walked on..   She was only told that he had died the week before, much to her surprise,  later that evening. 
Rescue Circles (123) No need for exorcism if you treat the spirits right, and have protection.
Rescue Circles (123)  No need for exorcism if you treat the spirits right, and have protection. 
Spirits in need of rescue turned up from time to time in Isa Northage’s séances. Her assistant Allan Macdonald writes about  some of these undeveloped souls: 
These poor souls, so often referred to as evil by those who are ignorant, are dwellers in the lower spheres, places they have created for themselves, or built by their misdeeds on earth.  They are sometimes brought to us to receive what help we might be able to give in prayer and contact.  These souls are those who have seen the error of their ways and are struggling  towards the light, the first step of progress  Many of the highly advanced spirit people are stationed at various points in the pathway of progression, and appear to the struggling souls as lights towards which they may advance. 

When these souls appear in materialized form, they are in dark robes, and if very undeveloped, there is with them an odour of decay and a chilly feeling; the atmosphere becomes cold and unsettled in keeping with their spiritual condition.  One cannot but pity them in their long and sorrowful strife, and do all in one’s power to help.  Throughout all this type of work, we are protected by our spirit guides, otherwise we could not stand the great strain.  Such is the gratitude of these souls that when advanced to better conditions, they frequently return to offer their grateful thanks. This service we are honoured to perform, and it is one of the methods used by those blessed souls who themselves are angels of light.     1960.  A Path Prepared, by Allan Macdonald. Page 183.  

Michael Evans from Devon  also emphasises the need for protection by spirit guides when dealing with low level spirits. He .relates  a case of helping an earthbound spirit who had been causing disturbances  in a family house early in  2004. The spirit materialised himself to frighten the occupants, and scattered furniture diagonally around the living room. The rescue group visited the house once, but on that occasion the guide Grey Cloud could detect no entity present, so the séance was brought to a close. Perhaps the entity had been scared away by their presence. 
However, a few days later the spirit returned, and  wrote KILL on the bathroom  mirror with  soap. The children’s  pet hamster was found strangled  and lying dead in the washbasin. Two fierce red eyes were seen glaring at the owner of the house when he went up into the attic.  [This was obviously not mere poltergeist activity.  Demonologists would probably have called in an exorcist.  But no.  None of that was necessary, and probably never is in these cases, when the real cause is lost sight of, and the events are over-dramatised, complete with twilight zone music ringing in our ears.  The present 17-part “Supernatural  Investigator” series on Vision Television, in Canada, is an otherwise fair account of the different ways of working with spirit, but the episodes are introduced by Science Fiction writer Robert J. Sawyer sitting on the fence of non-belief, and there is the usual drenching with twilight zone music, (which also accompanies A & E’s   “Paranormal State” series),  which undermines the serious aspects of the subject matter, and so the unknowing public classifies everything as approaching the fringes of reality, if not lunacy!   R.R.] 

Back in reality, and not fantasyland, Michael was told of the most recent happenings, and phoned a medium he knew in London, 150 miles away.   She was able to see that the local medium’s guide, Grey Cloud, was there, telling her that the entity was a spirit called Timothy who had a deep resentment against his parents, who had passed on many years ago, in the days when men wore top hats.  He said we would be well protected and need have no fear.  Two other guardian spirits would restrain Timothy  so that he could be dealt with. 

The Devon rescue group returned to the house.  As John, one of the mediums, picked Michael up on the way to the séance, he said that Grey Cloud (his guide) had also contacted him to say that a powerful spirit with two lions would be there to overawe Timothy and hold him in place. [This just goes to show that the spirit world is well aware of our activities, and when we have good intentions, in our healing, development. learning, teaching and rescue work, they will always be at our side.  Also, we can see that the power of some animals in spirit is used by guides to assist in their work R..R.]  

Two of the young occupants of the house let Michael and the two mediums in, and they all sat round as the séance began.  

GREY CLOUD (speaking through John)   -   Good evening my friends. 

ALL   -   Good evening. 

GREY CLOUD   -   Good evening to you, young people.  You do not have to be afraid.   

You can talk to me as much as you like.  I will not bite you, I promise.  (he laughs)  (To the spirit) – So you think you are clever> 
RON   -   We come to bring light and love. 

GREY CLOUD   -   It is all right, my brother.  I was just talking to this gentleman.  He seems to think he is, what you call top man.  Hmm.  I was just asking him if he would like to talk to you.  He has refused once.  He has nothing to be afraid of, so why doesn’t he talk?  It’s because he knows he’s in the wrong – very much in the wrong.  (to the spirit) – All right, try and get past me.  You have another one of us here, as well, and that’s why I don’t think you will get past, not with these two lions. (to group) – I will see if I can coax him to talk. 

An interval of quiet followed. 

SPIRIT   -   (He has a heavy Cockney (London) accent and is angry and gruff)   What you doin’  ’ere? 

MICHAEL   -   We’ve come to help you, friend, to see if we can make your life better. 

SPIRIT   -   I don’t need your ’elp. 

RON   -   If that is so, why did you hide yourself the last time we came here? 

SPIRIT   -   To show you I’m cleverer than what you are. 

RON   -   Is it clever to frighten people? 

SPIRIT   -   Hun.  No, not to frighten people, no. 

RON   -   You  did. 

SPIRIT   -   I was just trying to show ’em what power I got, what I could do what I ’ave done. 

RON   -   Yet all you were doing was creating fear. 

SPIRIT   -   I’ll tell you what, mate, I’m a bit fearful of what’s round me now. (pr. “rahn may nah”). 

RON   -   Why? 

SPIRIT   -   ’E’s too bloomin’ big, that’s why. 

RON   -   You see, if you use force, if you use power, you induce a power greater than your own. 

The telephone rings. 

SOIRIT   -   Blimey.  What’s that? 

RON   -   Just a moment. 

MICHAEL   -   It’s gone now. 

SPIRIT   -   Oh, it’s one of them newfangled things – isn’t it?  Didn’t ’ave ’em when I was down ’ere. 

RON   -   You heard – if you use force, you induce a greater force. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes – I bin proved that, ain’t I.  Not only that Indian chap, but one over there with two great lions – I don’t like them for a start.  You keep them away from me! 

RON   -   There’s no need to fear.   What’s your name? 

SPIRIT   -   Timofey.* 

RON   -   Do we call you Tim? 

SPIRIT   If you want. 

RON   -   Ok, Tim.  How old are you? 

SPIRIT   -   What, when I kicked the bucket?   In my forties, you know, between forty and fifty.  I gone past forty, but ain’t reached fifty. 

RON   -   When was that? 

SPRIT   -   Cor blimey, a long time ago.  It was when the men wore them big  ’ats  - not the clothes like they wear today. 

RON   -   So it’s probably nearly a hundred years ago. 

SPIRIT   -   Yeah – give or take  a day or two – mustn’t be too precise, must we. 

RON   -   We don’t want to be too precise, but the main thing is, before you kicked the bucket, as you call it, you had a family, who had gone before you. 

SPIRIT   -   Yeah, that’s right.  I ’ad my dear sister – she went before me – she went with the ole fever. 

RON  (using his clairvoyance)  -   But, you know, they’ve come here tonight – two ladies, one much older, then the one you’re speaking of. 

SPIRIT   -   Cor, lumme!  And that one went before me sister, didn’t she – and that’s me mum. 

RON   -   And she wouldn’t be short of clipping you round your ear. 

SPIRIT   -   Oh!  She’d do it now, wouldn’t she?  Yeah.  Course she would. 

RON   -   She’s learnt a lot, and she says you’ll learn a lot.  You didn’t go to school much, did you? 

SPIRIT   -   No.  I used to minch  off with it.  I used to go down the river bank, look in the old Thames’mud.  How did I get down here, then? 

RON   -   You were drawn down here to an easy target and the gentlemen round you now are keeping you here.  Now, would you kick a babe in arms? 

SPIRIT   -   No, I wouldn’t. 

RON   -   Essentially, that’s what you’ve been doing.  You’ve wasted a hundred years. 

SPIRIT   -    I’ve got a lot to make up then. 

[to be continued]   Transcript presented by permission from “Dead Rescue” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications. 2007.    ISBN  978 1 89868045 1 

*[This is sometimes a problem in identification, and transcribing,  when spirits talk with a heavy brogue or foreign dialect.  When Seth spoke through Jane Roberts he had a slightly Italianised European accent, and he called Jane Robert’s entity “Ruburt” to the transcriber’s hearing, Robert Butts.  He wrote this phonetic spelling, Ruburt, in all the transcripts.  Having heard many of the tapes, I personally think Seth was calling Jane’s entity RUPERT.]  
My comments in [square] brackets.  Richard  

Rescue circle  124

Here is the conclusion of the seance in which the Devon group  helped release Timothy the disruptive spirit who had been earthbound for over a hundred years.
Ron    (one of the mediums)     -  You’ve got to make up for the fear and distress you caused other people.  You can’t escape that.

 

Spirit  of Timothy (speaking through John, the other medium)     -  Not now, I can’t, not with these two here [there were two large Indian guides present, and two fierce lions]. 

 

Ron     -    Now, you’ve got an Indian standing with you, a big Indian.

 

Spirit     -     Yeah, I know.

 

Ron     -     If you turn and look behind him, what do you see?

 

Spirit     -      Huh.  Oh crumbs!  ‘Allo mum!  Cor!

 

Ron     -     You didn’t think you’d see them again.

 

Spirit     -     Cor!  She ain’t half wagging her old finger at me again.  Oh, blimey, I’m in for it!   I tell you one thing, Mister, I used to have a fear of her.  Cor blimey!

 

Ron     -     Are you prepared to go with her?  Now, if you look across, there’s another gentleman standing here, he looks like a Chinese. 

 

Spirit    -     Yeah.

 

Ron     -    Who’s with him?

 

Spirit     -     There’s another Indian by him.

 

Ron    -    And  whom do you know that’s just behind him?

 

Spirit     -     Oh dear!  I ain’t seen him for a long time.  That’s me old dad.

 

Ron     -     Why do you think they’ve come?

 

Spirit     -     To take me by the scruff of the neck.

 

Ron     -     To take you to a better place.   There is a place where they have been for more than a hundred years.

 

Spirit     -     Do you mean to say they’ve been waiting all that time?  Cor, she must have the patience of Job.

 

Ron     -     Exactly, and you haven’t helped.

 

Spirit     -     Sheesh!   What the hell can I do?

 

Ron     -     The first thing you can do is to apologise to these good people that you have made to fear.

 

Spirit     -     Oh, crumbs.  It’s going to be difficult, isn’t it?

 

Ron     -     No.

 

Spirit     -     I tell you it’s difficult.

 

Ron     -     It isn’t.  You did not want to cause them fear, did you?

 

Spirit     -     No, I didn’t.  Then why the hell did I do it?

 

Ron     -     Because you were still living the old life - putting on a bold front.

 

Spirit     -     Can you two forgive me?

 

Joan and Bill, (the house owners)     -    We can try.

 

Ron     -     You see, this is their house now.  These houses weren’t built when you were here.

 

Spirit     -      No, they wasn’t.

 

Ron     -     So you are intruding in their home.

 

Spirit     -     That other Indian just told me - all right, I’ll try and say the word.  I don’t know what it means - is it retribution?  What’s that mean?

 

Ron.  It means you get back what you give out. 

Spirit     -     Oh, cor blimey, I’m in for a rough time, you two, isn’t it?

 

Ron     -     Unless you change your ways.  The first step is to be prepared to go to another place from where your mother, sister and that other gentleman came.  Now they are not able to punch you on the nose, much as they might like to, I’m sure.

 

Spirit     -     Dad would.

 

Ron     -      They don’t want to.  They want to take you with love.  The other is a much happier place.  Will you go with them?

 

Spirit     -     Yes, because they’ve not changed their ways to what they was when they was down here.  I often used to get a beating.

 

Ron     -     There won’t be a beating because that body has gone, but you, the real you, is much more alive than ever.  If you go with these people that love you, they can help you and bring you to a much more happy and contented way of being.

 

Spirit     -     Yeah.  All right, then.

 

Ron     -     Now, if you turn, there’s mother and sister, both there.

 

Spirit     -    Yeah, I’ll go.

 

Ron     -     And you’re going to go with them.  Mother is telling you.  She will take you and help you, until you have gained enough strength to stand on your own.

 

Spirit     -     Now, I’ll tell you something else - the chap with the two lions, he’s hopped it.  He’s gone (turning to Bill and Joan).  So I won’t bother you two young people again.

 

Ron     -    I shouldn’t try it.

 

Spirit     -   I’m not going to - not with this one - there’s two Indians still here.  Not with them two!

 

Ron     -     Ron     -     Go, and take the hand of your mother.

 

Spirit     -     Well, I can’t get enough words to tell you now sorry I am.

 

Ron     -     We understand.

 

Spirit     -     I know you two do, but I want the other two to understand, as well.  (To Bill and Joan)  Just for a little joke, you can turn round and say you spoke to a spirit person.

 

Ron     -     They possibly will do, but they wouldn’t want to make it something to laugh about.

 

Spirit    -    No, I know.  I’m going to say, Cheerio, to you now -  all right?     I’m going now, but before I go, the Indian has told me to tell you that they’ve put a padlock round this house, so nobody else can come - not even me.  I want to say, once again, I’m awfully sorry.  I’m sorry from the bottom of my heart.  

 

Ron     -   That’s a beginning.

 

Spirit     -   Cheerio.

 

Grey Cloud.  I will stay with my friend for a little while until all has quietend down.

Spirit     -     I only do it for a bit of fun, don’t I?

 

Ron     -     Did you young people understand what that was all bout?

 

Bill     -     Yes.

 

Spirit      (still here)       -     That young gentleman can go and have a pint now.  But only have one - not like you usually do, one, two or three!

 

Ron     -   You shouldn’t be watching him!

 

Ron   (after the spirits and guides have left)     -    He was a bit of a wide boy who was attracted by your light.  He was not here the last time we came - he did a bunk, but tonight, having cornered him, he couldn’t get out.  He was a braggart, but he’d had a hard life.  You should have no more trouble.  You’re protected now.  Can we have a galss of water for the medium, please?

 

Extract taken from one of the accounts in “Dead Rescue: or the Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications. Greenford, Middlesex, U.K.  2007.
In contrast to this struggle to get an unruly spirit to leave after being earthbound for over a hundred years, here is an account by a medium’s guide of how it took him only two or three days to get clear of the world after his death in a traffic accident and already help rescue another earthbound soul. 
SITTER     -     Who met you when you went over to the other side?

 

MEDIUM’S GUIDE   [speaking by independent direct voice]    -  I didn’t wake up.  I never went to sleep!  

 

SITTER     -      Did you remain at the scene of the [traffic] accident, or did you find yourself in another place?

 

GUIDE     Oh, I was curious about the people there, though I don’t remember feeling anything.  I just saw thos peole hanging around.   I guess I just didn’t understand at first what had happened.  There were quite a number of people there and I stood there in the middle of them and hoped they would understand that I was all right.  But nobody did, One woman was crying her eyes out,  and another man came up.  I remembered him, because he used to work at the railway station nearby, and he’d just finished his shift I think.  He said “Cor blimey, there’s that poor little bastard!”   -  He mean’t me!    I was a bit annoyed with him about that.  

 

SITTER     -    Then what happened to you?

 

GUIDE     -    Oh, I don’t know.  I hung around, then I realised that nobody was really interested in me.  I saw them cart my body away, what WAS me.  I thought “What am I going to do now?”   I found myself wandering through nearby houses, where nobody took any notice of me, and eventually I found myself sitting in my mother’s kitchen, wondering if she know I was all right.    

 

When I realised I was dead, I felt my legs, arms and head, and everything was intact.  I thought this was rather strange [his body having been crushed in the accident].  Then all of a sudden I saw a nice looking fellow standing by my mother as she was ironing.  He looked at me and I looked at him, and somehow we sort of ‘clicked’ to each other.  That was a funny feeling.  I remember opening my mouth, and no sound came from it, as far as I could tell.   And yet, because I was thinking the words, he was smiling at me and answered me back.  But he didn’t open his mouth either, and yet I knew what he was saying.  I didn’t know anything about my relatives way back then, but he told me he was my mother’s father’ brother - that is, my great-uncle.  Well, I hesitated, but he told me that I was to go with him.   I didn’t know whether to go or not, but he seemed all right.  He said: “It’s no good staying here.  She won’t take any notcve of you.   I’ve been trying before. They don’t understand.  They are all caught up with what they are doing, and they don’t realise that we’re around.  Pack it in, and just come with me.”  
[to be continued]     Richard R. 

[transcribed from a private session]

Medium’s guide, speaking by direct voice     -     

 

 

]

RESCUE WORK IN HOME CIRCLES

Put together by Richard Rowley .  

Subject:
Fwd: Rescue work in Home Circles (1) with Lord Dowding’s notes.
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Rescue work in home circles has been an important aspect of mediumship probably since early  civilization.  During the two world wars and in the lesser conflicts since, many people in the armed  forces and civilians alike, met sudden or slow and

painful death.  At present, in times of great natural and man-made disasters, wars and acts of terrorism, many more are dying unexpectedly and left in confusion.  Rescue work is still needed, after 9/11, Iraq, Katrina  and whatever next, and we can all help with our thoughts and prayers if we can’t directly join a rescue circle.

As this is an ongoing project, and as not so much is published about this aspect of Spiritualism, I am offering a few extracts from Lord Dowding’s experiences with the home circle probably of Margaret Flavell, in Wimbledon, London, early in 1944.  They are taken from Dowding’s book “God’s Magic: An Aspect of Spiritualism” published in 1946 by  the Spiritualist Association of Great Britain. Earlier accounts are given in his other books, “Lychgate” and “Many Mansions.”    This heroic serviceman devoted the last thirty years of his life to Spiritualism, and his books remain landmarks in the movement. He was tactful

about disclosing names, as mediums often preferred to remain anonymous back then, since there was still much persecution by the church and the police..

From Lord Dowding’s notes:-

“Awakening work was the commonest type during the war, when casualties were heavy and when the crowds in the astral were continually being reinforced by fresh contingents of men suddenly wiped out of earthly existence and quite unaware of what had happened to them.

“What generally used to occur was that we would be sitting in the drawing room of the lady who acted as medium and whom I have designated L.L. for the purpose of these records.  All the surroundings would be quite normal in ordinary or artificial light according to the time of year. Then L.L. perhaps would say, “Here are three paratroopers from Normandy.” Or

“Here is the crew of a bomber who think that they have come down in the Ruhr,” or something like that, and  then we would hold them in quiet conversation while those on the other side were working on them to raise their vibrations: and after a bit they would begin to notice something strange in our appearance, something different from themselves, or, by trying to shake hands or to slap me on the back they would discover that we were intangible and the little shock of the discovery  would bring ther they always eventually tumbled to what had happened, and then they could see the friends who had come to meet them and they would all go off happily together.

“Remember that I could never see or hear anything.  I relied on L.L. to tell me what was happening, but when I talked with to our visitors they would generally see me and hear me without and intermediary.  Daisy, the third member of the circle,

was usually present.

     “[On the first occasion] we had finished our healing circle when Chang the guide told us  that he had someone for us to awaken. LL     “It is an American flying boy (serviceman); he can’t see us or anything yet.  Will you conduct the conversation?  I shall be too far away.  {From this point LL was in a semi-trance. She spoke with a strong American accent and her face worked in accordance with the emotions of the boy.} American:     “Say, what’s this?  Where am I?” Dowding:     “It’s all right.  You have been brought to us so that we may help you.” American:     “Oh, never mind about me!  Help the others.  I’ve just seen one of them have his leg snapped off by a croc.”

Dowding:     It’s all right.  The others are being helped. {But he was difficult to pacify. He wanted me to go and help them.) Can you see me now?” American:     “Sure I can see you.  But you keep on acting funny; kinda shimmering like a bad movie.”

Dowding:     “Yes.  I want you to look closely at us and you will see that we do not look solid and real to you.  And when you can see that we are not real, then you will be able to see the others who have come to help you.”

American:     “Say, where am I?”

Dowding:     “You are in England.”

American:     “Well, that’s a good one!  We were flying over _____.  No, I mustn’t tell you; but one of those ****** Japs got us and we couldn’t stay in the air.”

Dowding:     You came down out of control?”

American:     “We were on fire.  But we all got out except Tubby.  Tubby was in the tail.  A damned death-trap that is!  Sorry I can’t tell you where we were flying.”

Dowding:     “Never mind about the Official Secrets Act now;  it doesn’t affect you any more.  I tell you again that this is England – just near London.”

American:     “Say, I’ve always wanted to visit England, but I never thought it would be like this. But who are you, anyway?”

Dowding:     “You’ve been brought to me so that I may help you.”

American:     “Yes, but who are you?”

Dowding:     “Well, you’ve heard of the Battle of Britain.  Did you ever hear of Sir Hugh Dowding?”

American:     Why, yes; sure I’ve heard of him.  I know old Dowding.”

Dowding:     “Well, I’m old Dowding, I really am. Come on, now, put your hand on my shoulder.”

American:     “How can I put my hand on your shoulder when you keep jumping about?” (Of course, I hadn’t moved.)

Dowding:     “All right, then.  Smack me on the back. A good hard one.”

American : (tries it and encounters no resistance)“Gosh!  Are you a ghost?”

Dowding:      No, I am not a ghost.

American:     Am I a ghost, then?

Dowding:     No.  What has happened is that you and I are in different worlds.

American:     How do you mean, different worlds?  Youjust said we were both here in England.  (Suddenly he realizes, and his face puckers up into an expression of agony.)  Why, I haven’t been all that bad; I don’t have to go to hell!

Dowding:     No, no, no. You aren’t going to hell. We’re just trying to wake you up so that you can go and join all your friends.

American: (suddenly seeing some of his fellow airmen)Why Mac!  How in hell did YOU get here? (to me) I’ll be all right now.  Mac’s a great guy.   Mac

taught me to fly. ……(he talks to Mac for a while}. Say,  I understand now.  Mac got his too (was killed) (He sees Tubby).  Why, Tubby,  how did you get here?

Tubby:     We’re all here.  We’ve been here all the time, but we couldn’t see one another nor see you; we could only hear your voice.  (Now they can all see one another and are talking together.) Chang (the medium’s guide, having lived in ancient China, does not understand airplanes) :       Will you

tell me what is the quality of the men who sit in the front of your flying birds?  Are they the leaders? Are they in command?

Dowding:     Yes.  They are called the pilots.  They control the aeroplane (airplane).  When they pull the (joy-)stick the nose goes up, and when they push it the nose goes down.  They steer to the right or left with their feet.

The American boy was a youngster, not more than about 20, with a round baby face, straight fair hair and very blue eyes.  They all went off happily together.”

At other times, helpers like Dowding’s first wife, Clarice, assuming the appearance of a Red Cross Nurse for the occasion, would lead these lost souls to the next phase of their existence.   Clarice had died in 1920 of appendicitis, but was a very active member of this rescue circle.  They had a daughter and a son, but Lord Dowding did not remarry until 1950. Lord Dowding concludes his account of this rescue work by remarking “ Now, I shouldn’t like anyone to get the idea this is the only way in which these lads awakened to their new life, or that we  are the only operators of this particular method.  Quite a number of people are engaged in this work, but for some reason or another it is very little known.  Also  you must remember that every little drama, such as I have described, is watched by numbers of unseen spectators who see what is happening and apply the illuminations (realizations and awakenings) to their own condition.

“There is another aspect to these activities: I believe that they are arranged to some extent for our own education..  Anyhow, our work never seems to

get into a groove; so soon as we become accustomed to one form of activity, the nature of the work  changes and we find ourselves doing something else.”

While a movie  was later being made of the Battle of Britain, Dowding visited the studio set in 1968 two years before his death, and felt he was home again.

Sir Laurence Olivier played his role.  When medium Ena Twigg attended the memorial service held at Westminster Abbey in March, 1970 in honor of his

‘Battle of Britain Victory,’ she noticed “as the service began, a vision in glorious color unfolded before my eyes.  First I saw a formation of airplanes

flying past.  Then Lord Dowding appeared between two vases of roses near the altar, at full attention, saluting.  He was radiant and looked thirty years

younger – as he must have looked during the Battle of Britain.  Then as the organ music soared, hundreds of spirit faces belonging to former RAF members formed in clouds around him.”    There was no division into different sects and organizations in this service. Everyone came together from all faiths to honor his memory.

                                         Subject:
Fwd: Rescue work in home circles (2) and by those on the other side
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Richard : wrote: Thank you Mariah, Bill and Alexandria and all... especially for reminding me that a lot of rescue work is done during sleep and dreams. I’d forgotten about that important area of Spritualism, and I think we all may do this, without knowing it when we wake up.  You were blessed, Alexandria to have been aware of your experience.

The book “God’s Magic” is rare indeed.  I may have the last copy on earth! - which is why I am sharing part of it.   It may be in public domain now. Carl

Wickland’s book is a classic and I have it and another of his, written in the 1930s.  Both titles are available used. I have found, sitting in groups and circles, that some of the SITTERS are sometimes in need of rescue!

They come in with their marital, job or relationship problems very much in evidence and dump their negative energy on the group,and take up all the time and energy complaining about their problems, and want US to solve them, if not the spirits!  It is a very tiring experience for this to happen, and needs a tough medium, chair person or facilitator to tell them to get a life, or to take their problems to a psychiatrist or therapist. They are not ready fordevelopment or contacting spirit if their physical life is not yet in balance, don’t you think? We can handle this sympathetically and at the same time firmly. They can come for spirit healing on another occasion, but not dump on a workshop. (There’s occasional personal dumping in committee and annual business meetings, too, but we’re all human!) But that was a digression. 

I have been digging further into the archives, and here are some more perspectives into rescue work. One aspect of rescue work is not concerned with sudden death and the awakening of the recently killed in armed conflict or acts of terrorism.  It is to do with helping the progress of less evolved souls, the thugs, criminals, murderers and abusers who are living in dim, gloomy places, unable to escape from their self-created misery, guilt and remorse.  They are still living in fear, desolation or unsatisfied desire, or in just pain ignorance and apathy. 

Other spirits may find themselves living in their former religious communities, locked within them, or unable to awaken from their last sleep (so they believed) awaiting the last trump and the day of judgment, and the resurrection of their long ago decayed physical body.  So they remain until helpers from our rescue circles and from helpers in the spirit world come to raise them up, one by one, when they are ready and able, and take them to a more active and joyful existence elsewhere.

It was Lord Dowding’s wife Muriel who did this type of rescue work for about seven years.  She writes about it as follows: “The work in our circleconcentrated on the people who, because of crimes committed in this life, go to the grey spheres (I suppose the Church would call it Hell), where they sort of have to live it out before they can go on and evolve

.  The job of the circle is to persuade these spirits to try, not to give up hope, to go on.  There are not many mediums who are willing to do this work because it is quite unpleasant.”

Spirit workers on the other side also undertake such rescue wrok.  One deceased writer who held conversations with a regular sitter for a period of

several years relates how he was taken to visit some of these poor folk in spirit who were living under very gloomy conditions. He normally led a very joyful life in spirit, among many friends, working, writing, attending concerts and so on, and studying spiritual law. Sometimes he visited the earth and watched current events, but on this occasion he was taken to a lower sphere.

“At first I was told that I was to leave my mind a blank.  In other words I was to mentally relax myself and release myself from the present conditions I was in, to make myself completely oblivious to my su rroundings.  The next thing I remember was a feeling of tremendous lightness and  being uplifted into space.  What had been solid under my feet vanished, giving me the feeling that I was floating in the air.

That’s the only way I can put it.  It was as if I was floating over high buildings, trees and countryside, and I seemed to be getting higher and higher.  Then I had the realization that I was being pulled downwards.

It began to feel more depressing, cold and clammy, odd, gloomy and distasteful. I was told that the conditions were going to be rather depressing, and so

I did not become alarmed about it. Fortunately my companions, my guide   and a friend, were beside me, and I could feel them rather than see them.  I sensed that they were there and there was a feeling of reassurance coming from them.  There was an assurance coming from them, reassurance and goodwill which was helpful to overcome the uneasiness as I descended into this condition.  As we came nearer to the area, I became conscious of a mountainous kind of country.  There seemed to be tremendous craters in the mountains, and although they were deep, I could gradually perceive as I drew near what appeared to be huts or houses. They looked very depressing, as though they were built of mud or some substance like that.  I found myself floating over the mountains, and my companions had become visible to me, and I was able to think of what they were saying rather than hearing them.  We were going down into this valley, and what we saw and experienced must have been unhappiness and undue distress, because this was certainly one of the worst, lowest places or conditions possible, to my knowledge.

I want you to note the attitude that some of the people adopt in this sphere.  They may be hostile,which is unpleasant, and don’t be surprised if some of them seem familiar, because there is some attraction or previous connection which has brought you here to see them.  For the first time it seemed as if I was back on earth, that is, from the physical aspect. It was difficult to walk and see on this incline.

Gradually it became much colder and more unhealthy.  I could see a dim sort of lighting.  It was not a form of artificial lighting, it was worse.  It was a sort of glow, most peculiar, but gradually I was able to pick out things and gain impressions.  I could see a lot of hovels.  They were dark and depressing and heavy looking as though they were made out of clay or mud, with straw matted into them.  It was like going into an African jungle where huts are covered with mud.  I walked with my companions on either side of me and we began to see what I suppose you could call human beings.  They were people all right, but they were unkempt, unwashed, filthy and dirty, men and women. 

The vast majority were unclothed and they hardly seemed human; they seemed to be more like animals.  It was as though you had come suddenly into the clearing of a jungle in darkest Africa, and you found an ancient tribe of people who were completely lost.  They didn’t seem human to me, they seemed like animals  and it was only as I had expected from what Ihad been told previously.  It was very depressing because these people seemed to be completely lost, like a civilization  living in a primitive way.  Some of these people when they saw us were shaking their fists at us and opening and closing their mouths.  I presume they were talking, though I couldn’t actually hear anything, but I could see the hostility and dislike and felt something hitting me, something being thrown.

Anyway, we were followed by a large number of people until we came to a palatial dwelling compared with the others.  At least it looked as if someone had taken some interest in its construction.  On the threshold of this place was the most extraordinary looking creature.  He was a man I would think about six footthree or four, very broad, big-boned and looking healthy in comparison with some of these other people.

He had a longish beard and mustache, a very hooked nose and piercing eyes and long hair and he looked like some strange type of hermit.  He was dressed in some kind of  long robe with a cord at the waist, and he had a staff with the figure of an animal’s head fitted on the top of it.  He saw us coming towards him followed by this tribe of people.  After the reception which we had had from the rest of them, to my surprise he seemed to be very agreeable and friendly.  But he seemed to be putting on a tremendous show to appear to be sincere, trying to be pleasant to make an impression.  We were invited into this place.  I must say the interior was very well furnished.  But the furniture was very peculiar.  It didn’t fit at all, but at the same time, it was quite attractive.  It seemed that some of the pieces of the furniture came from one century and others from another period.  It seemed to be the most peculiar hodge-podge.  There were attendants waiting on him.  He ordered them to go and fetch something to drink, and that’s what arrived.

Out of these peculiar shaped dishes we had I don’t know what you could call it.  It was completely tasteless to me.  Then we had what appeared to be fruit, except it didn’t have the bright healthy colour which you expect good fruit to have. It had the shape and in some respects the colouring of fruit but it was tasteless and without substance.

Anyway, the man seemed most agreeable and friendly and  for the first time  I heard my companions speaking. Previously I had only been conscious of what they were trying to convey.  They said to him that he should endeavour to change himself, so that his influence would be felt on the rest of the people there.

His influence and outlook was affecting the people and preventing them from making some sort of progress. He laughed and jokingly said to them, “Oh, you haven’t come to preach to me again?! You haven’t come here to tell me all this again, surely?  Why do you bother when you can see for yourself that we are perfectly happy.  We have our own way of life and they accept me as their leader and I certainly treat them well and I don’t expect them to do anything at all.

In fact, they are free here, they don’t have any rules or regulations.  They are not restricted in any way.

They have their own way of life. Leave them alone.

Why don’t you move out from here?  Why don’t you leave me alone?  You’re just wasting your time.”

But it was quite obvious that I had not seen the worst.  I had only seen the façade.  I admit that the reception we had from some of the people wasn’t very

pleasant, but it wasn’t exactly all that bad except for a few odd ones who had thrown stones.  They looked up to this man who presumably was their leader, it struck me.  I felt uncomfortable.  I felt that I didn’t want to stay any particular time there and Ihoped that they wouldn’t want to stay too long.

I would be glad to get out of it.  I thought that perhaps I had been brought there for a purpose, and that my companions would be helpful in explainingeverything to me after.  But I must say that I was not happy about it, anyway.

It turns out that this was a man who had great power and authority over a great  number of people during his earthly lifetime.  He was a man who was able to sway people by the power of his mood which obviously was used in the wrong direction.  These people were quite happy to be slaves to him.  He had a strange kind of power of his own.  At first it seemed peculiar.  I couldn’t see why anyone would want to stay there, or what power this man could possibly have.  It was obvious the way everyone treated him that he did have great authority and presumably what I had seen was only a very small part of his place.  I hesitate to use the word kingdom.   I still couldn’t see the point of my being taken there, and at the time I felt distressed too.  It seemed to me to be quite pointless and so useless to go there.

Most of the people there in their own strange way were quite happy, quite content, to remain as they were in what I would think was that dimness.  Itwasn’t dimness to them.  It was only a matter a degree.  They were in their own fashion happy and were quite content to live in that state to which they had grown accustomed.  I realise too that a lot of these people had got very strong views.  It dawned on me that these people had very strong ideas and views and they sincerely believed that their way of life and happiness was to a great degree superior to everyone else’s.  They had fixed ideas and views and due to their leader’s influence.  Others I have met over here are in a much higher state of being.  It all seemed so odd that I couldn’t figure it out at all.  It was anunpleasant atmosphere.  I couldn’t see what happiness and pleasure there could be for any of these people to live in darkness.  It seemed so utterly distressingand unpleasant.

Anyway, one of my companions said to this man, “Well, until you change, a lot of these people will not change, and until you set an example, there will be no help for some of these people to release themselves from this dreadful atmosphere and condition to which you are all subject.”

But this man just laughed and said, “It isn’t as though we are not happy, because we are all perfectly happy.  No one here is ordered to do anything.  Everyone here Works together in their own fashion, in their own way.  If they don’t want to do anything, they don’t.  Why should they be forced to become or do something which they are not?  They are content to be as they are.

You call us lazy and undeveloped and this and that, but why should we change when we are as we are, content?  We don’t do anyone any harm, we don’t interfere with anyone else.   We live in our own way and according to our own thinking.  We don’t come and interfere with you and we have no desire whatsoever to change.”

It all seemed to me rather pointless.  It was quite obvious that we were not going to have any effect on him at all.  This was a very distressing place, in which we couldn’t do any good at all.  If my companions couldn’t do any good, I was more helpless than them.  Anyway, we sat chin-wagging for a time in the house. The leader said he would show us around, but I had seen enough already and didn’t want to see any more, because by this time I was getting a bit irritable, I’m afraid.  Quite frankly, I thought it rather stupid.  Well, anyway, “Here goes!”  I thought.

“I have committed myself to this and I was told not to be unduly depressed by it.”  But I know  it was shocking to me, now.  But I was depressed and irritated and I thought, “These stupid people! 

Anyone with some common sense would realise this is no way of life at all and they should want to get out of this without people having to come and tell them how to escape.” 

Anyway, we came out of this house and went further afield.  We went up what appeared to be a steep incline.  Along a road up a hill.  There were houses, but one thing I noticed.  There seemed to be no vegetation, no trees, no flowers.   We walked along this road, and gradually as we climbed higher, it seemed to get lighter and lighter and we seemed to come to some kind of countryside.  There were some trees which seemed rather twisted and warped, and grass attempted to grow, but the countryside seemed in decline and decayed as it might have looked after a battle.  Everything was twisted and unhappy and depressed, although it was better than what we had already seen, and as we walked further, as I said, it seemed to get lighter.  Here and there were patches of trees springing up and giving forth something like buds.

It seemed puzzling to me.  What was the point in coming to see so little.  Eventually we came to a bridge, a means of getting from one side of a river to another.  The old man talked to my companions and said that this was where he was going to leave us.  He was not going any further across this bridge, as he had no intention of crossing it.  That was the limit and he didn’t want to go any further.  He had no desire himself to visit what lay ahead.

I thought this was so stupid.  I wondered what it was that lay ahead, and my curiosity was aroused.  I would see for myself, and see why this old man was loath to go any further.  My companions wanted us then to go across this bridge, and he was adamant that he was not going to cross it.   Yet he himself had led us so far, and expected us to go and not himself.

Anyway, we said goodbye  and  walked cross, and as we reached the other side and looked back I could see this old man standing there leaning on his stick.  I sensed a feeling of relief about him.  I was obviously picking up a feeling of relief from him.  He was so glad that we had departed.

We walked on, and everything changed.  Everywhere around me seemed to be illuminated by what seemed to be the sun, though I don’t think it was the sun but something similar, because everywhere there seemed to be lightness and freshness in the air.  There seemed to be liveliness everywhere, trees, birds, many animals, different types of animal.   Here everything seemed to be changed, so friendly, so lovely, so light, so airy and I thought why was it that they knew the route to it, and yet they were afraid and would not go across the bridge to the other side. They would not take the plunge and seek out some adventure.  It seemed so awful that these people lived in that  dead atmosphere and condition and did  not  want even in curiosity to see what lay ahead on the other side.

My companions must have known what I was feeling, because I distinctly heard the voice again of one of my companions saying to me:  “Well, that is why we are here.  This is an experience we have had before. 

You may think that brining you down into this environment, or at least into the environment that we just lift, was in fact a pointless, wasted effort, and you can see no reason for it.  But we wanted you to see how people, because of their blindness to realities, are content to dwell in a state of mind which they accept and find in it a strange feeling of their own happiness.

And yet on their very threshold was a way in which they could reach something so much better.

We ourselves have been here several times deliberately that we might try to persuade the old man to go over the bridge, because once we got him over the bridge,

I’m sure the rest would have followed because he is their leader.   They accept him, they follow him, and what he ways to them is the law. They cannot see any further than this old man.  

Therefore, if ever we could get him to come with us over the bridge the rest would eventually follow.

“This is only a small part of certain aspects of life here, where people dwell in communities according to their individual and collective outlook for the level of conditions and thoughts. 

These people who live in a very low mental state are not evil or bad people, they are just stupid, and accept the fact that they must have a leader, someone who will think and act for them.  As long as they have the quite primitive things they want, they are content.

They come from various races, and are not one lot of people, but this man has been chosen by them to be their leader, and they have been there for a very long time, as you term time.  One day, eventually, some individuals, a few odd ones,  ventured on their own accord and started to think for themselves, beginning to wonder what it was they were lacking and missing, and what was on  the other side of the bridge, even if the leader himself didn’t cross it.  You see, in a sense this is symbolic and yet it is a reality. Symbolism can go hand in hand with reality over here.

They have a symbolism, and they have a reality more than people realise.   We talk about things being single and individual, but behind the many individuals there is one great reality.

These people knew the symbols applied to themselves, their outlook and mind to better themselves.  So many people are blind.

They will only accept what they are used to, what has been around them for so long. They take it for granted that it was for them, and it is good enough for them, and they are happy to believe it. But one day will come the change.

You mustn’t be depressed, although this has   been a depressing experience, of course. 

Mind you, I haven’t gone into the detail because there are certain aspects that are indeed not very pleasant and again, it seems to me that these people, and I don’t like to say this, in a sense, because it gives a wrong impression of the animal kingdom. 

But these people were more like animals than human beings, and obviously they were quite content to live on a very low mental level.

Sitter: But how are they going to improve unless they have a more powerful, strong leader?

Writer in spirit: I know that, but I’m sorry!  I can only tell you what I experienced and it doesn’t mean to say that I know the answer, or why certain things should be.  If you can make a comparison, in a material sense, when many people gather together and form a sect or organization, it may be for good or it parties that develop like the Nazi party, where fundamental evil is let loose.

The same thing can  apply in a community.  But with regard to these people, I can’t honestly say that I felt there was anything particularly evil.

It just seemed to me to be dark and dull.

They were not prepared to think for themselves, or exert themselves.  It seemed to me that they must have been individually when on earth very slovenly people, although they may have never met on earth .  They couldn’t have cared less whether they looked after themselves or not, or what they wore.  They were people whose mentality had been dulled for some reason or other.

Perhaps they never attempted to educate themselves.

Sitter: They just lived a life of despair, more or less.  Writer in spirit: Many people who have to live a life of squalour or despair don’t consider that they’re victims of it and would get out of it if they could.

But these people had no ambition, having no desire to do anything in particular.  They would have to make the effort to change with the help of people who knew the way out, like the old man.  He obviously knew the way, and obviously many of the people knew the way.  They may not have known what was on the other side of the bridge, but they knew it meant something important, leading to somewhere different, only they dreaded making the effort, even out of curiosity. But it seemed that many of these people were content to be as they were.

Sitter: I wonder if you have a strong urge to go back there and you yourself try to influence them. 

Spirit: Well, I don’t know.  I can’t imagine doing so, though I don’t like to feel I’m the sort of person myself who would despair of uplifting or helping in some way.  I think that it is wrong to be defeatist.But the feeling I had there was dreadful, because I couldn’t see how people could live and be like that, without wanting to do something about it.

Their leader was a person of strong character.  I don’t know if he was a bad character or a good character.

I think he was  a good person who could exert himself, passing is non-existent to them.  But once they see the glimmer of light, once they make the effort, then they will eventually rise.

Sitter: Well, you find that, here on earth.

Spirit: But you don’t expect to find it over here, but I didn’t have any fear about it when first I came. Previous to that,  I had seen things so differently, wherever I had been!  It had been pleasant, never unpleasant, like the squalour I saw here.”

This spirit writer had many interesting conversations, through the medium, with the sitter over a period of several years, and if there is any interest, I could continue to post more excerpts from them, as I already have them typed up on disk.  Let me know.  Peace and Love.  Richard R.

Subject:
Fwd: Home rescue circles and Lord Dowding (3)
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--- In SpiritualismList@yahoogroups.com, Richard Rowley <noblas@...>

wrote:

I am continuing to dig material out of the archives, not to get in the way of present-day researchers or the mediums amongst us.

They are doing a grand job.   I just don’t want the work that HAS been done in the past to be lost or forgotten.  There is so much material available that can help us now. It is unscientific to reject all information that has NOT been subject to scientific scrutiny in a research lab. Conversely, Lab conditions are sterile, and a skeptical atmosphere will not encourage spirits to communicate, nor do they make a medium feel “at home.”

Life is not like that. We are each unique, an approach life in our own way.  I have been fighting conformity in Religion and  Education, all my life, in bible study groups, in the classroom and on curriculum committees.  It is, and was a losing battle. In the performing arts and writing, and in business, luckily, I found more freedom, and out in life, we do have to be spontaneous if we want to open up to spirit. We can’t abide by imposed rules and regulations and strict material conditions, although   we must indeed be honest, and be careful that mischievous spirits don’t lead us into deception and deviation and the other deadly “Ds”!.

But if we listen to what spirit has been saying for so long, and look at the past records,  we will know what to look for, and what to expect, and we can see that our work has meaning and purpose, even in times of criticism, discouragement and despair.

In particular, the churches all believe in an afterlife, but generally don’t have much to say beyond that. 

They evade the issue, or cloud what they say with a fuzzy fear and vagueness. 

Knowledge of the afterlife is either regarded as privileged information, if known, or not for us to question or investigate until after we have passed.   Then it is too late, of course,  especially if we have accepted some narrow doctrine or dogma.  As we can see from our rescue work, it sometimes takes years or centuries to wake spirits up and get them to understand that they can move on from their inertia and wallowing in anger or remorse.  They can progress, and enjoy a far more magnificent life than they every imagined.

Here is a little more from Lord Dowding’s “God’s Magic” published around 1946.

Lord Hugh Dowding writes:

“The wise man will demand to know as much as possible about his future state.

If he believes that he will be snuffed out like a candle, he should believe it because he has carefully examined and deliberately rejected the alternatives, and not because it is the most comfortable thing for a selfish materialist to believe.

If and when he accepts the overwhelming evidence the grave, he will wish to treat his continuing life that conscious personal existence does continue beyond as a whole, and modify in thought, word and deed the so as to accord with the long-term policy, instead of thinking only of the little period which he spends on earth. This is my definition of Religion, and indeed

Religion in its widest sense is desperately needed today.

The materialists have had their way with the world, and look where they have led us! We are learning the practical necessity for the Brotherhood of Man, and we are learning the hard way.

I believe that by the study of ancient and modern revelation a sufficiently intelligible picture of the scheme of things can be built up as to serve for a framework for an intelligent man’s creed, which in turn can wean his thoughts and actions from the existing almost universal materialism.”

Now here is some more dialogue with spirit from the Wimbledon rescue circle.

“After the healing circle on March 30th, 1944, speaking through the medium LL, the spirit James, who commanded a squadron in the Battle of Britain,which was over by November, 1940, shortly before Dowding’s retirement, says:  “We have a crew for you to wake up. It shouldn’t be a difficult job.  My heart is very much in this because some of my friends are amongthem.  They are not here yet; as a matter of fact they are walking along the road outside.  They will come in here.”

LL (the medium, speaking in her own voice, describes them) 

“Here they are, seven of them.  The leader seems to be a squadron leader with fair, wavy hair. Now they are looking at a big picture on the wall.

They can’t see us yet.  They think they are in Germany.  One of them says: ‘They seem to be quite civilized people here.  I mean to say, this is a verynicely furnished and homelike room’”

They move over to the piano.  One of them wishes to play.  I [Dowding] says “You won’t be able to open it,” and I go across and open the piano.

LL:     He didn’t like that! He says ‘Gosh, this house must be haunted!’ She describes some other members of the crew, a ginger-haired lad and a little dark Jewish-looking young man.

Now they are beginning to see us.  They can’t understand the new dimensions.  With ten people in it the room ought to be crowded, but it doesn’t seem to be.  Five of them are sitting on the music seat, meant

e.  He says, ‘How is it that you are talking English?’

Dowding:     Because I AM English.

Leader:     Where are we, then?

Dowding:     This is Wimbledon, do you know it?

Leader:     I should say I do!

Dowding:    All right, then.  You have just been walking along the Worple Road.

Leader:     But how did we get here?  We must have come down over the Ruhr.

Dowding:     You have been brought here that we may help you.

Leader:     But who are you?

Dowding goes over to the mantelpiece, takes down a picture of himself in uniform, and holds it beside his face. “Do you know who I am now?”

Yes, they all recognize him now.

Another  airman says “I remember when you came to inspect us at Biggin Hill.”

Leader:     How can you help us?

Dowding:     Oh, just by talking to you and helping you realize your position.  Do you see me clearly?  Do I look natural?

Leader:     Yes, of course you do.

Dowding:     Very well, then.  Shake hands.  [He holds out his hand]

Leader:     I can’t get hold of it.  Why don’t you grip my hand?

Dowding:  All right.  I will.  Watch very carefully. [He slowly closes his hand through his without his feeling anything.]

LL:      He didn’t like that!

Just then the dark young man comes up behind and gives Dowding a terrific smack on the back.  He utters a shrill Cockney yelp as his hand encounters no resistance.

Leader:     Look here, Sir, are you trying to tell us that we are – that this is death?

Dowding:     Yes.  That is exactly what I have been trying to get you to realize.

Leader:     But how CAN we be dead?  We are just as we were before.

Dowding:     Yes. Now you can see what a ridiculous little barrier death is.  This is what death is,  of which everyone is so frightened

 

Now the squadron leader can see James.  Dowding introduces them.

Dowding:     Talk to him.  And he will be able to explain much more than I can.

The tail gunner:    I remember a Hun fighter coming up behind and knowing that something was going to happen.

Then I remember no more until we were in the road outside.

James explains that they were all blown to pieces instantaneously in their airplane three or four days previously, over the Ruhr. Now they can see all their other R.A.F. friends who have come to meet them, and they all go off together.

As the rescue circle continued over the months  and years, they began to receive philosophy and teachings from an Egyptian guide they called “Z”.   Here is one of his talks, from July 20, 1945.

“The last enemy – death?   Many people think of death thus, but death is not the last enemy to be fought and conquered. Death is in reality a friend who bursts the bonds of physical matter and opens the

LAST enemy which, subtle and strong, hides in every crevice – FEAR.  Fear distorts and destroys. Fear is with man from the beginning, twisting and discoloring, misrepresenting and distorting, until the real is lost in a fog of doubt and bewilderment. Man fears fire and water and air; he fears the tempest; he fears nature;  he fears poverty;  he fears  





























































































































disease;  he fears his fellows; he fears himself.

Fear is the destroyer – the greatest enemy.  Howis he to be vanquished? Knowledge is the weapon.  To understand is to cast out fear.  You cannot be afraid of that which you truly understand; for understanding leads to love, and love is the strongest thing in the universe.  Love conquers fear.

To understand the laws of nature brings awe and wonder to man.  When he understands his fellows he has tolerance and sympathy.  Knowledge of self brings liberation and love.

To conquer fear then man must seek diligently. He must not only learn of the laws of nature, he must learn to bring his own life into harmony with these

laws.  He must learn the laws governing the life of man himself; the various forms the life-energy uses to experience life in the material world.

Man is made of more than physical atoms.  A study of his composition will bring wonders undreamed of to his ken.  A fascinating adventure opens out before him when he embarks on the study of the being who was created by the Creator of all things, in His own image. Do you think of this Creator as a being of flesh and blood only?  Can you conceive Him thus? If not, then must you meditate upon His nature, and to understand Him you must first understand yourself. In the world today men are weary and seek some alleviation from the burden of birth.  The task is easier than they know, the way open and clear before them, yet they hesitate, blind and doubting, seeing only the distortion of fear.

The remedy for the ills of the world lies with man himself and this truth cannot be spoken too often, or too loudly.  Man, ever seeks to find a scapegoat –

the same in himself for his failure makes him turn outwards in censorious mood.  As it is with nations, so with the individual – when you blame, are you

certain there is no blame in yourself?  When you condemn are you faultless?  Yet you must not condone that which IS evil.  How then must you act?  In your individual and personal relations cultivate understanding and tolerance, search your own heart before you pass judgment.  Here is a very simple and easily understood injunction, familiar to you all; take it from  its dusty shelf, burnish it up and hold it continuously before your eyes that you may not

forget it: Do unto others as ye would be done by.  Succinct?

Clear?  Yes.  Capable of misrepresentation:  No  You cannot evade truth, turn and twist as you will.  Truth

confronts you still. Take this injunction and live by it and it will bring to you knowledge from the fountain of the Most High, for in living the law of harmony you will attract that law to yourself.  No longer will you fear nature or poverty or hunger; no longer will you fear death, for you yourself will be ALIVE. BLESSING:  And now call on the love ray and send it out over this sad dark planet, and let the love of the Most High drench and purify every darkest corner of the earth plane.  Let the light from the Holy of Holies shine forth in brilliance.  Let fear stumble and die.  Let hope rise triumphant.  Let hatred fade away in the blinding glory of His everlasting day, and in His keeping may we walk in peace.  Amen.”

Hi again Aart.  I think this is part (4) of the rescue work, combined with the “writer in spirit” series.    My themes get a little tangled
sometimes...it’s all inter-connected!      Richard     --- In

SpiritualismList@yahoogroups.com, Richard Rowley <noblas@...> wrote:

Sitter:                  Now, what happens to you when you’ve got out of your body and how do you feel when there are no organs of any kind and there are no

bones, or anything like that?  What sort of shape do you have, or what…?

Writer in spirit:   Oh dear, well as a matter of fact, as far as I’m concerned even now, to all outward appearances and certainly from my feeling, if I can

put it like that, my body is identically the same, in appearance, in structure, in appearance anyway.  I don’t know, you ask me something which is awkward to answer.  All I can say is I feel identically the same and I look identically the same.  The only thing is, I certainly don’t have any aches or pains, headaches or any of the sorts of thing that one associates with the material body.  I think one has a complete and absolute replica of the physical body, as such, but without any of its defects. I can’t say that I feel any bones as I move my arms or my head, as one might be on earth conscious of

bones, but I know that I look as if I have a bone structure and all that sort of thing. But actually I don’t really know.  Obviously it’s not the same body.

All I can say, it looks to all outward appearances and certainly feels identical to the earthly body, but obviously in a much more refined way, I suppose.

Rather hard question to answer because quite frankly I never thought about it. I never thought about myself as skin and bones and all that sort of thing.  I know that I look the same, but whether our structure is built the same, from the same material, you know, I really don’t think they can be. I don’t feel like any wishy-washy ghost without shape, I’m very substantial, believe me! I’m no wraith!

I have never seriously thought of what I look like.  All I know is, I look all right; at least I satisfy myself anyway, and I feel all right.  But I have never really thought about whether my body was of the same construction, that one doesn’t seem to need anymore, that one associates with work. One doesn’t

really need food or drink.  When I first came over, it seemed essential and necessary.  But not now.  Strange probably, but I don’t know.

The losing of consciousness in one condition of life and becoming conscious in another, all seems to happen in a split second, though it may take some time. I have no sense of travelling, as such, for instance. I don’t feel myself floating over rooftops and across the sea and then suddenly saying, “Ah, here is Paris!”

Well, I never had that experience, but I do not think that one should discard the idea, because I believe it has happened to people, and I think what actually happens, from what I have been told, that it does happen to people who are still on earth, and in their sleep.  Then they astral travel and they are conscious of floating in space, through the sky, over the rooftops and so on and landing in certain places.  I think it is an entirely different thing.

When you’re still attached to the body, in some strange way the cord which connects the spirit or the soul, whatever it is, to the physical body,  is soelastic in itself that you’re still linked with the physical body by it, and that restricts you I think. But when you die, when you’re completely severed from the material body and you’re in no way connected, then it’s an entirely different matter. It’s a matter oconsciousness, of being at a certain place, ordesiring to be at a certain place and there’s no effort, there’s nothing holding you back, that’s what it really amount to, I think.

While you’re attached to the body in a material sense, and not dead as the world understands it, then you are hindered or hampered or held back by the link with the physical body.  But when the step is taken and you’ve severed it, then you are free, completely free of the body. 

Space and time, it seems to me, no longer hold you in check, you see, and you can mentally, by mere thought, transport yourself into any place or condition to which you yourself have made it possible to be.

I mean, for instance, I couldn’t go into a much higher-rate sphere evidently because I haven’t reached the consciousness of it. 

You see, the whole point is that you can travel and you can be in places, according to your consciousness and realisation of those conditions or places but not until that time hasbeen reached.

That’s why when you’re attached to the body and you can astral travel, you are still under restricted conditions, because the consciousness of yourself has no realisation beyond that.  Also, secondly, you are still physically attached to the material and the body itself by this sort of etheric cord, or whatever they call it, and therefore it is restricting.  But once you’ve got past that, once you’ve broken that etheric cord by death, then there are no restrictions, and you can soar into and be in many places and conditions, according to your thoughts.

Well, it’s very difficult to explain, because I must admit that I do find it difficult to understand certain things, but I’m gradually assimilating knowledge and picking things up here and there, you know, and things have been explained to me and sometimes it doesn’t make sense or I haven’t fully understood it.

But most of the things that are explained to me I understand pretty well, but there are some things that are puzzling.  For instance, you see, with you, I’ve been here once when you were definitely out of your body and you were fast asleep in bed, and for instance, I was here, not only I, but several people, your mother, whom I have met, and your brother.  

I don’t come as much as the others, frankly. But they often visit you, but I did on this occasionand you were definitely out of your body. I certainly have been touring around. I’ve been seeing all sorts of things and places for instance that I would have liked to have visited  when on earth and didn’t.

I sort of took a Cook’s Tour free of charge, you know, and all the trimmings and what have you: stayed at the best hotels and nobody even knowsI’m there!  I’ve been to Nice twice just recently.Yes, and I’ve been to Rome…Paris.  It’s anextraordinary thing to be able to move around and do things, visit places and nobody seems to be conscious of the fact that you’re there. It has its funny side too!

Sitter: Can you see quite clearly?

Writer:   When I come down to earth, I usually find it easier to impinge myself, I suppose is the term, on somebody who seems very sensitive and very receptive. I won’t say they are conscious of me, but they give out something, I can tell by the light around them that they are sympathetic and they are the type of person who, well, it’s nice to link with them although they don’t realise  it and certainly one doesn’t suggest anything or at least I don’t.  Maybe some do from this side put their own thoughts into the mind of the individual.  I don’t try to because I don’t think it’s fair, unless of course they’re a medium, in the sense that they’d want to understand all about it.

But what I’m trying to convey here is that I always find it easier to see clearly and be conscious of things more through the agency may I say of someone on your side who is sympathetic, and I usually find that it is best to do that, and sometimes I find someone who perhaps is walking along the promenade or is in a hotel lounge, and I tune in, or have tuned in, and I find very interesting things, seeing things through them.  I know it sounds odd, but that’s  what I have been doing, but I realise that there isn’t much point in it.  It’s what I have been doing some while back.

Before I came here,  I came back to earth on various occasions, and I would go here and there and I would take an interest in things.  But that’s become less and less important to me but it is amusing and interesting and I’ve had some rather amusing experiences by attaching myself to one or two odd people you know and going around and seeing things from their point of view.

But it’s irritating, not so much now, but in the beginning, not being able to feel things.  I suppose that sounds odd to one who sees things and is conscious of things.  Yet nothing is solid or real and one can never touch anything, and in those early days, I was very keen to eat and drink and I found it rather annoying, irritating, to be in a restaurant for instance when someone is tucking in, you know, and I was getting some sort of satisfaction by their eating, although I didn’t actually get the taste, as it were.

Most peculiar, this!  I don’t know quite how to explain it, as if I got some sort of satisfaction outof it, but at the same time it was a bit frustrating. Of course you can’t possibly get satisfaction, it’s a precarious sort of thing, you know.

I mean, it’s most peculiar, because I realise now that I was bound by thoughts and conditions and when I began to realise that I could get around and I could visit places and do things, I started thinking to myself,  “Oh well, I wouldn’t mind being in the South of France,”  and almost in the split second of the thought, or the action-thought of the desiring, one could be there and in consequence, I amused myself like that, being in all sorts of places and meeting various people, although they didn’t know that I was there.  I mean, I was very interested in various individuals

.  Some I had known previously of course when on earth, and I would say to myself, “I wonder what so and so is doing,” and almost automatically, you know, as the thought came to my head, I’d be there and I could feel and because I had known there was some link and I would attach myself to them and I’d take an interest and amuse myself.   Well, I got rather bored with it, after a time.

It all seemed rather pointless and all this was really before I started to make any headway and progress, you might say, from something a bit removed from the old material way of life, you know. But it used to amuse me, nevertheless.  I had some fun.  I found, for instance, that I could sometimes by  sheer willpower do what now I realise I probably shouldn’t have done.

But they were practical jokes in a sense, not that I was a practical joker by nature, but sometimes I used to get a little infuriated that people didn’t see me or didn’t take any notice of me,and I’d do odd silly things. Trying to attract their attention occasionally worked, and they became conscious of something odd happening, but invariably of course they would put it down to something stupid, something in the room, you know, that made me more furious than ever!

After a time, I got fed up with it and packed it in. But I do try and attract attention here and there at odd times and once or twice I think I succeeded pretty well and once it happened to someone and they asked if they could be removed to another room, which was rather odd, because there was nothing wrong with the room, it was me!

Oh, I don’t mean it from the point of view of coming to speak to you, for the simple reason that, well, as I say, when I come here, it’s an entirely different thing, because, somehow I feel in rapport, as it were. But other places that I’ve been to visit, friends and places that I’ve known, it’s been as if somehow I don’t seem to register anymore. I register here, and it seems to be about the only place that I do feel at home, you know, and that’s absolutely due to the fact that you know and understand all about this, and I can make links.  It’s a chain, you see.  But in other places the links seem to be broken. Actually, many things I try to recollect I find extremely difficult now. I can understand of course, now, how difficult it must be for some people who have been here for any length of time to recollect thoughts of their old life, and say this, that and t’other about their past, because even now it seems as though so much has happened and yet it’s all so remote.  Ifind I have to concentrate very, very hard torecollect things which at one time, when I first cameto you, came to me so easily.  In fact they were sovery much in my mind.  But all that seems such a longtime ago, I lost track.

  Sitter:      Do you really believe in eternity

 Writer:     I think it would be a little stupid to try to conclude about anything very much, too soon.  I think in any case if one is to believe in this business of eternity, which I find rather horrifying, but still, if one’s to believe in that, there’s a hell of a lot of time, so why worry?!  You know, it rather frightens me even now, I mean, to go on and on and on and on!  Actually, I suppose if it’s all very pleasant and very happy and I suppose it’s possible, but I think it’s still a bit frightening, never to cease, you know. Rose: Well, no!  It shouldn’t frighten you. Stephen: Well, not actually frighten me but I just can’t grasp it, old dear, I really can’t!      I mean, on earth I suppose naturally when you’re young and you don’t think about death, you don’t think about the end.  You just think that life is going on indefinitely and when you’re young you don’t think about it. It never worries.  You want it to go on anyway, and I suppose one has that sort of feeling here because one has a kind of almost, well, I was going to use the term “eternal youth.” I certainly have never felt tired, or age, or anything like that. I’m feeling vibrant and full of vitality and life and assimilating everything I possibly can and I suppose that’s how it’s going to be all the time.

Sitter: That is exactly how it’s going to be.  I’m sure life will go on.

Writer:   I think it’s only when you’re beginning to get old and tired and worn out, that possibly you start to think about death; and I think the majority of people push the whole idea right away from them, don’t they. The funny thing with me is, I don’t know if I ever really feared death.  I don’t suppose I ever thought about it, except in the last few hours of my life and then of course I got to the state where I just thought I couldn’t live anymore and I thought it was an easy way out.  I thought it was the best way out, and I never had any idea really.  In fact, I don’t suppose I thought seriously about it, and I don’t really know what I thought.  In a way I thought there might be something, but I suppose I was trying to escape from myself, which is rather stupid, since I realise that you can never escape from yourself.

Sitter: You can’t ever do that, but now you do realise that you’re much better off, where you are, than before.

W: I’m much better off now, believe me, much better off.N  S: You’re just that type, I know by your voice, and you have a tremendous lot of energy and vitality and all the rest of it in your voice and you’re a quick speaker, which I like very much.  Oh, I’d love to see you getting on in leaps and bounds.

W: I don’t know!  You make it as though it’s Nijinsky gone mad! Actually he did go a bit peculiar I believe, didn’t he?  Didn’t he go mental or something?  Poor Nijinsky!  I’d like to see him over here.  I can’t remember having seen him.  I’m sure I’d know if I had. I’ve seen some artists, of course, as I told you last time

. But I wasn’t thinking of personalities.  I was thinking from the point of view of being so-called dead.  The advantages that one has are tremendous. One doesn’t fully realise probably at first. But after a time, you begin to appreciate the opportunities that present themselves and you sort of see the funny side and, well, as a matter of fact it’s all revealing in so many different ways.

When I first began to become conscious of the reality of actually being dead as such, I was very much still drawn back to earth and wandering around and going places and generally trying to make myself felt to other people and no one taking a bit of notice, though at the same time I was very conscious of them; and I found myself drifting around and visiting new places, visiting houses and all sorts of things.

Just seeing a chair, for instance, that was to me, mentally, that is, very real, and sitting down in it and I realise now the only reason that it had any kind of solidity was because I thought it should have.

But I soon began to realise that it hadn’t. It was illusion.  It seemed that while I was thinking a certain thing was real or necessary, then so it seemed that it was. In other words, the chair had a sort of substance, yet it wasn’t the same sort of substance which I had been accustomed to when I had a physical body, and thinking that the chair was there, and I would sit and have a conscious sort of sitting that at the same time, I realized, wasn’t sitting in the chair and yet I was bsitting in the chair!

I know it sounds absurd, and I remember once someone coming towards me and obviously was going to sit down, and I jumped out of the way!  I thought, “Well, they’re going to sit on my lap!”  But actually, I realise now that a lot of the things that were happening to me in the very early stages were in a sense illusions.

They had a basis of reality, that is, because I thought they were so.  But it is an oddthing. I think most people possibly go through this peculiar stage of living almost you might say of living in two worlds: at the same time, being conscious of material things, of material situations that arise in which you play some part, and at the same time, it’s as if you’re outside of it all, but yet conscious of it all.

It’s most peculiar and Ithink it’s a most extraordinary sensation of being conscious of so many things going on.  On earth, that is, with people and taking an interest in them and atthe same time knowing that you’re very much there and yet no-one being conscious of you, no-one taking a bit of notice of you, it’s all very irritating, at times, and a little confusing. Sometimes you see the funny side of it and you try to do silly things to attract attention more than anything, and then you realise that you very rarely succeed, and if you do, no-onethinks it’s spirits!

It’s all very irritating! The point is that really one hasn’t substance when one is visiting the material side in your world, for instance. It’s as if one has a reality of consciousness, but no solidity to go with it, and it can become very infuriating.

S: I expect so!  But then, one gets used to that after a while?

W: Oh well, yes, used to it, of course, and then one begins to accept it and then, after a while you begin to realise in the ordinary way  the futility of hanging around.  It’s pointless!

S: And hundreds of them hang around, don’t they?

W: Oh, thousands, for a while, but of course therae gain it varies with some people.  Some people hang around for centuries, I believe! Why they do that I haven’t the faintest idea, because I can only conceive of the fact that there is something very much on their minds, very much in their thoughts, that keeps them so earthbound. Must be something very, very important or vital that keeps them down to the earth, I should think. don’t think it should have any effect for any length of time, because, surely, the whole circumstances of life must change for the people whom they were associated with, and eventually they too must die.

But of course, there again, I have heard there is a vast difference, between being conscious of being on earth, and  actually visiting the earth oneself, as it were. I think a lot of these things are mental impressions left on the atmosphere that really have no substance, and I think that’s possibly very true.  I don’t think there is any substance in a lot of the entities and so on.  Though they appear to be real, they are not. They are ghosts without any spirit behind them.

S: Well, that’s it!  And the spirits themselves, you, for instance, you wouldn’t be called or come as a ghost, if you…

W: Goodness me, I hope not! I don’t think so. I’m sure I’m not a ghost.  Oh no, I’m not a ghost, and yet people do say they see ghosts and so on, but there seems to be a difference between an actual spirit that is of an individual visiting the earth from time to time, and an apparition which evidently is associated with a particular place and has been there for perhaps hundreds of years.  I think this apparition is something that is registered through some big emotional experience on the etheric waves or something around the earth, or on that particular spot.  I think there is a strong thought force that has impinged itself in some way in such a strong sense that it can be registered and sometimes can be experienced as a scene by other people.

But I don’t think the actual person is there.  I think it is a sort of mental condition which has affected the earth vibration on that particular spot, and with buildings I think you’d get it. I think they take on something of the elements of the place and whether perhaps there has been some sort of violent deed or action or something, that has happened and it has impinged itself onto the building

. The building has become part of the actual experience. I think that probably houses and places have a condition or atmosphere that is peculiar to themselves. I don’t think it’s really got anything to do with actual spirits returning to the building. It may in isolated cases. I think it’s just a matter of registering on the etheric vibrations around that building, around that spot. I mean, an old house like this, you’d think that it would have a very strong sort of atmosphere, and I think it has, but fortunately it is an extremely gentle one, a very peaceful one, a very nice one, certainly not like some places which are I believe violent and unpleasant. It’s a very happy, pleasant atmosphere here.

S: You don’t see any of the…?

W: Well, I have seen people around here, but as far as I know, apart from one or two,  people that I don’t know,  but most of the people I’ve seen around are people that are to do with you, or to do with the medium evidently, or people in this house, I presume. You see, as far as I’ve been able to gather, they’re nothing to do with the past, or years back, or anything like that.

S: I think the medium has seen them once or twice, but only a man with a smoking jacket on, and he hasn’t come to speak.

W: I haven’t seen him, no. If I do, he may have some tobacco! We can help lost spirits beyond the barrier, if I can call it a barrier, which in a kind of way it is. But it is only a mental block or barrier which they’ve built. Once they have released themselves from it, then they can enter into a fuller realisation of th ings and then they can expand themselves and take on some interest in work which they themselves of course invariably want to do.  We can never force anyone to take on anything that they don’t want to do.

No-one dictates over here. No-one ever says, “Do this!” or “Do that!” It all comes and springs from within one’s innermost self and therefore the person who wants to achieve something or do something begins to realise the possibility that he can achieve what he wants to do, whether he wants to be some ordinary mundane person, or a person who serves or wants to be of service, someone who wants to expand his vision, no matter if it’s only a limited one.

Temporarily he can do so.  It may be someone who has a great desire to be of service, where he is lost in the process.  You might say that the people who progress most are the people who lose themselves in the enthusiasm for service and in love towards all others in trying to build up something of real value where everyone concerned can benefit.  Of course, this takes in many fields

.  I mean, there are people here who love to create, whether it be in music or whether it be in art, in some shape or form, great writers still write, great teachers still teach, great prophets still prophesy. But the point is, when you talk about prophecy, you are talking about something that is already there, in embryo, which has to be animated to bring it into being

.  Another interesting thing that I think people don’t understand when we talk about prophecy, when something is  going to happen, well, we can see it often in advance for the simple reason that already the germ of it has been created.  You may not have done it consciously.

The individual concerned may not have brought it into being as yet, but the point is, we can see that certain things are transpiring in a certain direction which may involve not necessarily one person but several persons, and sooner or later certain things must come to a certain given point and then those things will become actual realities.

In other words, if a person even subconsciously sometimes sets his or her mind in a certain direction of thought, then combined often with the thoughts of other people who may be involved, they bring about a certain set of conditions whereby at a certain given point in time, certain things are more or less certainly bound to happen.  You might even say, which is very true in our case, that someone can see a little further afield.

It’s rather like the man in the aeroplane when a certain distance away who can see the car going round the corner and see what that car may meet round the other side. Although this is of a more material nature, of a material prophecy. But prophecy does exist.  We can see in advance how a certain person is bound to react due to the fact that they are changing circumstances and they are changing attitudes of mind and therefore they can predict and prophesy that at a given point in a certain condition they will change and create for themselves certain conditions of life which may be totally unlike something that they experienced before. But they have arisen by their thought forces which have created a power enabling them to meet on a different level certain persons or persons who are sufficiently ready and sufficiently able to help them.

You know, it’s very difficult to explain these things in words because some of these things cannot be fully explained. But if you could see our world for what it really is, not just one world but thousands and thousands of states of being, strata of consciousness, then you begin to get a realisation in part anyway of what it’s all about.

The person will create for himself, according to his own life, according to his attitude of mind and according to his reaction and action, a certain set of circumstances which will bring about certain changes which will enable himself to lift himself out of a certain environment into another, and he will be met with people of a certain level of consciousness who are in a position to bring that person help,  to uplift that person and to guide that person and instruct that person. We have great schools here, esoteric schools, schools of learning, schools of all manner and of all kinds. For instance, you may even have people here who regretted that they had so little material education and yet they may have been deeply concerned and would have liked to have known all manner of things. Here they enter into certain places and can be guided and helped by various teachers. They can be taught all manner of things.

They can be taught to be useful with their hands, quite apart from using their intelligence.  They can be taught to use their hands to be creative, they can be taught in many different ways.

To aspire to certain aspects of their evolution within themselves,  which would have been impossible on earth. But, you see, even with the limitations of earth, these are really not so limited perhaps as some people might think, because you can look through history and you can see, in spite of all the limitations that certain people had, they achieved such remarkable things.

They may have been very uneducated, had no schooling, had no lessons in this field or that field, and yet in their own way, by their own endeavour, by the inspiration which came from within themselves and the desire for achievement, they were able to overcome all the problems and all the difficulties and all the deficiencies within themselves, because they had this Divine spark and in some odd  way, without perhaps realising it, developed it and enabled themselves to achieve

.  There is no doubt about it, it’s true to say, anyway, there’s nothing impossible to those who will endeavour; but one must have the desire to achieve, one must have the desire to overcome, whatever the shortcomings, whatever the problems, whatever the difficulties, and of course, there are many people who do not achieve very much on earth and who are in a sense very disillusioned and very ey come here, in spite of everything, if they wish. They can study, they can become, they can achieve whether it be in this field or that field.  I mean, ’ve seen works done here by people who were, when on earth, very hum-drum, very ordinary, never had any background, no education, no opportunity to achieve anything very much,  who seemed on the surface to be completely without any talents whatsoever!

But with this strong love for beauty and this strong desire for achievement within themselves in certain directions, they have achieved over here. This is the great  joy and the beauty of this life, and what makes it all so wonderful is that there is nothing that one cannot do, there is nothing that one cannot achieve.  Everything here is to be done,  an opportunity. No one is denied, but all they have to do is to have the desire within themselves to achieve, to accomplish.  Of course, there isn’t just the accomplishing and achieving.

It is all so much more deeply rooted than that. It’s so absolutely remarkable that one cannot ever find words to begin to depict or describe what I’m trying to convey. It is a realisation that a human being, a person, an individual, a character, whatever you like to call it, is not just outward shape or form, not just brain, not just intelligence, not just heart.  Indeed he is a combination of all these things and much more. It seems limitless to me, life here.

Then I can almost believe in eternity.  Oh well, I’m not feeling that, you see.  I’m not saying that it is so.  But I think it is the only logical thing, because I’m quite sure of this, by the point of fact of being here, that there is this wonderful life! I do know this, that even within myself now, as happy as I am in this new life,  and all the experiences and all the happiness that I’ve found and interest, at the same time  I assimilate everything that I can and I know that I will contribute all I can, while I’m on this particular plane of life but I know that I’ll have to feel, not dissatisfaction, that’s not the word to use, but a feeling that I must be able to enter into things, to do, in other words, it seems to me to be illogical that one can have any term, like mere existence, because it is obviously as if one were stepping from one condition to another and gradually evolving in the process and becoming, as one progresses, far removed from the old self, changing into something which is so more complete and so much more wonderful, that one can hardly recognise oneself. But I suppose there will be some form of recognition. It’s a gradual process, instead of being something which is tremendously sudden and dramatic.  It’s a gradual, slow process  which is so much better. Once you get over the initial shock of passing out, then gradually I think you assimilate life here and gradually assume certain attitudes of mind, but they change as you progress. It’s an eternal progression, I can see that.  But I must say, some aspects do puzzle me, but I expect I shall find the answers, when I’m ready to find them. People do create materialisations of mental pictures when they are thinking very hard or when they are tremendously interested in something in particular, even though they may only be   temporary in some instances.

For instance, when a person  might be thinking very hard about a certain something or other, conjuring it up and creating it, it is like a dream state. It is something that is in its own fashion, while it lasts, very real. Yet there is a subtle difference.  For instance, even now I can distinguish very easily between the reality of things and these things which are brought into being by such conscious minds, and I see that’s what happens at a lot of séances with certain types of people who are not really mediums, who probably create images within themselves, even fictitious characters. I didn’t realise this at first. My guide put me on to this, when I was in the early stages of  being able to pick out the realities from these other things which have no real substance, although they may appear to have some shape, even though  it’s only temporary.  

I have come to some conclusions, from what he has told me and through experience,  about some of these ghosts which people see and which appear to be quite real.  In other words, people on your side see an image or they see a figure and they see it as a ghost, but it has no substance, it has no reality

.  It’s something that has been created in the atmosphere by some thought forces over perhaps centuries of time.  It has no reality as a person, the individual is not present. The ghostly form is merely an imaginary sort of creative thing which comes into the atmosphere sometimes very powerfully, and can be seen.  I’ve learned a lot about this because my guide has been a great help to me.

I’ve found that too  with people in fiction. Now for instance, you take a book that’s been written and has been read by millions of people and the author has put a great deal into the conception of the characters, creating very real characters, so that people almost feel that they are real, and that they do exist by the very thought processes of  the peopleconcentrating their thought on the happenings of the individuals concerned. They can temporarily create a kind of hallucination of worlds or environments very near earth

.  It’s somehow that these people can become, temporarily, images without any real fundamental substance.  They are not people, they are not souls – but you know what I mean!

S: I know they couldn’t possibly be!  Charles Dickens came through one day and he explained that to me.

W: I’ve never met the man.  Oh well!  I’m going over old ground.  I’m sorry about that!  I don’t want to tell you things that you already know, because it’s   rather a waste. But it’s interesting and intriguing.

What is intriguing to me is this one because I’ve seen it so distinctly in the room.  It’s gone now, possibly because we talked about it

It has force or power, something very strong.   I think that it’s true, where people have a very, very strong interest in a certain something or other, they can visualise it.  I think that happens with artists and creative people. That is the beauty of it. You see, a creative artist can bring something into his work, which is so powerful that it has a dimension beyond material things and it has the living force behind it. It could never have a soul as such, but it has a force or power which which is very, very strong, and many people can see it, many generations after the time of the death of the individual who created it.  Any great work of art still has tremendous power to move people, to affect people, whether it’s great music or great paintings or whatever it is in the form of an artistic endeavour

That has really so much of the original put into it.

It lives on, it never loses anything.  In fact, it gains with time, it is strengthened by the love and the affection, and the interest that is showered upon it by the countless millions of people.  And, of  course, something like that does live over here!  It’s not alive in the same sense as a human being, but it’s a very vital something which has been made even more

lifelike by the thought force and the love of countless people who have given it such admiration and affection.

S: Well, it’s only temporary, though, isn’t it?  It doesn’t keep on living.

W: Well, no!  Not in that sense, but I’m thinking more regarding music.  Great music, for instance, still continues over here;  great symphonies are still played but they are played in a more perfect state and in a more perfect way, and the sound is much more tremendous, there is so much more harmony. I can’t explain this, but it also applies to great artists who create great pictures

.  Those pictures still adorn places, great buildings which are used constantly by people here, for various reasons: great halls and places of learning and teaching, great libraries where great books are contained, great places where people meet to sing and where great music is played.  You see, this all continues, everything that has been created,…beauty,…everything that has been created by man from the power within himself, which is worthwhile, still exists. It’s only the worse aspects of humanity, the worse aspects of man, that gradually lose their power.

The physical, the material is soon lost.  It’s only the beauty and the worthwhile that remain

It’s very difficult to explain this in language because you can’t really know. I mean, the culture of generations, of nationalities, is never really lost, whether it’s Ancient Egyptian

Art or whether it is Ancient Abyssinian or whether it is more recent, if that art has been truly created, with the mind open to beauty and the things of the

spirit: in other words, if it is something which has the vitality of life, I’m talking here of spiritual life, behind it.  If it is good, if it is worthwhile, if it is truly beautiful,  if it is truly creative, in the highest sense,  it still exists, it is not lost. I have been to places where people live very much as they would have done on earth, but in a higher sense.

In other words, you do get people who gather together and form communities and have a life not unlike the life they led on earth, without all the defects!  For instance, you have people who have progressed tremendously here, but who still prefer and still wear the same sort of apparel that they would have worn perhaps 2000 years ago.  If you could see the clothes they wear, they are not only very colourful,  they are very real materials,  not just conjured up in the imagination, although there is thought behind it, of course!  These substances which are used are natural substances, drawn from life itself here, and they are formed and made and designed and created.

You see people who have this vague idea about our world, that it is wishy-washy and rather religious.

It is nothing of the kind!

It’s a very real world, and when you’ve really progressed,  you really do begin to understand more fully what it is all about, and how to live the life and how to become really part of it.  You begin to realise that everything here is creative, and everything that is creative is brought into being by effort. It is not suddenly put into your lap

.  You don’t suddenly have something because you want it, you know!

S:  No?  What do you mean?

W: Well, for instance, there are people who create beautiful materials from various substances of material. We don’t have materials that are made from wool, taken from sheep or lambs

.  The animal kingdom is something that serves humanity, but in a different way than it did on earth. We never kill, because there is no need to kill.  In any case, you cannot kill here.  Animals have their freedom and they have their form of life and there’s a great peace and tranquility.  The animal kingdom moves freely with the human kingdom, although there is a sense of  experience and knowledge, inasmuch as the human race

is more advanced. Nevertheless, there are substances that are drawn from the natural surroundings, from nature itself, which can be utilised  and created into various things such as material for houses.  Also, things can be drawn from the ground, which is as solid to us as your world is to you, substances which are as real and natural to us as your world substances are.

These materials can be used for building and architects design the buildings and artisans create them. In other words, people who love to do so use their hands in the creative sense and use these different substances to create either buildings or clothes.

You see, people seem to have this idea that you think of a beautiful building and there it is!  It isn’t so.

It may be so, on certain spheres near the earth, because their thought forces are such that certain things are necessary to them.  They are in a state of illusion that is a very temporary state, but in the reality of life here, when you’ve made some progress, you realise that you just don’t sit around or walk around, just idly doing nothing.  You work in thecommunity and with the community. But you do thingsthat appeal to you, things that are a reality  itself, and creative.  For instance, a person wwants to compose great music still composes grea music; great artists who want to paint, have the materials to paint great pictures and murals, and indeed many great artists work on the murals for great buildings here, and they use materials which are not

unlike the materials on earth. It’s difficult to

explain this, but the paint has a solidity and a

reality to it.  Nothing is just there for the wishing

of it.  You have to make the effort.  People who love

to sew and do things with their hands, whether it is

something quite simple, for that matter, nevertheless

they can do those things and there are materials which

in some way, I won’t say they are exactly the same,

because they are not, and they don’t all come from the

same sources, or the source that one would have

expected or one knew they came from while on earth.

The substances  are very similar to the sort of

substances which you had on earth to work with.  But

no form of life suffers.

Whereas, in your world, to create something, quite

often, to make something,  some creature from the

animal kingdom must suffer or be used for the benefit

of man. Here it’s quite a different thing. It’s as

though nature itself creates things of its own accord

that can be used, and willingly gives of itself to

mankind.

S Nature, trees and…

W Oh, yes, but you see, when we talk of nature, you

assume naturally and rightly, and that’s all you can

judge things by and experience things by, you see,

that nature and the form of nature consists of trees

and forests and the ground, the earth, and all the

things that you grow in it and the animal kingdom and

so on. The point, is when we talk about nature, I use

this term only to try to explain something, and even

that is very poorly put.  But in nature, if I can use

the term again, all sorts of other things are

provided.  Nature is all the time re-creating and

giving forth and bringing into being certain

substances and certain forms of life which is all this

life or all this substance, I can’t give it exactly a

name or shape, but nevertheless it is all part of a

natural existence in which we find ourselves, which is

given of itself, to humanity to be used, not something

that you’re taking.  It’s something that is being

presented to you.  It has been given to you, it has

been formed for you, that you might take it and use it

for beauty of life and the betterment of life.

Everything that is done here works to a pattern.  It’s

as if everything has its place, for a reason.  Nothing

is put there without a reason.  Nothing is presented

without a purpose.

Everything falls into a shape or a pattern. If you

want to do something here, you don’t feel you have to

take from some other source, which may be detrimental

to that source.  There are other sources offered to

you with love and with all the desire  that you should

use them. In other words, they are contributing as we

contribute one to another, in our evolution and

awareness and consciousness of progress and desire for

it. So other things which are not human, from the

point of view of human life or personality, are

presenting themselves.  Picture our world, in which

everything is contributing towards the common good;

no-one is taking from the other, to the detriment of

the other, whether it is individually or whether it is

in the sense of nature, you see; whereas man abuses

nature.  Over here nature contributes to man, but it

is not abused by man.  It is difficult to explain,

because we are in a sense part of nature and nature is

part of us.  If only man could realise that on earth

nature is contributing willingly.  Man does not always

realise what he should take from nature and what he

should not take. Man has learned to kill, and man has

learned to use nature often in a way which was never

intended, and in consequence he destroys the very

thing which by its very nature would have given and

which already does give.

Here, everything is perfect.  Perhaps that’s not the

correct word to use, but as far as its possible to

achieve or to know of a form of perfection, this is

it! It is a world in which everything contributes

willingly towards the other form, the common good and

the happiness of all concerned, and every aspect of

life here is a natural source and a natural sequence

of events.  I don’t know how I can explain it, but we

are real people.  We are solid in our structure.  I

don’t suggest that we have a physical frame

identically the same as on earth.  For instance,

although one may see oneself or see others looking

identically the same as we did on earth in our prime,

that is, we have shape and form, we have hands and

finger nails and so on, then it’s true to all outward

appearances. But I’ve come to the conclusion that we

are not identically the same.  In a fundamental sense

it is as if somehow I have achieved a form of

perfection. I keep going on about this business of

perfection, which I find irritating because there is

no such thing possible. But it appears, anyway that we

achieve a form of perfection.  It is as if we lose the

worse aspects of ourselves, whether it is mental or

anatomical, or both, for that matter, and we retain

all that is good, all that is necessary.  But, for

instance, not that one would be able to cut one’s

finger, but you see the point is this, that our

fingers for all outward appearances are the same as

they were on earth.  But I don’t think that we have

blood and I don’t think we have bones, not in the same

sense that you understand the meaning of the term.

It’s as if we have a body which to all outward

appearances is identical, but it isn’t obviously the

same, it isn’t flesh and blood.

I know one thing that puzzles me very much is this

business of “time,” because for instance I think I

have explained to you about, I suppose you could call

it, an opera that I saw or heard.  It was the nearest

to an opera that one could say, anyway.  You’d think

that an opera would have to start at a certain time;

it must have a beginning, I suppose, and it must have

an end, and it certainly wants a beginning and it

certainly wants an end, as far as that particular

thing was concerned.  But the odd thing was that one

wasn’t conscious of being there at a certain time, and

yet one was.  But I never yet discovered how I was

there or how I got to know that I should be there and

when I should be there.  It was most peculiar,  it was

as if one has a sort of inner awareness.

S: Inner realisation of it.

W: …of certain things, and one is automatically

there. It’s the only way I can put it.  It sounds

rather stupid, I suppose.

S: Oh, it might seem stupid to you, but not as

you’re gradually getting into the way of things over

there and it’s natural that you should be puzzled with

such…I use the word “time” again.  Of course, “time”

is nothing for you, so they tell my friend over on

that side.

W: But yet, there is a kind of consciousness of

“time,” that’s what I find so extraordinary.  Although

one talks and people say to me or convey to me that we

are in a condition where time is non-existent, I don’t

somehow feel that it can be quite so, because I do

have a sort of consciousness of time, a sort of

awareness.  Possibly it’s not the same sort of time,

or it isn’t measured in the same sense.  I don’t know;

it’s a most peculiar business.  I think the only way

one can see this whole business of time is that it’s

obviously not by the clock or the moon or the stars.

It’s not by night and by day, but it’s like perhaps

when one is on earth, to some extent,  if you’re

immersed in something, and you’re not thinking about

time in doing something, and all of a sudden you

become conscious of the fact that you’ve been immersed

in something for quite a while and you’re amazed at

what you term time has flown.  Another time you can be

bored stiff and irritated about things and time drags.

I suppose in a sense time is a form of illusion, you

know.

S: It is, and I’ve heard about hundreds and hundreds

and hundreds of years ago…

W: Well, of course, that’s one thing that I have

learned very much since I’ve been here, in regards to

the past.  It’s ever present. But a future I suppose

is present, but one is not conscious of it, whereas

one is conscious of the past and therefore, because

one is conscious of it, it is, in a sense, in the

past.  And yet, at the same time, if we did but

realise it, it’s present! I don’t think you know what

I mean, do you?!

S: I do in a way.  But human beings see things in

their mind.

W: Well, I think it’s like this.  It’s as if you could

say that the past is a straight line and you could

look back on this.  But the future is in a way turning

round the corner.  It’s not on the same eye level.  I

know this sounds stupid,  but I’m trying to see it in

a mental way.  But you are only conscious of that

which you reach and that which is gone.  But that

which is to come, you haven’t reached yet. In other

words, you aren’t conscious of it.  You haven’t

perceived it and therefore it’s hidden from you, but

it’s there.  Just the same, I feel it’s all there,

ready to be discovered and I think that’s exactly what

happens to human beings. I don’t think there is

anything else to it.  I think we once were, we are,

and we shall be. I think, it seems to me anyway, that

we are going through a whole series of events of which

we are conscious but there are certain events of which

we are not yet conscious, which we have yet to

experience.  But it’s all there waiting!

S: That’s it, it’s all there, but it’s got to be

found, it’s got to be…

W: I don’t know.  It seems to me as if it’s like some

enormous circle and we are at a certain given point in

that circle, and we can just see a little bit further

back and if we retrace a little further we can see

more. But we can only go forward gradually.  It’s as

if we were in a sort of circle, in a tube.  You just

keep going round and round!  I mean, it’s all there

and you’re at different stations at different moments,

but the point is, you’re going forward all the time,

and you come back to the same point and you go again.

I can’t visualise eternity as a straight line with no

end.  There’s no such thing, anyway.  It seems to me

that you’ve just got to go on and on.

S: And a circle has no end, has it?  Life goes on in

circles.

W: I think it is that life goes on and on in circles

and it gets bigger and bigger and we go further and

further out, out and out and out, and we completely

lose touch with earth altogether and past memories and

I think you become something so different and so

evolved in consequence that you just can’t visualise

it.  What that can mean or what it can be, for

instance, now,  I don’t think I can…I’m getting

awfully puzzled with this, and I’m dying to know what

goes on, you know.

S: That’s a good sign, Stephen.  You’ll gradually

find out how it…

W: Yes, I know.  But I can learn a great deal from

others.  I’m very glad to and I want to. But as I say,

at the moment I’m quite happy to plod along as I am,

but I realise that there is an immense something that

I want to understand and I feel that I have to become

ready to understand it more.  Anyway, I realise that I

can look back but I want to look forward, that is the

most important thing. I mean, the vast majority of

people do look back when they first come here, and I

think that is how they reach a certain point in their

own unfoldment and their development.  But we must

know from the past and we must experience the things

of the future by the lessons that we’ve learned long

ago.  I am more and more convinced that we’re old

souls.  I don’t think we only come into the earth

once, but I think we must come many times.

S: Are you beginning to realise that?

W: Oh, gradually, but I’m not altogether sure about

it, but I think it’s possible. What I would like to

know is, if you and I were linked up or connected with

the medium or other people.  It is quite feasible.

S: I very strongly believe that we are linked up in

some way, the medium, you, I and several others.  You

must belong to the same band, as they say.  You ask

your guide.

W: Well, I’ll certainly ask and I’ll try and find out

all I can, but I just feel I want to keep delving.

But I realise this already, that I can only delve so

far when I am ready to start, if you know what I mean.

We can only assimilate so much, otherwise you could

have a sort of, oh, I don’t know, a sort of spiritual

indigestion or something.

I am quite happy, as a matter of fact.   Those who

attend séances, a lot of people, not only me, find

ourselves shall we say in a very happy state. To be so

content with that, you don’t feel the urge to go any

further, but of course I think, there again, that is

where that eternity business comes in, in that you are

content for quite a considerable, perhaps if I can use

the term, period of time.  But I believe there comes a

point when you feel you have assimilated as much as

you possibly can and you feel there must be something

left and something more and then you begin to wonder

and you start probing and I think in consequence you

begin to change and evolve and then you go into a

different state. It seems to me that one has to. It

seems that it’s the only logical conclusion that I

think you have to assimilate all that you can on a

certain plane or sphere or whatever you want to call

it, and you do a great deal of work on that sphere and

you give yourself freely in trying to work and help

for the common good, and you assimilate all the

knowledge and experience you can.  In other words, you

just take from it all you can and give all you can to

it of course, and then go on to somewhere else.

It’s a practical, real world and as solid to us as

yours is to you, with all the opportunities and far,

far more than you can ever know.  It’s got all the

beauties and joys of living, without many of the snags

and difficulties which you associate with earth.

It wouldn’t be a very individual soul, whatever

condition they may be in, at least, those who have

made some progress to a form of paradise.  I suppose

everyone finds his own little nirvana or paradise, and

even from that he evolves to more wonderful experience

of life. It all seems so to us, anyway.

I have to go, old dear!  But I’ll speak to you again.

[next sitting]

“I’ve been trying to find out something about myself,

in regards to past existences and all that.  I’m still

finding it a little difficult to understand. Probably

it will sink in eventually.  But I think there may be

something in it, you know.

S: You belong to our group, I’m sure of that.

W: Oh well, I’ve been told that.  I’m supposed to

have had an incarnation in Egypt, and two in Italy.  I

know what I’ve been told, and what I’m beginning to

experience is a sort of picturization of things past.

But it’s very difficult for me at this stage to

differentiate between the impressions.  I don’t know

if you’d call it a kind of mind picturization.  There

are a lot of things that have been puzzling me at the

moment, which I’ll probably unravel.

S: This picturization, do you see it in front of you

or…

W: Well, I don’t know how to explain it.  I suppose

it is when one gets into a kind of state of

reflection.  It’s a sort of calmness or quietude that

comes over one, and it’s when you’re not entering in,

as it were, with the rest of everything that is going

on around you, when you withdraw, put it like that,

away from everything and everyone, which one can do,

and which one does do, and I have certainly done

latterly, and I have felt at times that it has been

necessary and it has been wished on me.  It’s probably

when other people have thought it good for me, but

it’s as if in some strange way it’s almost like going

to sleep.  It isn’t really, I suppose, but it’s almost

as if one is drifting in time.  It’s the only way I

can describe it. It’s like a form of sitting still,

calm and tranquil, and then all of a sudden it’s as if

you were uplifted or taken out of yourself and you’re

experiencing various things.  I don’t know if it is so

actually, but it seems to me as if one is going back

in time, to ancient times, or times that one has heard

or read about.  It seems in a strange way as if you

yourself are playing a part in it, and you don’t quite

know, at least I don’t know exactly how much I’m

playing a part in it.  It’s as if I’m being taken over

familiar ground, or at least it seems to be coming

familiar to me. It’s as if I am part of it and I can’t

quite grasp exactly how or in what way I am part of

it.  Possibly as yet I haven’t been able to do it

properly.

S: Do you see people who are connected with you at

that time, Stephen?

W: Well, I don’t know.  It’s almost as if you could

say you are looking at a moving picture, but instead

of being two-dimensional as a moving picture, it’s

three-dimensional and it definitely has space and

height and most certainly it’s got depth in it, and

it’s a reality in as much as it’s obviously a perfect

reflection of past events, and I’m told that around

the earth there are certain belts of vibration which

register in this way all events of consequence, and as

one can enter into certain belts of remembrance of

past events and become part of it again, it’s only a

temporary sense, it’s being able to enter into it and

see the past and see oneself in the past.  At the

moment I am all mixed up and puzzled about this

because, frankly, so far I haven’t really been able to

recognize myself, and yet I have been given to

understand that I can and will see my own self.  I

will begin then to understand completely about myself,

when I can apprehend and take in all these events and

experiences.   It will help me to understand much

better my own self and appreciate many of the things

that have happened to me and why they have happened.

From these experiences I will be able to build up

something, a picture more complete, if you like, of

myself. It seems that I assimilate all this and come

back in time and experience a great number of things

which they think necessary to experience and take from

the past. It will help me in the future, but at the

moment, frankly I find it all confusing.  It’s all

very interesting nevertheless.

From what I gather one doesn’t necessarily look the

same in the past incarnation as the past life just

lived.  I mean, for instance, one may have been tall

and thin in one incarnation, and fat and short in

another, completely different in appearance.  Although

sometimes it’s been given to me that one looks almost

identically the same.  What was happening with me

recently was that I was experiencing all sorts of

things and very gradually beginning to comprehend

certain aspects of these experiences but not fully

digesting and getting out of it all that I might. I

suppose that will come later. When I do, when I

understand fully some of these things, I hope I’ll be

able to tell you about them.

According to what I’ve been told, you are what they

term a very old soul, “and a very old soul was she!”

S: How many times I’ve returned to life I don’t

know. I’m quite unconscious of that.

W: Well, I think that’s the whole point.  I think

that one doesn’t immediately cotton on to everything,

obviously one can’t anyway, when you first come here.

I think it’s a gradual process, an assimilation of

knowledge and experience, and one gradually benefits

from it.  If one were to try or hope to experience too

much too soon, it would be bad for one.  I’m quite

happy to experience things as I am now, gradually.  I

am beginning to understand certain things, anyway, but

some things do seem a little far-fetched and beyond

me.  I don’t know, I suppose when the time comes I

shall understand them.  When I’m ready, and not

before, you see.

About myself?  Well, like other people, when I first

came over here I was still in a bit of a dither, but

I’ve sorted myself out gradually and beginning to see

a little more clearly, you know. Well, I must say, the

whole thing has been a revelation. It’s something

which I know I shall never be able to fully depict or

describe in words.  But it’s been an exciting time and

most intriguing.  I certainly have seen myself in an

entirely different light, apart from life generally

and people in consequence, because it seems as if

there is so much I sense and feel that I don’t quite

know how to depict or describe. All I know is that I’m

now very, very happy, so much happier than I’ve ever

been.  So much of the old attitude of mind and many of

the old ways and thoughts seem to be subdued and gone

into the background.  In fact, certain things, I feel,

were soon forgotten: facts I find difficult to

recollect, not that I try very hard, it’s true, but I

see things so differently.  I see everything more

clearly and I realise the past had its value, much

more perhaps than one realises,  and I learned

something.

S: You learned, of course, whether a thing is bad or

good.  You have to go through earth, fire and water

don’t you, then you begin to realise yourself, your

natural self, you can’t be so…

W: Well, I often did, I suppose most people do, have

to undergo…of course, everyone sees a person under

different circumstances, that is, differently.  I

mean, so many saw me under, well, an artificial or

false front, you know.

I suppose you can’t be everything to all people.  You

see, one person will have one conception, one idea of

your personality and character, and another will have

the opposite or a different one according to the

circumstances in which you meet them and work with

them and so on. I suppose the osteopath side of me has

struck some people very differently to other aspects

and the artistic side of my nature.  You see, I was

like all people, let’s face it.  I was a combination

of all things, good, bad and indifferent.  I don’t

suppose I was all that much worse than some, and

probably a lot better than others.  I don’t know.  All

I know is I have no regrets now, well, what I would

say is, nearly no regrets. I suppose everyone feels

they might have done rather differently in certain

circumstances, and perhaps one has done and does do

foolish things that one regrets, but one learns from

everything, good, bad and indifferent.  After all,

one’s existence is for that purpose, isn’t it, to gain

knowledge and experience.

S: The very fact that you have regretted something

would mean that you have learned something.

W: Oh, I’m very happy as a matter of fact, since I’ve

been coming back here, and since I’ve contacted

various people who have associated themselves here.

It’s been a great blessing to me and a great help to

me.  I really have been tremendously helped by people

who are connected with this little group of yours.

One of the reasons why I like this medium, as opposed

to others is that he’s so damn natural about it.  As a

matter of fact, I can’t stand those weirdies, you

know, those “holy of holies!”

S: Oh no, he takes it in his stride.

W Well, I think it’s very sensible, because after all

is said and done, it is a science and not a religion.

I don’t know why you have to be religious about it. I

mean, we know that true communication is possible.

I’ve proved it myself to my own satisfaction.  Of

course, you know it’s probably never struck you that

we on this side, at least some of us when we first

come here, can be just as suspicious of communication

as people on your side trying to get in touch.  Has

this ever struck you?

S: Oh, no!

W: Oh yes!  You’d be surprised.  There are people on

this side who just don’t believe that it’s possible to

come back and communicate, but I was always pretty

open-minded about the whole business, and I know in

the early stages I was very much earthbound.  I

thought, “Well, if I’m still conscious of all these

things which belong now to my past, there is no reason

surely why I can’t make some contact!”  But I found it

hard-going till I met up with your gang.  Your gang is

a scream, you know.  Yes, I mean the gang that works

here with the medium and you’ve got this other guide.

I mean, he’s an old stick, and you’ve got this young

man, and then there’s this guide who very rarely

speaks, but is always present. I see him, but he very

rarely speaks; and there’s a Chinese guide I’ve seen,

who controls, and there’s a nun.   She’s very sweet,

very charming and not as religious as some people

might think. She doesn’t doll herself up in a nun’s

habit,  so some people can imagine how she looks. I’ve

never seen her in a nun’s habit.  She wears a most

beautiful sort of robe which is very loose-fitting and

very diaphanous.  She’s very beautiful.  But enough of

that.  I must go.”

And that’s all from this spirit communicator for now.

I will find out some more about his rescue work for a

future post on rescue circles.      meantime, good

health, peace and love.  Richard R

Subject:
Fwd: Dowding (5) Love is the ray to combat the hate of the Klan and terrorists
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--- In SpiritualismList@yahoogroups.com, Richard Rowley <noblas@...>

wrote:

Hi folks.  After posting that message about the young

Klan member, I find that the messages I was working on

from Lord Dowding after his passing were talking about

this very thing, and I can see how the LOVE ray is the

antidote to all this hatred and fear in the terrorist

threat tpday.  So here is what I was working on.... a

little out of sequence in the rescue circle series,

but none-the-less relevant and up-to-date. Home

rescue circles (5)  Love and loyalty on both sides of

the veil. Dowding and his two wives and his widow and

HER two husbands!

Lord Dowding communicates.

Lord Hugh Dowding’s first wife Clarice helped

him from the other side as he did his rescue work, and

when in turn Lord Dowding passed to the other side, he

communicated with his second wife, Muriel, through the

mediumship of Ena Twigg, with whom he had done

platform work, he lecturing and she giving

clairvoyance,  and through Cynthia Sandys.   As Muriel

sat with Ena, around ten years after Lord Dowding’s

passing,  first her sister came through, giving much

evidential information, and then her second husband,

Hugh Dowding himself, also giving much personal

evidence of survival.  He then told Muriel that he was

engaged in his own work, but whenever there was the

slightest sign of distress in her life, he was

immediately with her.  “I was with you when you packed

up all my clothes,” he said, referring to the days

following his death.

Lady Muriel goes on to make an interesting

observation in her autobiography about this reading.

After BOTH husbands had made an appearance she notes:

“What could be classed as irrefutable evidence of

communication was when my FIRST husband Max  told me

that his aircraft had been flying towards Norway when

it came down, while  my own mind had been fixed upon

Duisberg in Germany.” [This information was later

confirmed by a Danish farmer].     And of Hugh’s

communication she says “All I can say is that it was

so typically Hugh.  One thing he DID tell me was that

immediately after his death, when he was out of his

body, a young airman appeared and said: ‘Happy

landing, sir.  I am Max.’   Hugh’s comment to me was:

‘You never told me how good-looking your first husband

was.’”

Lady Dowding goes on to discuss the problem of

having more than one sweetheart or husband, in spirit.

Through the mediumship of Cynthia, Lady Sandys, Hugh

Dowding came to say:

“Here, there is no marriage.  Neither is anyone tied

to anyone else, except through deep love ties, but

they do not encroach upon one’s complete freedom.  The

personality, the ego is one’s own, however strong the

tie is, but should it usurp the deep role of love into

despotic possession, then the love tie breaks, as we

see so often in marriage on earth, and the whole thing

becomes disastrous.  We do not segregate couples on

this side.  We have to throw off all this silly idea

of possession.   I think you [Muriel] and I already

did this in our earth lives.”

Hugh went on to talk about problems in

relationships, and interference from friends and

family.  Two people he knew well on earth fell in

love, but experienced opposition.  He said:

“Robert, of course, has known and loved Marie in

many lives.  Love is the greatest uniting factor and

most indivisible  factor which can and must be grown

and absorbed.  You see, we look upon love as you look,

or should look, upon the air you breathe.  Love is

life; without love there is no life but within this

pattern of etheric tissue there are all kinds and

shades of love.  The first love responds to the

physical love.  This is only the beginning of love.

How they will wonder and glory in the deeper love! I

cannot decide for Robert and Marie about the

interference.  I can only try to lower the temperature

and bring any conscience and sense to bear, but as

they [the interferers] are not on the love ray like

Marie and Robert and myself, it is difficult for me to

contact them (this interference).”

Lord Dowding then had a few remarks to make about the

future:

“I want to tell you about the great changes which are

coming to the Earth.  You must see the change in your

climate.  This is partly due to all the stuff which

has been thrown into space, tearing your protective

envelope [ozone layer], so in order to avoid further

catastrophes the  Earth’s tilt is being changed very

gently.  This will alter the temperature everywhere

and lessen  the extremes of heat and cold.  The Earth

Spirit is in danger of losing touch with Mankind; so

do throw out all the love rays towards Nature and

small animals, blessing them at least twice a day.

“You have great opportunities NOW through

the understanding of the other planes, and through the

work of Love you are doing so much and helping to

change the minds of those selfish Earth worms, (I mean

the human sort!)

“Now my Beloved, I must stop; the power is spent.

Go on;  You are fulfilling your destiny.  My love

goes with you on all your travels and new ventures.

Have no fear and, as Churchill quoted so often…”The

Rest is Bright!”

All these quotes are taken from the autobiography of

Muriel, The Lady Dowding:  “Beauty – Not the Beast”

published by  Neville Spearman in 1980.

In the next post I will continue with another episode

of Lord Dowding’s work with the Wimbledon rescue

circle from  35 years earlier.          Peace.

Richard R.
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Here’s one more excerpt from Lord Dowding’s book,

“God’s Magic”.

Wimbledon, May 11th, 1944.

Medium LL:  They have got an airman.  He is asleep.  A

very huge person. Send out love; THINK him awake.  He

is stirring – waking up.  He has the bluest  of blue

eyes.  Now he sees the boys around him and he sees us,

too.  James (the squadron leader/guide, killed in

1940)  is talking to him and pointing out the

difference in appearance between them and us.  Then

come two other boys, they are whistling and quite

happy.   They can’t see us or anybody at the moment.

They are in the Fleet Air Arm;  one fair and the other

darker.  One has three bands on his sleeve, the other

only one band.  Now they see us.

Commander:     Excuse me, can you tell me where we

are?

Hugh Dowding:     Yes.  This is Wimbledon. (But he

doesn’t take it in).

Commander:     How extraordinary to find English

people about!

Dowding:     Why, what did you expect to see?

Commander (viciously)    Little yellow devils!

(After satisfying himself of my identity, he explained

that he thought they were coming down in the sea).

(The word Penang was repeated three different times).

Dowding:     Yes.  You did come down in the sea, and

while you were unconscious you were brought back here.

Commander:     Trust the Navy!   Where would you be

without the Navy?

Dowding:     Where would YOU be without US?

Commander:     Oh, well, I daresay it’s about 50/50.

Dowding:     But the Navy didn’t bring you here.

Commander:     What? The underground movement

operating over all that distance.  What a show!

Dowding:    Well, I shouldn’t exactly call it an

underground movement.  Overground might be a better

word.

Now the youngster whose name is Rory has been

thinking and suddenly he KNOWS.

Rory:     Are you trying to tell us that we’ve passed

out?

Dowding:    Yes, we are on different planes of

existence now.  Slap me on the back and see what

happens.

Rory (to the Commander).  No, you do it.

He does so and his hand goes through me.  Now

they both realize.

Commander:     It’s like going to bed in one

hemisphere and waking up in another.  (They are

beginning to see James and the boys).  It’s the

strangest thing out.  Here today and gone tomorrow;

you never know where you’ll land.

They are shaking hands with James and the other

pilots.  The blue-eyed giant turns out to have been

their navigator.

Commander:     Well, have you got your charts for this

new voyage?

James is making the “operation finished signal

and then “thumbs up.”

May 22nd, 1944

LL:      Here are two RAF boys wearing “Mae West”

jackets.  One has hurt his ankle and is nursing it.

He is very dark, with a black moustache.  The other,

very fair, is smoking a cigarette.  The dark one is

cursing freely; his companion says: “Stow it.  Come

on.  Lean on me.  Hop a bit and see where we can get

to.”

Here are two more coming along.  One is a tiny

Cockney.

The Fair One:    Where is Galbraith?

The Tiny One:     We can’t find him.

Fair One:     The deuce we can’t.  He is the only one

likely to know where we are.

Tiny One:     I think I know where we are.  I think we

are in Germany.  Look, the river isn’t far away; but

we can’t have been over here very much, there’s not

enough damage.

Now the fair one has seen us.

Fair One:     I don’t understand this.  One moment we

are out of doors and the next we are in a house.

Dark One:     I don’t care.  Here’s a chair.  (Sits

down).  They can all see us now.

Tiny One:     Wait a minute.  I’ll try and find out

what the old chap’s (ME, DOWDING!) writing.

Dowding:     Yes, come and have a look over my

shoulder.

Fair One:     Just a moment.  You are speaking

English.  Can you tell us where we are?

Dowding:     You are in Wimbledon.

Fair One:     Will you help us to get back?

Dowding:     Where do you want to go?   (But they

won’t tell me for Security reasons).

Dowding:     As a matter of fact I know where you want

to go.

Fair One:     It’s strange, but I don’t want to move.

They go on asking after Galbraith, who was their

navigator.  I ask LL, the medium, “Is James there?

James, what happened to Galbraith?”

James:     Galbraith baled out.  (I tell them this).

Tiny One:     That’s a good joke!   What should he

want to bale out for?  Nothing happened to us.  WE’RE

right.

James explains that the machine blew up.  It was

blown into halves.  Galbraith was able to escape by

parachute.   They overhear but don’t understand.

Dowding:     Galbraith got away with it, but you four

didn’t

Fair One:     What do you mean?  We’re here all right.

Dowding (to Tiny).     Give me a smack on the back,

will you?

Tiny One     Watch me! (Tries).   Oh, you’re made of

indiarubber, are you?  (Tries again).

Fair One:     Stop it now!  Yes, thanks, I see.

Tiny One (dancing aabout).     We’re spooks, we’re

spooks, we’re spooks!

They begin to see us looking shimmery and unreal.

I tell them to look round and I tell them who James

is.  They see him.

Fair One: (saluting James).  Reporting for duty, Sir.

Now they see all the great crowd of the Boys in

spirit standing around.  The fair one can’t see me any

more, but thanks us nicely.  He says: “There’s nothing

to worry about.  We’re EXACTLY as we were.

Tiny One:     If we’re spooks, Tyndall’s leg isn’t

broken is it?

Dowding:     No.  He will find he can us it if he

tries.

Tiny One.     Go on, then.  Get up, you lazy lump!

Dark One (recognizing a friend).     Why, hullo Bill!

You see we couldn’t let you fellows steal a march on

us.  We’ve caught up – we’ve caught up!

Talk from the Egyptian guide “Z” to this circle,

July 13, 1945

World Chaos.

The problem of world chaos is linked very closely

with the chaos in the mind of humanity.  Man insists

on looking outward for causes instead of looking

inward.  As with the individual, so with a nation.  An

individual who has an unquiet spirit will have an

unquiet environment.   Take any day of your personal

life and look closely to see the truth of this.  When

peace reigned within, all disturbances from without

were unable to disturb and gradually as the hours

advanced the outward chaos disappeared.  Similarly on

a day when tumult and discord held the spirit, though

the environment peaceful, unless a determined effort

were made, storms arose and strife and chaos reigned

outwardly also, one discord attracting another until

you are glad to retire  to rest and refresh the spirit

in the healing atmosphere of the wider world.

So it is with nations.  A nation is made up of

individuals.  If the number of selfless, aspiring

individuals outnumbers the selfish, egocentric

individuals, then the life of the nation will flow in

accord with the creative stream.  Where the larger

number stand for progress and unity, and respect the

individual life-spark  and seek to have it develop,

then the grit of the few will be swept onward also,

with but an odd eruption which will not alter the main

course of events.

Where the many are seeking only for self, where

those who are privileged to use power and strength

abuse that privilege; where those who, seeing this

abouse, yet are not sufficiently stirred to clear the

grit away or at least to make a stand against it, then

disaster in one form or another inevitably follows.

The grit accumulates, the stream flows and spreads

until it bursts all bounds – then a nation suffers.

And, if it is to suffer until the last piece of grit

is cleared away, then it is blessed.

Take the nation you have in mind, [Germany],

study its history, study it deeply – weigh the sorrow

and neglect of the many.  See which side the scales

weigh heaviest;  it will be more than surprising if

you do not find the law working.

Outwardly it seems many innocent people suffer

but the inner life is not revealed to you.

But let us consider only the outward semblance.

Who is to blame for the innocent sufferer?  You, my

friend, you and all the others of your times who do

not interest yourselves. How can  you be blamed for

things of which you were ignorant?  Did you try to

illumine your ignorance?  Did you open  your

consciousness to the wider fields beyond your own

hearth and your own circle of friends?

Interference?  No, you cannot interfere in the

affairs of another, but it is possible to tackle

gently an obvious evil.  That you REALIZE the evil is

there is a step in the right direction. Then hold in

your mind the positive negation of that evil.  Think

of it as removed and replaced by good.  If the

opportunity for action on the physical plane comes to

you, as come it will if your aims are sincere, then,

by the very act of will you have been practicing, you

will have at your command the forces of light.

Keep you mind wide open and perform diligently

the tasks of every day.  See to it that harmony reigns

in your immediate surrounds – teach others to do the

same.  Let the gospel of harmony spread, and gradually

that peace and felicity of which you dream will become

a fact.

[this philosophy is very relevant today, don’t you

think,seeing what is going on around the world in

2006]

lol   RichardR
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Spirits are around us all the time, aren’t they. And

we don’t become a spirit when we die.  We are mostly

made up of spirit already, now.  That is the REAl us.

Lord Dowding knew this over sixty years ago, and wrote

books about it. But that was not enough for spirit.

Now Lord Dowding was reticent, not a natural

public speaker, and preferred keeping out of the

limelight, much preferring to sit in his study and

write.  However he was guided by spirit to take up

platform work, speaking of his rescue work and his

research into Spiritualism.   He said his loved ones

in spirit gave him “inspiration and access to

completely original illustrations for my talks.”

This ties in with what we discussing about musicians,

actors and performers generally.

One of the reasons that a speaker becomes

inspired and rivets the attention of the audience or

congregation is that there are many spirits in

attendance, often outnumbering the actual people

present. Here is Hugh Dowding’s account of one meeting

at Caxton Hall, London  in the Fall of 1943.  After

relating what he spoke of at the meeting, he lets

Margaret Flavell, the clairvoyant medium describe what

she saw of the spirit realm present.

“There was at first a black cloud at the back of

the hall which advanced up the center aisle and was

with an effort pushed back.  When we relaxed, it

advanced again. The wall of the hall disappeared.

There were a lot of little groups of people in huddles

facing inward. As Lord Dowding spoke,  others came

forward, but the groups ‘stayed put.’  They were

arranged round  the hall like a U magnet.

The R.A.F.  men were in a different dimension.

When Lord Dowding spoke of the German, they cheered (

Dowding had told of a soldier who had disobeyed the

Nazis, refusing to bayonet a child, and was himself

killed by them).  There were the usual groups of

Helpers with newly-arrived spirits waiting to be woken

up.  As Lord Dowding went on speaking, the Cross of

Light appeared, slightly above our heads.  Gradually

the weaker shapes were taken into the Cross, bathing

in its light.  The Cross eventually consisted entirely

of newly-awakened shapes: the Helpers were

concentrating their  power inwards towards the Cross.

At the end, the rays from the Star of Light grew so

strong that they filled the whole place.

Then the huddles of people were lit up, as if

each person were an electric lamp, sending light up

and up to other groups above them.  There was a

feeling of that in each group the dark forces were

being dispersed.”

Then Margaret Flavell’s guide Chang came through

to say what he saw:  “You are perfectly right; the

groups were clearing the conditions.  You will

remember the labour of the dark hours in which you

were engaged a little time ago – the transmuting of

the hate and passion vibrations [of an earlier

political meeting in the hall] into the vibrations of

love. Our groups had been established in that

meeting-chamber for a short space before you arrived.

The dark flood was not directed against you people; it

was the residue of unrestricted passion – of

mass-emotion of the worst type.  This particular work

of cleansing the conditions is one for which I have

prepared myself. (Speaking to Dowding) So it was that

in the Astral world I came very close to you to

protect you, as you were wide open to all the winds of

heaven.  There were some elements there that could

have harmed not only you but those  others with you.”

Next, the Egyptian guide “Z” came through to

speak: “Greetings, my brother.  You are anxious to

know about the meeting and what occurred with us.

The groups were transmuting those slow, heavy, turgid

vibrations.  We had a unique opportunity to draw

within those groups much of the hatred which is abroad

in your world.  Each of those shining groups which you

saw had attached itself to a group in your audience,

and from each member of the physical group was thought

directed to a certain part of your globe where hatred

wars with love.  So, each physical person provided the

motive power which enabled the group to draw these

heavy vibrations upward and, as they rose, as your

words turned the thoughts of all those who  listened

to you in towards their own hearts and thence outwards

towards Him whom we serve, we were able to pass those

heavy vibrations to Him.

“He cleansed them and    returned them with His

blessing.  So from your meeting went out a great

cleansing power, which may have this very material

effect – that many who are fighting with physical

weapons will find their enemy most surprisingly

vanquished.  That is only one effect.  That is the

effect your own people have sent forth: for the

physical plane is most powerfully regenerated from the

physical plane.

“On the Astral plane, as those great waves

returned in blessing, many who were held by the

shackles of sorrow, of ignorance, of desire, found

their shackles drop from them, and they were free to

move out of the greyness into the Light.

“Pm the other planes the effect was

correspondingly powerful, but to transmit to you in

words the work we do here would be impossible.  You

could not understand.

“I can tell you that, for a moment, while you

were addressing the assembly, The Master Himself

[TheGreat Spirit Himself – as your knowledge or

beliefs understand the term] inclined His face towards

you because the hearts of the people were with one

accord turned towards Him.  In that moment His

blessing fell, rich and free, on every one assembled

there.  Many were conscious of that moment and

recognized it.  To others it was but a momentary flash

of great peace – a momentary understanding of

something normally beyond their ken.  But to every

soul or entity represented there, there was given an

added status, a fuller realization of the mighty

purpose of the Creation, a spur to further endeavour,

through the personality, to fulfil its mission.

“I have given you much of the inner side of my

real work, which is to endeavour so to make Him felt

among men, that for very necessity love must replace

hatred, and the brotherhood of all peoples become a

living reality – for  come it shall sooner or later.”

Lord Dowding comments: “Perhaps this sample of

what is said at our meetings, and  of the unseen

events which are simultaneously occurring, will

suffice for my purpose of showing how the great Plan

is unfolding.  I am sometimes a little sad that my own

eyes are holden [see no further]; I would give much to

see these lovely and soul-stirring sights.  But

perhaps things are just as well as they are.  My

business is to tell the people the things which are

given to me to say, and I fear that my attention would

be sadly distracted if I were able to see the

wonderful events which are in progress while I am

speaking.”

And so a top-ranking serviceman who had

represented his country all round the world for over

40 years devoted a further 30 years serving  the cause

of Spiritualism. It would be appropriate to add a

little more of what Dowding had to say at Caxton Hall

about a previous meeting in the Kingway Hall earlier

that fall,  to which Reginald Foort the famous

organist had traveled in order to contribute some

music, as it shows how the spirit powers were always

present in his work. The organist’s music contributed

additional energy to the meeting.

He told his Caxton Hall audience: “I am going to

tell you how your Spirit, while you are yet on earth,

returns to God who gave it, and blends with His

Spirit, and helps to do His work.  I am going to take

you behind the scenes at previous meetings and tell

you of some of the unseen effects which have been

brought about by God and His Ministers with the

assistance of the audiences and the speakers, but

without our knowledge. Some of these accounts come

from seers still in the earth body [our mediums], and

some come from members of the discarnate audiences,

which, I can assure you, greatly outnumber those who

have secured admission by normal methods.

“It is a curious fact, but the earthly vibrations

of people like you and me are necessary to complete

the full quota of radiation which is required by God’s

Agents when they are working on the earth or among

those inhabiting the lower planes close to the earth.

I am too ignorant to be able to tell you why this

should be so, but I know it to be a fact, and a joyful

fact, because it permits us to participate in the work

of God’s Angels while we are yet on earth.

“The outstanding point which I tried to make in

my address [to the Kingway Hall audience] was the need

which the spirits of the dead had for our loving

thoughts and prayers.  And not only the happy of our

own dead, but the unhappy spirits, and the spirits of

our enemies.  Little did I know, as I spoke, how much

we earth-dwellers could do and were doing.  Among the

messages which I read out was one from a German boy

whose soul had rebelled against the cruelties and

crimes which he was ordered to perpetrate, and who had

been shot by his comrades in consequence of his

revolt.” [He had turned up at one of Dowding’s rescue

circles, and Dowding read out his notes about his

appearance and what he had written through the medium,

a Mrs. Hill

].   After telling his story, the German soldier had

said “The child I had been told to kill or wound was

killed by another when I refused, and she bore witness

for me that I had done one good thing;  I had refused

to kill her, and in doing so I had lost my own life.

This came as a tiny light in the darkness through

which I struggled, and then some of my own family long

since dead were able to come to me, but they were

horrified by the blood through which I had waded and

only came near enough to see me.  There seemed to be

no hope.  If I climbed towards the Light it only

illuminated the loathsomeness of the ME that had

survived.   I could only gain peace by working in the

minds of my old comrades to overcome their brutal

tendencies and the task is almost beyond my power.

[The spirit helpers] are allowing me the opportunity

to gather power of this type on the Earth plane, so

that I can influence these others who are still with

you. I am grateful.  You can never know how much we

suffer or how vastly we expiate our sins through

suffering of intense bitterness.  Franz von

Eitelmann.”

Mrs.  Hill’s guide, a Colonel Gascoigne in

spirit, commented: “Poor fellow, I let him write

because we can only influence the Germans through the

Germans and that can best be done through their own

Dead.”

A clairvoyant medium present at this meeting made

the following notes about the spirits present:  “ The

hall is full of Air Force boys, Soldiers and Sailors.

A little to one side is an isolated group of shadowy

shapes.  A little above the Boys (Airmen) are Guides

and Helpers, and above them the Shining Bright Ones,

reaching up and out as far as I can see.   The hall is

filled with a soft light.   When Lord Dowding began to

speak all turned to listen.  Everyone was quiet.  A

great hush.   People in the audience gradually became

one with the larger Audience.  One continuous Spiral

of people, right up into the Light.

“Then a soft rosy glow began to filter through,

and as Lord Dowding read out the German boy’s story,

the lad came and stood beside him.  He was very

anxious.  He kept looking round at the people, and as

he began to realize that there was no Hatred, he

straightened up.  When Lord Dowding finished reading

his story and the clapping began, he looked round with

a face so illumined it was a joy to see, and sprang up

with one leap to join the Air Force boys, who welcomed

him with open arms.  At the same moment the rosy light

flooded the whole place, strong and bright…  The

isolated group of dim figures was lit up and it was

seen that they too were Germans.  They moved forward a

little way towards the others.  As Lord Dowding spoke

of St. George, the beautiful Cross of Light [of

forgiveness] appeared; and right in its center was the

group of Germans.  Then they began to move forward one

at a time to mingle with the others and became part of

the great host.

“During the (organ) music it was very beautiful.

The musical vibration went out in colours, in

geometrical designs – each a different colour and

shape.  As they rose upwards they expanded in size but

kept their shape.  All intermingled in the most

fascinating designs.   Groups of (spirit) children

picked up the coloured shapes and passed them on from

one to another through the whole vast assembly.

Everyone was moving in rhythm with the colours:

wonderful to watch.

The culmination came when everyone began to sing

“Land of Hope and Glory.”   The human voices addle

little sparks of different shapes  and colours to

those there already.  They were sharper and more

brittle-looking.  The whole thing swelled in volume

and everybody moved in rhythm until they were all part

of the great Cross, so that it was vibrating with

every colour, the deep Rose Glow in its center.  It

was indescribably beautiful.  As the last chord of

music struck, the Star of Light shone out at an

immense distance and the light streamed from it like a

shower of glittering rain and obliterated everything.

We were all in it then.”

Now, Colonel Gascoigne, Mrs. Hill guide, also

attended the meeting, but NOT the medium, who was at

home in her residence over 100 miles away.  Here is

what Gascoigne wrote later, through Mrs. Hill’s hand:

“We were able to assist with the music; it was a great

help. There was a party of spirits turning the mind of

the musician towards the atmosphere that he could

create for us; and he responded superbly.  Music was

the foundation of our success.  In other words he

built the spiritual meeting-hall.  The mighty chords

raised pillars of amazing beauty, and the recurring

symphonies formed the arches and wove into being a

great cathedral of colour, sound and spirit form.

Through the help of this musical medium our power was

greatly increased, and we were able to assemble the

men who were to form a bridge-head by which the

Germans could return to life (in spirit), and Light

was able to reach their souls and overthrow the evil

of the black forces.”

In his book “Lychgate” Lord Dowding had much

more to say and to quote, from spirit communications

showing how there are often thousands of spirits

around at large meetings, and that there are always

SOME present at our meetings, even if a circle

consists of only two people.    He said: “I have

already told you enough to show you how much you can

do to further the loving work of the Great Ones on

earth and on the adjoining spheres.”

I expect many of our members on the List have had

similar experiences attending meetings, services and

circles.    Briefly, sharing a few of mine, I have

sung in Cathedral choirs, during which there have been

great moments of intense power, for example during the

Installation of an Archbishop, or Ordination of

Ministers.  At one point I could scarcely prevent

myself from weeping out loud, the love felt was so

powerful.   At a group psychotherapy workshop I was

assisting at, I noticed a great many large colorful

but grotesque-shaped entities feeding off the energy

of the participants – something quite different from

the church or cathedral service.  During a healing, I

saw the future life ahead (the course of THIS

lifetime) of the young person being healed, gradually

transfiguring into old age, wrinkling and shrinking.

She was healed and would live long.  At a home visit

with a Catholic priest present, I somehow got into a

vortex of energy with him, going back in time to an

Inquisition, torture and much strife. At other times,

meeting people, or taking leave of them, our energies

totally merged, or sometimes it’s just at one chakra

level, if you see what I mean.…and the feeling of this

concerning that person is still with me. Shaking hands

with a well-known singer, I felt great healing energy

and time stood still.  Total connection.   Such

moments are never lost.  What do YOU see, hear or

feel?

Apologies to American readers.  I didn’t have the

energy to change to North American spelling as I was

typing up Dowding’s material!     Richard R.

Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Rescue Circles (8) Spirits help rescue each other (from down under)
[image: image85]

INCLUDEPICTURE "../../agoosens/DOCUME~1/ABosman/LOCALS~1/APPLIC~1/IM/Runtime/Skin/E2FEE5~1/ATTACH~1.GIF" \* MERGEFORMAT [image: image86.png]


Rescue Circles (8)  Spirits help rescue each other on
the other side.

     The spirits have many fascinating stories to
tell, but until now, most of what they have had to say
has been stored in the archives unread, if not
destroyed by ignorant clergymen,lawyers and
politicians, as in the case of Queen Victoria’s
spiritual diaries, giving accounts of her
conversations with Prince Albert through medium John
Brown, or former Canadian Premier Mackenzie King’s
accounts in his diaries of conversations with his
deceased mother, destroyed by lawyers winding up his
estate, as recently as 1977.  Book burnings and witch
hunts are still with us.  At the time of writing this 
(March, 2006) hundreds if not thousands of psychics
and mediums are still being executed in parts of
Africa.  So it is always important to bring these
injustices to the light of day, as it is to LISTEN to
what the spirits have to say, from THEIR side of the
border.  This is why I am presenting this series of
reports from rescue circles, and other series about
the Myers scripts, the writer in spirit, and others to
follow.  It is time to take REAL notice and quash the
yawns and “ho-hums!”

     There have been many war movies and documentaries
released recently, and others about disasters such as
a remake of the Fifties’ movie about the sinking of
the Titanic in 1912.   Today we’ll go back over 90
years and see a battle through the eyes of a
participant who died during the events, and came back
to tell his story.  So this is not fiction, but a
report of the actual events as seen from the other
side.  I have already heard one account of the events
from my great-uncle Ernest Weatherhead, a doctor
present with the British  on Gallipoli who survived
and talked to me in person. He thought what happened
was appalling, but exciting; for him as for many
others, a great adventure.
     
     Psychic detectives who help the police
investigate and solve a crime or find a missing person
are helped by spirits who have passed.  They come and
tell or show the medium what happened to them.  In the
same way, especially in rescue circle, a spirit will
be attracted by the light sent out by that type of
medium and will be encouraged to come a relate the
events surrounding their accidental death or their
death in battle.

     So we will go over to Australia to visit 
Melbourne’s well-known  trance medium Mrs. Browning
and her sitter, actor and researcher Stanley Brookes,
just after the end of World War I in 1918.    Three
years previously over a quarter of a million
Australians and New Zealanders had lost their lives in
the Battle of Gallipoli in 1915. The spirit of one of
these servicemen, Jack Reynolds, had followed Stanley
to the sitting, and started to speak through the
medium: 

[This is just a brief review of Stanley Brookes’s 
book “4,000 Ghosts” first published in  1968, and
reprinted by Jval Publishing in 1982. Interested
readers should obtain a copy of the book, which
contains reports of many séances over a period of 50
years.]  

JACK REYNOLDS:     When you passed my mother in the
street when you were hurrying to this place, I was
walking with her, although she did not know it.  I
heard your thoughts that if you stopped to speak with
her, you would be late for the light.
STANLEY:     Late for the light?  What light?  What do
you mean by that, Jack?
JACK:     Just this.  I saw your thoughts focused on
this instrument – I mean this medium – and I saw that
you were on your way here to have a sitting with her. 
When a medium is sitting in trance, a light, like the
powerful rays of a searchlight, reaches over so far
into space from your earth, and can be seen by some of
us here.  Each medium has a different light, according
to their own particular rate of vibration.  I might
say they have different combinations of colors.  Well,
we learn to recognize  the “searchlights” of our
friends.  I knew the light of this medium because I
have seen in when my mother has sat with her before. 
So, this is what I meant when I said, “you would be
late for the light” – if you stopped to speak with my
mother.  Knowing that I might be permitted to speak
through the medium to you and so get a message to my
mother, I left my mother to come down here with you –
so here I am!  
STANLEY:     Do you mean to say that you HEARD my
thoughts?
JACK:     Too right I did!  And let me tell you it’s
all the same to us if you speak or think – we know
what is going on.  The searchlights change color all
the time, according to your thoughts and emotions.  

     A week later, Jack came again.

JACK:     This is important, Stan, so take down every
word of it.  As you know, I was killed on Gallipoli.
STANLEY:     What happened when you woke up, and how
did you know you had been killed?
JACK:     My God!  We were still fighting!  Thousands
and thousands of us – everything was blood, filth and
stench!  They are still fighting over here – those who
do not know what has happened to them, and that they
are dead! And they will continue like that for years,
most of them.  Let me say here, that we have powerful
bands of soldiers, nurses, doctors etc., thousands of
them, some soldiers go back as far as the Crusaders,
who stand by when the killed diggers (Australian)
soldiers start to wake up out of their death sleep. 
These helpers try to explain to the diggers that they
are dead.  From then on, they take charge of them, but
what happens after that is a long story for later on. 

     I told you many are still fighting – many of them
who do not know they are dead – and those who lost
their guns are fighting with their bare hands – or
they think they are!  On the earth, after wars have
finished, you clean up the place.  The green grass
grows, and the flowers bloom again – it is not like
that here!  All the hate, lust, murder, greed, and all
the horrors of war are brought over with those who
were killed.  Stan, old boy, I would not wish you what
a Hell it is for the soldier who has brought with him
the war atmosphere I have just described.   Some of
the dead diggers will tell you how they walk in lakes
of blood, ankle-deep!  Thank God this is not the
experience of all diggers!  He knows peace after
death, who has lived decently, and dies without hate
in his heart.
     When earth men learn from our side of life what a
mad and hellish thing war really is, then and then
only, will it be banished for all time.  Then you will
commence to become civilized on your earth.”   

     Jack Reynolds then goes on to say that  with the
yearly Remembrance Day service, or  Anzac Day,
Veterans day and suchlike, the  mourning is a  great
hindrance rather than a help to the dead servicemen. 
“These waves of earthly-inspired misery and mourning
hit us with great force and drag us back to the earth
with all its agonies, partings, sadness and unfinished
accomplishments…. Not one parson or priest in a
million knows the life we diggers are living over
here.  But they still teach that after getting the
O.K. from St. Peter at the pearly gates, the dead walk
the streets paved of gold, singing songs and strumming
their harps all day!  Preachers still teach this
rubbish – we hear them at it - …….there can be no
spiritual progress while you pay your churchmen to
pray and think for you.  We all learn in time over
here, that the only way to find yourself and your God,
is to work your problems out for yourself, as no one
on earth, or elsewhere, can do that for you.   Of
course it takes time, and sweat -  and sometimes
hundreds of years!  Time does not matter – time does
not exist beyond the earth.       
     The great crowds of new arrivals from the earth,
sooner or later, express astonishment and blame their
Christian teachers for not telling them about the life
after death – and not preparing them for it!  This
complaint is almost universal – as you will discover
when you die in a few years’ time.”
STANLEY  Before you go, Jack – what I want to know
more than anything  else you have not told me.  How
did you wake up over there?  And how did you discover
what had happened to you – that you had been killed on
Gallipoli?
JACK:     I was killed of course, but did not know it.
The first thing that I remember was that I was
watching the fighting, and as the boys ran past me, I
was puzzled to see the bullets from the Turks going
right through them and keep going – and our lads kept
on running.  I couldn’t work this out, so I sat down
to think about it, and as soon as I did this, one of
my mates came and sat beside me. “Wot are yer lookin’
at, Jack?” he said.  I asked him if he saw what I saw
– that the boys kept running as the bullets were
shooting through them, and that it made no difference.

     He then explained that we had both been hit and
were dead, and that what I saw was the ghosts, or
spirits, of our digger pals who had been killed, but
still thought they were fighting – as they kept
running towards the Turk trenches.  Then he said,
“Look over there mate – by that shell hole.”  I saw my
body covered in a frightful mess of blood and sand –
and then I fully understood what had happened to me –
that I had snuffed it!  Strange to say, it was not
much of a shock, but I remember it was then that I
realized for the first time, what a beastly, useless
and criminal thing war was.     
     He told me that he was knocked a day or two
before I was, and that he knew I would soon join him,
so he waited around till I was bowled over.  When I
sat down to think, after seeing the shots going right
through the boys without stopping them, it was then
that I came back to life.  When we start doing our own
thinking after death …  that is the true meaning of
Resurrection, as recorded in the Bible.  Positively
there is no other resurrection – most certainly not of
the physical body – not by any means.  We are taught
here that the Resurrection means the end of man’s
functioning with, or through, his mortal mind – after
that, he functions with his spiritual mind.  Well,
I’ll talk about my mate again.  I do not know him, or
his name, and have not seen him since.  I suppose he
is standing by when the other blokes wake up.
     He took me, soon after, to the spirit doctors and
nurses somewhere near the beach, and they looked after
me till I was well enough to roam around to assist the
other blokes just as my mate had helped me.  I
continued this work till the end of the war, and was
taken into several hospitals in different countries
for some years (in your time) and eventually I found
myself on the earth plane.  I do not know how long it
took me, or how I got there.  But I was taken there,
and one day found myself in a brand new world!  It was
the Fourth Plane, - and not like the earth.  You seem
to HEAR the beautiful colors here -  just as though
they were sounds!
     Well, here I now live – and when I go to the
earth, I come from here with the others (digger
veterans), and we go and return under our own steam as
soon as the [Anzac Day] march is over.  In time, we
will sever all connection with the earth plane
completely, and forget it ever existed.   Now my time
is up,  but just a last word.  Tell your churchmen
that no religion can claim to be Christian – followers
of Christ, I mean – which supports war in any shape or
form, and which prays to God for victory by
slaughtering its enemies, because war is the most
ungodly of all crimes.  On earth during war, your
churchmen lead you in prayer, asking  God to help you
kill your enemies, while your enemies pray to God to
ask Him to help them kill you!
     So God has to decide who has to be helped kill
the other!  Your churchmen are praying to the Almighty
to destroy the human beings He has created!  And your
churchmen speak of Holy Wars!  Who will deny that they
are sillier than snakes?!  Time is up, Stan, see you
next year!”

     In fact Jack was not to return  until forty years
later, when  Stanley Brookes was riding on a train
into Melbourne. He dictated a poem to him about Anzac
Day –
“We march again,
though you think we are dead 
-      death has no terror….
-      Do all of us march? 
-      No, not all, my brother,
As all have not finished their rest. 
But we who have wakened
And our sorrows have shakened
We march with our pals once again.

….Then, be glad my Earth brothers,
And do not weep for the others
Whom the Hun put to sleep for a while.  
Because Life just Begins  -
When you find you have wings
To march with your brothers and others!” 

[The full account can be read in Chapter 20 of “4000
Ghosts.”]

We will return to Stanley Brookes in the next post
(Rescue (9)) as he talks with someone who went down on
the Titanic.           Richard R
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     Stanley Brookes, the Australian actor and
researcher tells us in his book “4,000 Ghosts” that
William T. Stead was one of the spirit helpers in his
Melbourne rescue circle.  Shortly after his death he
came to encourage Stanley with his spiritual work, and
over the years became one of the spirit advisers for
his Psychic Research Society.    In 1958 an English
documentary-style movie about the Titanic, “A Night to
Remember,” was released.  It contrasts favorably
against the two Hollywood productions which came out
in 1953 and 1997.   
  Stanley was attending his regular circle at the
time, and Stead came along, unannounced to contact his
friend.  A voice suddenly said:

STEAD:  Well Stanley, how did you like the film?
STANLEY:   I am sorry, but I do not know who is
speaking.
STEAD:     Can you not see me?
STANLEY:     No.  Sometimes I can.
STEAD:     The “Titanic!”
STANLEY:     Mr. Stead!
STEAD:     Yes, at your service once more, Stanley.
STANLEY:     I can now feel your terrific force. I’m
so glad you have come; you are often in my thoughts
and prayers. 
STEAD:     Now, how did you like the “Titanic” film?
STANLEY:    That remark explains everything.  I did
not know the film was in Melbourne – so it was you who
made me see it!
STEAD:     Yes.
STANLEY.  I seldom go that way, but that morning, I
felt strongly impressed to do so, and as I passed the
cinema I saw the poster of the “Titanic”, and before I
knew what was happening – I found myself inside
looking at the film.
STEAD:     I almost had to push you into the theatre,
but I wished you to see it for several reasons.   When
you go to England to publish this book, I want you to
seek out some of those who made the film and played in
it, as some will admit that, at times, they said and
did things  in a different way from the planning,
although most of our alterations were made when the
script was being written.  We made them do it our way
– because we knew the facts.  Dozens of us who went
down in the “Titanic” helped make that film, and we
made an historical job of it.  Those who were doing
the film  on the earth had no idea that they were
getting directions and instructions from us here. 
Many, of course, would not have believed it had they
been told.  As you know, most things done on the earth
are created and executed here first.  THESE are the
creative planes.
     One of the reasons I wanted you to see the film
was that when a true Spiritualist meets death, he
knows no fear.
STANLEY:     Yes, I was tremendously impressed when I
saw you calmly reading your Bible, just as you were
about to be hurled into Eternity – that awful, cruel
liquid, black sea!   It filled me with horror.   It
chilled me to the bone.  You almost materialized on
the screen.  
STEAD:      I tried to do that as I wanted to show how
close I could come to you.  I have so much to tell you
tonight that I shall be the only speaker. 
STANLEY:     As I watched the film, I was breathless
and fascinated at the serenity with which you – and
the gambler – waited for that dreadful last moment. 
It was too much for me, I felt like weeping.  I do not
like the sea at night – it seems to me to be one Big,
Black Pool of Death.  When I saw you again with the
open Bible in your hands, I realized that death had no
terrors for you, and you proved yourself a true
Spiritualist.
STEAD:     I am only one of many who died like that.  
I have come to give you some solid matter for your
book.  Perhaps I should say our book, as so many
hundreds here have a hand or two in it. Our sole or
main objective is to cause people to ponder on these
subjects of supreme importance – the life to come.  As
you will be writing for the masses as I did, my words
will be as of old, simple, to the point, and clear to
all.   Truth needs no embellishment.  Throughout my
life I was told several times that my life would end
suddenly, tragically – and perhaps violently. 
Monsieur W. Dekelor, the noted psychic, one day,
looked at my hands just before I left England in the
“Titanic”, and was so upset at what was revealed in
them, that he had difficulty telling me.  He said that
all the signs of an abrupt ending to all my activities
were there, and that a great tragedy would surely fall
upon me.  Also, there was complete chaos around me
from which there was no escape.  He was so concerned
that he came again in a day or two, with his daughter,
for another sitting with me. 
     Again he saw nothing but disaster and great
trouble completely enveloping me, but worse than
before.  He did not however, suggest that I would die
the way I did, but he saw a guillotine (a symbol of
death) over my head.  I told him that Dr. Baraduc, the
famous nerve specialist in France, saw the same symbol
with me a few months before, and many  symbols and
signs of misfortune.  Finally, Monsieur Kerlor saw
over my head a tremendous ship all in black, with the
forepart missing, and with mourning wreaths in the
place where the name of the ship would have been. 
This was all so real and depressing that I doubted his
powers of seeing the future correctly.  “Well,” I said
to him, “I’m going in that ship next week.”  He
replied that I would not reach my intended port of
call – America.  You know, Stanley, the rest of it – I
never did!
STANLEY:     What were you going to America for?
STEAD:     I had been invited to speak on “Universal
Peace” in New York.
     I did not feel well the day we started on our
last voyage.  There was a strange atmosphere.  I did
not understand.  A few hours later when we struck the
iceberg, when the end was approaching, the steward put
a lifebelt over my head.  But when I found there were
not enough to go round, I passed it on, because I was
certain I would not need it. [At the enquiry into the
tragedy, some witnesses said Stead did not wear a
lifebelt.]  The terrible accident was not terrible to
me.  My only sorrow was for those poor souls
terror-stricken who prayed to God to save them, and
became more so when their prayers were not answered. 
     I went down exhorting those nearby to be calm,
like so many of the other men and women who faced
certain death, and told them that many very brave
women gave up a place in the lifeboat to others.  I
tried to assure others that death had no terrors for
me, that soon we would be in a better world, and that
our sufferings would soon be over.  I was so happy
when I could calm their fears – I knew I was aided by
a spirit band in giving them comfort, and bringing
peace to my own soul.  Those few that I could speak to
went to their doom quite calmly.  
     How many acts of unselfish bravery I witnessed. 
I shall never forget the courage and calmness of the
crew, the loving care they bestowed upon the women and
children.  The test of the soul is when we stare death
in the face.  I remember jumping or falling from the
deck, and was only slightly conscious of being in the
water.  I did not feel leaving my body.  In a blind
kind of way, I struck out and after a few seconds of a
frozen feeling I was free – and I remember hearing a
few notes of the band on deck, playing  “Nearer my God
to Thee”, which seemed like a message from the
Almighty to me at that moment.  Soon I was alive again
and able to help those still in the water nearest me. 
Although they could not now see me, I found that by my
thoughts I could help them more than when I was alive,
because I was no longer hampered by my physical body. 
(Note: It will be observed that Stead was only dead a
few seconds, and then was alive in the spirit world,
but still functioning in the water among the dead and
the dying. Later on in this séance you will notice he
reiterates “I was no sooner dead than I was alive in a
manner that astonished me. Death hardly touched me!”) 
STANLEY:     Did the ghost ships with their ghostly
crews come to the aid of the drowned people from the
“Titanic”?
STEAD:     Yes.  No sea wreck is without the aid of
these spirit men and ships which rescue every soul
drowned at sea.  But I did not see them.  I conversed
with some of the phantom crews some time later.
STANLEY:     Spirits have come here to tell me how
they – not their bodies, of course – were lifted from
the sea by the ghost crews from the ghost ships. 
STEAD:     This work is undertaken by men who lived on
the sea when they were alive on the earth, just as
spirit miners go down to bring up the spirits of those
killed in the mines, and so on.  When we come over
here, we are naturally attracted to the things we were
familiar with when on earth.
     Well, Stanley, it did not take long to settle
down to work here.  It is a sheer delight to be alive
again – but alive in a manner so hopeful and useful,
which has greatly exceeded my expectations of the life
after death.  Before we go on, one point I have missed
about the ship. To everyone it seemed too big and too
strong to meet disaster of any kind. So great was the
confidence in this monster that for a time a great
number refused to take to the lifeboats.  They said
they were safer on the ship.  
I felt, almost as soon as we struck, that it was the
end – then for a few moments the horror of it all, the
thought of my loved ones, and my unfinished labors
overwhelmed me.  Death I did not know; I was between
this world and the next for a few moments -but was not
conscious during this brief period.  It seemed no time
had passed when I saw a vast number of angelic beings,
and friends, waiting to welcome me.  I was led to a
lovely home which had been prepared for me, although,
as you know, each builds his own home here, according
to his life on earth.  The beauty of it all bewildered
me.  On the walls of my home were pictures of all that
I had done in my life.  No, not all, but much of it.
      Many events in my life that I had regarded as
important were not represented there, but those which
had assisted the spiritual growth of those I had come
into contact with – those pictures were on the walls. 
Everything we do on earth is recorded here, in some
way or other.  But, oh! How I longed to get back to my
loved ones on earth!  I was led to rest by my son,
Willie, through whom the reality of the life after
death had been proved to me.  I was surrounded by
heavenly scenery – and the most glorious music.  Music
that we do not hear on earth.  I then rested till I
gradually adapted myself to my new surroundings, my
new home. 
     When I was fully aware of all this, I first
noticed the perfect laws by which everything, and
everybody here are controlled.  Not all, but most of
my  questions were answered by an angelic being, who
had been assigned to care for me, and she never left
me.  This angelic being was similar to the one whom 
Trudy, the little London prostitute, described to you
as the guide who is helping her – the one who took her
on that trip to Paris.  I never ceased wanting to go
to my loved ones on the earth.  I was taken there, but
could not speak with them.  This was a most terrible
disappointment.  It was then explained to me that
conditions had to be set up so that I could
communicate with those on the earth;  I saw vast
numbers being instructed in spiritual knowledge; vast
armies of advanced spirits setting out on missions to
other planets, and to worlds beyond our solar systems;
all these being directed by some unseen Master.  I was
told that I would soon know the work I was to do, and
how to get in touch with those all over the world, so
that I could help the vast army of spirit missionaries
teach the truth of the Life after Death.  Here
everything is real, but on the earth, there is only
the reflection of these heavenly planes.  Truly there
is no death.  There is no actual break in our lives
when we pass from the earth to the Beyond.  The whole
of my earth life was a preparation for this one. 
Death hardly touched me – I was no sooner dead than I
was alive – in a manner that astounded me.  Few souls
on the earth are fully alive. 
     I was so familiar with death that it was not
surprising that I quickly found my right place over
here.  Therefore it is a tremendous advantage to know
something of the life after death while on the earth. 
Shortly after the “Titanic” affair, about three days,
I wrote automatically through the hand of Anita
Bright, the editor of your Melbourne Spiritualist
newspaper ‘The Harbinger of Light.’   “Tell them,” I
wrote, “that I am full of delight at my new
surroundings;  and that I can help more now than when
I was on the earth.  Everything here is so real that I
feel I am on an Enchanted Island, having escaped from
a ship wrecked on its shores!  So close is this
spiritual realm to the earth, that we can understand
how those with the gift of vision get glimpses of such
beautiful scenery, and the angelic beings here, and at
the same time we see the people on earth as in a fog,
rushing like mad things after what is of no value. 
Only those can be happy who are attuned to spiritual
things.”
     I always said that I would wait till someone in
my family passed over here before I would finally
declare my conviction in the life after death.  Soon
after, my son of 33 years passed into the Beyond.  He
communicated not through me, but through others, as I
thought this would be more convincing.  Most who were
drowned with me do not know where they are, as few
knew anything about the Hereafter.  For the time being
they seem lost, but at the right time, everyone will
see the light and sail safely into port.  As no one
can escape death on the earth, no one can escape life
in the heavens.  Those who went down and have come
back to life are helping those still lost in the
darkness.  Pray for these, and think for a moment how
awful it is, to be suddenly dragged from life and
plunged into a world in which they cannot see even a
glimmer of light.  Pray for these, and pray for their
loved ones who are still on dry land.  Stanley, when
you asked Conan Doyle  - as he wrote about it in his
poem on the “Titanic” that you recite – if the band
really played as the ship went down, yes, they did,
and they did it at my request.
     I refer to the hymn.  Before that, they played
lively music to stimulate the morale of all on board,
and what that did for the souls on deck, and in the
water, cannot be suitably described. Now a word about
Julia before I finish with the “Titanic”.   She was
there to meet me and help me “Cross the Bar.” She
asked me about my son, and I was so happy to say that
he was there with me. [Julia of the famous “Letters
from Julia” transcribed automatically through Stead’s
hand and published before the turn into the 20th
century.]
     There are very many things I would like to tell
you but the medium will soon begin to tire, so time is
running out.  A few words about the position of woman
in the spirit world.  On earth, she is generally
considered to be inferior to man, but over here there
is absolute equality regarding the sexes.  Here male
and female are given equally important work, of all
kinds, to do.  Each is given equal power and equal
rank, provided they are qualified to perform the tasks
allotted to them.  Also, all depends upon the
spiritual attainments of each one – man or woman. 
There is no such thing as a superior sex.  Here we
have groups of men and women meeting on equal terms in
every way.  This foolish idea of man being the
superior animal is a barrier that must be broken down
– one of the many – before any real progress can be
made in your earthly social structure.  It is wrong,
unfair and demoralizing.  It is as certain as
sunlight, that woman will gain her rightful place by
her own efforts, in spite of the almost universal
opposition to what is incorrectly termed the weaker
sex.  I am referring now to the advancement she will
make on your earth plane.  The time has come for these
earthly changes, and nothing you can do can stop them,
as they are a cog in the Wheel of Progress.  Signs of
this coming equality are clearly evident in some other
countries. 
     Spiritualists and others, when they arrive here
from the earth, are surprised to find how hard and
rare it is to have direct and true spiritual
communication with those they have left behind.  Often
you people sitting in  circles on the earth are
victims of lower spirits, but this happens only when
the spirituality of the sitters is on a low plane. 
Like attracts like.  When sitters have progressed to a
higher spiritual plane, it is almost impossible for
deception by lower orders of spirits, or for
impersonation to take place.  People have visions that
are positively misleading , because they are in  low
grade of spiritual development, and actually believe
all they are told – and many want to be directed in
practically all they do.  
     These people are not Spiritualists, they are
‘Egyptian mummies!’
      In the Bible we are told to “Try the spirits and
prove them.”  Too few do this.  We should ever be at
the door to check those spirits who come through who
claim to speak with such positive authority.  I think
our Spiritualism is scoffed at so often because of
those who TRADE on it, and it becomes mixed up with
outright fortune-telling, which certainly is not any
part of our religion and philosophy.  What we know as
fortune-telling must be completely separated from our
movement, if we are to expect a greater degree of
respect from the people at large.  People get one or
two correct messages, and they believe that they must
forever be guided by those who conveyed the messages. 
This is wrong – terribly wrong and stupid.  But those
who seek truth and honesty, will receive guidance from
the Beyond according to their entitlement.  To watch
the ordinary low type of uninformed and irresponsible
Spiritualist meeting is enough to make the angels
weep.  Not by sitting in circles and ever seeking
“tests” will man develop spiritually, but he can do
this only by growing closer, day by day, to the Giver
of all Light.  Each man must be his own savior – there
is no other way – and we all more or less have the
power within us to do this.  Even angels are powerless
to raise up a spirit – every man is  spirit, here and
now.  We must first learn to do this ourselves.
     As your father told you years ago, soon after he
found himself in the Beyond, spiritual advancement
comes from trying to lift others to something higher –
and there it is.  When you on earth become
sufficiently civilized to do away with war, then and
then only, will you begin to evolve out of the slimy
mess that, to our vision here, covers your earth. 
Your world is filled with men in high places who want
war.  War is the greatest cause of all the troubles on
your earth.  If your warmongers could see the millions
of lives here blasted by wars, some from wars fought
hundreds of years ago, they would freeze with horror. 
For some reason or other, I had to tell you of these
heartbreaking things.  Now we will end on a brighter
note.
     Materialized forms on the earth are more common
than is known.  Many spirits walk your streets and
would not be distinguished from an ordinary person. 
Photos of these have been taken, as you know … without
a camera.  The ordinary mind would not understand
this, because it would try to understand a spiritual
thing, with a material mind.  Man makes the mistake of
looking for spiritual realities in material things. 
This is the answer to a question asked at your last
sitting, I am informed.  Greetings – and good night!”

   -   and good-night from me too, and God Bless!
Richard R.

Rescue Circle (10)    W. T. Stead appears in Chicago.

As well as appearing in Australia shortly after his
death on the Titanic, Stead also came to Chicago to
Mrs. Cecil M. Cook’s circle.   Here is an account of
this, and some rescue information narrated by her, and
by the editor of her two books,  “God’s  World”
(1918)   and “The Voice Triumphant” (1931).

“Mr. Stead had taken passage on the  S, S, Titanic
that left Southampton Easter week, bound for New York,
where he was to address the Men and Religious Congress
on the subject of “Universal Peace.”  The sinking of
that mighty steamer resulted in the loss of about 1600
persons.  It had been the purpose of Mr. Stead, while
he was in America, to visit Mrs. Cecil M. Cook, who
had a world-wide reputation as a Spiritualistic
medium, and to induce her, if possible, to return with
him to London to assist him in the conduct of :Julia’s
Bureau,” at least for a time.  [It had been running
for almost three years, providing consolation for
bereaved persons and the means of communication
between them and their spirit-friends.]

     The Titanic went to the bottom of the ocean on
the 15th of April, 1912, and on the 18th of April,
1912, Mr. Stead appeared to Mrs. Cook in her
séance-room and since that time has been the spiritual
director of the work of The William T. Stead Memorial
Center in Chicago, which later opened other W.T. Stead
Centers of Soul Communion in several states as a
non-profit religious organization.  

     Mr. Stead told us about the foggy night and the
great speed of the Titanic, which was being urged to
its utmost in order to establish a new record for its
owners.  This, of course, was in accordance with the
maiden trips of other great ships.  But in the early
Spring of 1912, many icebergs had appeared in the
North Atlantic.  The officers of the ship felt that
they were too far south to be in danger, nor did any
one on the boat feel any particular alarm when its bow
crumpled against a mountain of ice in mid-ocean.

     With some of the women and children lowered in
the lifeboats, the ship suddenly listed heavily. Mr.
Stead realized at that moment, as probably all of the
others aboard realized, that the mighty vessel was
doomed to almost immediate destruction.  He made his
way the best he could to his stateroom.  In those few
remaining moments, he pondered the question of life
and death.  His years of belief as a Spiritualist, his
utmost faith in the continuity of life, stilled his
fears.  And yet, when it comes to the passing, most
mortals dread the agony and the uncertainty of death. 

     Mr. Stead asked his guides in spirit to relieve
him of the torments of drowning.  He tells us that he
never felt the water touch his body.  He says that the
passing, which meant the taking of the spirit from the
normal, healthy physical body that had not yet met
injury, required not to exceed five seconds.    He was
standing on the surface of the Atlantic.  He told us
that he immediately recognized what had occurred, and
after greeting his friends who were there to receive
him he appeared outside the ship and found many souls,
who had just passed over, dazed and wandering
aimlessly about on the top of the waves or trying
desperately to crowd into the lifeboats, not realizing
what had happened to them.   He set to work to try to
help them understand.   His previous knowledge of the
Truth had prepared him  for all this.  Around and
about him very soon gathered others newly released
from the flesh.  In the icy waters, hundreds of men
and women were still struggling.  One by one, they
ceased their struggles and joined that multitude on
the bosom of the water.  To them, it was no longer
night – it was perfect day.  

        Soon hosts from the spirit-world began to
arrive – friends who had long departed, came to greet
the newly arrived friends.  Dear ones met dear ones. 
There was all the warmth  and joy of recognition and
love.  Every personality was the same, and every
person looked the same.  Mr. Stead, as well as others
on that ship, was prepared for the change.  They knew
that immortality was a fact and they were neither
surprised nor shocked to find that their faith had
been substantiated.  
   
     To illustrate the truth that there is no break in
life in passing from the flesh into spirit, we shall
cite one incident that should prove of interest.  
Into the   séance room, one Sunday evening in Chicago,
along with many other persons, came a man unknown  to
any of the others present at the séance.   Shortly
after the room was darkened and the meeting had begun,
Mr, Stead came in and immediately greeted this
stranger, calling him by name and saying, “When last
we met in London, neither of us thought that our next
meeting would be like this.”  This man had been a
friend of Mr.  Stead, and on hearing of the Stead
Center, he had come to see if his old friend would
greet him.   He was not disappointed.  

     In our séance room we talk frequently to spirits
newly arrived on the spirit side of life.   Many, who
had paid no particular heed to the subject of Life in
the spirit world, insist that they are still in this
[physical] world. They see only what they saw before. 
They see no spirit world.  They do see more persons
than they saw in this life.  They see those who, they
know, passed through the change called death.  That
puzzles them 

     Later – maybe days or weeks or months later –
these same spirits come to us and admit they know
where they are – that they have become attuned to the
change.  And rarely can they refrain from commenting
on how wonderful Life really is, and how vast is the
goodness of God.  We believe that, when they are ready
for progress, they come into harmony with conditions
that make possible their seeing the spirit-world.   We
do not know that they are taken on a journey, or that
miles enter into the subject of the changes.  

     We look down upon the mortal remains of some
friend, and say, “Now, he knows!”  Perhaps he does not
know – but is very  curious to understand the nature
of the change that has taken place.  Just as we might
hesitate to admit that death makes saints of some
persons whose passing we note, so is it unreasonable
to believe that the ignorant person who goes through
death, suddenly comes into possession of infinite
knowledge.

     Nor have we the right to say that the person
educated according to earth standards, has grasped
immediately the full truth of the spirit-world when he
enters those conditions following death. 

     Normally, each twenty-four hours, about eight
thousand persons pass through death’s portals into
spirit. [ This was written in 1918.  Since then  the
world population of up to 2 billion has trebled to
around 6 billion.  So we can say that 24 thousand
people die ever 24 hours now, that is, a thousand  an
hour, or one person every 3 or 4 seconds, or every
breath we take.  If the population continues to
increase, then a new person is born every 2 to 3
seconds!]

      Some of these persons who pass  are prepared to
progress; others are not.   Some are making the
journey for the first time; others are returning home,
and recognize their Homeland as soon as they enter it.
   To place all beings on a parity of development is a
wrong conception.  Our progress in this world is slow.
We study much and learn little.  We practise much and
become indifferently proficient in one or two
directions; rarely more than one.

     Is there anything in our experience to lead us to
believe that we are qualified to pass into a state of
sainthood and infinite wisdom simply because we die? 
It seems unreasonable to believe such could be the
case.  God asks none of us to believe the
unreasonable, but only to struggle to develop and make
our upward journey with reasonable effort.   

     Spiritland is busy.  It has its work – more work
than we have on earth.  Its conditions permit of
caring for this work with more expedition than is
ours.  Its strength is greater by far than
earth-strength.  Otherwise, how could the spirit-world
control mortals?” 

           That is all from Stead for now.   Some more
from Dowding’s circle to follow.   Richard R.
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Spiritualism is the science, philosophy, and religion of continuous life.
This was send to me on 10-04-2006 By Richard .

Hello, everybody.     I feel that the information in
this post is relevant to all of us who do healing work
of any kind, or belong to rescue groups or who say
prayers for the sick and for those in distress on both
sides of the veil.  Most of us, whether aware of it or
not, are off doing rescue work while our physical body
sleeps!  
     Although Lord Dowding himself also had no
conscious recollection of what was happening while he
slept, beyond the usual vague awareness of dreaming,
his first wife, Clarice, who had died over twenty
years earlier, came through during a sitting with
Margaret Flavell, to say:

      “You were with me last night.  We took four
little boys from the ‘sick bay’ of the hospital to the
playroom in the children’s home.  They were four
little children who had left their parents behind, and
they were a little afraid.  We couldn’t seem to
quieten one little boy.  Then the Egyptian  friend who
has helped me so much said you might try. You stood
there, oh, how I smiled, so shy and diffident,
wondering what you could do.  Then, to our surprise,
you changed your etheric robe into an Air Force
uniform.  We none of us thought you could do that. 
You are full of surprises!

     “As soon as the child saw your uniform he ran to
you and said: ‘My daddy is in the Air Force, too.’  He
was quite at ease after that and went with us quite
happily.   You left him with the other children, and
he did not notice our going.  That was a good job of
work.”  

     That was in early June 1943 when a number of
children had been killed in a daylight raid on a South
Coast church.  And now here is Z. (Dowding’s guide) in
October, 1943:

     “Last night was a night of activity on the lower
planes.  You are a restless person and always anxious
to be with your flying steeds.  Last night you and I
went with a Formation, and you led the Invisible
Brothers who intercept the explosions and save many an
earth life.  They are very foolhardy, those flying
warriors, and often swoop low even when the air is
reverberating with shock.  Often they would suffer
from the repercussions, if their invisible brothers
did not deflect the vibrations.
     
     “I myself have watched them say: ‘Thought we
should have felt that one, flying so low!’  They did
not realize that they would not have felt anything
again if they had been left to themselves.   What does
this name mean which I see so often with them –
Whoopee!?” asked Z. the guide, who was from earlier
times in Egypt and unfamiliar with modern machines and
idioms.  Dowding explained that it was lively
expression of defiance and delight.
Z.      “It is always accompanied by an uplift.  It is a
word of power, and very often used.  I wondered if it
was some god they worshipped, because it brought with
it no figure, only sound. That is what you were doing
last night and then you went to Heartsease’s * garden
where we discussed what you should say, and where we
decided to give more time to your young friend
James**.  James goes sometimes for refreshment to
Heartsease’s home.  She entertains many from the
company of warriors, because she says that they are
her boys, too.     [They call Clarice “Heartsease”
over there.  ** James’s work on the other side will be
the subject of a future rescue circle post. R.R.]
      “You will know henceforth what you are doing
with us.  Every big formation which goes out
automatically draws you the moment you leave the earth
body [during sleep].  You may think it strange that we
should need your help so much.  Here is the reason. 
We are working in the Shadowland between the Earth and
the lower heavens.  There, hundreds of these young men
are remaining voluntarily, that they may help their
comrades still in the flesh.  To them we appear very
often as remote personages, to be followed with a kind
of religious zeal – leaders who are a little out of
touch – though they are quite unaware of this attitude
themselves.
     “When they recognize one who is familiar and whom
they trust [such as yourself], they surge forward with
such a tremendous impetus that they carry all before
them.  They know that they have passed the first
death, and the majority of them think that you have
also.  That does not matter.  All that matters is that
they can follow you. It is not only my love for you
which makes me work with you, but the great love which
binds us to Him, and the opportunity to forward His
plan.  Truly He sees all, and weaves a wondrous
pattern.”

     On another occasion Clarice came and told me that
on the previous night I had been working in
Concentration Camps, bringing sleep to sufferers.
Afterwards, she told me, she took me to the Animal
Spheres.  Clarice had said “There are animals
everywhere – right into the celestial spheres, at
least what are celestial to me.  I have found them
everywhere. There is one place which seems to belong
to them alone.  None of us lives there.  I went with a
friend to visit them.  We had to cross a ‘space;’ it
was like a void.  It is so hard to find the correct
word.  That is the best I can do -  a void.  Then we
were among them.   It is a rather beautiful place in
its way.  Great crags and ravines and woods and
rivers: I saw lions and leopards and many wild beasts.
They were all quite ‘tame’ and did not seem to mind
us.  One beautiful cheetah even followed me round. 
The birds are so lovely I find it difficult to
describe them and their song so clear and exquisite;
it is sheer joy to listen.  Beautiful trees and
flowers are everywhere, and butterflies and all winged
creatures.  My friend showed me a valley where there
were some strange animals, some so beautiful in form
and so graceful in movement one felt spellbound. 
These are some of the earth’s future inhabitants, I
was told.
     Domestic animals were there too, dogs and cats
and horses, all happy together, but any animal which
is greatly loved by one of us seems to be much finer
in every way than his fellows.  I mean that he LOOKS
finer too – more graceful, shinier coat, more alert.  
Pets (which can only become pets by mutual love and
consent) can live with us.  I have my two dogs and a
cat and three horses near to me.  I seem to collect
them somehow.   In my search for the animals I went as
far as I could reach into the Light and I found them
all the way.  But only the pets.  The farther they are
from their own place, the more they depend on their
Love Guardian.  My friend told me that they only exist
on the Inner Planes because of the Love Bond.   One
great Shining One has a beautiful leopard as his
companion.  My friend told me the leopard had once
saved His earth life, a long time ago, and the ‘tamed
animal’ of those long-ago days has never been
separated from the love of his Guardian.   Another
friend in the 5th Sphere from Earth has a gazelle as a
pet, and another a beautiful Borzoi.  Dogs are more
plentiful, I find, than any other animal, lots and
lots of small ones. There are a lot of cats, too.  
One thing I noticed that the  animals in the Inner
Planes seem larger than their prototypes elsewhere. 
Pekingese for instance are quite large dogs.  Love is
the secret of their growth.   I am so happy to find
them so far on the journey.”

     Hugh Dowding comments: “Constantly during our
talks we keep getting little allusions to pets and
their co-existence with humanity after this life. 
Margaret Flavell had a beautiful black cat called
Winston.  The other day, during a ‘Rat Week,’ he
picked up some poison and was found dead in the
garden.  That evening Clarice came to Margaret with
Winston in her arms, just to show that he was all
right.   I now see that the question I asked,
inferring that we might hinder the progress of animals
by keeping them with us after death, was a stupid one.
Humanity has a definite responsibility towards the
higher animals, and association with humanity is one
of the ways by which the animal soul elevates itself
towards the possibility of attaining human
incarnation.  The cruel exploitation of animals is, I
think, a greater sin than most people realize.  The
retention of pets after death, so far from retarding
their progress, probably saves them from numerous
incarnations.”  

      Returning to Dowding’s visits while asleep,
Clarice continued: “Don’t you remember the little fawn
which followed you about?”  Alas, no.  I was busy
having a horrible nightmare [comments Dowding.] 

      He goes on “Now let’s talk about somebody else
for a change.  I want to tell you a very strange
thing, which is that living people, in sleep, not only
work alongside those who inhabit the Astral and higher
Spheres, but they sometimes carry out the work of
meeting those who are killed in action and helping
them across the Valley of the Shadow of Death.  Here
follow three episodes of work over the sea, carried
out by women living in England now.     
Amore (pseudonym):    “In the Pacific.   Out over the
sea.  Very calm and lovely.  Someone clinging to a
piece of driftwood.  A young boy (serviceman);  fair
complexion.  He lets go the driftwood and comes
rushing up to meet me so gladly.
Serviceman:   I always knew my angel would save me.
     As I gather him into my arms, I am suddenly aware
that I have great wings.  He is content and quiet.
Serviceman:     Is this dying?
Amore:     Yes, there’s your body down there.
S:     I’m not sorry to leave it; it was pretty well
smashed up.  These filthy Japs – don’t – don’t drop
me.
A:     All right, but forget the Japs.  I’m not strong
in hate.
S:     O.K.  Gee, I’m glad I wasn’t too bad.  Guess
mum will be upset though.  I’m her only son.  Where
are you taking me?
A:   Somewhere to rest.  You are tired.
S:     Not now, I’m not.  Are all these angels who are
carrying us…just-dead people like me?    (I was aware
that all the band of workers looked like angels.)
A:     Yes, each has someone.
S:     Gee, God is good.
     The great violet ray enfolded us as he spoke, and
he slept.  I left him in the Home of Rest.  My
companion Koos (pseudonym) asked me to go back to the
sea.  Another rescue mission follows. 
Over the sea again.  A distress signal flashed.  Down
I went.  
Drowning submarine officer:   You’re blinding me.
I drew my cloak closely round me.  Yora (pseudonym, my
third companion) was battling with the officer.
Her cloak had slipped and her light shone into his
face.  I readjusted it for her: he couldn’t see me.
Yora:    Thanks, Amore, he’s terribly afraid.
Amore:     German?
Y:  Yes, and not too savoury.
A:   Do you need help”
Y:     Link up with the Master of Love.  He’s so
afraid, poor fellow.
We thought of the Great Ray and gradually he stopped
struggling and grew quiet.

Then the next mission – there’s my case – an airman
tangled in a wrecked plane under the water.  The
water-people help me.  He is asleep, but as I touch
him he awakes.
Airman:     For God’s sake Babs, go away.  I’ve told
you I’m finished.  You should have taken care.
Amore:   I’m not Babs.
Airman:     Oh!  Look, dear, these things don’t last
indefinitely.  Honestly, I’m not worth a tear.
A:  I’m not Muriel.  
Airman:  Then who the hell are you?  Gad, I should
have stuck to wine.  Phyllis, just one kiss.  In these
days a girl has to march with the times.
A:    I’m not Phyllis; you must come with me.
Airman:   Why?  Oh why did I chase that Jerry?  I
should have been back at Base by now instead of in
this filthy  - water – water – water.  Hey you!  Where
are you?  What d’you want to disappear for?  Why am I
able to breathe in the water?
A:   Because you are dead.
Airman:     Dead?!  Pull another one.  I wouldn’t be
talking to you if I was dead
A:     Neither would you be able to breathe under
water.
Airman:    God!  If you’re right, then these
spiritualistic people who talk to spooks are right.  
You don’t die.
A:     Only the body dies.
Airman:   Then we can get away from here?
A:   Certainly, take my hand.
Airman:     Look here sister, no monkey business. I
don’t carry money or anything of value on these trips.
A:     I don’t want money.
Airman:   Then what the hell DO you want?
A:     To take you Home.
Airman:  Home!  That’s a good joke.  Do you know where
my home is?  Blown to blazes.  My wife and kid too. 
He was just sixteen months old.  God damn and blast
every filthy swine of  a Hun.
     “The wave of hate and darkness surged over me,” 
said Amore. “I felt faint, but remembered to open my
cloak so that he could see my light.  As he cursed and
swore I kept struggling with the darkness.  He
wouldn’t move.  
Airman:    I can’t see.  I can’t see.  Oh God!   What
have I done to deserve this?
Amore:    Can’t you see me?  I’m still here.
Airman:     No.  I can’t see anything.  Christ help
me!
     “A flash of light cast the darkness away as he
cried the Blessed Name, and I knew suddenly what to
do.  I changed my features.”
Amore:    Can you see me now?
Airman:   Bubbles, Bubbles darling;  they didn’t get
you after all!   Darling, darling, hold me.  I’m
falling.
     “As he lost consciousness I caught him and bore
him to the Home of Rest.  Koos met me.  ‘You managed? 
Splendid!  His wife is just ready to wake up.  He’ll
see her when he is rested.  Go to the Garden now; you
need rest yourself’.”


  There are many such stories as these, from every war
or disaster that ever has been.   This rescue work is
a never-ending story, so this will be all until the
next post.  Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (12)   Lord Dowding and James’s work on
the other side.

     Hugh Dowding was a pioneer and founder member of
the Royal Air Force, served in Iraq, Palestine, India
and other parts of the world between the two world
wars, and capped his career by leading the Battle of
Britain, which thwarted Germany’s attempt to invade
the country.  After his retirement, and for the first
time, he studied the evidence of survival provided by
Spiritualism, and in consequence became convinced that
the case for the existence of an afterlife for all of
us had been proven.  He attended many séances and home
rescue circles, lectured and wrote four books on the
subject, which for a man of his public standing was an
act of courage.  We must be grateful and indebted to
him for his dedication, and not let his work go in
vain.

     Though he was not a natural medium he found that
he was unconsciously doing soul rescue work in his
sleep, as we saw in the excerpts in post (11) taken
from his book, “Lychgate.”   In the home circle he
attended he heard frequently from one of his former
commanders, James, who had the following to say life
on the other side. Dowding advised the reader to
“notice how James  constantly making fresh discoveries
and finding that his discoveries have often been only
illusions after all.”

     Though James was present at many séances, he came
through to talk specifically about his experiences on
four occasions, the first of which was on October 19,
1943.

     “They have told me to talk and tell you what has
been happening.  I never thought that I would use you
as a secretary.  I won’t go back to my actual passing
yet, I will tell you about my work.  [The medium says
‘He is showing planes going out in V formation with
himself in front.’]
I led them and am still leading them.  Flying was my
life.  When I woke up over here, and realized that it
was over for me, it didn’t seem worth while going on.
     I didn’t realize at first that I had ‘got mine’
[had died].  I woke up in a hospital, a bright airy
place with about six beds in the room.  It was the
nicest hospital I had ever seen.  Great French windows
wide open, and it was built practically right on the
sands.  I love the sea, and I lay and watched the
changing colors and the seagulls for a long time.   I
had a charming nurse who seemed to be always there at
the right moment.  I had leg and chest wounds.  One
day I realized that although the dressings were
regularly done I had had no pain: there didn’t seem to
be any blood on the bandages or any sign that I really
needed them.   I began to wriggle my leg;  it felt
fine.  I thumped my chest;  that was all right too. 
So next time my nurse came along I tackled her, and
suddenly realized that I had not seen a doctor.  The
nurse laughed and said she would show me a bit of
sleight of hand.  She put her hand on my chest and
said ‘Hey presto, disappear!’  and when I felt, the
bandages were gone.  She did the same with my leg, and
told me I had been quite cured for a long time, but I
wouldn’t face up to it.  I felt a bit annoyed;   I
hadn’t thought of myself as a malingerer, so I just
hopped out of bed, and told her to bring my clothes
damn quick.  She just laughed, and said ‘Look at
yourself.’  And suddenly there was  a mirror on the
wall;  it might have [already] been there, but I
hadn’t noticed it there  before.  I looked in it and
lo and behold I was fully dressed;
     This fairly bowled me over: I’ve seen some
magicians in my time, but this was the finest
performance I’d ever seen.  I even had my disk on my
wrist, and I had particularly noticed that I wasn’t
wearing it in bed.  It had rather bothered me, that,
in case I should have difficulty in getting out again.
     I was rather puzzled, and had a nasty feeling at
the pit of my stomach.  Somehow I was beginning to
know; but I wouldn’t stop to think.  I asked the nurse
to explain things.  She took my hand in hers and just
looked at me.  I knew then.  But somehow I grew warm
again.  Well, I suppose I might as well tell you.  I
howled on her shoulder like a kid.  It did me good. 
Then she took me outside onto  a terrace and we looked
over the sea: the horizon was dull and very misty.  I
could see what I took to be planes flying very low. 
She told me that that was the borderland and that they
really were planes, that the R.A.F. still functioned,
and that I could join them if I wanted to.  That put
new heart into me, to feel that I could still carry
on, but she wouldn’t let me go, and turned me round so
that I was looking inland.  The fields and the
meadows, and away in the distance a misty range, and
everything so beautifully bright, and she told me I
could go ON.  We did go for a little while into the
fields.  It was peaceful.  We talked about things and
she explained to me that I was on the edge of a great
and wonderful country and there was no need for me to
go back.  I had paid the price.  But I didn’t look at
it that way.  The job just wasn’t finished.   SO I
said the country[side] could wait: if  this is
eternity, there’s lots of time.
     She laughed and took my hand and said, ‘Well, if
that’s how you feel about it, you had better come and
meet the others.’
     I met the others at the Base.  There’s a big hall
there, and you enlist just as you do down below.  It’s
all very orderly, but I won’t describe that tonight. 
I enlisted in Fighter Command, among the boys;  And I
have made another friend, a friendship I hope to have
time to cultivate when the job is done.  There are
lots of us here who thank our nurse for helping us
over the difficult time of realization.
     I’ll tell you more next time we meet.  I’ll be in
the vanguard.  I’ll tell you about meeting my brother
sometime.”
     

     A week later, James came through a second time to
continue his story.  [October 26, 1943.]

     “Good evening, Sir.  I think I told you about my
waking up.  I will try to describe our headquarters;
it will take some doing.  
     The headquarters to which I am attached is
situated in a valley surrounded by hills.  We have
operations rooms and the whole business is there; you
know, you might just say that it is a complete replica
of the headquarters of any flying unit anywhere.
     There is a large hall where we have musters, and
the boys entertain themselves, and here we have the
notice-board where we put up the names of those about
whom we wish to have some information.
     We have a reading room as well, with very fine
books and magazines; it is the finest reading room I
have ever known, you positively cannot ask for any
book, paper or magazine which is not here.  I have a
sneaking feeling myself that some of them, indeed a
lot of them, aren’t really here until they are asked
for. 
     There is a canteen too; some of the boys still
feel in need of food and drink, but more and more of
them are learning to feed themselves, and by ‘feed’ I
mean refresh themselves from the atmosphere.
     You will be surprised to know that the runways
are situated on the mountain tops and not in the
valley; quite a reversal, isn’t it?  You  see the
planes we fly, although constructed in the same way as
those our comrades fly on earth, are made of very
different materials;  Every plane that a man ever flew
has been rebuilt over here, but now they are
indestructible.
     To get back to the runways – we start off along
our strips which are not of concrete but electrical
vibrations (moving streams of light).  We take off up
above so that we don’t have to rise.  That is a
general view. 
     Now I will tell you about my first flight.  We
work in squadrons still, but each man knows that he
has to attach himself to one of our heavy planes.  We
are all fighters over here, Interceptors.  We have no
bombers.  I went out from my mountain top, and I can’t
tell you how good it was to feel the (joy)stick
[controls] once more.  You see, it’s a solid stick to
me because we are both made of the same type of
matter, though I hate to think what your reactions
would be;  it would feel like a silk thread to you.  
DOWDING:    But I fly every night![in sleep]
JAMES:     Don’t I know it! Don’t I fly with you?  But
I am talking of you as you are now [in the flesh, not
in the astral or spirit body while the physical body
sleeps.]
      It’s rather different flying here because you
are no longer responsible for the squadron, you KNOW
that nothing can happen to them now; and so you can
give your whole attention to the one [air]plane to
which you have attached yourself.
     I set off, and for a little while I was only
conscious of the great joy of being in it once again. 
Then I realized that the job was still going on.  I
thought of the [actual] plane I wished to be with, and
suddenly I went down into the mists.   They overcame
me for a little while: I was flying blind.  I could
see nothing but the fog.  I got a bit panicky – funny
how the weather still gets you.  You remember Sir, it
was always the weather and never Jerry that bothered
us.  I was wondering just what use I could be if the
fog didn’t clear, when I suddenly heard someone speak.
It seemed to come over the intercom. “Why don’t you
fix your mind on the target?  You won’t get out of the
mist until you decide where you’re going.’  I thought
this was a bit thick.  After all I had received no
instructions, so I yelled back ‘Where is the blooming
target?’
     ‘There’s half a dozen to choose from,’ I was
told.  ‘Where would you like to go?’    I rubbed my
hands. ‘Oh boy, oh boy, choose your target!  Berlin is
mine.’
     In an instant I was back in the thick of it.  I
was flying INSIDE a bomber, yes, plane and all.  I
could hear in a strange way what was being said.  I
don’t quite understand how I picked it up, but I
believe that we can tune in to the wave-length of w/t
(wireless telegraphy or radio transmissions) just as
you can. [This sounds like the precursor to EVP!  RR] 
Anyhow, I heard quite distinctly this conversation:
     “Two minutes and we shall be over the target.”
     “Good, we’ll let them have merry hell.”
     I didn’t listen to any more because I suddenly
realized I should be outside the plane.  The silly
asses were far too low.  When they came over the
target  they were right in the line of the explosion
from the bombs of the previous planes.  It was my task
to try to divert the repercussions so that they could
get away in time.  They did, but I felt annoyed
because they should have known better than to take
such risks. [It is spirit rescue work incidents like
this which appear to us like miracles, or the actions
of angels; you know, the stories of drivers barely
missing a head-on collision and then finding
themselves intact, unhurt, driving in their car still,
but somehow placed on another part of the freeway, out
of danger.  This can truly be called spirit rescue! 
It is not God answering a prayer, but a much closer
spirit, possibly a guide or loved-one in spirit. You
COULD say, I suppose,  that God sent the relative or
guide to help you, but I think that’s stretching the
point. (Richard’s comment)]. 
     I went after them to give them a hearty
telling-off, forgetting they couldn’t hear me, anyhow.
They were so pleased with themselves, they hadn’t a
thought of danger.  Then I saw that it was no use;
they’d do it the next time anyway, but I couldn’t
resist trying.  I don’t know just how I managed it,
but I put all my will into the thought, and I said
over the intercom to that pilot ‘You fool, we might
have been blown to blazes, why did you fly so low?’ 
He heard me.  I won’t say what he said back!  
     There were three fighter attacks before they made
base.  The strange thing was the way the bullets went
right through me, but when they did this I could
direct them.  I couldn’t direct them until the were
WITHIN me.  So some of them hit the plane of course
because, fast as I can move, I couldn’t draw all the
fire.   
     It was only the undercarriage that was damaged
that trip.  They made a good landing.  I heard one of
them say ‘Jolly good trip!  Puts life into a fellow,
that does.’  He didn’t know how much life it had put
into a dead airman to be able to come back and carry
on.
    I’m not one who can talk easily about things which
mean a great deal to me, but, as I stood there, close
to the tarmac, seeing it all through a haze, the
familiar things – feeling the familiar sounds, I knew
without any shadow of doubt that God  IS, and that He
is good.
DOWDING:     Do I know your nurse?
JAMES:     Yes you’ve guessed.  [His nurse was
Clarice, Dowding’s wife in spirit!]

More from James in post (13) to follow.  Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (13)      More from James and Air Chief
Marshal Dowding.  Life’s not all hard work and
sacrifice.  There’s partying too, on the other side.


James was relating his after-death experiences to Lord
Dowding through the mediumship of Margaret Flavell  at
the beginning of November, 1943.

     “Now I want to tell you how I became aware of the
fact that all that [fighting in the war]
was really past for me.
     My helper was explaining to me that our
headquarters and our Operations room and our planes
are all imaginary and unnecessary.  They are built
very close to the earth only because we men feel the
need of them, in what I shall term the first waking
hours over here.
     I will tell you how it happened.  We stood
together on a mountain side looking over a clear
runway.   It was a perfect taking-off field, quite
empty.  My helper, whom I shall call Miziah, asked me
what plane I wanted to send out now.  I thought of a
Spitfire, and lo and behold there WAS s Spitfire ready
to take off, with the engine turning over.  Then
Miziah suggested to me in some subtle way that perhaps
another type of plane would be better.  I thought of a
Beaufighter, and THAT was there; the Spitfire had
gone.
     I did this once or twice and realized that they
are but the stuff that dreams are made of.  Until now
I had walked about everywhere, with the single
exception of wishing myself in the fight.   I had even
climbed this mountainside (and quite enjoyed it too). 
Miziah asked me if I would like to get down quickly
and where I would like to be.   I suddenly thought of
a quiet seashore and I was there.  I can’t explain to
you what that did to me.  It was a terrific shock, and
the first inkling I had that the laws governing the
physical world no longer applied to me.
    We rested awhile by the sea.  I’d like to tell you
about this seashore.  The water is like the earth
water, never at peace, always moving and yet there is
no sense of restlessness with it, such as one
sometimes feels on earth.  I bathed in it.  It
revitalized me.  I couldn’t sink in it and it wasn’t
wet.  I said to Miziah ‘I believe I could walk on the
water.’ And before I’d finished speaking I WAS walking
on it. That water purifies the soul. In it one loses
all weariness of spirit, all sadness and sorrow, and
gains peace.  We often bathe there.
     I thought of my brother, and Miziah told me I
could go and see him now.  I found him in a home of
rest.  He had taken badly to his new life, and refused
to face the fact, and just as some people on earth
retire to bed with an illness of the body, which is
brought  about by their lack of stamina to face the
difficulties of their everyday life, so he was
suffering from an illness of the etheric body, brought
about by his fear of facing what has happened.
     I was able to help him, because at first he
thought he was back on the earth with me, and that
what he had been thinking about was imaginary.  You
see, he was young, just a boy, and had so much to live
for, but when he realized that I had stopped mine too,
he faced up to things, and left the home of rest quite
prepared for anything which might come.  Miziah
explained to me that he had been suffering from severe
shock, and that my familiar face had just done the
trick.  So you see, in spite of everything, my demise
wasn’t quite useless!
     My brother wasn’t unhappy; he just wanted
something familiar, he did think a lot of me and was
not so good at adjusting himself, but he’s fine now. 
Give my love to my mother and to all of them.”


     A week later, during the next sitting, James came
through again.

     “I never really knew what eternity meant before. 
I don’t know if I shall be able to convey to you the
glory and magnitude of it all.  Words are so
inadequate, but I’ll try. 
     The elder brother introduced me to a friend in
the group who was to show me where I might live if I
wished.  Remember at this time I was still in the
mists.  Miziah told me to clothe myself ready for the
journey and gave me what might be termed an asbestos
cloak. We didn’t walk or float, we just moved. 
Gradually the mists were left behind and we were in a
belt of blinding light.  This was why I required the
asbestos cloak  because I had not yet made my decision
as to whether I should leave the mists.  Miziah had no
need of a cloak.  On the other side of this belt is a
land more beautiful than any words can describe.  I
found myself at a little cottage where I left my
cloak.  A very beautiful young woman owned the cottage
and showed me her garden filled with the most
beautiful flowers.  Then we went down a little path to
the beach: Miziah told me to bathe.  You talk about
the Mediterranean blue; the blue of the Mediterranean
is muddy compared to this!.  I bathed and found I
could swim under water without the slightest
inconvenience.  I could see sea anemones, pebbles and
fishes.  I seemed to stay in the water quite a time. 
It buoyed me up; I felt marvelous and when I came out
of the sea I felt clean, a cleanliness such as I have
never experienced before.  Then we all set off through
the woods where the very trees are alive and a part of
one. The grass caresses one’s feet in these woods; the
bird song has to be heard to be believed. 
     We came out of the woods and passed through a
little village.  It was rather like an Alpine village.
The people all came to the doors of the cottages to
wave and smile at us.  I thought they were greeting
Miziah, and they were; but he said they came to the
gates for me, to show me how glad they were that I was
coming home.
     We climbed the hill out of the village and had a
magnificent view of the surrounding country.  The
little range of hills we were in stretched out and up
to a great plateau and away in the distance were
mighty mountains; those mountains are the beginning of
another world, Miziah told me. 
     Close on the hillside was a little house like a
hunting lodge.  As we looked at this little house,
suddenly we were there, standing on the verandah. 
What a mighty view!  The hillside, the village, the
woods, the sea, and the great mountains and plateau to
rest one’s eyes.  The peace was past understanding;
and this, Miziah told me, was my house.  I could stay
here, work with my friends in the village, and receive
visitors from beyond the plateau.  I was to make my
choice.  I made it.  I couldn’t desert the boys. 
Perhaps I could help them through the belt of light. 
Help them to realize that they might retire honorably
from the Service and cross into this haven themselves.
It is too good a place to keep hidden for one’s own
use.
     Miziah told me he had expected this would be my
answer; that was why I required the asbestos cloak, so
that I could return as I am and be with the boys, not
as a leader or messenger as he is, but just one of
themselves, so that they’d listen to me and put away
the illusions they hold so dearly.
     Before we returned to the cottages Miziah took me
within the fold of his cloak and took me beyond the
plateau, that I might see even dimly in the distance
some of the real Heaven-world.  I cannot describe what
I saw nor the glory of the experience when a great ray
of light shone out and encompassed me.  I only know
that in that moment I realized with a realization that
can never fade that the Master knows us each and every
one.
     That’s inadequate Sir, but it’s the best I can
do.
     That little village is on the outer edge of the
heaven-spheres where reality begins, and the illusions
of self, of separateness, of greatness, fall away. 
They are consumed in that belt of light, but having
passed through it in the natural course of events, it
takes a long time to re-establish contact with the
mists.  I have no time to lose.  When the job is
finished we’ll go through it, all of us, gladly and
let you folks get on with it, while we are learning to
fit ourselves for the next job.
     Signing off now.”             And James was gone.

     Hugh Dowding then goes on to comment that it was
not true that he was trying to give the impression in
relating these accounts that all the dead servicemen
seemed to do  was to continue fighting.
      “It was certainly true that men killed in the
heat of battle often go on fighting or trying to fight
because they don’t know that anything has happened to
them.  In the earliest stages of the new life, the
instinct to continue the war against the enemy does
persist for a little while in some cases.  But the
work of those who stay voluntarily in the region of
the Earth mists is mainly that of meeting their
comrades and helping them across the border.  For
those who participate more actively in battle, [and
rescuing reckless fighters from unnecessary deaths, as
seen in the last Rescue Post (12) RR], we have just
had the example  in James, though even that phase did
not last very long with him.”
     
     Rescue work on the other side is not at all
serious all the time.  Dowding relates: “Clarice (my
wife in spirit) had said at the last sitting ‘We’ll
have a very special party the night before your
birthday.’    Next week I told her that, as usual, I
hadn’t been able to remember anything about it [since
it had taken place during my sleep.]”
  
CLARICE:    “It was a splendid party and very well
organized.  All the best people were there.  The party
was held in the garden.  The children decorated the
trees with flowers.  Now the flowers here are
different from yours – they are ALIGHT.  You would
have to put little lights in your flowers; ours are
luminous in themselves.
     We had races.  The children and the animals
raced.  And games – oh a lovely party!  There were
groups of children who have recently come over; little
ones who have died from starvation.  We made your
party theirs and gave them everything they had ever
dreamed of having, and it was all so real to them. [So
now, in 2006, the children dying of AIDS, of
starvation, from land mines, war and suicide bombers,
all these are helped in this way on the other side by
these rescue circles, with us helping during our
sleep. RR]
     Do you know what they called you?  ‘Uncle
Bright.’  They’re not quite used to the luminous
quality in us yet.  Then, after you had been away
working and had come back, we had our orchestra play
for you.  One of our R.A.F. friends set to music words
I had often seen in your heart, and the children sang
them.  That’s what we wanted you to bring back – that
and the sound of the orchestra.  The words were ‘The
Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.”
JAMES:     “I just want to wish you many happy returns
too, and also to tell you that a great number of boys
(servicemen) are coming over to us and we don’t have
to tell them anything.  They’re quick in the uptake. 
DO you know why?  Because they’ve read your book
[“Many Mansions”] and they want you to know that,
while they admired you on earth, nothing but a deep
love can ever repay what you’ve given to them in
helping them to realize just what has happened.
     We think you ought to know about it.  They’re
coming over fast Sir, but they’re coming over KNOWING.
Some got the book because YOU [a Chief Air Marshal! 
Imagine Rumsfeld, or Bush or Blair writing a book
about Spiritualism! RR] – because YOU had written it
and got the shock of their lives when they opened it.
But it’s helped them.  We only wish there were more of
them about, because sometimes we know who is coming
over, and we just shove it under their noses!”

More from this rescue work with Dowding next post.  
Make it a HAPPY Easter this weekend!   Richard R.

Rescue Circles (14)  Helping the bereaved. More of
Lord  Dowding and his circle, and the mediumship of

Estelle Roberts

Dowding praised many mediums for the fine work

they were doing in consoling the bereaved and giving

evidence of their husbands’ and sons’ survival on the

other side, after being killed in action during World

War II, and also bringing through the civilians,

including women and children,  killed in air raids.

But he was quick to point out that some mediums were

fraudulent by giving their sitters false information.

They gave the sitters what they wanted to hear, rather

than the truth.  They raised expectations by saying

that their loved one was not missing in action, or was

not really dead, but had escaped, was a prisoner of

war, or was in hiding until able to find a way home.

Home Office notification, and readings from reliable

mediums at a later date would confirm the tragic

truth.  The sitters had not really benefited by having

their hopes raised only to be crushed by the real

situation.

However, sometimes a medium can wrongly assert

that an individual has passed on, when in fact they

are still very much alive!  Writes Sylvia Barbanell,

“ This can happen when the etheric form of someone,

whose physical body is weakened, [travels astrally or

out-of-body]  and becomes visible to the medium – and

she assumes that the person has died.  The sensitive

has to judge whether the astral body she sees

clairvoyantly is that of a dead person or one that is

still attached to his or her earthly form.”

But whether through fraud or through

inexperience, a medium  may say that because the

spirit body  of a certain individual whom the sitter

is asking about is not visible to her, that person is

NOT dead!  Sylvia Barbanell goes on to describe a

specific case.  “ Two different psychics told Mrs.

Robert Crombie that her airman-husband reported

missing in the Battle of Britain, was not on the Other

Side.   Because she was not satisfied with what she

had been told, Mrs. Crombie had wondered for over a

year whether her husband was alive or dead.  Estelle

Roberts was asked whether she could give the anxious

wife information that would settle her doubts one way

or another.   The medium immediately agreed to give a

sitting to Mrs. Crombie.  No other facts were imparted

except the sitter’s name.

“The first words spoken by Estelle Roberts to

Mrs. Crombie were: ‘I am in touch with a gentleman who

has been missing for about 18 months – your husband.

He went across the water to France…guns were firing…he

was fighting, using guns.  He was attached to the Air

Force.  His age was about 32.  He is definitely on the

Other Side.  He tells me you have two children and

that you have been married about nine years.’  [The

air gunner’s age was 31 when he passed over.  The

other statements were all accurate].

The husband continued to give much correct family

information, including recent happenings in the home,

including the malfunction of the radio which he would

have liked to have fixed.  At the end of the message,

he asked the medium  to  ‘Tell her I will always love

her, and I will wait for her.  God bless her.’   Mrs

Crombie’s mind was at rest after this séance.  Her

doubts and perplexities were cleared away.   She knew

by the wealth of evidence she received that her loved

one was on the Other Side and that he would continue

to watch over his family.”          [Taken from  “Some

Discern Spirits: the mediumship of Estelle Roberts”

by Sylvia Barbanell,  London, Psychic Books, 1944].

In the last post were some accounts of how

spirits on the other side actually protect our

servicemen as they fight the war on this side ,[or

right now in our present-day world,  how they protect

US from accidents on the highway, in the home or

during random or planned acts of violence].  Here is

another account from Lord Dowding from his home circle

back in 1943.

“Peter [an airman killed in action] has thrown

himself heart and soul into the work of protecting air

crews.  His attitude is that there are already plenty

of spirit volunteers to  deal with those who come

over.  HE is working day and night to protect those

still on the job.  He says:-

‘I fly with the Bomber crews.  Here is a strange

fact – when the bombs are released, I have quickly to

remove myself from the machine.  The explosion DOES

something to us over here.  I keep intending to

investigate this, but somehow I haven’t got down to it

yet.  All I know is that it can still     knock us

out.  So that, while the bombs are going down and

exploding, we have to leave the lads alone – alone, so

far as we lower-grade people are concerned.  Then,

once over the target and away, we can pick up again.

Machine guns have no effect whatever on us.

‘I have a special plane.  Teddy and Derek are

members of the crew.  Fine lads!  It won’t be MY fault

if they don’t come back safely each time.  A call has

come.  I must go; I will come again.’

Lord Dowding concludes his account of this séance

with Margaret Flavell by writing “I hope I have said

enough to indicate that, except during the first

stages of readjustment to the new life, any ‘fighting’

that they [the spirits] do is entirely protective and

not aggressive.”

In the next post, we will look at some of Lord

Dowding’s sittings with Mrs. Hill, and her father and

guide, Colonel Gascoigne.  We will also review

Dowding’s final book, written in 1951.      Richard

Rowley.
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Rescue Circles (15)  Dowding, Earthbounds in wartime
air-raids and bombing, and an example of
Clairaudience.

     One of the main reasons Air Chief Marshall
Dowding wrote his four books about Spiritualism was
that he wanted to get away from the rather sterile
attempts to prove the facts of Survival and
Communication by argument.  So a great deal of his
writing was simply to give a straightforward
demonstration of survival by  recording what went on
in the various circles he attended. Being a high
ranking Air Force officer, he was the ideal  witness
to provide reliable factual data.
      However, he did review the whole field of
religion and spirituality, and in his last book,“Dark
Star,”  written in 1950 and published the following
year he pointed out that it was futile to have a
Society of Psychical Research  whose Presidents and
members quite often turned out to have no belief in 
an afterlife at all!  The brain , according to some,
was the residence of the soul and spirit, and with its
demise, so died all hopes of survival!  Such ideas
persist to present times, as can be seen in a recent
article attributing Near Death Experiences to
biological rather than spiritual causes.      Also, in
the various challenges the Society and various
skeptics have made to mediums to prove their
abilities, and demonstrate that their phenomena are
real, offering a reward, which of course is never
given, he wisely suggested that mediums never accept
such biased challenges. Unless a totally independent
adjudicator or panel of assessors be in charge of the
proceedings, a medium shouldn’t expose herself or
himself to such humiliation.  In every case to date,
when mediums have accepted the challenge, they have
been “set up,” and the hostile conditions and
procedures devised by the ‘testers,’ allowed for very
little authentic spirit activity at all. The same can
be said for most television and radio panels and
interviews.      
   
     The Air Marshall was a wise man, and so was his
chief guide, and his rescue work continued to be
accompanied by the spirit of his first wife, Clarice,
while his work in public was to assist his second wife
with her “Beauty without Cruelty” organization. 
     Before going back to  his sittings with Mrs. Hill
and her father, Colonel Gascoigne, let us look at an
account in  “Dark Star”given by a modest clairaudient
friend of his about the rescue work done with
earthbounds, most relevant to modern EVP research.   
[The above,  Richard R’s notes.]

      In his introduction to these excerpts, Dowding
himself wrote: “I use the word ‘earthbound’ in this
connection to indicate  a state where the etheric
double has not been shed at death, and the victim is
consequently between the two worlds, seeing the
physical but being unable to communicate, and not
seeing the astral or its inhabitants and so being cut
off from that world also.  Those who recognize the
possibility of spirit help, and reach out for it, find
it.  The drifting crowds which are described below
were drifting and lost solely because they had not
asked for help.
     It is very important that this idea shall be
spread as widely as possible.  It doesn’t matter so
much even if people won’t accept the truth NOW; but
sooner or later they may find themselves in this
distressing predicament [after passing] and then they
will be glad to find that they have in the back of
their minds the idea that, if they cry out for help,
help will be forthcoming.
     Always at death there is SOMEBODY to meet the
soul as it leaves its physical body – maybe a relation
or a close friend, or perhaps some one of the
invisibles with whom it has a special tie.  But it
does not follow that the messenger can make himself or
herself seen or heard; that depends upon the extent to
which the new arrival had developed his or her
spiritual sight.”

     The clairaudient lady’s account given to Lord
Dowding:  “I boarded the bus to go up to town.  I went
up the bus stairs and took the front seat.  There was
no one else ‘on top’  - at least that is what any of
us would have said.
     I had hardly settled when I sensed a new voice;
the words were perfectly clear, though I knew my ears
did not receive them, and the tone was unutterably
sad.
VOICE     I used to like the front seat like that
woman does.  It’s better right at the back now.  I
don’t feel it quite so much when no one takes any
notice of me.  Oh, how tired I am of this endless
journeying – always trying to get somewhere, and never
getting anywhere.  I wonder why, why, why?
CLAIRAUDIENT  [asking mentally]   Where do you want to
go?
VOICE  [full of surprise]   Did you speak to me?
CLAIRAUDIENT     Yes.  I heard you say you never get
anywhere.
VOICE     It’s most curious.  I seem to have been on
this bus for days – weeks – years – I don’t know how
long.  I never get anywhere.  If I do catch a glimpse
of my home or office it’s horrible, and I come back
here again at once.  Nobody takes the least notice of
me anywhere.  They don’t even seem to see or hear me. 
You are the first that has heard me since I don’t know
when.  Why can you hear me?

     The chippie [bus conductor] came.  I said ‘A
sixpenny, please,’ and  answered her cheery bit of
chat.  She went, and I was aware of a sense of shock
in the spirit voice I was hearing. 

VOICE     That was not your voice.  Why do you speak
in two voices? I don’t understand.

     But I understood by now, unexpected though this
was.  [Apart from my clairaudience] I am not a bit
psychic, but I was under such influence that I was
most acutely psychic for the time being, and – oh, joy
– perhaps able to help this poor, unhappy traveler. 

CLAIRAUDIENT    I think if you listen, you may be able
to hear another voice.  I have a friend here whom,
like you, people never seem to see.
VOICE     Do you mean a spirit?  I don’t believe in
spirits.  Uncanny idea.
CLAIRAUDIENT     You won’t find this uncanny.  Listen.


     As I expected, my own [spirit] companion took up
the conversation.

SPIRIT COMPANION     Can you hear me?
VOICE     Yes, but I can’t see you. Where are you?
COMPANION    Don’t you realize that people can’t see
YOU?
VOICE     Seems like it, but I can’t understand why
not.
COMPANION     You don’t know what’s happened to you,
then?
VOICE  [In suppressed agony of terror]  For God’s sake
don’t tell me I’m dead – I can’t be dead.  I know I’m
here, so I can’t be dead.
COMPANION     No.  You aren’t dead, for as you say,
you know you are here.  But your body is, as people
say, dead.
VOICE   [Terrible groan of anguish]
COMPANION     Don’t worry.  You’re better off than you
realize;  YOU’RE not in the very least dead!
VOICE     What’s the good of saying that, if I’m only
a ghost?
COMPANION     You needn’t be ‘only a ghost’; you can
be a free spirit.  Try to see me, and I’ll lead you to
a real end of your journey, and heaps of friends.
VOICE     I can’t!  I can’t see anything but that
wretched woman sitting there not looking at me at all.
COMPANION     Shut your eyes and try to look.
VOICE     If I can’t see with my eyes open, how can I
see with them shut?  Don’t torture me with such talk.
COMPANION     Didn’t I tell you your body was dead? 
What’s the use of trying to look through dead eyes? 
You’ve got spirit eyes, if you’ll only use them.  Shut
those dead eyes and try to look.
VOICE     I’ll try.  I’m desperate, so I’ll try any
stupid thing.  No, of course I can’t see anything at
all.
COMPANION     Go on trying.
VOICE     Of course I can’t.  Oh yes – I can see a
light, a very dim light.  It’s getting clearer.  It’s
a tall sort of light.  There are several.  Oh!! 
They’ve got faces!  Is that you”  Oh, what a kind
face!  I never saw such a kind face – and you’re
looking right at me.  Oh, how beautiful!  Of course
I’ll go with you!  How ut-ter-ly beau-ti-ful!

     The voice faded away.   [I got off the bus] and
had to wait a little time on a side street while
friends I had joined kept an appointment. Great blocks
on this street were hollow or missing [from the
bombing] and I wondered who had lived there.

VOICE      I did.  We had a flat there.  Lots of us
lived round here.  Can’t find it now.  We’re bombed
out, and there’s NOWHERE to go.
OTHER VOICES [a multitude of desolate voices joined
in]  No home – nowhere to go – no shelter – no one to
help – no one listens – no one bothers – no one hears.
CLAIRAUDIENT     I can hear,  I can help you. Can you
hear me?

     I was in the middle of the jostling crowd I
couldn’t feel.  There were voices all round. It was
too much for me.

VOICES     Here’s a woman who hears!  - Come on,
here’s some help! -  Tell us what to do and where to
go!
CLAIRAUDIENT     Listen.  Listen to this voice.

     They thought it was instructions over a
loudspeaker, and listened eagerly, but the clamor
broke out afresh over shutting their eyes to look. 

VOICES     Utter nonsense! - I guessed it was all
hooey. -  Never mind, do it to please this woman; she
can hear us, anyway. -  I shan’t do anything
unreasonable.  – I’ve DONE it, and I can see PEOPLE! 
-  Tall bright people with lovely kind faces – holding
out their hands! 
Oh-h-h-h!

     I don’t understand why some of these wanderers
are utterly alone, and others in crowds.  Perhaps if
the same raid, or the same kind of calamity,
precipitated them all unprepared for any such change
out of this life together, they may have been able at
least to wander together.  I don’t know, but many were
in crowds, and called to each other.  Many more seemed
to be in crowds of solitary ones.  Perhaps most were
utterly unaware to anyone else in their condition. 
     The hardest of all to deal with were the
hopelessly terrified, who seemed no more than
whispered dreads drifting round with an insistent
beating fear in their stifled cry of  “Dead – dead –
dead – dead.”  I tried again and again to make them
listen to me; the “Dead – dead- dead,” continued in a
frozen monotony of horror.
     I gave up reasoning and shouted {if you can
imagine an inward shout), “Shut up a minute! Stop
saying ‘Dead, dead’!  Stop, I say.   How can you be
dead if you can SAY ‘dead’?  Stop and tell me that!”
     It was hard, but eventually it succeeded, though
some would go off again and again into their awful
crying before they could be persuaded to look.
     Others cried only, “Fog, fog, fog” or “Lost,
lost, lost”.  The side streets were packed; crowded. 
Some were looking for a car or bike; said they didn’t
know what had happened to theirs, they must go on
searching.
     There seemed to be little that was evil about
them all, and little that was good.  They just had no
clue to what had really happened to them, or that
there was any help to be sought from any but  the
crowds of dead indifferent people hurrying up and down
and taking no notice whatever of their pitiful
entreaties – if they  still made any.  
     I did not find one who expected to find any
spirit help, though there were several with minds
closed against such ideas.   I can only suppose that
all who looked for help would be able and ready to
recognize friends and helpers, and would never wander
lost like this.  One was terribly frightened of
listening to a spirit; had ‘never had anything to do
with spiritualism’ and considered spirits ‘most
dangerous’.  Another said explicitly that he had
‘closed his mind to the idea of spirits’ and was not
going to open it.  He seemed to feel that any shadowy
semblance of existence which remained would collapse
if he opened his mind.  Oh, how relieved he was when
at last just in common courtesy to a request – however
absurd – he opened his eyes and saw love and help and
reality!”
     
[To be continued].  

The last excerpt above is an excellent illustration
of what might be picked up by any clairaudient, or an
EVP recorder, visiting a disaster area or so-called
‘haunted’ building. The situation is most relevant for
us today in 2006 with so much sudden death from
suicide bombings and continuing warfare. There is a
growing number of earthbounds still waiting to be
released, not knowing how to escape their self-imposed
‘imprisonment’ through confusion and ignorance of
their true condition.    Richard R.
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     The clairaudient continued her account to Hugh
Dowding.  “Two of us went to the Zoo.  I almost felt
hands tugging me in, and was surprised, for I did not
expect to find wanderers there.  But there were many,
very many. The crowds of cheerful people, perhaps the
children, perhaps the animals, seemed to make them
feel not quite so desolate and forsaken - for all I
met there were alone.  I must have been a very
unsatisfactory and abstracted companion, for almost
all the time I was either carrying on or listening to
other conversations.
     There were several trying to find some grim sort
of satisfaction in making rude remarks to people
crowding round the cages; it was often comical to
sense their confused surprise when they knew that they
had been heard. I was eating an apple [on one of the
terraces] and heard:

VOICE     Oh, you greedy woman!  That goat needs it
much more than you do.  You look like a monkey,
munching like that.  I wish you could hear me say so,
grinning to yourself there.  I expect you were a
monkey in your past life, if the truth were known.
CLAIRAUDIENT     I don’t think so.  Monkeys are so
intelligent.  I think I was only a sheep!
VOICE     Good heavens!  She heard me!  Did you say
that to me, Madam?
     
     I answered something to my human companion, and
the voice went on in still more surprised alarm:

VOICE     Now she’s talking in another voice!  Did you
speak to me just now?

     My spirit companion, my husband in spirit, took
over.
  
SPIRIT COMPANION     Yes.  She can hear you.
VOICE     Who are you? I can’t see who is talking now.
COMPANION     I am a spirit who was once that woman’s
husband.
VOICE     Oh, then you’re another dead person like me
- just wandering round forever.  Why did that woman
hear me?  Nobody ever hears me now.
COMPANION     She has reached up and got in touch with
us.  It has made her sensitive.
VOICE     I was frightfully rude.  Why isn’t she
angry?  She just looks amused - rather pleased, in
fact.
COMPANION     She isn’t angry because she is so glad
to meet you.  And she honestly thinks monkeys are very
distinguished ancestors.
VOICE     Glad to meet ME!  Why?  She can talk to that
girl or anybody else she likes; why should she be glad
to meet me!  But I can tell you I’M glad to meet YOU! 
This is the first time I’ve found anyone to talk to
for years, I should think.  You’ve no idea how
thankful I am to hear you, although I can’t see you. 
This is a real treat.
COMPANION     Would you like to see me?
VOICE     Like to!  Of course!  Is it possible?
COMPANION     Certainly.  Try shutting your eyes and
looking.
VOICE     What an idea!  Sounds a topsy-turvey notion,
but I’ll try gladly;  I’ll try anything once....Oh,
this is extraordinary!   Do you look tike a tall sort
of light?  Why, yes, you do!  I can see a face! 
Excuse my saying so - I have never seen such a kind
face!  Oh, how glad I am to meet you!
COMPANION     Describe me.  The woman will be
interested.  She can’t see me.
VOICE     You have fine clear-cut features, shining
with light.  Hair rather thin on top.  Expression very
wise, and very HOPEFUL and HAPPY, and eyes more kind
and loving than I have ever seen  Does she remember
you like this?
CLAIRAUDIENT     He was not very hopeful or happy, but
I know he IS now.
COMPANION     And I did not look very kind either ---
VOICE     Are you wearing a lab coat?  You look
like a scientist.
COMPANION     I hardly know what I’m wearing, but I
was a research chemist.
VOICE     My work was research!  I was a biologist. 
It’s why I hang round here - more interesting than
most places.  This is marvellous.  You are evidently
thoroughly satisfied with what you are doing  Can you
do any research now?
COMPANION     I am doing research at this moment.  I
have never before been able to see or speak to people
in your case [situation], and there are evidently very
many.  I have just been learning a lot on the subject,
and think we have here an opportunity for research
more worth while than any we have dreamed of.  Care to
join me?
VOICE     Do you mean to say there are others
wandering lonely and wretched as I have been?
COMPANION     Very many indeed, but in much more
pitiable state than you.

     The day wore on, and others of my friends from
Beyond were near, ready to lead all those we met who
were wandering.  Here and there in busy thoroughfares
and near badly bombed places it was impossible to
gauge the numbers of the crowds who jostled my mind. 
I do not think time was measured for them in hours and
days, as with us, but in seemingly endless monotony. 
They had looked for nothing on the other side of
death, so they found nothhing.  The life which had
appeared to them everything was left behind, and held
nothing for them any more, yet it was the only place
their minds were opened to perceive.  Some were
spirits of culture and ability, but for some reason
their outward sight - turned down to earth - seemed
all-sufficient for them, and they had never really
thought of looking for any reason for life itself.”

     Hugh Dowding sums up:  “That concludes the
quotation from these scripts [which appeared in
abbreviated form in the February 1949 edition of
”Light” magazine].   I should not like it to be
supposed that any one of these poor people is really
lost or abandoned.  The ruling spirit of the Universe
is Love, and all these people - yes, and all the
people down to the deepest Hells -    are watched over
and their progress is noted until the time comes when
they have learned the needed lesson, whatever it may
be, and are fit to be raised up into the next stage in
their journey towards the light.”

    (to be continued)     Richard R  
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Hugh Dowding continued his account of rescue work

in his last book, “The Dark Star,”  and here are a few

more excerpts which might encourage you to look for a

used copy and read the whole book, as he gives

examples of how rescue circles are run, visits Ireland

and picks up the energies, spirits, gnomes and

elementals there, and a lot more.

With regard to “lost” souls, he said:  “It is the

greatest mistake to suppose that any suffering, of

whatever nature, is imposed as a PUNISHMENT in the

sense of vengeful retribution.  It is only that every

cause has its specific effect, and the misuse of man’s

freewill has painful effects, as the result of which

man evolves slowly towards the light of wisdom. It is

only that every cause has its specific effect, and the

misuse of man’s freewill has painful effects, as the

result of which man evolves slowly towards the light

of wisdom.

I know no more now about the conditions in Hell

than I have indicated in my previous books; it is not

a subject upon which a healthy mind will wish to

dwell; but it is, I think, important to know how much

human beings, living in their physical bodies, can do;

and DO do, to help in the evacuation [rescue] of those

who have ‘served their time’, so to speak, and are

ready to move up out of the darkness.

Time and again it has been said to me, “The

regeneration of mankind must come through man”.  It

is, I think, the chief failing of all the main

religions of the world that they ignore the

possibility – nay, rather the imperative necessity –

of human co-operation in the work of the Angels and

Messengers of God in raising those who are ready to

rise from the lowest strata of the Astral.

This work is going on, but it is almost unknown

to the world, and completely ignored by the Churches.

I remember that I was speaking (at Bristol, I think)

some years ago, and I described a single instance

which had come the way of our Circle.  Afterwards a

man came up to me and told me that for fifteen years

his Circle had been engaged almost exclusively in that

work.

I was privileged to visit one such Circle the

other day, and I kept rough notes in my indifferent

shorthand in semidarkness, and reconstructed

afterwards as much as I could of the events and

dialogue.  A trance medium was occupied first by the

controlling Guide, and later by the spirit ‘patients’

in succession.   Recorded music was played to cover

the periods intervening between the departure of one

patient and the arrival of the next.” [The work done

was similar to that of Dr. Carl Wickland and his wife

in the USA twenty or thirty years earlier, and Dowding

mentions this in his notes].

From   Dowding’s notes:

“Present: Question Mistress (QM),  two other

mediums, trance medium and self (Dowding).  Trance

medium had a bad cough.

Opening prayer from Circle and from the Guide,

leader of the Circle.

GUIDE     You may say, why do not we do it all?  Why

should we [the spirits] turn to you for help?  There

are many cases which we CAN deal with, but there are

others whom we cannot reach except through the minds

of earth people.

[Handel’s Largo played during change of occupants of

the medium with personal messages].

GUIDE      Now we will commence to do the work which

the Master wishes us to do to help those in the

darkness.  I will do my best with what the instrument

gives.

CASE # 1

SPIRIT     Why am I here?

QM     To talk with some friends.

SPIRIT     Have I to undergo more punishment?

QM     No.  You have come among friends: now you have

passed through your unhappiness.

SPIRIT     I killed my wife – I stuck a knife in her

because the little one was not my own.

QM     Don’t think about it: have you been in the dark

sphere a long time?

SPIRIT     It seems a long time.

QM     What is your nationality?

SPIRIT     Italian.  You do not blame me.  No?

QM     It is not for us to blame.  You would be

happier if you brought yourself to be kind to your

wife.

SPIRIT     Oh, no, no no no no.  I have suffered.

QM     Try to forgive her.

SPIRIT     No.

QM     I know how difficult it is, but be a strong

man.  Try not to think too hardly about her.

SPIRIT     I would do it again.  I think I will go

back.

QM     No.  Do not go back to that place.

SPIRIT     Has the little one gone?

QM     You would not find  the little one yet.  You

will not meet them till you are ready to meet them.

We wish you well, and that love may come to you again.

SPIRIT     No more love.

QM     Well, kindness, then.  God will be with you,

and help you to understand.  What is your name?

SPIRIT     Toni Rosetti.

QM     You are going on to better things, and you have

got over that.  Our prayers will be with you to help

you.  God bless you.”

The efforts of the Circle apparently failed with

this spirit, but the man would not have been brought

to the Circle  at all unless he was nearly ready for a

change of heart.  He would turn over and over in his

mind what he had heard at the Circle, and so, in spite

of an apparent failure, it is quite possible that the

man was later brought to forgive, and ask forgiveness

from, his wife.  It is rather dreadful to think of the

vast numbers of human souls in an earthbound

condition, or worse, who need help, and the pitifully

small number of living human beings who even realize

that the need for help exists.  Still, the work IS

being organized now, and recruiting is going quietly

and steadily on, even if you don’t see anything about

it in your morning paper.

CASE # 2

QM     Have you any friends?

SPIRIT     No friends of yours?  What are friends!

They are no good.

QM     You are among friends now.

SPIRIT     What is the catch?  I thought there was no

catch, but I soon found out differently.  I thought my

crime would die with me.  What is this game?  I

thought there was a catch in it.  You are not my

class, you are not my sort.

QM     It is character that counts.  We know that

there is no death.

SPIRIT     If I had not of come here you would not

have known nothing.  What’s happened to them?

QM     This lady has lent you her body so that you may

speak with us.

SPIRIT     I don’t want to use this lady.  It’s

another catch.  No, it’s a truth; I’ve never been a

woman.

QM     Life is just.

SPIRIT      No, it’s not just, I know it isn’t just.

QM     Yes it is.  Later you will be able to see the

records.  What is your name? …….. I’m going to call

you Bill……You will see why you have got to go through

different lives.

SPIRIT     I don’t understand.

[Medium coughs violently.]

SPIRIT     What’s up with her?

QM     She’s got a bad cold.  Won’t you try to move on

into a happier state?

SPIRIT     No.  I have got pals [back] there.  Come

out of it!

QM     What is your name?

SPIRIT   Bill Kennard

QM     Won’t you try to move on?

[He is a bit doubtful, but willing to try.]

QM     Good luck to you!

SPIRIT     I need it.

CASE # 3

SPIRIT     I don’t know what I have come here for; if

Bill gets hold of me he’ll murder me.  I am one of his

women. Oh, I’m in such trouble!  No, I wasn’t with him

just now.  It’s a trap, so as I will go to him.  Oh, I

am in a mess!  You see, I DID die, and then I lived.

I was a cleaner in the church. The parson was very

nice to me:  I was only a common girl.  I thought it

was better than having a missus over me.  I liked the

parson and he liked me.  We didn’t live together.  I

wasn’t that bad.  He tempted me.  What could I do with

a kid?

QM     Did he get away with it?

SPIRIT     The parson got away with it. I was found

out.

QM    Won’t you try to go on now?

SPIRIT       I won’t go anywhere where Bill has gone.

I don’t know where I am going now.

[Floods of tears.]

SPIRIT    Are all men the same?  I thought he was a

good one.  I couldn’t make a fuss, for the sake of the

Church.

QM     What is your name?

SPIRIT     F---- S----

QM     Did you have a mother?  Look around and see if

there isn’t anyone you know here?

SPIRIT     I see a tall light.

QM     There is someone in that light.  Look and see

if it is anyone you know.

SPIRIT     Oh! It’s my Aunt Lettie.

[Such a joy in her face.]

SPIRIT     I am coming, Auntie!

CASE # 4

The medium is coughing.

SPIRIT     I thought my cough had got me.  Hi!  Give

me a drink!

[We give him some water, of which he does not

approve.]

SPIRIT    Haven’t you anything better than this?

QM      You didn’t get anything better where you have

come from, did you?

SPIRIT    No.  That’s why it’s Hell.  Wanting drink

and not being able to get it.

QM     What’s your name?

SPIRIT     Sam Murray.  Has Bill been this way?  If so

I am going after him.  I bet he’s getting a drink; if

so I’ll have it off him.  (To me.)  Have you ever had

to sleep out?

DOWDING     Yes.  I was a soldier and sometimes had to

sleep in the open.

SPIRIT     I don’t mean that;  have you ever had to

sleep out because you had nowhere else to go?  Have

you ever had to pinch for a living?

Finally Sam Murray agrees, without much

difficulty, to go on with the ‘big man’ who has

brought him.
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Rescue Circles working here and over there(18)  More
of Dowding’s cases.   Mrs. Hill’s Circle.


CASE # 5

     (A caricature of a haughty and affected female
voice.)
SPIRIT     I was invited to come here, or else I
should not have come.  Who are you?  I would like an
explanation.   I was mingled with the common herd, and
I was brought here.  Will you please understand that
it was not by my wish that I was brought here at all; 
I am not interested.
QM (Chair Person of the Rescue Circle)     We are here
to help you.
SPIRIT     Have I been brought here for something
worse?
QM     No, not at all.  We want to try to tell you
about eternal life.
SPIRIT     That has been my downfall, not knowing
about eternal life.
QM (tries to explain how no life can ever come to an
end.)
SPIRIT     You know that sounds rather life a
fairy-tale.  Where have you had your knowledge from?
QM     From people like yourself who have come to talk
to us.
DOWDING (Taking over here, because she will not
descend from her pedestal  of insufferable conceit and
condescension.)  Trust the man who has brought you. 
You can make no progress till you have learned the
virtues of humility.
QM     That was  Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding,
leader in the Battle of Britain.
SPIRIT  (Sounding absolutely amazed)    And he has 
condescended to come HERE?

We all laugh.  We explain that one can take neither
rank nor riches across the Valley.  Nothing counts but
what one has made of oneself during life.   Her whole
tone and appearance gradually changes.

SPIRIT    (In a gentle voice)     O God, make me
humble.  Teach me to be humble.
QM     What is your name?
SPIRIT     Countess Alice   (She won’t give her full
name.)   If he (Dowding) can do it, all can do it.  


CASE # 6

A friendly visit from an ex-patient, Sister Sympathica
(see case # 3, in previous post), a nun who killed her
baby and herself.  The priest would not own up.

SPIRIT     I am so grateful.  The baby is grown up
now.  I was in misery. (Kisses QM’s hands).


CASE # 7

SPIRIT     Please show me the way.  Do I have to say
I’m sorry for what I have done?  I was desperate; 
what could I have done?  Have you ever gambled?
QM     No.  That’s not a sensible or profitable
occupation.
SPIRIT     What is the end?  Suicide.  I did my wife
in first.  She never knew that I had lost all.  We
were  going to have had a baby.  I thought death was
the end, but found that it was not.   I have not got
her, let alone the baby.  Oh, why are we not told
these things?
DOWDING     You very probably WERE told at some time
or other, but in any case, if a Spiritualist had tried
to tell you the truth, you would not have listened.
SPIRIT     Even if I had not accepted it, it would
have remained in my mind.  Not if I had known it when
I threw myself through that window.   I was brought up
in the Church, but left it.  My name is Harold Smart; 
I was TOO smart!

     We told him that his baby was alive, though never
born on earth, and that someday he would meet his wife
again with the child.


CASE # 8    The most extraordinary incident was the
case of a racehorse owner who had had a troublesome
jockey murdered.  He had had a favorite horse called
Starlight, and he (in the body of the medium) was
telling the Circle about its gleaming chestnut coat,
when he suddenly stretched out his arms and called,
“Why, Starlight!”  And out of the air came a contented
little snicker, a noise such as a horse makes when its
master comes round to the stable on a Sunday morning
with a pocketful of sugar. 


       Now we will take another look at rescue work
done on the other side, through the writing  medium
Mrs. Hill and her guide, who was her deceased father
Colonel Gascoigne. Out of a large number of cases sent
to Lord Dowding, he chose to publish the following:   
     “The first  is from a Gunner Subaltern.  He
doesn’t say where he was killed, but I think it was in
Italy.”  

     “ It was very good of your father to let me write
through you;  yes, we do a lot of work together, I am
very glad to help.
     I was a gunner, and much older than most of the
men whom I was commanding, but that didn’t seem to
matter when we received a direct hit and were all
bowled out.  I could gather my wits together quicker
than they could, and I saw your father and brought him
into our Mess, and I tell you it WAS a mess !… though
we’d got away from our bodies no one really knew what
had happened;  some of them were beginning to see,
others were catching snatches of music in between
horrible memories of the actual fighting.  I think now
it must have felt like a madhouse coming into our
circle, but your father wasn’t in the least surprised.
     I got a lot into a little pocket behind a knoll
from which they couldn’t see their bodies;  I was
scared that they’d get out and see all the refuse of
our camp, but luckily they hadn’t got the hang of
walking, so that didn’t happen.  
     It’s queer how the habit of thinking of someone
else helps one in a crisis like this;  I don’t
remember thinking about myself at all;  I just wasn’t
‘there’ so as to matter, but I saw and heard and felt
everything.  I saw the men as my children;  it was my
job to guard and help them.  They were all at sixes
and sevens, some seemed to be going through awful
nightmares; others were asleep, dead asleep, from
which we couldn’t rouse them others were in a sort of
coma, very drowsy.  I grasped it all quite suddenly
and called for aid.  It had become a habit of mine,
and I felt confident that someone would turn up, and
very soon I saw Harris, the Captain who had been our
adjutant and had been killed three days earlier.  I
saw him and tried to reach him, but my feet … well,
they wouldn’t work;  I could go up and down, but not
along the ground, it was too maddening, I felt like
Alice in Wonderland!   I laughed and yelled to him and
he heard and saw me floundering about in the air, like
a daddy-longlegs as he described it.  
     ‘Oh, you, is it,’ he said.  ‘I thought I’d know
your clumsy feet.  Treading on air are you?  Well how
d’you like it?’
     This fairly sobered me, and I liked him better
for that downright welcome and chaff than for any
amount of sympathy.
     “Oh,’  I said, trying to look as though it were
all quite natural,  ‘Can you give me a line on this
joint (place), I haven’t done a course on the death
penalty!’
     We talked on like that; I was hysterical, but it
helped me, and made it all seem more natural.  He came
down to where I was;  he saw my people scattered about
and spotted my batman Jones;  he wasn’t much of a
soldier; delicate sort of fellow, not a heavy sleeper
at any time, and now  he was waking up and looking for
all the world like a shocked dormouse.  I think he was
hurt and disappointed at not being met by at least an
Apostle, and seemed inclined to doze off again, but
just couldn’t face life at first, he was distressed at
leaving his body and wanted to go and find it, and he
couldn’t think why our Lord hadn’t met him.  I didn’t
think about it; I knew it was a futile thought; who
were we to be met by the Lord of Heaven?  Anyhow, we
weren’t properly dead; at least that’s how it seemed
to me.
     Harris joked and scolded and got him at last to
forget himself and we tried to wake a few of the
others, but it WAS such hard work, I felt utterly
exhausted;  at last Harris put his hand on my shoulder
and said,
       ‘James, old man, you’ve done your spot, come
and rest’ ….. and he brought me to your father. 

     (Writing next day)    Yes please, may I finish?  
Well, I met your father in real earnest; you see he
had been there all the time, but he couldn’t help us
much at that stage, excepting by standing close, and
wishing us power.
     Soon, when the weariness had left us, I saw the
living force which I was drawing from him, and I lived
again in the Power that he gave me.  It was all new to
me; it was like eating, drinking, rest and exercise
all in one.  I felt and knew that I was near a dynamo,
I was transformed.  I was happy and confident and knew
that all would be well.
     He took me with him.  I don’t know how we went,
but we arrived and I saw many others who’d reached my
state of awareness.  We were by the sea in a lovely
place, but I wasn’t happy, I wanted to go back to my
men, but your father said 
     “No…not until you have learnt to use your mind,
and send out rays of healing and life, you will not be
any good.’ 
     So I went to school again.  The Captain was
there, too; he had done quite a bit so he could help
me.  It was confusing but very interesting.
     We were told to look upon our minds as tanks of
living fluid which we could vaporize, and throw upon
the ether in any direction that we wished and
according to the type of help required;  The power
varied in each of us.  Doctors had more healing power
and were able to direct it more accurately.  Artists
were able to surround the sufferer with beauty that
was more easily absorbed; musicians produced the sound
vibrations, and so on, but in the main our powers were
not so varied as our capacity to direct them. 
     I am still at work on this, but I have begun to
work with the men and your father is C.O.   It’s  “A
1” to have someone like him.  I can’t tell you what he
has done for me, and how much I love and admire him. 
Just let me tell you my name is Jack, and I love the
work over here.”

[More cases of rescue work on the other side in the
following posts.  Richard R]
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Rescue Circles (19)   Grim Reapers, Obsessive Spirits

and Possession.

I think the idea of the Grim Reaper or Angel of

Death coming to take us, as depicted in novels and

stage plays, and in films and television programs such

as ‘Touched by an Angel,’   ‘Dead Like Me’ and ‘Death

Takes a Holiday’  aka ‘Meet Joe Black’  is a confused

interpretation of what can be seen clairvoyantly at a

person’s deathbed or place of dying.   It looks as if

the attending spirit or spirits are dragging the life

out of the person’s body, whereas in fact they have

come to lead the person’s spirit into the light, AFTER

the person has died. They are usually loved ones

coming to wake the person up and show them their new

life.  This process is further confused with the dark

low level spirits and earthbounds who sometimes come

and obsess and possess a living person, especially if

their lifestyle and thoughts open them up to invite

the entry of such negative energy.  Before looking at

cases of  both these types of unwanted spirit

activity, we will look at a few more cases of spirit

rescue from Mrs. Hill, and her guide and father,

Colonel Gascoigne, who in real life had served with

Kitchener, Gordon and Wolseley in the Sudan and in the

relief of Khartoum in the 1880s and then with Cecil

Rhodes in the early days of Rhodesia.

Now there are two reasons I am bringing to light

all these cases from 50 years ago or more, - sometimes

from two or three hundred years ago. Firstly, I don’t

have the resources to travel and attend different

churches, circles, seminars and conventions and report

on them all.  Secondly, I am sure I could visit

mediums and churches nearby and all of you mediums on

this list, and give just as interesting an account of

mediums’ work, and it would be more up-to-date.  But

many sitters would not want their stories made public,

and anyway, enough examples have already been seen on

television shows featuring Colin Fry, James van

Praagh, John Edward, Sylvia Browne, Derek Acorah and

many others.  So I merely present some interesting and

reliable accounts from a few years ago and my thoughts

about them, to compare with work taking place today.

In the following cases, it can be seen how the ‘Grim Reaper’ idea can creep into the picture!

“I’m not a soldier, only a munition maker.  I was

‘done in’ in the last London raid.  I was underground

and the floor gave way, and all the machinery on top

came down onto us; it was an awful show, I screamed

when I saw it coming.  The fire broke out before

anyone could stop it, and I saw it coming towards me –

fire and tangled parts of machinery and molten metal;

there wasn’t a chance of escaping for any of us.  The

pain didn’t last very long, but much longer than our

bodies.  I kept on feeling it whenever I looked at my

body, and I couldn’t leave it somehow until Jane came.

Jane is a girl who worked near me; she came and took

my arm and led me away. [Just a rescuer, coming to

help AFTER he had died, not the  Grim Reaper!  RR]

BILL    Jane, your’re beautiful and I love you.

JANE     I’ve loved you always, but you had to be dead

before you got some sense.

BILL     Dead, dead, wot the hell d’you mean?  No, I’m

not dead.

JANE     Now, you’re not to worry.  I’m here, aren’t I

Bill?  And I aren’t dead neither, so be a good boy and

stop worrying.

“I did, and I followed her in a sort of

sleepy way, I felt heavier and heavier until I slept

good and proper, and when I woke up I wasn’t feeling

nearly so strange and Jane was sitting on the grass

nearby playing with two kiddies.  I called to her and

she brought them over to me.

JANE     Look, Bill.  These are our kids.

BILL     Our kids?  Not on your honor, I ain’t got no

kids by nobody.

JANE (laughing)     That’s all over now, Bill, and I

mean we’ve got to look after them… They was ours in

some place long, long ago, least that’s wot they told

me; you see, Bill, we’ve lived through death, p’raps

we’ve lived before we were born like, I don’t know,

but it don’t seem as though we’d ever not been, if you

can follow me.  You and me, Bill, have got to scratch

along together like, as we did on earth.  But  this is

lovely, and we don’t work any more.

Another visitor to the séance is an Irish soldier

who found he was doing rescue work himself, shortly

after his death:

“I see what I’m to do.  It’s kind of easy once

you’ve given me the chance, but oh, dear me, there are

barriers and all kinds of difficulties [getting

through].

I didn’t want to force my way home with so much

feeling, this way and that, but when I’d ‘bought it’ I

found there was nothing much to do (I never liked

foreign parts) old Ireland for me every time!.  Though

I didn’t want to go home because of the domestic

troubles, the call of HOME was too strong and I found

I was There, and all the family grieving for me as

though I’d been a hero, beloved of them all!  Sure, I

could have held my sides for laughing, and me, large

as life, and still there, but all invisible; it seemed

queer too, and just the opportunity to pay off old

scores against them who’d hurt me in the young days.

I’d come close to them at dusk and shout thoughts into

their brains.  First, I tried just shouting, but they

couldn’t hear, so that was no good.  Then I learned to

think the thoughts into their brains, the same as I’m

doing with you.  I made them remember me, and fear me,

and think that I was haunting them, and would continue

to do so unless they were kind to those I loved.  That

worked very will and I was enjoying it until I came

across the Colonel, my old battalion commander, and he

ses to me:

COLONEL     Why do you do this, Murphy?  Don’t you see

you’ve wasting your time?  You mustn’t use the power

of hate to protect love any more than we use poison

gas to protect our cities.  You must use Love for

Love, but only Love, and you’ll succeed.

MURPHY        What?  Go love, spinning for the priest?

No, sure I can’t feel love for him, and the likes of

him.

COLONEL     Well, have it your own way, but you’ll

only hurt yourself if you do anything else; he is in

the earth body, and you can’t hurt him near as much as

he can hurt you with hate thoughts in your ether body.

It’s like pitting a man in a bathing dress against

one in full flying kit;  anyway, Murphy, there’s more

work that’s worth while to be done, and your work,

too.

So I went with him for a time until I was

called home by thoughts so insistent that I had to go.

It was wee Mary, our youngest, only two years old;

and she got sick with the pneumonia, and the wife

prayed and prayed, but it didn’t do any good.  I sat

by her side, the wee one, she was so bad, I could feel

her little hand all hot and feverish; and then

suddenly she looked up and saw me, and climbed out of

her cot into my arms, just like she used to do, and I

held her for ever so long in great happiness; and then

I thought maybe I’d best put her into her cot again,

and as I went to do it I saw she was in bed

lying so quiet and still, and a child just like her

was in my arms; and as I turned, uncertain what to do,

a beautiful lady came and said to me ‘Take her with

you, no need to stay in the house now, take her into

the sunshine, she is yours now and for always, and she

will be your special care.’  [again, seemingly the

Grim Reaper, but in fact, her own father, accompanying

her AFTER she had died!  RR]

So I took her out and we sat on the

hillside, and played with flowers and pebbles, and

when I’d left her asleep out there I went back into

the house, I found only grief and mourning… and then I

knew that wee Mary had come to join me… and I

understood that death wasn’t real, but Life

everlasting was TRUE, TRUE, TRUE……..”

Now, Hugh Dowding has a lot more to say about

rescue work and possession, so here is what he relates

in a chapter of “The Dark Star” :

“Cognate with this subject [of rescue work] is the question of the relief of sufferers from obsession by alien entities, or possession.

In the time of our Lord the fact that human

beings could be possessed by unclean spirits was

universally accepted, and the Gospels contain many

accounts of the casting out of these spirits by Jesus

and His disciples.

Nowadays our spiritual pastors and masters are

mostly engaged in explaining away the manifestations

of the power of the Founder of the religion which they

profess, so they explain that Jesus did not really

understand what He was doing, and that the people whom

He cured were only epileptics; or, if there be some

who are unwilling to denigrate their Master, they will

maintain that the age of miracles is past, and with it

have passed those conditions which made this

particular kind of miracle necessary;  In other words,

human beings are no longer possessed by alien

entities.

I am not quite  sure how long our learned

theologians allow that the age of miracles persisted

after the Ascension of Jesus – I presume they allow

some latitude for the miracles of Paul – but I suppose

that at some date in the first or second century the

age of miracles came to an end, and the cosmic laws

which govern the evolution of humanity were abruptly

altered.

What nonsense!  The accounts in the Gospels of

the casting out of unclean spirits are precisely borne

out by happenings today, some of which I am about to

describe.

Souls of all degrees of development pass into the

Astral world at physical death.  Those who have

depended for their enjoyment of Earth life entirely

upon the gratification of their physical senses are

acutely unhappy in the Astral, because the physical

desires remain, while they have no means of gratifying

them.

Some of these souls (instructed by more

experienced sinners) find that they can occupy the

body of a living person, and thus experience at second

hand the longed-for sensations of physical life.

These excite their victims to excesses of drink or

rage or sensuality, and wallow in the gross

satisfaction of their appetites.  Not infrequently

they drive their victims to suicide or to murder, and

leave them to face the consequences of a deed of which

they were innocent in intention.  This is perhaps the

worst form of obsession; but there is a very wide

range of variety in the attendant circumstances.  Some

spirits obsess from loneliness, and some obsess their

own children in the belief that they are helping and

protecting them.  Some obsessions are entirely

innocent and accidental – an inexperienced wandering

spirit gets caught up in the aura of a living human

being quite by mistake, and sometimes without ever

knowing that it has passed through the gateway of

death.

Unfortunately the possibility of spirit obsession

is not generally recognized by the medical profession.

The two or more personalities in a single sufferer

are observed, and a disease of the mind is at once

diagnosed.  I feel quite certain that many of the

occupants of our mental homes [many now wandering the

streets] have nothing wrong with their minds at all;

they have an ‘unclean spirit’ and if that could be

disposed of, they could walk out sane into the world.”

Hugh Dowding mentions the work of Carl Wickland

a few decades earlier, and then goes on to give

accounts of circles in London doing similar work,

using a Wimshurst machine for the generation of

frictional electricity to give a mild shock to the

‘possessed’ person to zap the spirit out of him or her

and into the medium, where it can be reasoned with.

“The first case which I wish to describe I have

chosen because it went exactly according to plan.  The

patient was a grey-headed widow, quietly but smartly

dressed, and having had some connection with the

theatrical profession.

She had been sitting by herself for the

development of automatic writing, and was regularly

receiving messages which she was satisfied came from

her husband and personal friends.  Suddenly an alien

entity began to control her hand – a dominant

character who refused to allow any but himself to

communicate.  He had nothing useful or constructive to

say, but would allow no other to write.

This was naturally distressing to the patient,

especially as the stranger began to intrude upon her

privacy at times when she was not attempting to write.

When she had described her symptoms the

electrical treatment began.  She was asked to hold one

of the terminals, and the operator passed the other

terminal repeatedly across her head from front to

rear, so that little trains of sparks jumped across to

her scalp.  Then the treatment was continued down the

spine and across the shoulders.

After five or ten minutes of this the spirit was

dislodged and passed into the body of the medium,

where he was able to converse freely with the members

of the circle and with the patient whom he had just

left.

It turned out  that he was an American whom the

patient and her husband had met in the Eastern States

about 25 years ago.  His story was that his parents

were English and that he had never renounced British

nationality; that he had come across the Atlantic with

an American contingent in 1944, transferred to a

British unit, and been killed in France by a German

sniper.

PATIENT (indignantly)    Why did you pick on ME?

SPIRIT     Well, I saw you like an open door with a

light all round it; so I went in.  I didn’t do you any

harm.

It was explained to him that he had indeed done

harm to the lady; and, in answer to further

questioning, he stated that for some time after his

death, he had hung around with a bunch of his friends,

killed about the same time; but that one by one these

friends had ‘gone on’ with a person who was always on

hand to give them help when required and whom he

called the Missionary. [NOT a Grim Reaper! Richard R]

He said that his mother and a brother were on the

other side, but that they had ‘gone on’ and were

living together, so that he was now alone.  Asked why

he didn’t  ‘go on’ too, he said that he didn’t want to

leave the earth and its contacts.

After a little more discussion he agreed to ‘go

on’ with the Missionary and join his mother and

brother, who had been brought to look on from a short

distance away.

He was asked to promise not to go back into the

lady in any circumstances, and he said, ‘What?  Into

that fire?  Not likely!’

{Further rescue cases to follow, and cases of exorcism

in Protestant and Catholic churches.  Richard R
Subject:
Rescue Circles (20) King Henry VIII and his wives: an historical interlude.
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Hello everybody!  I thought I’d sent this out for

general interest and comments. Second part to follow

shortly. Best wishes.

The Reformation of King Henry VIII (Part One)

Early in the 1920s an Anglican clergyman recently

returned from missionary work in  China was

researching the historical background for a play he

was writing about the mother of Queen Elizabeth I,

Anne Boleyn, who was executed on May 19, 1536 by

Henry VIII at the Tower of London.  The clergyman  was

invited by his sister to sit with various mediums, who

brought him messages from Anne and the other wives of

Henry, and finally Henry himself. It turned into an

account of soul rescue work extending back over a

period of almost 400 years.  Canon Pakenham-Walsh

worked on the story and completed  his manuscript

shortly before his death at the age of 92 in 1960, and

it was published in 1963 by the Churches’ Fellowship

for Psychical and Spiritual Studies as the third

volume in a series of  psychic studies. It is a

fascinating account of a personal adventure in

psychical research at a time when the Church still

looked askance at such activity.  Copies of the book

are still circulating, and this brief review will

provide a few very abridged excerpts relevant to

rescue work.  I omit all the evidential information by

which Anne Boleyn establishes her identity beyond all

doubt.  [Pastor Ray, perhaps you have some

information in the archives at Bournemouth about the

mediumship of Mrs Clegg  back in the 1920s?]

Richard R.

The first appearance of Anne Boleyn was in 1921 through a non-professional clairvoyant Mrs. Clegg, of Bournemouth, a friend of Pakenham-Walsh’s sister. She gave a description of Anne:

“There is a lady now standing between us; she is

medium height; [aged] I should say about  28 or 30.

She is finding it difficult to build herself up.  Is

this the first time she has appeared to you?”

PAKENHAM WALSH     Yes.

MRS. CLEGG      Well, that probably accounts for it.

She has beautiful hair and an oval face;  she has

hazel brown eyes;  she is very vivacious and quick,

and I should say is very musical and poetical, she

wears a necklace.  She has very good teeth and a

beautiful neck and figure.  She has good hands, rather

plump.  She is very well dressed in a quaint low

dress, and is very careful about her dress and likes

light color.  She is standing in a garden.  Does that

convey anything to you?

P-W     Yes, I think so.    Can she tell me her name?

[The Canon commented that it was a perfect description

of the Lady Anne Boleyn, but wanted to test the

medium.]

MRS. CLEGG     She is laughing now.  She says “A rose

by any name would smell as sweet.”

P-W   [commenting afterwards “I had called her in the

play ‘The Rose of Kent’, a name peculiarly my own for

her.   But it was not the answer I expected, nor did

the appropriateness and beauty of the reply, so very

characteristic of her, strike me till later.”]

P-W     Can she now tell me anything about herself and

who she was?

MRS CLEGG      We are moving away now from the garden.

It seems like a court.  Oh (with great surprise), she

is a royal personage.  But I feel a great emotion  Oh,

there is something very sad here;  she did not live

long; she passed over very suddenly.  Oh, but there

was a tragic ending; oh, the emotion; something in the

blood, was it fever?  Oh no, it was something

terrible; what was it?  It is all blood, blood!  There

was a terrible tragedy.  She says not to think of it

now; she does not think of it;  it is all past, and

she wants you to know that her life now is very real

and happy.  She wants your hand.  [Mrs. Clegg grasps

the Canon’s hand firmly.]     She wants to impress

upon you the reality of her life now and the great

interest which she takes in you.  She wants to impress

this upon you, the reality of  her present life and

that there are more things in Heaven and earth than

are dreamt of in your philosophy.   Oh, there is

something very strange here;  she is in some way

identified with you.  There is some affinity of soul.

P-W     I am doing some special work for her, does she

know about it?

MRS CLEGG     Yes, she is greatly interested in it.

She is very pleased with your work for her and says

‘successful, successful.’

P-W     Can she give me any sign by which I might know

her?

MRS  CLEGG     She gives you as a sign a white rose.

Does that mean anything?

P-W     Yes, a great deal.   [In the play, the Canon

first represents her as a May Queen crowned with white

roses.]

MRS CLEGG     She says that she was not in very close

affinity with her sister Mary on earth and she wants

you to know that all that difference between them has

passed away and that there is now perfect affinity

between them.  [Mary Boleyn had been intimate  with

Henry earlier, and had greatly offended her royal

sister by marrying as her second husband, Sir William

Stafford, a match which the King also thought beneath

the dignity of the Queen’s sister.]   ……..

She is working with you, and the work, ‘our work’, she

says, will be successful.

There’s something here at my neck; something at the

back, oh, something all round;  oh, such emotion.  Oh,

something sharp and terrible.  Oh, there was some

terrible tragedy.  Some blow on her neck which sent

her suddenly out of the world.  Did she hurt her neck

before she died?

P-W     Well, it is Queen Anne Boleyn, the second wife

of Henry VIII, who was executed by him.

MRS  CLEGG   Was she?  Then that was the pain I felt

round my neck.    She is very pleased.  She is very

poetical, and she could probably most easily reach you

on the vibrations of music.

P-W     Is it not very wonderful that someone who

lived about 400 years ago, should be able to come into

such close communion with anyone at the present time.

MRS  CLEGG      No, why should you think it wonderful?

You must remember that for them  time and space do

not count.

Six weeks later,  Canon Walsh met Mrs Clegg again

while on holiday at Sidmouth, Devon.  Anne Boleyn once

more came through.

MRS CLEGG     She says you have many guides, but that she is not one of them.  She is connected with you by soul affinity, not as a guide but as a guardian angel.

PACKENHAM-WALSH     Why is her father helping me, is

it at her suggestion?

MRS CLEGG     She says “He is helping you because you

are working for me.”  I get the impression that he

helped to bring on the marriage [for his own political

advancement] which led to her troubles.

P-W     Yes, that is so.

MRS CLEGG    Well, that is it; he wishes to undo the

harm he did and in some way make amends for it.

P-W    Can she tell me something of her life and work

all these 400 years?

MRS CLEGG     She says her work has been to help those

who have been wrongly accused and condemned.  Just as

you are helping  her, so she has been helping others.

P-W     Can she tell  in what sphere she is?

MRS CLEGG     She says, the sixth sphere.

Later that evening, Anne returned once more:

MRS CLEGG    Your lady is here again.  I have never

seen her so plainly.  She is radiant and happy, and

says that this is the completion of her work.

C-W     Does she mean the play?

MRS CLEGG    Yes.  The completion of her work and of

her success. She says the word ‘satisfied’.   She is

very grateful for all kindness and sympathy shown to

her on the earth plane.

At a sitting with Mrs. Clegg in  November 1921,

they continued to talk about work on the other side.

P-W    Can she (Anne) tell me something about her life

and work now.  I mean apart from the play, her own

special work?

MRS CLEGG     She says that she cares for not-wanted

children and ‘Magdalens’  [repentant harlots]. She

goes down to their dark regions to help these poor

‘Magdalens.’

P-W     Does she mean on the earth?

MRS CLEGG   Not on earth; on this side

P-W     Does she go alone.

MRS CLEGG     Not alone, others go with her.

P-W     Well, if I am in affinity with her, shall this

be my work too?

C     She says you will co-operate with her.

P-W     But she is in the sixth sphere, and when I

cross over I shall be in a very humble sphere.  How

can I possible co-operate with her?

C     She says when you leave the physical body, you

will progress very rapidly  and you will soon reach

her sphere.

P-W    Before I go, Is there anything special she

wants to say to me?

C     She says that you are to remember that joy is

born of sorrow and that out of trouble springs

happiness.  She is showing me a star, it is

wonderfully bright and scintillating at all the

points, very brilliantly.  The darkness is passing

from the earth and the dawn appeareth.

P-W    Shall I meet you again?

C     Yes, if necessity arises.

P-W     How can you work with me here and still carry

on your work in Heaven.  Do you leave it to come to

me?

C     No.  Thought is quicker than the bird’s wing.

The two things are quite possible; you will understand

when you come here.

Henry VIII himself was gradually waking up after

centuries asleep in limbo, and   early in 1924 Queen

Katherine of Aragon brought him along to

Pakenham-Walsh’s

sitting with Hester Dowden at her house in Chelsea,

central London.  Bligh Bond the architect and another

medium, Eleanor Kelly, were also present.

HESTER [writing for Katherine].     Katherine is here.

KATHERINE     My name is Katherine. In the time which

interests me, this place where you live in was a

garden and people walked here who were of importance.

I want you to help someone who needs help from your

world.  I want to tell you that there is a place near

this house where contact can be very much clearer.  In

fact it would be almost certain to bring the actual

person who needs help so sorely.

JOHANNES  [Hester Dowden’s Guide]     If you will look

at these houses near the river close by where you are,

you will see a garden between them and that is the

very spot which she wants you to visit to make the

contact close.  If you pass by the right of this house

along the river bank [of the Thames] you will come to

two houses rather far apart.  The garden is between

them, before you come to the Church.

The group put on their hats and coats, and took a short walk to the place described.

KATHERINE     I want you to stand here and ask for

him.

ELEANOR     Henry, can you hear us.  Are you here?

HENRY     I am here, Henry Rex.

ELEANOR     Henry, will you come back with us to the

house?

HENRY     Yes, I will come.

They return to the house, and had not been away

more than a quarter of an hour. For some reason or

other, Katherine’s presence must have been unknown to

Henry.

KATHERINE     Katherine is here.  I want you to help

him.  He is in this room now.

Will you speak to him?  He is only recovering from the

shock.  [Henry had apparently followed them back to

the house.]

ELEANOR KELLY    Henry, we are here to help you if we

can.

HENRY VIII    Henry Rex

BLIGH BOND    Do you realize that you have died?

HENRY     Yes, I know.  It has been but a nightmare.

ELEANOR     It need not be, if you take the help that

is ready to be given to you.

HENRY     Who can help a King?

BLIGH      You are a King no longer.

HENRY     I am a King.  I carry my royal birth and

death in my hands.

BLIGH     Can you not realize that death levels us

all?

HENRY     I have slept for a long time.  This

awakening seems more painful than sleep.  Yes, I know

this is one of those people they have sent.

PAKENHAM-WALSH     We want to help you, Henry.

HENRY     I want to be told exactly what has happened

and why I am still in a dark place.  I feel as if I

were back again [buried] IN the  earth.

BLIGH     You ARE back among people ON the earth.

HENRY     In that garden I walked?

BLIGH     Yes, centuries ago.  You remember that the

Church taught about purgatory.

HENRY     Yes, that was fire.  I have been sleeping.

BLIGH     Purgatory is not all fire.

HENRY     Yes, so the Church told us.  I shall have my

trial in the fires.

BLIGH     Not external fires, but fires of the soul.

HENRY     I know better.  It will be fire which will

scorch out my sins,

ELEANOR   Can you not remember any of the harm you

did?

HENRY     What harm did I do?   I only executed the

rights of a King.

BLIGH     You acted cruelly to your wives and executed

some of them

HENRY     They had a time.  I had a right to do what

came to me from my divine Kingship.

BLIGH     What about the Abbot of Glastonbury whom you

hanged, what do you think of that now?

HENRY     What do I think now?  I have not thought for

centuries.  I want to walk in the garden again.

P-W     Henry, do you remember Elizabeth?

HENRY     I do.  She was nothing to me.

BLIGH     She became a great Queen of England and we

are all very proud of her.

HENRY     I did not expect it from her Mother’s child.

P-W     Did you not judge her wrongly?

HENRY     Can you believe that any man misjudges.  He

merely passes from one mood to another.  Who can

control the mind?

P-W     Yes, Henry, God can control the mind, and He

can call men to account for these things.

HENRY     I will tell you what God does with me.  I

don’t know where or what tortures I am going to.  I

believe in the Church.

BLIGH     It’s strange to hear you say that you

believe in the Church.

HENRY     Why should I not believe in the Church?

P-W    (moving on)    Henry, you condemned Elizabeth’s

mother.  She was an innocent woman and you knew it.

HENRY     That was unfair.  But I reserve the

privilege of considering her guilty.

P-W     Can you not feel pity for her and be sorry?

HENRY     MY time for pity has come if I am to be

awakened to these reproaches.  I am not sorry.  A King

does not commit acts for which he is sorry.  I shall

be able to endure my trial.  I am prepared for that if

it means fire.

P-W     The Divine Right of Kings will not be

recognized.

HENRY     I shall not listen to YOU.  You are a fool.

I would have had you executed in my time.  DO you know

that England’s reigning King is present with you

tonight.  A look from me would have withered you up;

if I had only eyes I could make you feel.

BLIGH     Can you realize that King George V  is our

sovereign now?

HENRY     I care not.  You are a varlet; some knave

from a tavern, who is making sport of me because I lie

at your mercy.

P-W   [to get him out of this mood, P-W makes one more

effort to appeal to him through his better feelings.]

Henry, you admit you were unfair to Anne, yet she

bears you no ill will.

HENRY     Where is Anne?  I seem to feel her near me.

ELEANOR     Look for her; she is not far off.

[Evidently the Lady Anne was present and helping

according to her promise.  Pakenham–Walsh later felt

that he might have done much better if he had

approached Henry through Katherine who was the one

really interested in him, and evidently the one that

night trying to reach him. After all, it was Katherine

of Aragon who was the real true wife, while Anne’s

relationship with Henry had been but an unhappy

episode in her life.  But P-W thought he could reach

Henry’s better self through pity for Anne.]

HENRY    I laid my head on her lap when it ached and I

sought her in my vexation.  Then I threw her from me,

as a poor fool does when he is alive and does not know

the value of his friends.  But she whined.  How could

a King bear with a puling, whey-faced creature who

wept and wept.

P-W     She is happy now and pities you from her heart

and is willing to help you if you will let her.

HENRY     I shall be pleased to receive her homage

again if she comes to me.

P-W     It’s more than homage, Henry.  You need her

pardon.  Will you seek it?

HENRY     No.  I make errors, but I do not recognize

them.  A king’s privilege is to err, and not to be

considered a sinner.

BLIGH     Think of her as a woman and of yourself as a

man.  Can you not then find some pity for her?

HENRY     I will not listen to your foolish talk.  I

have been in darkness and hell has caught me in a

shroud, which I can no more break than a bird from a

snare, but I  shall only recognize my Queen when she

craves pardon of ME, for a wanton rebellious spirit.

P-W     There are others here tonight waiting to help

you if only you will let them.

HENRY     You are one of those creatures (priests or

monks) no doubt.  Are you one of the Holy Church I

deposed?

P-W     Henry, I am a clergyman, but I cannot help you

without your co-operation.  Don’t lose the

opportunity.

HENRY     You convey to me the sense that I can find

pardon for my sins and escape punishment by prayer.

P-W     Yes, if you begin with prayer and penitence

the whole road is open before you to final happiness.

HENRY     I will pray, for there is nothing to be lost

in dignity for any man who prays, but I only preserve

my poor mind in this sorry place by remembering I am a

King and will be England’s King when I meet my

punishment.

P-W     You cannot escape punishment, but punishment

when accepted in the right spirit is a discipline and

will do you good.

BLIGH     If you are indeed a King, then bear it like

a King

P-W   Henry, this is God’s way for you, penitence and

prayer.  Will you pray?

HENRY     I will, Holy Father, pray, but tell this

varlet he deserves a whipping and I  would have it

bestowed on him right generously if I lived.  I

cannot.

P-W     He is not a varlet.  He is not a clergyman,

but he wants to help you as we all do.  Henry, begin

now at once to pray and ask the Lord Jesus to help

you.

HENRY     I will make my orisons away from here.  I

will not pray here.  A King prays alone.

Hester Dowden’s guide then came through with a

message.

JOHANNES     I heard you ask whether you could help

this great King who sinned.  I cannot explain what has

happened to him, unless I go back very far into

history, but he says what is quite true when he stated

that he has been asleep all this time.  It is also

true that the desire of a woman who has pinned her

faith on this man has called him from his state of

lethargy; now he will pass on and come to one of the

spheres where there will be time for meditation and

growth.  You cannot do much for him personally, but

you can keep touch with the woman and help her to get

borne away from that desire that eats away her soul.

Speak to her and help her.  The King will come out of

this unhappy state in which he is at present in time –

a time that to you would seem long.  You need not pity

him, but pity her for she is troubled by her love of

this man even now when she has passed over here so

long.  Help her by telling her that she has helped him

by her suffering and that she will help him more by

forgetting her misery, for misery creates misery and

her unhappiness keeps him back.

ELEANOR    Is Katherine there?

JOHANNES     Yes, she is waiting.  Katherine is

speaking.  Kate is with the King.

Evidently the group’s work had succeeded in what was probably its main purpose, though that purpose was unknown to them at the time, which was to enable Katherine to reach Henry.

ELEANOR     Katherine you must not trouble so much for

him, your grief injures him, and you will help him

most by trying to forget your own misery.

KATHERINE    I am happy now that I have set him free.

I shall help him, but you must pray for us both, good

people.  I shall be here many a time again to tell

this tale.   I want you to receive all that can come

from the thanks that a poor woman can give you.  I am

only perfect when my master and king is near.   I will

obey though it gives me pain.  But what do you ask if

you ask forgetfulness; it cannot come.   Good people,

pray for me and my King for we need help.  He has many

a sore trial before him.  When you pray think of me in

the garden near the river for I have had much of joy

and suffering there.

So this meeting closed.  Henry had evidently been

aroused, and as Katherine put it, ‘set free’, probably

by his being persuaded to leave the garden.  He had

also promised to pray which he felt he could do

without losing his dignity;  and finally the faithful

long-suffering Katherine had reached him and would now

help him through his trials.

[The conclusion of this rescue work with Henry

VIII and his wives to follow shortly, after which we

will continue with more of Lord Dowding’s cases

rescuing haunting and obsessive spirits].   Richard R
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After Henry VIII put in an appearance at the

Chelsea home of the Medium and Musician, Hester

Dowden, Canon Pakenham Walsh found out that the house

stood on the very site of the old Tudor Manor House,

where Katherine had lived herself.  The garden the

group had been directed to where they found Henry VIII

for the first time was the ground upon which his

hunting lodge had stood 400 years before. The deer

park extended North to the top of Notting Hill.  So

unknown to the group, they had been guided to the very

spots where Henry and Katherine were attached.

Over the course of the next few years the Canon

continued to make contact with Henry and his Court

through six different mediums.  There could have been

no possibility of collusion between them for they were

unknown to each other as well as unknown beforehand

to Pakenham-Walsh.  This was a type of

cross-correspondence, since the mediums were quite

unconscious that they were actors in a prolonged drama

and only afterwards learned of the part they they had

played, and yet they never seemed to have made a

mistake, or to have introduced the different

characters at a wrong stage in the development of the

story.  They couldn’t have found the information in

books, and it later took the Canon months to verify

the details.

Canon Pakenham Walsh admitted “although, as far

as I know, I have none of those psychic powers which

enable ultra-sensitive persons to see and hear thse

spirit beings, after some fifteen years of observation

and first hand investigations, I have become

absolutely convinced that there are those among us who

are endowed with such powers.  I fully realise that

such gifts may be abused, and it is the abuse of such

gifts that the Holy Scripture inveighs against.  But I

am equally persuaded that these gifts may be dedicated

to God who gave them, as was done by Samual and Elijah

in oldern times, by Joan of Arc and St. Theresa of

Avila in medieval times and by  some of the best and

truest Christians whom I know in modern times.  It has

been my good fortune to meet some half dosen such

women, and the outcome of my acquaintance with them

has been this story, which to me at least is both

wonderful and suggestive  as to a future life, and a

very practical possible ‘Communion of Saints’,

Another result has been an ever deepening sense

of one’s own ignorance and unworth, and also if the

tremendous possibilities open to humanity and to

prayer.  So far from the knowledge of this angel

ministry lessening one’s sense of the greatness of the

Christ, it seems to me to increase one’s realisation

of how great and loving He must be and how wonderful

His Salvation.”  [Remember this was an Anglican

Clergyman writing  eighty years ago. Mediumship is

found in each and every religion, and in all walks of

life, so this message extends beyond Christianity to

all faiths, races and nationalities. R.R.]

A few days later Eleanor Kelly, a medium who gave

help to both the living and to those on the other

side, brought through more information from the

spirits involved with this story.

GUIDE     Much help has resulted from the meeting held

to rouse Henry.  The love of one woman has availed

greatly but she who came to ask thine aid will still

need it.  Do thou and the brothers pray for her, that

strength to endure may be given her to overcome the

sloth of soul in this the man she truly loves.

I come on behalf of a soul for whose delverance

your aid has been required.  Great results are not to

be looked for at first, but little by little, God’s

light begins to pierce the darkness in his soul.

[Here Miss Kelly said the vibrations altered and

the Lady Anne (Boleyn) took up the message:

Anne says make no forced opportunity, but be

assured she will be ready to perform her share in

cleansing that page of the book I closed, blinded to

the truth since borne in upon my spirit that for such

share as was mine I must make my reparation too with

his.  Elizabeth our daughter gas gone to seek for her

father, she too has much to redeem.  Cross over and

behold this night the power of love.  All can meet who

work in unison.  Sleep in your awakening, we meet you

in a place set apart for this very purpose.  Join

hands as you sit, now. [The three present joined hands

as directed].

PAKENHAM-WALSH     Is it the Lady Anne who is

speaking?

ANNE     Yes, join hands and wait

ELEANOR     I see a Tudor [red] rose.  Under the rose

is a fire.  It is symbolic of purification.  Now

behind the rose I see Henry and Anne and between them

and drawing them both together is Elizabeth. Behind

thm now I see a number of shadowy figures and in the

distance a crucifix.

This completed the very symbolic picture and the three unjoined hands.

ANNE     Wait now and be ready if again we ask you to

help us. Say to these parents their child is very near

them always. It makes her happy to be one of them; not

left out as so many are.  Be kind to all strangers

brought for enlightenment as many will be ere long, I

mean souls from our side.  Men from this village

throng about you where you meet their people: try to

realise their presence and then you can make it known

to others.

HELEN  {Their daughter who died in 1908 in China aged

3 months)   I am standing here so close to you. Oh how

I wish you could see me as clearly as I see you.  I

wish all the others were here too [her four brothers

at school].

P-W     Do you know Lilian?  [Her sister]

HELEN  Oh, yes.

P-W     She is asleep now, upstairs.

HELEN     I will just pop up and kiss her…It didn’t

take  me long!   Mother, what a darling my sister is;

would I have grown up big like that?

MRS. P-WALSH  Yes, much bigger.

HELEN     I am fairly tall now,  people say.  And my

hair is goldy brown and my eyes are grey.

P-W     What are you doing, Helen?

HELEN     I am more or less at school….lots of

glorious teachers, but I learn my A.B.C. sometimes

with Lilian.  I mean, I have to learn to understand

your kind of lessons.

MRS. P-WALSH    Do you know your Daddy’s mother?

HELEN     Yes, I see her, but I don’t live with her.

Mother’s own granny is often making plans to help you

all.  Daddy, I come too and listen when you preach.

P-W     Do you know the Lady Anne?

HELEN   Oh, yes.

P-W     Did the Lady Anne ever bring you before?

HELEN     Yes, more than once, and Lois [a girl from

the Tudor period] is my friend, one I’ve made just

lately.  She is much older than I am.

MRS. P-WALSH     Helen, do you know what my mother

does?

HELEN     Granny is a ministering spirit for those in

ignorance and sin;  like all people who serve, she

works to rescue.

In June 1924 Pakenham-Walsh attended a conference

at Peterborough and visited the Cathedral where Queen

Katherine’s tomb was placed.   Soon afterwards a

message came from Katherine herself, via  Eleanor

Kelly.

KATHERINE     I am grateful to all who offer prayer

and help in  thoughts of kindness and of pity  for my

King: no King in splendour but still King of my heart.

I who loved him as husband and father of my child, as

also did one other of his earthly wives.  Anne loved

him in part I know, and loved him as father of

Elizabeth, but not so as I loved him and still retain

that love.  Mine is he, mine he always was and mine he

will yet acknowledge himself to be; mine and I his in

the bond of peace and in righteousness of living at

last I hope and pray, and in my soul I know it will be

so.  God leaves no soul to drift uncared for and sends

His many angels to direct and succour even such as he,

poor lost one as he seemed to be.

Thy voice calling him for me broke in upon his

empty ear, and he woke to faint remembrance of the

garden and of me who often walked with him there in

the early years of our wedded life, or ever he sought

to thrust a sword into my heart and sever it in twain

poor bleeding heart of woman.  Sister we suffer, we of our sex, but I would not stay the suffering the bitter lessons of it are learned.

Anne is beside me and sends her greetings to thee

and to that one she hath charge of in his earthly

pilgrimage.  There is no sorrow or anger between us

any more;  I grow in love of her and we are one in our

work of rescue.

Each had pride and sins of ambition to let fall

and to be cleansed from, and  in the baptism of

[living in] the Spirit we have washed and are made

clean.    We come again, we and others; our niece Jane

[Grey]  too.

On July 13, 1924.   The Lady Anne came back

ANNE     I and another whose neck was as slender as

mine to sever, in the same way, poor innocent one, in

her was no sin of ambition, no vain trappings of the

mind, but a soul clear as a child’s, but a child still

when her spirit passed to freedom – Lady Jane Grey as

you know her.  She comes with me today and will

continue with me till a task we have in hand is

fulfilled, one of guardianship and love.

Tell them [The Rev. Pakenham-Walsh and his wife]

that we [the Lady Anne, Lady Jane Grey and Lois] offer

them special assistance in the training of the child

[their daughter Lilian].  Will they accept it?  And

when difficulties arise and they are perplexed how

best to deal with the growing soul, will they call us

to aid her?

In September of the same year, Pakenham-Walsh vis

ted his sister in Bournemouth and had another sitting

with Mrs.Clegg.

MRS. CLEGG     There is a very powerful personage here

now; he is very strongly built, very broad, with

squarish face and a flat kind of cap on his head with

a plume on one side.  He says, ‘Ha, Ha.’ And seems

very jocular.  He says you have helped him and he

wants your hand.  [Mrs. Clegg shakes the clergyman’s

hand].

P-W      Henry, have I helped you?

HENRY     Yes.

P-W     Well, I am glad.  There are many others trying

to help you, especially Katherine.

MRS. C.     He knows it.  He says ‘Percy’ [son of the

Earl of Northumberland, betrothed to Anne Boleyn until

Henry stole her as his Queen].

P-W     Yes, Henry, what about Percy?

HENRY     I wronged him.

P-W     How did you wrong him?  Begin there and tell

me, it may help you.  God’s word says ‘Confess your

sins to one another that ye may be healed’.  Make your

confession to me.

MRS. CLEGG [drawing herself up as though imitating his

expression of pride and unwillingness, with her hands

on her hips striking the characteristic attitude  of

Henry.

P-W     Then. Henry, I will help you to remember.

Percy loved the Lady Anne Boleyn and they were

betrothed and you came in and forced him to give her

up, thus spoiling the happiness of two lives.  Then

you married the Lady Anne yourself and in three years

you got tired of her [because though she gave you a

daughter, the son was stillborn] and then you murdered

her, and the very next day you married another woman.

Is there not anything to be ashamed of or sorry for in

all that?

HENRY     Part of me seems to be sorry and another

part seems not to care.

P-W     Exactly!   The better part of you is really

sorry, but the worse part holds it back.  You must let

your better part assert itself and conquer this

wretched selfish part.  Do you remember these words,

“If we say that we have no sin we deceive

ourselves…but if we confess our sins He is faithful

and just to forgive….”

HENRY     I have been absolved from all that.

P-W     Who absolved you?     If God had absolved you,

you would not be in such a miserable and unhappy

condition, Henry, there are many now who want to help

you, if you will only respond.  Katherine and the Lady

Anne and your daughter Elizabeth the great Queen and

Lady Jane Grey and others.

HENRY     They can go to hell for all I care.

P-W     Henry,  there is no good talking like that.

That is the bad part of your nature gaining the upper

hand.

HENRY     I want you to help me.

P-W     And I want to help you, but how can I help you

if you talk like that<

HENRY     Think the best you can of me and pray for

me, but don’t remind me of my misdeeds, it hurts.

P-W     I don’t want to hurt you unless to hurt you is

the means to help you.  We all need to be helped and I

want to help you and I will do as you ask.  I will try

to think the best of you and I will try to pray for

you more.

HENRY     You have helped.   [He shook my hand firmly

and left.]

P-W writes “Now I began to realize why I had been

called the ‘Missionary spirit of our band on earth’,

which had seemed to be so strange and meaningless.  My

help on earth apparently was needed, as being himself

earthbound Henry could see and hear me, while they in

the brighter and higher spirit realms could not reach

him directly.    I don’t pretend to understand why the

human agent is needed at all, but there is no waste in

God’s economy of Grace and unless the human agent had

been necessary, it surely would not have been

employed.

Evidently a great struggle was going on in

Henry’s nature and he had advanced to this extent that

he had admitted that he had wronged Percy and also he

had asked for prayer for himself, and said that he

desired to be helped.  How different was this to his

attitude at Chelsea where a king could do no wrong,

and where his wives had only got what they deserved.”

“Mrs. Clegg described an ascetic looking figure

in a priest’s garment, a high dignitary in the Church

of Rome.   It was Bishop Fisher, who had suffered

through Henry.  It seemed that he too was now helping

Henry.  He also made it known that he had felt and

appreciated the sympathetic reference I had made to

him in my play, albeit a very brief reference.  Oh,

how careful we should be in all that we say, even of

the so-called dead!

“There came next another priest who also had

been cruelly treated by Henry, Friar Peyto, a friend

of Bishop Fisher’s who preached before Henry and the

Lady Anne at Greenwich denouncing the marriage. Henry

put him in the Tower and tortured him.   But he also

was taking part in Henry’s rescue. Then Queen

Katherine appeared.”

P-W     Have I helped you at all?

KATHERINE   Yes, yes, prayer, prayer, prayer.  The

work of redemption will have a successful outcome.

So many were working to that end, in both worlds,

and all can co-operate in prayer.

The next morning Mrs. Clegg described six figures, and

among them were Lady Anne, Lady Jane Grey, Queen

Katherine and Elizabeth.   These all stood together

their hands clasped in symbol of being reunited in

spirit and in love.  United in their efforts to redeem

Henry’s soul through their love.   The two other

figures were Percy,  and Sir William Kingston,

Governor of the Tower of London under Henry.  They

were also members of the band of rescuers.

The Pakenham-Walsh family visit Eleanor Kelly’s

bungalow  at Peacehaven, overlooking the South Downs

the next year, and on August 8, 1925, Lady Anne makes

her  presence known.

ANNE     I stood behind my champion (P-W) yestereve in

your little home and watched his fair young son

(Willy).  My heart  goes out  to this son of my

champion, for I am minded to picture that my own son

might have been such a one, had he grown to manhood in

the body of the flesh.  I have his dear companion ship

and sonship now, and I am deeply blessed for Elizabeth

comes to me with a daughter’s affection at last.

Elizabeth  loved me not while she was on earth, and

here in God’s open home of love and light, we met not

till of late.

George Boleyn then answered some questions, and

Anne returned.

ANNE     I come tonight with my brothers, all of them

are here and my daughter too, I am pleased to meet

your son, will he give me greeting?

WILLY     Yes, certainly.

ANNE    I am indebted to all of you who help us to

perform our works of love and ransom.

ELEANOR     She has now gone over beside you and has

put her hand on your shoulder.

ANNE     My friend, my champion and my charge. Have

faith and confidence and fear nothing.   I wish to use

the medium spoken of that my champion may hear my

voice and speak with me face to face.  I wish to bring

about her a band of spirits.  She can be made a

channel by the [power of]  devotional sitters. So few

such channels are available.  We would enlist them all

for this work only.

On September 2nd, 1925, the group met at the

College of Psychic Science at Holland Park for a

séance with the voice medium, Mrs. Blanche Cooper.

Various messages were given to the sitters, and spirit

lights were seen, and finally Lady Anne came through.

ANNE   [her voice sounding close to P-W, in front of

him] I am standing opposite you now, face to face.

P-W     But how can I know who you are?

ANNE     It is I who have arranged this meeting.  Have

you not come here by arrangement?

P-W     Yes, but I do not know even now who it is.

Can you not tell me who is speaking to me?

ANNE   Cham, Cham, Champion.  Do you know who I am

now?

P-W     Yes, I know now who it is.

The Canon and his son Willy was back with Eleanor

Kelly at Peacehaven on September 5th,  and there Willy

talked with Mr. Bennett, the spirit of his former

schoolmaster.  Then the Canon talked with him.

P-W     Mr. Bennett, do you know anything about my

story?

BENNETT     I know it all.  I know too the Lady whom

you call the Lady Anne, but we don’t have any titles

on this side, we drop all that.  Willy, (turning to

him) I’m not a master here.  I’m just a learner in the

lowest class.

P-W     Yes, I know there are no titles, but I like to

call her the Lady Anne for old time courtesy’s sake.

BENNETT     I quite understand your feeling, and I

shall call her the Lady Anne with you.  Yes I know her

and I know your daughter too. – not Lillian, but

Helen, your daughter over here.

P-W     Do you know about the direct voice meeting the

other day in London?

BENNETT     Of course I do, I was at the circle.

P-W     Was it the Lady Anne who spoke to me?

BENNETT     Yes, it was the Lady Anne, she was

standing in front of you the whole time, but she could

not get through to speak to you until just at the end.

That illuminated [luminous] watch [worn by one of the

sitters] upset things.  I find it hard to explain, but

it made a kind of damp mist which drove her back each

time she tried to speak, but she did in the end get

through all she wanted in the word Champion.  She had

thought about it a lot and she felt that the name

Champion would be best as a test of her identity.

P-W     Well, I think it was just ‘A. 1.’.  But, Mr.

Bennett, what does it all mean, what is this Tudor

story of mine all leading up to?

BENNETT     That I don’t know, I cannot tell you, but

it is all part of a great purpose and this knowledge

which is now being given to the earth is the greatest

subject there is, the greatest subject on earth or in

heaven.  And Sir, you must not hide it, and you must

let your children know of it.

P-W   Do you mean even the younger ones?

BENNETT     Yes, everyone of them. (Turning to Willy)

Oh, my boy, I envy you.  I wish I were young again and

had your opportunities and knowledge.  You are

favoured indeed.

WILLY     But you were a medium yourself, were you

not, Sir?

BENNETT     Yes, I was but I didn’t know it.  (To P-W)

You are very impressionable, and I should say your

psychic development will be on your dream side.

Bennett went on to discuss the nature of matter

and evil.  His definition of matter was  ‘solidified

spirit.’

WILLY     Sir, do tell me what evil is, is it

something in itself or isn’t it just the absence of

good?

BENNETT     There can be no such thing as created

evil.  Evil is more the unconsciousness of good.

Mankind is in a state of evolution and is only in his

childhood. When he has reached the full measure ‘of

the stature of Christ,’  when he has reached ‘the

fullness of the measure of Christ, evil will cease to

exist.’

[To be continued.  R.R.]
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Rescue Circles  (22)   The Reformation of Henry VIII

(Part 3)

Evidence continued to pile up as the Canon

continued his investigations  for his Tudor story.

While staying overnight with a fellow clergyman in

London, the housekeeper did some crystal gazing for

him and produced seven scenes quite clearly depicting

Anne and Henry and the drama leading to her execution

at Tower Green.

Eleanor Kelly the medium was also a nurse,

and in that capacity came to Brighton to give  some

magnetic healing to the husband of  Theodore Monson,

the inspirational writer.  Theo could read character

through psychometry and handwriting, and  had a

certain power of foresight.   She mentioned to Eleanor

that one day in September, 1925 she was suddenly

inspired to write a narrative poem entitled “The

Lament of Anne Boleyn.”      “It came into my mind and

I wrote it down just as it came, sometimes hesitating

for a word, which came after a little waiting.  While

writing, I did seem to see the figure of a woman in

the dress of that period, velvet and silk and a little

head-dress of velvet and pearls coming to a point on

the forehead, a very sweet gracious smile and sunny

brown hair.  Eleanor Kelly came to see me one day soon

after and I felt rather dubious really as to even

showing her “The Lament.”  I thought it so very bad

really, and not fit to show to anyone and yet I could

not understand why it should come into my head.  When

I mentioned the name Anne Boleyn to her,  I was really

startled because she was so amazed and kept saying:

“Are you sure we never talked to you or mentioned her

name?”  and I could most faithfully say : “Never!”’

Canon Pakenham-Walsh comments “Here is a clear

statement from both these ladies that they had not

communicated at all about the Lady Anne or my story

before  she appeared to Mrs. Monson and before the

“Lament” was written.  Also one has Mrs. Monson’s

declaration that she is not at all well versed in the

Tudor period, and yet she commences at once to write

the most dramatic scenes introducing Tudor personages

with the vividness and reality which would make her

name as a tragedian.

“Her explanation is that she sees the personages

of whom she speaks, hears what they say either to her

to one another and writes it down.”   She was clearly

clairvoyant and clairaudient. And the account fits

exactly into place in “A Tudor Story.”  The whole poem

may be read in Canon Pakenham-Walsh’s book of that

title.

The Canon adds an interesting footnote:   “I had

always thought that the Lament was based on an

imaginary visit of some ‘Courtiers’ to the Queen in

her prison and it was not until 1956, some 30 years

later, that to my surprise and astonishment I found a

full account of it in the Lives of Two Queens by

Hepworth Dixon.  Norfolk, her judge, with some of

those who had condemned her to death did actually

visit them both in prison, seeking first to get a

confession of guilt from George Boleyn and failing

with him went on to the cell of the Queen telling her

that she would do better to confess her fault. ‘They

talked of what the King had done for her, but  the

Queen replied, ‘All that is past, I have done nothing

against the King.  And I have laid down everything the

King has given me.  I am now no more than Anne Boleyn.

My lords on  my salvation I have committed no

offence.’   And no wonder, as Mrs. Monson’s poem

describes,

“Like craven hounds with tails between their legs,

And eyes averted, they slunk out one by one,

And the door clanged behind them.”

At this point, Canon  Pakenham-Walsh lent his

play and his Tudor Story for Theodore Monson to read

for the first time.    The story proved to her a real

spiritual help, specially as she was passing through a

very difficult time, owing to the serious operation

her husband had undergone.     Suddenly she saw  the

Lady Anne standing beside her.  Mrs. Monson continues

the story:

ANNE:    It is I, friend, dear child – Anne.  I am so

glad it has helped you  -  the reading of my faithful

champion’s words.

THEODORE    I do so want to believe it is really you,

Lady Anne.

ANNE     And now I AM here, thou canst not believe,

doubting one, even after the Lord’s blessing?

THEODORE     I so fear it lies within my heart’s

imagination which does so long to see and talk with

you.

ANNE  No, no, it is true.  Now write.  Thou are

connected with me in some way I cannot now explain,

but the way will be made clear.  Accept any texts and

messages, always with prayer, for thou hast much to

cloud and oppress thy mind and judgment at present.

This we know and would fain help thee to overcome and

withstand.  Hast thou not felt our presence and our

pity?  Nay, not pity – Love!  The power grows dim.  Do

not sorrow.  I go now;  with another I will return

anon.  Conditions are not good.

Mrs. Monson’s description of  the Lady Anne

tallies with her pictures and with practically all the

accounts we have of her, but Mrs. Monson had not seen

a picture of her.  The clairvoyants are not in a

league of deceit; they do not know each other, and

have never met.

With the entrance of other sensitives into the

Tudor Arena, those who have read so far will have

realized that there is running through this strange

story a deep purpose, not just the vindication of an

innocent woman,  but the bringing home to those who

caused her death, not only a realization of their own

wrong doing but also a creation in their hearts of a

desire to seek of mercy and forgiveness from the God

whom they had either forgotten or denied.  This

apparently could only be accomplished by the

co-operation of those on both sides of the Veil as has

already been seen, and now again independently brought

through the psychic gifts of the crystal gazing

housekeeper, and those of Theodore Monson and Eleanor

Kelly in a series of visions or experiences in which

the actors see themselves as they really are.

The very next day, as Mrs. Monson was alone and in bed, she suddenly became aware of King Henry’s figure near her, and Henry at once spoke:

HENRY     It is I.  I am here, Henry Rex.  [very

loudly]  Write as thou didst before.  What controls

this power thou hast?  How comes it I can speak to

thee without open voice and that thou canst hear?

THEODORE MONSON     I only know it is so, Henry, and

you will soon know far more than I

HENRY     Dost thou always remain here?

THEODORE     Oh, no.  What can I do for you?

HENRY     There is one thing I would ask, one matter

requiring my royal attention [said with hands on hips

and very haughtily].  Nay, I am forgetful.  I am no

longer a king.  I cannot find the right words, and

words, odd words will come. [He seemed so distressed

and perplexed.  He was quiet for a moment and then

tried again quite humbly].  There is a matter, but I

cannot find the words. [He put his hand to his head,

sighing].

THEODORE     Couldst thou not ask aid of others

nearer, Queen Katherine perhaps?

HENRY     No, no, it is not seemly or fit.  Could I

speak to HIM that….the holy father, the priest.  Could

I speak to him?

THEODORE     Yes, at least I will ask him to arrange

it, but it may take time.

HENRY     What is time?  I am not to be considered, my

wishes do not count, as when I could sever heads at a

glance almost. [He saw my look of sorrow and dismay.]

Thou  likest not such talk?  I will not again.  I did

not mean to say that.  I will go now, but how shall I

know?

THEODORE     Canst thou not pray?  Find comfort in

prayer, Henry.  That will guide thee.

HENRY     I will pray.  Tell the holy father I have

found some relief, but if he truly serves my God, as

Defender of the Faith I would speak again with him, as

soon as he can.  I would not disturb him [spoken

slowly and with difficulty and some emotion] but I

NEED him.  Now I go, I thank thee.  Thou hast been

courteous to one who suffers – I go.

A fortnight later, December 1st, 1925, Mrs.

Monson was conscious of a figure near her and she

said:

THEODORE      I think it is Queen Katherine?

KATHERINE     Yes, it is, for Henry, my poor Henry I

come, but not as Queen, friend – as sister.

THEODORE     What may I do?

KATHERINE     Wilt thou take a message from Henry?   I

am here again, but not very clear is the ‘line’.

Wait.  Now that is better.  Anne’s champion, will he

remember at the Early Celebration, my poor Henry.  An

opportunity later will be given the holy father to

speak closely to Henry. [Theodore is called away to

attend to her sick husband].

THEODORE     Forgive the discourtesy, dear Lady.  He

little knew that I was entertaining Royalty!

KATHERINE     I had best say quickly what I have to

say.  This is not a good time but the channel is open

and thou receptive.

THEODORE     Yes, I felt so.

KATHERINE     Tell the holy father, Henry is less

vindictive, less morose.  He even shows some interest

on this side and realizes clearly at times where he

is.  We need his co-operation, yes, Henry’s, in what

has to be revealed and cannot accomplish our work

until the clouds are lifted from his soul - the weight

of pride, greed, cruelty;  oh!  I would not speak much

of all that, it brings back what is best forgotten.

Yet, for our purpose this must at times be recalled.

Farewell, I must go.

The Canon included the following episode because

he believed that it showed very clearly how closely

our plans and interests in this world are known to

those in the next.  The Canon worked for the diocese

of Peterborough and in January 1926 had to attend a

conference at Westminster.  He took the opportunity of

attending a performance of Shakespeare’s play Henry

VIII and of meeting Eleanor Kelly for a further séance

to contact  Henry.   He had planned to meet the medium

in the afternoon, and watch the play in the evening,

but owing to various complications, he had to reverse

the process.

When the séance finally began at 6 p.m. the

first person to speak was Sir Thomas Boleyn, who came

to thank the Canon for all that he had done for his

daughter Anne, and to confess his own part in her

tragedy, caused by his worldly ambitions.   As soon as

he had finished speaking Henry VIII came and demanded

in tones of terrible anger why the Canon had broken

his appointment with him.

He explained that he had not meant to break his

appointment, but that he had not realized that by

changing his plan he had unwittingly upset the

arrangements evidently made by the Ladies Anne or

Katherine to bring the Tudor personages to us in the

afternoon.

HENRY     Don’t tell me that.  You broke it so that

you might go to the theatre to mock.  You have been

scoffing and mocking me all the afternoon!

PAKENHAM-WALSH     I was not scoffing at you, Henry, I

was sympathizing with you.

HENRY     Don’t talk to me like that.  I will not put

up with it.  You were scoffing at me.  I tell you that

I will not stand it.  I will not brook such insult and

disobedience.  I will not put up with it in you or any

other….

Here the torrent of wrath and abuse suddenly

stopped to the group’s  amazement and relief, and

putting his hands to his head in a bewildered way he

said:

HENRY     I did not come here to say this.  Oh!  What

am I saying?  Oh, what have I said!  I am a poor,

miserable confounded sinner, a poor wretched damned

soul, a sinner sunk in hell.

P-W     What can I do to help you?

HENRY     I want advice.  I am surrounded with all

those wenches howling and wailing after me.  Why

should they be howling after me now?  What am I to do

for them?

P-W     The only path for you is to take these people

one by one and find out what the trouble is, and try

to put it right.

HENRY     Face each one by one!  How can I?  There

would be no end of them and I cannot face them all.

[Already Queen Katherine, the Lady Anne and Lord

Rochford have all forgiven me, but] there is one wench

always wailing after me [Jane Seymour]. She has

injured me.  She sinned against me.  She committed a

great crime against -  [with great anger] she kept

back papers from me.  I can never forgive her, never,

never.  I detest her.

SITTER  [Another clergyman]    If you forgive not men

their trespasses, neither you’re your Heavenly Father

forgive you yours.

P-W     Henry, remember the words of the Lord Jesus on

the Cross, “Father forgive them for they know not what

they do.”.

HENRY  [Furious.]     Don’t talk to me like that.  You

won’t deceive me.  She did know what she did.  She did

know it.

P-W     She IS sorry and wants to confess, but you

will not give her an opportunity.

HENRY     [Rising with passion and standing over P-W

in a most threatening attitude.]  I tell you, I will

not receive her confession.  I loathe and detest and

abominate the woman, and I shall not permit her to

approach me.

P-W     Can you not be more gentle to her.  After all,

she is the mother of your son Edward.

HENRY   [Collapsing on the seat and putting his hands

over his eyes.]   Where is my son?  Oh, where is my

son?  Why is my son kept from me?  Give me back my son

and I will forgive her.

P-W     Henry, do you really want your son back to you

in all your darkness and misery?  You would not really

wish it.  No, Henry, he cannot come back to you, but

you may go to him if only you will be gentle and

penitent.

When the owner of the house who was hosting the

meeting, Mrs. Marriott, made a remark while Henry was

still speaking, he asked petulantly:

HENRY     Who is that?  What are all these people doing?  Why do you bring all these witnesses about me?

P-W     We all want to help you.  I beg you, take the

help and advice we offer, and don’t let the

opportunity slip by.

HENRY     You HAVE helped me and I am grateful.  Yes,

I will forgive.  Here, Katherine [turning and putting

out his hand], lead me to Jane.

Of this meeting P-W writes “It was a great

encounter and what doubtless turned it in my favour

was my appeal to him to be gentle to Jane as the

mother of his son Edward.  It was the strongest appeal

I could have made to him.   I cannot imagine why Henry

should be so bitter against Jane Seymour.  Historians

all say that she was the wife whom he liked best, or

rather, perhaps, with whom he did not fall out;  and

his body was laid beside hers in St. George’s Chapel,

Windsor – I believe at his own request.”

In the middle of February Theodore Monson at home

in Brighton had one or two warnings that Henry wanted

to come to her again, but nothing came of them until

on the evening of February 18th he came shouting:

HENRY     Woman, woman.

THEODORE   MONSON   Is it Henry?

HENRY     It is Henry, and thou hast denied me speech

some days.  Why dist thou not answer before?

T M      I am very sorry Henry.  You must forgive me.

I have been very tired.

HENRY   Tired?  What is tired?  I know not, except of

this, this uncertainty.

T M     Comest thou in the name of God?

HENRY     Yes, I do come in the name of God, but why

askest thou that question?

T M      I wanted to make sure.

HENRY     Doubting again?  There is no doubt, alas,

though at times so bewildered am I, I might well doubt

myself !  Woman  [coming close to my beside]  where is

Eleanor?  Hath she not been here?  Callest thou not

her by that name, Eleanor?

T M    Yes, that is her name: she has been here today

but is, I think, safe in her own bed now.

HENRY     Thou dost not know where my sons are?  I did

see them, but for a brief space.  Eleanor and a right

likely fellow brought me, but I may not be with them

always yet, dost though think Eleanor would pray that

I might be with my sons?  Woman, woman I cannot reward

thee as once I could but things are different here.

Mrs.  Monson writes: “Then I sensed a very sad but dignified presence and saw Cardinal Wolsey, Henry also saw him.”

HENRY     Woman, dost though know who this is, who has HONORED thee [very sarcastically] by coming to see thee?

T M     I think it is Cardinal Wolsey.

WOLSEY     I am that sad and sorrowful one and yet not

wholly sad, for my Master hath given me work to do for

Him.  He hath shown tender mercy to His erring child.

HENRY     Why comest thou when I am here?  It is an

intrusion; thou shouldst ask permission before thou

intrudest thus.

Wolsey     Henry, thou owest me this.  I did great

wrong for thee on earth for which I now do penance.

Had I refused to pander to thy vices, thy wishes

perchance I had not sunk to the low depths I did.

GEORGE BOLEYN   Theo, I am here.  I brought Wolsey.

Can you speak to Henry?

HENRY   [sulkily]    Thou shouldest not have brought

him, George Boleyn, thou takest too much upon thyself!

I, I do not feel I can look upon him yet  [half

turns his back on Wolsey] it brings too much

remembrance.    [Slowly and very low, as if to

himself.]  ‘Tis too much, I cannot bear the weight.

Woman, why dost thou not send this priest away?  I

like not his presence.  [Pitifully] Must I bear with

him too?

T M     Henry, love has been born in thy heart for thy

wives, thy sons; canst thou not forgive another?  Thou

owest him much.  If he forgives thee, be not less

forgiving.

Henry     Nay, how shouldst thou know what need there

is for me to forgive?  Thou wast not of my time.  I

comprehend it not [shaking head and looking very

puzzled]. Oh, woman, if thou hast a woman’s heart like

Katherine – like Anne….Why, - there IS Anne!

Anne  appeared between Henry and Wolsey in

radiant white.

ANNE     Greeting to my friend Theo.

T M      Comest thou in the name of God?

ANNE   [Bending head.]  I do so come Theo and on His

work am I here tonight.  Thou dost right to try me, if

thou wert doubtful.  Henry, have mercy as others have

shewn mercy to thee and forgiveness.

HENRY     [Most piteously still with back turned to

her and Wolsey.]  Anne, I cannot, I cannot – spare me.

The sight of him brings back so much torment.  I

suffer so, I – I – [falls to his knees].

WOSLEY   [Putting out his hands as if in blessing.]

Did ever these hands of mine yearn more greatly to

bless, but unworthy am I, ‘tis for my Master to

comfort this poor soul in like plight as I.

GEORGE BOLEYN     Theo, help them.  I have brought

them not easily.

T M     Our Lord help me to say what is right.  May He

look down upon these two souls and comfort them.

Here Theodore saw a beautiful angel near Henry,

stooping over him with long golden hair and wings.

ANGEL     Henry, Henry, the Master calleth thee, Come

with me and I will lead thee to Him!  But first bid

farewell to thy friends for a while.

HENRY     Shall I not return?  I cannot go to Him

[covering his face with his hands], I, I denied Him.

I am no great king but a poor worthless man.

All this time the Lady Anne, Wolsey and George

Boleyn were praying with hands and eyes uplifted.

HENRY     I would go to my Father but I know not the

way.  Lead me to Him then, but I …. Woman [turning to

Theo imploringly] What must I do?  Tell me, I feel….my

heart ….’twill break!

T M      Go with the Heavenly Guide, Henry, as she

bids thee, fearing nothing, and speak thy heart out to

the Lord Jesus they Saviour, and thou wilt receive

comfort.

HENRY  [quite humbly]   I thank thee, I will go.

The angel took him away, one gentle hand on his

shoulder.  Wolsey then turned and gave Theo a sad but

peaceful smile and then was gone too.  Anne too had

gone, but George remained.

GEORGE BOLEYN   Pray for these two souls Theo, for

Henry and Wolsey, that they may be reconciled and

become friends.  The Master sent the help, Theo, the

Lord Jesus Christ, we are only His messengers.  God be

with thee, Theo, now and give thee peace.

On the same night of February 18th as Mrs. Monson

had talked with Henry and Wolsey,  but EARLIER in the

evening, at 9.45 p.m.,  Eleanor Kelly in her bungalow

at Peacehaven became aware of Henry standing by her

side, a different and quite gentle Henry, with no

arrogance of manner or temper about him.  In a letter

to Canon Pakenham-Walsh she writes:  “He came close to

my shoulder and said in a puzzled tone:

HENRY     Woman, why dost thou doubt thy friend?

ELEANOR     I do not doubt you any more than myself.

I can’t explain my thought to you.

HENRY     It doth confuse me, it doth confuse me; one

saith this and another that.  WHO is thy friend?  Who

IS this holy father?  Who are THOU?

ELEANOR    Just men and women like you and yours,

ordinary human people who only want to be friendly and

help one another.

HENRY [bending down to look closely at her face]  Thou

art that one who first did call me; THOU it was who

led me to my Kate, lead me now to my sons.  I was told

I might find my sons with thee.  Jane – Jane ever

talketh of a crime, a crime, what is one crime among

so many;  I cannot wait to listen of her crime, all

was crime!

“Just then I knew Dick [my nephew] was with me,

and suddenly Henry saw him and looked at him with

astonishment, then said slowly, almost with awe:”

HENRY     He shines, he shines, woman is he thy son?

ELEANOR     No, but like a son to me.  I have no

children of my own.  I never married.

HENRY     [Vehemently.]  Woman, thou SHOULDEST marry

and bear sons.

“Then we talked a little and he asked questions about unborn babies and again kept saying: ‘My sons, find me my sons.’

Then Dick bent down and whispered to me: ‘Oh,

Auntie, TELL him, Anne’s son IS here, tell him, make

him see.’

I told Henry what Dick said and he looked from

one to the other of us and round about and then all at

once, he saw his own son, and such a look came into

his eyes I could not watch him or say a word or make

any note, his face changed completely and when he

spoke again he said things I can’t repeat, about his

former visits and having once held out his hand for me

to kiss, and then he knelt down beside me and took my

hand and kissed it once, tears were running down his

face but he took no notice of it and stood looking at

the son , not touching him or speaking.  [This was the

son of the Lady Anne born (still-born), in February

1536 after the shock of her meeting Henry with Jane

Seymour.]

“Then Anne came too and his other son (Edward,

Jane Seymour’s son), and poor Jane came and stood near

them.

Henry and Jane were wrapt in a dull sort of grey

color like fog, dark and heavy.  Anne and the two sons

were perfectly beautiful, covered with a  shining

light.  Each of the boys took his own mother by the

hand and the two mothers took each one hand of

Henry’s, Jane hanging back timidly, and they, the sons

and Anne, led Henry and Jane step by step up a height,

and as they climbed Henry and Jane seemed to grow

lighter and purer, and they passed out of my sight.

And so another step forward has been gained and

Henry has at least seen his sons who appear to be so

much to him.”

In his appearance later in the evening, at Mrs.

Monson’s house, Henry mentioned that he HAD seen his

sons briefly! [see the account above – where Henry

says “I did see them, but for a brief space.  Eleanor

and a right likely fellow (Dick) brought me, but I may

not be with them always yet, dost thou think Eleanor

would pray that I might be with my sons?”]  This ties

together two independent appearances of Henry to

different mediums  in one evening, authenticating that

it is the same personality speaking.  What could be

more evidential than that?

On March 5th, 1926, Eleanor Kelly had this short message from Katherine, after some other messages had been spoken:

KATHERINE      I too, Katherine, am full happy dear

sister, woman, in the cleansing of my love, my heart’s

king, my Henry, the Father of my children.  Bless thee

and all, each one, for the loving help, the uniting

with us in our labour of dear love.   Christ be with

us.

Although Henry had evidently passed on into

higher hands, and would perhaps not again need help in

the same way from earth, this is not the last we shall

hear from him.  Canon Pakenham-Walsh has not quite

completed his Tudor story, and after that and his own

passing, he has a further episode of the story to

tell.  Richard R.
[To be continued]
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Some skeptics have accused Pakenham-Walsh as

having been obsessed with Anne Boleyn, and thus

deluded into thinking he was in contact with these

spirits from the distant past.   However, he was

merely writing a play about her, in the first

instance, and it was friends of his who introduced him

to mediums who in a remarkable case of

cross-correspondence, independently brought him into

contact with the spirits of these historical figures,

who provided enough evidential information to prove

that they were authentic, and real.

So, continuing the Tudor story investigating the

circumstances of Anne Boleyn’s death and Henry’s

remorse, Canon Pakenham Walsh brings Lady Rochford

into the picture.  She was the wife of George Boleyn,

and it was her false witness which was mainly

responsible for the death both of her husband and also

of his sister, the Lady Anne.  A few years later she

became involved with Queen Katherine Howard and was

executed with her, confessing her crime on the

scaffold (saying that she supposed God had permitted

her to suffer this shameful doom as a punishment for

her false accusation of Queen Anne Boleyn).

When the Canon was visiting Brighton on October 4th, 1926, Eleanor Kelly brought Lady Rochford over.

She saw a woman coming apparently in great misery, and

felt a sick sensation and pain round her neck.

LADY ROCHFORD       Oh, oh, oh, my misery:  oh, how

can I bear such misery.  Oh, my sin, my sin!

P-W     I have come here to help you, but what shall I

call you?   I cannot call you Lady Rochford now and I

don’t know your name.  What was your Christian name?

LADY R.     Oh, my name; I have soiled and polluted my

name.  I have dragged it in the dust.

P-W     But what was it?

LADY  R        I cannot tell you now.  I will tell you

some other time.   Oh, oh, do you say that you can

help me?

P-W     I have come to help you.  I want to tell you

that if you repent and turn to the Lord Jesus, He can

save you.

LADY R      Where is Jesus?  How can I see Him?  How

can I hear Him speak?  How can such a one as I ever be

forgiven?  Oh, Jesus save me, save me.

P-W     Jesus can speak to you through His servants.

I am a clergyman, His minister and I am commissioned

by Him to tell you that if you confess your sins, He

is faithful and just to forgive you your sins.

LADY R     Do you believe it?

P-W     Yes I do believe it.

LADY R     And you think I can be saved, I who have

committed such a terrible sin?

P-W     Why did you do it?

LADY R     Oh, don’t ask me.  Oh, don’t remind me of

it.  I had a child….George….did….not….believe

it….was….his….child, but it was, it was.

P-W     Was it really his child?

LADY R     Yes, yes, it was his child, oh, oh, oh!

P-W     Did it live?

LADY R     Yes it did live.  Oh, oh!

P-W     How can I help you?  Do you know that Henry

has been helped.  He has repented and had been

forgiven.

LADY R     He treated me unjustly.  He made me suffer.

P-W     Yes, I know you have suffered, but Henry is

sorry and he wants to undo the past, and he wants you

to forgive him.

LADY R     I met Henry today and Anne, and Anne took

his hand and mine bloodstained both and joined them.

[Here she began weeping.]

P-W     What did she say?

LADY R     She said: “The blood of Jesus Christ

cleanseth us from all sin!”

P-W     Oh, Lady Rochford it is true, believe it.  The

Lord Jesus has spoken to you through His Messenger and

you must believe.

Here she quite broke down and I myself could with

difficulty restrain my own emotion and tears.  There

was a slight pause and silence and then as though she

had pulled herself together she said quietly:

LADY R     Can you see me?

P-W     No, I cannot see you.  I am speaking to you

through this lady.

LADY R     That seems very strange.  I am told that

you have spoken to my husband and that he takes an

interest in the young men’s clubs in your parish.

P-W     Yes, he does.

LADY R    That seems very strange to me.

P-W     It seems very strange to me also.

LADY R     Do you see him?

P-W     No, I have never seen him.

LADY R     Yet, you speak to him, that seems very

strange to me.

P-W     Yes, it is very strange, but because it is

strange it need not therefore be untrue, there are

many strange things in life.

LADY R     Will you speak to George for me?

P-W     Yes, certainly, if I get an opportunity.

LADY R     Will you ask him to come and speak to me?

P-W     Yes, I will, but I know that he longs to speak

to you and help you.   I will pray for him to come to

you now. [I then began to pray aloud.]

LADY R     [very gently]  No, not that, pray him

yourself to come to me, I did love him once and I am

the mother of his child.  Will you ASK him to come and

see me?

P-W     Yes, Lady Rochford, I will.

Then she left and we went downstairs to tea.

Miss Kelly said to me:  “Will they see that I have

been crying?”  and I said: “Oh, I don’t think so.  It

doesn’t matter if they do.”  But the lady of the house

saw it at once and my own eyes too were full of tears.

It was all so pathetic and so real and again is it

likely either of us would or could invent such a

scene.  Even to read the account of it is touching

enough but to be present made one feel in the presence

of a sorrow and a tragedy too lifelike to be unreal.

I have often wondered why Lady Rochford turned

against her husband George and brought him to the

block, and jealousy of his sister the Lady Anne never

seemed to me a sufficient explanation.  If he believed

that her child was not his child and if it really WAS

his child, there then is much more to explain her

terrible action and it would be most evidential if

ever one could discover that this was the cause, but I

fear the matter is too personal an affair to have had

any record made in either public or private history.”

Just four and a half years after the Canon’s

visit to Hever Castle which had started the whole

chain of events, he returned with his wife Maud and

friends on September 30th, 1926, and as they were

standing round the tomb of Anne Boleyn’s father in the

little church, Packenham-Walsh said: “I wonder if the

Lady Anne is present.”      Eleanor Kelly came through

with Anne at once.

LADY ANNE     Yes, my champion, we, Anne, her father

and her brothers stand round this earthly tabernacle

where lie the bones of him who was my father of earth,

still united to me by the holy band of love in the

grace of our Heavenly Father.

P-W     Lady Anne, I want to ask you why this

experience has come to me, why have I been chosen to

have anything to do with the Tudor people?

ANNE     My dear friend the reason is not far to seek;

all are needed who will lend their aid in this work.

P-W     Yes, but I am only one of millions, and why

should I be chosen?

ANNE     One of millions of millions, it matters not

so thou be willing to lend thine ear.  We seek ever

such as can be made to hear, to see, to feel;  thou

knowest not how oft it is we who impress thee, but

when thine ear is attuned to hear, then we can make

the contact we need clearer.  Much work waits to be

done, the harvest is ready but the reapers few.

P-W     Lady Anne, do you remember where you sat in

this church?

ANNE     I sat not near this tomb but further down the

middle aisle on the left.

This was correct. In her time there had been a side

altar in the North transept, so the Boleyn pew could

not have been near the tomb.

P-W     Do you remember your old Vicar? [Dr. Heath.]

ANNE     My vicar stands near thee now, canst speak of

aught to him thou dost wish.

ELEANOR    [to P-W]     Do you know anything about

him?

P-W     Oh yes, I know a good deal about him;  he

became Archbishop of York and Chancellor and signed

the writ of death for Cranmer, but the Lady Anne would

not know these things as they happened after her

death.

DR. HEATH    Yes, brother, I do know thou knowest me.

Speak and I will strive to answer.

P-W     Do you remember the Lady Anne?

DR. HEATH     How could I forget one so bound up with

my prayers and my sorrows of earth?

P-W     But you differed from her very widely in

thought. She was progressive and reforming and you

adhered to the Roman School.

DR. HEATH     But now I do thank the dear Lord so

partnered with me in the joy of this heavenly life.

P-W     Lady Anne, do you remember this old church?

ANNE     Yes, not as it was in my day, but I do sense

the difference through thee.

P-W     How is Henry getting on?  Is he progressing?

KATHERINE [Taking over.]     Love is guiding him along

the upward, rugged path, I do thank thee all who gave

me aid.  Not yet am I ever with my dear love, but I do

see him and I wait in patience for his fuller

knowledge.  I thank thee all and I am happier now.

P-W     Lady Anne, whose is the little slab marked

with a cross just beside the large tomb of your

father?

ANNE     My baby brother.

Pakenham Walsh was going to ask some advice of Lady

Anne about their third son Harold and his upbringing,

but Maud his wife said to leave that until they got

home.  However, Anne chipped in:

ANNE     But it is the mother’s heart that draws me.

I would have my champion know our interest is no way

lessened.  We watch and guard and when we can, we

point out a way.  I do feel thou [Eleanor] canst not

hear me well and had best be on the road ere night

falls.   I will attend again be very sure.

This turned out to be good advice, since it was

4-45 p.m., and they had poor lights and a long drive

of fifty miles along unknown and very winding roads to

get to their destination.  In fact, they didn’t reach

it until 7.30.

Two nights later the Lady Anne was present and ready to answer more questions about the work William Pakenham-Walsh had been called to do.

P-W     It seems to me that it is entirely a matter of sympathy, I was in sympathy with your misfortunes and sorrows and so you could get into contact with me.

ANNE     No it is much more than that, though sympathy

plays its part.

P-W     Well, is it due to the family connection which

I know now exists between us?”  [My brother had to my

surprise worked out our family ancestry through the

Boleyn family.]

ANNE     [Laughing.]  No, it is not due to pedigree.

Perhaps this will help thee to understand.  If thou

hast a number of pupils, thou dost see that certain

ones among them are suited or apt for certain forms of

work, and then thou dost endeavour to impress upon

them thine ideas for them and to prepare them

specially for the work for which thou dost know they

would be fitted if only they could be awakened and

interested.  Thus it was necessary in the first place

to impress and awaken thee and then afterwards thy

sympathy increased thy power of service.  Does this

help to make it clearer?

P-W     Yes, much clearer.

ANNE     And now Will, wilt thou let they mind rest

and not trouble thyself more about the matter.

P-W    [Laughing.]  Yes, Lady Anne, I won’t bother any

more about it, but I should tell you that the real

reason why I asked so much about it was because I met

a lady at Eastbourne who was very strong on

the explanation of it.

ANNE     [Shaking her head.]  I have never said any

such thing to thee.

P-W     No, Lady Anne, but it has been said to me by

others also.

ANNE     No, no, I have never made any such suggestion

and it is not so.

P-W     Now I am quite satisfied Lady Anne and will

let the matter drop.

So, someone was wanted who was a possible agent

both to take an interest in the Tudor period, have

time and inclination to write the Play and also be

likely to be led on to sympathy and prayer for Henry.

Oddly enough, a short time ago, Miss Eleanor Kelly

received a message that on the other side the Lady

Anne had been chosen with a number of other prominent

historical people to take part in the bringing back to

earth this visible and audible contact with the unseen

[world] which Sir Oliver Lodge and others believed to

be one of the great movements before our race.  So she

was chosen on that side for definite and

understandable reasons in the same way as I [William

Pakenham-Walsh,] a humble Irish priest was chosen.

At the end of 1926 another clairvoyant friend of

the Canon’s was told by the Lady Anne that she wanted

to give her champion an historical test which he was

to search for, namely that she had been shut up in a

dark room by Henry and cruelly treated.  When asked

whether it was in the Tower of London or Hampton

Court, she had replied “No, no, it was a large room in

a country house.  My champion is to find out about it

in history.  I give it to him for a test.”   [This is

quite a reversal of procedure, for a spirit to test

the researcher! Perhaps it should be done more often.

R.R.]

On January 4th, 1927, a sitting was arranged

anonymously for Canon William Pakenham-Walsh with one

of England’s top mediums, Mrs. Barkell.   She knew

nothing about him, and indeed beforehand wasn’t sure

if her visitor was going to be a man or a woman.  But

almost immediately  she sensed the atmosphere of

Hampton Court or Windsor around him.

MRS. BARKELL     I see a cross of rough wood, and it

is slowly turning round and showing on the other side

a cross of great brightness. Its turning round from

the dark side to the light is evidently symbolic. And

I hear the name Henry connected with it and with some

work which you have done in connection with him.  And

now I get the word ‘manuscripts’, they are not ancient

but modern manuscripts with which you are connected.

Now I get the name of Anne and I am conscious of

the presence of a very beautiful girl.  I seem to be

back in Elizabethan or pre-Elizabethan times, and I

seem to be in a cobbled courtyard at Hampton Court and

there is a great deal of bustle and confusion.  And

now there is a great enclosed garden at Hampton Court

and this lady is walking round it and it was a place

of fear.

Someone seems to be impressing me to see it.  Now

she seems going away from Henry along country lanes

and I see this word written on a road post:  “Send”

and there is a sense of terrible fear.

P-W     I do not understand this, can the lady tell me

where it was?

MRS BARKELL     She says it was where she hid for a

while.

P-W     I know nothing of such a hiding place.

MRS BARKELL     It will probably come out in time.

Come along now, White Hawk, I am getting tired.  [In a

moment she was controlled by White Hawk, her Indian

control who suddenly got up (in Mrs. Barkell’s body)

and came across the room and shook the Canon very

warmly by the hand.]  Good morning, Sir, I am White

Hawk and am very pleased to meet you.

P-W  [Standing up and shaking him by the hand.]

Good morning, I  too am very glad to meet you.

WHITE HAWK   [Sitting down again and making a large

sign of the cross in the air.]  Is that a good sign?

P-W     Yes, it is the best sign.

WHITE HAWK  [Speaking in rather broken English.]

What are you doing with Kings?

P-W     I am trying to help a king.

W H     By the mercy of the Great Spirit and by the

power of Love, you have helped a king, he is turning

from darkness to light and the Lady Anne she tells me

that you and she are old friends.

[Amazing!] commented Pakenham-Walsh in his notes.

P-W     I want that explained.  How are we old

friends?

W H     You know each other in the spirit.  She is

showing me gold links; you are linked together in

spirit.

P-W

W H     You are linked in spirit in the heavenly world

and you meet her in the heavenly world and in your

sleep at night.  Did you not dream lately of a garden?

P-W     Yes, I had an extraordinary dream about a

garden. [He had told no one of this.]

W H     You met her then in sleep in that garden. .  I touch the spirit of the Lady

Anne and I touch the spirit of purity, but when I

touch big man [Henry] it is different.  He has changed

much but there is still much to change and he is not

quite trustworthy.  He has not quite lost his arrogant

spirit and he must needs be purged.

F-W     Does she believe that her sister is

reincarnated now on earth.

W H     She says: “No, no,” she is most emphatic about

it and says that she cannot countenance the idea.  She

says: “How can Mary be incarnate in a body of flesh,

when she is now with me in spirit?”     And she also

says that knowing Henry as well as they do, how could

they rely on his word, since he has not yet reached

that state of purity which is needed and which will

take years of toil.  She says again that she cannot

countenance the idea and says do you think if this

were so, she would have left you unaware of it all

this time.

F-W     No, I did not think she would.

W H     The Lady Anne has a pretty laugh.  She is

laughing now and says: “Do not believe in this half

and half business.”   Now there is a Lady Katherine

here and she say that this is but another proof that

the whole of his deceiving nature is not purged, and

that he has the cunning to lead others astray.  Lady

Katherine says that you have helped her very much.

She seems to have been a very sad lady, but you have

helped her into a broader light.  Poor lady, poor

lady!

F-W     Tell her I am glad if I have helped her.

W H    Now there are lots of people crowding in.  Who

is Jane?   She seems only a girl.  The Lady Anne is

putting her arms around her in friendship.  The lady

has brought her here and she is doing this to show you

her love for her.   Katherine is also standing in the

group and Parr, who is Parr?  [Katherine Parr, the

sixth wife.]  What are they all doing here?   Now the

Lady Anne speaks and answers, “What women always do,

giving of our love and wisdom and understanding that

we may take one soul back”.

P-W     What soul?

W H     Henry’s.  White Hawk now sees Henry standing

apart and gloating.  Katherine says there are two

Henrys.

P-W     I know, it is a sign to me connected with her.

W H     Can you not get on with writing from her?

P-W     No, she seems quite unable to impress me in

these ways of sight, hearing or automatic writing.

W H     She says that she impresses your mind.

P-W     Will you ask her to tell me something about

her brother George?

W H     Why does he wear a red robe?  George has been

healing and the colour is for healing vibration.  You

will find a mission of healing power in yourself by

annointing with oil thus.   [Here White Hawk made the

sign of the cross on his forehead, throat and center

of body] and it should be done in the name of the

Master Jesus and with prayer.  Would you like to hear

White Hawk’s prayer for healing?

P-W     Yes, very much indeed.

W H   “ Oh, Thou loving and Holy Lord Jesus, Thou Who

givest to Thy people power to heal the sick and to

cast out evil, we ask Thee to lay Thy healing hands

upon this Thy child, casting out his sickness and

bringing in strength and healing.  Even so, come now,

O Lord.”             Did you follow it?

P-W     Yes, but I could  not get all the words down,

still I got the gist of the prayer.

W H     Oh, that is sufficient.  Call on Him to lay

His healing hands upon the sick and to give you

perfect faith.

P=W     I have been told this before and I have tried

and I have not been successful; at least not in some

cases and it has shaken my confidence.

W H     Your failure is due to want of faith. Don’t

you remember how even the Master Himself could do no

mighty works because of unbelief.  Ask Him to increase

your faith, for the healing power is with you.  Now

another has come.  He says it is Wolsey.  He is a sad

figure and was arrogant also in his earthly life.  He

says that you have helped him.

P-W     How have I helped him?

W H     He ways by a humble faith that draws us al to

the fountain of goodness.  He comes because of the

work of shepherding the sheep.  Why does he call you

Welsh – Walsh?

P-W    Because it is my name.

W H   Now he is showing me a package.  Packing,

packing.  He is trying to show me your name.  Packing,

packing -  I cannot get it.

P-W     It doesn’t matter.  Shall I tell you my name?

W H     No, let him try.  Packing – packing….packing

bacon – now I can see it.

P-W     Well you have nearly got it:  it should be

Packing-ham. Packingham [laughing].

W H     The Lady Anne is laughing at White Hawk, she

has a very pretty laugh and even the stern looking man

[Wolsey] has a smile round the eye.

P-W     I don’t wonder.  I am very glad to know that

they have such a sense of humour on the other side of

the veil.

W H  The Lady Anne says that you have a sense of

humour too.  She says that she sees it when you visit

an old lady: she goes with you and sees the sense of

humour inside.

P-W     Is it an old lady in the parish?

W H     Yes, she has a bad chest and coughs like this.

[Amazing – it was an old woman, Mrs. Goffe, who

often talks to me of ‘Hannah Bullen’ (Anne Boleyn)

and ‘Enery’ (Henry) and when she coughs says ‘You’ll

excuse me, Sir!’.]

P W     White Hawk, I want to ask you why is all this

taking place at the present time; this rescue work for

the Tudor people and all this increase in psychic

powers, the increasing communication between the seen

and the unseen?  Has it any special significance and

what is it all leading up to?

W H   Now is the time when people must come to the

knowledge of the truth.  What you see all around you,

these present floods, the storms, the earthquakes, are

all signs of the times and what you see taking place

in the spiritual world is an awakening to the

realities of the unseen and the importance of the

spiritual life.  During the next ten years there will

be a wonderful outpouring of the Spirit of God, and

then there will come a regenerated world and then the

hidden will be revealed and  you will yourself speak

with the Lady Anne.  [He does indeed, as the reader

will find out in the next instalment].

P-W     But I won’t be alive in ten years’ time.

W H     Rubbish!

..  [True, January 1958 over 30 years later!]

P-W     Do you mean that all the people on earth will

be able to speak to those beyond the veil?

W H   No, the spiritually minded on both sides will

come together.  All that is taking place now is

preparation for this and the Lady Anne has been

leading you up to the knowledge of these things.

P-W     Does the Lady Anne wish this to be made known?

She said before that my story was not to be

published.

W H   The Lady Anne says that soon things may be so

changed that the story may be made public.  She is not

sure but she thinks so.   She has explained the

principal thing for which she came.  Now, I must

return and go home.

Mrs. Barkell did not alter in any way: she just

put her hands to her eyes and rubbed them as though

she were awakening from sleep, though her eyes had

never been closed.  She was quite unconscious of all

that had been said.      The Canon thanked her for

having brought him into touch with those he had

sought.     Now he had to solve the test that had been

given him: to find a large room in a country house

near a place sign-posted “Send.”

[to be continued]
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Subject:
Rescue Circles (24) Reformation of Henry VIII

(Part 5)

I’m sending you all this account, not only because

it’s an intriguing story, but also because I’ve lived

at or near so many of the places where it took place,

and some of our Weatherhead and Auden relatives were

out in China as missionaries a hundred years ago, and

so may very well have known Pakenham-Walsh. So here’s

the final part of the story.   Best wishes.   Dick.

A year and a half after the test given Canon Pakenham-Walsh by Anne Boleyn at his sitting with Mrs.

Barkell he found the former Tudor Mansion near Send,

now owned by the Duke of Sutherland.  He paid it a

visit together with Eleanor Kelly and a friend on

August 13th, 1929.   The previous evening, staying at

the friend’s house nearby, the group had a sitting,

and Lady Anne came through:

ANNE     Tell my champion - Henry, Mary, Elizabeth,

George are all here.

ELEANOR     She has a white veil over her face and now

she is taking it and turning it back; it is a symbol

of the long silence of a year and a half since the

test had been given.

ANNE     You are hot upon the scent and when you reach

the room, then I will come to you.

Eleanor Kelly then saw Anne leading Henry by the hand.

ANNE     When you reach the right room I will bring

Henry with me and so indicate it.

P-W   [Excited.]  Then we have got it, we have found

the right room!

ANNE [Laughing.]    It is the right house but you have

not yet found the right room.

MARY BOLEYN  [Laying her hand on P-W’s shoulder.]  Now

make me known to him.

ANNE     Mary, this is my champion, and these are my

friends, and now my champion will you speak to my

sister.

P-W     Lady Mary.

MARY     Not Lady.

P-W     What shall I call you then; may I call you

Mary?

MARY     Yes, just Mary.

P-W     Well, Mary, your sister says that you were

connected with Send, what was the connection?

MARY     That is what you have to find out - I must

not solve my sister’s puzzle. I lived in the house

before the period of my sister’s sorrow and there is a

connection between the house and my first marriage.

You will be able to trace it, but not with ease.

ANNE     Bid my champion listen. I wish him to

remember ALL I said at our last interview.

She then passed over to P-W a little pointer which

Eleanor Kelly was using and said to him very slowly

and distinctly:

ANNE     Look at it.  It is a casket, a heart.  Fill

it, but do not shut it down.  Leave it room to

overflow.  Henry hath need of the overflow, much need.

My champion thou hast held angry thoughts;  these

help not.

The Canon writes: “I looked at the marker, which

was a silver heart about the size of a hen’s egg and

opened like a locket.  It was to be filled with love

and not shut down so that some love might overflow for

Henry, I had begun to lose interest in him and

even to question the validity of my whole story.   Now

the Lady Anne shows she is conscious of all this and

that such an attitude of mind is not helpful and that

Henry still needs love and prayer, and next Sunday at

the altar I remembered the casket symbol and prayed

that I might have a heart more filled with love.”

P-W     Lady Anne, may I ask about Lady Rochford.  How

is she getting on?

ANNE     She is making progress slowly.

Then Eleanor saw a child who was helping her, probably the child over which the trouble had arisen .

ANNE     Your visit to Send has taken much planning on

our side to bring about, but now I will be with you

when you reach the house and will indicate the right

room.

P-W     The agent says he is arranging for the

housekeeper to show us round.  Could you not manage to

get her out of the way?

ANNE [Laughing.]     That is your province rather than

mine.

The next afternoon they visit Sutton Place,

the Tudor mansion built by  Sir Francis Weston, whose

son and heir had been put to death with Henry Norris

and others in connection with the Lady Anne.   The

housekeeper showed them round.  During the tour

Eleanor Kelly had some psychic experiences which she

later wrote down, not being able to speak with the

housekeeper present. “Just as we reached the top of

the stairs I had a sense of overwhelming terror and of

being brutally dragged along by one arm by a huge and

very strong man.  The feeling of helplessness and

terror was horrible.  I of course thought there must

be a room opening off the gallery at the far end, and

asked the housekeeper about it and she explained that

originally there HAD been one.”

They sat down and look at the Annals left for them

to examine and the Canon was explaining that there

must have been a passage to the right of the chapel to

the room behind it, along which Eleanor felt herself

dragged.  Anne then came through:

ANNE     My champion is right.  Here was I dragged

with cruel force, which bruised and nigh broke my

slender arm by Henry. Here today he walketh with me

sorrowful and tender   Forgiven is all wrong but not

yet forgotten.  The broken vessel must be mended ere

again it can contain the wine.  Mary my sister, came

nigh to death in this house and for me, my heart was

broken within its prison walls.  I lay a prisoner and

knew my end was near.  Oh, that I had known the hope

of this dear time to follow, this light of heavenly

love and understanding that maketh of the past but a

stepping stone to Heaven’s peace.  Ask of my champion

patience, hope and courage.  We watch and guide.

P-W   Then I was right; You WERE shut up in that room

early in 1536 after the birth of you child.

ANNE     The DEATH of my child. [It was still-born.]

Examining the Annals, they found the record of a

visit to the house which Anne made immediately after

her coronation in 1533, and also the statement that

the Westons were among the few leading families who

heartily welcomed her marriage with Henry, who

knighted Francis on the occasion.

Pakenham-Walsh writes “truly I felt that the

truth of my story had gained a fresh and undeniable

confirmation, for on no theory of telepathy could I

have been told of a house of which I had never heard

and unravelled a mystery of which no history has kept

a record.”

In 1933, 400 years after Anne’s Coronation,  Mrs.

Theodore Monson received a  short poem from the Lady

Anne, ending with the line:

“E’en to the darkness of despair and crime and

evil deeds, love shineth

When the pure in heart go forth to seek and

save.”

And then there was a message:

ANNE     George and I would fain seek for entrance to

the garden of the healing friend whom thou callest

Wendy. [Mrs. Heber-Percy the clairvoyant whom the

Canon had been invited to  visit the following day.]

We would converse with thee both, and friend Will

[Pakenham-Walsh] in the room that openeth upon her

garden.  Though in a busy city it remindeth me of when

I tended a garden.

The next day they all sat in the garden, and

almost at once Mrs. Monson saw the Lady Anne and Mary

Wyatt and George Boleyn, and many other Tudor people

coming into the garden, which was flooded with

sunlight, and they all greeted the visitors in unison

saying: “We want to greet our new friend and hostess,”

{Mrs. Percy.]

ANNE  [Coming forward, dressed all in white.]     I

want to greet my champion, my hostess and you Theo;

though my friend will perhaps know it not, I am often

with him in his own garden.  I have tried to bring

many here today; all is so peaceful, so helpful that

words should come easily.

George Boleyn came across and stood beside the Canon.

MARY WYATT     I will make sweet music when thou hast

thy wonder organ.  There is one thou must see who will

both advise and help thee that thou hast the best

materials.

The Canon was planning to install a new organ in

Sulgrave Church in his Parish.  This all showed the

great interest which these Tudor friends take in the

parish and brought out what we find so difficult to

realize or believe, the practical working out of the

Communion of Saints.

MARY WYATT   Will has somewhat more to ask.

P-W     I want to ask about Lady Rochford, how is she

getting on.  I have heard nothing for so long.

MARY WYATT     She is much happier and looking after

children.  She may be here.

Lady Rochford came forward , leading a little child, and said the name “Frances” which in fact was her name [Lady Frances Vere, daughter of Lord Morley.]

She had failed to give it in her previous

appearance, and none of those present knew it before

then.  Soon a whole group of spirit children was

standing all round the Canon’s knees.

LADY ROCHFORD      That’s my work.  They do not mind

how evil my past has been.  Their kisses bring me

comfort and forgetfulness.  Thank this friend Anne’s

champion for his prayers, which have found an echo

here.  The little ones are often near him, I bring

them to his Church and….’

HENRY     I know not this woman [Mrs. Heber-Percy, the

hostess.]  Does she bid me welcome?

MRS. PERCY    Yes, certainly, I am very pleased to

welcome you.

HENRY     ‘Tis well.  She hath an air that makes me

feel at home.  Methinks I know someone akin to her

long since passed over.  [No doubt young Lord Percy,

engaged to the Lady Anne.]   Lady, doth it irk thee to

receive me?  I am only Henry, no king….’Tis a peaceful

spot….Friend Will, didst know I wished to see thee?

P-W     No.

THEODORE MONSON  What did you want to see him for?

HENRY [Thinking and frowning.]     A Message I sent to

this woman [Theo] was lost.

P-W     Was it about the histories which represent

thee as wicked?

HENRY    It might be possible to change them.

THEODORE    I don’t think that would be possible.

HENRY     That is not true.  If one repents why should

not people know I am sorry.  Am I ever, ever to suffer

this remorse, never to feel that my repentance is

known.  Friend Will, what sayest thou?

P-W     I am afraid, Henry, that nothing can change

the records of the past.

HENRY     I know I was wicked, but I would that the

children should know I am sorry if it be possible.

P-W     I am afraid it would be most difficult to

persuade people of your repentance.  They would not

believe this story of mine even if it were made

public.

MRS. PERCY     In time perhaps you might be able from

you side to impress it upon the teachers.

HENRY     There is much in what thou sayest friend

Will, but methinks that what the woman there sayeth

has something in it and in time it will come.  I am

thankful that thou didst not see me in that wretched

picture [The Private Life of Henry VIII,]  but ‘twould

be great if I could come and play a part in such a

Play for those whose eyes could see.  Friend Will,

what thinkest thou of my message – my desire to be

recorded as repentant not only in the manuscript but

that all should know, that the children should know,

this have I said to thee before, but I know not how it

should be done.

P-W     That’s the trouble!  Can YOU suggest a way?

HENRY        I spake yestereen to one who was a

playwright in my time.  He had a strange idea which I

think could be brought to pass, that if a Play could

be written, a play of modern times showing the trials

of this present day.  It would include such characters

from the past as myself, Elizabeth my daughter  and

others who would act as would seem best to them for

the good of England.   Must the foul echo of one’s

misdeeds follow for ever the repentant spirit ; is my

purgatory to last for all eternity?    Let there be

some record made that Henry, once King of England did

repent. Methinks thy boasted civilization hath no

cause to vaunt itself, who didst still send forth thy

sons to the slaughter, to a greater bloodshed than

ever stained the annals of my reign.  In all these

years since Henry  reigned, hast thou still to learn

to love thy neighbour as thyself?

KATHERINE     Oh dear, my Lord, be calmer, let not

what thou hast seen so disturb thy spirit.  Speak on,

Henry, and tell what thou wouldst have recorded by

friend Will in the Record he is making of the Tudor

ones on this side.

Theodore Monson saw all Henry’s queens gathering

round him with Mary Wyatt, Wolsey, Sir Henry Norris,

Sir Thomas Boleyn, Sir Thomas More, Cranmer and many

others.

HENRY    [Much calmer.]     My friends, this message

is to all who have helped and understood me and who

will, God willing, continue to do so, and to further

the cause we have in hand.  ‘Tis my punishment – I

accept it – to see these ghosts out of the past, my

sinful past, but as I grow stronger in knowledge and

understanding I shall strive to win back other souls

to the Love and Mercy of Christ – souls who have erred

in like manner as myself.

As he spoke, the Canon thought that if some day

his Tudor experiences were published, Henry’s desire

to show his repentance might be fulfilled in a more

effective way than his idea of a Play.   Henry then

asked after the Canon’s family, since his wife Maud

had been seriously ill, and their eldest boy Willy had

died in the spring of 1932, tragically as the result

of a mere sting from a hornet.   As Henry took his

leave, Willy appeared.

WILLY     Dad, Dad!  I have been here all the time,

but could not speak before being under orders.  Do you

know there are simply heaps of us here today, the room

is crowded and such dresses!  I want to say so much

but

it’s difficult because I know you’d rather be alone

with me.

THEODORE     Lady Anne, I would like to know the

purpose of the manuscript [Pakenham-Walsh is

preparing.]

ANNE    [instead of replying in words,  she   stooped

down and picked up one of the tiny yellow flowers in

the garden, held it up, and let it grow larger and

larger until it was a great big flower, and then long

tendrils reached from it outwards and upwards].

THEODORE     Is that a symbol of the manuscript,

leading on to greater things?

ANNE     The manuscript is one of the ladders from

here to you and from you to us, by which many may

climb to true knowledge.

Helen, the Canon’s daughter in spirit then came

to talk.  Theodore described a tall girl with brown

eyes and auburn hair tinted with gold.

HELEN  [Talking very rapidly.]   Daddy, I do like this

garden.  I love it, Daddy I think you get lots of help

here.   I wish you’d tell girls more, they understand

much better than boys.  I mean about these spiritual

things and this life.  I will help you.  I think I

could when you are in the garden.  Our rose garden has

miles and miles of lovely roses.   That’s where they

put the children; it is the children’s summerland.

Now I am very busy Daddy because I am one of the elder

girls and I teach them music.

When Helen had vanished, Theodore saw Queen Elizabeth very stately, dressed in her royal robes.

THEODORE    Your Majesty, why have you come so regally

attired?

ELIZABETH     I have not been here before and I wish

to do my hostess honour.  Once near here was a

beautiful ground where I did ride.  I hunted near

here, so did Henry.

THEODORE     Have you any special message for Anne’s

champion?

ELIZABETH     I like his poetry.   He will write more.

I like the way he rules his people; I mean not a

kingdom.  I would send a message to his lady wife –

Had I been as good a woman as she, I had been a better

Queen.

ANNE     I think time fails, that which you call time

and there is much we would have said.  We greet you

all.  We are much with friend Will.  We would come

here again.  Now we must go.  We would our champion

say some word of prayer to bless us as we bless you.

P-W    [Modestly]  Does she mean that I am to

pronounce a blessing and to pray?

THEODORE     Yes, she asks you to.

And so he prayed.    After a short silence

following the prayer, Theodore saw the Lady Anne and

her Tudor friends raising up their hands in blessing

and rising from the little garden, and they were gone.

The Canon thought that this event ought to

encourage those who dwell in large cities and can only

possess very small gardens with walls all round like

the one they were in.  For these spirits from the

higher life, size, costliness or the rareness of the

flowers is not what seems to matter, but the

atmosphere created by loving care, and the making the

best use of the little one had.   Both the Lady Anne

and Helen felt at once that this little garden in

London was helpful and peaceful and Helen had said :

Daddy, I love it.”

There follows a silence of twenty years.  William

Pakenham-Walsh carried out his duties as parish

priest, World War II intervened, and it was not until

1953 that Anne and Henry and other figures from Tudor

times came back once more to communicate.   A maid of

the Lady Anne’s who was murdered in a ‘cover-up’ came

and gave her name and described her horrible death.

Anne in particular insisted that the story be

published, and so it finally was, ten years later.

The Canon died on April 25th, 1960.    At a sitting

attended by Gwendolen Vivian, on the 28th July  of

that year, the Canon put in an appearance.   The

sensitive (name not known) said:

A clergyman is here now, making a very great

effort to get through.  He has not been over here very

long – he thinks about 12 weeks.  He is very excited

to come to you today and says:

P-W  (in spirit)   I am expected and you have sent

thoughts to me to come.  Much as I knew about things

in the world of spirit when I was

on earth, it is very bewildering here still.

MEDIUM    He now writes C P W  {Canon Pakenham-Walsh).

P-W    I am more than glad I am here.  I searched for

truth on earth, but here it is indeed beyond all I

thought.  It was all true what I put in my book though

I’ve not had any contact with Lady Anne yet.

GWENDOLEN VIVIAN     Is she your affinity, as you told

me on earth?

P-W     I don’t know yet, but all that I received,

with overwhelming evidence, on earth IS quite correct.

No one can doubt repeated confirmation through

different sensitives.    I will come with Joyce

(Gwendolen’s daughter who wrote many books from

spirit) to fetch you when your time comes.  I tried to

speak to people in the spirit life when I was on

earth, but I am SO glad to BE in the spirit life

myself now.   I’ve been storing up power for this

sitting.    God bless you, I give you my love and

shall always be returning to you.

At another sitting two years later, on the 4th
May, 1962  (44 years to the day from then to the day

you may be reading this post!)  the medium brought

the Canon again with a companion.

MEDIUM     There is a gentleman here now who has a link with you – a book – a clergyman.  There is also here a lady with a crown – this links with the book.

The gentleman is laughing and says “I did receive the

right communications for my book – Anne is here”.  The

gentleman is placing a crown on her and says “This is

a verification and to show you I was not fooled.  I am

Anne’s affinity and I had communication while on earth

with this lady.”   He says he has met Harry or Henry,

who is now making good progress.  He says he knows how

pleased you will be to have the verification of what

he told you on earth (that he was not fooled).

I thought it useful to give the bare bones of

this intriguing story, although it took five posts,

since it illustrates so many different types of

mediumship, gives examples of rescue work on both

sides of the veil, and offers much evidential

corroboration of the survival of personality and of

the fact that the spirit world is aware of what we are

doing here, day by day. It is interesting to note that

the Canon was not a Spiritualist, and did not seek out

mediums, but happened to be introduced to them by

friends, and that only then did these spirits of the

past find in him a reliable and dedicated scribe to

record their story.

Though Pakenham Walsh’s work with spirit started

many years before Lord Dowding’s, he continued to work

on the manuscript of “A Tudor Story” for many years

after the Air Chief Marshal had retired from writing,

and it was finally published posthumously.   However,

there are many similarities in the  séances and rescue

work recorded by the two men, the one a serviceman

coming late to Spiritualism, the other a dedicated

Anglican clergyman all his life, which can only show

us that there is consistent help coming from the

spirit spheres both to encourage and heal us here as

well as rescuing those spirits who have been led

astray or sunk into anguish and remorse, or deep

sleep.   There seems to be a lot of work done with

young children, probably because there are so many

perinatal deaths,  and then there are older children

succumbing to disease or becoming victims of war and

terrorism. and no soul is lost or goes uncounted.

The spirits  are watching over us, and, as they tell

us, OUR prayers go up to help THEM.

God Bless.

“A Tudor Story” by Canon W. S.

Pakenham-Walsh  was published by James Clarke of

London in 1963 for the Churches’ Fellowship for

Psychical and Spiritual Studies.
Subject:
Rescue Circles (25) Bertha Harris, and “Casting Out of Obsessive Spirits”
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I was glad to hear mention of Bertha Harris in a

recent post, since it reminded me that she did some

rescue work with Carl Wickland back in 1932.   Dr.

Wickland was looking for a medium to help him after

the death of his wife,Anna, and he spent 6 weeks with

Bertha in a London hospital treating mental patients.

However, even with offers of generous financial

rewards he was unable to lure her back to the USA to

work with him as his ‘rescue’ medium.   After WW II

Bertha Harris did tour the States several times, and

worked with George Meek among others.   Wickland,

along with Hugh Dowding, Arthur Guirdham, Johannes

Greber and a few other more enlightened professionals

was sure that much mental illness is the result of

spirit obsession, and can be cured in most cases with

the help of a medium.

Here are a few more cases of rescue work recorded

by Hugh Dowding.  He writes:

“A Scotswoman in late middle  age joined a

development circle in Scotland with a view to becoming

a medium.  She became obsessed by a malicious spirit,

apparently of foreign origin judging by his speech and

accent.

This case was peculiar in that the services of

the medium in trance were not required, because the

patient herself was a natural medium.   She sat down

in a chair to tell us of her symptoms and the history

of her case, and within ten seconds she was no longer

speaking to us; the obsessing spirit had taken control

and she was in trance.

At first the spirit was very blatant and

triumphant, boasting that he had prevented the

development of a first-class medium and delighted with

the pain and distress which he had caused to his

victim.

As soon as the electric treatment was started,

however, he changed his tune and began to express

penitence for what he had done, and to ask to be

helped to break the connection which he no longer

desired.

But he was an unpleasant creature, and I formed

the opinion that in spite of his protestations he was

hanging on like grim death.

The patient had been in a mental home, and had

been subjected unsuccessfully to the heavy ECT shock

treatment which is given in such places.  Possibly

this unsuccessful attempt had toughened the resistance

of the spirit to electricity, because, except for the

change of tone in his babblings, it seemed to have

little effect on him.

Patiently, minute after minute, the aura

specialist and the medium continued to converse with

the spirit, persuading him to leave of his own free

will.  We were told that there was a cowled monk with

a St. Bernard dog who had come to meet the obsessing

spirit and to take charge of him when he was willing

to go.  The spirit could not see the monk at first,

but eventually he saw him and ‘a fat dog’.

This went on for nearly half an hour, and then,

suddenly, he was gone – like a cork out of a bottle.

The patient came out of her trance, and could not

believe at first that the spirit was gone [this is a

very common symptom].  She was in mortal dread of

being sent back to a mental home for good by her

relatives; but she was asked to sit in a waiting-room

with a member of the circle, and after about an hour

was quite composed and able to leave in a taxi with

her husband.

Unfortunately in this case the expelled entity

later returned to his victim, and is still in

possession, although the fight has by no means been

abandoned by the circle.

Psychiatrists and the medical profession as a

whole are not ready to accept as a fact the separate

existence of those discarnate spirits who are the

cause of obsession.  It is also necessary to recognize

the existence of and the conscious co-operation of

agents of the principle of Light [spirits and angels

from the higher spheres] in the never-ending fight

against the darkness [the influence of low-level or

‘astral’ spirits].

In point of fact, these higher spirits are the

directors and we the co-operators, and this is

scarcely a point of view likely to be widely accepted

by professionals at the present time [THEY still like

to be in control of things!].  The onus is with the

rescue circles to provide  an adequate number of

verifiable case-histories of people who have been

restored to  sane normality after orthodox methods

have failed, before professionals can be expected to

register anything in the nature of a practical

interest. [This is still true, in 2006].

My own attitude is that, as in the time of our

Lord, people are invaded by unclean spirits, and, as

in Biblical times, these spirits are susceptible to

eviction in accordance with the power and knowledge of

the exorcist.  The laws of nature are immutable;  all

that changes is the fashion which determines the type

of window through which we look at them.”

From an article by Hugh Dowding

appearing in the Sunday Dispatch at the end of

October, 1949 entitled “The Casting Out of Spirits”.

More obsession cases to follow in the next post. RR.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (26) in London, England and

Florence, Oregon, banned books and use of color.

Spiritualism, Christianity and other religions and more rescue work   Use of Color to attract different qualities or types of spirit.

I quoted passages from “A Tudor Story” at length

as it showed how a practicing Anglican parish priest

was able to enter the domain of Spiritualism and

rescue spirits from the far past who needed awakening

and absolution in the traditional way of their former

beliefs, before being able to move onwards and upwards

into the spiritual spheres. Queen Anne and Queen

Katherine wanted to get help to wake Henry up after

almost four centuries of sleep, and rescue him.  They

chose Canon  Pakenham-Walsh to do the job, and he

found Henry walking in a garden near his former

hunting lodge in Chelsea, London. The canon was a

member of the very Protestant Church of England which

Henry himself had founded when he broke away from

Rome, in order to obtain a divorce.

I think it a mistake to cut Spiritualism off from

the traditional World Religions as it has its roots in

practices which have been with us as long as we as

humans have been on this planet.   The gifts that

Spiritualism brings are what originated and  created

the great religions in the first place.  The prophets,

shamans, clever men and oracles were all mediums in

contact with the world of spirit, translating what

they heard and saw into acceptable terms for the

culture to which they belonged.

At the present time we have become aware of so

many different belief systems around us, both

religious and scientific.  This makes it difficult to

come up with a set of principles on which everyone can

agree.

We certainly don’t want to become like the Catholic

Church with its Index of forbidden, banned books.

Teilhard de Chardin, whose

philosophy is close to Spiritualism, was nearly placed

on it.  If he had been, all his manuscripts including

his 12 books would long ago been consigned to the

cellars of the Vatican, lost and forgotten. As it was,

during his lifetime, Teilhard was banned from

preaching or teaching.   Matthew Fox, another Catholic

original thinker was placed on a ban of silence a few

years ago, but finally chose to leave the Catholic

Church, and become an Anglican priest rather than give

up his

right to think for himself.

It is indicative of an opening of the mind to

wider ideas that out of the Anglican Church grew the

Churches’ Fellowship for Psychical and Spiritual

Studies which has published many Spiritualist books,

including Canon Pakenham-Walsh’s  “A Tudor Story.”

Rather than become antagonistic to Christianity,

Islam, Hinduism, Buddhism, Taoism, Sikhism, Shintoism,

Bahai’ism and whatever else, in spite of certain

branches of those religions denouncing Spiritualism

and Spiritism,  those of us who adhere to some form of

Spiritualism need to show tolerance and forgiveness,

and continue to ply our trade, demonstrating the truth

and opening the archives to show that it has all been

said before, and needs saying again!  Nothing is new,

only the way of showing it, as new examples of EVP and

ITC are doing.    On which positive note I will

continue with one or two more abbreviated reports from

Lord Dowding in 1950 as he revisited the rescue circle

which was dealing with obsessive spirits.  Then we

will visit a rescue circle operating in Florence,

Oregon between 1956 – 1959, led by Dan and Doris

Heather Buckley.             [Richard Rowley’s notes].

Lord Dowding’s notes from 1950:

First Case.

“Mrs. S. was of mixed Spanish and English

parentage, her father being Spanish.  She described

her symptoms to us, and among other things, she told

us that she sometimes felt herself to be very heavy,

as if she were made of iron.  (This sensation of

excessive weight is one of the signs of mediumistic

powers – latent or otherwise.)

She said that she was troubled with distressing

dreams accompanied by a nasty feeling in the solar

plexus.  She had seen the face of one man dressed in

the brown robe of a religious order.  She was a

Catholic, but not a practicing one, although deeply

religious.

Here the medium intervened to say that the monk

was a Guide who was there to help her; also that it

was her own father who was obsessing her.  Part of her

trouble was the result of her own intense prayer,

which attracted ‘the wrong people’.  She had been

prematurely advised to develop her mediumship.

At this point the electric treatment began, and

there was an immediate outcry from the medium.

FATHER in SPIRIT     Oh, Senor! Senor!  [In a great

state of agitation].  Why do you take me away from my

child?  I get cut in two [by the electricity.]

FACILITATOR     Why don’t you go with your friends?

Haven’t you met any friends or relations?

FATHER     Yes.  I have seen five of my family.  They

say to me, ‘You go to earth to break down your child’s

health?’

FACILITATOR     They have a home to go to.  Go with

them.

FATHER     I cannot leave my daughter;  but if you

give me your promise that you will look after my

daughter I will say good-bye, Senor.  If you give me

your promise I shall be happy.  Then I will not worry

my daughter – my darling child.  I am not so strong

myself.  I will go away.

This is one of several cases which I have

encountered in which the obsessing spirit imagines

that he is guarding and protecting the obsessed

person.

Second Case.

Mrs. H. was an elderly lady brought by a friend.

She complained of bad dreams and occasional inability

to swallow.  She felt as if she were being choked.

The friend told me that she was very difficult to look

after.  She would suddenly start shouting, “O God!  O

God!” in the street.  She had been trying to keep her

out of an asylum, but she couldn’t keep on much

longer, and seeing a notice about the Obsession

Circle, had brought her along as a last hope.  The

friend looked tired to death, and much more ill than

the patient.  Directly the electricity was applied a

spirit spoke through the medium in much confusion,

shouting:-

SPIRIT     Listen to me!  Who do you think I am?  I

cannot be quiet, I cannot get any rest.  I don’t want

anybody.  O God!  They are choking me.  Oh, I am

choking somebody else.  I want to choke that lady.  I

want you to do something for me.  I want to murder

somebody.  They killed me.

FACILITATOR     Why did they kill you?

SPIRIT     For my money.  They throttled me.  I don’t

want to leave this place where I am till I have choked

somebody.  I get my fingers on their throats and I

squeeze, but they do not die – that’s the worst of it.

FACILITATOR     The woman you are injuring did not do

you any harm.

SPIRIT     You’re right.  I have been in Hell.  Hullo!

There is somebody who has got a thing like a motor

car.  I’m going in it.  [Crying.]  Oh dear, oh dear,

oh dear, have mercy on me.  God bless you.  [He goes.]

Third case.

Mr. S. is a pleasant-looking, white-haired man who had

visited the Circle before.   I was shown the record of

his case.  The obsessing spirit, a soldier from World

War I,  thought of Mr. S. as a friend.  He liked to

accompany him when he went fishing, and so on.   This

time, as soon as he was forced out by the electricity

he explained:

SPIRIT     He’s a pally sort and so am I.  He doesn’t

know who it was, but I taught him the tricks of the

trade.

FACILITATOR     What do you mean by ‘the tricks of the

trade?’

SPIRIT     If I told you, you would wish you hadn’t

asked.  Not before the ladies. You told me to go away,

and I did, but I don’t know what happened.  You didn’t

push me out altogether.

FACILITATOR     You won’t be able to stay.  You’re

going to lose your grip.   Sooner or later you will

come into the light, but it won’t be for a long time.

Why don’t you go with your friends?

SPIRIT     I don’t want to leave because I like him

and I’m helping him.

FACILITATOR     But you’re not helping him.

SPIRIT     I have no proper body here.  I’m thin and

airy.  It’s all so cold.  I’m going to find a better

hole.  Good-bye.  I don’t think I’ll come back. [He

sees Lord Dowding.]  That chap’s brought a lot of Air

Force boys with him.  I know one of them; his name’s

Robinson.  He’s brought his aeroplane.  I’m going with

him.  I’m going up in an aeroplane.  I’M not afraid.

Fourth Case.

Mrs. J, an elderly woman, described herself as

‘emanating’ lots of little black things.  Questioned

by the Facilitator as to what she meant by emanating,

she explained that the little black things formed

inside her and kept jumping off her.  She also saw a

little old woman wearing a cape down to her knees.

She also said that she sometimes saw several replicas

of the old woman at the same time.  She explained that

she could stop the appearance of the little black

things by putting three hot-water bottles upon

herself.  That cleared them all off, but they came

back again.  Now, if you were to give the above the

above description of this woman’s condition to an

ordinary doctor and ask his opinion of the woman’s

mental state, I can guess what he would say.  And yet

this woman was perfectly sane, and did actually see

these things with clairvoyant sight.  As soon as the

electric treatment was started, a quavering voice came

from the medium.

SPIRIT     I’m a very old woman.  I passed out in the

country.  I want to cling on to somebody because I’m

so old.  I’m so tired.  I don’t want to hurt her.  I

am the lady with the cloak.  There was a pond in our

village;  I thought I saw it again just now.  I don’t

want to go to the workhouse.  I was eighty-seven when

I went out.

I can see our Willie and Mollie and Dad.  They

say ‘You come up to bed with us and we’ll look after

you.’  They are looking a bit younger now.  They say,

‘We’ve got a fire up here.’  They’ve got a bed to put

me in.  I can’t keep awake.  I don’t want to be a

nuisance.

SECOND SPIRIT     Oh dear!   My name’s Annie.  I had

nobody to look after me.  I like to hear her say ‘Go

away’.  I brought some black children with me;  they

look ugly.  They frighten you.  When the moon’s up

this lady belongs to the moon.  I pull out some stuff

[ectoplasm] from her body;  I make them up out of her

body.

FACILITATOR     What a silly game to play!

SECOND SPIRIT     I didn’t know I could do it. I saw

that happening at a séance once  and just tried to

copy doing it.  I have been very comfortable.  I know

I harmed her.

FACILITATOR     How much longer are you going to play

this silly game?   Why don’t you go with your friends?

Are you going with them?

SECOND SPIRIT   If you are not going to be happy I

will go away.  I promise you I will not do it again.

They say ‘No, you must go right away’.   I am happier

than I was.  I will go away forever.  I will say

good-bye – again, good-bye all.

It will be realized that an apparent cure is not

always permanent.  There are three possibilities:-

the dislodged spirit may change its mind and

return;

there may be other obsessing spirits which have

not been dislodged [there are sometimes many spirits

obsessing the same patient];    or

the patient may be of the type that attracts

wandering spirits and put up no resistance to a

would-be obsessor.

It is a regular practice in mental hospitals to

give electro-shock treatment.  This has most painful

results on the patient through the terrific muscular

spasms which it causes.  I have no doubt that

obsessing spirits may often be dislodged by this

treatment, but as nothing is done to reason with the

spirit and persuade it to depart, it returns in many

cases as soon as the effect of the shock has worn off.

The current of the Wimshurst machine is of very high

voltage and tiny amperage, giving mere pin-pricks to

the forehead in comparison, and yet the effect on the

spirit is intense. It feels on fire, or cut in two.

It is not only the patient whom we have to

consider.  The obsessing spirits are human, and are

often in much greater need of our help than are the

patients themselves.  For DELIBERATE obsession is the

highroad from the Astral plane straight  down to

“Hell”, or the lowest plane.  I should imagine that

Annie, who manufactured the ‘little black things’ had

gone a good long way down that road; and how happy

will be the members of the Circle if, in addition to

relieving the patients, it should transpire that they

have been instrumental in arresting her downward

course and turning her footsteps towards the light.

I do not devote much space to attention to the

business of ‘proving survival’.  These matter-of-fact

conversations with dead people in the course of the

various processes which come under the generic heading

of ‘Rescue Work’ bring with them an atmosphere of

reality that carries with it absolute conviction.

Subconscious conviction, if you like.  One doesn’t

stop to think “Am I imagining this?” or  “Is the

medium cheating or making it up out of her own

subconscious?”  One is thinking all the time, “How can

we help these poor people?”      Hugh Dowding.

Moving now to the  mid 1950s in Florence, Oregon

and the husband and wife team of Dan and Doris

Buckley, doing the same type of rescue work.   Dan was

the medium and Doris Heather was the facilitator.

They experimented with different lights, and found

that green light attracted disturbed, violent  and

undesirable entities. Red light seemed to bring

through peaceful entities and teachers.   Green light

combined with blue calmed the violent spirits so that

they could be dealt with, and blue light on its own

was the light of knowledge.  It attracted combatants

killed on battlefields and civilians killed in air

raids and other disasters. Blue calmed the

panic-stricken.

Rescue cases

SPIRIT   My arm!  My arm.  It hurts

DORIS     Are you in an accident?  Can you see

yourself?  Your body?

SPIRIT    Yes.

DORIS     Where are you?  What is your situation?

SPIRIT     Pinned under the car.  My arm has been torn

off, and I am here.  I don’t know how…the arm, it

hurts

DORIS     Is your body lifeless?   Does it look like

it is dead?

SPIRIT    [Sadly]  Yes, it’s gone.  Dead. [Excitedly]

but the ME is here.  What happens next?

DORIS     Yes, your arm, your body is gone.  The pain

you seem to feel is just a memory of pain.  You, the

ME of you, is still living, but without your physical

body.  Do you understand this?

SPIRIT     How?  How can I live without my body?

D     Your body isn’t really you.  You are still

alive.  You can talk, can’t you?

S     Yes, but how am I talking?

D     I don’t know how.  This is one of the mysteries

of communication that we do not understand yet.  Can

you see us?

S     Yes, and as I talk he moves his lips, his arm,

my arm – this is confusing.  I was taught that the end

was death.  This is different!

D     That’s right.  This is different.  This is a new

beginning.  Death is the end of one phase of life and

the beginning of another part of life.  You have many

things to learn.

S     Too many [overwhelmed by the newness of his

discovery].

D      You will love all the new things you have to

learn.  All pain and sorrow are gone.  If you’d like

someone to help you now, look around and see if you

can see a light coming toward you.

S     I see two pinpoints of light.  What is that?

D    Those two points of light will become two people

who are coming to greet you.  They will help you.

S     I’m not prepared for any of this.  Who are they?

D     They are people who have already gone through

this experience called death.

S     They are taking me with them.

D     Good.  Go with them.

S     I’ll go with a reservation.

D     What reservation do you wish to make?

S     I don’t seem to be able to make any.  Thank you

for what you’ve done.

D     You’re welcome.  Good-bye.

QUAN TSE  [Dan’s Guide]      Greeting my dear friends.

You did very well to help this man across.  Because

of your help, he has entered his new life willingly

and will soon adjust to the new way of living.

Next post will look at this circle’s work with

suicides.   R.R.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (27) Greeting Children - Suicides
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Before continuing with the rescue work done by

the group in Oregon in the 1950s, I want to take a

trip back 40 years earlier to the clairaudient and

clairvoyant mystic Mary Bruce Wallace, who received

many messages between 1915 and 1924 from a family

friend (A.B.) and also from a guide and teacher.  She

dictated what she heard to her husband, and some of

the communications were published in two books, “The

Thinning of the Veil” and “Coming Light”.  Her

brother, Wellesley Tudor Pole had similar mediumistic

gifts, and was able to corroborate what came through,

and of course knew the deceased family friend.

One of the communications discusses the greeting of children when they first arrive on the other side.

A.B.       “I will tell you a little about my work

amongst the thousands of little ones coming to our

shores daily from Eastern Europe.   We have special

companies of women souls organized into bands to

receive them, and to take care of them when their own

mothers are left on earth.  As they arrive, it is

interesting to note the transformation that takes

place.  They appear at first very pale, though their

spirit bodies are not emaciated as were their earthly

ones, but they wear a kind of haunted look, with most

wistful and sad expressions, as though they could not

smile even if they wished.  We find that the best

thing to wake them from this kind of apathy, resulting

from their past terrible experiences, is the sight of

flowers; and they are at once taken to fields of

these.  The contrast of a beauty which is with their

grasp with their previous experiences of terrible

destruction and ugliness, immediately awakens a spark

of joy, little or big, according to the nature of the

child.  Some smile faintly for the first time, others

rush eagerly forward with shouts of delight to pick

the radiant blossoms, which of course they are

permitted to do, until their little hands and arms are

full of them.

By this time the beautiful influences which

always breathe from flowers have refreshed the

children to such an extent that their faces look quite

different.  Color begins to show in their cheeks, new

light in their eyes, and the first gleams of happiness

appear.  We then separate them, and a great deal of

consideration is here needed, as we keep families

together when we can.  Where one child has died before

his brothers and sisters, his Guide is on the lookout

for them, and knows them by clairvoyance.  In some cases one of our Mothers takes one family, in other cases a very competent worker takes a group of families beneath her care in one beautiful home.

My work, as you may already have guessed, has been the creation of these homes in that particular region into which the children are entering.  Duringthe last six or eight months I have created several hundreds, and the work has kept me very busy, as I have had to train helpers to keep the houses intact.

Here on the third plane we create by our thoughts.. It requires strong thoughts to build strongly, otherwise the things created will be flimsy.  I take great pains to make these homes for folk very sweet and attractive, beautiful in every sense of the word, and harmonious in atmosphere; for that is the most important part of the work.  One must establish ineach home a key-note of joy, peace and harmony, so that the people who dwell there may feel uplifted, soothed and strengthened.  It is really heavenly workfor which some of us are better suited than others, and so we are asked to do it.  One must have certain qualities of soul as well as of mind to be well fitted for this creative work; a restful and joyous state of feeling, for instance, is essential.  Rejoicing is active blessedness of mind which carries intense help to others.  One needs also constructive ability, sense of order, a vivid imagination, and so forth.

The keynote on which the homes are built must be re-echoed from time to time, or they will disappear into space. For the children I have planned specially lovely gardens, as those seem to appeal to them more than anything else.

A veil is drawn between them and their memory of earth in its last stages, so that their collections seem to be only of their earlier experiences and of their family love.  They become radiantly happy in their new surroundings, where they are trained by special teachers to be fitted for life here, which will certainly be for them more delightful than had they continued to live on earth.  We have numbers of  cases in which the parents and relatives die also.

Homes are provided the, for united families, under the supervision of a visiting guide, who daily instructs them in the laws of the new life, and gives to the adults knowledge of the past, wisely withheld from the little ones.  It is such engrossing work, and I have become s intimately bound up with it lately, and find that my practice in building houses is so much in demand that I am thankful and delighted to supply the need, and spend the greater part of my time in this

region, leaving my hostels on the Borderland in the hands of competent comrades. Quite a number of my gardens and houses have been transferred to a higher plane, as those who inhabited  them were ready for further advancement.  Most of my buildings were on the second plane;  now I have been able to bring them on to the third plane, as so many

of the people were so happy there that they did not want to go to new ones, preferring to take their own with them.  I have been carrying out the removal for them.  This involves a great deal of labour, because the whole fabric has to be done all over again, with finer material.  I undo it, and effect the needed transmutation.

I use the material again in a fresh and finer form.  It is actual texture, created  thought;  quite solid to the perception in this world quite as much matter to us as the substance of your

world is matter to you.  So it has to be dematerialized before it can be materialized again in

the higher form suited to the higher plane where the owners now find themselves.

This has been quite a new work for me, and is extremely difficult, but I have greatly enjoyed

learning how to do it without expending unnecessary energy, and without losing any of my precious creations, which are to me most interesting, just as his own picture are to an artist on earth.  I like either to see my houses and gardens left satisfactorily standing on the second plane, for souls who desire to possess them, or else satisfactorily re-created on the third plane.  If  I were not able to effect the transformation perfectly, it would result in part of the house and garden being on the second plane and part on the third!  Of course they pas through their unfinished stage, but I try to complete the operation as speedily as possible.   It can be done in a very short time (as you count time).  For instance, in a night I can get a house fairly ready on the next plane.  In the interval the people for whom it is being created go to friends.  The removal is just as natural as taking up a house and moving it on wheels and pulleys, and on a lorry, as on earth.

The joy to me is first of all that the people have become so speedily ready for transition to a

higher plane.  This is largely owing to the helpful atmosphere which I and others created in these homes, whereby their minds were so attuned to higher things that they evolved more rapidly than folk generally do.

The second thing that gives me happiness is that the people want to take the homes with them, having foun tthem in every way congenial.  This is an even greater joy, because I see the terrible state in which these souls arrive from the earth plane; total wrecks and heart-broken, a piteous sight.  One aches and longs to be able to comfort them.  To be able to achieve this

in even a small degree fills one with such deep joy that I scarcely know how to describe it to you.  It is one of the most beautiful experiences that I have had since crossing over.  I am at present quite enthralled by this work, and I am  to go on with it, since Higher

Ones seem to think I am well fitted for it.”

Now, moving forward to the 1950s, here are some suicide cases which came to the Florence, Oregon rescue circle.    Our spiritual teachers and guides tell us that we are never asked to meet problems that are greater than we can bear.  But in our free will and non-understanding, some of us choose to free ourselves from the physical circumstances that bind us.

Doris Buckley writes: “Those who have, by their own volition, ceased to exist on this physical plane before completing their allotted life-span are apparently left to wander in a sort of no-man’s land until such time as they are ready to try over again.

Often they have only a short time to finish off the life they tried to destroy.”

One of the members of the rescue circle asked the guide:

SITTER     Is suicide really a termination of the life before its natural time, or was the life really supposed to have ended then anyway?

SPIRIT [of a young woman]     I am here in answer to the discussion you had in a persona way because I have just done it.  I can see myself there in the bathtub with my wrist still bleeding.  There is no hope of returning.  The [etheric] cord has been cut and I am in full realization of my act.  I have been trained along the lines that you are studying and can

see how utterly foolish it was for me to do what I did.

The record is before me.  I am not lost.  There is a place for us who have done this.  It would have been but a short time until I would have been here – and not in this degenerate state.  Now free will has been taken away from me for a space, and I will wait

in despair and sorrow until released.  Then I will return and make good the karmic debt I have incurred There was no reason to do what I did.  Accept this,and it will help me in atoning for this act.

SITTER     What do you mean by karmic debt?

SPIRIT     In not completing my earthly obligations because of taking my own life, I incurred a karmic debt to those who were deprived of my services, my love and my protection.  I must come back to make amends for that which I took away.  Can you understand this?  Karma is cause and effect.

SITTER     Then you DID go before your time?

SPIRIT     No.  In this realm time does not exist. Time only exists for the body that I have left behind. That would have been infinitesimally longer, and through natural means I would have passed here.  There could be times when it is excusable, but not when there is anger in the mind and in the conditions that exist.  Never, never take a positive action to end your own life.     [The woman leaves.]

 

ANOTHER SPIRIT     Hear there!

DORIS     What is your name?   Do you stand in the light of God?

SPIRIT     Yes, I accept the challenge.  I seek to do no evil.  I am a wanderer who seeks solace and friendliness.  Listen and ask questions.  I promise that I will do nothing that will harm anyone.

DORIS     When did you pass on?

SPIRIT     In 1954 at the age of 63.

DORIS     What will we call you?

S     The name of Henry was the one I used.

DORIS     Are you Henry Peters?

S     Does it matter?  Yes, I am that which remains of Henry Peters or who was known as such.

DORIS     You know us, don’t you?

S     Yes, that is why I am here.

DAN (The Medium)   If you really are Henry Peters, tell us the name of the book you had of ours that was never returned.

S     That is not necessary but it was by Stone,

“Immortal Wife.”  Does that satisfy you?

[This was evidential.  Henry Peters was a friend who had disappeared several months previously.  An avid reader, he had borrowed books from the Buckleys,

the last, never returned, being “The Immortal Wife.”]

DAN    Can you tell us what happened to you, how and why?

S     What happened was the usual and rather sordid that I would rather not speak of.

DORIS     What about the property and things you left behind?

S     What difference?  The things have no value to anyone who counts.  If anyone can lay claim, let him have them.  They do me no good.

DORIS   Can we help you from this side?

S     No, that is not necessary.  I have to return to make new karma for that which I lost then [complete unfinished business].  That will not be long.  I think things will be different as far as I am concerned.

DORIS     Perhaps you do not understand about progressing where you are.

S     No, it is you who have an imperfect understanding.  Ask your teachers.  They will explain many things if you ask specific questions.  My life was used in a wrong way, and until I make this right and progress to the next station I cannot receive help from your side.  I can hinder my progress by doing wrong things here, but I do not intend to.  My progress will start when I return.  In the meantime, I am static and can visit if people will accept me.  It

makes things easier, but it is not necessary for them to do so.

DORIS     Then we can’t tell you anything about things here that you don’t already know, can we?

S     We can see things that you do not even imagine, but without permission we cannot speak of them.  We are very limited in my state.  I have tried to come through before, but you did not leave an opening.  It is pleasant to contact those who would understand and not criticize.  There are things that from time to time we can help you with, but we have a limited

vision as far as vision goes on this side.  Sometimes things are blurred to us in my state, and we make errors.  These are corrected for you by your teachers….The thoughts that you have for me do me good.  Also, in a way, they make me warmer.  Goodbye now.  I will try to come again if you permit.

GUIDE    Frank wants to contact Doris.  Will she accept him?

DORIS     Did I know you?  What is your full name?

SPIRIT  [Stuttering.] The FFFffrraannkk tthhaatt yyoouu-

DORIS     Slow down, Frank

SPIRIT   [continuing to stutter throughout.  A good evidential sign, but it slowed down the conversation to a snail’s pace.]  I need to.  You knew me many years ago   I died in 1929.  Do not ask me as I get excited when my name is talked of.

DORIS     Did I know you at Salem or Monmouth?

SPIRIT     Salem, not at school.  At work.

DORIS     In the cannery?  Northwestern?

SPIRIT     Yes.  You were kind to me and talked to meand understood my infirmity.

DORIS     Did you stutter then?

SPIRIT     Yes, as you see.  When I can talk of things that interest me, I can overcome it.  But people would make fun of me.  You did not.  Have a good thought for

me as my time here is drawing to a close.  Soon you will see me again, but not recognize me. I will recognize you for a short time when I am very new.

Then we all forget our former lives.  You will meet me in about one month.

DORIS     Who will you be born to?

SPIRIT     That I do not know.  It would not be good to have that known, as a child should have an even start.  I am getting excited, so I had better go. Thank you, Doris.

 

Doris had a strange dream a short time after that.  She dreamed she was present when a baby was born.  It was handed to her, and she seemed aware that she was to watch out for this baby.  His face and coloring made a definite impression.   She doesn’t remember consciously meeting the baby in real life after that, but quite possibly she did, in passing by in a public place, without it registering.

Later the group was singing an old-time vaudeville melody.  A spirit is listening.

SPIRIT     I have not heard old-time music like that for a long, long time.

DORIS     Won’t you sing with us?

SPIRIT     No.  That is not permitted.  I am not of this world but traveling in the ether to circles to await my next coming.  This is because I did not die in the right way and there is no place to go until I return.  It is lonesome, and I need to hear some of the old things sometimes.

DORIS     Would you like some old hymns?

SPIRIT     No hymns, please.  That is what made me do what I did!  There is another way than bringing sadness all the time.  The hymns depressed me, and you now what happened.

DORIS     Some hymns are happy ones.   Are you where you can observe the things that need to be done in this world so you will know where to help when you return?

SPIRIT     Yes, that is true.  But I will not be with you long when I return.  I had almost lived the span when things went wrong.  Now I have to finish and then return here for instructions.  If I had just held on for a short time, it would have been different. Could you sing another song?  That was good.

 

The group sang several more songs for him.  He seemed to relax and enjoy them.  When we finished he said:

SPIRIT     That was good.  It helped.   I will leave. I thank you for what you have done.

While talking about suicide during a later séance, a wandering spirit tried to communicate, but

didn’t make much sense.  A spirit teacher came through to explain what had happened.

SPIRIT TEACHER     This last entity was not ready to contact groups as yet.  The mysteries and limitations have not been explained to her.  We appreciate what you have done for those who wander through space for reasons of karma.  These entities missed the purpose that they were placed with [on earth] this time around, and ceased to exist of their own volition [committed suicide.]  This means they have to go this route again and cannot advance until they expel the thoughts that set them on the wrong path.  This one had a particularly hard existence and only stopped inthe final tests.  She did not fail.  She has no hatred, and therefore her lot will be easier next time.  People like her have a sincere desire to help where the can.  That again is in their favor.  Have a good thought for these entities and try to suggest

that others do likewise.

Later that week, two more suicides came to talk. They sought companionship and were also eager to help the group in any way they could.

DORIS    How can we help YOU?

SPIRIT    We on this side can build strength to return and remove unpleasant karma as you on your side help us by listening to us and letting us assist you in a physical way. One spirit came through with a bad cough, but had apparently completed all of life’s tests before approaching death.

SPIRIT     One thousand days of suffering is too long. The pain still exists.  Is there no surcease?  Where can help be found?   If anyone can answer, in the name of God! Please!

DORIS     Are you passed on to the other side?

SPIRIT     That I do not know.  It seems that I passed long ago.  Again when the pain is more than I can bear I am in the body.

DORIS     We will call on our teacher and ask what we can do to help you.

VERNOL  [SPIRIT TEACHER]     There is little that we can do at present.  It will be but a moment until we receive him into this plane.  He has suffered greatly, but it has been necessary.   There is only thism existence for him on your plane, and then he goes to a

much higher existence.

SPIRIT     Thank you for the help given me.  Your thoughts help me through these last minutes.

He breathed his last breath through Dan [the medium] and passed on.   Dan’s body quit writhing and became relaxed and calm.  Then the entity spoke again

in a quiet, peaceful tone of voice:

SPIRIT     The peace and understanding of all the angels of light be with this gathering for helping me during those last moments.  If, when I get to my destination, there is any favor I can bestow on you, believe me, from the depth of my soul, I give all. The blessings of God be upon you.

The same entity came back the following night.

SPIRIT      I return to thank you for the aid that you gave me when I was here before.  The peace and joy and utter relaxation here is indescribable.  The cough I gave was only to identify myself.  I have no pain, nothing but joy.  There will be a rest period for me here, and then I will return for one more time.  If Im succeed in living that life as I should, I will go into the realm of students at the feet of the Master and then go on from there.  Let my will accept the divine will.  Again I give thanks and strength to you gathered here for what you did for me.

Doris writes:  “Perhaps these unfinished life spans account for the brief lives some babies have.

  They live only a few hours, months, or years and then pass on.”    They just had a little more to experience on earth to have, or to give to others. Sometimes a spirit who has committed suicide will remain closely in contact with the earth plane for the remainder of the time originally meant to be spent here, instead of returning for another incarnation.  Such is the case of the “Writer on the other side,”  some of whose communications appeared

on this List.  She committed suicide almost by accident in a moment of stress, overdosing on sleeping pills.   She remained in contact with the earth plane for over ten years, until her late sixties, if she had stayed alive on earth, which was then probably the planned time of her  natural passing.    During this ten year period, she was quite active on the ‘astral’ planes, and gave vivid accounts of her experiences, adding to our knowledge and information about the

other side, more of which hopefully we can post here at some future date.   Richard R.

Subject:
Rescue Circles (28) suicides – responsibility in mediumship - rescue work in 1840 - more obsessing spirits.
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Derek Acorah recounts a tragic case of his in which the sense of responsibility in mediumship

played a great part. In giving a reading to a lady in her thirties, he saw her marriage in difficulty, and foresaw that in about 18 months’ time her husband was going to take his own life and their three childrens’ along with him.  This kind of prediction can’t be

given to a client, except in the most general terms, and it is difficult to know whether or not such events are fixed and destined to happen.  There are many probable futures, and it is not for us to interfere with other people’s lives and choices.  So Derek after desperately wondering how he could convey to the lady the tragic events which he saw were likely to take place in her life, he finally gave a prediction in the broadest of terms, saying that “even if a person has

their life taken away from them suddenly, either at the hands of another or through an accident, the system remains the same: they go on to live in the heavenly state.  Our loved ones never go away; they remain close to us.”   The lady accepted most of his reading except for these last remarks which she considered nonsense.

However, two years later she wrote Derek saying that 18 months after his reading, he husband

had committed suicide by connecting a pipe to the car’s exhaust (muffler),  taking the three children with him.  She continued: “If it had not been for you, Derek, I doubt whether I would be here today, as I would have brought my own life to an end.  I can only thank you for your words and apologize for not understanding.  You are a very special man.  Long may

your work continue.”

Now, could the outcome have been different?  Has anyone on the list had similar dilemmas when spirit has come through with tragic predictions which couldn’t be passed on to the client?  I have been present at public readings when a medium has insisted

on given out rather personal information about a sitter’s marriage breaking up, or other private information which either should never been made public, or even spoken about in detail. The medium would almost force the sitter to accept what she was saying, leaving them upset and confused.

Sometimes we are given information that we just can’t impart.  Seeing that a person is going to die is one of them.       Possible accidents CAN be talked about.  A person can be warned to drive carefully at a certain time or place.  But to give dire warnings, or to say that something is wrong with a relationship, in public,  is not the task of a medium.   Meher Baba the yogi teacher was told by a fortune teller  that his blood would be spilt on American soil, and over the

next several years he lived in an agony of apprehension whenever he was  touring th States.  He

was eventually involved in a minor car accident, but that type of prediction is not very useful, and distracts us from joyful living.  General warnings, yes, or sudden messages from spirit to take another route, avoid this or that person, or not to eat or drink this or that, or to tell a person this or thatvital piece of information, that is a direct instruction from a trusted guide which must be listened to and action taken at once.   Otherwise, we have to use our discernment, or discrimination as to what we give out.  What do you think?

Now, to go back to the mid-nineteenth century, and eight years before the murdered tinker started rapping on the walls of the Hydesville home of the Fox family, the distraught spirit of a mother who had murdered her two children was causing similar psychic disturbances to a family who in the spring of 1840 had just moved into the ground floor of a house in Moettlingen, Germany.  The Dittus family consisted of three sisters and two brothers, all of whom had mediumistic abilities.  The most psychic was Theophila, age 25, and she had frequent visions of a woman carrying a dead child, and the rest of the family and other tenants heard bangings and shufflings all around the house.  Eventually the parish priest, Johann Christoph Blumhardt, belonging to the German Protestant Church, had Theophila removed to another house, to try and control the situation, but the phenomena continued at the new location. Blumhardt’s biographer, Friedrich Zuendel, describes what happened next:- “Resolved to end the nuisance by drastic measures, Blumhardt chose six of the most serious-minded and responsible men of his parish to assist him in investigating the occurrences reported. He himself remained in the bedroom observing Theophila, while the rest scattered about the building by twos.  Within three hours, twenty-five blows were struck at a certain point in the bedroom, so violently as to cause an empty chair which stood there to leap clear of the floor, the windows to rattle and the plaster to fall from the ceiling.  These terrific blows which resounded in the street with the distinctness of the discharge of fire-arms at a New Year’s celebration, were heard by all the inhabitants of the village [SO MUCH FOR TH CREAKING KNUCKLE AND TOE JOINTS THEORY PUT FORWARD BY THE SKEPTICS!]*

The dead woman’s spirit kept returning, wanting to give her name, and leaving illegible writing on

folded carbon paper [attempts at spirit writing.] Since Theophila Dittus continued to have fainting spells, bouts of asphyxiation and high temperatures, the priest had her kept in isolation at another house, away from any contact with her family.  However, the uproar recommenced at the new quarters.  As soon as these sounds were heard, she would fall into violen convulsions, which kept increasing in severity and duration.  Blumhardt and the local doctor, Dr. Spaeth, visited Theophila more frequently and one day, whilem they were at her bedside, her whole body began to tremble while every muscle in her head and arms twitched feverishly, although otherwise her entire frame was stiff and rigid.  Meanwhile there were frequent emissions of foam from her mouth.  Suddenly she awoke and was able to sit up and drink some water almost in an instant she seemed to have become a different person altogether. Day by day Blumhardt grew more convinced that demoniacal influences [today we’d call it obsessing

spirits] were at work in this matter.  As though by inspiration, therefore on the occasion of one of her attacks, he stepped up to the patient, forcibly folded her rigidly cramped hands in the attitude of prayer, and calling her loudly by name, although he knew she was unconscious, said: “Fold your hands and pray: ‘Lord Jesus, help me!’  We have long witnessed the doings of the Devil; now we want to see what Jesus can do!”  After a few moments the girl woke up, and

repeated the words of the prayer; to the great astonishment of all present, her cramps ceased almost

immediately.  But the obsessing spirit kept returning,

causing more violent phenomena.  Presently sounds like

finger-tappings were heard all about her, and she

received a sudden blow on the chest which caused her

to sink down backwards.  The female shape which she

had seen at her former lodging re-appeared to her, and

this time Theophila revealed the apparition’s name to

the clergyman.  It was that of a widow who had died a

few years previously and whom Blumhardt remembered

well in connection with his pastoral activities.  Her

manner, while she was alive, had been one of great

dejection, as of one who seeks peace without finding

it.

BLUMHARDT    Can you find no peace in the grave?

WIDOW     No.

B     Why not?

W    As a punishment for my sins.  I murdered two

children and buried them in the fields.

B     Do you know of no way in which you can be

helped?  Can you not pray?

W     I cannot pray.

B     Do you know Jesus and that he can forgive your

sins?

W     I cannot bear to hear that name.

B     Are you alone?

W     No

B     Who is with you?

W     The worst of them all.

The woman was full of guilt, felt that she was in

the power of the Devil, and had already taken over

Theophila seven times and now she was going to stay.

Blumhardt told her to leave, and Theophila beat the

bed violently with her hands, and the spirit left.

Some days later the obsession returned.  At times

it seemed as though hundreds of spirits were issuing

from Theophila in regular relays, whereat on each

occasion the patient’s countenance would change and

assume a new threatening mien.  The men who

accompanied the clergyman were pushed about and struck

as though with fists, without being able to see the

source of these attacks.  Blumhardt himself was immune

for, as the spirits said, they were not allowed to

touch him.  At such times Theophila would tear her

hair, beat her breast, strike her head against the

wall, and do what she could to injure herself.     She

would get blisters on her neck overnight, and while

walking in the street, she felt as though someone were

pushing her sides and her head, or her feet were

seized, causing her to fall down; so she suffered

bruises and other hurts.

A few weeks went by uneventfully, then she tried

to hang herself.   The next day she was found in a

pool of blood, which however was soon cleared away.

But then the obsessing spirits returned, providing a

chorus of howls and whines:

SPIRITS   Now everything is lost; we have been

betrayed at every turn; you are upsetting everything;

our whole league is broken up; it is all over;

everything is in a snarl;  you are to blame with your

everlasting prayers; alas, you will end by  driving us

away altogether.  There are 1067 of us, and many more

who are still alive.  They should be warned.  Alas,

they are lost, they have forsworn God and are lost

forever.

After this the spirits who appeared showed marked

differences in their behavior.  Some were defiant and

filled with hatred for Blumhardt, often uttering words

worthy of being recorded.  They felt a dread of the

abyss which they now felt yawned close before them,

and said among other things:

SPIRITS     You are our worst enemy and we are yours.

If we only could do as we liked!   If only there were

no God in Heaven!

Most of the spirits who appeared from August 1842

until February 1843 and even later were among those

which fervently longed for release from the bonds of

Satan.  They admitted that only they themselves were

to blame for their perdition.  Numerous different

languages were spoken by them, for the most part

non-European ones.

Reluctantly at first, Blumhardt tried to secure

their release.  The widow who had been the first to

obsess Theophila returned and announced that she

wanted to belong to the Savior, and not to the Devil.

WIDOW    That was a terrible fight that you undertook.

Great changes have taken place in the spirit world

as a result of you recent battles.  You resorted only

to the word of God and to prayer.  Had you tried the

magic or exorcisms currently used among people, I

would have been lost.  Pray that I may be granted

complete freedom from the power of the Devil.

Another spirit, who during his life had robbed

widows and orphans of house and home, came and

requested that he might come  and enter Blumhardt’s

garden for a while, in order to obtain a little

tranquility.

After a few more occurrences of phenomena and

communications, Theophila came free of obsession, but

then her half-blind brother and another sister,

Catherine, became obsessed for a while.  At one point

toward midnight the girl uttered a series of screams

of despair, each single one of which was maintained

for as much as a quarter of an hour, and which were so

powerful that they seemed to threaten to shake the

house to pieces.   Half the population of the village

stood listening in terror to the din.    Eventually

even these manifestations died down, and life in the

village returned to normal.

What Blumhardt had experienced were the

manifestations of the low spirit-world through human

mediums.  This was a novel experience for the

Protestant priest, and had he not handled the

situation in the traditional way of his church, he

himself would have lost his parish and livelihood, the

family would have been put in the insane asylum, or

they might have tried to commit suicide.  As it was,

they all returned to normality.

In modern Spiritualist terms,  Theophila Dittus

was a deep trance medium.  She would lose

consciousness whenever her own spirit  was forced from

her body by strange spirit-beings which then took

possession of her.  At the passing out of her own

spirit she would fall down as though dead, and would

be brought back into an erect posture by the spirit of

some person who had entered her body and made himself

or herself manifest there.

The powerful rapping sounds were produced by the

ectoplasm, bioplasm, odic force, prana or whatever

name you like to give it, similar to those produced by

the Fox sisters and other physical mediums, before and

since.  [You could say that the  birth of Modern

Spiritualism really goes back to the Wesleys and

similar manifestations at Epworth  Rectory in the

early 1700s, but I don’t want to start another lengthy

dispute! ]   This ectoplasm was surrendered to the

spirit world which used it to bring about those

resounding blows which seemed to be inexplicable to

the observers.  The greater the accumulation of

ectoplasm, in the medium, the louder these blows

became, and this ectoplasm was reinforced by that of

the bystanders, as by the sitters in a séance.  Since

Blumhardt also, although he was unaware of the fact,

was endowed with considerable mediumistic power, the

manifestations of the spirit world through the medium

were stronger during his presence than they were in

his absence. [This happens, too, in Catholic

exorcisms.  The phenomena get more powerful and out of

control because of the very powerful presence of the

priests themselves!]   The phenomena of

materialization and the appearance of light also were

brought about by the spirits with the aid of

Theophila’s mediumistic ectoplasm.  Her sister

Catherine was no deep trance medium, but went into

part trances only.  Consequently her spirit was not

entirely expelled from her body and could hear

everything spoken through her by the strange spirit.

She was able, therefore to remember everything that

had happened, even though she could not prevent the

manifestations themselves, since she was completely in

the power of the strange spirit.

Historically and evidentially contributing to

psychical research, these occurrences with Blumhardt

at their center  demonstrate the undeniable fact that

communication with the spirit world exists as a fact.

The events that took place before his eyes were no

delusions and cannot be relegated to the realm of myth

and fable by anyone, since they were enacted quite

openly and could be confirmed by a large number of

witnesses who had seen and heard what went on.   The

reality of the occurrences was also the reason why the

church authorities requested Blumhardt to present a

record of the events.

An immediate and practical result of these events

was to motivate the whole village to come to Blumhardt

to confess all the sins of their lifetime.  Blumhardt

himself acquired healing powers, and as he prayed and

laid his hands on his parishioners,  even the most

chronic diseases were cured.   It was wrong living and

thinking that had brought the low spirits to manifest

in this village.  The truth of the matter is that

every human being, whatever their religion or belief,

can get in touch with the good spirit world if he or

she is in earnest, and seeking this type of

communication.

As the ex-Catholic priest and researcher

Johannes Greber comments on this case: “The one thing

that everyone derives from communication with good

spirits is instruction as to the right path leading to

God.  What he [or she] learns is the truth.  Whether

or not any further exertions are made on his behalf by

God’s spirits depends in each case on whether the

individual fashions his life in accordance with the

truth imparted to him, and to what extent he does so.

Whoever merely accepts the truth as it is laid before

him by the spirit  world  but fails to act

accordingly, will receive no further gifts from above.

On the contrary he will lose even what contact he had

at first with the good spirits, which will cease

communicating with him.  But whoever receives the

truth within himself and strives to reconstruct his

inner life in conformity with it, will give evidence

of the efforts of the spirits on his behalf,   and in

each case, corresponding  with the individual’s task

in life.”

[]*   Richard’s comments in square brackets!

Lord Dowding and Rescue Circles (29)

We have to have a place for animals in our rescue

work.  It is not so much rescue  in the spirit worlds

that is needed, although there are many lost animal

souls there, but rescue from cruel treatment here in

the world, inflicted upon them  by us humans.

Animals return to us at séances and we hear that they

are often shocked and bewildered at being slaughtered

for food, after having been nurtured lovingly on the

farm, treated almost as companions.

Humans as hunter-gatherers originally fitted into

the natural ecology without losing the overall balance

until populations grew and destroyed the forests and

overhunted  the wild animals.   The domestication of

some animals led to a different environment with less

hunting and more cooperation between human and animal

in agriculture.  But nowadays, with factory farming,

and the abuse of animals in research, medical

technology and product testing, there is much more

cruelty to animals.

Animals are around us all the time.  We depend on

them for our survival, and we are part of the animal

kingdom ourselves.  It does not say much for our

reputation as self-appointed caretakers of the planet

to think that, as the most recent arrivals here, we

are the cruelest of creatures.  I mentioned recently

that frogs have been here at least 20 millions years,

probably 100s of millions of years.  Some of them

along with bees, flies and insects were trapped in

amber that long ago, to prove this.  In comparison we

as humans have lived only a few thousand years on the

planet, yet we sever the legs of these frogs, our

seniors, to eat and then throw away the rest of their

bodies, still alive, left to die slowly and painfully

in a trash bin.  We skin snakes and other animals

alive, and leave them suffering until we  are ready to

cook and eat them,  or until they die , while we make

coats and shoes out of their skin.   We keep larger

animals immobile in cages and inside machines to

extract the products of their glands and other organs.

We force feed geese and ducks, pinning them immobile

in a box or cage to obtain the enlarged liver for our

pate-de-foie gras.  Mink cultivated for their fur go

crazy  living in tiny cages.

These are just a few of the cruelties inflicted

on animals.  Animal activists such as Peter Singer

have written all about these malpractices. I will not

make this article into an indictment of our inhumanity

towards animals, but the evidence for winning such a

case is all around us.

Spirit says that our diseases and epidemics will

not be cured until we stop this abuse of the animal

kingdom, in the name of  research.  We will have to

use other methods, including medical intuition and

aura reading,  to find cures for disease, to make our

products safe, and to test, experiment with  and

perfect our medical procedures. It is the wrong way to

go to use animals.  Since we are in essence immortal

spirit, it should not matter if our life is short or

curtailed, or handicapped, if the alternative is to

inflict suffering on other creatures to prolong our

life, or eradicate a malfunction.   Inflicting

suffering on others incurs a debt which must be repaid

at some level. The quality and integrity of our being

is compromised by evil, cruel deeds, no matter what

the motive, no matter how “humanitarian.”  We lose our

compassion. We sacrifice our ideals for a temporary

advantage, and we retard our soul’s progress.

That being said, and I know there are many (to my

mind invalid) arguments justifying the use of animals

in R & D, what can we do, as Spiritualists and

concerned citizens?

Here is my spur of the moment list of suggestions

and prohibitions.  You could probably add hundreds

more.

1) Become a vegetarian, so that there will be no

market eventually for animal flesh. A different kind

of agriculture and food and restaurant business will

evolve. Even milk will ceased to be used (calves are

slaughtered so that the cows give their milk to US).

2) Refuse to use any product or drug or medical

procedure that has involved animal suffering in its

testing or manufacture.

3) Employ ahimsa, non-violence, towards every living

creature.

4) Rescue any animal in distress.

5) Support every program to restore animals’ habitat.

6) Stop hunting  and collecting animals trophies.

7) Stop animal ‘sports,’ from bull fights to cock

fights. (A huge illegal cockfighting enterprise was

raided and shut down by the police last week near us

here at Port Hope, Ontario, Canada).

8) Stop over-fishing the oceans, and killing dolphins

and other creatures that get in the way.

9) Stop animal sacrifice, in all religious ceremonies.

10) Stop cruel methods of ritual slaughter, for kosher

foods and other religious requirements.

11) Stop using animals in circuses and similar

enterprises.

12) Close all zoos that don’t provide natural habitat

and  natural conditions  and plenty of room.

13) Shut down all illegal and unhealthy animal

breeding farms supplying pet stores.

14) Where geese  must be shot at, only pellets that

will kill them, not maim and poison them, should be

used.

15) Stop the practice of raising anemic young calves,

to provide our veal.

16) Close all animal laboratories.

17) Don’t abandon your pets or flush them down the

toilet, once their novelty has worn off.

18) Stop the routine castration of farm animals, the

clipping and docking of pets, the debarking of dogs,

the declawing of cats, the debeaking of chickens

19) Stop intensive raising of chickens; that’s what

breeds these epidemics. Have  free-run, open air

conditions only. Don’t just throw away alive in a bin

or fast-fry alive unwanted male chicks.

20) Stop futile and cruel experiments on wild animals,

such as done by one researcher of birdsong, by cutting

the bird’s vocal mechanism out entirely, to see if

that affected its mating abilities.

21) Stop using toxins to control  and eradicate pests.

22)     Pray for spirit help to awaken everyone’s

conscience to stop all this cruelty to animals.

23) Carry on the list here…………

Animals are not ‘things,’ objects to experiment

with, mutilate or chop up into spare parts.  They are

living, feeling and, at their level of operation,

sensing and thinking beings.  They continue their life

in spirit when they pass, returning to the group soul

if not maintaining their individuality.

Eventually predatory animals such as the lion and

the alligator will become extinct, just as warfare and

weaponry used between humans will be outlawed, and we

will move into a more peaceful and harmonious era.

The first step towards that ideal state is to

observe the Beatitudes (in the Sermon on the Mount) or

the practice of non-violence and mindfulness towards

each other and each species, and  to respect the

rights of an untampered existence for our animals and

vegetation on our planet.

Our conscience will not be clear until we have

rescued all these animals from suffering. Our own

diseases will not heal and our researchers will not

bring cures until we have done away with all these

cruel practices.   Also, the infestation and plagues

of various animals and insects also will not disappear

until there is balance in our agricultural methods.

The rapid and unplanned estate building of developers

is destroying the countryside and inviting the growth

of future slums, full of crime and degradation.  They

ignore the landscape and destroy field and forest for

a quick profit, without considering the flora and

fauna, nor providing parks and fields and other wild

places for human recreation.

I can’t do better to conclude this article on

animal rescue than to quote a segment of Air Chief

Marshal Hugh Dowding’s speech made against vivisection

in the House of Lords on July 18. 1957.  He had

previously, at the age of 70, become a vegetarian

after visiting Smithfield [meat] Market and two

slaughter houses.  He supported and spoke out for

animal rights and his wife Muriel’s “Beauty without

Cruelty” organization, a precursor of Anita Roddick’s

Body Shop founded in 1976.  [I lived near Smithfield

Market for a year, and there was always a sickly

gut-wrenching smell of animal blood hanging in the

air. The animals sent there for slaughter must have

had dreadful forebodings as they were lined up. The

smell in a tannery is even more pungent. Richard R.]

“All life is one and all its manifestations

with which we have contact are climbing the ladder of

evolution.  It is an important part of our

responsibilities to help them in their ascent, and not

to retard their development by cruel exploitation of

their helplessness.

“What I am now saying, if people would realize

it,  is of great practical importance, because failure

to recognize our responsibilities towards the animal

kingdom is the cause of many of the calamities which

beset the nations of the world.  Nearly all of us have

a deep-rooted wish for peace – peace on Earth;  but we

shall never attain to true peace – the peace of love,

and not the uneasy equilibrium of fear – until we

recognize the place of animals in the scheme of things

and treat them accordingly.”
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Rescue Circles (30)   Rescuing books and research data

from oblivion.   More about animals.

This series about rescue work from both sides of

the veil has presented a six-way process, in which

1) we on this side help each-other prepare for death,

and console those who are bereaved,

2) we on this side help spirit find themselves on the

other side, and in our sleep, trances or out-of-body

conditions (including NDEs) work on the other side in

many ways, and

3) we on this side help earthbounds move on into the

light if they are lost, or  obsessing anyone here or

haunting a building, while

4) from beyond the veil, spirit has described how

guides, angels and the awakened spirits do what they

can to rouse and rescue the confused souls who did not

believe in an afterlife, or who had closed, dogmatic

beliefs on earth and believe they are irredeemable and

isolated in Hell (usually of their own making)  and

5) those on the other side  come back to give evidence

to us that they are still alive, and also share their

greater knowledge and philosophy with us, and finally

6) from their side spirit will come to our aid and

lead into the light the earthbounds we are trying  to

help, and sometimes, too, help rescue us from

accidents and from sudden death in battle.  They CAN

protect us from death and injury if we seem to DESERVE

it, and they hear and answer our prayers! (see

previous posts with Lord Dowding’s accounts, and our

own experiences of escaping accidents and disasters).

The nurses and doctors amongst them come and heal us

directly, or work through mediums and psychic

surgeons.

The compiling of this series has in itself been a

work of rescuing out-of-print manuscripts and books

from oblivion, showing that

1) what has been recorded and revealed to us over the

past 300 years is as equally valid as

2) the Biblical texts, the Sutras and the writings of

mystics up to 3000 years ago and beyond and

3) the ongoing research and communication which is

going on at the present time. Nothing is really new.

What is surprising is the way new researchers seem to

think they have made some  startling new revelation,

when it’s all happened before, over and over and over

again!   As Tennessee Ernie Ford used to sing,   “Life

get’s teejus, don’it?!”

We may never fully  know the secrets from the

past.  The archives of many libraries are under lock

and key.  The Vatican Archives contain 50 miles (80

kilometers)

of shelves of books, some of which may be examined,

but then only under security escorts, an archivist and

a clerk, the researcher only allowed a pencil and pad

with which to make a few notes.   Most of us have in

our possession a few feet of books, perhaps 50 yards

of shelving at most.  We don’t have the time to read

that amount of books in a lifetime.   [Lis Warwood,

you were certainly fortunate to have been directed by

the spirit of Rosa Tingey to acquire what was left of

her library, which led you into the work you are doing

now!  But as Pastor Ray has rightly said, the truth is

not learned in books; rather it is found and

experienced, through direct contact with spirit.  THEN

we can consult the books, to help understand our

experiences, and put them within a wider perspective

and historical context].

But it is no great loss not to be able to

examine all the old musty palimpsests in the Vatican.

The sensationalism of the so-called Da Vinci Code and

the Secret Societies is nothing compared with the

power of direct contact with spirit.  That personal

experience is what we are fortunate to have in our

possession already.  Really there are no Holy

mysteries, secret doctrines and conspiracies – the

facts of life behind life,  ongoing spirit

intelligence, progress, continuity and immortality,

all this is an open secret – at some level we all

“know”.   So NONE of this is a secret, but rather it

is unknown to most people, through ignorance.   Once

we become “aware” through natural gifts or through

training, we see and hear and sense what lies

“beyond.”

The idea of secrecy, secret societies, “Codes” to

decipher and clandestine rituals – all this is a

misinterpretation of outsiders looking in on the work

of mediums and their circles and séances, where a

group of compatible people meets in private to contact

spirit.  It is as simple as that.  The group meets in

secret only to obtain undisturbed conditions in which

to contact spirit.  Also, in medieval times, secrecy

would have been essential to avoid the clutches of the

Inquisition, and in modern times, intrusions by the

police, as happened with Helen Duncan, which led to

her final illness and death.  Otherwise, there is no

secrecy or privilege about the work of obtaining

evidence of survival, the philosophy of living and

inner development.   Every person in his or her

lifetime has  some experience of spirit contact,

although it may not be recognized as such.   Nowadays,

with our public mediums on TV and radio and touring

theatres and writing books, all this knowledge is out

in the open.   In the past it was the Churches and

Freemasons and Templars who made secrets out of their

ceremonies, to retain power over people, or to exclude

them from privileges.  Services conducted in Latin

kept the unlearned populace in ignorance and under

their thumb, and they grew rich selling indulgences,

sanctifying marriages, pardoning sins and obtaining

deathbed conversions.

However, in order to put our work in

perspective, it is most important to keep alive the

accounts of our working with spirit for future

generations to peruse, as well as for our own times.

So many mediums, and so many researchers from all

walks of life, have contributed to the search for the

truth.  Mediums themselves have had full working lives

in the world as musicians, politicians, actors,

scientists, engineers, artists, designers, priests,

barbers, journalists, seamen, pilots, - in fact, every

trade and profession is represented, and the same goes

for the researchers. Nandor Fodor for example was a

psycho-analyst, Oliver Lodge a physicist, Maurice

Barbanell a  journalist/medium Stewart White a writer

and Edgar Mitchell an astronaut.  Richard Maurice

Bucke, Carl Wickland, Arthur Guirdham, and Gary

Schwartz are all psychiatrists.  There is a long list

of contributors to the Spiritualist movement and to

the work of mediums, which I will one day present in

this series. But for the moment we can only repay this

debt to so much dedication by preserving the work in

our libraries, not keeping it under lock and key, but

re-printing as much as we can.  In this way we can

keep it fresh and also revitalize our own work.

With all this evidence of survival and the modern

confirmation of the type of phenomena occurring in the

Bible stories, how is it that the churches refuse to

take notice, and accept the new data, especially when

they have instigated the enquiry themselves in the

first place?  I feel that those in positions of

authority are unwilling to lose their power and

control over their organizations and the hundreds of

millions of worshippers  they represent.  They are

unwilling to let the people see and think for

themselves.  Traditions and rituals have a hypnotic

effect and are very slow to change, so we cannot

expect much progress in a mass way.   Every Sunday I

journey past so many churches, filled with true

believers, their cars parked round the building -

mosques, churches, temples and chapels.  Not many of

them in this lifetime will have a chance to awaken to

the knowledge we are privileged to have received.

Perhaps we have earned it, or worked for it.   But

perhaps what we say and print here will reach further

afield, and bit by bit the word will get out, and the

mediums amongst us will have their work cut out trying

to fulfill the demand for enlightenment and true,

direct contact with spirit.

To continue the account of rescue work, we will

quote a few passages from “Gone West”  a book first

published by William Rider in 1917 and written by the

medium  J.S.M. Ward.  He regularly visited the astral

regions, and recorded what he experienced.  From his

writing we can understand that we need not fear  the

loss of access to libraries and archives here on

earth.  All the books seemingly confiscated and cast

into  the dungeons of oblivion in the Vatican and

elsewhere are openly available at some level of the

spirit worlds.  In one chapter of the book a spirit he

met spoke of a visit he made to a special library on

one of the lower Hellish astral planes:

“It was an enormous place, and was divided into

three sections:

1)   Book forms;

2)   Idea books;

3)   Living thought visualizations.

Among the ‘forms’ were all books dealing with

cruelty and hate for their own sake.   I saw there

shelves filled with the records of the Inquisition,

books describing methods of poisoning your foes, books

relating hideous crimes and savage tortures, histories

of torture, so-called medical works, and so on.  I

looked at one of these ‘medical works.’

SPIRIT     What decides whether a book comes to Hell

or not?  For example, this book is on vivisection.

It’s a French work.   Do all books on that subject

come here?

SPIRIT LIBRARIAN     No, indeed.  It is all a case of

the object of the work, and also the results it

produces.  With all books on vivisection, as with the

thing itself, both object and result count.  For

example, believing he has a cure for some disease, a

doctor inoculates some animals with that disease,

tries his treatment, and afterwards publishes an

account of his experiments.  The sole object of that

man has been to improve the well-being of his

fellow-men, and his book has that object.  In such a

case of course we should not get his book [being too

‘good’ for a hellish library].  But many men,

especially on the Continent, inflict torture on

animals simply out of a morbid curiosity to see how

pain works.  As no useful object is served by these

experiments, and the publication of them only incites

others to do likewise, the books come here and so

naturally do their authors.  Again, a scientist may

conduct some experiments with a laudable motive, yet

it may be extremely foolish or even wrong for him to

publish such experiments broadcast.  Such a book will

often lead others to perform similar experiments out

of curiosity or the love of inflicting pain.  Such a

book comes here.

SPIRIT   Then I take it that most vivisectionists come

here [to Hell].

LIBRARIAN     Oh, we get quite a large number, but

still not as many as you would expect.   A good many

of these men, though they seem a bit callous and are

so, yet are genuinely moved by laudable, though often

mistaken, motives.  But still a very large number

would come to us if it were not for the time they

spend on the astral plane.  You see, they usually fall

victims to the vengeance of the animals they have

tormented, and this and a clearer vision of the truth

causes them to regret what they have done, and leads

them to strive to make amends.

SPIRIT     How?

LIBRARIAN     Oh, by encouraging men on earth to found

societies for the prevention of cruelty to animals and

such nonsense. Still, the so-called ‘cause of science’

sends us many companions.

SPIRIT     How are the scientists arranged for?

LIBRARIAN     Oh, in different ways.  Take the

doctors, for example.  We have a hospital not far from

the library.

SPIRIT     [In surprise.]     A hospital?

LIBRARIAN    Yes, but here we don’t make any pretence

of running it for the good of the patients.  It’s all

done in the interests of science!  [Laughs.]   But you

ought to go round and see it for yourself – that is,

if you are not afraid of being operated on yourself.

“We wandered on into the second section, and here

I saw the “idea” books.  Each contained pictures

instead of writing, and they were similarly devoted to

cruelty, hate and so forth.  Every ingenious device

for torturing the human body, and even the spiritual

body, was displayed.  Nor was that all, for there were

diabolically clever ways of tormenting the mind.

But the third section was the worst.  Here at the

sides of the room were countless “pictures,” in which

we could see the anguish of the victim as he was

slowly tortured, while at the two ends of the room

were stages upon which were enacted various diabolical

torments.”

ATTENDANT   These rooms are devoted to works which

describe the best ways to torture persons and the

exact effects of any particular kind of torture, or,

as we call it, ‘operation.’ You see, we cannot here

inflict pain unless we understand the effect of that

pain.  Thus the more fully we understand a particular

torment, the easier it is to make another suffer that

pain if we are strong-willed enough to subdue him.

“I discovered I was getting a bit squeamish as I

looked at the atrocities.  Still, it is only fair to

say I had never been cruel for cruelty’s sake –

callous at times, very revengeful and entirely

reckless I certainly was, but not cruel simply for the

sake of seeing others suffer.

After a while I left the library, and crossing a

barren waste came to the so-called hospital.  If the

library had been gruesome, this place was a perfect

nightmare.  I passed through a gateway, and entered a

large but dirty hall, which led into an operating

theatre.”

There doctors, patients and scientists continually

operated on  and tormented each other, and the spirit,

unable to bear the fiendish activities, escaped across

the desolate plain.   Reflecting on his experience of

this low Astral Hell, it struck him that it was

extremely difficult to get the spirits there to

combine and work together for any common object.

“They were continually quarreling among themselves,”

he told Ward, “and even while I was there I saw more

than one scientist placed on the dissecting slab by

some of his companions, but this done, most forgot

[what they were doing and started on something

else]…..the entire absence of the power of voluntary

combination for any object is one of the

characteristic of “Hell.”

The other factor that makes it difficult to

escape from a hell like this, which makes it so

terrifying, is that the only books available were

those about terrible torture and suffering.   There

was no relief or escape from this depiction of pain.

There were no other better books available in that

library of atrocities.

[We can see how valuable is our rescue work, if we

can save souls before they descend to these depths of

cruelty and depravity, from which there can be no

escape until aeons of our earth time have passed. The

Tudor Story which tells of Henry VIII’s rescue leaves

a lot untold as to his experiences “down below” before

awakening.

I have left to last this negative aspect of life

on the other side, because on the whole our teaching

is optimistic and positive.  Most of us will never

have to descend to the lowest astral levels, unless we

have special rescue work there.  If we inflict no pain

or suffering on others, we will not have to face

hardship on the other side. It is no longer ‘in our

nature’.    Richard Rowley.]

Richard R.]
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Rescue Circles (31) The Aura and the Astral Body and
more about the Chakras


The physical body is a living energy system like
a miniature solar system or an even smaller replica of
the universe. Though the Eastern traditions have
described this living system in terms of the chakras,
prana and kundalini energy, and chi, acupuncture
points and so on, in Western terms it is probably
easier to understand our energy by examining the aura
and the etheric and astral bodies. An interesting
journey through these was described by Vera Stanley
Alder in 1940 in her book, “From the Mundane to the
Magnificent,” reprinted in 1979 by Rider and Company,
London, and by Samuel Weiser, New York, 1980. She
described how her guide Raphael led her on an inner
journey to the body of a nurse in a mental hospital,
and then to some of the patients. The whole book is
recommended as a guide to development, and an
understanding of disease and healing, but for now I
will just whet your appetite so that you can compare
the essential details with the knowledge of the chakra
system.

Vera related how she relaxed in a meditative
state, and Raphael, her guide, led her out of body. At
first she became aware of peculiar feelings within
herself, like the rotating of wheels. It seemed as if
there were several wheels whirling within her as if
the inside of her body was like a watch. The
movements changed as if the wheels suddenly reversed
and went round the other way. They speeded up
tremendously, and she felt as if she was being whirled
around too. Eventually she calmed down and went over
to look at her inert physical body lying on the divan.
She started to see a beautiful delicate blue light
which spread through all the flesh, giving it a
hollow, transparent look. Then she could see it as if
in an x-ray. Raphael strengthened her inner sight,
and the blue light became stronger, and extended about
an inch beyond the skin. It shimmered softly with
quivering life. It was the etheric body, duplicating
every bone and vein, a complete and firmly knit second
body, composed of millions of tiny interlaced threads.
Raphael told Vera that this etheric body was her real
physical body, which fed and formed and built the
solid, physical one. It formed a link between the
inner chemical matter which composed the physical
body, and the electrical forces of life which could
reach it only through the medium of the “ether.” 
Every living thing, particle, atom, cell, plant or
animal, has its own “double” or organized ether to act
as a conductor.

Vera looked back at her own body lying on the
divan, noticing little patches and spaces, or
blemishes here and there, interrupting the fine
webbing of the etheric body. Raphal explained that
they were only temporary, reflecting Vera’s anxieties.
Clairvoyants and medical intuitives make their
diagnoses of internal disease with this type of
vision, but with most people, focused as they are on
the physical senses, they have not developed the gift.

Raphael explained to Vera that the emotions or
feelings, sometimes termed “affects” so as not to
confuse them with the physical feelings, such as pain
or nausea or delicious tastes, these emotions can
sometimes overwhelm the mind and will-power. But
without the emotions we would have no driving force,
no incentive, no attractions, no love. They give us
the impetus into every action. Emotions are lawless
and irregular, beyond the etheric body which obeys
certain regular laws of electricity and
electromagnetism. [This explains why
parapsychologists’ measuring devices and ghostbusters’
equipment cannot measure the activities of spirits and
ghosts, beyond their traces in the etheric body and
the physical atmosphere, room temperatures and the
like]. Each creature therefore has an astral body,
made up of the emotions.

Astral atoms are much finer than physical and
etheric atoms, and we cannot see both physically and
astrally at the same time. Looking now with astral
vision at her body on the divan, Vera saw a thick,
grey smokelike substance, like a ghost. Raphael told
her that astral substance was completely different
from physical matter and its reactions. It was finer
and more rapid in motion than ether, along which
electricity and other forces travel. The astral body
can travel more quickly than electricity, faster than
sound. Astral stuff is non-physical and beyond the law
of gravity. Hence the ability to fly. Such dreams are
real experiences, in the astral.

Looking at the room with astral eyes, Vera saw
that every object was permeated with intermingling
colors, and she saw her own aura, and Raphael’s. He
explained that all our emotions are colored. We can
actually be green with envy, yellow with cowardice or
blue with melancholy. In an unevolved person, the
colors are dark and turgid, but as we seek the light
of Truth, that light literally irradiates us, and the
colors gradually grow brighter and lighter, until they
fuse back into one perfect original white light. 
Then we have the perfect human being, surrounded, not
with a colored aura, but with a halo of light.

When we are in our astral body, we can pass
through physical things, including people, without
affecting them. They will not notice. There are
many degrees of astral matter, or astral atoms, each
functioning independently. Within and around us there
are creatures, spirits and entities, carrying on their
own lives and activities while flowing through another
life and oblivious to all else but their own sphere of
vibrations. There may be an astral planet passing
through our earth at this very moment, while we are
quite unaware of it. 

On subsequent evenings Raphael took Vera out to
view the solar system. Then they went within to
examine the activity inside an atom. Finally they
visited a mental hospital. There they examined the
astral body of a nurse talking to a doctor. Vera saw
the solar system within her, with the glowing
“planets” or chakras near the heart, throat, brain and
solar plexus. As her sight strengthened, she saw the
beautiful etheric web, taking the shape of the human
form, with the brilliant sun which shone in the region
of the heart. Seven serpentine colored rays streamed
forth, their convolutions embracing the glowing
planets within the various organs of the body. Their
various colors gradually intermingled and wove with a
rotary movement until by the time they all reached the
periphery of the body, they had assumed the familiar
look of the astral body. This could be seen
encircling the figure of the nurse.

Raphael then showed Vera the lives or
intelligences which produced and ran the nurse’s body.
She was a splendid, well-balanced person. Vera
watched and began to see or sense a great form which
hovered with the aura. It appeared to be made of
auric substance, and it vibrated with life, feeling
and intelligence. Vera recorded “It reminded me of
the Deva spirit which I had seen brooding over the
countryside. As I remembered all the little lives I
had witnessed flowing out from his form to do their
work, I recognized the same mysterious activity once
more before me. Delicate being s of many sizes were
streaming through this nurse’s aura, each intent upon
his work. These busy lives passed through each other
without hindrance. The effect was of several films
superimposed one upon the other.”

Touring the aura from within, Vera saw opposite
her in the stomach a beautiful spirit or fairy of a
transparent orange hue. He was swaying back and forth
with a careful rhythmic movement. Raphael explained
“That is the living creature, sometimes called an
elemental, who takes care of the stomach – one might
say that the stomach is his physical body. He
controls within himself many smaller lives who produce
the various digestive juices and activate the lesser
movements of the stomach.”

They then went to examine the heart, and the
tremendous pipes of various hues which connected up
with it, and saw the intricate way in which it was
suspended from the surrounding walls of the ribs. The
noise was tremendous, a succession of pumping,
bubbling, sucking and creaking sounds. Then the
beautiful etheric form of the heart came into view as
the physical heart began to fade. They could faintly
hear now the slight hissing or humming sounds of the
electrical life forces as they flowed rapidly along
the various colored “neon wires” which formed a heart
of cobweb, as it were, as the living basis of the
physical heart. Vera noticed that the racing electric
channels each hummed a different note according to its
color. 

They then turn to astral vision, and the colored
rays which poured serpent-like from the center of the
heart swirled around it until they blended into its
enveloping astral bubble or aura. At the center Vera
could just discern a golden ball of fire. It was
loveliest sight she had ever seen. Raphael explained
the mysterious link of each creature’s heart with the
solar system. “Our entire solar system has as its
goal the expression of love. This planet will achieve
that goal by means of human beings whose hearts are
the instrument through which it will be transmitted. 
We do not yet know what love is. The love which
humans and animals show is only the faintest beginning
of the real thing. The heart of the solar system is
the Sun, and the heart of the human is also, in its
inner essence, a little sun.”

Raphael then showed Vera the being who inhabited
the heart and made it work, the heart’s “elemental”. 
She saw the very beautiful Deva hovering or
crouching within the sphere of the heart’s astral
bubble, or aura. His body seemed to be formed of
warm golden light from which flowed a wonderful sense
of peace, of comradeship and of understanding. The
wisdom of the heart. The spirit or elemental did not
appear to see them. He was sunk in deep concentration
as he worked to produce the muscular and etheric
activities within his body, the heart. Various small
beings could be seen under his control, working busily
at the functioning of the different valves.* 

“Every organ in the body is run in the same way”
explained Raphael. “All the chemical compounds and
juices, of which there are an infinite number, are
compounded by little elementals, as clever or more
clever than our modern chemists. These chemical
compounds in the blood don’t just ‘happen’. Complex
happenings must have an intelligent initiator of some
kind. All these lives within a person’s body are his
servants, over whom he is intended to develop not only
complete and wise control, but cooperation. He is
always able to communicate with them and express his
wishes to them. If he is sufficiently single-minded
they will understand and obey him. But their vices
are a reflection of his own – be it laziness, lust for
power, self-importance! If their lord and master
allows any of them to become self-indulged, the whole
organization of his life becomes unbalanced.”

Looking next at the nurse’s brain, they saw
another solar system. The sun of this solar system
was right in the middle of the head. Its most
important neighbor seemed to be a luminous planet at
the root of the nose. High above them through the
top of the skull, they could discern a most beautiful
glowing fire-ball. Its many rays flowed out and
curled over until it gave the effect of a great
chrysanthemum made of living colored That was the
channel through which spiritual life flows into the
human being…. The thousand petalled Lotus. Each petal
connects with an aspect of cosmic life. All these
centers in the body, or chakras, rotate just as the
great planets do. Vera noticed that the chakra in the
center of the head (pineal gland) had comparatively
few petals or rays, and the one behind the eyes
(pituitary or “third eye” fewer petals still.

Within the aura or astral bubble of the third eye
or pituitary planet hovered a living, luminous being,
very intent upon its work. Into and out of this
very complex center passed a constant flow of
swirling colored waves, crowded with tiny little
creatures. It was like a telephone exchange or bureau
of information, where every experience and effort of
thought is registered. The more abstract or idealistic
thought produces strong radiations which reach out
towards the central or pineal gland, which is
controlled by the little sun in the center of the
head. This sun is a transmitter from the upper-most
center, the thousand petalled lotus, In a perfect
human being these three centers or planets are firmly
linked together, so that the personality (the
pituitary) is influenced by the spirit through the
higher mind (the pineal), and all the elementals and
living workers in the body can thus come under
control. The nurse was a decent and balanced person,
so everything was working normally.

Raphael then took Vera off to one of the mental
patients in the wards, to show her how unbalanced
minds contrasted with that of the nurse’s. In each
of the patients one or another of his elemental
workers had swollen to abnormal proportions, and was
conducting a reign of tyranny over the whole of the 
person’s organism. In one, the thirst of an alcoholic
reigned, and the elemental had become swollen,
thickened and hideous. The other elementals at work
within the patient’s body were all demoralized and
paralysed by the fumes of alcohol, and the beautiful
etheric web had many rents and gaps in it. Through
these gaps floated astral forms of snakes, toads and
rats. The patient evidently saw them, for he shivered
and shouted in terror. “A case of delirium tremens,”
explained Raphael. “Those snakes and rats are the
forms taken by certain low types of elementals who
enjoy alcohol and are only able to function when they
are near to it. If this patient were to pull himself
together and conquer his craving for drink, it would
mean that he had regained control of his drink
elemental, who would gradually shrink back to his
normal size and shape. Our elementals take on our
human egotism, power-lusts and self-importance. They
reflect us, their masters – and they can become our
Frankenstein monsters.” 

They next moved on to contemplate a patient who
was sitting shivering with fear. From his brain a
kind of astral cable linked him to a large dark grey
ball of smoke which was packed within his aura. 
Inside this smoke many activities were taking place –
figures running, knives glistening, a kind of living
nightmare. 

“That cloud is what we call a “thought-form” or
an “obsession”. It all began with self-pity which a
most dangerous activity and undermines the health very
much. In this case one of the thought-elementals
began to grow fat on this self-pity. He built himself
up until now he rules his master from that little
some-world of congealed thought he has made, so that
now his master has developed persecution mania. If
human beings knew of these elementals and exercised a
balanced and disciplined will, these things would
never happen, for the elementals are wonderful and
willing servants, when controlled.”

The next patient’s aura was quite hollow and
empty. There were no swirling colors, only a thick
grey shell of smoke which prevented any rays from
passing either in or out. Within the cold empty
shell its owner brooded, lonely and insulated from
everything around him. He made not response to
patients or nurses around him. He was a very
loving person, but he had centered all his love
possessively and exclusively upon one person, his
wife. When she died, there was a complete vacuum in
his life which he preserved in selfish grief until it
became an impenetrable shell. Call it melancholia or
depression. He prevented his colored etheric rays from
flowing outwards from the chakras. They curled in
upon themselves, forming tangled congested knots of
force like short-circuited live wires. This
smoldering coagulation was gradually burning and
disrupting the body cells. The beautiful structures
of both web and tissue were destroyed already over a
large area. 

“You are looking at a cancer,: said Raphael. 
“Brooding and resentment are very often the cause of a
malignant growth. When you look at this man you can
understand how it happens. It is always a case of
misplaced energy. That which we call love is really a
radiation which flows to us and from us from the Sun. 
It should link us with all living creatures on the
Earth in an exchange of understanding and cooperation.
We human beings have made a travesty of the part we
are meant to play in respect of that might Sun force.
The result is disease, both mental and physical.” 

The nurse they had observed earlier came towards
her patients. As she approached, her aura could be
seen radiating from the central sun of her heart soft
golden rays which were indeed very like sunshine. She
paused a moment and stretched out her hand to touch a
bowl of flowers appreciatively with her fingertips. 
There was a vivid response as the blossoms awakened,
but this response came from their quivering etheric
counterparts which seemed literally to drink up those
golden rays with a passionate thirst. “Love feeds!”
remarked Raphael. “Ignorant folk would say she had
green fingers, and not trouble to wonder what that
really meant!”
The nurse then talked to the patients, and the
healing rays from her heart and her fingers linked her
up with them so that her mind could travel down their
length and literally dwell within her patients’ brains
with complete understanding. While she was there the
obsessions and the fog clouds melted and wavered, but
when she left them the old conditions re-asserted
themselves once more. “She is a fine person and loves
enough to heal, but not lastingly,” explained
Raphael. :For a real cure, knowledge is needed as
well as love, the sort of knowledge that I have given
you today, which would enable the patients to be
taught how to heal themselves. So you have seen what
lies at the back of disease.”

I would recommend those interested in this
subject to obtain and read the rest of this book, and
those of Caroline Myss. Very Stanley Alder has
written six other books with the publishers listed
above:-
“The Finding of the ‘Third Eye’”
“The Initiation of the World”
“The Fifth Dimension”
“Wisdom in Practice”
“The Secret of the Atomic Age”
“When Humanity Comes of Age”

[*We can but wonder, in our heavily medicated bodies
of 2006, that perhaps these elementals are almost
drugged out of existence and unable to function,
leading to all these health and environmental
problems. Modern science and medicine does not
recognize these other levels and dimensions of
existence, only the impersonal functioning of
chemicals, waves, particles and genomes. For example,
the progress of the HIV virus can be arrested by a
costly cocktail of drugs, but we wonder what is going
on at the elemental level. Something else is out of
balance - perhaps our misuse of nuclear energy, and
promiscuous behavior generally and lack of care and
control of the blood plasma supply, needle use, and
contraception. The Catholic church is still
forbidding the precautionary measures which would cut
down AIDS cases by 90%. That is a criminal
proclamation, not a spiritually enlightened one. Some
intense research into all this is urgently needed, as
well as realistic practical political and religious
action. Richard
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In the previous article, Verity Alder was taken by
her guide Raphael to see the elementals both within
her body, and out in the solar system and deeper into
the universe. This might seem to stretch the
imagination a bit too far for some people, but
elementals, devas and angels, goblins, leprechauns and
other fairy folk are often discussed by guides and
spirits in seances. As these folk help us in our
healing and rescue work, often without our knowledge,
to give us some more information I thought it would be
good to quote from other sources, including Hugh
Dowding on a visit to Ireland, speakers at Findhorn,
and in this article, from Alfred Kitson, who was
General Secretary of the British Spiritualists’ Lyceum
Union from 1890 to 1919. Kitson’s notes are taken from
his autobiography published around 1920 by Wadsworth &
Company, The Rydal Press, Keighley, Yorkshire, the
birthplace of the first British Spiritualist journal,
coedited by distant relative of mine, David
Weatherhead.

Kitson was not a medium but he attended a home
circle regularly, where the guide Zela presided. With
regard to the subject of elementals, he wrote: “I was
opposed to the theory of elementals belonging to the
earth, fire and water as taught in “Ghostland, “Art
Magic” and “Nineteenth Century Miracles” edited and
published by my esteemed friend and colleague, Mrs.
Emma Hardinge Britten, and in some other books which I
had put on one side as being the result of imagination
and on a par with the “fairy tales” written to amuse
children. [Several people] had assured me that there
were lower orders of being called Elemntals. But I
was too sceptical to believe their testimony, so I
resolved to enquire of spirit Zela, as she was well
versed in psychic problems. 
I accordingly asked Zela if she had any knowledge
of there being such things as elementals. Her answer
being in the affirmative, I further asked if they were
restricted to one of the earth’s elements, such as
water, fire, earth or the atmosphere.

ZELA The earth, air, fire and water are each
inhabited by their particular order of elemental
beings.
KITSON Are they immortal?
ZELA No, they are a lower order of beings, but
lack the immortal Divine Spark.

We learned at subsequent circles that they were
not evil of themselves, but were inclined to play
practical jokes and tricks on people, and being
irresponsible beings, had no conception or idea of
wrong or right according to our ideas of morality. 
They could be very vindictive when annoyed or
disturbed in their haunts. They had served a wise
purpose in past ages, as primitive man was conscious
of these “little people,” and so they were an evidence
that there were other planes of being, not of the same
material nature as he, which made man more sympathetic
and kept him from becoming too materialistic in his
belief and conceptions of life. But the present day
people were gradually getting out of touch with these
”little people,” and were apt to think of them as
being mere fiction, invented for the amusement of
children. I reluctantly changed my attitude, and began
to read and study Mrs. Britten’s books, for it
appeared that the “fairy stories” of our youth were
based on fact.
I enquired of several of my friends who had
clairvoyant powers if they had ever seen any elemental
beings when out in the fields, woods, glens, or by the
sea, and if so could they tell me what they were like.
I wanted first-hand evidence if such beings really
existed.
My eldest sister Mrs. Thornes related the
following incident when visiting Scarborough, and
watching and admiring the “curlers” [waves] she was
startled at seeing a number of forms, something like
human beings. Although they had eyes they did not
appear to see her nor the other visitors who were
admiring the waves, but were intent on the fun of
sporting themselves in the rushing waves and curlers. 
The sight frightened her, as she had never heard of
such creatures, and she inwardly wondered if she were
losing her senses and becoming subject to
hallucinations. 
The next party I questioned on the matteer was my
esteemed friend Mrs. Naylor, of Middlesbrough, who
had frequently seen the elementals in glens, woods,
streams and sea. She described them as being small in
stature, varying in height from eighteen inches to
twenty-four. They have a round “tubby” body, small
legs and arms, often large head, out of proportion to
their height, often wore a peaked cap with a tassle,
as generally depicted in nursery story books. The
colour of their clothing is said to vary, with their
surroundings. Those she saw when going through the
Gap of Dunlow, in the region of the Purple Mountain in
Ireland, were clothed in purple. She was more
interested in watching the efforts of an old elemental
(a male) who stood on the top of the mountain
endeavouring to pull up by a rope what looked like a
boy elemental, than she was in the scenery itself. 
The old man looked vexed and angry with the little
fellow over something: she could not tell what. Those
she saw in Newcastle on the occasion of the Lyceum
Demonstration there were clothed in green, being in
harmony with the rich foliage.
On one occasion, when visiting Carlton in
Cleveland, while resting under a big tree near the
stream, reading, she heard some tiny voices singing,
and on looking up from her book, was surprised to see
herself surrounded with a number of “little people”
who danced around her, holding each other by the hand,
like a group of merry hearted children playing at
”Ring-o’-Roses.” They continued their dances, capers
etc., for nearly two hours, evidently for her special
benefit, for at the finish, one, who appeared to be
their leader, and who had played the funniest antics
of the lot, and who was distinguished by a
varicoloured dress and peaked red cap, approached her,
and taking off his cap, made her a gallant bow. She
smilingly returned the compliment. The whole party
then instantly vanished out of sight as if they had
melted into the earth.”

[to be continued]
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Elementals. 
Alfred Kitson paid another visit to Mrs. Naylor
and they watched the elementals riding the waves. 
“She watched several elementals ride towards us on the
“curlers,” and go rushing back without showing their
lower limbs, if they had any. Bye and bye one came
alond which gave her the opportunity she was waiting
for, when she saw that, instead of legs, it had a
broad tail similar to those which mermaids are
represented as wearing. May it not be probable that
the stories of there being such creatures have arisen
from the testimony of certain sailors who have
possessed the second sight, or clairvoyance, and who
have seen these elementals who looked very real and
human?
“ The last contribution I have from Mrs. Naylor
describes the elementals she saw while on a visit to
Walcot in August 1920. 
‘On the hills going towards Burton I saw three
trees near each other, and on the short one I saw the
largest elemental I have ever seen. It was about
three feet high. It looked like a dwarf with a large
head and eyes. Its features were not pretty to look
at. Its colour was dark brown.
‘Near Alkborough, through what is locally known
as the “Witch Walk,” which is bordered with some fine
trees, at the village end of the :Walk” are three fine
sycamore trees. In one of them I saw another
elemental about two and a half feet high. It was
slim in build. Its face was long and narrow.
‘On another occasion when going to Alkborough
along the :Church Walk” – a beautiful arboreal pathway
laeding from Walcot Hall to Alkborough Church – when
within about fifty yards from the end of the walk we
came to a large holly bush in which I saw the
elemental of a holly tree, the first of its kind I
have ever seen. It was short in stature, its skin had
a prickly appearance, as if partaking of the nature of
the leaves. Its head seemed to be too big for its
body. 
‘I saw dozens of different kinds of elementals
during my visit, but the prettiest were two which I
saw while resting on the stump of a tree that had been
cut down at the Alkborough end of the :Witch Walk.” 
I sat facing the trees where I had seen the other one.
Mrs. Wemyss and Mrs. Begg had walked forward to view
the beautiful scenery, when there emerged from some
bushes on the bank behind me two of the loveliest
elementals, about a foot high, I have ever seen. They
were like two dolls, light brown in colour, and had
such lovely eyes. I got fairly friendly with one of
them, but when I tried to touch it, it ran away. I
believe it would have come back to me, but some
visitors made their appearance and it took fright.’

“ In subsequent conversation with spirit Zela
concerning the elementals, I learned there were other
orders not yet seen by Mrs. Naylor. Some of their
natures were protean, and they could assume different
shapes at will, like the fabled Proteus. Zela was
unable to describe the nature of their bodies, as I
was unacquainted with any material to which she could
refer me by way of comparison. But I learned that
their lives were not subject to change or decay as
ours were, and so they lived to a greater age than we
did.”

More rescue work in WW I. W. T. Stead, Andrew
Jackson Davis and the Lyceum Schools in England and
Alfred Kitson. More from Mr. Stead after his death.

There is an interesting connection between these three
icons from the early days of Spiritualism and
Mediumship, as given in Alfred Kitson’s autobiography.
There is also an illuminating illustration of the
different shades of Spiritualism which continue to
divide us today.

Kitson was an active figure in the Lyceum
movement in England, and Andrew Jackson Davis himself
replied to a letter from him describing his work with
the English Lyceums. In the conclusion of his
letter, Davis wrote: “The heavens are open to every
spirit, old or young, who enters freely into Lyceum
work. Holy influences distil upon you as you go so
cheerfully from place to place teaching the way, and
organizing the Angel’s School for the interior culture
of the little ones – the coming men and women! 
England is full of noble, free-minded souls, not
wealthy in materialism, but so truly RICH in all that
death cannot destroy: Truth, Candour, Integrity,
Justice, Reason, Love; and I am not surprised that you
find persons ready to cooperate with you wherever you
volunteer to almost give your personal attention and
information.
I have your “English Manuals,” and like them. 
Better for your Lyceums than ours could be. I notice
that Mrs. Britten has not hesitated to exert her
strong influence in the Lyceum direction.
May you be faithful, dear friend – not
over-worked nor weary in heart – full of the power of
Spirit in doing good. Your friend ever, A.J. Davis.” 
Boston, September 25th, 1887. 

Eight years later Kitson was invited to read a paper
on “The Duty of Spiritualists to the Young,”* at the
General Conference of Spiritualists held in London in
May, 1895. Kitson writes: “The gathering represented
Spiritualists of all shades of opinion, including the
Christian Spiritualist, who desired to make
Spiritualism subservient to Christianity; the
Experimental Spiritualist, who saw in spirit phenomena
another branch for scientific research, and denied its
ethical, moral and religious value; and the
out-and-out Spiritualist.
Mr. W. T. Stead, who had issued his “Ghost
Stories,” which had roused much public comment, and
not a little surprise, and who was also beginning to
express himself favourably towards Spiritualism, had
kindly consented to preside over the Conference.
The proceedings were orderly and decorous to a
degree, not an adverse word ruffled the mental
atmosphere until I had read my paper on “The Duty of
Spiritualists to the Young.” The invitation had come
to me from the kindly efforts of Mr. J.J. Morse, in
order that I should present to the London
Spiritualists the case for the Lyceum Movement in
general, and the Lyceum Union in particular.
When I had read my paper Mr. Stead, in his
opening remarks, said that if he had read it before
consenting to preside he should have been tempted to
decline the honour; and then proceeded to severely
criticize the paper from the Christian standpoint.
Several prominent ladies and gentlemen began to
condone with him, and deprecate teaching spiritual
facts, philosophy and religion to children. The
general feeling of the Conference was one of
antagonism to the Children’s Progressive Lyceum
Movement until Mr. James Swindlehurst, of Preston, the
enthusiastic Missioner of the Spiritualists’ National
Federation, made a stirring appeal on behalf of the
Lyceum Movement, and concluded with the following
quotation from the Golden Chain Recitation, No. 123:
“All religion has relation to life, and the life of
religion is to do good!”
Mr. Stead was not satisfied with his severe
criticism delivered in the Conference, but used his
influential position as Editor and publisher of “The
Review of Reviews.” In this paper he described both
my paper and myself as being anti-Christian, etc., and
on that account strongly denounced the Lyceum Movement
in general, and Alfred Kitson in particular!
No doubt he did it in all good faith and felt
sure within himself that he was performing a Christian
duty, as did the Inquisitors of old. I did not mind
for myself so much as for the injurious effects his
bias would have on those who were sympathetically
inclined towards our Movement. One gentleman, a
Government Inspector of Mines, who made a point of
calling on me for a chat whenever he was in our
district, and who had contributed liberally to our
Publishing Fund, ceased his visits after reading some
of Mr. Stead’s strictures.”

However, twenty years later and three years after
his death on the Titanic, W. T. Stead returned to
speak at Alfred Kitson’s home circle. “The first
time he came the medium saw him clairvoyantly, and
remarked in wonder and pity on observing a deep cut
across his right temple, that if he had received the
wound in the excitement of the panic among the
passengers, it would have the effect of stunning him
and so lessen his struggles in the water. But he made
no sign or reference to it when he controlled and
greeted us. 
Just previous to his appearance we had been
singing (without any thought of the hymn having any
connection with the closing scene on the ill-fated
boat) “Nearer my God to Thee,” which we sang sweetly
and reverently.
At times he would draw near, as if on a visit of
inspection of the conditions, and address a few words
to the medium, which she heard clairaudiently. At
other times spirit Zela, while controlling the medium,
would see him, and give us his greeting ere he
departed. 
On a subsequent visit Zela remarked, “The writer
man [Stead] is here and is saying something about
there having been some misunderstanding between
himself and you when he was in earth life, for which
he is now sorry, and says it all arose from his early
Christian teachings.”
Evidently his remarks had reference to his
strictures on my essay given at the Conference held in
London over which he presided. I had never made any
reference to it during the period of his visits, and
the incident occurred years before the medium came in
the Spiritual Movement, so that his reference to it
came quite spontaneously from him.
I remarked to Zela that I understood to what Mr.
Stead was referring, and was pleased to learn he now
saw the matter in question from a broader standpoint.”

On other visits Stead “would control and try to
fix his thumbs near the armpits of the medium’s
blouse, as if he had been in the habit, when in earth
life, of inserting his thumbs in the armholes of his
vest (waistcoat). He would address us briefly for
about ten minutes, concerning the spiritual harmony of
our circle, which appealed to him. The progress of the
cause of Spiritualism in general, and the forces –
mainly those of invested interests – in maintaining
the old order of orthodoxy – that were leaguing
together to hold Spiritualism in check. He also
referred to the persecutions, even to being
imprisoned, he had endured in relation to the abuses
he exposed in “Modern Babylon.” I refrained for
quite a time from making any reference to the would
which the medium had seen on his temple, in the hope
he would vouchsafe some explanation. As he did not
again present himself in that state, nor make any
reference to it, I decided to draw his attention to
it, partly for the confirmation of the medium’s
description, and to learn, if possible, how he had
received it.
He informed us that the wound referred to was
made on his temple when the ship gave one of her big
lurches which threw him off his feet, and landed him
with his head in one of the scuppers. “I suppose you
do not know what a ‘scupper’ is, friend Kitson?” he
queried. “I have only shown myself with the wounded
temple to one other clairvoyant, and that was at a
meeting held in Liverpool.”
In reply to the question as to the name of the
place he said he could not tell me, but it was up some
steps.
When the war broke out (1914) and the German
armies seemed to be sweeping all before them, Mr.
Stead was very perturbed in mind as to what the result
would be. Sometimes he would control and speak with
deep concern as to the evils of war. At other times
he would hold in his hand folios of press matter, and
pointing to them would exclaim, “Write, write, write,”
Spirit Zela would describe him and give me his
message. 
He was very sad and depressed over the awful
slaughter of soldiers on the fields of battle, and the
awful effect warfare had over the combatants. On one
occasion, when he was speaking to us on the matter, he
exclaimed, “Kitson, it is hell; I tell you, war is
hell! Oh, the terrible slaughter of human beings that
is continually going on, and many of them are full of
hatred and bloodlust as they reach our side. If
rulers could be brought to realize the evil
consequences they are laying up for themselves by
promoting and fostering wars, they would stand
appalled and seek some other method of settling
international differences.”
His impetuous ways were a striking contrast to
that of the eastern spirit people who often visited
us. Zela often described his approach to the circle
as a “rushing wind.” He came with tremendous force
and energy. At other times she would refer to him as
“the writer man” as he frequently appealed to me to
write on the horrors of the war, and would hold “copy”
towards me, which Zela would describe to me. I had to
explain to him that our “Lyceum Banner” was not a
magazine of general news, but the special organ of the
Children’s Progressive Lyceum Movement, and its pages
were inadequate for the Movement’s needs, and could
not be used by me for other purposes, much as I would
like to oblige him. After a moment’s reflection he
acknowledged I was right in my decision. At the fall
of Kut he was very much depressed, and severely
criticized those in authority for their lack of
foresight. 
Several spirits who had been highly placed when
in earth-life visited us and were much surprised at
finding such a center of active spiritual forces in
such lowly social conditions, and asked permission to
repeat their visit, and were numbered among our wise
counselors. I withhold their names, as it is not the
titles that count in the spiritual world, but good
deeds. Some of these spirits were very busy
ministering to the victims of the war on the
battlefields. They freely cast on one side all pride
of social rank and distinction.”

We will continue with information on elementals in the
next article in the series, comprising Hugh Dowding’s
visit to Ireland. 

[* if you would like a free copy of Kitson’s paper
”The Duty of Spiritualists to the Young” as a Word
document, e-mail me with “Kitson” in the subject bar
at <noblas@yahoo.com> and I’ll e-mail it back as soon
as it’s ready]. Richard R


Rescue Circles (34) Elementals. Hugh Dowding
visits Ireland.

In the late 1940s Lord Dowding was invited by
friends to visit their estate in Ireland and he
accepted without realizing that his host’s wife was a
writing medium. A nearby mountain, situated ten
miles from the coast, was a place of high spiritual
energy. It was a peculiar sharp-pointed twin-peak
volcanic mountain, quite different from the
surrounding gently-rounded hills. It turned out to
be the focal point of the spiritual work that was to
be done during his ten to twelve day stay.

The host’s grandfather [pseudonym “Sir
Gerald”], came through to welcome Sir Hugh in the
first of daily sittings they held before dinner. 
A hundred years before, Sir Gerald, a wealthy Guards
subaltern, had come to that part of Ireland on a
short fishing trip. He was so shocked and horrified
at the existence led by the local peasants that the
course of his life was diverted to an attempt to
improve their living conditions. Bit by bit he bought
the land, till he had acquired a large estate, and the
welfare of the people became the primary objective of
his life. His grandson (Dowding’s host) still
regarded the people as his people, and spent his time
going from cottage to cottage talking to people,
bringing medicines for the sick, tobacco and snuff. 
All his time was given to his people, although by now
the Government of Eire had compulsorily acquired the
estate. 
As the séance proceeded, as usual Sir Hugh made
his own notes.

GRANDFATHER “I am very glad Lord Hugh (I must call
him that, it is his name) has the desire to climb our
Mountain. It will make him one of our band more
easily than anything else. He has been influenced
into coming here for a purpose, which is to put him in
touch with all the big natural and spiritual
power-centres on the whole of this coast. The one on
the mountain is in contact with and mainly in charge
of the rest, partly through geographical and partly
through historical associations and other powers. Go
to the top and, if you can, write a little at the top.
So few go there that the Devic atmosphere is intense,
and you may contact teachers of enormous value. Any
places will welcome his presence, but the mountain is
the center of the great outpouring of the force for
the whole of this coast. [To protect his host’s
privacy, and to prevent an influx of tourists from
disturbing the region’s tranquillity, Lord Dowding
wisely declined to give correct place names, altering
them, and even disguising the names of his friends].
“The Devic and Nature-spirits are all over this
place, and we see them and use them for our different
purposes. I am still working here continuously, and
so is the old Vicar. We are not fitted for any other
work yet, and we both enjoy a delightful life. 
Healing is one of our most interesting works. You
will need to help with that here. 
Lord Hugh always has a large following of R.A.F.
boys with him. I have been taking some of them and
introducing them to [the region]. So you see that it
is not only Lord Hugh himself, but also the men, who
want to see the region and help it. I have one here
called Taffy: I do not think Lord Hugh will remember
him, but he has been with him before, and now goes on
many journeys with him. It is very like a large
Staff, and sometimes for fun, they tell me, they dress
up and pretend to be very official, and use up-to-date
official language, which makes us feel very old-world.
Of course it is all a game, but it impresses the new
souls over here; and they often come and help, too,
partly because they want to, and partly because it is
for the R.A.F., and they like the earth-feeling of
working in an organized body again. 
The Staff say this is a very good place for them.
Many of them have never seen fairies or
Nature-spirits of any kind, and are immensely
entertained. I wish you could see them. The R.A.F.
lads have brought with them many preconceived ideas,
and it is very disturbing to find that your young
brother’s story-books can on occasion come to life.
I took a party into the hills this morning to
discover and enjoy the vibrations of a former age,
while some others were enjoying the islands. One boy
has not been to the sea since he was a child, and is
delighted with all the things he can do and see in the
water. I think they are all exceedingly happy, and I
will tell you more tomorrow. In the meantime Taffy
wants to try and write a little. My respectful
greetings to Lord Hugh and my welcome to [the estate].

TAFFY Yes, Sir, I am very glad; this is something
quite new. I have been about a bit, but always with
our own push [officer or guide]. Here it is
different, and we can go off on our own. The people
are very nice to us – I mean the ones who used to live
here in the body and now live here in the soul. They
do not leave often, as far as I can see; they are all
about here, living in the queerest little houses –
very comfortable, I’m sure. I do not use houses nor
food any more, but many of them are still living like
they were. It is all very strange to me, and they
keep on talking about evil spirits, and seem afraid to
sleep outside, as some of them still do sleep. I do
myself sometimes; but this is such a muddle.
If you can believe me, the people over here and
the present-day people with you all seem to be living
in the same sort of way. I think it is because they
came over here without much idea of what would happen,
and they wanted above all to have food and shelter; so
here it is, but nothing more. I have been trying to
talk to some of them and so have the other fellows,
but they do not seem to take it in. Simple-minded!
One of the other chaps has been into the
mountains. [Here he is}.

UNIDENTITIFIED SPIRIT Yes, I took a turn up and
into the hills; it’s grand country! Just what I’ve
always longed for. I was always going to find
something like this, but I never did till now. It’s
fine flying up these gullies and then walking up the
hills. I love walking here. Of course there’s no
fatigue for us, but we can take part in life easier if
we are on the ground.
I saw a lot of other kinds of beings that I have
never seen before; some are very large and some very
tiny. Too big a job to explain them today, but I’d
like to try later. Thank you. I salute my Chief.
DOWDING Who are you?
SPIRIT Oh, I’m just one of the Fighter Boys.

NEXT DAY

FATHER [of Dowding’s host, the estate owner]. I am
so glad you have made direct contact with Sir Gerald
[Grandfather]. He is a splendid person, but I do wish
he could be persuaded to leave the estate. You know,
even here one needs a change at times, and it is so
easy to get one. No arrangements to make, no money
to spend, and, as time is not, we can use some of what
does not exist for our own education. Revitalising is
not necessary, but education is, and that comes to
very much the same thing; and this visit of Hugh’s
will, I hope, stir Sir Gerald to move away and see how
the world is going elsewhere.
You are thinking this is the first time I have
ever complained of anyone over here; but I am not
complaining, though I see the one-track mind hampering
one on any plane, and I was always averse from that,
as you know. It is very good of Hugh to come here,
and I am going to tell him what he is doing. Gerald
has told him of the big power-centre, but that is
another subject. Gerald works ceaselessly with the
people, mainly those of his own time and earlier who,
as the R.A.F. boys explain, have got stuck here, and
they, by their friendly comradeship, have ‘knocked
them off their perch’ better than anything I can think
of. Some are actually going to try to do without a
house, in consequence; this is a very great advance. 
Fear, fear, fear has kept them tied to the plane
of this Earth-life, and the very bond they had with
Gerald has held them tighter than ever. They dare not
go without him, and he hates to leave any behind, so
progress is extremely slow; but this visit of Hugh’s
has changed the tempo all round, and Gerald is
thinking of making a journey with some of his people. 
Others (R.A.F.) are staying here till he comes back. 
It has done marvels already for the past generations,
and once we can get them on the move it will be
reflected on the living.
Ask Hugh to concentrate on light and freedom
entering into all those homes he was shown today. I
was very glad you went for that drive: the whole
country is much alike, and it gave him the grey
outlook of people on this coast. Of course those who
have passed over do not necessarily see it as grey. 
Here is an old woman who is pressing close to me.
OLD WOMAN Oh, indeed, I have not good English, but
I want to tell you I am all right: I have got back my
memory and I can see you and the General coming as you
do back to the estate. I want them all to know that I
am happy and young again and upright too. I live in
a house partly, it is the real house on the [island],
and the other is just not really there at all. This
is real. And another thing, it is always warm and
sunny. No gales, no rain: but the burn flows all the
time. I want you to know that, my dear. [She gives
her name, which is later identified by the estate
agent as the woman who used to live on that island, a
piece of land between two adjacent lakes]. 
FATHER You see it is sunny here for some and warm,
with food, shelter and water. What more can they
want!
Now comes in education; it is not only for this
life that you lead – so, when children learn things at
school, it is for all time. I want Hugh to feel he
is in a huge nursery where immense numbers of very
young souls are being held back through lack of
desire. They are quite happy in a negative way, but
their happiness is of a semi-physical nature, because
the whole of their mental bodies are quite unevolved. 
Life in the earth-body was so hard that they clung to
their negative existence rather than adventure forth
again into life. 
Gerald took on a very big job and, refusing to
acknowledge defeat, he has struggled on, but it is a
very slow victory. All honour to his grit. Gerald is
immensely pleased that Hugh has come, and if you could
send him the thought to expand his own personality and
go forth for a little time himself, it would be a
great step forward.
Gerald has become slightly influenced by the fear
of change, and the habit of routine has taken hold of
him. Try to see the estate expanding to the light of
the Mental Sun, and the inhabitants in strength and
beauty. I will tell you more tomorrow. 

NEXT DAY

FATHER [What you received] yesterday and the day
before gives you a picture of the place and the
position of the people. But now comes the direction
of the influences, and these are very complex. So I
have brought with me several people who have more
knowledge about this intricate work and who can
explain it better than I. 
CATHOLIC PRIEST [IN SPIRIT] [This type of
communication] is new to me. I want to explain the
various lines of mental expression which have been
fighting for existence here. It is a curious
position, and the lack of development among the people
comes through the neutralizing of two great opposing
forces. I was a priest here many years ago before
Sir Gerald came to the estate, and the land was then
under the sway of a very evil power. 
It was an old, depraved kind of devil-worship
coming from goodness knows where, and, owing to the
real results shown, we had a very tough fight, and I
fear in the end we became allied together in the minds
of the people. 
This worship was a Nature-worship of sun, moon
and stars, with a deeply seated belief in fairies,
good and evil, coupled with terribly cruel rites which
I found in full but secret swing. I invoked the power
of the Holy Spirit with all my strength, and I think I
restrained the evil, but I could not demonstrate the
good, so the neutralizing influence set in. Many of
our priests became imbued with some of the evil
forces, and used or misused them, with the direst
results; but the position of the region was very
terrible at that time. All this tended to make us
jealous of our converts and deeply, passionately keen
on grabbing the souls from the devil-worshippers. 
The worst and most potent of their centers were
around and on the lower slopes of the Mountain, so we
tried to draw them to the coast. We set up our
Chapel, and worked as far as we could from the
Mountain, which was our strength and our decay all in
one. 
I think we have done the spade-work, but in
doing so we have become besmirched with some of the
power, too, and it has meant everything that not only
Lord Dowding himself but his following should, in a
sense, sweep the country. By bringing their positive
vibrations, they will cleanse and remove many of the
negative ones. The Trap, [a narrow valley where
sacrifices took place], and the Place of Battles
[eight miles from the estate] have given so much work,
and of course the Mountain itself because of its
misuse.
FATHER Yes, now that is quite a good point. He
has explained the evil workers, but the end is not
clear. All humanity must go through these stages of
evolution, the animal, and then the sub-human over
which the fairies and Nature-spirits exercise immense
influence. Sex begins to play a part, to inspire or
corrupt, and at this point the mental body should
begin to evolve; but that growth has been stunted by
the neutralization of forces. The Church did well to
obstruct, but was not strong enough to construct, so
no progress has been made upon the ether. These souls
that your R.A.F. boys are meeting and talking to are
almost centuries behind them and, what is more
important, confidence has been eliminated from their
make-up. Gerald has worked like a mountain of force.
He has brought into the ether a complete prototype of
the Mountain, and by the most astonishing methods
transmits through it beams of the purest radiance: but
growth must come from below as well as from above,
and so, to his passionate demand for help, Hugh has
replied. I hope you have this clearly explained. 
The priest is a very tough fellow. He has never
communicated before.
SPIRIT FRIEND OF THE MEDIUM What a work! I am
glad you have brought Lord Dowding. He will be able
to remove mountains of distrust. I have been with the
old priest and seen something of the devil-worshippers
– I mean on this side. It is most astonishing, and I
quite see why all this country has been held back. 
But the point is that now we cannot afford to have
places like this, in a negative state, when the new
powers are about to be released on these shores. The
new powers must have free play in cleansed areas, and
this part of the country, because of its strength, is
a power-house even now in its semi-dormant condition. 


NEXT
DAY

FATHER Well, Hugh had a walk over the country
today, and we helped him to find one of the places of
sacrifice. Yes, that was one of the many, but he
recognized it, and through that one, others can all be
cleansed.
If you can, go with him to this place and climb
up on to the highest rock and, facing all four
directions in turn, sweep the horizon with your
prayers to cleanse and reinstate the Divine Light ray
upon all the altars of sacrifice.
I have told you about the Etheric planes and
something about the physical planes, and now we will
enter into the gnome kingdom within the Earth.
Whenever you have volcanic centers of this kind
you have direct touch with the beings within the Earth
belonging to the gnome kingdom. That is why Mrs.
Randall [pseudonym] saw them on the Mountain. (Mrs.
Randall was a lady who lived opposite the Mountain and
could see the gnomes tumbling on the mountain-sides.
It was generally, but quite unjustifiably, accepted
that she was a little ‘cracked’.)
The gnomes are similar to fairies, but they have
more developed mental bodies – in many cases more
developed than some of the human beings, and this has
been a great and troublesome subject, because they
were enormously amused at finding that they could in
many cases ‘possess’ human beings and make them do
exactly what they wanted. That was another
stumbling-block for poor Gerald.
It is not without its humorous side, too. Nothing
is more completely comic than to see, as I have seen,
one of these rather undeveloped humans, perhaps
slightly drunk, under the complete control of the most
ridiculous rollicking gnome. It is funnier than I can
possibly describe. 
Gerald takes it all in his stride, and sees the
funny side, luckily, or he would have given in long
ago. I think it is owing to this gnome influence
that you have so many demented and simple-minded
people. Of course this is a very difficult thing to
deal with, and extremely bad for the race; it is a
type of perversion. Two entirely different lines of
evolution meet, and one controls or possess the other.
It is like sex perversion on another plane.
So far we have no solution to this wastage of
human energy. Perhaps your R.A.F. boys, Hugh, will
provide one. But on this particular point we feel
powerless until the growth can be fostered from below.

The gnomes come pouring out of the Mountain: they
are not in the least evil in their way – just
reckless, thoughtless little people - and the amount
of trouble they cause throughout Ireland is beyond
belief. The gnomes have got into the blood of this
race, and their inconsistencies are everywhere. From
another point of view the humans sometimes help the
gnomes, but usually it is a case of the gnomes
hampering the humans.
These other lines of evolution are very
interesting, and sometimes beautiful; but not in the
case of gnomes; they do not belong to the human race,
and should never be allowed to influence them to
anything but laughter. And when they do this – when
the human being laughs at the gnome and ceases to take
him or her seriously – the spell’s broken and, through
laughter, humanity gains its release. This country is
a battlefield between gnomes, fairies and man.

The following day, Hugh Dowding and the
medium climbed the Mountain and each blessed the land
between the twin peaks. The medium received this
message while they were at the summit:
FATHER We have been with you, and the Mountain has
received you. This communication with us now forms
the shining bridge between us and you. Through this
Etheric substance we can transmit the rays which are
most needed in order to quench the flow of lower
vibrations and raise those of the upper. I am now
going to hand over….
SLOWER COMMUNICATOR You are now among the devic
people, and the great devic kingdom receives and
welcomes the Earth-leader. We cannot describe this
but as a welcome.
FATHER That was one of the Great Spirits who are
at the apex of the beam, where the Etheric and the
physical, the fairy and gnome rays unite.
The method of his speech is not to be taken, only
the form of his vibrations; meaning that you are both
received into the ray-vibration of the devic power in
order that your work to free the region may become
more potent. This is in a sense an initiation. You
have given of your effort and you have given of your
power. This is enough.”

Hugh Dowding noted: “While we were at the top it
was clear and we could see all round; but five minutes
after we had left, the top was covered in dense
cloud.” 

NEXT DAY

FATHER Yes, we are here. Now, about yesterday. 
You were surprised and disappointed that you were not
able to communicate more freely on the Mountain or to
have the feeling of contact like you do here. That
was because we had to protect you. I never urged
you to bless the land from the top of the Mountain and
then communicate. But if you throw out your desire to
cleanse and vitalize, and then in a depleted condition
turn to take in all messages, the result is dangerous.
Your aura has two layers or rings. In the outer
is the perceptive, gold, which you are often
reforming. The second is blue, the protective. The
yellow draws in, and the blue sifts the rays. In
this way I can use my power to strengthen the blue
filter and to refuse passage into your finer bodies of
any ray which may injure or possess you: but with the
devic power all round I was not in a very good
position to protect you. Luckily, many others were
with us, and we formed a ring round you. (A little
impatiently, reading the medium’s mind). Yes, Gerald
and the old priest and Mrs. Randall were among them.
All we asked was for you to make the contact;
that was quite enough. When you wrote in Scotland it
was quite different: the atmosphere of Iona and Holy
Island was strong enough to remove all negative power.
That is why those islands form such ideal places for
awakening. 
Here on the Mountain it is quite a different
matter. If you had not had our protection you might
have got into serious trouble through various old
sources.
Now, I want to try and rebuild the picture for
you. The devas are seldom in complete harmony with
mankind in the physical body, so we invoked a higher
power, and that power overshadowed you and held the
vibratory direction for the communication. The words
meant welcome: that was the best I could make of them.
This Being was formless light, colour and sound. I
cannot think how you could fail to sense so great a
presence.
The peaks had already been prepared for you with
vibratory colour and power, and the devic-keepers, two
great and most beautiful beings, presided. They were
the personification of the positive and negative in
all Nature, and their ray-auras were glistening like a
thousand jewels of colour. They do not have round
auras like humanity, but their surrounding circles
seem to be fashioned out of a million million
dewdrops. I do not quite understand how this comes
to be so, but the beauty of their swiftly changing,
iridescent colour is beyond description. We who held
you with our protective aura felt very small and weak
within this vast devic stronghold, but when the Great
One came we fell back and listened to the teaching
which he gave us all. I am trying to [prepare that
for the next communication] but the words are
difficult. We stayed and listened after you and Hugh
had left the circle. We stayed withdrawn within the
cloud cutting us off from the world of men, in order
that we might absorb the new teaching brought to us by
this Great One. 

[to be continued]

37  Rescue Circles    and more about Elementals

Here are some more excerpts of communications from Lancelot, the 8-year-old boy in spirit talking about his rescue work. Also communicating were his grandfather, and a brother (Michael).

February 24th, 1929

MICHAEL     Our Lancelot is on a long journey with a party of schoolboys from his last school, and they are taking a tour of the sun’s planets, to teach the boys the different forms of life on them.  He is learning much that less active spirits could not know, and he enjoys all he learns and benefits by it.   He is admirably receptive and “cloudless” and so rapturously happy in loving the Great Spirit’s way.

March 26th, 1929

GRANDFATHER      I want to give you a few impressions of what your boy has been to see – his ideas are very imperfect but accurate as far as he understands.

He was taken to other inhabited places of being where he saw spirits of intelligence in forms so totally distinct from those on earth that you can have no mind image to illustrate it by.  Intelligence is distributed throughout the universe in greater or less degree according to development of the individual spirits.  All this is part of the One Being.  We are conscious individually as part of the great Consciousness and we are one and all immersed in Him, even the greatest spirits.  Yes, you are conscious dimly of vast possibilities opening out before you and yet you have not even a dim conception of the grandeur of creation. 

I know so well how impossible it is to convey to human minds anything at all beyond their present environment.  I am trying now to make your mind rise to mine.  You are awakening fast and should be careful not to overdo the body, for there is work on human planes for your mind.    

March 30th, 1929

LANCELOT      Can I tell you about an angel called Child Welfare?  He is a very great angel  who looks after our schools and says where we are to go next, and he told me that he came to you when Michael was a baby and told you about him.  He said that Mother Mary took care of Michael because he was an angel baby and not like us.  Mum, you never told me he was an angel, and I ought to have known that.  No, of course you couldn’t have explained to me then.   I have to go now, Mum.

March 31st, 1929

LANCELOT     I want to tell you that clouds of angels are round earth to tell everyone what to do as soon as they leave their bodies.  No one is alone and no one is left unguided.  It’s all so easy when you die because everything is arranged for all you want.  All your own people come to see your arrival and explain things.  So nobody ought to mind dying.  I’m so happy about that!     

April 1st, 1929

LANCELOT     I want you to know something about me.  I can’t see your thoughts, but I can see thoughts about spirit things, and I can always see it when you think of me or think TO me when I’m there, like Mum does which is a sort of mind talking [telepathy].  I can sometimes tell what your mind is full of, but I can’t see thoughts which aren’t sent to me unless they belong to spirit things.  I can’t THINK myself to anywhere else.  I have to travel, but I only go if I think hard about a place.  It takes a bit of time to do it, but not nearly like it used to do with a body.  I can think about Aldeburgh and keep thinking hard about it and in a few minutes I can be there, but not all at once, as you think. 

April 12th, 1929

LANCELOT    [his father is playing the piano].     Can we talk later and listen to Dad’s playing?   Dad’s mind is full of colours all like a green wood and fairy things.  Oh so exciting, everything in  it is like magic and the fairy things are like leaves covering the ground and dancing.  I would like to be there too.  

I was taken to see a great awful place where there were people who couldn’t let their earth bodies go, and they were ever so unhappy because they couldn’t get body things any more and they wanted to have them.  It was awful and I was so unhappy to be there, but my angel said to look and see how they began to think of somebody who loved them, and then to want them, and then they forgot to want their bodies so much and began to get higher.  Some of them could see a little but most of them were blind, and they can’t open their spirit’s eyes till they begin to want to see spirit things.  I was glad to get away from there.

Dad is playing such a lovely thing.    I must stop now.  

April 14th
LANCELOT     I’m just bursting with joy because I’ve won a great Crown of beauty in a fight of Christ’s soldiers and devils of unkindness, and I was able to be a great help to someone who was being influenced to be unkind, and I made him see it was horrid to be unkind, and so I WON the battle.   Yes, I’ve got a whole holiday after my Victory and can be here all day.  

April 20th 

LANCELOT     [his parents are in his ‘wood”].     I want to tell you that I can always see little fairy lights on the trees, shining even in sunshine, and they are millions of colours, so lovely, all up the trees, made by little light fairies;  They are just tiny little beings which aren’t in your life, and not animal at all, nor plants, and not spirits.  Only a different sort of being. They ARE so lovely, and so happy and full of light and colour.  I do wish you could see them.  

April 21st
LANCELOT     I was with Christopher (his baby brother, alive on earth with his parents) and had such fun because he thought I was a part of his own mind.  He was ever so happy to see much more than he could before, and he was so interested in what I showed him.    Can you keep your mind still, Mum?  I am so wanting to say a lot, and you keep bothering about other things.

I want you to see how I see a garden.   All plants are full of movement like breathing, and tiny things are moving in them.  There is a beautiful lovely self of the plant, not a spirit because it doesn’t live long, but a Soul which is the being of each plant.  Some day you will open your spirit eyes and see it like I do.  All the trees breathe, all through them, and have a moving life in them, and lots of greatness sometimes when their soul is great.  But it isn’t a spirit, only an earth soul which dies when the tree goes, but it is a self, a SOUL.   

I am a BIG SPIRIT now compared to my teeny one before, when I was a boy.  But I’m oh so weeny wee compared to most spirits, even now.  I want to tell you lots more, but you can’t see it yet. It’s no good  trying to tell you, because things are so different.  

[to be continued].

Since Lancelot has just been talking about trees, I thought to include this experience of a  tree’s awareness, from another source. [Richard]    

W. Tudor Pole, the medium who restored the Chalice Hill Healing Spring and Well in Glastonbury, here describes tapping into the consciousness of a Copper Beech,  in an article in the  quarterly journal “Light” from the College of Psychic Studies, London.

“Not long ago, having crossed the Alpine frontier between Austria and Bavaria, I found myself crouching on a narrow plateau just below the snow line. Not far below me, on the brink of a precipice, a fine specimen of a copper beech was growing in splendid solitude.  Knowing from previous experience the revitalizing power these trees possess,  I made my way down the mountain side to a point where I was able to wedge myself into a comfortable position beneath the aura and shelter of this lovely tree.  After a while I was able to  become “keyed” in consciousness to the language of the trees, and I will now try to convert into words the sense of the ideas which passed between me and the spirit of this copper beech.  

TUDOR POLE     What a splendid tree you are, standing here alone!  How do you manage to find earth deep enough for your roots to hold you in so tall and upright a position?

BEECH     Thank you, but I am all right because my roots go through concealed crevices in the rock and there is plenty of good earth below.  You are very kind to ask.

TUDOR POLE     Wouldn’t you like a companion, living as you do so solitary an existence:

BEECH     Yes, sometimes I AM lonely.  We like to grow up in pairs, but this fact does not seem to be made known to those who plant or seed us.

TUDOR POLE     I this desire to live in twos common to all trees, and have trees their own sex?

BEECH     I don’t know about other kinds of trees, but WE much prefer to grow up with a companion, not too close, but within ‘wind whistling distance’.  Some of us feel complete in ourselves, but others need a complementary mate to make us really happy.

TUDOR POLE     Thank you very much for telling me this, and now I hope to plant two copper beeches in our Chalice Well orchard.  But how is one to find out which trees are complementary to one another:

BEECH     You can do this by comparing our young leaves VERY carefully, and then obeying your instinct about them.  I have enjoyed our meeting, and wish more of your kind could understand us and become our help mates. Be kind to us all, AND COME AGAIN.

[According to oriental tradition, the planet Mars is the native habitat of the copper beech, and since beech seeds found their way on to our earth, this particular tree acts as a friendly link between the two planets].  

In conclusion, Tudor Pole remarked “how wrong and sad it is that we humans have allowed ourselves to become so entirely out of communion with life in the natural worlds round us.”       

His whole article, and many others by different mediums,  is reprinted in  “Harvest of Light: approaches to the paranormal”  published by Neville Spearman, London, 1976.

Another person in touch with elementals was the scientist R. Ogilvie Crombie.  When Findhorn was busy planting 600 beech trees and many  shrubs, he and Dorothy MacLean blessed them for several consecutive days.  When Dorothy contacted the Landscape Angel for help, she was told:

LANDSCAPE ANGEL      We are including all these new trees and shrubs in a solid downpour of radiations, a wall of it, for they must indeed be stabilized and kept immersed in the life elements.  They have to be kept in this wall without a moment’s deviation; each one must be upheld until the life in them is one with it.

Ogilvie Crombie, or ROC as he was known,  invoked the aid of the nature spirits who work with this energy from the devas.  He could see gnomes and elves busy at work, particularly among the roots.  The trees and shrubs survived and flourished.

     Before coming to help in the  Findhorn  garden in Northern Scotland, ROC had had his first encounter with nature spirits in his mid-sixties, when sitting in the Royal Botanic Gardens of Edinburgh in March, 1966.  “Suddenly I saw a figure dancing round a tree about twenty or twenty-five yards away from me – a beautiful little figure about three feet tall, a faun, half human – half animal.  He had a pointed chin and ears and two little horns on his forehead.  His shaggy legs ended in cloven hooves and his skin was honey-colored.  There were one or two other  people walking about in the gardens.  I looked at them and then back at this beautiful little being.   He was still   there and seemed to be as solid and as real as they were.    He danced over to where I was sitting, stood looking at me for a moment and then sat cross-legged in front of me.  

ROC     Hallo.

FAUN     [leaping to his feet, startled]    Can you see me?

ROC     Yes.

FAUN     I don’t believe it.  Humans can’t see us.

ROC     Oh, yes.  Some of us can.

FAUN     What am I like?

ROC   [described him as he saw him].

FAUN     What am I doing?

ROC     You’re dancing round in small circles.

FAUN  [stopping dancing].     You MUST be seeing me.   [He danced across to the seat beside Roc, sat down and, turning towards him, looked up and said]:  Why are human beings so stupid?

ROC     In what way stupid?

FAUN     In many ways.  What are the strange skins or coverings you have, some of which can be taken off?  Why don’t you go about in the natural state as  I do?

ROC     The skins are called clothes, and we wear them for protection and for warmth and because it isn’t considered right to be without them. 

FAUN     I don’t understand.

     And so the conversation continued. As a scientist, Roc realized he was not seeing the Faun with his physical sight. The communication between them was no doubt taking place on a mental or telepathic level by means of thought transference, probably in the form of images and symbols projected into his unconscious mind and translated into words by his consciousness.  “However, I cannot be certain whether I was speaking to him mentally or aloud.  (Now, when I meet such beings, I usually speak aloud.)   I have to report our exchanges in the form of dialogue, since that is what I hear in my head.   Applying my training  as a scientist in objective observation and analysis, I do try to report experiments and experiences as accurately as possible.”

They talked about houses, and motor cars which seemed to him to be boxes on wheels in which human beings dashed about, sometimes bumping into each other.  Was it a game? He wanted to know.   He told him he lived in the Gardens.  This is a partial truth, as he is an inhabitant of another plane of existence as well.  His work was to help the growth of trees.  He also told him that many of the nature spirits have lost interest in the human race, since they have been made to feel that they are neither believed in nor wanted. 

FAUN     If you humans think you can get along without us, just try!

ROC     Some of us do believe in you and want your help.  I do, for one 

Roc felt an amazing harmony with this wonderful little being.  A communication was taking place between them that did not need to be put into words.  They sat for some time without speaking.

ROC     I must go home.

FAUN    Call me when you return and I will come to you.   My name is Kurmos.

ROC    Can you visit me?

KURMOS     Yes, if you invite me.

ROC    I do [invite you]. I shall be delighted if you will come and visit me.

KURMOS      You do believe in me?

ROC     Yes, of course I do.

KURMOS     And you like us?

ROC     Yes, I have much affection for the nature spirits.  [This was true, though he was the first one he had actually seen].

KURMOS     Then I’ll come now.

[This excerpt is taken from “The Findhorn Garden”  by the Findhorn Community, published by Harper and Row.] 

[to be continued] 
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The Return of Hugh Dowding, Roc, Harry Edwards and
Gandhi on the other side.

Through the clairaudient mediumship of Cynthia
Sandys we are fortunate to be brought in touch again
with Hugh Dowding, Roc, Tudor Pole and others who
played such a large part in rescue work while they
were alive on earth. There are more reports to
include in this series from Hugh Dowding while he was
still with us here, but in the next few episodes I
want to show how the rescue work continues on the
planes beyond. 
We also have to acknowledge the indispensable
contribution all our mediums past and present have
made to our understanding of the workings of spirit on
both sides of the veil. We would still be stumbling in
the dark, if we hadn’t been aided over the centuries
by their gifts, talents and hard work dedicated to
help, heal and enlighten us. This series is compiled
from almost 200 years of archives from many sources 
representing every form of mediumship from
clairvoyance, clairaudience, independent direct voice 
and trance addresses to automatic and inspirational
writing. I feel that due recognition and thanks have
never been given to mediums for their tireless
devotion to working for spirit and for tending to the
needs of their sitters. Hopefully this series has
brought some more of their past work into the light of
day, and will lead to the recognition of mediumship as
essential to our understanding of the truth of life.

The following quotes are taken from “The Awakening
Letters” edited and copyright by Cynthia Sandys and
Rosamond Lehmann, published by Neville Spearman,
Great Britain, 1978. ISBN 0 85978 033 3

Cynthia’s brother Joe served as a diplomat for
forty odd years, and after his death continued to
travel the world, especially to places of high
spiritual power and energy. 
With regard to rescue work, he told his sister when
sleeping or in meditation to “push your finer body out
of your physical. See and feel yourself passing from
room to room, from person to person, as you do on the
healing ray. See yourself in the hospital or the
private house with your patients. We are just
welcoming the Arch Healer, Harry Edwards, over here. 
He is a great fellow. What a lot of barriers he has
contested and overcome!”
Joe worked with Cynthia’s husband and a Polish
priest, Father Andrew Glazewski, for the enlargement
of consciousness on both sides of the veil. There are
a great number of people who can’t believe in spirit,
and although intelligent, they cannot accept the
Divine ray, or the Christ ray, directly. It is so far
beyond our range, for most of us. But after allowing
it to pass through the great Earth Spirit, it becomes
us. 
Father Andrew said “There have always been the
few who can accept the sense of the Divine direct, but
those who can’t, and they are in a vast majority, we
must accept the medium of the Earth Spirit. 
“Roc [Olgilvie Crombie] is here with me, and he
asserts the same thing. He says, ‘Pan came into my
physical vision in order to make this more plain and
concrete. God moves in a mysterious way, his wonders
to perform.’”
Hugh Dowding communicated with Muriel, his
second wife, through the mediumship of Ena Twigg, as
we have already mentioned. But he also met Joe on the
other side, who mentioned he had been seeing a lot of
him and that Hugh had taken him over to the U.S.A. at
the time of some dispute between Lockheed and
Rolls-Royce [in the 1970s]. He was still interested
in aircraft design, and was always full of enthusiasm 
over technological advances. He said that through
the knowledge of speed we were gaining a new etheric
sense in the body, and that the greater our conquest
of space and speed, the more channels we were opening
in the human aura towards the acceptance of things
quite outside the track of ordinary human thinking. 
That was what youth was trying to do in 
their rebellion (in the 1970s) against the rat race. 
In all the mess and instability of life, humanity was
growing up. That was his view.

On a later occasion, Hugh Dowding came
directly to Cynthia when she was visiting Craignish,
in Argyll. He told her it was a Devic place of high
quality. “There is so much I would like to tell you.
I find that most of my crowd seem to have learnt a
good deal after coming over. We none of us guessed
the intensity of loving or of being loved. One simply
cannot face the earthly callousness and indifference
to suffering mental and physical. We have a most
heterogeneous group, many diplomats, including your
brother, and people like [Lord] Halifax, [once Viceroy
of India, Foreign Minister and war-time Ambassador in
Washington] whom I also knew. He is way beyond me, but
tremendously influential. We all grow and develop
under the immediate influence of each other. Someone
actually came and thanked me for the help he’s been
given through my vibrations! No one was more
astonished than I! 
“Don’t lose touch with us. It’s a most important
moment [for human development in these times], and
there are very few of you [mediums] about.”

He had been examining the planets. He saw that
ours was a very small solar system, but that we had
been given a leading role in its development and
growth. “It remains for us to help construct thought
bodies and perhaps psychic bodies which are able to
live and to work and to grow under quite different
conditions. Some of the bigger planets are almost
unformed, where we can grow the etheric or astral
forms who evolve with the planet. Neptune and Uranus
come into this category; while on earth we are
creating the minds with which to fashion these
advancing worlds.
“It’s a great project, when our earth seems to be
in such turmoil, but the output of advanced souls from
these conflicting areas is enormous. They seem to
conclude their physical evolution here and then go on
to the astral and the etheric to work on the next
planet of their choice. Very many have been chosen
from India because of their advanced astral and
etheric bodies. Here in Europe [and North America] we
are so practical and down to earth that to us is given
the power to enter the auras of Mars and Venus.”

When Hugh Dowding had got used to etheric travel,
he went with the medium’s brother Joe on expeditions
to Mount Everest. Their purpose was to bring back the
vibrations from the great peaks to strengthen the
power point at Chartres Cathedral. He found himself
skimming up the valleys and lower slopes to the foot
of the great climb. There, he said, “I became
suddenly and completely at one with ice and snow, and
able to meet and flow into it. I became a snowflake,
an icicle; and all the carefree joy of living which
these elements possess became mine. Each step was a
progress in sensing new ways of loving and entering
into the outer skin of our great earth body. I became
quite unconscious of Joe or anyone around me,
excepting the varied layers of etheric beings and
nature spirits. 
As we rose, I saw these spirits rising to great
vibratory power, until I began to see and hear the
great communions of the peaks, the harmony within the
discord of this immense instrument for conducting,
duplicating, preserving, storing and eventually
dispensing the God-consciousness among men. [The
power here was evidently vastly greater than that
experienced between the twin peaks on the Mountain in
Ireland which Dowding had visited during his lifetime.
R.R.] It was so awesome in its grandeur – the
communion between the Great Spirits and the Almighty –
that I felt myself an unworthy eavesdropper. 
Immediately there stood beside me a radiant figure. 
I questioned ‘Why am I here and unable to reach and
absorb this marvelous wisdom?’ Over the glittering
expanse of light came a voice unlike anything I have
ever heard before, telling me to BE STILL AND KNOW. 
The figure of Light came close to me, and I began to
feel the power to become absorbed by the outer
tentacles of this radiating presence – I saw and
understood. But no words can frame the sense of utter
holiness which enveloped me. It was beyond my power
to hold it for long, but what I held I knew would be
mine from that moment to eternity.”

Joe himself talked about the rescue work which
was being done in Chartres Cathedral: “As I walked in
I met a crowd of etherics, some were coming out
radiant, others were going in depressed. Some were
in their sleep bodies, others were being taken by
friends, having just come over in pain or some other
great distress and needing special treatment. 
They were all taken into the center of the nave,
where the stone circle lies, to rest and readjust
themselves, before having what the helpers called ‘the
great experience’. Some were paralysed, some were in
great mental distress. I saw the helpers
straightening out their limbs , and upon them all the
wonderful rays of colour fell from the rose window. 
To each came a different colour according to their
need. The mentally disturbed ones were given green,
the depressed blue and soft shades of pinks and reds;
and the utterly worn out were embedded in golden rays
and so on.”

Joe met an old friend there from his youth,
Hilda, who showed him the healing techniques. She
said nearly everyone came over in the state of
depression and fear. Very, very few came willingly,
which was why so many gravely ill people hung on for
so long. She helped an ill old man who came over in
his sleep by placing him in a blue ray edged with
gold, to enable him to wake up slowly. A woman who
had been mentally disturbed was given the green ray
with a glorious suffusion of gold to calm her. This
turned into a radiant blue, her tortured features
relaxed and she slept. A rather miserable child was
also soothed and allowed to sleep.
Then another woman was brought in. She was
irritable and annoyed that more was not being done for
her.

WOMAN I told the Doctor, I knew he was wrong. I
got worse and worse with those pills and no other
treatment and now…..
HILDA Well, how do you feel now?
WOMAN Who are you? You are not my nurse – why
isn’t she here? I rang my bell.
HILDA Yes, and then you left your body and came
away with me, don’t you remember?
WOMAN Yes, of course, you came in that lovely
dress of gold; it was like a ray of sunshine, and when
I thought you were going to leave me I cried, and you
said, ‘Come with me,’ and I came! Whatever made me do
that?
HILDA Your knowledge that no healing could reach
you in that place. Now we are going to heal you with
rays of light, and you are going to sleep. 

A look of wonder came over the woman’s face and
she relaxed into a smile and allowed herself to sink
on to an etheric bench and sleep.

Hilda whispered to Joe, “Come into the Sanctuary.
This is only the beginning. Many of those sleeping
in the nave will get no further at present. They
will wake up and go out into the plane of awakening,
but those who are further advanced wake up and drift
into the Sanctuary quite naturally. Here we have the
vibrations of memory, and the development of wisdom
whose vibrations can only be manipulated by very
advanced people.” Hilda introduced Joe to one
of them, and Joe sensed a current of power which came
with her vibrations.

Joe first met Gandhi in spirit when he was in the
Himalayas and visited his Ashram. He was sitting in
prayer and sending thoughts into the minds of his
closest followers.
After talking awhile with Joe, Gandhi took him
to an Ashram on earth where an old priest was slowly
dying of hunger. Gandhi began speaking to his spirit
body, calming him, while Joe held tightly on to the
cord which connected the bodies, so that he didn’t
float onto the next plane. 
“After a few moments Gandhi relaxed and so did I,
and to my surprise, on looking down at our old priest,
who had been just a shriveled husk of humanity, I saw
a sleeping man, quite well nourished and in perfect
health. Gandhi laughed and said. ‘That is what we can
do together, but we must unite.’ That was my first
experience. Since then I have been through many more.
I hold the physical to the astral cord, and the
essence of life is poured back into the empty physical
body until it gains the power to live without food.
So, on waking, the old priest found himself in a
normal condition. He got up and continued his duties
as a priest among the starving, dying people. But he
no longer needed food or rest, and he carried a
certain radiance in his body, which was not
perceptible in daylight; and he possessed powers to
calm and heal the tortured souls. 
“In Pakistan and India, there’s the epidemic
I’ve been sent over to see. They have faith in
rebirth but no compassion for suffering. That is
quite horrifying, even for me, or perhaps more so
here, because we can see and smell the cruel unfeeling
rays much more easily than you can. So I now
understand how those rare people who give themselves
completely to the cause of eradicating suffering in
any form, animal or human, gather to themselves a
spirit body of compassion which has very much the same
vibration as the Christ Ray. I see now how
inextricably interwoven our mental and physical bodies
are. I can see the way love in one personality can
bring peace out of chaos around others, and I was
shown how to throw my light over the bodies of the
people I was helping, letting the light flow from my
hands out into their auras.”

[to be continued]

40  Rescue work, and Nature Spirits in North America. 

By the time he had been over the other side for eighteen months,  Joe,  the diplomat brother of clairaudient medium Cynthia Sandys had already been helping others pass.   Here are one or two more communications from him. 

“In the haunted hotel on the island, I saw and spoke to several wraiths (ghosts) who were most unhappy and horrified.  I discovered that they had been executioners and as their lives were sought by all the townsfolk, they went in fear of the lives; and after their lives – which all seem to have ended violently – they continued in this state.  I said:

JOE     What are you afraid of?

SPIRITS   (answering in turn).    Everything, excepting you, you bring such a sense of calm.

JOE     Have you never left this island?

SPIRIT     No.  No.  We can’t leave it.  If we do, we shall be killed horribly.

JOE     But you are already dead.  You can’t suffer bodily pain any more.

SPIRITS  (They all looked astonished).     But we are alive – we have bodies.

JOE     Yes so have I, but I have been dead for eighteen months.

SPIRIT   Can you help us escape from the island?

JOE    Yes, at once!

Greatly to their astonishment, we all floated out through the ceiling.

SPIRIT  (talking to another).   He must be right you know, I could never have done this before.

On landing, they caught sight of a car on the wharf, and asked me what it was.  I realized that they were still living in the Fifteenth century, so explained briefly that it was a kind of travelling coach.  They looked puzzled and asked where the horses were, as they saw it move without any.  I tried to tell them that it was now several centuries since their death in the body, but they frankly refused to believe a word of it, so I said, ‘Well, go off, and find out for yourselves.’

Coming back a little time later, they clung to me and said they’d seen no one they knew, the whole place was changed, and no one spoke to them.  I explained that they were invisible to those in the body, being now in their spirit-bodies, but they couldn’t take it, and kept on reverting to their old lives.

Then suddenly, one of them stood up and groaned, ‘Look, look, there is Alexis.’   And looking in the same direction I saw a man who might have belonged to their period.  He came towards us and on recognizing them, he said with horror, ‘You!  You here?  I thought I’d left you behind forever.’

My party were cowering in terror by this time and I was trying to shield them.  I asked the stranger what he had against them.

‘Against them?  They are the executioners.  I was one of their victims.’

‘Don’t worry,’  I replied.  They are now your victims.  Look at them.’

And with that he laughed and said, ‘Yes.  It’s all over really.  It was just a sense of the old bitterness.  Now it has passed, and I will help them.’   Which he proceeded to do, and gaining courage, they left me, to follow him.”

“Wondering what happens to the millions of people who come over with no one to help, I found myself in a rather rich house, with an old man [named Rob] just passing out of his earth body.  He had been a real tycoon in industry and very rich.  His poor old wife couldn’t face life without him.  He’d always done everything and now she was alone.  I sensed that they had no children, and he’d been so successful that he’d alienated most of his contemporaries, and there he stood outside his body, a grey, frightened individual completely alone.

I went up to him and spoke  some sort of a welcome to show he wasn’t quite alone.  He heard me, looked round the room.

ROB     How did you get in?

JOE   [pointing to his corpse on the bed].  You’re in the next world.

ROB     What have you done to me?  Have you killed me?

JOE     No.  You must remember your illness.   Well now you have died , according to the doctor, but you see, there is no death, only a change of body; how do you feel?

ROB     I don’t know who you are, and you’ve no right to be here, get out.

JOE     Of course, if you say so.  But then you will be quite alone.

ROB     No, I didn’t mean that, you can stay, you are only a voice anyhow.   (Then he began to see me).  Oh, you’re not only a voice – you are a man!  Well how do you see me and my wife doesn’t?  Can you tell me that?

JOE     Yes, you are an etheric now;  you have left your physical body for ever.

ROB     That can’t be true, this is just a dream and a very worrying one too.  I’ll wake up in a moment.  (He went over to the bed and tried to overlay his body, but it was cold and repellant).  Can’t do it.  Well, come and help me whoever you are.  Anyway, I’m NOT DEAD!

     “But he was so exhausted that I was able to persuade him to lie down on a sofa in his own room and in a moment he was asleep.     I knew he would wake before his funeral and need help, so I kept a tab on him and sent out messages to find out his condition.  When people began to come into his room I feared he would wake, and so he did.   Looking up suddenly he saw me and said:

ROB     Hello, you here again.  Who the devil ARE you?

JOE     Not the devil, just a guide to explain and help you to deal with this new situation.

ROB     What situation?     Oh yes I know you said I was dead.  Well that’s a good joke;  I’m fine, simply grand, better than I’ve been for years.  I haven’t woken up as fresh as this for a long time.

JOE     Wouldn’t you like to come outside and have a breath of fresh air?

ROB     No I’d prefer to stay here.  If as you say I’m dead, then I’ll prove to the wife that I’m nothing of the sort.

JOE     Well, go and try, but remember you are in a different body now and she can’t see you.

ROB     Well that’s as may be;  I don’t feel ghostly or airy fairy – I’ll have a try.    (So saying, he got up and started to walk out of the room swaying badly.  I took his arm).   What’s wrong with me?  I’ve not been drinking, but I can’t walk steady.  

JOE     You have to learn to walk with your new body.

ROB      Oh stop talking all that trash, here I am just as I was in my old pyjamas, there’s no change.

JOE     Well go on and see.

“The door was shut, he seized the handle and tried to turn it, but his hand slipped off the polished surface, and the effort he made sent him through the door!  That shook him.   The stairs were the next obstacle.  He held on to me and floated down quite comfortably.  ‘Like sliding down the banisters as a boy,’ he murmured.   We came to his wife’s sitting room.  Again the door offered no barrier, but he began to feel uncertain of himself.   His wife was writing letters and crying as she did so.

ROB     Hettie, Hettie, don’t cry, I’m all right.   Hettie don’t you hear me?  (He tried to shake her arm, but he could get no grip. He yelled into her ear, but she took no notice.  He became exasperated).  Has she gone daft?   

JOE     No!  But YOU’VE changed.  You’ve passed through two doors;  you floated own the stairs, and now you expect her to hear your voice which has no material vibrations.  Go up to that large mirror and breathe on it – can you see your breath?

ROB     No!  But what am I to do:  Than goodness you ARE here, I can see you and you can see me and hear me, otherwise I’d go mad.

JOE      Do you know or care for anyone who has already died?

ROB     Oh yes, plenty, but how do I reach them?

JOE     By thinking of them, your thought calls them.

ROB     That doesn’t seem sensible, but I’ll follow your instructions.

     “I urged him out into the garden.  I wanted to get him away from his weeping wife.  There were some chairs under a tree and I said: ‘Sit down and think.’   He sat, but not on the chairs.  He floated above them and complained that I’d put one of those damned air cushions under him.  All the same he was quieter, and he soon began to think of his old friends.”

ROB     There was George who died last year.  No, he had had a terrible illness, he couldn’t be alive now.

JOE     He is, just think of him and call him.

ROB     George, this is silly but I’d be right glad to see you.   (In  a few seconds the form began to appear of a quite healthy middle-aged man).   Oh George, how did you get here?

GEORGE     I heard your call.  Have you come over too, Rob?   (For  a few moments the two old friends compared notes and were so relieved to find each other.  Their conversation rumbled on,  Rob becoming calmer and more content and eventually he slept).

JOE  (to George).     What about you, are you an established etheric?

GEORGE     Well not quite, but I’m getting accustomed.  I’ll look after him.  Thank you for looking after and helping old Rob.  You know he’s not a bad sort really.

Joe left the sleeping man to George’s care, and went off to continue with his other work.

Elementals and Nature Spirits of North America.

Probably a lot has been written about the spirits of the land over here  by indigenous writers, but here is an account made by a Scandinavian writer,  Signe Toksvig, compiled from the unpublished manuscript of a Dutch clairvoyant, Mrs. Dora van Gelder Kunz, who has published other books on healing, the aura and fairies.   This article first appeared in an edition of “Light” magazine some years ago.  Here are a few extracts: 

“One fairy spirit is found in various sizes and colourings nearly everywhere on earth.   He is found in the New England woods as a green creature.  He is small, some two feet six, and rather human in form, but the material of his body is in the nature of a cloud of coloured gas, and in fact is exactly that, only so fine that it is beyond the lightest we know.   It is held together in a form, since it is not just chemical substance but living substance, with life saturating and holding it.  His movements are due to his desire to be somewhere and to do something.  The denser part of his body is emerald green, and it has an inner organ, a glowing, pulsating center.  On rare occasions when he is curious or tries to think, his head glows a little also.  His heart center has one peculiarity.  He can control it and that is how he gets into touch with things around him, especially living beings.  When he wants to respond to the plant, he makes his heart beat at the same pulse rate as the plant.  This synchronism unifies them.  Each kind of nature spirit comes into the world with a limited and definite range of rhythmic power, according to his personal nature and his species. 

His work, and his pleasure too, is to help growth in nature.  That seems to be the function of the whole realm of nature spirits, from the primitive “elementals” through the fairy kingdom and to the “angels,” or the highly developed beings who are at the top of the line of evolution, or hierarchy.  They are as superior to the fairy spirits as man is to the animals.

The fairy spirits in this description are not unlike animals and children, to whom they respond most willingly.  They like to play at dressing up, which they do by drawing “the denser part of the ether about with will power, and conceiving a thought garment, or even changing their form.  Most of them are deficient in concentration and so they do not keep up the show for any length of time.”  

Dora conveys in her accounts the beauty, serenity and majesty in the upper reaches of the hierarchy of nature spirits.    They inhabit all the elements, earth, air, fire and water.  Most of them do not have physical bodies, but some of them do.

Even a sun-baked boulder has in it the faint stirring of personality.  Like and dislike are known to the rock.  The tree spirits, which are the trees’ souls, have as marked and differing personalities as the races of mankind.  

Among the water spirits  there is an off-shore kind which is small, merry, round and full of energy which they enjoy conveying to swimmers, those just taking a dip, and even those who walk by the sea. This renews and invigorates the humans’ energy.  

In the Rockies great spirits dwell, ruling the peaks.  They convey a sensation of strength and royalty, and kings they are, ruling over many inhabitants of the fairy kingdom.   

Of all the earth spirits, the aristocrats are in the Grand Canyon.  Unlike the little green spirits of the New England woods, those who dwell in the earth are vivid in colouring.  One is purple and fire colour, another is brown streaked with red.  There is great local variation even among the common wood and garden fairy spirits.  In Florida there are scarlet and purple ones, horizontally banded.   In California golden ones, sometimes in solid colour and sometimes striped with pale shades.  In the North-Western States they are blue and also of a delicate lavender.  But those in the Grand Canyon are unusually intelligent, and they have greater power of concentration.   They also convey a sense of great joy.  The Angel of the Grand Canyon is the Master of a workshop in which is felt the closeness to the innermost secrets of nature. 

These angels are the beings who guide the much more elementary spirits in their work.   They are very positive beings, even though they sometimes have to do with destruction in the service of life.  

Dora was able to communicate with these spirits as did Tudor Pole, through a process of thinking not with words but with images, with a type of feeling or clairsentience.  The process is slow with the less evolved, and too fast with the higher nature spirits.    She had a talk with the Angel of Biscayne Bay about the hurricanes that struck Miami in the 1920s.  She writes “We were in Miami not long after the two hurricanes.  I asked the Angel of the Bay to tell me about it.  He did so by giving me a great number of mental pictures combined with feeling.  There is only one difficulty in talking with an angel.  What he considers to be one idea is to us about twenty, and one is always behind him in catching his ideas.

A hurricane is a necessary discharge of accumulated energies, and the nature spirits of the land don’t like it, but, being fatalists and realists, knowing better than us that life is a flowing in and out of forms, they accept the disaster and only try to save what they can.

The Angel of Miami through it all gave off strong waves of steadiness to people and to his fairy spirits.  He is a large calm person, who has a sense of enjoyment in living, encouraged by the country in his charge and its climate.  He feels rather kindly towards Miami, in distinction to angelic attitudes generally towards our cities, because he appreciates the fact that indirectly it means more farms and fruit orchards, which are all life and experiment and opportunity for him and his workers.  But he did not like the real estate boom, because it meant wanton destruction of verdure and the landscape, and this, like the useless wiping out of forests in the North-West, is resented.”

The Mississippi is a Being, not an Angel, but really quite like Old Man River, a magnificent personalized force, only a trifle clumsy in his amusements.

The giant redwood trees in Northern California also have giant personalities, but with them it is not so easy to talk “because their thoughts are concerned with remote ages, and it takes time for them to take an interest in new things.”  One great tree spirit called up for her a scene from the past when trees and people understood each other and saluted each other as they went by.  Now they feel that humanity is alien.  The attendant fairy spirits around were interested, however.  They wanted to know about motor cars.  Like the faun Kurmos who talked with Roc, they thought it so funny for people to sit in little boxes in order to move about.  

The island angels, however, understand about cars and some of our other inventions.   In the San Juan group off Seattle, there is an angel in charge whose very aim it is to make a haven for weary humanity.  He has saturated the group of islands with his friendly atmosphere.  He is of a steady, slow temperament, full of kindly wisdom.  His fairy spirits follow his wish that they are to be welcoming to human beings, there must be no barriers.   He tries to help island visitors to develop along their own line of growth.  Many people feel his benign presence even if they do not know of his existence.

The nature spirits are brimming around us, on every part of the planet, and happiness results in the mere belief that such a world exists.  Knowledge and certainty about this natural process  would come in due course, along with the ability to see it, through clairvoyance, or etheric vision. 

Chapter 41 Rescue Circles.    Researchers and mediums return.  A hangman speaks out against capital punishment. Helping lost spirits.

      We still have some rescue cases from Air Chief Marshal Hugh Dowding to present, and some more experiences and communications with the other side.   It is interesting to note that most of those who have contributed to Spiritualism during their lifetimes, either as researchers or mediums have themselves,  after their passing,  come through other mediums.      To mention a few of those whose work we have records of from both sides of the veil which we have used in this series, we can name  W.T. Stead, Canon Pakenham Walsh, Frederic Myers, Oliver Lodge, Emanuel Swedenborg, Raynor Johnson, Isaac Funk,  Conan Doyle,  Tudor Pole,  A.D.  Mattson, Douglas Fawcett, Maurice Barnanell, and Hugh Dowding himself.    Their communications came through the mediumship of Mrs. Cecil Cook, Grace Cooke, Margaret Flavell, Ena Twigg, Kendrick Johnson, Estelle Roberts, Kenneth Richmond, Leslie Flint, Geraldine Cummins, Marie Cherrie, Hester Dowden, Cynthia Sandys and many others, to all of whom we are greatly indebted. .

All of us will continue to live on after our death, not just these well-known personalities. So the information we have received is a great help to us in our preparation for the next life, as well as giving us a greater purpose in this present life. 

The picture we have built up of the other side has also been given to us piece by piece, detail by detail, by all our loved ones, our own friends and relatives who have communicated with us over the years, proving to us that they still exist, and they have consoled us with thoughts of love and kindness and even trying, with good intentions, to interfere with our lives, if that was their previous nature!  We also have our guides, angels and helpers at our side, whether we are aware of them or not.

Part of the rescue work is to help those who have no knowledge of spirit, and especially those low souls who may try to obsess or possess us.  The casting out or exorcism of so-called demons or evil spirits, is a side of our work as Spiritualists which must not be ignored, although it is best left to experts.  Not only do the mentally ill still need help, but also the ignorant spirits possessing them.  Capital punishment,  forced exorcisms and consigning evil spirits to eternal damnation is not the way of Spiritualism.  Help can be given to every spirit, however evil, but such work needs trained specialists and strong mediums to help the work of guides and rescuing spirits on the other side.   The reason why traditional exorcisms are so dangerous and are sometimes ineffective is because the possessed person is rescued while the obsessing spirit is not.  He or she is damned and sent to hell or oblivion.  So understandably the spirit resists ejection, and puts up a fight, using the energy of the team of exorcists to amplify the dramatic phenomena.  If the spirit were sent into the light, or the prophet’s light, or the Divine Light of forgiveness, were invoked for them s well as for the victim, there might be a calmer, more successful outcome.  The obsessing spirit might not immediately reform, but it would be sent by helpers to where it could do no further harm, and eventually wake up and itself be motivated to seek help to progress and reform, as in the case of King  Henry VIII reported in this series.    Richard Rowley

Now, first let us look at another case from Lord Dowding.  This was the spirit of a brutal British public hangman from over 200 years ago.

“I was a truly brutal type of man, such as hardly ever is known, for I had the work of trying to hang these poor people that did wrong.

I had no idea how terribly wicked I was, and thought I did a brave thing that most would be too squeamish to do, in ridding the earth of monsters of wickedness.

How awful I found my mistake, for I was met by one I had killed. He forgave me, and asked me to be his friend, for he had few friends as he had not made many, and these had left him when he had become a killer.  But I  was a killer too, so he hoped I could be friendly with him.

I had a terrible shock in meeting him at all, for I had no thought of such people living any more.  In fact I had given little thought to anything that mattered.

I was just a man who felt impelled to be brave, and had chosen this dreadful way.  I found my line at the expense of others.   I now know the awful crime this is, to kill a man; especially in cold blood, and a man so terribly unprepared to die.  For nearly all are quite unprepared to look to be led, after death, and wander unhappily looking to find help among hard-hearted people who care nothing for them.   I had a true feeling that it was a bright thing to kill these poor people, but I was the worst killer of all.  Though not so wicked as the men who told me to do this work, for I only obeyed orders.

I think no one who thinks the kind of thought I now have to think can be a doubter any more, that no life should ever be taken in cold blood.  This cold-blooded murder is always the worst kind of killing, for there is no sorrow or love to help the poor unfortunate man who has not been successful in finding a true purpose for his life, so needs love and help in being assisted to his line.

For all have a line to God, and this murder of men is the murder of God.  However depraved he may be, this depravity of execution is the failure to find God in any way at all. This means failure to find loving purpose in life.  This is the worst failure a man can make, for he has no hope of being an individual, but must give up and go back to animal again [as a pack of  animals hunting, and so, tribal warfare and the brutality of acts like the “Rape of Nanking” (1937).  A Japanese officer in that attack described how he and his company lost all humanity and acted like animals towards the Chinese…. And so it is in all acts of war. But that is another debate.  Richard R.].

I know now that this is the case with several whom I killed, but I cannot help them, for I helped no criminals in earth life, so now I must stand helpless to be a comforter of them, even when I see them killed as I killed. 

But I try to meet them, but this is hard for they cannot see me unless they look for someone to lead them.  Some do, but some never think to look for any sort of help at all, but only think of despair.  This is awful, for they can see nothing but blackness, if they look for no light.  I try to be a bit of light, for I was almost despairing when I found what I had been doing to these poor spirits.  But I cannot do much, for I am too weak to do much myself in such horrible darkness, for this needs strength and love to reclaim such spirits. 

That is true that many mothers have met their poor sons, but some are in no helping condition, for they were despairing too.  This is often the reason of their child’s despair, because they despaired; then the baby sees only blackness instead of love, and  wonders if there is any love in the world from the very beginning. 

I wish people would try loving such children, however unlovable they may seem, for this is the only way to help them to be their true selves, as all can be,  but so few are.

I will try to help more now, for this is the earth  wave that I use,  which can sometimes reach the wanderers, but I do not understand how.   Perhaps I can be helped by many others who love these poor people, then we will meet them with more strength.  I think I am the bolter of doors in the spirit world, for I try to bolt the doors of blackness and turn those away who wish to despair. 

I hope I will now be more successful with this troop to give me help, though I do not understand how.

I was the man that did this terrible work long ago, for I had dreadful times myself, being helped by this man I had killed.  He had only been a killer because he was chased, for he had robbed.  But not because he needed things, but because he was brave too and had a longing to do some daring thing.  This is how he found his line, for it is the same as mine.  We both seek to do brave things; this line of courage makes us brave to be daring now in helping others who are brave in defying all help.   But this is not easy, so please love us, to help too.   This is all you can perhaps do.  It there is a man who is brave and not helpful, try to let him know bravery is a true line to God, but he should be loving too. 

I have the task to try to think of my name.  It was Philip Polperro.  Yes, I think, but I am not sure.  I was so lost.   But I know I was in this London, and in the time of the king that was trying to be king of India.  

I am a very low spirit, but I try to love, and be higher by being a helper to these poor spirits who wander lost in darkness and fog.  Be loving to them please.” 

Another spirit doing rescue work was a former stretcher bearer at the time of the Dunkirk evacuation in 1940.  He reports:

“It is true that many are lost for a long time; but not to be endured [experienced] as time, for time is not, there. 

I think illness is often the means of saving them from being lost at all, and they can be taught to look for help as a child, and to try to see, then they will have a true attitude of spirit when they die, and will find help easily.

I think it is better to suffer trouble in earth life than to be wandering spirits lost on earth in confusion after death. They often try to help themselves,  though in vain, through the passers-by who can neither see nor hear them, though they could help by loving each other.  This gives loving rays that make it possible to light up the fog.    Love is the first thing that becomes visible to the spirit after death.  I think this is strange, but it is true.  These helpless spirits had not even looked to find love or they would have seen it.  

I think the shock of sudden death is truly difficult for some who have  not tried to love or look to be loved except in a purely natural instinctive sort of way.

I hope others may now hear of this, for this is love directly applied, and a far better means of finding these truly lost;  for this too is true. They are not visible to spirits as they cannot assume a spirit form without some recognition that they are spirit, tacit or actual.  It is truly terrible that many are really missing like this.  I hope love can find them all, for many are searching.        William Martindale.

Spirits like the above are difficult to rescue, as observed  Joe, the deceased brother-in-law of medium Kenneth Richmond.  He died in battle in the first world war, and came through in June and July of 1918 with these messages.

“Rescue of the dull, in many ways is more difficult than the rescue of the wicked.  The dull are like a lighted [kerosene] lantern of which the glasses are so smoked on the inside that no light can shine through.  They can only be rescued by those who have learnt to sense the light within although they cannot see it.   But the glasses cannot be cleaned from outside, but only from within.

A battlefield as it is seen from the other side has nothing of the din and smoke, and the physical horror.  Those don’t matter at all, in so far as the impression of them remains in the minds of those who come over. 

My first impression is of a chaos of forms striving, each striving to free himself, he does not know from what, he does not know what he is striving forwards.

Our work is to help them, and I wonder if you can understand how that help is carried out.  In reality we have to give them the thoughts and feelings that will help them, first of all sympathy, then the feeling that we understand and can explain things, so that they will trust us and allow us to help them.  In reality it is those thoughts and feelings that we give and we have to think jolly hard to see just what each one really needs, and to give it him. But in appearance we have to do a great deal to make things easy for their minds.  There is a certain amount of harmless pretence, more than harmless, helpful;  if they’re mortally wounded they are still anxious about the wound, they can’t realize that it is left behind with the body, the thought form of their broken body is with them, and we have to humour their illusion;  they get the impression of all sorts of marvelous dressings, of doctors with unheard of abilities to close up wounds however desperate, and to start them healing, and of strange new ointments to take away pain.  

This is like suggestion, only it appeals to something they already know, their knowledge of themselves which is underneath the conviction in the foreground that they are still wounded and in pain, and nearly all of them are undeveloped they have to have these thought forms, these symbols, created for them to represent the real healing of their troubles that is going on. 

They are truly wounded spirits, because the bodily wound is a shock to the spirit, and the spirit carries over with it the sense of that shock, and naturally can only think of it through the symbols of the body.  So the thought form of the shattered physical frame is with them, and in a way we can see it, in a way it is like dealing with bodies.  It is rather like the way in which you might dress a wound in a dream, if you suppose that in your dream you know all the time that it is not a wound in concrete flesh, but that it is the thought form fro a different wound, for the shock to the spirit.

So all spirit life for some little time after separation from the body is in a world full of bodily shapes.  But they are like the shapes in dreams.  They are there because they are thoughts.

[to be continued]

[The first two communicators came through the mediumship of Mrs. D.O. Roberts, published by John Watkins, London, circa 1948  in “How Do We Live?”   The third extract  was edited by Zoe Richmond and published in “Harvest of Light”  by Neville Spearman in 1976]. 

Rescue Circles. 42  Helping dying people cross over. Concluding remarks.

Zoe Richmond’s brother Joe continues his account of rescue work at the end of World War I.

“Those who are killed quite suddenly – shot through the heart or head, or suddenly stunned with a concussion from which they don’t recover, or simply in the physical sense are blown to nothing by a shell – come over with the feelings and thoughts which they had just before.  Often it is these who still think they have to go on fighting, and have to be calmed; often they think they must have suddenly gone mad, because the scene has changed.  That is not surprising if you can imagine in what a tremendous state of tension, almost like madness, the actual fighting is carried out.  Then they often think they have been knocked over in the battle without knowing what happened, which is actually the case, only they think they are now in a base hospital and want to know what did happen to them.

We have to humour them at first and only gradually explain to them what the hospital means.  Sometimes they are profoundly glad, those who have come to the limit of endurance, and rejoice to be free from the world of wars.  Sometimes, with those who have very strong home ties, we have to let them realize as gently and gradually as possible;  most are so weary in spirit that they worry over little, and are soon ready to settle down to their rest.  

Others have foreseen that they must be killed, they have seen the shell or bomb about to explode, and have known that when it explodes they must go.  These sometimes tumble straight into their period of sleep, because their idea of death was simply obliteration, and the rest period links up with the idea at once.  They need nothing explained until their rest is over, but sometimes they sleep a very long time if their conviction that death is the absolute end was very deep rooted. 

ZOE     Did you go straight to sleep?

JOE     No;  I’d got the idea of it first that I had to have treatment.  I’d known I was wounded, and I knew I was going out.  I wasn’t quite sure whether it was a dream or what it was at first.  It seemed a pleasant sort of dream having such expert treatment all at once.  Then I began to get the hang of it a bit, but they just had me in what seemed a very comfortable hospital ward, and after a time when they had got rid of the pain and pulled the blinds down, they said it was time for us to go to sleep.  Then when I woke up I somehow knew it was the other world at once.  I think they had more or less told me before, at any rate I’d got the hang of it.

ZOE     Were you pleased then?

JOE     In a way, yes.  Got to get used to the wrench of course, only then there is everybody to help you. After the sleep there is a difference.  Before, there is always a certain amount of the illusion that you are still just the same person that you were in the earth life. That illusion  doesn’t get dispelled before the sleep; only the SPIRIT   gets enough quieted, enough reconciled  to feel the sense of personal fatigue.  

In that sleep a great deal happens that you can’t explain. You wake up with the realization that we are really surviving spirits and that we are really on another plane of experience.  We are curious and have a very strong desire to explore and understand further.  You begin to realize that all the things around you are really thought forms, memory forms, and that it is arranged like that so as to make the transition easy from material life to spirit life.   You learn a great deal simply by finding out what you can change by changing your own thought about it, and what you can’t change, because it’s not only your scene, it belongs to lots of other spirits too. You can change any little thing, when the change won’t affect anybody else.

There is talk and interchange of ideas with others who are in the same stage of development.  Then there is the further help that we need, and get, from rather more advanced spirits who come and talk with us and explain things.  That is the particular job I am doing at present.  It comes just a step beyond helping people before their sleep.  We don’t lecture them, just answer their questions, just as much as they can take in yet.  We tell them that they will not get on until they are fit to go back and help other chaps through the first stage before the sleep.   That makes them keen to shove forward a bit, because it does not do if they get dreamy and just play about with their little thought forms and nothing else.  After they have had enough rest and play, they begin to want work, and they are keen when we come along and tell them that there IS work, and explain to them how to get at it. 

Halls of knowledge, rather like universities, are in a region where it is not absolutely necessary to have the illusion of concrete buildings and rooms, but where at the same time it is helpful to use those earthly symbols.  It is not that the buildings are necessary for any idea of shelter, or the rooms for any idea of dividing one group from another for fear of a confusion of voices.  We realize that these practical needs are superceded but there remains the sense of the atmosphere and dignity of the building, something that is expressed by its architecture.  All that atmospheric sense of dignity and beauty we cannot yet get hold of as a thing in itself, so we still have the symbolism of building and beautiful architecture, and in that sense the buildings are real to us.  It is partly, also, that by keeping to this extent the easy sense of a building to represent an idea, our mental forces are freed for concentration on the purer, more immaterial ideas that we learn to work out within the halls of knowledge.   Don’t confuse these with the temple symbolism. These are places for the development of understanding, not of the higher mediumship.  It is difficult to explain just what is taught here.  I will try and give you a picture.

It is in the central hall that all the members congregate.  There is a high Gothic vaulting, in a way it is churchlike but not wholly.  But the lines of the vaulting have in them that sense of purity and aspiration which belonged to the genius of the Gothic at its highest.  But don’t get too much the picture of a cathedral in your minds, but rather the picture of an ideal lecture hall.   For the lecturer your best picture will be one of those whom you know as guides.  Thought and speech merge in a telepathic way.  Words are used for their beauty, rhythm and cadence.   The teaching could flow as a thought stream alone, but words are still used, not so much to convey the thought as to give a kind of illustrative pattern and artistic embellishment to the thought, like the language of the greatest poets. But through and behind what they say there shines a meaning far beyond that of the words, and with that meaning we see a radiation of colour.  We learn simply by learning to feel that one shade of meaning is represented by one shade of colour, another shade of meaning by another shade of colour. This is an elementary step.  Then you begin to realize that certain personalities radiate certain colours. This is beginning to be understood on earth now. The halls of learning represent the study of light and colour.

You will realize that the life of learning is only part of this development in spirit.

The other side is the life of service, of two kinds, the “hospital” type of rescue work, [leading to awakening after rest], and that represented by the temple symbol, the highest end of the world of spirit, [leading to wisdom and enlightenment].  The intermediate service  is to those who have passed out of the earth life but who have  not yet begun to develop in spirit.  We do occasionally help those with whom we are in touch on earth, but mainly we help those here in spirit who would not listen to higher teachers, but who can be induced to take those first small steps outward from their own little narrow circle. [An illustration of this is given in one of Dowding’s cases, Leopold Phibs, below].   That is a very bald summary of the task [I am engaged in] which is very difficult but highly interesting in its many varieties.”

Now, in conclusion, here are a few extracts from  two more cases from amongst the many included in Hugh Dowding’s last book, “The Dark Star.”

Here is Leopold Phibs communicating:

“I was a bringer of evil in the horridest way to my own children, for I liked my own bright thoughts, and thought my children must like them too.  So I made them think this was the only true thought, and they could not have any hope for themselves in this spirit world unless they believed the things I told them.

This I did not understand was the exact opposite way I could help them to be happy in heaven, but I had no imagination, and did not try to think how such things could be true, that a god who loved could damn those who failed to believe the things their father taught them; especially when this father was only a stupid beer-drinking fat man who like his own comfort more than any real love, or even belief.  This is the real description of myself.

This time of which I tell was a time of peace before any thought of great wars came.  This I thought would never happen, and made a bright boy of mine be a bringer of this war nearer by being a fighter in his trade.  This he hated, but I said he could only be a true lover of me if he obeyed his father.  This he did, and became a truly unhappy man who hated his work, and hardly enjoyed living his life at all.   This I knew, but was too stupid to understand, and thought he could be provided for this way, and mad a brave lad that people admired. So I made this foolish plan for him with no freedom for him to choose.

Then I became old, and made the discovery that I myself had nothing to hold on to and was terribly afraid to die.  This was a true condition, for my belief was a hollow inheritance, not even a true belief of my own.

Then I was in misery, and tried to find some way to be assured that this life I was going to was in truth the life I expected where a god would himself welcome me, and I should have a throne and a crown and all sorts of good things.   But I had no assurance.

Then I died.  This was in truth a terrible event.  This dread I had was a real foreshadowing, and must have at least loosened my mind a little.  For the shock I had was terrible for I was simply lost.

No one met me that I could see, for I did not look for love, only for a holy welcome.

This had a dreadful effect on me, for I then looked down to see how I could be helped by men.   This was terrible, for I could find no help, though I tried to make them hear my cries of longing for help.  This lasted long, but I did not know it was long.  It seemed truly brutally horrible to me that I who believed so much should have been so deceived.  But so it was;  I had deceived myself, and had to discover that I had only believed a hollow sham.

This came by degrees, for I had to find it out by watching people who professed as I did, and people who professed nothing, but loved their children and their friends, and left them free to be the people GOD meant them to be. 

Then I tried to see my own children, and they were loaded with chains that I had put on them, and had no freedom or help to loose them, for they tried to be the good things I had made them to be, and not question anything.  I had a horrible despair that I had damned them too, and had a love for them that hated myself.  This lighted my mind, for then I found a true parent waiting to lead me.   I had no love for him, but thought him a bad father as he had not believed these things, and had never taught me to believe them, for I had only been my own gaoler.

This parent led me to a place of haven for my tired heart, and comforted me by trying to show me my mistake. This I now had already seen, but not as this kind parent knew was still necessary.   I did not wish to be further instructed by him as he had never known the truths I knew; so I had a thought that perhaps my heaven was a true heaven, but I was lost in some unfortunate way, but now could be the revealer of bright truth to my father.

This I proceeded to try to do.  I made an illusion of some bright place with psalm singing and harps, but it was hollow, and I could hardly bear to be in it myself, and my helper did not wish to come into such a foolish place.  He had a truly honest wish to help me, but I tried not to be helped and went to my heaven and tried to be in happy bright love there.

But this was no possible, for love is a truth that can never be found in illusion, and this found me the key; for I tried to consider that God was loving.

This was the truth, but only a little of it, but it helped me, for I looked for love, and saw love everywhere.  This made me see that perhaps this was a thing I had half expected.   This truth that God is love then came to me, for I had thought this was a truth that I had believed; but I had never believed it, for I did not understand the breadth or height or depth of even an earthly love.  This love that I now began to see was only spirit love, but it became the beautiful thing that helped me to be loving at last.

I longed to help my children but could not make them hear me, for I was dead, and must not be thought of as approachable, for this was a thing I had thought and taught as forbidden, to meet the dead, or even to pray for them.  This was a truly strange belief, for I believed that all were one.  This really had no meaning for me, but was just a form of words that I had made my hard rule.

Then my mother, who had never had a true love of this type of thought I had, but who had been led by me, attempted to be in communication with me.  This was a truly curious attempt, for this true lover of her child was an old frail woman in a little home that had small comfort but had to do for her.  Then this true love of hers became a light to her mind, and she asked me to help her to die as she was afraid, and thought I could lead her to my heaven.  I did not know how to lead her, but asked my father how I could be this leader.  He told me that only love can lead, but since I loved her I could perhaps try to lead her.   But it did not help me, for I had no place to lead her to!

Then I tried to be truer in mind, and became a learner to find some place to which I could bring my tired old mother who looked for help to me.  This was a real help, to have to help this love that loved me.  Then I found help that showed me a true place of rest that was there all the time, but not visible to me, for I had not looked for simple love that helped each other.  This they now showed me helps all who look by being loved, that love creates the rest and loveliness that the spirit needs for its bright haven of refuge that the child can enjoy and the old man lead him to, but all are the same in love.

This kind home that this father had led me to now became my home that I led my mother to, for she had asked me to lead her.  This came as a true surprise to me by now as I had begun to know how unfit I was to lead.  But I was asked, and I led.  But I had no home of my own to lead her to, only her old love’s home where she had never been happy, for he had not loved her well.

This then was the best home to take her to, and she had a feeling that all was different from her expectations, and that I had changed and had no bright heaven to welcome her to.  This was true; however she was tired and glad to find a home that made her welcome who had been so alone. My life had been the only true life of her life.

This is a help, to be the loved son of a true mother.  This was the love that made me free. 

To be patient is to be the possessor of the true kingdom in the spirit.  This is to be the patient helper of people.  I am this patient spirit at last.   But I could not again try to be patient to wait till my children found release from the chains I had put on them.  I tried in every way to be their helper not to be patients, but to be truly rash and free and hold their own lines that had had little chance against my patience, for this was the line I had imposed on them though I had hardly recognized it myself.

I think I thought it high to be patient, so perhaps I had to a small extent known it; but now I tried to waken them to rebel, for this was so necessary to help them to free themselves.

Then this true love of the boy that had to be the fighter tried to tell me he could not be patient in this trade, but must leave it.  This pleased me for I hoped he could then be more free.  Then I tried to help his mind to think to be led to a high idea of how to be himself.  This he heard, but of course he did not know I told him, but almost feared he became a traitor to me.  But he tried to be true to hold  this ideal of being true to the highest he could see.   Then he became the truly inspired man who found the reason for his own life, and  became a true teacher of boys in the loving way that led them to find their own line that each had.

I think I was truly proud of this loving work, for I loved this man that I had tried to chain.  This true being became the helper of his brother that was also chained, and both were loving beings that had reason to be bright spirits. 

I think this is all I can tell.     I am the truly brutal man that had the name Leopld Phibs.   

Now, finally, here is Lilian Lightfoot:

“I was a tired woman in a home for the old and feeble, and this seemed to be a bad thing to me as I longed for someone to care to be with me, and hear me tell of old times.  

But it interested no one, and it would have helped me little, for it was old times I had given up, and to be ready to understand the idea that there is more before than behind, and that a true time of preparation was a boon to be accepted thankfully.

I did not understand any of this, but on looking back to see how I found my line, I think it is true that I found it by being made to think I was alone, and would have to die.

I tried not to think, but to be interested in those of the Home.  They all wanted a listener, and I tried to be such a listener, but I had no interest in these stories of past details and pettiness, and willed to know why I had lived at all.   And I thought I could see a kind of light in me that tried to lead me to love these old people, and make them think a human love is a truth in action, and is not just a thing that is given and taken and nothing remains.

I had a true feeling that this was a fact, and worth believing, and tried to hear the stories with love for the tellers, instead of a feigned interest in the stories.

Then a light came to me that I was LOVE, and therefore a bit of GOD, and I hoped I thought truly, for this almost had a flavour of blasphemy to me, and I did not dare to say such a thing, and only hoped, for it made me happy and warmed my heart so that I felt no loneliness any more, for I was a part of LOVE, and could not be alone.

It made me a help in the Home, as the old women told me their stories, and I listened with love to them, and it made them happier, and helped them to look to be more contented to die as I thought it was a happy thing to do.

This I found was true, for I lay ill, and suffered pain, and one day I found I had no pain, but had got up, and helped to be a bearer of cups of tea to the old women.  And then I saw they seemed sad and wept, and I asked what it was, and they said I was dead.

I thought a little in fright that perhaps this was true, but then I found I could see light all round where these women loved me, and it showed a long-lost loved one that I hardly remembered before, holding out hands to lead me.  I loved to hold this hand, for this was a true grasp of love that I felt, and no hand of flesh, which is a shadowy thing to us, for it does not fully reveal the love that it feels.

I held this hand with joy, and went away to a place with trees and flowers and little animals which were not afraid, and found time to rest and grow strong and young again.  It was such a lovely place, for it all seemed like a home that I had loved before; and so it was, for I had a long think of old dreams, and it lay in these dreams;  but not in the fringes that I had thought were my whole dreams, but in this lovely reality which lay outside the life I had been shut up in.  

I was in a heaven of happy living things, in freedom from fear or oppression of one another, and this made me love to be with them, and hear them laugh and sing.   This is true; every animal can laugh and sing inside, if it is happy, as it ought to be.

This rest lasted a time, till I was ready to see what lay beyond, and found a place in a hill, of light bright long trees, like an avenue of aspens in light, that led to a sort of temple, as it was a pillared building in a bright stone that seemed to be shining in itself.  And it was the thought of those who loved old people, but it is not easy to describe, for it is not a building as you know it, but  form of home built by thought.

I tried to enter, but found I was unable to climb the steps – or it looked like this in thought to me – so I looked to see if I could get help, and found a host of people all ready to help as soon as I looked, for I could not see them till I looked.

I tried to talk to them, but I could not speak words.  I found instead that I was making pictures in the air in the manner of a picture show, but much more truly lovely and living in effect.   It was like the best of the bits of dreams you can remember, for the real dreams are in the spirit only.

I tried to think of my old friends, and at once I could go in, and then I could see their spirits reaching out to me so I could tell them that I could see and love them still.  I held a light to them, in a spirit sense, and it was a true help, for I knew they felt it, and did not cry for me any more.

I loved to be a bearer of cups of comfort to them still, for I heard them longing for love, and trying to know I loved them, and it truly was a help, for I often saw a smile on the faces of their spirits – which are like the expressions on their human faces, but much more dramatic and expressive.  

It is difficult to write, but I long to tell of how I tried to help one of them to die.  This is a true story.

She was ill for long, and lay unhappy and unaware of any love, for only of a great longing for a bright love to hold her hand and be her leader.  I came and loved her to be the true spirit I knew she could be, for I could see a shape of her spirit [her aura], larger than her spirit’s face, and I found I was trying to help her to be bigger in heart, and she tried to hope more to be a bigger heart, and bear her troubles without complaining.

But it was too hard to bear, and she presently became, as you would say, unconscious.  This helped to give me a chance to prepare her to look for help; for it is at such times that the spirit is free to meet other spirits, and be spoken to in words, or a sort of thought that seems like words and the language of dream symbolism that spirits use. 

I spoke to her and tried to tell her of a love that is eternal, and which could not let her fall, for its arms are everlasting, and that I knew because I had found this true, and now could come to lead her to find a rest and a place for thought of love and beauty and joy.

She had had little of these bright things in her life, and hardly thought they were true, as she was always working for food and clothes, and had no time for enjoyment of earth.

I told her to be ready to look to my love to help her, and then she died, and she did look to be helped.  If she had not been ill and unconscious I could not have led her to look for help, for she had no other thought of looking.

This is true, and shows how our bits of comfort and love can help each other, and it is a great help indeed if we can lead each other to die gladly, with a thought of looking to be led, for then it is easy to be led and to see help.

Otherwise the spirit is lost, and wanders unhappily trying to be led by human hands which do not feel its entreaties.

Love all, and your love can light any who wander near you.   They can see a light which is not human, and it encourages them to look to see if there is more such light, and they begin to see there is.

I was a lady by birth, but lost all I had, and tried to forget this was a loss, so it became a gain.

I loved to think I could work too, though I did not receive an education in youth.  But I had a happy childhood; this was a great wealth.   I was in London in both wars.  My name is Lilian Lightfoot. 

At this point we will have to bring the  series to an end.  Not that the work is ever finished or complete.   Life is an ongoing, progressive, continuous process, and we all contribute, helping one another along as best we can, both here on earth, and on the further spiritual planes which we are discovering as we continue our soul’s journey.   These extracts have been a mere introduction to the work, and if the reader is interested to investigate further, he or she can take up the references to researchers and mediums and read the complete original documents and books.  Many of them are to be found on this site and its links, and others with similar archives, and in libraries, bookstores and in private collections.   Along with these 42 episodes of excerpts, initially based on the research of Lord Dowding and his work with several mediums, the reader should add the four articles entitled “Death- bed scenes: helping a dying man pass,”  referring to the work of Sir Victor Goddard with Douglas Fawcett and Ena Twigg.  If you like, you could number these #s 43-46.  Complementary to these articles are the five “Myers” script extracts and “Are guides real?” – 1 & 2,  and “What is Real?” 

Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding and Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard both contributed immensely to gain public support for, and interest in, Spiritualism, by their intelligent investigations and because of their authority and professional standing as Senior Air Force Officers. Both had films made about them (“The Battle of Britain” and “The Night My Number Came Up”). Both officers were experts on Strategic Air Defence and wrote a book each about it: “Twelve Legions of Angels”    by  Hugh Dowding, 1941,  and “The Enigma of Menace” by Sir Victor Goddard, 1959. Lord Dowding also supported his wife’s work in  the movement against cruelty to animals, while Victor Goddard was the father of Ufology.     

All work with spirit is inter-related, and this series has just tried to bring out the connections of the past with the present, and to show that we work to help one another on both sides of the veil, and the more we become aware of this and contribute actively through genuine concern, compassion and love, the more joy we bring to diminish the suffering here and there brought about by ignorance and selfishness.

Richard Rowley  January - July 2006.

End of the rescue circle Articles .

We add some other articles To this . Manuscript .

Another Article is  The Frederic Meyer scripts.

HELPING A DYING MAN PASS.
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Here is # 1 of 4 parts on Victor Goddard (part 4 to
follow soon)  Sat, 25 Feb 2006 20:10:58 +0000 (GMT) 
From: “Richard Rowley” <noblas@yahoo.com>  View
Contact Details  
Subject: Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass. 
To: spiritualismlist@yahoogroups.com,
lafj14580@aol.com, felicity.agnew@sympatico.ca,
sric@islandnet.com 
    
  Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard, Douglas Fawcett and
Raynor Johnson.

Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass [helpers
on both sides of the veil].

     Air Marshal Victor Goddard was a pilot,  fellow
RAF pioneer but 15 years junior to Air Chief Marshal
Lord Dowding.  He was also a Spiritualist and
Psychical Researcher, and is known as the father of
the UFO, and had many precognitive experiences which
are recounted in a Fate magazine article which is
attached below.  He wrote and lectured about his
experiences in many articles and in his
autobiographical book “Flight Towards Reality,” which
was published in 1976.  He had intended to call it
“All Things Bright,” but a year earlier James Herriott
came out with the first in his famous series of  
veterinarian’s stories  “All Things Bright and
Beautiful.”    Then in 1977 Victor Goddard was speaker
at the opening of the Lychgate Animal Sanctuary,
partly  funded by the Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding
Memorial Fund.  What is of interest to us now is
Victor Goddard’s association with Ena Twigg and other
mediums, and his connection with another pilot,
Douglas Fawcett.  Fawcett had gone to India with
Madame Blavatsky in the 1880s and helped edit her
“Secret Doctrine.”   He returned to Europe, was a
journalist with the Daily Telegraph, wrote science
fiction novels and subsequently many books of
philosophy and mysticism and finally at the age of 90
wrote an epic poem on the afterlife, “The Light of the
Universe.”   This was when  Victor Goddard got to know
him. He had been aware that the Australian professor,
a scientist and psychical researcher, Raynor Johnson,
had a few years earlier written “Nurslings of
Immortality,” explaining Fawcett’s theory of
Imaginism, similar to Jane Robert’s Seth material,
with its  theory of the universe as “Idea
construction.”     Fawcett in his nineties was working
on yet another manuscript, and wanted Goddard’s
support in spreading his ideas.   Victor Goddard in
his autobiography states: “ From time to time I
lectured or gave talks or led discussions on Fawcett
and Imaginism for various groups in London and
elsewhere.  But for a reason which I never could
discern, I could not give myself into the work;
enthusiasm tarried; something held me back.”    It
seemed obvious to him: “Of course, imagining
transcends all other faculties which act in
creativity.”    But “In the reasoning of all these
theories,”  self-interest and will-power seemed to
obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is
LOVE.    So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in
Fawcett’s thesis, his reliance on reason, and
intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism
relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE
imagination, which is intuitional. 
     Victor was at Fawcett’s side when he died.  Three
days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor
for helping him let go.  He had not wanted to die and
leave his wife a widow.  Goddard writes: “When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in
hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the
transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors – unheard,
unseen by me – to whom he was gesticulating and
croaking words I could not understand; conveying to
them, I later learned, his firm determination not to
go with them and leave his aged wife a widow.” 
     Douglas wrote about this after his death through
the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence
of ‘Conti’ Sitwell.   Goddard writes “Neither of them
knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude
for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make
an end of all his struggling to remain.   Then, later,
quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to  his  widow through a
[direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And
neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of
the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 
     These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so
vehemently resisted, urging him to  go with them and
leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his
mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an
expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s].” 
      “Let us note how family love persists beyond the
grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the
‘ferrying across the Styx’ by those who know the way
[as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas]” and as did the living Victor Goddard
at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

     Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself
with Ena Twigg.  He writes: “When I went to Ena, I had
never been to a medium before.  She took me into her
little chapel and said, ‘Give me something to hold.’  
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not
surmising what the consequence of that would be.  It
was a watch given to me by my mother.
     “Ena presently said, ‘There is a little lady by
my side, very shy.  She is standing near your home,
and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of
glass…’  This mystified me.  I did not recognize the
scene;  I did not then realize that my mother was
shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to
translate her pictures into words.  In retrospect I
recognized that my mother had given a complete
description  of the big glass picture window in the
living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls
around the sunken garden – none of which my mother had
ever seen; she died before I moved there.  Nor, of
course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time
of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old
homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind. 
     “On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use
words – to talk.  Slowly, at first, she did so.  Then
much more fluently, she told me various things about
myself which were quite true. Then she said: ‘Now that
you have opened the door, don’t shut it again!’
     “My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to
talk to my mother;  I had not thought of doing so.  I
wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett.  So when we went
downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said, ‘I was delighted to meet my
mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been
hoping to talk to another friend of mine.’ 
     “She said: ‘Do you mean a big man who was trying
to barge in all the time and was very impatient
because your mother was there and he couldn’t get a
word in?’
     “I said, ‘I didn’t know; you didn’t tell me.’
     “’He is tall, about six feet two,’ Ena said, and
then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett
and added, ‘He is still here!’
     “On that first occasion Ena did not go into a
trance; she remained fully conscious.  But on
subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into
trance.  Then she might sit back in her chair, her
legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go
through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which
Fawcett wore over his blind eye – a typical mannerism
[of Fawcett’s].  She might use any of his mannerisms
and his personal figures of speech.  It wasn’t so much
the information that was conveyed as the manner of its
conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man
as I knew him.  She was in trance, and he was quite
evidently using her body for the communication of his
thoughts and of his presence to me.”
Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Victor Godddard (2) Helping a dying man and help from the other side
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Helping a dying man pass (2)  Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett:
Imaginism, Divine Intelligence, Imaginism and Creative
Design (not the current religious dogma or doctrine)

     Douglas Fawcett the pilot, journalist and
philosopher died in 1960,  with Sir Victor Goddard at
his beside, buthe was back with messages for his wife
and for Goddard within three days, through different
mediums.  Then the next year he came through Ena Twigg
to have lengthy conversations with Goddard, who took
copious notes.  From these we can see that he had
increased his vision away from the intellectual
thinking of his writings, and now he was recommending 
a philosophy of life closer to the higher teachings of
all religions:  pray, meditate, look within and “know
thyself”    East and West this spiritual philosophy is
still the backbone of religion.  The Buddha sat in
meditation until he reached enlightenment, Ramana
Maharshi told his followers to ask the question “Who
Am I?”  The Huna teachings tell us to keep a balance
between the low, middle and high selves…. and so for
other religions.  

     We can see this thread of thought emerging in the
conversations between  Fawcett on the other side, and
Goddard on this, with Ena Twigg as intermediary.

     From Sir Victor’s notes, August 31, 1961:-  

     “[Ena Twigg]  was in trance, and [Fawcett] was
quite evidently using her body for the communication
of his  thoughts and of his presence to me.

FAWCETT:     My dear boy, this is wonderful.  How did
you know how to do it?  It has never been like this
before.  I can talk directly to you.  Can you hear me?
[He spoke slowly and with unmistakable mannerisms].
GODDARD:     Yes, Douglas, I can hear you splendidly. 
I am very glad you have come.
FAWCETT:     But it is very clever of you to have
found this way.
GODDARD:      Douglas, it’s not clever of me; it’s
clever of you!  This is the lady of whom I spoke last
week [at a sitting with another medium] when I said
that I wanted to talk with you through her. 
FAWCETT:      But damn it, her father [her control]
held me back, wouldn’t let me come through until I had
proved myself.  He wouldn’t take my word for it.  I
had to prove myself but I did it, didn’t I?  -  over
the watch [which he’d bequeathed to Goddard].
GODDARD:     I have to do that talk at the college [of
Psychic Science] this evening, Douglas, and I want to
say that I am a very weak mortal and not sufficiently
trusting of being able to make myself available to
your promptings.
FAWCETT:     No, my boy, never mind; you’ll be all
right.  I shall be behind you.  You ought not to be
worried with a little audience like that.  You are
such an experienced speaker talking to big audiences
and ‘brass hats’.
GODDARD:     I particularly want to check with you 
one thing you said, or I think you said to me, through
[a certain medium] something I want to repeat this
evening, but I don’t want to attribute it to you, if
you didn’t say it.  [I asked you] ‘Is it true or not
true that some of these radionics equipments have been
designed by scientists and engineers – or by a
scientist and an engineer – in your plane of living?’ 
And then your reply: ‘My dear boy, everything that
comes to your physical world that is new and has never
been done before originates in a realm above.  Men do
not invent by their own powers; they are inspired. 
That applies to everything, but the rightness of what
is done depends much on the right-mindedness of the
receiver.’
FAWCETT:   It is such a real pleasure to have you
talking to me like this.  Yes, indeed, I did say all
that, and I’ll add to it, but first define for me
‘originate’, ‘original thought’,  ‘original idea’. 
The man in his workshop trying to make something new. 
The man in the laboratory trying to find out something
new. What they make and what they find are not their
own inventions.   They are given to them.  But when
they are given, the giver hopes that the results will
be put to proper uses; they can only try to influence.
There is a vast accumulation here of all the great
workers of the past who are still pursuing their
heartfelt longings for the good of mankind, doing work
in fields where it is difficult to learn.   It is
necessary  that workers in your world should learn to
recognize inspiration  from those here who are
endeavouring to project ideas and methods to offer the
store of knowledge  of all things that we have ever
thought or done, but they often find that their ideas
are balked.  If you open up these channels of
inspiration and aspiration, what is brought through
must be used for most spiritual purposes. You say that
you are in search of truth.  That is spirit.  All
truth is spiritual. Truth equals spirit.
GODDARD:     I can’t see you, but you seem to be able
to see me. I wonder, what I look like to you.
FAWCETT:  Pretty dusty!  It’ll brush off.  There are a
lot of things you have done and seen that you wish you
hadn’t.  Never mind; you are trying to find the way,
but it’s a pity you didn’t see the way more clearly
when you were much younger.  It’s yourself you have to
find, you know.    
      
[THERE YOU HAVE THE KEY: THE TRUTH ABOUT ALL
SPIRITUAL, MYSTICAL AND RELIGIOUS SEARCHES AND 
PILGRIMAGES: YOU HAVE TO FIND YOURSELF. THE IMAGE OF
THE DOG CHASING ITS TAIL, OR THE SYMBOL OF 
THE SNAKES SWALLOWING ITS TAIL, SAYS IT ALL. YOU CAN’T
DO IT JUST LOOKING IN A MIRROR OR RECITING A CREED.
YOU HAVE TO GO ONE STAGE FURTHER AND ASK:  “ WHO IS
LOOKING IN THE MIRROR?”  or  “WHO IS RECITING THIS
CREED?”   then you will begin to see beyond your nose!
   Richard R]   

GODDARD:  That’s what I’ve heard and never properly
understood.  Self-forgetfulness is supposed to be the
most virtuous state, but now I’m told that I ought to
be more self-conscious – that is, conscious of the
Self [or soul]. I have never much cared for the quest
of self; the quest of truth, wisdom and goodness is
more acceptable as an aim.
FAWCETT:     Yes, but don’t you see that the Self is
the only instrument you have for doing good?  If you
don’t know the self, you don’t know what the
instrument is really like or how it should be used. 
You are potentially capable of doing immense good to
your fellow men once you know yourself properly.  Had
you known it years ago, you could have done so much
good to thousands.
GODDARD:     Thank you, D.F.   You are a great help to
my understanding. Please do not weary trying to help
me.

[to be continued

Subject:
[SpiritualismList] Helping a dying man pass (3) - complete with correction
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Helping a dying man pass (3)  Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett:   Spirit communication is a two-way
process.  The art of prayer.
      
     Hi folks.  I’m continuing with some extracts from
Victor Goddards conversations with Douglas Fawcett as
there’s so much good teaching there. 
     After having helped Douglas pass at the age of
93, Victor Goddard was in return helped in his
lecturing work by the advice given from his friend in
spirit, through Ena Twigg’s mediumship, and by his
presence at those public meetings.  We all get
assistance from spirit this way in our public work. If
only EVERYONE could see and understand this, that
spirits, in the form of loved ones, guides and
helpers, experts, scientists and artists, are ALWAYS
around us, and are not just the popular conception of
spirits as earthbounds and memory traces scaring us
and lurking in so-called haunted buildings! They are
real, a reality of life.

Here are some more extracts from Victor Goddard’s
notes on private  sessions held in Ena Twigg’s home in
1961.

FAWCETT:     You will do all right [in that evening’s
lecture at the College of Psychic Studies], and I
shall be with you tonight, but you know, I’m
relatively a ‘new boy’ myself. [This showed me that he
had read or knew what was in my lecture, for in it I
had written a dissertation on being a ‘new boy’ in the
study of the ‘new’ world.]  I haven’t mastered the
modus operandi.   All that I have gained, experienced,
since I left your  world I have tried to convey to you
through five mediums, with good, bad , and indifferent
results, and I am glad to have met your mother [in
spirit]. I would not have met her but for her being
interested in your writings about matter, mind, and
spirit.   When you were writing an article about that,
I found her taking a keen interest in what you were
doing.  You are needing a field of activity in which
you could be a worker yourself. 
     You should study the development of mediumship in
its various stages, but I know that for the time being
you must spend much of your time getting material for
your book.

     I thanked Fawcett for healing help given to
someone who had never properly developed.

FAWCETT:     You know, Victor, she may seem much
better to her mother, but it is a very difficult case.
She has a very long way to go.  You see, she isn’t
really there.  She is only an echo.  
GODDARD:     Of her mother?
FAWCETT:     Yes, of her mother.  She is swamped,
enveloped, by her mother.  There was, I know, a very
difficult background.
GODDARD:     The fact that you have in effect answered
the mother’s prayer makes me want to put a question to
you about prayer.  I was always taught to make prayers
direct to God, to God the Father, or to Jesus, God the
Son, not to any being on a lower plane, but seeing
that you and others in your plane are able to answer
prayer, it would be natural that one should suppose it
right to pray to, or make prayer to, YOU.  Forgive my
embarrassment; I somehow don’t think it right that we
should make our prayers to you rather than to God.
FAWCETT:     Why, yes, Victor, certainly you may pray
for me if you wish to do so.
GODDARD:     [I cut him short.]  No, Douglas, I was
not asking that;  I would like you to tell me
something about praying.  Anything you would like to
tell me.
FAWCETT:      Well, I do not think that vain
repetition is praying.  I do not think it helpful to
use hackneyed petitions.  There is too much  uttering
of words and mouthing of platitudes.
GODDARD:     But Douglas, although I agree with you
that there is too much heedless or even devout
parroting of prayers, nevertheless the mere saying of
affirmations and prayers does induce a mental
awareness of a state of worship in one’s own mind, and
I would have thought it induced a state in oneself
which is better, more propitious, for praying.  
FAWCETT:     You are one who could well practise
praying without words.  Can you not raise your arms
over your head in the shape of a “V” with the apex
going up to heaven, showing that  you are sending your
gift of love to God, and then opening  your stretched
arms in the shape of a “V” the other way, so that God
may pour his power and grace and love into you?  [The
medium was demonstrating with upstretched arms].  Try
that for your praying.  You do not need to speak.  God
knows when you are truly sorry; you do not need to say
it, and you must not reproach yourself for what is
past.  The past is past.  You may give your love to
God and then receive the love of God.  Practise that
way.  You will find that you will be fortified and
helped. 
      Your prayers are valid according to their
unselfishness, and also, they lead you, if they are
unselfish, to self-realization and into the whole
object of your life on earth.  When you realize
yourself,  you can help thousands.
GODDARD:     Thank you, Douglas. Now, ought I not let
you go?  Are you not tired?
FAWCETT:     No, it is all right.  I will go when I am
ready.

[to be continued]


Note: AN APPEAL  FOR HELP.

     So much valuable teaching is contained within
these conversations, it would be a good idea to try
and track down the hundreds of pages of notes which
Sir Victor Goddard made, and obtain permission to
publish them.   They may be in his family’s
possession, or Ena Twigg’s, or her biographer’s, Ruth
Hagy Brod, or perhaps with Douglas Fawcett’s estate.  
There may be copies in the College of Psychic Studies
(formerly Science), though it has moved since the
1970s,  or with the Society for Psychical Research, or
elsewhere.  Does anyone have any contacts with these
people or organizations?  I don’t have membership to
them.             Like Air Chief Marshal  Lord Hugh
Dowding,   Air Marshal Victor Goddard published three
books:  “Skies to Dunkirk”                          
on the evacuation of Dunkirk in 1940, “The Enigma of
Menace” discussing the atom bomb as a deterrent in the
post-war era, and “Flight towards Reality” describing
his experiences  in Spiritualism and Psychic Science. 
It would complete his work to add a fourth book, the
publication of his records of these conversations with
Douglas Fawcett, the spiritual philosopher.   

That’s all for now… 
RichardR

Helping a dying man pass (4)    The last available
notes from Air Marshal Goddard.

Here is one more excerpt from Sir Victor Goddard’s
notes in 1961 of his conversations through the medium
Ena Twigg with Douglas Fawcett, the writer and
philosopher,  who had died the previous year at the
age of  93.   Goddard was a practical man, had served
in the Royal Navy in World War I before transferring
to the Royal Air Force,  where he remained a senior
officer with the Air Ministry until his retirement in
1951.  Although he had lived through a number of
psychic experiences during his life, he had never
consulted a medium before 1960, and it was only after
this that he became a convinced Spiritualist. 

FAWCETT:     I am so greatly enjoying talking to you,
my friend.  It is good that we are friends.
GODDARD:     But Douglas, I am not in the same class
as you.  All the same, I do regard you as a close
friend.  Closer than ever.  You seem to understand so
well even when you disapprove.
F:     Don’t bother about your defects and
shortcomings.  You have one virtue that I greatly
admire.  You have a simple desire to understand.  That
is good, and it is important.  But you have much to
do, and there is much you can do, but it would be best
for you to work with a group.  Where are you living
now?
G:     My home is Brasted, where you came to stay.
F:     Yes, yes, of course, near where Winston
Churchill lives.
G:     Well, D.F., I wonder where the group that I
should work with is to be.
F:     Does Westbourne Grove convey anything to you?
G:     Only Whiteley’s [the well-know department
store, still open now in 2006 as a shopping mall - RR]
and they’ve gone bust. [But in fact, a year later the
brotherhood with which I was associated acquired
premises for a central hall beside Westbourne Grove,
and I worked with a group there.]
F:     Do you know someone called Philip, over here?
G:     Philip?
F:      Yes, Philip;  he’s barged in on us.  Wants to
say hello to you.  He had work to do with you.  Has
regard for you.  Philip Sassoon.  What did you do
together?
G:     You tell me!
F:     Something in the open air.  Wide-open spaces.
G:     Cambridge University Air Squadron, Douglas.
F:     Well, there you are!  I was just going to tell
you.  Did you know him?
G:     Yes, D.F.,  I knew him.  He helped me [in the
creation of the Air Squadron]. Please say hello from
me.  Is he a friend of yours, or is he gate-crashing?
F:     Oh, no, he’s very welcome.  We know each other
and are friends. [He seemed to be tiring a little, or
the control  must have indicated that it was time to
stop.]  Well, my dear Victor, I must leave you now. 
It has been splendid being with you like this.  Keep
loving – it’s the finest ammunition.  God bless you,
old friend.  Come again soon.
G:     Good-bye, Douglas.
F:     Say “God bless you”.
G:     God bless you, Douglas.  And when I say,
“Good-bye,” I mean  “God bless you” [or “God be with
you” as in “Adios” in Spanish or  “Adieu” in French].
F:     Yes, but I like “God bless you” best.   God
bless you!
G:     God bless you and good-bye!
F:     Good-bye!  [Ena Twigg then began to breathe
deeply and come out of her trance.]

      We will conclude with two interesting quotes
from sittings that were held in Ena Twigg’s home.  

FAWCETT:     On earth we get caught up in our own
concepts, our dogma, and our own words… We attach more
importance than we should to individual names… The
names of the great initiators and exemplars have
almost ceased to be the names of the men who lived. 
They have become symbols.  The focus of the great
spreading-out of ideas all need to be respected.
[i.e., the real people, the true originators…their
historical human  personality and life need to be
respected, rather than the later myths built around
them].

     On one occasion he had this to say:

FAWCETT:      “And tell this to your conference at
Oxford:  tell them I have been wrong in what I wrote
in my books about the wondrous beauty of life in this
world beyond earth life.  Tell them I was wrong when I
tried to describe the much greater and more wonderful
state of beauty I found after death here – wrong
because it is so much MORE beautiful than anything
that words can possibly convey  to you.  

     In this time of gathering fear on earth, there is
a great and wonderful gathering of high souls in
heaven.  The souls of such excellence, far beyond the
highest to which  I 
could ever aspire.  But they are here in this world
where I live.   I am in their presence.  We can see
them and know that they are of our world.  They are
gathering to generate light.  Do you understand,
Victor?  Light to project through into the dark places
on earth where great fear is now being generated.  For
it is on earth, in your world, that the evil of great
fear is being deliberately generated.  But the immense
gathering and  concentration of light  here to shine
into your darkness  …… will defeat that negativity*]
[Douglas Fawcett’s voice began to fade a bit, but then
continued:]  Do not let anyone tell you, Victor
Goddard, that heaven is only a place of rest.  It is a
place of work.  Wonderful work”


    [ * as eventually the nuclear arms race, threat of
extinction, and the spread of Communism eventually
crumbled, but not until the invasion of
Czechoslovakia, the  Vietnam war and subsequent events
had run their course. But once again, spirit is poised
to help us where it can, in the present wave of
terrorism and religious hatred. RR]

     And here we must end these accounts until we can
trace the rest of Sir Victor’s notes.  Hopefully they
will be found, and then we can continue our series of
conversations  with Douglas Fawcett. Until which time
his books will have to suffice:   “The Light of the
Universe,”  “The Zermatt Dialogues,”   “The Oberland
Dialogues,”   “The World as Imagination,”      “
Divine Imagining” and “The Individual and Reality” 
together with his many works of fiction.    His
thought can be traced back beyond Darwin and Wallace
to William Blake, Anton Mesmer, Emanuel Swedenborg and
to Socrates and Plato, in the West, and to the Vedas
and Upanishads in the East.   Richard R.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”

That’s all for the moment.  This Post is not

responsible for the language and opinions of the

spirit communicating here!         Peace.    Richard R

“I see life in such a different light.  I realise its

great possibilities and I realise the utter failure

that we all seem to make of this, even when we have

wonderful opportunities.  So very few of us ever take

them to full advantage and  do the things that we

could do well.  Now that I see my own life in

retrospect, I realise that I did some good, but in

regard to my healing, particularly, I realise that I

wasted a lot of my time on trivialities and on trivial

people.  But perhaps I shouldn’t say that!  If one is

to live a life at all, one must to some extent give

oneself to others.  You can’t live to yourself alone.

The thing is to know how to give yourself and in what

sense, and how to go about it.  I think we all make

the mistake of not realizing what are the real things

that matter. I was running off to things which were so

insubstantial.  I think we all do.  We can’t get away

from that when we are on earth.  When we are young,

particularly, we run after the insubstantial things,

the things of the moment, that attract us.  It’s like

the man running around with a butterfly net trying to

catch a beautiful butterfly.  When it’s caught, what’s

the point?  It’s better to let the poor thing go free

and enjoy watching it in flight, and the beauty of the

summer day, rather than to try and catch it and pin it

inside a cabinet.  We are all trying to pinch

something from somebody else.  We’re all trying to do

something which, in the very act of achieving it,

brings us no real happiness at all.  It only brings

misery.  It’s a difficult thing to know how to live.

I still feel that I didn’t live, in a sense.  I

suppose it’s stupid in a way, and yet so many people

I’ve spoken to agree that we all have this regret,

that we might have done so much more with our lives.

Sitter: It’s not until we get much older that we then

begin to see the wisdom of things.

But by  then  perhaps  we have grown so old that we’re

quite content just to sit in front of the fire with a

good book and do very little else.

Writer:       Even  that’s wrong.  I think we should

open our hearts and our minds to people more than

perhaps we do.  We sometimes quite unconsciously miss

opportunities, even when we’re old, of doing things

that are really valuable.  Even though it’s not always

accepted, we can give good counsel and advice and help

to people by our own experience to those who are on

the threshold of life.  Quite apart from sickness and

illness, I think that old age has compensations of

another kind, by being able to look back at our own

mistakes, and things that we might have done and

didn’t do.  We can see from that an object lesson

which if we like we can pass on to those who will

listen, and help those who are prepared to be helped.

But even that is bitter-sweet, because often we

desperately want to do something and help someone, and

you find that either they won’t accept your advice or

what you are offering to give them, or if they do,

it’s merely on the surface and they go ahead and do

what they think they should do anyway.  You try to

tell them about truth as you know it, and they may

accept it on the surface, but not very deeply.  So it

doesn’t have much effect on them.

In a way I’m really glad to grow old.  Although I

have had a great deal of new experience  over here,

and I’ve found a great deal of pleasure and happiness,

and certainly much more peace of mind, at the same

time, when I draw close to earth, I sometimes have

regrets.  I feel that if I had stuck things out, it

might have been good for my ego.  Perhaps I would have

had a greater satisfaction in knowing that I had faced

up to things.  I sometimes wonder if I did the right

thing. It’s a strange thing how in spite of happiness

that I find here, sometimes I get a little edgy and

irritable and off-hand, even with myself.  I shouldn’t

have done what I did.  I should have faced up to

things.  After all, that was a test of character.

Anyway, I suppose it’s because of this damn New Year

business, and I’m going through a reflective mood!

Isn’t it funny how we tot things up.  Although at

the moment you may not think too seriously or deeply

about things, but when you can be at peace, as it

were, on your side, that is how you reflect on the

years gone by or the year just gone and you make

resolutions.  No one ever keeps them.  A people say

they are going to be much kinder and much more

considerate.  You are going to stop and think before

you say what you feel, and so you become artificial.

Then you say that you can’t be artificial, you must

“out with the truth!”    So you upset someone, after

all, so where are you?  It’s damn difficult, isn’t it?

Everyone has to compromise.  I think all life is

compromise, almost from the moment you are born, or at

least, from the moment you are able to develop any

sort of character.  We compromise with other people,

we compromise with ourselves, we come to terms, so we

think, and then we make resolutions and we break them.

Some are worse than others, but none of us can really

truthfully say that we’re truthful or completely and

absolutely honest.  If we were, I suppose we would be

living in a much worse  hell than we’re already in as

it is.

Sitter:: One is afraid of being too honest, because I

think you hurt people.

Writer: Yes, and yet if everyone were honest, then I

think that gradually the world would change for the

better.  It is because of this dishonesty and deceit

in politics for example, that there is so much

suffering.  People are saying things diplomatically,

doing and saying things which cover up a multitude of

sins.  This so-called diplomacy is the ruination of

mankind, bringing about wars and unhappiness

generally.

Even in illness, there is compromise.  You go to

hospital, and they do their very best for you, it’s

true, but the doctor doesn’t necessarily tell you

what’s really wrong with you. He will tell you what he

thinks is good for you to know.  He’ll do something

without your permission, which may mean that you’ll go

through some procedure which is not necessary.

Probably, if he took you into his confidence, he’d

tell you that you could heal yourself, rather than

have surgery.   One can go into all sorts of different

angles about this business of truthfulness.  It is

difficult for one person to have the courage to be

truthful if everybody else isn’t.  Unless a certain

number of people start being truthful and honest, then

the whole world will remain as it is.  It seems to me

that only when people start to really be truthful and

honest with themselves and then with other people can

we hope for any revolution in your world that will

change it.   For example, if people were truthful with

their religion, they would say how much they really

believe.  They would say whether they believed 100%,

or whether they accept the faith just on the surface,

as most people do.  They  take it that it must be so

because someone tells them whom they assume knows the

truth.  Yet in their hearts they know they don’t

believe.   The whole thing is one big hoax.  Everyone

is hoaxing everybody else.

Religion is one shining example of deception.

Politics is another.  Until the authorities come out

in the open and say: “Well, we don’t really know, but

we think so-and-so could be the truth, or the facts,”

if they could only put it on that basis, it would be

something.  But they are so dogmatic, so sure that

they are right, and everyone else is wrong.     In

other words, all this greed for power, status and

control brings about all the miseries and unhappiness

that mankind has suffered for generations.   It is bad

politics and bad religion.  Bad, dishonest individuals

create all the unhappiness in the world.

Sitter: It’s a wonder that they don’t have more

revolutions.

Writer:   I don’t know if there could be bloodless

revolutions, in which untold numbers of people didn’t

have to suffer.  The trouble is that whenever there

have been people who have had the courage of their

convictions, they have suffered, been trodden on and

murdered left, right and centre.  But you’ve got to

have the courage of your convictions, so that you’ll

always say and do the things that you know within

yourself are right.  There have been people in the

past who have had strong convictions, who have been as

the world terms it, martyrs, but really they’ve been

bloody fools! They’ve place themselves in an invidious

position.  They have become utterly convinced of

something deep down within themselves, and adamantly

clinging to this fixed idea they have been willing to

give up everything for it, and in consequence they

have lost their lives in the attempt, and it has done

nobody any good.

Sitter: Have you met any martyrs on that side?

Writer:   Oh, yes, and a lot of them have regrets,

believe me! They feel they have wasted their lives and

their opportunities.  There are lots of people who

live in a state of religious mania.  It’s a form of

disease.  It’s an illness.  They blame themselves for

everything.  I have met a few of these so-called

martyrs here who quite frankly admit that their

martyrdom as such was an absolute waste of effort and

time.  They might have done something much more

sensible and useful with their lives, instead of being

so stupid and by their attitude creating an atmosphere

which brought misery upon others apart from

themselves.  They did a tremendous amount of harm.  A

great deal of superstition and nonsense has built up

around them.  For some of them it’s an embarrassment

especially when they look back and see some of these

stupid people all queuing up to kiss bones!

I think some of the most disappointed people that

I’ve met are what I call religious failures.  Over

here, you see, there are so many people that in their

own way were innocent enough but at the same time were

quite stupid, to put it plainly.  One can’t blame them

because one must see it as a form of mental disease or

illness.  They get this bee in their bonnet about a

certain aspect of religion.  It goes completely

through their whole system and they become fervent

followers of this religion or particular religious

belief, and they go all out to do what they think is

right, but often go about it in the wrong way.  They

create such havoc in other people’s lives and make a

lot of other people as daft as themselves!

I know that people listening to me will say:  “Oh

well, he has got a bee in his bonnet about religion!”

This isn’t altogether true, because there is such a

thing as a genuine religious realisation which is

quite different from having a vague faith in something

so obscure that it doesn’t bear analysis. A lot of

these people accept something quite madly, quite

blindly, and they will die for it.  As a matter of

fact many people have died for it, but it hasn’t done

anybody any good, it has only built up a lot more

superstition and nonsense.  People have erected

shrines, and they have done this and they have done

that, and thousands of other people later followed the

same stupid idea and plan, and in consequence their

lives to some extent have been spoilt.  They didn’t

live a natural existence.  They lived far away from

what was intended.  They even stifle their natural

inclinations and live an artificial existence, become

narrow-minded, bigoted, prejudiced and full of fear.

Fear, believe me, is one of the worst things.  People

I have met over here freely admit that they were

driven into a sort of religious fear through their

religious fervour and faith, which really did more

harm than good.  One or the first things they had to

loosen from themselves when they came here was the

stupid fear of what might happen to them unless they

did this or believed that.   They had a very dreadful

idea of life that is to come.  Centuries ago they had

this terrible fear of hell, damnation and fire and

heaven knows what else, which doesn’t exist at all.

In fact, it only exists in the imagination, in the

mind.  Man has created these fearful images and a

great deal of this been created by the so-called

saints, the so-called religious zealots and

(firms-sic!)?  So much unhappiness in your world has

been brought about by these teachings. Millions of

people over here who were once so-called saint, or

religious bigots have so many regrets because through

their zeal and ardour they have been the cause of

suffering for untold millions of people, going through

the most terrible and yet unnecessary agonies and

untimely death.

You have no idea of what it means when you come over

here and you look back like you do when reflecting on

the New Year, and the year just passed, since we were

just talking about that, looking back on the old.

This is a very good simile, because a person who is

reborn over here looks back on the old life as if it

were like the old year just passed, and looks upon

this present existence in spirit as the new.  It is a

new beginning, a new opening and a new opportunity.

He looks back and sees the past in retrospect and sees

the untold unhappiness and misery within himself, and

then the untold misery that has been caused by his

outlook and his teachings.  He whipped up people’s

enthusiasm to believe as he believed and act as he

acted, and in consequence the untold misery, caused

over centuries of wrong thinking, wrong living and

wrong acting, especially on a religious line, is

appalling.  I think some of the most unhappy people

that come over and awaken on this side are the

so-called very religious people.

Many people who come here have no particular

religion.  They have no bias or prejudices, no strong

views to hamper them or to inflict upon others.  They

can see and look back with an absolutely clear and

open mind.  If they have made mistakes, at least they

have made them in ignorance.  But a lot of these

so-called religious people are so anxious that

everyone else should think and become exactly like

themselves:  they should set the pattern and everyone

else should follow.  Everyone else has got to be cut

out of the same damned mould, and if they can’t get

their own ends by fair means, they’ll get them by

foul.  That’s the very basis of millions of churches

and their teachings.  I am not saying that there are

not fundamental truths.  But these truth are so

twisted by man, in his egotistical way of wanting to

create for himself a powerful organization, a powerful

religion, where others should look up to him as a sort

of tin god while on earth.  Take people like popes.  I

mean, some have been the biggest bloody hypocrites.

In fact they don’t even walk on their two legs they

are carried around on a bloody litter!  (Laughter).

I haven’t time for them.  Well, it’s true!  The

whole thing is bloody stupid.  I mean, quite frankly,

if one accepts as I do that Jesus was born – I don’t

say that he was born of a virgin –  but I’m quite sure

that he was born into your world and that he was a

great teacher, philosopher and prophet, then he was a

man of humble bearing and of humble descent, and he

was a good man.  But anything less like Jesus I can’t

imagine, if you say to me: “Oh well, the Pope is God’s

advocate on earth, representing God and God’s love,

and representing Jesus and his teachings and  work.”

I can’t think of anything more revolting.  Anything

less like God or Jesus I can’t imagine.   You get all

these stupid people and really in some ways they are

highly intelligent and intellectual in their various

phases of activity and walks of life.  Many  of them

are very sensible people with a good background and

education, and yet  they lap up this religion like

some kitten lapping up its milk.  I think it is

because it has been nursed into them to some extent by

their background and upbringing, and I suppose it’s a

good thing to have something like that to cling on to.

The majority of people do have some religion because

it’s respectable, and that’s half the battle.  To be

religious is to be respectable, and also, doors can be

opened up to you which might otherwise be shut.  It’s

a good thing to be in with the parson or the priest

because you are play safe, aren’t you?  I mean, if it

happens to be true, well you’re wise, it’s like an

insurance policy.  You pay dues every so often, and at

the end of it, if you’re lucky, you’ll draw a bonus!

There’s nothing better than to be completely free,

to have a completely open mind, to receive truth as it

may come to you, from whatever source it may come, and

by that I mean even from beyond life as it is known.

Truth can be found in many in many different ways, in

many aspects of life, and it can be found in different

religions, once you are willing to sift all the chaff

from the wheat.   The fundamental truth is identically

the same truth everywhere.  But man has so covered it

up with a lot of dross that you can hardly fathom it.

Man has put so much obstruction around it by his

foolishness.  But truth will come, sooner or later,

when man himself makes the attempt to seek it, and

chuck away from himself all these stupid things which

he has clung to or which have been put upon him by

ignorant bastards, you know!

I get very heated.  I suppose I shouldn’t but I

don’t bear any ill will toward anyone.  I’m afraid

religion didn’t have much effect upon me one way or

another.  I wasn’t Church of England, I wasn’t this or

I wasn’t that.  I don’t quite know what I was.  I

suppose I had some religious background of a kind, but

I’m afraid I saw, even at an early age, the mistakes

and the stupidity of some aspects of it.  But at the

same time I respect people in their beliefs if they

are sincere.  But the vast majority of them are rather

insincere, or if they are what appears to be sincere

through fear of some kind or other, it amuses me and

at the same time, it depresses me.  I have seen people

of whom I have thought to myself how much better they

would be without their religion.  I think that

sometimes religion nullifies a lot of the good that’s

in humanity.

I’m not suggesting that in some cases  religion

properly understood and properly applied can’t bring

out the good in people.  We know there are striking

incidents of individuals who through religious fervour

have done wonderful things and in their case it may

have been an extremely good thing.  But think of the

untold misery that religion has caused and brought

into being.   Even today, the power of religion is

very strong, especially in Latin countries where the

people are suppressed.  You will find that where there

is dire poverty, quite often religion has a very high

place.  It has great power.  Take Spain and Italy

where Italy may not be quite so backward as Spain, but

the church often dictates to the state.  We have a

shining example of that even in this country among

many others.  The church is behind the state.  When it

suits the state to go to war, the church backs it up

by blessing the flag, by blessing the battleships,

blessing the soldiers and indeed, when a man is going

to be hanged in a prison for a murder which he may not

have even committed, the priest goes up and blesses

him.  The whole bloody thing is hypocrisy.

Sitter: You must have had a dose of it over there, my

friend.

Writer:   Oh, I’ve listened to plenty, and I’ve

listened to many so-called religious men who have had

many…

S: On your side?

W:             Oh yes.  Don’t think that for a man who

has been a bloody archbishop, when he comes here,

everything in the garden is going to be lovely, that

he’s going to float around on wings and play harps!

Far from it.  He’ll probably be sitting in a dark

miserable corner playing a bloody harmonica and

wishing he could get out of it!  Quite frankly, some

of the happiest people and the most progressed people

and the people who have in many respects achieved more

on this side and really are in so many different ways

much more spiritually evolved are often the people who

had no strong views on religion, who just lived a good

life as they felt, you know, within themselves.  They

tried to do the best they could, giving of themselves,

sacrificing themselves, not for any religious faith or

belief, but because they felt that, without being

dictated to do it in that particular way, they should

give themselves freely in love to others.  That to me

is the greatest form of religion that you can possibly

have.  You can take the rest and put it under the mat!

“People are so scared of dying.  I think the actual

process of dying can  in some cases be pretty bad.  It

depends of course on the illness and circumstances.  I

think a person who just quietly passes out in their

sleep is jolly lucky.

But although it’s a shock, it’s much better when a

person comes really suddenly.

I lingered unconscious for several days.  The world

and the doctors say a person is unconscious, but of

course, that’s stupid really.  The person is not

unconscious, you know, they are conscious of two

worlds at the same time.  They may not be fully aware,

it’s true, but it’s as if they are drifting between

two worlds.  One moment they are conscious of things

going on around them, and sometimes of course they can

hear what’s being said, and another time they are

right off the beam as it were, and they are more over

this side.  In fact, it’s an extraordinary situation,

because you’re neither in one world or the other.

You’re in both almost at the same time. A person is

very conscious of his people around him, people that

he’s known in the past and particularly his own people

that he has know in the past, and particularly his

own people, relations, parents and what have you.

Actually it would be much better to be released

completely than to have this sort of condition

in-between the two, because it’s disturbing in a way.

Sitter: Yes very.  I expect (a dying  politician)

will have several people come and meet him.

Writer:   Oh, goodness, he’s had masses around him

already, I mean, ever since he first really became

seriously ill, even before he relapsed into what you

term unconsciousness.  Before this stroke attacked

him,  he was very much with us.  Although it was not

publicly known, he was very much in between the two

worlds.  I don’t mean to say that he was exactly

unconscious, but he was sleeping a great deal and

drifting, dozing you call it, but really it is

nature’s way out, I suppose.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”

That’s all for the moment.           Peace.    Richard

R

“I see life in such a different light.  I realise its

great possibilities and I realise the utter failure

that we all seem to make of this, even when we have

wonderful opportunities.  So very few of us ever take

them to full advantage and  do the things that we

could do well.  Now that I see my own life in

retrospect, I realise that I did some good, but in

regard to my healing, particularly, I realise that I

wasted a lot of my time on trivialities and on trivial

people.  But perhaps I shouldn’t say that!  If one is

to live a life at all, one must to some extent give

oneself to others.  You can’t live to yourself alone.

The thing is to know how to give yourself and in what

sense, and how to go about it.  I think we all make

the mistake of not realizing what are the real things

that matter. I was running off to things which were so

insubstantial.  I think we all do.  We can’t get away

from that when we are on earth.  When we are young,

particularly, we run after the insubstantial things,

the things of the moment, that attract us.  It’s like

the man running around with a butterfly net trying to

catch a beautiful butterfly.  When it’s caught, what’s

the point?  It’s better to let the poor thing go free

and enjoy watching it in flight, and the beauty of the

summer day, rather than to try and catch it and pin it

inside a cabinet.  We are all trying to pinch

something from somebody else.  We’re all trying to do

something which, in the very act of achieving it,

brings us no real happiness at all.  It only brings

misery.  It’s a difficult thing to know how to live.

I still feel that I didn’t live, in a sense.  I

suppose it’s stupid in a way, and yet so many people

I’ve spoken to agree that we all have this regret,

that we might have done so much more with our lives.

Sitter: It’s not until we get much older that we then

begin to see the wisdom of things.

But by  then  perhaps  we have grown so old that we’re

quite content just to sit in front of the fire with a

good book and do very little else.

Writer:       Even  that’s wrong.  I think we should

open our hearts and our minds to people more than

perhaps we do.  We sometimes quite unconsciously miss

opportunities, even when we’re old, of doing things

that are really valuable.  Even though it’s not always

accepted, we can give good counsel and advice and help

to people by our own experience to those who are on

the threshold of life.  Quite apart from sickness and

illness, I think that old age has compensations of

another kind, by being able to look back at our own

mistakes, and things that we might have done and

didn’t do.  We can see from that an object lesson

which if we like we can pass on to those who will

listen, and help those who are prepared to be helped.

But even that is bitter-sweet, because often we

desperately want to do something and help someone, and

you find that either they won’t accept your advice or

what you are offering to give them, or if they do,

it’s merely on the surface and they go ahead and do

what they think they should do anyway.  You try to

tell them about truth as you know it, and they may

accept it on the surface, but not very deeply.  So it

doesn’t have much effect on them.

In a way I’m really glad to grow old.  Although I

have had a great deal of new experience  over here,

and I’ve found a great deal of pleasure and happiness,

and certainly much more peace of mind, at the same

time, when I draw close to earth, I sometimes have

regrets.  I feel that if I had stuck things out, it

might have been good for my ego.  Perhaps I would have

had a greater satisfaction in knowing that I had faced

up to things.  I sometimes wonder if I did the right

thing. It’s a strange thing how in spite of happiness

that I find here, sometimes I get a little edgy and

irritable and off-hand, even with myself.  I shouldn’t

have done what I did.  I should have faced up to

things.  After all, that was a test of character.

Anyway, I suppose it’s because of this damn New Year

business, and I’m going through a reflective mood!

Isn’t it funny how we tot things up.  Although at

the moment you may not think too seriously or deeply

about things, but when you can be at peace, as it

were, on your side, that is how you reflect on the

years gone by or the year just gone and you make

resolutions.  No one ever keeps them.  A people say

they are going to be much kinder and much more

considerate.  You are going to stop and think before

you say what you feel, and so you become artificial.

Then you say that you can’t be artificial, you must

“out with the truth!”    So you upset someone, after

all, so where are you?  It’s damn difficult, isn’t it?

Everyone has to compromise.  I think all life is

compromise, almost from the moment you are born, or at

least, from the moment you are able to develop any

sort of character.  We compromise with other people,

we compromise with ourselves, we come to terms, so we

think, and then we make resolutions and we break them.

Some are worse than others, but none of us can really

truthfully say that we’re truthful or completely and

absolutely honest.  If we were, I suppose we would be

living in a much worse  hell than we’re already in as

it is.

Sitter:: One is afraid of being too honest, because I

think you hurt people.

Writer: Yes, and yet if everyone were honest, then I

think that gradually the world would change for the

better.  It is because of this dishonesty and deceit

in politics for example, that there is so much

suffering.  People are saying things diplomatically,

doing and saying things which cover up a multitude of

sins.  This so-called diplomacy is the ruination of

mankind, bringing about wars and unhappiness

generally.

Even in illness, there is compromise.  You go to

hospital, and they do their very best for you, it’s

true, but the doctor doesn’t necessarily tell you

what’s really wrong with you. He will tell you what he

thinks is good for you to know.  He’ll do something

without your permission, which may mean that you’ll go

through some procedure which is not necessary.

Probably, if he took you into his confidence, he’d

tell you that you could heal yourself, rather than

have surgery.   One can go into all sorts of different

angles about this business of truthfulness.  It is

difficult for one person to have the courage to be

truthful if everybody else isn’t.  Unless a certain

number of people start being truthful and honest, then

the whole world will remain as it is.  It seems to me

that only when people start to really be truthful and

honest with themselves and then with other people can

we hope for any revolution in your world that will

change it.   For example, if people were truthful with

their religion, they would say how much they really

believe.  They would say whether they believed 100%,

or whether they accept the faith just on the surface,

as most people do.  They  take it that it must be so

because someone tells them whom they assume knows the

truth.  Yet in their hearts they know they don’t

believe.   The whole thing is one big hoax.  Everyone

is hoaxing everybody else.

Religion is one shining example of deception.

Politics is another.  Until the authorities come out

in the open and say: “Well, we don’t really know, but

we think so-and-so could be the truth, or the facts,”

if they could only put it on that basis, it would be

something.  But they are so dogmatic, so sure that

they are right, and everyone else is wrong.     In

other words, all this greed for power, status and

control brings about all the miseries and unhappiness

that mankind has suffered for generations.   It is bad

politics and bad religion.  Bad, dishonest individuals

create all the unhappiness in the world.

Sitter: It’s a wonder that they don’t have more

revolutions.

Writer:   I don’t know if there could be bloodless

revolutions, in which untold numbers of people didn’t

have to suffer.  The trouble is that whenever there

have been people who have had the courage of their

convictions, they have suffered, been trodden on and

murdered left, right and centre.  But you’ve got to

have the courage of your convictions, so that you’ll

always say and do the things that you know within

yourself are right.  There have been people in the

past who have had strong convictions, who have been as

the world terms it, martyrs, but really they’ve been

bloody fools! They’ve place themselves in an invidious

position.  They have become utterly convinced of

something deep down within themselves, and adamantly

clinging to this fixed idea they have been willing to

give up everything for it, and in consequence they

have lost their lives in the attempt, and it has done

nobody any good.

Sitter: Have you met any martyrs on that side?

Writer:   Oh, yes, and a lot of them have regrets,

believe me! They feel they have wasted their lives and

their opportunities.  There are lots of people who

live in a state of religious mania.  It’s a form of

disease.  It’s an illness.  They blame themselves for

everything.  I have met a few of these so-called

martyrs here who quite frankly admit that their

martyrdom as such was an absolute waste of effort and

time.  They might have done something much more

sensible and useful with their lives, instead of being

so stupid and by their attitude creating an atmosphere

which brought misery upon others apart from

themselves.  They did a tremendous amount of harm.  A

great deal of superstition and nonsense has built up

around them.  For some of them it’s an embarrassment

especially when they look back and see some of these

stupid people all queuing up to kiss bones!

I think some of the most disappointed people that

I’ve met are what I call religious failures.  Over

here, you see, there are so many people that in their

own way were innocent enough but at the same time were

quite stupid, to put it plainly.  One can’t blame them

because one must see it as a form of mental disease or

illness.  They get this bee in their bonnet about a

certain aspect of religion.  It goes completely

through their whole system and they become fervent

followers of this religion or particular religious

belief, and they go all out to do what they think is

right, but often go about it in the wrong way.  They

create such havoc in other people’s lives and make a

lot of other people as daft as themselves!

I know that people listening to me will say:  “Oh

well, he has got a bee in his bonnet about religion!”

This isn’t altogether true, because there is such a

thing as a genuine religious realisation which is

quite different from having a vague faith in something

so obscure that it doesn’t bear analysis. A lot of

these people accept something quite madly, quite

blindly, and they will die for it.  As a matter of

fact many people have died for it, but it hasn’t done

anybody any good, it has only built up a lot more

superstition and nonsense.  People have erected

shrines, and they have done this and they have done

that, and thousands of other people later followed the

same stupid idea and plan, and in consequence their

lives to some extent have been spoilt.  They didn’t

live a natural existence.  They lived far away from

what was intended.  They even stifle their natural

inclinations and live an artificial existence, become

narrow-minded, bigoted, prejudiced and full of fear.

Fear, believe me, is one of the worst things.  People

I have met over here freely admit that they were

driven into a sort of religious fear through their

religious fervour and faith, which really did more

harm than good.  One or the first things they had to

loosen from themselves when they came here was the

stupid fear of what might happen to them unless they

did this or believed that.   They had a very dreadful

idea of life that is to come.  Centuries ago they had

this terrible fear of hell, damnation and fire and

heaven knows what else, which doesn’t exist at all.

In fact, it only exists in the imagination, in the

mind.  Man has created these fearful images and a

great deal of this been created by the so-called

saints, the so-called religious zealots and

(firms-sic!)?  So much unhappiness in your world has

been brought about by these teachings. Millions of

people over here who were once so-called saint, or

religious bigots have so many regrets because through

their zeal and ardour they have been the cause of

suffering for untold millions of people, going through

the most terrible and yet unnecessary agonies and

untimely death.

You have no idea of what it means when you come over

here and you look back like you do when reflecting on

the New Year, and the year just passed, since we were

just talking about that, looking back on the old.

This is a very good simile, because a person who is

reborn over here looks back on the old life as if it

were like the old year just passed, and looks upon

this present existence in spirit as the new.  It is a

new beginning, a new opening and a new opportunity.

He looks back and sees the past in retrospect and sees

the untold unhappiness and misery within himself, and

then the untold misery that has been caused by his

outlook and his teachings.  He whipped up people’s

enthusiasm to believe as he believed and act as he

acted, and in consequence the untold misery, caused

over centuries of wrong thinking, wrong living and

wrong acting, especially on a religious line, is

appalling.  I think some of the most unhappy people

that come over and awaken on this side are the

so-called very religious people.

Many people who come here have no particular

religion.  They have no bias or prejudices, no strong

views to hamper them or to inflict upon others.  They

can see and look back with an absolutely clear and

open mind.  If they have made mistakes, at least they

have made them in ignorance.  But a lot of these

so-called religious people are so anxious that

everyone else should think and become exactly like

themselves:  they should set the pattern and everyone

else should follow.  Everyone else has got to be cut

out of the same damned mould, and if they can’t get

their own ends by fair means, they’ll get them by

foul.  That’s the very basis of millions of churches

and their teachings.  I am not saying that there are

not fundamental truths.  But these truth are so

twisted by man, in his egotistical way of wanting to

create for himself a powerful organization, a powerful

religion, where others should look up to him as a sort

of tin god while on earth.  Take people like popes.  I

mean, some have been the biggest bloody hypocrites.

In fact they don’t even walk on their two legs they

are carried around on a bloody litter!  (Laughter).

I haven’t time for them.  Well, it’s true!  The

whole thing is bloody stupid.  I mean, quite frankly,

if one accepts as I do that Jesus was born – I don’t

say that he was born of a virgin –  but I’m quite sure

that he was born into your world and that he was a

great teacher, philosopher and prophet, then he was a

man of humble bearing and of humble descent, and he

was a good man.  But anything less like Jesus I can’t

imagine, if you say to me: “Oh well, the Pope is God’s

advocate on earth, representing God and God’s love,

and representing Jesus and his teachings and  work.”

I can’t think of anything more revolting.  Anything

less like God or Jesus I can’t imagine.   You get all

these stupid people and really in some ways they are

highly intelligent and intellectual in their various

phases of activity and walks of life.  Many  of them

are very sensible people with a good background and

education, and yet  they lap up this religion like

some kitten lapping up its milk.  I think it is

because it has been nursed into them to some extent by

their background and upbringing, and I suppose it’s a

good thing to have something like that to cling on to.

The majority of people do have some religion because

it’s respectable, and that’s half the battle.  To be

religious is to be respectable, and also, doors can be

opened up to you which might otherwise be shut.  It’s

a good thing to be in with the parson or the priest

because you are play safe, aren’t you?  I mean, if it

happens to be true, well you’re wise, it’s like an

insurance policy.  You pay dues every so often, and at

the end of it, if you’re lucky, you’ll draw a bonus!

There’s nothing better than to be completely free,

to have a completely open mind, to receive truth as it

may come to you, from whatever source it may come, and

by that I mean even from beyond life as it is known.

Truth can be found in many in many different ways, in

many aspects of life, and it can be found in different

religions, once you are willing to sift all the chaff

from the wheat.   The fundamental truth is identically

the same truth everywhere.  But man has so covered it

up with a lot of dross that you can hardly fathom it.

Man has put so much obstruction around it by his

foolishness.  But truth will come, sooner or later,

when man himself makes the attempt to seek it, and

chuck away from himself all these stupid things which

he has clung to or which have been put upon him by

ignorant bastards, you know!

I get very heated.  I suppose I shouldn’t but I

don’t bear any ill will toward anyone.  I’m afraid

religion didn’t have much effect upon me one way or

another.  I wasn’t Church of England, I wasn’t this or

I wasn’t that.  I don’t quite know what I was.  I

suppose I had some religious background of a kind, but

I’m afraid I saw, even at an early age, the mistakes

and the stupidity of some aspects of it.  But at the

same time I respect people in their beliefs if they

are sincere.  But the vast majority of them are rather

insincere, or if they are what appears to be sincere

through fear of some kind or other, it amuses me and

at the same time, it depresses me.  I have seen people

of whom I have thought to myself how much better they

would be without their religion.  I think that

sometimes religion nullifies a lot of the good that’s

in humanity.

I’m not suggesting that in some cases  religion

properly understood and properly applied can’t bring

out the good in people.  We know there are striking

incidents of individuals who through religious fervour

have done wonderful things and in their case it may

have been an extremely good thing.  But think of the

untold misery that religion has caused and brought

into being.   Even today, the power of religion is

very strong, especially in Latin countries where the

people are suppressed.  You will find that where there

is dire poverty, quite often religion has a very high

place.  It has great power.  Take Spain and Italy

where Italy may not be quite so backward as Spain, but

the church often dictates to the state.  We have a

shining example of that even in this country among

many others.  The church is behind the state.  When it

suits the state to go to war, the church backs it up

by blessing the flag, by blessing the battleships,

blessing the soldiers and indeed, when a man is going

to be hanged in a prison for a murder which he may not

have even committed, the priest goes up and blesses

him.  The whole bloody thing is hypocrisy.

Sitter: You must have had a dose of it over there, my

friend.

Writer:   Oh, I’ve listened to plenty, and I’ve

listened to many so-called religious men who have had

many…

S: On your side?

W:             Oh yes.  Don’t think that for a man who

has been a bloody archbishop, when he comes here,

everything in the garden is going to be lovely, that

he’s going to float around on wings and play harps!

Far from it.  He’ll probably be sitting in a dark

miserable corner playing a bloody harmonica and

wishing he could get out of it!  Quite frankly, some

of the happiest people and the most progressed people

and the people who have in many respects achieved more

on this side and really are in so many different ways

much more spiritually evolved are often the people who

had no strong views on religion, who just lived a good

life as they felt, you know, within themselves.  They

tried to do the best they could, giving of themselves,

sacrificing themselves, not for any religious faith or

belief, but because they felt that, without being

dictated to do it in that particular way, they should

give themselves freely in love to others.  That to me

is the greatest form of religion that you can possibly

have.  You can take the rest and put it under the mat!

“People are so scared of dying.  I think the actual

process of dying can  in some cases be pretty bad.  It

depends of course on the illness and circumstances.  I

think a person who just quietly passes out in their

sleep is jolly lucky.

But although it’s a shock, it’s much better when a

person comes really suddenly.

I lingered unconscious for several days.  The world

and the doctors say a person is unconscious, but of

course, that’s stupid really.  The person is not

unconscious, you know, they are conscious of two

worlds at the same time.  They may not be fully aware,

it’s true, but it’s as if they are drifting between

two worlds.  One moment they are conscious of things

going on around them, and sometimes of course they can

hear what’s being said, and another time they are

right off the beam as it were, and they are more over

this side.  In fact, it’s an extraordinary situation,

because you’re neither in one world or the other.

You’re in both almost at the same time. A person is

very conscious of his people around him, people that

he’s known in the past and particularly his own people

that he has know in the past, and particularly his

own people, relations, parents and what have you.

Actually it would be much better to be released

completely than to have this sort of condition

in-between the two, because it’s disturbing in a way.

Sitter: Yes very.  I expect (a dying  politician)

will have several people come and meet him.

Writer:   Oh, goodness, he’s had masses around him

already, I mean, ever since he first really became

seriously ill, even before he relapsed into what you

term unconsciousness.  Before this stroke attacked

him,  he was very much with us.  Although it was not

publicly known, he was very much in between the two

worlds.  I don’t mean to say that he was exactly

unconscious, but he was sleeping a great deal and

drifting, dozing you call it, but really it is

nature’s way out, I suppose.

S: A gentle way out.

W:             Yes, in a way it is, and in a way it

isn’t, you see.  There are these instances where

people don’t fully die.  They go into a state of

unconsciousness where to all accounts, they appear to

be dead.  That’s one reason why I don’t think it’s a

good thing to be buried or cremated until about four

or five days at least after death has taken place.

Of course in places like India and other hot

countries, they have to cremate them or get rid of the

body very quickly.  But in a place like England I

think that a body should be kept at least five days.

But it depends on the circumstances.  I don’t know why

I’m talking about it, except that, from what I

gathered, it’s a very unusual thing for a person not

to be really dead before they are cremated or buried.

But doctors can make mistakes.  That’s why it’s good

to have two doctors.

Well, it is a happy time, in a sense!  Passing out

is the happiest thing that can happen to anyone.”

That’s all for the moment.  This Post is not

responsible for the language and opinions of the

spirit communicating here!         Peace.    Richard R
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44 Rescue Circles 

Lord Dowding at a direct voice trumpet séance with
Estelle Roberts in 1943 (continued)

The next voice announced: “This is Arthur Heath.
I went down in a destroyer off Crete. But I’m fine
now. I’ve been to Palestine and seen my brother.”

His mother, one of the sitters asks: Does he (the
brother) believe in survival?
ARTHUR No. But he’ll learn. He thinks I died, but
it would be hard to find a less “dead” man!
MOTHER You haven’t changed a bit. You’re just as
you were; you looked so well in your uniform.
ARTHUR [indignantly]. I still do look well in my
uniform.
RED CLOUD [to the sitters]. I need all your help. 
The next speaker will be making his first attempt at
direct voice.

Flight-Lieutenant Dick Stevens had already come
through for his wife at previous clairvoyant sittings,
and now he was speaking to her for the first time by
direct voice. He spoke eagerly of their daughter,
Frances, who at the age of two had been an indirect
victim of an air raid, just as so many innocent
children are dying in the present Middle East 
conflicts. His wife mentioned their son, John, the
twin of Frances. 

STEVENS He keeps pencilling on the walls,
doesn’t he: You shouldn’t let him do it.
MRS STEVENS It’s just a passing phase. He’ll grow
out of it.
STEVENS I dare say he will. You know, this is
wonderful, talking like this. I’d like a word with
the Air Chief Marshal. Do you remember me, sir?
DOWDING Of course I do. {They talk for a few
moments about Service matters and then a new voice
took possession of the trumpet, which moved to an
R.A.F. officer in uniform sitting in the circle]. 
LINDSAY Lindsay here. It’s a long time since we
read all those books together. Remember how we used
to sit up until the early hours arguing about the
philosophy of that gloomy pair Nietzsche and
Schopenhauer? What a lot of nonsense we talked! This
is the true philosophy – the truth of survival. Death
is not the end; it make a man of you. [These days we’d
use a less chauvinistic phrase, such as ‘it gives you
courage’ or ‘it returns you to your true self.’ - RR]

The trumpet moved to Lord Dowding.

LINDSAY You know, sir, I was one of the fools who
thought that death was the end. I was a Communist, a
follower of Karl Marx, if you please! It wasn’t until
I ditched in the drink that I realized how blind I had
been.
RED CLOUD Greater love hath no man than this, that
a man lay down his life for his friends.

Throughout WW II Estelle Roberts held séances for
sitters wishing to contact their dead loved ones, or
have news of those who were missing. Estelle writes:
“At all these direct voice séances, it was Red
Cloud’s invariable rule that no spirit communicator
who on earth had been a celebrity should be allowed to
speak unless it was to a personal friend in the
circle. [It is so easy for an impersonating spirit to
assume the role of a well-known public figure, and who
knows whether the “Shakespeares,” “Francis Bacons,” 
“Abraham Lincolns” or “Dr. Peebles” who have been
channeled over the years are who they claim to be. RR]
“ It was therefore with some surprise that the
sitters heard Red Cloud announce one night: ‘Hold on! 
Here is a visitor who has not been before and is not
personally known to any of you tonight.’ 
This was followed by a boyish voice issuing with
difficulty through the trumpet. ‘Hullo, there! Can
you hear me? It’s “Cobber” Kain.’ 
Everybody present knew who he was. From the
earliest days of the war this young New Zealander had
been flying with the R.A.F. and by shooting down many
German machines he had become one of the great aces. 
Tragically, on the eve of taking a spell of
well-earned rest, he fell the victim of a flying
accident.
‘We can hear you, Cobber,’ the circle replied in
chorus.
‘Seagrave brought me. He told me I would get
through here. I want to send a message to my mother
and fiancée. Tell them I have been back, that I send
them my love and that I am quite all right.’
The trumpet returned to the floor.
A sitter was curious to know why Red Cloud had
allowed this famous airman to speak to the circle when
no friend of his was present.
‘Because he was a very gallant gentleman,’ Red
Cloud replied. ‘And because he was so anxious to send
his message of love.’
The message was promptly delivered and gratefully
acknowledged.

“An instance of a man reported ‘missing, believed
killed’ was the young airman son of staunch
Spiritualists. As soon as they received the official
notification, the parents came and asked me (Estelle
Roberts) to try to get some information from the
spirit world. Without difficulty I established
contact with their daughter and other members of the
family who had passed on, but all declared they had
not seen the missing boy. They knew his aeroplane had
crashed in the sea, but from the moment of its hitting
the water they had lost all contact with him.
This was obviously a problem for Red Cloud. He
accepted it with his usual imperturbable good humour.
He explained that the young man was probably lost
between the two worlds and promised ‘to lower his own
vibrations’ and go in search of him.
Another sitting with the parents was arranged or
two days later and at the outset Red Cloud said he
wished to entrance me. I complied and Red Cloud
explained to the parents what had happened after the
crash. It seems that their son had not realized that
he had ‘died’ and had returned in this spirit form to
his base with every intention of carrying on his
duties. 
When Red Cloud had got into touch with him, he
had at first refused to leave, unconvinced that he
could do no more on the aerodrome. But Red Cloud at
last persuaded him, on the promise that he should have
the opportunity of speaking with his parents. 
On emerging from the trance and being told what
had transpired, I remarked that it was strange that a
member of a Spiritualist family should, of all people,
find himself earthbound. In agreeing, his parents
said this might perhaps be influenced by the fact that
their son was the only member of the whole family to
reject Spiritualism while he was alive!
Later, assisted by Red Cloud at a direct voice
séance, the boy spoke through the trumpet, and gave
conclusive evidence of his existence in the spirit
world by referring to documents he had left on earth
and his knowledge of the manner in which his parents
were dealing with them.” 

In thes turbulent times when many fall victim to
the terrorist suicide bombings around the world, and
service personnel and civilians are being killed in
Iraq, Israel, Lebanon and elsewhere in the war on
terror and in the attempts to maintain peace and
stability,and defend our countries, in all this death
and destruction, we can help by our thoughts and
prayers, and by volunteering to do rescue work during
our sleep. We may already be doing this. While
reading about similar situations from the past we
can’t offer much practical help, but we CAN learn
about the process of life and death, and see a purpose
and meaning behind the apparent chaos. Most churches
have been unable to console us, nor 
to tell us much about this process, but present-day
mediums are already contacting those killed in action
in Iraq and elsewhere, or on 9/11, or even the dead
terrorists themselves must be coming through, too.
Most of these sittings are too private and painful to
make public right now, so now I will take you back to
1916 during World War I and relate how Rex Ward, a
British officer, described his death on the
battlefield to his brother, Jack Ward. Jack used to
go out of his body in trance, or in his sleep, just
like Lord Dowding, to do rescue work. [Excerpted from
”A Subaltern in Spirit Land” by J.S.M. (Jack) Ward,
Psychic Book Club, London, no date ...probably around
1930].

JACK WARD: Rex, can you give me a coherent and
connected account of your life and adventures [on the
other side]?
REX WARD: Well, we had been shelled for some time
[somewhere in Northern France], and gradually the
bombardment increased in intensity. Then, as you
know, they battered in the trenches near us on either
side, and finally rushed them. Then the Germans
seemed to get mad, and rained heavy stuff on us. I
don’t know how long this went on, but our parapets
went all to pieces. Suddenly I felt an awful blow,
and seemed to be falling, falling, falling. I found
myself in utter darkness, and my first thought was
that the dug-out had been blown in and I was entombed
alive. I found, however, that I could move about, and
soon realised that there was something strange in the
matter, for I seemed to be able to go about much
further than I could have in a dug-out.
It did not occur to me that I was dead, but I
felt dazed and as if everything around me were unreal.
I thought, perhaps, I was wounded and felt all over
my body, but could find no damage. All the while I
heard the roar and crash of the guns. I groped around
and then began to call. No one came. I thought, ‘Of
course, they can’t get here during the bombardment,
they will have to wait till it’s over.’ 
Then I though ‘I’ll have a smoke,’ but, somehow,
could not find my things. All the while I felt
strangely dazed. Time seemed to drag slowly along. 
By degrees I began to distinguish new sounds and to
perceive things in the darkness.
I heard voices and called, but got no answer. 
Then I distinctly heard German spoken, and kept jolly
quiet. I thought perhaps the trenches had been taken
at last.
Soon I heard a savage shout, and it was in
English. Then a whirling mass of struggling men, dark
and shadowy, swept past me. Then more and more. To
and fro the conflict rolled.
Next moment the tide of battle rolled up and
engulfed me. I fired my revolver full into the face
of a German, but it seemed to make not the slightest
difference.
A German drove his bayonet into my chest, and I
felt the pain for a moment, but still went on
fighting, and forgot all about it. I seized a man by
the throat and he seized me, and we rolled to the
ground together, and were separated by the press of
the battle.
To and fro, up and down in a nightmare struggle,
neither side gaining the upper hand, we fought and
battled and raged. Age after age. Time had no
meaning to us. There was nothing even consecutive. 
Ever and ever doing the same thing. Overhead
lightning played and thunder rolled, blended with the
flash and roar of the guns. Around us pitch night,
moonless and starless. Like a fog it encompassed us,
weighed us down and shut us in.
Amid this ceaseless strife I heard, afar off, the
words of the burial service, and the sound of spades
digging, digging, digging. But it had no meaning for
me. Only I knew I was dreadfully weary of the
ceaseless struggle which seemed to lead nowhere, which
appeared to have no result, and I longed to shake off
the dazed sensation which made everything appear
unreal.
At last I cried to a German, ‘Why the devil don’t
you die? I’ve shot you dead three time!’ And he
laughed, and though he spoke in German, I know, yet I
understood his words as if they had been in English.
’You fool! how can I? Don’t you yet realize
that we are all dead here? Yes, and are in Hell, and
for ever must go on fighting without rest, for ever
and ever.’
’Lies!’ I answered. He sprang towards me and
drove his bayonet clean through my body. ‘If you’re
alive, why don’t you die now? he asked, and I knew he
spoke the truth.
So I burst through the mob, and tried to find
some place where I could sit down and rest and think
things over. But though I wandered through the murky
air for ages, and tried spot after spot, it was not
use. Wherever I went came crowds of straggling
spirits, and I was caught up in the conflict.
At length, however, I found a stony knoll and sat
down there and suddenly heard you, Jack, calling and I
followed your voice through the black night. Then I
saw you faintly in an unfamiliar room and heard you
ask me for a sign, and after struggling desperately
for a time, seemed to write something. Told you I was
there, and then you faded away, and once more I was
surrounded by a raging host of fiercely fighting men,
and broke from them and fled. Fled wildly across
endless stony wastes, over snad-dunes, and across
sodden, muddy, heavy fields. Stumbled and fell into
pools and quagmires, and sank down at last by the
wayside.
And again I heard you calling, and rushed blindly
through the darkness, seeking an old friend through
the nightmare, new surroundings, and again I tried to
give you a message of cheer, though, God knows, I
wanted one myself!
Again you faded, and once more I found myself
wandering through the darkness, but though the guns
played all around, the fihting, struggling spirits
were further off.
I sat down, and painfully tried to piece it all
together. Where was I? Dead? Where was I? What was
this wild, chaotic, nightmare land? And I seemed to
remember something that you had told me. The astral
plane, that was it! Or was I in Hell? The Germans
had said we were, but I remembered you had said that
the young, and especially those cut off suddenly,
passed, at any rate, to the astral plaen.
And then you came. I was aware of a friendly
presence stealing slowly through the darkness. How
slowly it seemed to come! Then, at length, I saw you.
You seemed different from the others. Less
substantial in some ways, or was it more substantial?
I can’t say. One thing I did notice, that from you
there trailed away a silver cord thin as a hair, but
going clean out of sight. None of the others I had
seen had that. 
How glad I was to see you, and when you had gone
I felt an awful void, but, still, I felt also a new
hope. and when, after long waiting, you arrived once
more with H.J.L. [a fellow officer in spirit] no words
can say how thankful I was. His being here has made
an enormous difference to me already. The dazed
feeling has gone, and now I understand both what has
happened and also the laws of this new world where, I
suppose, I must make up my mind to dwell.” 

[to be continued]

In his introduction to the book, Jack Ward, a man
of business, deplored the lack of knowledge of life
after death shown by orthodox religion. 
He wrote: “The Churches can give us no rational
account of life beyond the grave. The best attempt is
that made by the Roman Catholic Church, and it will be
noticed that many of the statements made by that body
are borne out by the narratives we are now obtaining. 
But not all she says is correct. It would appear to
the impartial observer as if at one time the Roman
Catholic Church at least had kept the doorway open,
but at a later date closed it, and since then much
which her seers had learnt became distorted or
misunderstood by a later generation.
”For the most part, however, the Churches have
utterly failed to answer the agonised question Whither
go we? Long years ago a Christian missionary stood
before an Anglo-Saxon king and pleaded his cause. 
Then arose a priest of Woden, and said, ‘O king, the
life of man is like a sparrow which flutters into the
lighted hall out of the dark and stormy night. For a
moment it flies round our hall, lit by the cheerful
light of the fire, and then it vanishes once more out
into the sleet and the rain. Such are we. We come
out of the dark, and into it return, but whence we
come, and whither we go, we know not. If these men
can tell us aught, then let us follow them and leave
the old gods behind.’
”Have the Churches really anwered the great
question? I for one, say No! and there are tens of
thousands in England today who will agree with me. 
Then let others endeavour to do so. Let us direct the
same scientific minds, as have won from Nature her
hidden secrets, to demand of Death the greatest secret
of all. Let us direct the scientific mind to study
the soul and the spirit of man, as it has already
studied his body. And this is being done. Each day
the number of careful students grows greater. Each
day new discoveries are being made, and if the
CHurches will not cooperate, regret it though we may,
then we who do know the truth must go on alone.”

Rescue Circles (45)

How Lord Dowding was led to investigate spiritualism and start his spirit rescue work.  and more from Rex from 1916.

Air Chief Marshal Sir Trafford Leigh-Mallory  was one of the R.A.F. officers serving under Lord Dowding in the Battle of Britain in 1940.  He later became Commander-in-Chief of the Allied Expeditionary Air Forces under General Eisenhower in the Normandy campaign.  He was later appointed to direct the Allied Air Forces in South-East Asia Command under Admiral Lord Louis Mountbatten, and was flying with his wife to India to take up the appointment when his aircraft crashed into a mountainside in the French Alps, killing both of them.

Some time later, Leigh-Mallory’s son Thomas came anonymously  for a sitting with Estelle Roberts, placing a well-smoked pipe in her hands.

Estelle said:  ‘The vibrations from this pipe are strong and revealing.  The man to whom it belonged passed suddenly and unexpectedly to the Other Side.  He sends a message.  He says:  “We are both together.  Do not mourn for us.  When the end came it happened fast like this (I snapped my fingers).  We heard it come but did not feel it.  We are grateful that we are together.”

There followed some personal evidence which revealed to me that my visitor was the spirit speaker’s son.  I asked the son: “Why does he show me a mountain?” but before he could reply, I knew the answer.  “He was in an aeroplane,” I said.  “It crashed into the side of the mountain.  He had your mother with him.  He gives no name, but I think he was a well-known man.  The next message is for me.  It is to say that on earth he experimented a little in Spiritualism.  He addresses you again.  He wants you to know that he and your mother tried to communicate with you but failed.”

THOMAS LEIGH-MALLORY, THE SON     How did they try?

ESTELLE     By knocking.  By striking the knocker of your front door.

THOMAS     When?

ESTELLE    Within one or two days of their passing.

THOMAS     There WAS such a knocking. I live in a flat, and just before the newspapers published the account of their death there was a continuous hammering on my door.  I went to see who was there, but there was no one to be seen.  Do they say where they were going in the aircraft?

ESTELLE     To engage in new work.  To take up a new appointment overseas.  Now there is a message for Lord Dowding.  It is to tell him that your father will speak to him soon in the direct voice.

THOMAS     I will pass the message on.

ESTELLE     Here is a message from your mother.  She says: “Give my love to my little girl.  On the anniversary of our passing we will come to talk again.”           

Thomas Leigh-Mallory published an account of his sitting with Estelle Roberts, which he summed up in the words:  “I am convinced that survival after death is an accomplished fact and not a fallacy as so many people believe…I had the clearest evidence that my parents still live on the Other Side and are the same today as I knew them then.”

Thomas told Estelle that his father had been to a medium twenty years earlier, in the 1920s, when he tried to communicate with his brother who was lost in a snowstorm in an attempt to climb Mount Everest.  Later, Sir Trafford Leigh-Mallory, while serving under Lord Dowding during the Battle of Britain, must have talked with him about his experiments in Spiritualism, when so many airmen were being killed.  This stimulated Lord Dowding’s own interest in the subject, and after his retirement in 1941 he did much reading and came out with his book, “Many Mansions,” published by Rider and Company, in January, 1943.  As he stated at the time,  “This book contains an authoritative account of spiritualistic evidences concerning life beyond the grave.”  It was only then, after much favorable response to his writing,  that he began to attend séances for the first time in his life with different mediums such as Mrs. Hill,  Margaret Flavell and Estelle Roberts; and so commenced his spirit rescue work which has been the subject of this series of 45 articles (to date). His last three books are accounts of his own direct experience in communicating with the Spirit World.  [“Lychgate,” Rider and Company.1945.   “God’s Magic,”  Spiritualist Association of Great Britain. 1946.  “The Dark Star,” Museum Press Ltd. 1951.]

Now we return to 1916, and Rex Ward’s experiences after being killed in Northern France.  He talks to his brother Jack Ward about his conversations with his uncle on the Other Side. These excerpts are taken  from the book “A Subaltern in Spirit-Land,”  by J.S.M. Ward,  Psychic Book Club Ltd.  c.1930.

REX      After my uncle, H.J.L., had arrived, and you had gone, he said:

UNCLE      “Now Rex, you are on the astral plane.   You are still partly material, though you are now, as it were, refined matter, the same as gas is compared to solid matter.  The astral plane impinges on the earth plane, and partakes of its nature far more than the plane of the spirits in which I properly dwell.  [H.J.L. is acting as a temporary guide for his nephew until he gets settled in with his new life in the Spirit World, and his regular guide can be located]. 

“The astral plane corresponds fairly well to the idea of purgation, but the spirit plane contains what you know as Hell, and also part of the lower Heavens, but not the real high Heavens.

“In the astral plane you will find that you are still subject to earth influences.  It is usual to speak as if earth influences are all to the bad, but this is not so.  Here you can redeem past failings by doing good on the earth plane, and cleanse your spirit of earthly faults, but also, of course, you can hanker after forbidden earthly pleasures, and, in a dim mockery of a way, can enjoy them [vicariously], but to your bane.  Here you can commit further sins, and, finally, cause your soul to drop down into that part of the spirit plane which is properly called Hell, and from thence it is far harder to climb than from this plane to the happy planes above.

“I said ‘properly called Hell,’ for there are parts of this astral plane which, to the superficial observer, appear very much like Hell.  Still, this will hardly surprise you, seeing even on earth itself are to be found very close imitations of Hell.  It is natural that where evil people congregate, there a condition will be found which approximates to Hell.

“The thing you have to do is to shun such districts carefully, and especially avoid people of an obviously evil nature.  Those who suggest obsession, and so forth, are to be avoided at all costs.  You know what obsession is, I perceive?”   

REX     Yes, Jack explained that to me once rather fully.

UNCLE        Unfortunately, your guide seems to have drifted rather far from you, but, doubtless, we shall rectify that in time.  As you are a young man, you will probably find that your astral form is a strong one, and will last for a considerable time.  Therefore, you must prepare to stay here for a considerable period, and, as it were, make it your home.  Further, you will find that the “earth pull” is very strong, and you must resist it.  Above all, you must resist any temptations to obtain the old earth pleasures by obsessing, and so forth.  You will come across a fair number of  beings who will try to lead you astray in this matter, just as on earth there are always plenty of people ready to show a man the shortest path to destruction;  so be wary.

Again, you have separated your Guardian Spirit from you by a wall of misdeeds, and so forth, and your first work must be to dissolve that barrier by doing good deeds, and especially by helping people both on earth and here on this plane of existence.

Not that I mean to imply that you have not any good deeds to your account.  I know you have a great many, but what we want are more, and especially unselfish deeds.  I mean that you should do things that you don’t like for the sake of helping others.  Not merely doing things that your nature inclines you to do.  Thus, you are by nature fond of children, and have many meritorious acts recorded on that score in your favour.  What you need to do is to make a special effort, as it were, to level up that score in other directions.

REX     What is the geography of this place?

UNCLE     All things that have material form have an astral form.  To this plane come the astral forms.

REX     What, do you mean that if I made a toy, and it was destroyed, I should find its astral form here?

UNCLE     Yes, and when you come on to the plane of pure form in the spirit plane you might find it there also, unless, indeed, it was so ugly or so badly made that it had gone to Hell!

REX     Then we are like God, who is said to create things?

UNCLE     Certainly, to create is Godlike.  Thus buildings which perish come here, and also to the plane above.  Here come animals, and trees and flowers, rocks and landscapes and so forth. 

REX     But what is the difference of the forms or bodies, on the two planes?

UNCLE     It is easy for me to know the difference, but not so easy to explain it, especially in the case of inanimate objects.

Roughly, the form remains entangled in the astral body for some time after  the astral body escapes from the material.  This latter process on earth we call death.

Here, in the astral plane, the astral body goes on, and is inhabited for some time by the soul which is enclosed in the spiritual body or form.

In time, sooner or later, we “shed our astral body.”  This is the best phrase to describe this second death.

Then, freed from the astral body, the soul rises to the spirit plane, either to enter one of the three divisions of light, or sink to the realms of darkness called Hell.

From the divisions of light it passes through the “great wall of fire,” and there loses its mixed form.  What happens after that I know not.  But that is a long way off for both you and me. 

Now, when the “form” leaves the astral body the latter continues to last often for a while, just as a corpse does.  In some cases it breaks up almost at once, particularly in the cases of old people, whose astral bodies have become worn out like their physical ones.  I am a case in point.  I hardly realized I was on the astral plane before my astral body dissolved and I had passed on to the spirit plane.

But often, in the case of a young man, he cannot get clear of his astral body.

If he goes in for obsessing, however, his spiritual body seems to become too gross to remain in the astral body, and shatters it, and he drops down to Hell.  On the other hand, if he does a lot of good his spirit form will shake itself clear of the astral body and rise to our plane.  Then that astral body, now an empty :shell,” may dissolve or may drift about aimlessly.  I have known cases where a “shell” has hung round some old haunt of its earth life for several centuries.  Many of the famous ghosts which haunt the country houses of Great Britain are of this nature, though not all by any means. [see Derek Acorah’s TV series, “Most Haunted”  and “Ghost Towns” and many “Haunted” series in the USA and “Rescue Mediums” and “Creepy Canada.” here, and now some more “Down Under.”]

But most of those aimless, purposeless ghosts, who simply turn up on certain anniversaries and do nothing in particular, belong to this group.

As to animals, the highest types of animals, those closely associated with man, often attain to our realms, but the less human ones, as it were, seem to remain more or less permanent on the astral plane, e.g. lions and wolves, and most of the prehistoric creatures.

progress.  I rather think some of them do, but that was one of the subjects I was studying when I broke it off to come and help you.

As to the inanimate, as we call it on earth, it is well to realize that everything has life, even to the tiniest atom; taking a house as an example: as soon as destroyed, but not before, it comes to the astral plane.  Here it remains for a long time, as a rule.  So long as  there are any astral beings on the astral plane who knew it on earth, and recognize it, there it will remain.  When there are no longer any such left, it fades away, and breaks up into astral elements, just as its material elements on earth break up and fall back into the general mass of matter.  From these astral elements new astral forms are always being built up. 

Then there are those astral beings who were never on earth, but I’ll tell you about them at another time.

The form of a building, on the other hand, goes straight to the realm of form, and from there, so far as I can discover, remains for ever.  According to its beauty, it will go to the realms of light and to the various divisions of them, or to Hell.

Even a building partly rebuilt will come to that realm.  Thus, Westminster Abbey may be seen in the various stages of its development.  Thus, also, on the astral plane and on the spirit plane, one may see the same building to all appearances.  But the astral form is temporary, and the spirit form fixed and permanent.  

REX   It’s wonderfully interesting, and I can see I have a vast deal to learn!

UNCLE      The first thing to do is to give you a chance of settling down among these new surroundings, and, above all, to get your thoughts off the battlefield and such-like scenes.  So, now, I’m going to isolate you from all this.  Indeed from the present world itself.

Then Rex described to Jack what happened to him next while his uncle and another officer in spirit, the Adjutant, listened too:

“Then we rose and started on a long and seemingly endless journey, amid a thick fog, and overshadowed by tumult and fear.

Every now and then I caught a fleeting glimpse of the landscape, which steadily grew wilder and stranger.  I passed over what appeared to be great ice-fields, and then through primeval forests across tropic swamps, and on and on till life failed, till even the strange monsters of prehistoric times ceased, and a great silence settled on all.  Slowly this silence ate into my brain.  At times it was almost painful, and acted like a cauteriser, burning away the hideous tangle of shattered nerves.

After a while this stage passed, and it began to act like a soothing balm.  Gradually my whole being seemed to expand and drink it in, and my surroundings grew clearer and plainer.  I realized that I was seated in the midst of a stony waste, where perpetual silence reigned.

Then, far away in the distance, I saw a faint speck of light.  It grew brighter and brighter, as if it were approaching, but I could see no form.  Yet I knew at once there was a form, only distant from me an immeasurable space.

As when, seated on a river’s bank some dark night, one gazes down into the black waters and sees just one star reflected there, and the dark waters reflect not only the lone star, but also, in some mysterious way, the vast space which lies between our world and it – so it was now between me and my Guide.

Then, across the limitless space, came a sound and a voice – like the note of a mighty organ far, far away.  It swelled and swelled as it grew nearer, and finally it burst like a tempest upon me.  Its music was superb and yet and yet awful.  In some such way I could imagine the angels’ trump will sound at the last day.  If, indeed, there is a last day.  Or is it, that for me this was the “last day”, and this the trump of the archangel calling me to judgment?

I know not.  But in that manner I can best describe the effect of that mighty cadence.  The music was exquisite, yet the pain was intense.

It burst on me and over me.  It overwhelmed me and shattered me.  It beat me to the dust.  Yet it was articulate, and the words it spoke were words of comfort and good cheer.

GUIDE     My son, you have started on the right path.  You have broken down the outer darkness which shuts me away from you.  Go on and prosper little by little.  I shall draw nearer, and remember, though you may drive me away from you, yet will I never desert you.   I cannot draw any nearer than this lest I overwhelm you utterly.  I see how even this first vision of me has shattered and dazed you.

Grow strong in good works, in loving acts, in unselfish thoughts, and so, as you grow more able to bear the sight of the Glory, it shall be revealed to you.

Rex told Jack: “Slowly the cadence receded, and a great silence took its place.  I gazed on the lone star, and it changed from white to blue and blue to green, and green to orange, and orange to red, and red to purple.  The purple grew pale and became like lavender, and the lavender was diffused with pink which flashed into an extraordinary colour which melted into silver.

Then waves of darkness rolled over my star, fold by fold.  I could see it no more.  Slowly the wall of the house became visible and then I saw my uncle again. 

REX     It’s impossible to describe that beautiful colour, is it not?

UNCLE     Yes, there is no such colour on earth.  It cannot be described. 

Jack, who was out-of-body visiting the astral realms, and the Uncle and another officer, an adjutant, in spirit, had been listening to Rex’s account of his experiences.

OFFICER     Youngster, that was the most wonderful description I’ve ever heard.  I felt that I was actually witnessing the episode.

JACK     So did I.

UNCLE     So did we all, we saw the forms of his thoughts.  It is not so easy here as in the sixth plane, where it is the normal thing, yet here it can be done.  Indeed, even on earth it is occasionally done, so it is not surprising that it should be possible here. 

Yes, Jack.   Rex, by helping the Adjutant, has helped himself.  He has drawn a little nearer to his guide.  A good start.  A good beginning – but there is a long journey yet. 

      [Next episode: how Rex helped the Adjutant in the Spirit World.]    R.R.

Rescue Circles (46)    Rex Ward does more rescue work.  Astral phantoms, and a cat.

June 19th, 1916     

Rex Ward in spirit told his brother Jack how he had been searching for his Adjutant, killed in action, as one of his tasks on the other side.

REX     We found him still fighting fiercely, and you should have seen the look of astonishment on his face when he saw me.  It made me laugh for the first time since I died.  Amid the turmoil it was impossible to go into things, but after some little difficulty I got him out of the fighting line.  He thought at first he would be running away from the battle, and it was only my presence which made him realize that he must be dead.  He said, “Well, if I can talk with you, I must be dead, for I know quite well you are.   But it all seems a fearful jumble up.”

Somehow we got him away, and the Officer took him firmly in hand and I and uncle went with him.  We took him away behind the fighting line, and there he is now, and we three are doing for him the work that uncle did for me, only we have not, as yet, taken him into the great solitude.  I don’t know whether it will be necessary in his case. 

June 23rd, 1916

ADJUTANT     Well, this is another surprise.  I’m getting them every hour now.  To be able to talk to a living man in this land of shadows!  How goes the war?  Do you know anything of the old Regiment?  Has our offensive started?

JACK    [after relating the progress of the war]   But while you naturally want to know how England’s doing, don’t concentrate on that idea too much, or you will become hopelessly earth-bound.

ADJUTANT     What does that mean?

JACK  [explains briefly, then turns to Rex]  How have you been getting on since last I saw you?

REX     Famously.  The Officer took the Adjutant away for some time into the place of “Utter Silence,”  how long you would reckon it, I don’t know.  Time is measured differently here.  Indeed, if it were not for your periodic visits, I should have by now quite forgotten about earth time.  Reckoning by that, I should think he was away for about three days.  I called your visits periodic.  I do that because you have explained to me that you visit me every Monday and Friday, but the intervals between seem to vary in length enormously.

June 26th, 1916

Jack gave the Adjutant more news of the war, and then Rex continued his account of his experiences.

REX     I’ve been having some experience with these astral beings.  I mean the non-human ones.  I went out by myself, and walked out into the country.  Suddenly I saw some delightful-looking little elves, just like the fairies of our nursery stories.  I WAS astonished, and stood and watched them gamboling and skipping about.  Some had wings like those of a butterfly, and others like those of dragonflies and bats.  I even saw one little fellow riding through the air on a broom.

I was enjoying myself immensely when a huge monster suddenly appeared, and the “Little People” vanished at once.

The newcomer was a most repellent creature.  It was the sort of thing I imagine drunkards see in Delirium Tremens.  It seemed about ten feet high, and looked like a huge green crocodile in its upper part, but its lower part was that of a naked man.  The lower half was not green, but dark brown.  

As soon as it saw me it made straight for me.  I had nothing in the shape of a weapon, and I fled.  Of course, it was very cowardly of me, but, really, the sight of the brute had thrown me completely off my guard.

I hadn’t run far before I saw uncle hurrying towards me.  On seeing how the situation was, he rose in the air and shot towards me at a great pace.

Seizing my arm, he turned me round and said, ‘Face it.  The creature is less to be feared than the prehistoric monsters you have already seen [Rex  had recently been led on a “life review” going back through the different stages of evolution].  They have real souls in them, and this has not.  Now, attack it.’

Even as we rushed at the monster its form began to shake, and suddenly it broke in pieces, and these appeared to be caught in some current of wind, for they floated off in various directions.

JACK   What was it?  

UNCLE     These are astral phantoms.  They are a common phenomenon here.  It is difficult for me to make you understand what exactly they are.  The astral plane is full of masses of astral atoms, and any thought form which comes here might attract these astral atoms to itself and clothe itself with them.  There are numerous other ways in which these creatures come into existence, but I do not claim to be an expert, nor even very interested in such matters.   The thing to remember, however, is that though, as a rule, these have a very transitory existence, yet there are some which succeed in obtaining a form of life by battening on real men.  They attach themselves to some weak-minded person who is living on earth, and suck up his vitality in a similar way in which an evil person who is on the astral plane may obsess a living person. Again, an evil soul which has lost its astral form may seize on one of the astral phantoms and use it for a time as an astral body.  It cannot, as a rule, hold it for long, but while it can it may do a great deal of real mischief.

REX     How can one tell the difference between an astral phantom, a phantom which is battening on men, and a phantom which is inhabited by a real soul which is not its owner?

UNCLE     Largely by intuition.  You would recognize at once there was a difference between them if you saw them, though you might find it harder to describe where the difference lay.  Briefly a real soul in a phantom behaves very much in the same way as people do in the astral state. But the astral form is rather obviously a borrowed garment and is always trying to break up and decay.  But while it is held, this group shows an intellect at work. The first two kinds of phantom are both lacking in this, and act by instinct.  In a phantom battening  on living people, at times this instinct has developed so far that it almost appears to be on a par with the low cunning of a madman on earth.  Astral phantoms just drift round aimlessly, acting on the slightest impulse and have no very settled purposes.  By this latter characteristic they may be distinguished from the empty astral shells of dead men, from which the souls of men have passed on.  These, so long as they continue to exist alone, tend to repeat over and over certain acts of the former earth life of the spirit which have become firmly imprinted into their very beings.  Thus, many so-called family ghosts are merely empty astral shells, which continue to act in “the haunted chamber,” repeating again and again the murder they  committed there, or, perhaps, the task they used to do there.  There is nothing in them by which they can know. That is why, when spoken to, they do not reply.  A ghost which can answer is not an empty shell.  What it is, is another matter, and one we will not now go into.

REX     What were the fairies?    

UNCLE     There are many kinds of fairies, but the kind you saw then were the thought forms or dreams of children, which here had clothed themselves with astral atoms.  Your monster was of a very different stock, and was essentially evil.  It was the wreck of the astral shell of a man and a crocodile, which were casually brought together by the astral tides, and, being both still very material, they re-united to form the shape you saw, but, of course, could not survive for long.   [Jack and Rex’s uncle had died in January, 1914 at the age of 80, and had come down from higher planes to lend a hand during the war rescue work.  His knowledge of the spirit planes was quite extensive].

June 30th, 1916

JACK  [to the Officer]    I have not spoken much to you recently.  How are you going on?

OFFICER     Well.  Very well. Very busy and very happy.  Two years ago I would never have thought it possible. In those two years I personally have helped over a hundred souls, all old soldiers.  All were men who were far from being saints, yet, of them all, I have lost only six.  Not bad, 94% brought safely through the dangerous period when men first start on the astral plane.  These numbers don’t include the large number with whom my organization has dealt.

JACK     What is your usual way of helping those who have fallen in the fight?

OFFICER     Very much the same as the methods we used first for your brother and afterwards for his Adjutant.  Occasionally we don’t have to take them away into the great solitude.  Sometimes we find they have already fallen into evil hands  and are being led astray.  This latter has caused us to set pickets round the drink dens and similar resorts.  Of course, we do not always succeed in preventing men going to them.  Some men are so set on it that it is impossible.  When I came over I was that sort.*  Still, we prevent a good many from being led into them.  

Then, too, we have some spirits set aside to shadow those evil creatures who try to tempt men to obsess.  As soon as one of these harpies gets hold of a young fellow, and begins to suggest that he should obtain earthly pleasures by obsessing, our spirit warns him against doing so.

Then a great part of the work of helping the newly slain is by getting them to help others, like your brother is doing with the Adjutant.  So we have an ever-increasing band at work, and by Jove, we need it!

UNCLE     Yes, we are always  sending up requests for more helpers, but, even in the sixth plane, they are hard put to it.  Never have so many countless thousands been coming over before.  Old habitués tell me that the Franco-Prussian war hardly made any difference, but that this war is quite another mater.

REX     I have not had any very striking adventures since I saw you last.   The Adjutant and I have been out and about several times, but nothing very exciting has occurred.  I expect soon I shall have to start trying to help.

OFFICER     Yes, but all in due season.  You must learn a little more first.

July 3rd, 1916

Jack heard bagpipes being played.

JACK     What is it?

OFFICER      A recruiting march.  The idea has spread like wildfire.  It’s partly due to the news of the great advance, which has already reached us by the path of the newly dead.  Someone declared that there were thousands who had gone out of the fight, and should be brought back into it, and, further, that there were large numbers of men who had never yet taken a hand, but with little training would make useful [spirit] soldiers.

As if it makes any difference here who wins a battle on this plane!  If we could help our men on earth it would be a different matter.  [We have seen how Lord Dowding and some of his former pilots were doing exactly that, during World War II].  As it is, it will throw back the spiritual progress of thousands.  Look at this fellow.  See how all my good work is being undone.

ADJUTANT    Here come the English regiments!

A whole parade of different spirit regiments came passing by.

UNCLE     Keep calm, my boy.  You can do no good now.  All this is mere glamour, an empty show. It will be of no help to our country, and will only undo all the good we have done for you.  

ADJUTANT    I’m coming, boys!  Come on, Ward!  [He rushed down the steps and joined up].

REX    [does not follow].    I suppose it is nonsense, but I feel a bit rotten not going with the others.

A column of more than thirty thousand spirit troops marches off to ‘war.’

OFFICER     The pity of it!  If it were only of the slightest help, but it is not.

Soon they will be at it again, and no one on earth will be one jot the better for it, and countless souls here will be dragged back again into the whirlpool of passion and retard their progress for years. And yet I cannot help admiring them.  After all, though they are wrong, and do it from ignorance, the spirit is right.  I wish I had fallen on the field of battle in this war among my old companions.

[*The Officer who was acting as Rex’s helper is the subject of Jack Ward’s first book, “Gone West”  published by William Rider in 1917.  He had been a drunkard and  murderer, involved in political intrigue, and after being killed  by a motor bus when walking in an intoxicated state in the Strand in London, he went through many regions of hell [not literally, but through his cruel, depraved state of mind] before redeeming himself by taking part in rescue work and finally joining a band of other spirits working on the astral plane.  There he hoped to help many of the soldiers like Rex Ward who had laid down their lives for their country during WW I.  He hoped to be able to guide and save many].

OFFICER     Let us go in.   We shall have to work hard tonight to save your brother.  He’s been in our hands longer than the other fellow, or he’d have gone in too.  I wonder if I shall be able to get the Adjutant back again.

UNCLE     There are spirits who can and do help in the real war, but they do it by inspiring our generals and organizers with new ideas, not by fighting on the astral plane.

July 7th, 1916

UNCLE     There are an enormous number of men coming over just now, but for the most part they are still full of the battle fury and go on fighting.  It will take some time for that to wear off.

REX     I wanted to go and help try and persuade these men to leave off fighting now that they are dead, and, in short, do the same for them that uncle and the Officer have done for me.  But uncle says I’m not strong enough, and if I do shall probably relapse under the influence of the excitement and throw away all I’ve gained.

UNCLE     Yes, Rex.  But in a little time you will be strong enough to do that work, and then you certainly shall.  Indeed, you will hardly be able to make much more progress until you do.

July 14th, 1916

REX     We’ve got the Adjutant back and the Officer is here.

JACK     How did you get hold of the Adjutant again?

OFFICER     Oh, by hard work. I kept following him about until I was able to persuade him what a complete delusion the whole of the battle was, and then he came away.  I brought back several others as well.

August 14th, 1916

Rex Ward told his brother Jack how he had brought in a man from the battlefield, and the Officer, who was just taking charge of him, was very pleased.

OFFICER   See!  How much nearer your guardian angel has drawn to you. 

Rex saw him, as well as Jack, and though the figure vanished immediately after, he was delighted to have caught even so fleeting a glimpse.

Rex told his brother how he had gone down into the region near the fighting line with the Officer, and there persuaded one of the officers of his regiment to come away with him.  He admitted he did not like much having to do it.

REX     However, the Officer said I must now help someone who was nothing to me when I was on earth.  I had liked the Adjutant, but this chap belonged to a different battalion.   The Officer says I shall have to help someone I hated.  The worst of it is, I can’t remember anyone I really hated on earth, except the enemy in general! 

Look, I’ve adopted a poor lost cat I found near a house which was slowly rising from its ruins near the firing line.

JACK     I suppose it was really being destroyed on earth by gunfire?

REX     Yes, I suppose so.   Well, I found a poor little tabby cat wandering about as if quite lost.  It had evidently just been killed, so I adopted it.  See, here it is!

As he spoke he pointed to a small tabby cat which jumped down from a sofa and began to rub itself against his leg.  Jack distinctly heard its purr.

Rescue Circles (46)    Rex Ward does more rescue work.  Astral phantoms, and a cat.

June 19th, 1916     

Rex Ward in spirit told his brother Jack how he had been searching for his Adjutant, killed in action, as one of his tasks on the other side.

REX     We found him still fighting fiercely, and you should have seen the look of astonishment on his face when he saw me.  It made me laugh for the first time since I died.  Amid the turmoil it was impossible to go into things, but after some little difficulty I got him out of the fighting line.  He thought at first he would be running away from the battle, and it was only my presence which made him realize that he must be dead.  He said, “Well, if I can talk with you, I must be dead, for I know quite well you are.   But it all seems a fearful jumble up.”

Somehow we got him away, and the Officer took him firmly in hand and I and uncle went with him.  We took him away behind the fighting line, and there he is now, and we three are doing for him the work that uncle did for me, only we have not, as yet, taken him into the great solitude.  I don’t know whether it will be necessary in his case. 

June 23rd, 1916

ADJUTANT     Well, this is another surprise.  I’m getting them every hour now.  To be able to talk to a living man in this land of shadows!  How goes the war?  Do you know anything of the old Regiment?  Has our offensive started?

JACK    [after relating the progress of the war]   But while you naturally want to know how England’s doing, don’t concentrate on that idea too much, or you will become hopelessly earth-bound.

ADJUTANT     What does that mean?

JACK  [explains briefly, then turns to Rex]  How have you been getting on since last I saw you?

REX     Famously.  The Officer took the Adjutant away for some time into the place of “Utter Silence,”  how long you would reckon it, I don’t know.  Time is measured differently here.  Indeed, if it were not for your periodic visits, I should have by now quite forgotten about earth time.  Reckoning by that, I should think he was away for about three days.  I called your visits periodic.  I do that because you have explained to me that you visit me every Monday and Friday, but the intervals between seem to vary in length enormously.

June 26th, 1916

Jack gave the Adjutant more news of the war, and then Rex continued his account of his experiences.

REX     I’ve been having some experience with these astral beings.  I mean the non-human ones.  I went out by myself, and walked out into the country.  Suddenly I saw some delightful-looking little elves, just like the fairies of our nursery stories.  I WAS astonished, and stood and watched them gamboling and skipping about.  Some had wings like those of a butterfly, and others like those of dragonflies and bats.  I even saw one little fellow riding through the air on a broom.

I was enjoying myself immensely when a huge monster suddenly appeared, and the “Little People” vanished at once.

The newcomer was a most repellent creature.  It was the sort of thing I imagine drunkards see in Delirium Tremens.  It seemed about ten feet high, and looked like a huge green crocodile in its upper part, but its lower part was that of a naked man.  The lower half was not green, but dark brown.  

As soon as it saw me it made straight for me.  I had nothing in the shape of a weapon, and I fled.  Of course, it was very cowardly of me, but, really, the sight of the brute had thrown me completely off my guard.

I hadn’t run far before I saw uncle hurrying towards me.  On seeing how the situation was, he rose in the air and shot towards me at a great pace.

Seizing my arm, he turned me round and said, ‘Face it.  The creature is less to be feared than the prehistoric monsters you have already seen [Rex  had recently been led on a “life review” going back through the different stages of evolution].  They have real souls in them, and this has not.  Now, attack it.’

Even as we rushed at the monster its form began to shake, and suddenly it broke in pieces, and these appeared to be caught in some current of wind, for they floated off in various directions.

JACK   What was it?  

UNCLE     These are astral phantoms.  They are a common phenomenon here.  It is difficult for me to make you understand what exactly they are.  The astral plane is full of masses of astral atoms, and any thought form which comes here might attract these astral atoms to itself and clothe itself with them.  There are numerous other ways in which these creatures come into existence, but I do not claim to be an expert, nor even very interested in such matters.   The thing to remember, however, is that though, as a rule, these have a very transitory existence, yet there are some which succeed in obtaining a form of life by battening on real men.  They attach themselves to some weak-minded person who is living on earth, and suck up his vitality in a similar way in which an evil person who is on the astral plane may obsess a living person. Again, an evil soul which has lost its astral form may seize on one of the astral phantoms and use it for a time as an astral body.  It cannot, as a rule, hold it for long, but while it can it may do a great deal of real mischief.

REX     How can one tell the difference between an astral phantom, a phantom which is battening on men, and a phantom which is inhabited by a real soul which is not its owner?

UNCLE     Largely by intuition.  You would recognize at once there was a difference between them if you saw them, though you might find it harder to describe where the difference lay.  Briefly a real soul in a phantom behaves very much in the same way as people do in the astral state. But the astral form is rather obviously a borrowed garment and is always trying to break up and decay.  But while it is held, this group shows an intellect at work. The first two kinds of phantom are both lacking in this, and act by instinct.  In a phantom battening  on living people, at times this instinct has developed so far that it almost appears to be on a par with the low cunning of a madman on earth.  Astral phantoms just drift round aimlessly, acting on the slightest impulse and have no very settled purposes.  By this latter characteristic they may be distinguished from the empty astral shells of dead men, from which the souls of men have passed on.  These, so long as they continue to exist alone, tend to repeat over and over certain acts of the former earth life of the spirit which have become firmly imprinted into their very beings.  Thus, many so-called family ghosts are merely empty astral shells, which continue to act in “the haunted chamber,” repeating again and again the murder they  committed there, or, perhaps, the task they used to do there.  There is nothing in them by which they can know. That is why, when spoken to, they do not reply.  A ghost which can answer is not an empty shell.  What it is, is another matter, and one we will not now go into.

REX     What were the fairies?    

UNCLE     There are many kinds of fairies, but the kind you saw then were the thought forms or dreams of children, which here had clothed themselves with astral atoms.  Your monster was of a very different stock, and was essentially evil.  It was the wreck of the astral shell of a man and a crocodile, which were casually brought together by the astral tides, and, being both still very material, they re-united to form the shape you saw, but, of course, could not survive for long.   [Jack and Rex’s uncle had died in January, 1914 at the age of 80, and had come down from higher planes to lend a hand during the war rescue work.  His knowledge of the spirit planes was quite extensive].

June 30th, 1916

JACK  [to the Officer]    I have not spoken much to you recently.  How are you going on?

OFFICER     Well.  Very well. Very busy and very happy.  Two years ago I would never have thought it possible. In those two years I personally have helped over a hundred souls, all old soldiers.  All were men who were far from being saints, yet, of them all, I have lost only six.  Not bad, 94% brought safely through the dangerous period when men first start on the astral plane.  These numbers don’t include the large number with whom my organization has dealt.

JACK     What is your usual way of helping those who have fallen in the fight?

OFFICER     Very much the same as the methods we used first for your brother and afterwards for his Adjutant.  Occasionally we don’t have to take them away into the great solitude.  Sometimes we find they have already fallen into evil hands  and are being led astray.  This latter has caused us to set pickets round the drink dens and similar resorts.  Of course, we do not always succeed in preventing men going to them.  Some men are so set on it that it is impossible.  When I came over I was that sort.*  Still, we prevent a good many from being led into them.  

Then, too, we have some spirits set aside to shadow those evil creatures who try to tempt men to obsess.  As soon as one of these harpies gets hold of a young fellow, and begins to suggest that he should obtain earthly pleasures by obsessing, our spirit warns him against doing so.

Then a great part of the work of helping the newly slain is by getting them to help others, like your brother is doing with the Adjutant.  So we have an ever-increasing band at work, and by Jove, we need it!

UNCLE     Yes, we are always  sending up requests for more helpers, but, even in the sixth plane, they are hard put to it.  Never have so many countless thousands been coming over before.  Old habitués tell me that the Franco-Prussian war hardly made any difference, but that this war is quite another mater.

REX     I have not had any very striking adventures since I saw you last.   The Adjutant and I have been out and about several times, but nothing very exciting has occurred.  I expect soon I shall have to start trying to help.

OFFICER     Yes, but all in due season.  You must learn a little more first.

July 3rd, 1916

Jack heard bagpipes being played.

JACK     What is it?

OFFICER      A recruiting march.  The idea has spread like wildfire.  It’s partly due to the news of the great advance, which has already reached us by the path of the newly dead.  Someone declared that there were thousands who had gone out of the fight, and should be brought back into it, and, further, that there were large numbers of men who had never yet taken a hand, but with little training would make useful [spirit] soldiers.

As if it makes any difference here who wins a battle on this plane!  If we could help our men on earth it would be a different matter.  [We have seen how Lord Dowding and some of his former pilots were doing exactly that, during World War II].  As it is, it will throw back the spiritual progress of thousands.  Look at this fellow.  See how all my good work is being undone.

ADJUTANT    Here come the English regiments!

A whole parade of different spirit regiments came passing by.

UNCLE     Keep calm, my boy.  You can do no good now.  All this is mere glamour, an empty show. It will be of no help to our country, and will only undo all the good we have done for you.  

ADJUTANT    I’m coming, boys!  Come on, Ward!  [He rushed down the steps and joined up].

REX    [does not follow].    I suppose it is nonsense, but I feel a bit rotten not going with the others.

A column of more than thirty thousand spirit troops marches off to ‘war.’

OFFICER     The pity of it!  If it were only of the slightest help, but it is not.

Soon they will be at it again, and no one on earth will be one jot the better for it, and countless souls here will be dragged back again into the whirlpool of passion and retard their progress for years. And yet I cannot help admiring them.  After all, though they are wrong, and do it from ignorance, the spirit is right.  I wish I had fallen on the field of battle in this war among my old companions.

[*The Officer who was acting as Rex’s helper is the subject of Jack Ward’s first book, “Gone West”  published by William Rider in 1917.  He had been a drunkard and  murderer, involved in political intrigue, and after being killed  by a motor bus when walking in an intoxicated state in the Strand in London, he went through many regions of hell [not literally, but through his cruel, depraved state of mind] before redeeming himself by taking part in rescue work and finally joining a band of other spirits working on the astral plane.  There he hoped to help many of the soldiers like Rex Ward who had laid down their lives for their country during WW I.  He hoped to be able to guide and save many].

OFFICER     Let us go in.   We shall have to work hard tonight to save your brother.  He’s been in our hands longer than the other fellow, or he’d have gone in too.  I wonder if I shall be able to get the Adjutant back again.

UNCLE     There are spirits who can and do help in the real war, but they do it by inspiring our generals and organizers with new ideas, not by fighting on the astral plane.

July 7th, 1916

UNCLE     There are an enormous number of men coming over just now, but for the most part they are still full of the battle fury and go on fighting.  It will take some time for that to wear off.

REX     I wanted to go and help try and persuade these men to leave off fighting now that they are dead, and, in short, do the same for them that uncle and the Officer have done for me.  But uncle says I’m not strong enough, and if I do shall probably relapse under the influence of the excitement and throw away all I’ve gained.

UNCLE     Yes, Rex.  But in a little time you will be strong enough to do that work, and then you certainly shall.  Indeed, you will hardly be able to make much more progress until you do.

July 14th, 1916

REX     We’ve got the Adjutant back and the Officer is here.

JACK     How did you get hold of the Adjutant again?

OFFICER     Oh, by hard work. I kept following him about until I was able to persuade him what a complete delusion the whole of the battle was, and then he came away.  I brought back several others as well.

August 14th, 1916

Rex Ward told his brother Jack how he had brought in a man from the battlefield, and the Officer, who was just taking charge of him, was very pleased.

OFFICER   See!  How much nearer your guardian angel has drawn to you. 

Rex saw him, as well as Jack, and though the figure vanished immediately after, he was delighted to have caught even so fleeting a glimpse.

Rex told his brother how he had gone down into the region near the fighting line with the Officer, and there persuaded one of the officers of his regiment to come away with him.  He admitted he did not like much having to do it.

REX     However, the Officer said I must now help someone who was nothing to me when I was on earth.  I had liked the Adjutant, but this chap belonged to a different battalion.   The Officer says I shall have to help someone I hated.  The worst of it is, I can’t remember anyone I really hated on earth, except the enemy in general! 

Look, I’ve adopted a poor lost cat I found near a house which was slowly rising from its ruins near the firing line.

JACK     I suppose it was really being destroyed on earth by gunfire?

REX     Yes, I suppose so.   Well, I found a poor little tabby cat wandering about as if quite lost.  It had evidently just been killed, so I adopted it.  See, here it is!

As he spoke he pointed to a small tabby cat which jumped down from a sofa and began to rub itself against his leg.  Jack distinctly heard its purr.

Rescue Circles (48)   Mr. And Mrs. Daniel E. Bailey  and their rescue work, 1875 – 1900 in Buffalo, N.Y.

Back in 1950 we went on a school trip to a steel foundry in Ebbw Vale, Wales, to see how the metal was rolled out into strips of sheet metal.  Work was going on as usual, and it was exciting to see all the processes in the huge works.  The great vat of molten steel was pretty scary, and we were told that just the day before our visit, a workman had been walking along the scaffolding above and had fallen in.  His body had immediately vanished into the molten metal.  There were no remains to bury, and his funeral would take place without his physical presence.  But work in the steel plant continued, the furnaces were not extinguished, and the metal continued to pour, and life and work went on as usual.   We were all rather silent and thoughtful on our return journey to school.

The spirit who is the subject of the following séance met his death in a similar way, but he had been working in a soap factory, and had been drowned instantly in the boiling soap.      Here is the account, straight from the appendix of Admiral Usborne Moore’s book “Glimpses of the Next State.”     Richard R.

WAKING THE SO-CALLED DEAD

ON January 1, 1909, owing to the courtesy of Mr. E. C. Randall, of Buffalo, N.Y., I made the acquaintance of Mr. Leander Fisher, a professor of music in that city. This gentleman, then over fifty years of age, had participated in some remarkable seances between the years 1875 and 1900, which were arranged for the special purpose of helping the so-called “dead” to realise their position, and thus assisting them to pass naturally into spiritual life. The events at these meetings, especially those about the year 1890, were faithfully recorded; and he showed me a pile of

documents two feet high, not one of which had been publishe4l. I asked permission to take some of them to England in order that my countrymen should be informed of this ‘‘ mission work, a phase of spirit manifestation to which they were strangers, at any rate so far as the “direct voice” was concerned. Mr. Fisher and Mr. Randall selected twelve records, and had them copied for me. They are now printed in this Appendix to my book. In my opinion, it is undesirable for any investigator to record experiences in the body of his work which he has not himself witnessed. But it must not be supposed that I have the smallest doubt as to the strict fidelity of these documents. The high character of Mr. Leander Fisher is sufficient voucher for their authenticity. As will be seen in the records, he was sometimes in trance, but at others normal, and joined in the conversation. Mr. and Mrs. Bailey and Mrs. Fisher, his mother, people of the highest reputation in Buffalo, were normal throughout, as was Mrs. Eggleston, the stenographer, whose affidavit adds value to the manuscript.

I made inquiries as to whether any of the spirits thus brought, tactfully, to understand that they had entered a new state of consciousness, had been satisfactorily identified. The reply was that many had been discovered, but after several had been verified it was considered useless to go on

searching for the relatives and places of abode in earth-life of the remainder. Such inquiries involved much time and labour, and always ended with the same result. Nor were the verifications of value to any but doubters, to whom the personality of “Eva” was unknown; the records were only of use to the circle, and were not expected to see the light. They satisfied the sitters, and that was enough.

The book Thoughts from the Inner Life, by D. E. Bailey (Colby and Rich, publishers, Boston, 1886), still in many libraries, is a good introduction to the narrative of the seances.  Mr. E. C. Randall’s experiences with Mrs. French, the Rochester medium, mentioned elsewhere in this book, were similar to those of the Baileys and Fishers with Mrs. Swain; but, of course, the great charm—the presence of the spirit of “Eva “—was not available.

Vice-Admiral W. Usborne Moore.

SUNDAY EVENING, OCTOBER 26, 1890.

To-night we bring a man who fell into a vat of boiling liquid. We will have to dematerialise him a good many times, on account of the unnatural manner of his death.—EVA.

SPIRIT:   Hm!—Oh!

(He has got to make those sounds before he can get the forces to talk.—EVA.)

SPIRIT:   Why, yes, I remember I fell in! Oh, yes, I fell in! What has happened to me? I feel so very strange.

Mr. DANIEL BAILEY:      You remember falling into the vat?

SPIRIT:      Yes, I remember; but I feel awful strange. I feel that burn. (He is dematerialised.) I am glad that I feel better. That was a dreadful fall. I felt it strike me. Well, this is very strange! It has all dropped off from me, and I have new flesh on!

MR. BAILEY:      You have flesh on you now, haven’t you?

S.: Yes, that feels better. That was a very bad feeling, that dropping off. Where are the boys?

Mr. B.:  I presume they are in the factory. Where were you when you got hurt?

S.: I was just over there—you see, don’t you? I went up there to fix something, and I

slipped and fell.

Mr. B.: Didn’t you feel very badly when you fell into the vat of boiling liquid?

S.: How in the world did it happen that I am alive?

Mr. B.: Would you be surprised if you found that you didn’t live?

S.: My skin is going off!

(We have materialised him and thrown it off twelve times since I spoke to you first. It is a~ big case, on account of his flesh having been fried to a crisp. In a spirit’s dissolution from the body, it is natural for the gases to pass out, and they assist the spirit in taking up its spiritual body. We have a spiritual body within us that we take possession of when we leave the old body. And in a case like this the passing out is very slow indeed; and while they don’t suffer, they lie in kind of a trance state a

good deal of the time until this process is completed; and by bringing them here and materializing them, taking on and throwing off, it becomes a more natural death.

E VA.)

SPIRIT: I suppose I can go to work now?

Tom (IN SPIRIT): Not just yet. Wait until you feel a little better.

S.: Oh, I feel very well now!

Tom: But it is better for you to rest a little bit.

S.: I have been resting.

Tom: Yes, I know you have; but I wouldn’t be in a hurry.

S.: I feel about as well as I ever was.

Tom: That may be; but I think it is just as well not to hurry back too quick. They can get along without you for a day or two—don’t you think so?

S.: Yes, I guess they can; but, then, I would like to see some of the boys.

Tom: You can wait a day or two, I guess?

S.: No, I don’t feel exactly right—that’s so.

Tom: I thought it wouldn’t be best for you to be in too much of a hurry.

S.: I must take it “easy.”

Tom: Yes, take it “easy.”

S.: Where are you from?

Tom: I came from New York.

S.: You did! That’s a big city, isn’t it?

Tom: Yes; that’s a big place.

S.: I was there once. They do a lot of business there, don’t they?

Tom: Oh, yes! there’s lots going on there.

S.: I once thought I would go there to live.

Tom: There’s a great deal of life there; there’s a great deal to be seen and learned there.

S.: Sometimes people learn what they don’t want to, too, don’t they?

Tom: I don’t think many people learn what they don’t want to. I think most people try to learn that that they want to most; but it isn’t always best for them.

S.: But when a fellow gets robbed, he doesn’t want to learn that, especially if they take all he has got.

Tom: No; but you are liable to get robbed in other places besides New York, and murdered, too.

S.: Oh, yes!

Tom: Don’t you know there was a man in your town that was murdered?

S.: Whom do you mean?

Tom: Don’t you know Mr. Thompson?

S.: Yes, I know Mr. Thompson. Yes, those things happen all over; but I think there are not so many cases anywhere as there are in New York.

Tom: You know there are so many people congregated there together, and so many 

nationalities; there is a rough element.

S.: Yes, that’s so. Oh, I tell you I saw some hard things when I was there!

Tom: How long ago were you there?

S.: I was there two years ago. Do you live there?

Tom: I used to live there.

S.: What was your business?

Tom: I was a coachman.

S.: For some of those big folks, I suppose?

Tom: Yes; my mistress was a very wealthy woman, and, of course, I saw a great deal of high life.

S.: I don’t think I would like that.

Tom: We don’t always like the conditions that we are placed in, in life; but I have found out since that it is always best to make the best of your conditions, for it doesn’t do any good to keep fretting about it if you can’t change it.

S.: Yes; but if you don’t like it you can get out of it—can’t you ?—and try something else.

Tom: Yes; but sometimes there is nothing else for you to do. What was your trade?

S.: Oh, I didn’t have much of a trade!

Tom: What did you do?

S.: I was in the soap factory; but there we had a good boss. Oh, he was a jolly fellow!

Tom: What was his name?

S.: His name was Rogers. You know him, don’t you?

Tom: No, I am not acquainted with him.

S.: I would like to know what those people are doing over there. Are they having a camp meeting, or what in the devil is it?

Tom: You watch, and, perhaps, you can see something else. What do they appear to be doing?

S.: I only asked you. I thought, perhaps, you knew.

Tom: I do know; and after a little I will tell you all about it. I thought I would like to have you give your idea.

S.: I haven’t got an idea. I never had an idea in my life.

Tom: How old are you?

S.: I am twenty.

Tom: You are a young fellow, aren’t you?

S.: Well, I should think I was! You don’t suppose I am an old man, do you?

Tom: I knew you weren’t an old man.

S.: Why, I am not acquainted with anybody here! How in the devil did I come here?

Tom: These are good, kind people that have helped you. You know you have been very sick.

S.: I knew I fell down. I thought I was a goner, sure.

Tom: Do you know that you fell in that vat of hot soap?

S.: I thought I was going to fall into it. How did it happen? I believe I am kind of off.

Tom: You fell into that soap. That’s enough to make any man sick for a while, isn’t it?

S.: I should think so. But I didn’t fall into the soap; if I had, I would have been as dead as a smelt.

Tom: You don’t suppose if you had gone into that soap you would have been dead, do you?

S.: Of course I would!

Tom: No, you wouldn’t have been dead; but it would have been the means of separating your spirit from your body, because it would have made your body unfit for your spirit to live in; but you would have been alive just the same. Say, Rob, do you know, sometimes when people meet with terrible accidents, and are killed, they don’t know what has happened to them?

S.: I suppose so.

Tom: Now I want to ask you a question, and it is quite a serious question: Did you ever have any idea what the change called death would be like?

S.: No, I couldn’t tell.

Tom: No; you are a man without an idea; of course, you didn’t have an idea on that

subject.

S.: Do you know why I am a man without an idea?

Tom: No—why?

S.: Well, no matter what under heaven I used to do, old Aunt Sarah would say, “What an idea !—what an idea! “—and I got sick of it.

Tom: I don’t blame you. Well, I won’t say an idea; I will say, Did you ever have any

thought on that subject?

S.: I don’t know as I thought much about it.

Tom: Did you go to church?

S.: Sometimes. Do you go to church?

Tom: No; but I used to—I go to church now, but not the kind of a church that you think I do.

S.: What should I think about what church you go to?

Tom: Not a church like you have in your town. Now you understand, don’t you?

S.: Yes; that’s a bright man, that is.

Tom: You are a pretty good young fellow.

S.: There are not a great many tell me that, though.

Tom: You were a little wild, but you had a good heart. If you had a cent in your pocket and you saw a man that was hungry, you would give him half; I don’t know but what you would give him the whole and go without yourself.

S.: That’s Irish blarney.

Tom: There’s a fellow here, and his name is Ned.

S.: I don’t know about that.

Tom: Well, I think I know. He wants me to ask you if you remember the time you and he went swimming down there by the river—in the river, I mean?

S.: I thought that would be just like him to say “by the river.”

Tom: He did say so; but I thought that would sound queer. That Ned was a comical fellow, wasn’t he?

S.: Yes, he used to go swimming by the river.

Tom: Say, Rob, what does Ned mean? He is holding up the queerest kind of an old poke bonnet that I ever saw.

S.: Why, that’s what he wore to the ball.

Tom: Did you wear a poke bonnet to the ball, too?

S.: Of course I did. Say, what are you talking about, anyway?

Tom: Why, I am talking about Ned.

S.: Why, he’s dead.

Tom: He isn’t dead, he has only got out of his body. I never saw you before, and you never saw me before. All I know, Ned is here and he held up an old poke bonnet.

S.: That’s very strange. I don’t know what to think of it. 

Tom: I was telling you, you know, sometimes when people meet with accidents, and

their body becomes unfit for their spirit to stay in any more, the spirit goes out of the body, and that is what people call death. And many times, when the spirit is separated from the body in this unnatural, sudden way, they are not aware of it. It isn’t like having sickness gradually loosen the spirit from the body, so that the spirit can pass out of the body in a natural manner. But when they go out by accident, like being run over by these cars, or drowned, or falling into a vat of hot soap, they don’t know it. And that is the way with you now; you don’t think you fell into that hot soap, do you?

S.: No, I thought I was going to.

Tom: But now you don’t know you fell in, do you?

S.: How could I be alive if I did?

Tom: Your spirit could be alive, because that never dies. Would you be afraid if you found that your spirit had got out of your body?

S.: Oh, no.

Tom: You wouldn’t care very much, would you?

S.: Yes, I would care, but I wouldn’t be afraid.

Tom: Why would you care?

S.: It’s a terrible thing to die, you know.

Tom: Oh, no; it’s beautiful if you die in a natural way; but it is a great shock to the spirit to go out in an unnatural manner, as by accident or suddenly. And therefore, I will tell you, Robert, it was a great shock to your spirit.

S.: To my spirit! What do you mean by that?

Tom: It was a shock to your spirit for you to fall into that vat of hot soap, for your spirit separated from your body.

S.: What do you mean by that?

Tom: I mean you have made the change called death, my dear boy, for you are nothing but a boy.

S.: Well, you are not much more than a boy, are you?

Tom: To be sure I am.

S.: You don’t look it.

Tom: You don’t see me.

S.: I guess I do.

Tom: I know you think you see me, but you only see the young man whose powers of speech I am using to speak to you.

S.: Well, what did you say to me?

Tom: I said you have made the change called death.

S.: I have made the change called death!

S.: You mean that I have died?

Tom: I mean that you have died, but you are not dead; your spirit has only left your body; you feel just the same until you are made acquainted with your condition and take up your surroundings and things pertaining to the spirit life which you have now entered.

S.: Well, that seems very strange.

Tom: Yes. You were brought here that you might be made acquainted with the fact and be helped up to your spirit friends, friends who are interested in your condition. And now I will show you myself as a spirit, that you may see the difference between me and the young man.

S.: It’s boggy here, isn’t it?

Mr. B.: You look at him closely and tell us what you see.

S.: There that man comes right out of him—it’s a sure case, no mistake about it; I saw it with my own eyes.

Mr. B.: Yes, that’s the spirit that occupied the young man temporarily, so as to talk to you; he controlled him.

S.: He did!

Mr. B.: Yes, he will go back pretty soon and talk to you again.

S.: Is that your bird singing?

Mr. B.: We can’t hear any bird singing as you can; we haven’t spiritual ears yet.

S.: He’s gone right back into him. I wish I knew what is the matter with my hand; it

seems kind of numb.

Tom: That will be all right presently; you see it was a very great shock to your spirit, dying in the way you did (I use those terms so that you will better understand me), and the effects of it still cling to your spirit; but in a little time this condition will pass off from you, and you will feel better. Did you see me, Robert?

S.: I saw somebody, if that was you.

Tom: Yes, that was me; my name is Tom.

S.: Tom who?

Tom: That don’t matter now—you wouldn’t know; but you can call me Tom. I am a spirit, and I came here to control this young man and talk to you.

S.: Is that what you do all the time?

Tom: No, not all the time; but most of the time my work is to help spirits when they die and are not aware of their condition, that they have made the change called death, and get them acquainted with their new surroundings, and get them started a little in the new life they have entered. Would you like to see Ned? 

S.: Well, I don’t know; it is kind of mysterious to me. I see something has happened to me, because I have seen things I never saw before; but I don’t understand. I remember falling, and now I remember striking; yes, I remember that very distinctly. Rob, I guess you are a corpse.

Tom: You are a pretty lively corpse. You are alive just the same, only you have entered a new life. It is like entering a strange city or country; you are a little mixed up. If you should go to China, and didn’t see anything but Chinese, nor didn’t understand a word the people were saying, you would be badly mixed up. Then is it to be wondered at that, leaving your old body in the sudden manner you did, you should feel strange? I’ll tell you, Robert, I will take you and show you some very pleasant beautiful things, and I will try and teach you as far as I can of the things

pertaining to the life you have now entered.

S.: Where will you take me?

Tom: I will take you to a place suited to your present condition. I will take care of you until you are able to walk alone.

S.: Oh, I can walk very well. 

Tom: Yes; but I mean figuratively speaking —I mean until you understand somewhat your new conditions and surroundings.

S.: Well, I guess I will have to accept it.

Tom: There are many bright, beautiful things before you.

S.: I hope so.

Tom: This is a beautiful life you have now entered, a life where you can learn of the wisdom and glory of this great universe; not all at once, but day by day, and hour by hour, some new lesson will be presented to you, so you will be learning more and more of the wonderful powers which you possess in that spark of divinity—the soul.

S.: Well, I don’t know much about the divinity, but if there is anything pleasant to see I would like to see it.

Tom: I will take you and show you some very pleasant things which will interest you.

Jimmy: When you know you are right stick to it, no matter what anybody says, and you will come out victorious. When you are through breathing through this mortal body you will see that you have left a light pathway behind you, and that light will be a light to others.

This was one of several accounts of rescue work taken from the Appendix of the following book: 

GLIMPSES OF THE NEXT STATE
(The education of an agnostic)

by Vice –  Admiral W. USBORNE MOORE Author of “The Cosmos and the Creeds” LONDON: Watts and Co., 17 Johnson’s Court, Fleet Street, London EC

1911        “TO MY SPIRIT COMPANION AND GUIDE IOLA

THIS RECORD OF INVESTIGATION AND SPIRITISTIC

PHENOMENA, IN WHICH SHE HAS TAKEN SUCH PROMINENT

PART, IS GRATEFULLY DEDICATED BY THE AUTHOR”

The whole book is available free on-line in Adobe pdf format at  http://www.snu.org.uk/fre_book.htm 

Rescue Circles (49)       Phillip and Sybil Phillips with Mrs. Lee in the 1940s.  Astral travel in sleep.

Mr. Phillips had been studying yoga while he and his family lived in London during the war, and one night he saw himself standing by his own body lying on a couch.

“At my head was my wife’s father and at my foot was my own father, both of whom were in the spirit world.  To my surprise, I saw them drawing my etheric body about halfway out of my physical body so that I saw myself and an exact counterpart of myself.  After they had returned my etheric body to my physical body, they repeated the movement several times, and I heard one of them say: ‘That should be sufficient.’”

At the next sitting with Mrs. Lee, the following conversation took place.

PHILLIP    Father, what happened to me last week?

FATHER (in spirit)     Well, you are aware you have been Astral travelling.  As it is intended that you will be travelling quite a lot this way, we were drawing you out of the body to make it easier for your soul to leave the body for future Astral travels.

PHILLIP     That certainly confirms what I saw in my sleep state, but why do we Astral travel?

FATHER     Your wish has always been to help others, so we use you and many others to help those thousands of souls that come over to join us.  Many of them do not know where they are until we can reach them.

PHILLIP     I would have thought that you, being on the other side, would have been able to reach these souls better than I or others could.

FATHER     No, they unfortunately are still very close to the earth, and in their ignorance, they cannot see us. When you and others on your side of life meet them while Astral traveling and explain to them where they are, they more easily understand their new status, and gradually they look around and see us waiting to welcome them.

It is good work that you are doing, because otherwise many of them think they should go on sleeping until Resurrection Day.  Now that this terrible war is on, many 

thousands, nay millions in fact, will be coming over to us before their time, and I can assure you we are all kept very busy helping them to readjust themselves.

VISITING SPIRIT  (taking over the trumpet)   I have been listening to the conversation you are having with your spirit people.  This is the third time I have come to your circle, and I hope you do not mind as I am beginning to learn?

PHILLIP     You are very welcome, but what are you learning?

VISITOR     I was brought up in a very orthodox way and I passed on about fifty years ago.  I was always taught that when we died we must wait for the Resurrection, and I have been in a sort of coma waiting for this to happen.  

Then I heard the enlightening conversation  between you and your dear parents.  I listened in and attended more of your sittings, and now begin to realize what has happened to me.  I hope that now my eyes are opened I shall soon see my people who must be waiting for me in the spirit world.

PHILLIP     We are only too happy if we have been able to help you.

VISITOR     I think I know enough now to realize where I am.  (He puts down the trumpet and leaves).

PHILLIP     (to his father)     There must be many souls on the other side like him.   Dad, how do souls on the other side know when people on our side are sitting in a circle?

FATHER     With us who are so close to you, we see the preparations you are making to form a circle or visit a medium and we come along.  But with other souls, they see a bright light over every group of people who are sitting in a circle, and they all flock in trying to find someone in the circle who may know their loves ones, in the hopes that they could pass a message on to them.

These poor souls who cannot make contact with those on earth whom they have left when they passed over, go from circle to circle hoping and praying that one day they will eventually make a contact.  That also accounts for so many messages coming to the medium from spirits who give their names and are not recognized by the sitters.

Mr. Phillips writes:  “Later I had two more experiences of Astral travelling during the war and both in the same week.  The details were so clear to me when I awoke that I could never forget them.  I stood overlooking a valley, again with the feeling that my guide was close behind me, and as I approached I saw hundreds of soldiers in uniform, all different.

I heard voices arguing, and I heard one soldier say: ‘We cannot be dead.  That is impossible or I would not be able to see you standing there. Look,’ and he gripped the arm of his friend.  ‘You are solid and so am I.  If we were dead we would be ghosts and far from solid.’

A general argument started in several places at once, and one voice said: ‘I still say we are dead. The shell that blew me up could never have left me alive, I don’t care what you say.’  Several others supported his statement.

I listened to their arguments backwards and forwards for quite a while, and then felt it was time for these souls to be enlightened as to what had happened to them.

I caught their attention, and explained to them that every one of them had passed on into the spirit world.  As for the argument that they must be alive because they were so solid to each other, I explained that this was only a matter of vibration which has taken place on millions of occasions all over the world.

When on earth we live on one vibration and appear solid to each other, but when in the spirit or soul world, we are on a different and higher vibration, but still are solid to each other.

I endeavoured to explain to them that each of them had been killed in action, that their souls, the real us, had been freed from the physical body.

As soon as they realized their new condition and became accustomed to their surroundings they would soon meet those who had passed on before them and who were waiting to contact them. 

I also assured them that they had much to look forward to, as life in the spirit world was beautiful and harmonious and far better than the earth world they had just left, so that that they need have no regrets.  Many of the boys seemed to understand and wandered away.  I could see many of them  being joined by souls standing on the outskirts who were waiting to be recognized by those soldiers who had just gone over, and I saw many such reunions which seem to give me much pleasure.

A few nights later, whilst Astral travelling and again walking with my guide close to me, I saw two sailors standing near me.  I listened to them talking and sensed that they were speaking in the Dutch language.  In spite of the fact that I do not understand Dutch I knew what they were saying. It was the same argument.  One said: ‘We are dead,’ and the other disputed it by saying: ‘That is impossible.  I am talking to you and you can see me.  I could not do that if I were dead, could I?’

I saw that the two sailors were wearing the Continental type of short reefer jacket and round hat, but their reefer jackets were coated white in places, apparently from dried water.  They argued for a while and I heard one of them say: ‘Talk as much as you like, I cannot believe we can be alive.  A shell hit the deck where I was standing and I was blown clean into the sea, or at least what was left of me was.  Take it from me, we are dead all right, and somehow we are living again, which is what I cannot understand.’

I then spoke to them in German, which something seemed to tell me was near enough to their language for them to understand me.  I told them they had obviously been killed in a navel battle and that they were now in the spirit world.  I said: ‘Look around you.  I am sure some of your people are waiting to greet you and they will be able to convince you that you are living on, but under different conditions.’  This they did and again I saw a reunion between these two sailors and the spirit people who were waiting for them to join them.

A week later we went for another sitting with Mrs. Lee.  After our people spoke to us, Ineseco my African guide came through and without any prompting said:

INESECO     Thank you, my son, for your efforts recently.

PHILLIP     Which particular efforts are you referring to?

INESECO    Well, you know quite well what I mean, but I suppose you will not be happy  until I name it.  I refer to the work you did with the soldiers and sailors you met in your Astral travels.  They are all happily united with their loved ones now.  I told you that we use you quite a lot.  Not one of us on this side could have reached them so quickly.  Again, many thanks.

PHILLIP     Where were you at the time, as you seem to know all that happened?

INESECO     Just behind you, my son.  Just like your shadow in fact, and I am sure you knew it was I who was so close to you.

PHILLIP     Why is it necessary for you to keep so near to me?

INESECO     I am your guide and protector.  I keep you out of harm’s way and make sure you return to your body safely and comfortably.  One slip, and should the Silver Cord be severed, you would have to remain with us, but your time has not come yet.  There is much work for both you and your wife  for many years to come.

“I felt that I had been specially privileged to be able to remember these Astral travel experiences so clearly and in such detail, and to have confirmations so soon afterwards.”

Excerpted from “Is Death the End?”  by P. and S. Phillips, Corgi Books, London. 1972.          

Now we go back forty years to the beginning of the Twentieth Century, and to lawyer Edward C. Randall’s rescue work with Rochester independent direct voice medium  Mrs. Emily. S. French.   Mrs. French  was related to President Cleveland, and Randall, a Buffalo lawyer and psychical researcher along with Dr. Isaac Funk the publisher and Professor Hyslop  sat with the medium  regularly for more than twenty years,  between 1890 and 1912 , the year of her death.  Here is his account of rescue and mission work with the spirits, taken from “Frontiers of the Afterlife”  by Edward C. Randall,  published by Alfred  Knopf, N.Y.  1922.

CHAPTER XIV

HELPING THE DEAD 

In my early work I was told much that baffled understanding. Things which now appear simple, then seemed impossible. The statement that there were many in the after life who did not know that they had made the great change and were out of their physical bodies, was beyond my comprehension, though many whom I identified so stated. 

At this period of my work I had the usual indefinite, hazy notion that Heaven, so-called, was far away, that something survived dissolution, but what it was I had never been able even to define, any more than the average Christian can define it today. I did not then know that this inner body at dissolution advanced to material spirit zones that encircle this 

earth, and that those whose spirituality did not carry them into the the 

higher spheres did not for a long time get beyond the earthbound plane, 

and that many were able to go in and out of our homes and offices as 

before, though they could not make us answer them or realize their 

presence. 

Some are in such a state that the helpers in the higher life cannot reach 

them, and it is only by uniting our forces and working together that these 

poor, souls are brought to consciousness and shown how they can develop 

and progress. Those earthbound ones are the spirit people who need our 

help. 

When I state that one-half of each of the evenings—during all the years 

of my work was devoted, with the help of the spirit group working with me, 

to helping this class of spirits, one may get an idea of the great 

necessity for it. 

Bear in mind that Mrs. French, the psychist in whose presence this work 

was done, did not do the talking. She was not in a trance, but contributed 

psychic force necessary in our work. Bear in mind, again, that, when out 

of the physical housing, spirit people have vocal and respiratory organs 

as in earth life, and can speak as before, being heard by mortal ear when 

conditions are as I learned to make them. 

Usually some learned spirit spoke on some phase or condition of the next 

life, which discourse, at such times as I was able to procure the services 

of a stenographer who could write in the dark, was taken in shorthand. 

Then came what we called our “Mission Work.” 

Thousands upon thousands of spirit people spoke in this work and never any 

two in the same condition or with similar ideas or experiences, for they 

were different as in this life. Many were awakened apparently after long 

periods of time; others were in darkness, and could not find the light; 

others did not realize that they had left the old earth body; others knew 

they had, but found nothing as they expected. Some had a craving for 

liquor and a desire to satisfy old appetites; while others came for 

suggestions and advancement. The procession was endless and the need 

beyond description. 

Those who are advanced in the after life are ever ready and anxious to 

help any below them, and they do a wonderful work. But there are many whom 

they can not reach, and it is only by blending their forces with ours that 

a condition was created where these poor souls could be brought to a 

realization of their condition and started toward a higher development. 

Spirit people are not infinite; they are limited in their sphere, as we 

are in ours, and so, for twenty-two years, we worked together to help 

earthbound spirits. It was the most important work I ever did, beside 

which all my professional achievements sink into obscurity and are as 

nothing. This was a real pleasure and a great privilege. Let me illustrate 

the character of this work. 

I was in my own home one evening, alone with Mrs. French. A storm had 

passed and there could be heard the low moaning wind in the great trees 

outside. It was absolutely dark in the room where we sat facing each other 

with only a small table between us. The discourse on the scientific aspect 

of the next state was finished; then came silence and expectancy. 

“I have wandered, for years, searching, searching, searching,” a voice 

distressed and low, came out of the darkness; “and traveled, traveled, 

traveled; and I have found nothing but vegetation, and I am so weary.” 

Then this benighted spirit apparently realized that I was visible, and he 

seemed to turn toward me, and said: “I don’t understand. I am seeking my 

Savior;

I was told He would meet me, but I can’t find Him, and I am lost.” 

I replied: “No man is ever lost.” He replied: “I will be lost, if I don’t 

find my Savior. I have searched so long!” 

“Did it ever occur to you that you have no Savior but yourself?” I asked. 

“That cannot be,” he said. “All my earth life I relied on Him to save me, 

and I must find Him.” 

“Would it not be better to try to save yourself,” I said. 

“No man can be saved except he believe in Christ,” he answered. 

“We have no Savior but ourselves, and until we understand that fact and 

help ourselves and others, we don’t find a very desirable after life. How 

do you account for the fact that you have traveled so far, met no people, 

and seen nothing but vegetation?” I asked. 

“I don’t know; I don’t understand,” he answered. 

“I know and I understand,” another spirit voice answered. “This man lived 

a narrow, selfish Christian life, simply relying on the Bible teachings, 

believing that the Savior would carry his burden and lead him to the great 

white throne, and when he realized he had passed the portal of death his 

first thought was to find that Savior that he had been taught to depend 

upon. This idea became an obsession and he started traveling with only one 

thought in mind. So intent was he, so centered was his thought, he saw 

nothing of the people or the wonders of the sphere in which he had 

advanced. He could not find what he sought, and he could not see or sense 

what he was not seeking. His journey will not end until he realizes that 

he is his own savior.” 

“That is a new idea. Who is that man?” he asked. 

“A spirit like yourself,” I answered. 

“Is what he said true?” he asked. 

“Has it not occurred to you in all this time, that, if your teaching were 

true, your Savior would have met you, and has not the fact that you were 

not so met, caused you to question your belief?” I said in reply. 

“It has not before, but let me think. Have I been wrong in my belief? When 

I came over and failed to find Him, I should have questioned; but I did 

not. I thought I must search and I have searched so long,” be said. 

I had learned that when a spirit was really awakened in the condition we 

had created where the earth and spirit spheres blend together, friends 

could come and help. I asked: “Don’t you want to stop traveling, and see 

some of your family or friends?” 

“I certainly do.—If I am wrong and have been wasting my life, I should 

like to know it,” he replied. 

“Look,” I said: “It is growing light. How beautiful! See great throngs of 

people.” 

He said, “They are coming toward me, men and women, dead men and women, 

but they don’t look dead. They appear just as they did before, and so do 

I. There comes a friend who beckons me. May I go?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “The thought that dominated you is broken and now you 

are free. Go with those who have come to help you, and they will show you 

how to help yourself.” 

He was gone, then silence again, the night wind and the darkness; while in 

the room tiny non-luminous points of light appeared, and substance like 

faint clouds in a summer sky floated and visibly formed into indefinite 

shapes, * as the spirit chemist restored conditions to the psychic normal. 

Again the stress and the expectant speech. We could always feel the effort 

that was apparently necessary to clothe with ectoplasm a spirit’s vocal 

organs, so that its voice would sound in our atmosphere. 

“What are you trying to do?” another voice spoke. “I have been watching 

these manipulations with great interest; a gentleman told me to ask and I 

am curious.” 

“This lady and myself,” I replied, “come together each week and with 

spirit aid create a condition where we can talk, voice to voice, with dead 

people:, 

“That is positively a most absurd statement. The dead can’t talk,” he 

said. 

“Do you know that to be a fact?” I asked. “No,” he answered, “I don’t know 

it to be a fact, but if it were possible, I should have heard of it.” 

“Have you ever heard of obtaining messages from departed spirit people?” I 

asked. “Yes,” be said, “I have heard such claims, but never for a moment 

did I consider it worthy of the slightest consideration.” 

“Did you ever really consider what would happen to you in the death 

change?” I asked. “No, that was a subject I did not care to think about. I 

have the cares of my business, which are enough,” he replied. 

“Stop and think for a moment; where are you now?” I said. 

“I don’t know; this is not my office and the surroundings are strange. I 

don’t quite comprehend this most unusual situation. Nor do I recognize you 

or this lady,” he answered. 

“Do you recall your name and recent events?” I asked. 

“Certainly,” he replied, “my name is ... , my office . . . , and, as I 

recall, I had just concluded an important conference; but this is neither 

my office nor my home. Where am I and how did I get here, and who are you? 

I have no recollection of meeting you or leaving my place of business.” 

“I am Mr. Randall, and you are in my home in Buffalo, and this lady and 

myself, with the aid of a spirit group, talk at times with those who have 

left the physical body, just as we are now talking to you,” I replied. 

“I don’t understand why you speak to me in that manner. I am not dead,” 

he said. 

“Look at your body,” I said. 

“I am looking at it. I see no change,” he answered. 

“Look again. Hold up your hand to the light,” 

I said. “My God! What has happened? My whole body is natural but it is 

transparent. I can see through it. What does this mean?” he asked. 

“Does it not dawn on you what we are trying to convey? Recall your last 

sensation,” I said. 

“I am,” he replied. “I was in my office—a feeling of great weakness came 

over me. I had a sensation of falling, and I don’t recall anything more, 

until I found myself here. Do you intend to convey the suggestion that I 

am dead?. Is that what this talk leads to?” 

“There is no death, there are no dead,” I answered. “There is only change. 

In dissolution the inner body, released from the flesh housing, passes to 

the next or spirit plane,. which is as material and natural as the earth 

life, and so similar that in the beginning many don’t realize it any more 

than you do, and I am inclined to believe from this talk that you never 

developed your better self to any degree, for which reason you don’t 

understand what is actually being done now, nor the condition in which you 

find yourself.” 

“Can it be,” he replied, “that death comes without our knowing it, and 

that we continue to live in a world similar to that of the earth? It is a 

most astounding proposition. Have I really ceased to live the earth life?” 

“I should infer from your statements,” I answered, “that you passed out of 

the body suddenly, possibly with a stroke of apoplexy. What is the date?” 

“This is January 20th,” he replied. 

“No,” I answered. “It is April, and for three months you have been 

unconscious.” 

“The suggestion stirs me beyond expression,” he said. “Let me think. I was 

in good bodily health, as I thought, engrossed in business affairs, and 

the idea that death would come to me never was seriously considered, and 

now you tell me it has overtaken me, and that I am no more of earth, and 

that as a spirit I can actually talk to you still in the old life. I want 

to think it over—I am not fully satisfied. It would seem to me if I was a 

spirit I would meet other spirit people. Why don’t I?” 

“Look about you again,” I said. “While we have been talking, possibly you 

have not noticed what has taken place.” 

“Why it is growing more light, and I can see about me many I thought dead 

and gone,” he said; “and they tell me they have come to help me out of 

darkness, teach me the laws that control in this sphere of life, and point 

out the method by which I can develop my spirit, which I have so long 

neglected. This thought and their presence overwhelms me, and I must have 

time to realize it all.” 

“You have been awakened,” I said, “and put in touch with those who will 

help you. Go with them and all will be well with you.” 

“Good night,” he said. “I thank you. 

These cases illustrate the condition in which some spirit people find 

themselves, the method employed in bringing them to a realization of the 

change that has taken place, and something of the results obtained in this 

mission work. Volumes could be written from the records obtained, which 

would further show the urgent need of work of this character. 

[To be continued.  R.R.]

Rescue Circles (50)   Earthbounds, Heaven and Hell….Edward Randall with Emily French, Direct Voice medium  (continued)

There are many different beliefs and conceptions of what life after death is and where it takes place.   It has been described as an actual place, a Heaven or a Hell, or a state of mind, or a continuation of this life’s journey in a more etherealized body.  Some people, the dualists, even think that this earthly life is hell itself, where we are learning to deal with good versus evil forces right here in our daily lives.  Until we can master ourselves and our selfish desires, we will continue to suffer much pain and hardship.   In all cases we would seem to take our memory, personality and abilities with us when we die and leave our physical body behind.  But our level of existence then depends on our previous conduct and quality of being.   Whether Hell is a state of mind or an actual place or a process are debatable points, but it seems from all accounts that there is the possibility for an evil spirit to redeem himself or herself and able to receive help once it is asked for. No one is damned eternally by some outside authority. Examples of this negative post mortem state are given in Chapter XIII of Edward C. Randall’s “Frontiers of the Afterlife”  where Emily French, the Rochester medium brought through many of these distressed spirits. Riley Heagerty’s recent publication  “The French Connection” is an excellent compilation of all Randall’s research with Mrs.French, but here is the complete chapter from Randall’s book.

      CHAPTER XIII      EARTHBOUND

EDWARD RANDALL writes:      I recall so many earthbound that have told of the horror of their condition, that it is with difficulty I choose specific individuals, for I had speech with: such a great number. It is like seeing the paintings in the principal galleries of Europe. There are many, but some stand out prominently. This is the story told by one: 

“I was not a good man among men. I was selfish, cruel, took human life, and was, as I now know, killed while committing a crime. When I awoke it was very dark, and, not knowing what had happened, I called in anger, but my companions did not come. My voice echoed back to me again and again, and I began to think I was in a cave. I arose and groped about in the darkness, but I could not find the walls, though I walked for hours. I did not feel hunger or thirst, and days and months passed, while I was ever searching for the walls that threw back the echo of my call. Can you imagine the sensation that you would have, to be lost in an open forest with the sun in the sky, to say nothing of being lost in darkness? My sensations and suffering beggar description.

After a very long time I saw a light, and as it approached I saw that it shone or radiated from the form of a man.

‘My brother,’ the man said, ‘you are in spiritual darkness; how can I help you?’ He came and, putting forth his hands, would have touched me, but I was speechless and rushed away in fear. 

Thereafter when I saw a light I would hide, fearing I would be arrested, for at that time I did not know I had left my physical body. I became desperate, and the next time a light approached I waited.

Coming to me, a man from whose body light radiated, as before, said, ‘What do you wish?’ 

I replied, ‘I want to get out of this prison.’

‘You are not in prison; you are dead.’ 

I cursed him for making such fool statements, and he was gone. 

Again I was alone in darkness. How long this continued I know not, for, there being no day, I could not count time. Again there came one to me and again I demanded that I be released from my prison. 

He calmly and kindly replied, ‘You are not in prison; you are a spirit.’ That seemed to me the height of absurdity, for I was very much alive; but I listened and he told me ‘that I had made the change’ and brought another, an artist, who drew pictures of my youth and the faces of my boyhood friends, and, one by one sketched those acts and deeds and wrongs that I had done. Then the light faded and they were gone and I was left alone to think. 

When I had fully come to appreciate my condition and to regret the wrong done and the suffering caused by me, there came a desire to do what I could to make reparation. Then came other spirit people to encourage me and suggest what I must do to obtain spiritual growth and with it, the light. Not one offered to take my burden, or to undo the wrong that I had done; that was for me; they only pointed out the way. I was told there were none to forgive me, except the injured; no savior but himself. 

Step by step I went forward; hour by hour I made reparation and lived again each wrong and lived it right; and day by day, as you count time, I undid my wrong and added to the right. The way was long, the labor intense, but in it I found a happiness I had never known before. For I was building my character; the atom of good was striving for its spirituality. 

Now that is all behind me, and I live in the glorious and effulgent light of the spirit world, laboring among congenial souls. I was seared by the fire of selfishness and wrong. I paid, and paid to the last farthing, the penalty. Now I am at peace with all. the spirit world, as it is with me. 

I send this message back to the world of men: ‘There is not in the universe a method by which ‘any one can escape the penalty of wrong.’ Had I known this fact, I would have lived among you honestly and been fair with my fellow men. I did not know it, and I have paid in full, as all will pay in full, for ignorance will not excuse. 

It has been a privilege to tell through you of my experience in the earthbound zone of the spirit world. If one man will hesitate when contemplating a single selfish or wrong act, and turn from it because of better understanding, it will reflect upon me and better my condition.” 

The following statement as to earthbound conditions is from another more advanced spirit: 

“The belts or zones that lie close around your earth are designed for the habitation of undeveloped spirits when out of the body; as they outgrow the passions of earth and become more refined, they pass to another or higher zone. Many remain in the first or earth zone for years. We of the higher zones try to teach them that they must forgive and forget the wrongs of earth and in that work advance out of the earthbound condition, but many turn a deaf ear to our suggestions and try to revenge the wrong done to them when on earth; all this is intensely human, and this zone, so. like the physical, is very real. 

Those who have progressed, those who in the beginning passed directly through this belt, because of their spirituality, would never come back into that atmosphere, were it not for their love for and desire to help humanity” 

In explanation of this condition another spirit said:

“Many on leaving the mortal body are still in earthly conditions, found on the grosser spiritual side you call the lower sphere, where the spiritual senses are not yet awakened to susceptibility of spiritual discernment.” 

Again, one said: 

“I find a great many come from earth life in a very darkened condition; and, of course, they gravitate or are drawn to localities of corresponding conditions. They don’t know just where they ought to go or what to do. In fact, many are ignorant of any other than the condition in which they find themselves. Many, too many, are in a condition of slumbering, some in a deep sleep which lasts a long time, and great effort is put forth to awake such spirit people.” 

This is the experience of another spirit: 

“I had been in the after life a number of years when I was taken into the lowest sphere, and what I saw has lingered in my memory ever since. I was taken by a guide accustomed to work in the earthbound plane. We move, as you know, with the rapidity of thought. My first impression was of a descent in the dark, all about me gloom, and to add to the horror I could hear voices though I could not see any one. After a time, when as it seemed, I grew accustomed to the darkness, I could see people about me, poor men and women who did not realize they had left the physical body—some shrieking because they could not escape their victims; those they had wronged were not there, it was their awakening consciousness that brought such vision. The guide spoke gently to them. Some answered with coarse jests, others with mirthless laughter; but a few came close and listened while he told them of their condition and what must be done to work out of this darkness, which was of their own creation. We have as much trouble in making these poor spirit people understand conditions beyond their sight and touch, as you have with earth people.” 

EDWARD RANDALL:      In the beginning when I talked with spirits who did not know they were dead, as that word is commonly used, it staggered my thought. I could not then conceive that one could be in that condition and not know it. I did not then know that the next life was so material, so tangible, and, in the lower spheres, so like our own; neither did I know that here and now we possess an inner body, which, when separated from the outer flesh garment, is identically the same as before, with the same feature, expression and thoughts. With the first or lower sphere actually blending with our world as it does, how can those who have just gone understand their condition, if they possess no knowledge concerning this change? 

In the presence of such known facts, the question of the continuity of life no longer remains, and we advance to the more important proposition of what are the conditions the so-called dead meet when they cross the border. Where is the border? Where is the after life and what is the new environment? These questions are vital and are being answered from day to day, though few ask the question, and of those who do ask, a less number understand. The world is too busy getting money to give this subject serious thought. 

Let it not be understood that all the living dead are earthbound and held in such zone of darkness; of all that go, only a few of the many are there held. But let it be remembered that conditions in spirit planes vary as the varying characters of men, and that each reaches that environment for which his earth life has fitted him. ‘There he will live until by growth be has earned a more advanced zone. 

The experiences of these spirits were unusual, terrible in severity, and possibly extreme, but they are necessary to illustrate what the degenerate and wicked must expect. Others have told of the wonders and delights of the next conditions, as they were enabled to feel and visualize them in the beginning. Where spirit people are, what they see and enjoy, depends on just what their earth. life earned. How many know this fact? The fortunate should help the unfortunate; the strong should defend the  weak; the intellectual should lead with gentle hands the mental poor. 

This is the highest conception of religion in both worlds, and a necessary process if we would enrich ourselves in either. 

A spirit has said: 

“You can have no idea of the nature and extent of punishment which some spirits have to undergo. There is no hell, nor is torture inflicted in the spirit world. Every one that comes brings the punishment with him in his own nature. When a spirit passes from the earth to this world, every trait of his natural habits, principles and passions is delineated on his spirit  features. There can be no deceptions with us. You will be placed with those of similar character, whose natures correspond with yours. There is no night here, and consequently no day, at least not as I once  measured, and as you still measure time. Time here is measured only by  emotions, events and deeds. There are dark places and darker souls, as there are on earth.” 

RANDALL:     THERE were few nights during the years of scientific investigation that I did not talk with earthbound spirit people, usually with several, and I have learned much of their condition. 

“What creates the earthbound condition?” is the first question properly asked. I answer, as I have been answered thousands of times: 

“The lives they led, and the conditions they created for themselves, for  as a man sows so shall he reap.” 

The laws of nature, the laws under which we live, are not only fixed and definite, but eternally just. 

Thoughts are things, and every moment as they emanate from each individual something is added to his character. It is enriched or impoverished, and if no light emanates from it one is held at his dissolution within the lower planes that circle this globe. The selfish character, like the miser in the “Chimes of Normandy,” the cruel, the immoral and wanton, the thief, the murderer,--is it not just that they be herded together until they have lived over each wrong act, lived it aright and made compensation, thus qualifying themselves for association with a finer group? The justice that meets human souls at the frontier is complete. They enter into a condition which is of their own creation. They find such light as they radiate, and  no more. There is no escape in ‘the after life’ from the consequences of things done and performed in this. In my talks with earthbound spirit people I never found two exactly alike, any more than they can be found alike here. That change did not alter or improve them. This is evidently Hell, so much talked of and feared. 

In this plane, so close about the earth that in reality it is a part of it, the wicked, the malicious and base, and all those who have acquired no spiritual development, are held. This plane has various stages. Some are in total darkness, some in half light;  all in all, it is at most a twilight zone between the spiritual and physical worlds. Here old appetites, thoughts and desires hold sway as  before. In this zone a great mass of undeveloped people of the same general character, with a desire for spirituality no greater than when living in the physical body, remain. Their condition is much worse than in this world, for there is not the opportunity for reformation that there       was before. There the great law of attraction holds together those of a       similar character, so that these live in mental poverty until they have a desire for better things. Then the way is shown and they work slowly out by their own efforts, but the labor is long and the path dim that leads to the zones of happiness and peace. Giordano Bruno said: 

“Whatever good a man has to his credit, whether it be much or little, is the seed from which he grows eternally.” 

[Love, in the fullest meaning of the word is what makes the world go round, and here, in conclusion, in contrast to the living hell of the earthbound spirit is Randall’s chapter on love, which in Greek is derived from the word “Charitas”, not “Eros,” (romantic or sensual love). This is the complete love that embraces all other forms of it. This is the light which guides the earthbound out of hell, the solution to all our earthly problems as well, and the secret component of all our effective prayers, along with contact and distant healing. Love, or Charity, is the antidote to and cure for all the hellish states and predicaments we may find ourselves in.   R.R.]    

      CHAPTER XVII         DEVELOPMENT THROUGH CHARITY 

      CHARITY, in its general acceptation, has been identified with       alms-giving. Spirit people, with their higher intelligence, contend that charity means giving to those in need our best and purest thought; and they have pointed out that on the earth plane it is rather a mechanical than a spiritual action to distribute material things to others. How many, when they help those in need, give their best thought as well as material aid? True, material assistance is often indispensable; but nevertheless, it should be only a stepping stone to something higher and nobler. A charitable thought, sent out and transmitted by waves of  psychic ether, will reach many souls in despair; and, perhaps, lift them to higher conditions in the material as well as in the spirit spheres. There are persons in earth life who are too poor to give material aid, but who, out of the richness of their benevolent hearts, give that which is better,  more precious, more Godlike, loving words and kindly deeds. 

Such as these are never too tired to offer sympathy, never too weary to speak a cheery word to struggling neighbors. Such persons radiate happiness around them, and are continually sending forth the purest and  best of which a soul is capable, and, when they go out into the after life, they find that the bread of thought cast upon the waters does return. 

It is my custom to ask of spirit people to give some expression of their views on subjects under consideration, and in reply to an inquiry about charity one said: 

“And the greatest of all is charity of thought, without which the utmost gifts of money become as pebbles in the mouths of the hungry. Think of all as you would have all think of you. A thought once born grows to its fullness, not only by the good done to the individual, but by its strength and good ness. It circles around, and after encompassing many in its kind embrace, rebounds to enrich the originator. Cultivate the desire to think  kindly of your fellow men. 

Some thought dominates all actions. Those who have evil thoughts are in danger of becoming evil themselves, though they may be unconscious of the fact. The mind flings out a radiance which, to some extent, sheds light on every avenue of life. If that radiance should grow feeble and your life selfish, you would long remain in the twilight, and your outlook would be limited. But, if kindness and true charity dominate your thoughts, the radiance will continue rich and bright till its emanations reach the boundaries of hope, and your soul is illumined by the crowning sun of happiness. 

The best way to judge character is to watch the faces of children who turn toward men. A good man loves them and has patience with them, and they turn to him as naturally as a flower follows the warmth of the sun. A  bad man realizes their helplessness, and brutally vents his malignity on their small defenseless heads. Such a man is not to be trusted in any walk of life. 

Again be generous to those to whom nature has limited her gifts, for nature compensates, and the time ‘will come when all shall be equal. The poorly equipped for earth life will more easily acquire the lessons to be learned in the next, for those of patience and humility are learned already. Those who think differently are to be enlightened, not censured or ridiculed, for all who understand this truth of life’s progression are entrusted with the great responsibility of teaching all who can understand; and you must get as close as possible to the lives of others, that your words may have weight. 

Let your hearts be fallow ground, plant therein the seeds of love, charity and purity; nourish them daily with the clear water of tenderness; and you will have a wonderful garden filled with fragrance and white with blossoms, and your life will become a; part of the great life principle.” 

A spirit, well known when in earth life, said one evening to a gentleman who worked with me, and who helped obtain the information now given the public: 

“The intense satisfaction that is the constant result of right doing, based on honest purpose, is, in itself, sufficient reward for action. Of all the trite sayings of the Bible, the one that reads, ‘What shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole world, and yet lose his own soul?’ is one with the greatest meaning. 

Wealth brings many opportunities for good and for evil; in fact, there are more for the latter than for the former, as the besetting sin of mortal man is selfishness and the possession of great riches allows free expression of that greatest of all sources of trouble. The true and full  meaning of the word ‘selfishness’ is in every way opposite to the most beautiful word in your language, ‘charity.’ Shorn of their meaning, as applied to money, they are the negative and positive of man’s character.  The fullest opportunity of giving expression to these two opposite words comes with the possession of great wealth. The understanding of the full  meaning of these two words is the truest index of a man’s character. The ability to make one’s life the embodiment of that wonderful word ‘charity,’ and to understand that other word ‘selfishness’ so as to avoid it, is the true test of mortal man’s ability to. control himself. 

Self-control is man’s perfect condition. To know charity and practice its  meaning; to know selfishness and keep it from you; this is self-control. This state of existence is as near perfection as the earthtied mortal can  hope to get. You have been chosen one among many on your side of life to  bring certain great truths to the people of the world. In advance of time, you are to be prepared for the time of your usefulness, and this is one of the moments of laying before you certain truths. To teach the truth, the teacher must be truthful; to induce others to accept pure and honest principles, the teacher must be pure and honest himself; to set certain facts before others, the teacher must be above criticism. 

You may honestly atone for those things that have so far occurred in your life, by making amends to those to whom you are indebted. So far as the errors of your past life are concerned, you have well and strongly conquered their chief cause, and you need no longer fear them. You have henceforth no excuse to do otherwise than follow the honorable and ennobling instincts of your nature. Guard well your actions, that they may not be open to criticism from others; and particularly from the one of all others from whom you cannot escape, your own self. You have been, and you are being, weighed in the balance; and so much is expected of you, that you must not be found wanting. 

Remember that wealth brings the opportunity to give expression to what is best in your nature, and that you will find the only reward for doing good in that intense feeling of satisfaction that can come only as the result of a good deed, unselfishly done. It is well that man should earn his  daily bread. It is the intention of nature that every mortal should struggle, for by no other means can he progress in the scale of being. 

This being so, one so situated that he can live without a proper exertion on his part, is unfortunate. Never forget this principle; the waste of money is not charity, but foolishness. You will find many practical ways to do good and to do it in the right way. A clean tenant demands a clean habitation. A pure heart and a pure mind are the results of your own efforts so to keep them. 

Charity is not a formula; it is thought, clothed with a kind act. 

Cultivate charity in judging others; try to draw out the latent good in them, rather than to discover the hidden evil. We must do this if we would rise to the full glory of our privilege, to the dignity of true living, to the supreme charity of the world.” 

Rescue Circles (51) Spirit helpers at the time of death, and natural transitions to the next world.

For the most part in this series we have looked at the sudden violent deaths of accident victims and of those killed in war, or those unable to find their way out of darkness because of a life of crime, selfish indulgence or mental illness.  These people couldn’t find their guides or loved ones and needed rest and recuperation or rescue by the special helpers working from our side in our circles or alone, or from helpers on the other side.

To put this picture of life after death back in balance, here are a few descriptions of the normal, positive type of experience most of us will have when passing.  The spirits communicating in the following accounts either described their passing to their loved ones at a private sitting or to the audience or congregation at a platform demonstration by the medium, and we thank all those concerned for making these accounts public, so that we can learn some more and compare their accounts with those we may have received from our own loved ones.  [R.R.]

The following account comes from a man who died at the beginning of the Twentieth Century.  He had believed in God, but had no idea of the next world.  

‘I did not know if everything finished with death, or whether there existed something else.  I did not ponder the question, but merely lived my life normally until I died. For some time I was ill.  Then, when the end was approaching, I was too weak, I could no longer eat.   I could no longer speak, I was too tired.  I was able to hear the people near my bed talking as though from a distance, but I could no longer pay any attention to them.   I saw quite different things.  But I could not make out whether I saw them in a dream, or in reality.  For  in the distance I saw my (deceased) parents coming to meet me.  They were accompanied by a few other relatives, who had entered the spirit world before me.  They stopped, however, a little way from me, and made signs to me.  I saw them quite distinctly, but I was too weak to utter a sound.  At the same time I heard the whispers of my (living) relatives who were standing near my bed, and so I was unable to give my full attention to either of the two groups.

I later experienced a presence hovering over my bed and busying itself with me, but I did not know what was to happen to me.  The spirit being hovered above me, stroking my head with its hands and stroking my bedcover back and forth.  I would have liked to grasp its hands, but I lacked the strength.  Then, once more a blankness came over me.

But now my parents drew close to me, and I saw them standing before me quite distinctly, while the spirit being still hovered above me.  Soon I saw a second being, which also busied itself with me.  The two of them stroked me with their hands for a long time, until at last I was able to touch them with my (spirit) hands, and as far as I could understand it, had divided myself in two.   They immediately drew my attention to this.  “Now you have died.  There lies your mortal body.  Look at it!”

At that moment I heard the people around my bed say” “Now he is dead.”  I floated here and there in the room for a short while before being drawn away by the two spirit beings.  I could no longer see my parents: they had disappeared.   I had a feeling of numbness.  I could not be sure where I was.  I was carried away from the room where I had died as though by a gust of wind, and suddenly I found myself in a new world.  Someone said to me: “This is the Beyond which all must enter.”  And the two spirit beings who had helped me to withdraw from my mortal body took leave of me, and said: “Our task with you has now been fulfilled.”

I did not know them but I nodded to them.  All at once my father and mother were standing before me, stretching out their hands to me.  Other figures also came up to me, and my parents were quickly taken away again.  So I found myself a complete stranger in new surroundings.  On the one hand I felt tired, and on the other I was eager to get to know this new world, the Beyond!  After all, life does go on after death!

Thoughts were running like lightning through my head.  I remembered my childhood, my lessons in religion.  My mother had told me about the angels in Heaven.  Later, I had dismissed such stories as fairy tales for children.  But now I was experiencing that in this world, those spirit beings we called ‘angels’ truly existed, and that some of them were occupying themselves with me. 

They led me towards a mansion (in the spirit world). I glanced quickly around, and to my astonishment found that many things were similar to those on earth.  I hardly believed this possible, for if I had any idea at all of Heaven or the other world, it was entirely different from this.   I realized that here, too, one had a body and could move around.   One could walk, talk, communicate with others.  I wanted to ask many questions, but I was now too tired.  I was immediately led to the spirit mansion, and assigned a resting place there.  I could lie down and rest;  I could sleep and remain there without being disturbed, as long as I still felt tired.  Later, someone would come and look after me.  Certainly, all was real with me.  I still thought that this must all be a dream.  I simply could not yet believe it was real.  But then the feeling of tiredness took hold of me, and I fell asleep.’

And so he began his new life on the other side.  Accounts are plentiful describing  life on the  various planes and levels, once a spirit awakens from the first sleep after death.  Books by  Andrew Jackson Davis,  Vale Owen,  Robert James Lees,  Albert Pauchard, Drayton Thomas and  Anthony Borgia are some of the classics that can be read for further details and comparison.  Accounts of Near Death Experiences  are also plentiful, describing the early stages of the natural process of passing.  Having gone through an NDE myself, and astral traveling, I know that none of this is fanciful fiction or mere brain hallucination or drug induced confabulation. Skeptics, save your breath!  It is  Grim Reapers and Demons that are pure fantasy, unless you get into black magic and create a malevolent tulpa.  [Richard R.]

Now here is an account of a lady passing perhaps fifty years ago. 

‘I did not know that I was about to die.   I was no longer able to speak, but could see and recognize all the people present.   I was also able to hear everything that was spoken in the sickroom, and I could see many more things than before.  I saw the room in which I was lying, and beyond that I could see the whole house.  It seemed as if there were no walls in this house.  I saw what was happening in the kitchen.  I saw what was happening in the next room, and I heard what was being said there.  Naturally I found it strange that people were already talking about my funeral.  I couldn’t say anything, but I would love to have done so.

Then I saw other beings, who were strangers to me;  they seemed to come from a quite different world.  And I heard them talk to one another.  And they spoke about my passing;  one of them was even able to indicate the exact time when this would happen.   I understood everything, but could only wonder, for I was unable to communicate either with them or with my relatives;   there was a clock in the room which I could see without having to sit up in bed.  So I knew the exact time, and could work out for myself how long I had left.

After a while a veil seemed to cover my eyes, and then the strange beings again approached me.  I looked at the clock.  But so far as I could see, there were still about three hours left.  At times I was able to see and hear my relatives, and I felt quite angry about their conversation.  But that did not help me at all, since I had no strength to defend myself against them.   One of the beings had said: “Next time we will come even closer”, and this is exactly what happened:  they came closer at each appearance, and now they were holding my hands.  They stood on either side of my bed, and one of them was touching my forehead with his hands.  I secretly hoped that this would make me well, for I did not want to admit that I was about to die, although in fact it should have been obvious to me.   For these beings around me had come from another world; they were not human (that is, live human beings) though they had something of a human look about them.

I had a feeling of relief as they were holding my hands like this, while someone else was touching my forehead with his hands.  Then other beings around me were moving their hands to and from over my body.  And while I was watching this procedure I felt lighter and lighter, and suddenly found myself standing next to the beings while at the same time seeing myself lying in bed.   I was really very tired, and the whole experience had made a great impression on me.  All at once, one of the beings pointed to the clock and said to me: “Didn’t we tell you the truth?  It is exactly the right time.   We have helped you to separate from your body, we have released you from it and we have made it easier for you to leave your earthly life.” 

They now wanted to lead me away from the room; they told me that they would like to hurry away from it and to speak with me later.   I ought no longer to pay attention to the things my relatives were saying about me, about my estate, my funeral and other such matters.   They fled with me from the house, and so quickly that I could not see what was happening to right or left.   Suddenly, I was standing in a world entirely strange to me, in front of a house which they wanted me to enter with them.  But first they said to me: “This is the house in which you will now live.  Everything else lies behind you.  We wish to enter and assess your harvest.”

What did they mean by my ‘harvest’?  I began to think about it.  I was astonished by what I noticed around me.   The world I had just entered was similar to the one I had left behind, and yet I felt I was in an entirely different place.  As I stood looking around in bewilderment, I suddenly saw my deceased parents.  They came up to me, having been waiting for me in the house.  Not only my parents were there I also met other deceased relatives and friends, who had come to welcome me and wish me luck.  My mother then said to me quietly: “First there will be a discussion about your harvest; we shall see each other again later on.”  But I begged my mother: “Please stay with me, don’t go away.  I’m afraid!”  And I pleaded with my father, too:  “Please stay with me.  You can both help me.  I’m afraid.”

At that moment I heard a strange being say to me: “You are afraid?  Why, and of whom are you afraid?”  I replied that I was afraid simply because everything was so unfamiliar here.  At that point another completely unknown spirit raised his voice: ”Come now, let us talk about the harvest you have brought with you!”   

Vainly I racked my brains to know what they could mean.  Could it be that they wanted to talk about my life on earth?  Is that what they meant by “harvest”?  They appeared to be able to read my thoughts, for one of them said:  “That is, indeed, what we want to discuss with you.”

I was filled with awe by the sight of these wonderful beings.  They were dressed in brilliant colors, and they wore magnificent ornaments, which seemed to be somehow woven into or imprinted on their garments.  I could not be more precise than this.  Their heads and arms were adorned with costly circlets, set with precious gems.  Their whole appearance filled me with awe, they looked so noble and distinguished.

I took it that they possessed some kind of authority in this other world.  I immediately thought of the earthly possessions I had left behind.  Then I looked at myself, but the sight was not very gratifying.  I was dressed in a grayish garment which enveloped me closely from the neck to the floor.  I could not tell what kind of garment it was.   I was aware of my body and my hands, and I wondered whether I could possibly improve my appearance.  I wanted a different garment, for I did not like this one.

Then someone spoke sharply to me, and my anxiety grew increasingly greater.  “What have you brought back with you?” he demanded, quite harshly.  I did not know how to answer.  What had I brought back?  Nothing, not even a decent dress.  I really did not know what they meant, and I answered: “I’ve had to leave my possessions behind.”    “We   are not talking about perishable things,” they retorted.  “Everything you have let behind is transitory, and holds no interest for us.  We are only interested in what is imperishable.  Have you performed any good works?  That is the harvest we should like to discuss with you.”

I did not know whether I had done anything of lasting value. They became more and more insistent in asking what I had brought back with me.  I did not know how to answer their questions.  Then this wonderful being stood beside me.  At last I was being helped.  Someone was there to defend me.  I suddenly felt secure in the presence of this newcomer.

This beautiful spirit now began to talk about my past life.  He spoke about my faults and about my good deeds and virtues, and it seemed as though he wanted to talk less about the former than the latter.  I soon realized that I had gained an advocate.  Now and then someone raised an objection.  But the spirit continued to talk, and seemed to be gaining the upper hand.  The others who had plagued me with questions about my harvest became more kindly disposed, and looked at me with more sympathy.   This surprised me and filled me with joy.  Gradually all fear left me, and no further questions were raised.  At the end they spoke only with my advocate about myself, and my life.  This led to quite a discussion.

They appeared  to reach an agreement about my future, but I could no longer follow their words.  I did not, after all, understand anything as yet about the law and order of the world of spirit.  s. I would not in any case have been able to reply, and so my advocate had to speak for me. 

Finally the others left us and I remained alone with my advocate.  I knelt down before him and kissed his hands, thanking him for his help.  This divine being stood before me full of love, strengthening, encouraging  and consoling me, saying: “It is true, you have made many mistakes in your life, and your harvest is not especially good.  You will have to atone for many things.”  He warned me to be truly obedient in future.  I was to be granted a certain period of adjustment, during which I would be able to rest and sleep, and also to have a look at my new surroundings.  Furthermore, I would be able to make contact with spirit brothers and sisters in my neighborhood, with whom I would be living from now on.  He also mentioned another possibility: if I had a great longing to return to my house on earth I could do so, though it would not be at all advisable, for by returning to the scene of one’s earthly life, one would merely delay one’s ascent.  He had now done what he, as my angel advocate, was permitted to do.   Every newcomer is given such a helper, unless his earthly life has been too incriminating.    

I had been lucky to have this angel advocate, and I was naturally very interested in getting to know this new world.  My advocate took his leave, promising to visit me from time to time.  I now knew for certain that I had indeed passed on, and that I was living in quite a  different world.  I had left my mortal body behind in the material world.  Strictly speaking, I was less interested in the new world than in what my relatives on earth had been doing after my death.  I thought to myself, “if, as I’ve been told, I am given the opportunity of going back to their world, then I’ll take advantage of it.  I shall have plenty of time later to spend in this new world.”  I could not resist my longing, and so I followed my impulse.’

[to be continued]     

Rescue Circles  (54)   The spirit body, and its mind and personality – more from ‘heaven’

All the communications we have with the other side show that each person’s unique mind and personality survives death.  Saints and sinners, statesman, artists, philosophers, scientists and ordinary folk alike, all retain their own stream of consciousness, their level of understanding, their likes and dislikes and way of thinking and everything that distinguishes them, one from another.  What shape or form their spirit body takes we can never know, though in the initial stages they tell us that they HAVE a body, growing older and maturing if they passed as children or growing younger if they passed in old age. In the account below, Adelheid still has her good singing voice and can work. Spirits  can materialize their body or a facsimile of their former earth body, in a physical séance, or make it visible as an apparition or ITC image, or audible at the direct voice séance or as EVP, or as an orb or point of light.  But we will never be able to PROVE in material terms that a spirit body exists, or tangibly examine its many levels and qualities.  All the proof we have and need  lies in our recognition of our loved ones’ consciousness and unique personality as they communicate, together with all the evidential information they can give.  

This series is presenting spirits from different countries round the world who have experienced every type of death and bodily disintegration, and yet have all survived to tell the tale. What more evidence do we need to convince us of an afterlife, and a continuing  existence for all of us?       Now we will return to look at the communications from Switzerland.  [Richard R.]

Adelheid continued her narration:

“My confidence had been growing as I became aware that my spirit companion apparently knew everything.  She must have brought me to the right house.  Very well – I would go in.  When I opened the door a spirit I had not seen before came hurrying towards me.  I was greatly impressed by his appearance.  The spirit who had brought me here had looked kind, but all along I had sensed that she was not of the highest rank.  Those I was now meeting, however, had a special quality about them.  They smiled reassuringly, and my anxiety vanished.  I introduced myself.

‘Why, yes,’ they said, ‘we knew you were coming, and we have already prepared a room for you.’

Then they led me down a long corridor to this room, saying: ‘You may live here by yourself.  If you need to know anything about our regulations and our way of life, you can go to that room over there where you will always find members of our community willing to give you the information you require.’ 

I thanked them and went into my room.  I had a good look at it and found it very pleasant, though it was furnished quite simply.  It reminded me of my own modest life-style.  The thing that impressed me most was the wonderful feeling of order – everything was so shiningly clean.  I remembered what the angel had said: ‘There is nothing material here: everything is spiritual.’   So I accepted things as I found them – orderly, beautiful and well cared for.  This is spiritual, I told myself, and therefore of great value….

Suddenly I felt tired.  It was as though I had been through some colossal exertion.  I was still somewhat confused, feeling that sooner or later it would get dark, but it didn’t happen that way.   Instead I felt increasingly weary, and seeing a comfortable couch I lay down.   All I wanted was rest and sleep.  So much had happened to me - I’d had so many bewildering experiences.  All of a sudden, to be in heaven!  Could that be true?  Was heaven really like this?

Many other thoughts were racing through my mind, but I was no longer able to think coherently.  I simply wanted to rest and to sleep.  But one thought kept coming back: when I woke up, might I once again find myself a human being?  Perhaps it was all a dream?  But for the time being all that mattered was sleep.

So I slept.  For how long, I do not know.  Time, for me, had stopped.  When I opened my eyes again, I was not alone – two spirits were standing in front of me.  Smiling, they offered me a drink that was intended to make me feel stronger.  One of them wrapped a shawl round my shoulders, saying, ‘Perhaps you feel a little chilly, for you are not yet used to this atmosphere.’  I did in fact feel rather cold.  I didn’t know whether or not this was caused by the change in my surroundings, but the shawl made me feel warmer.  Then they said to me: ‘When you feel restored, come outside and have a look round.  Then, after you have seen what there is to see and have satisfied your curiosity, come back; it will be time for you to get ready to start work.’

Work?  The idea struck me as ludicrous.  But I very soon remembered that everything here seemed to be very much as it was on earth, except that matter had been replaced by spirit.  I had imagined that in heaven one would do nothing but pray and sing hymns.  The angels picked up my thoughts without my saying a word.  They smiled and said: ‘Of course, we too pray and sing to the glory of God.  But there is a right time for everything.  We also have to work.  And if you are interested in seeing how and where we work, and what sort of work we do, we can show you at once where to go.’

At that, they pointed in a particular direction.  Not far from our house were some buildings where spirits were working.  One only had to cross a river; the workshops were on the other side.  All I had to do was to go there and make enquiries.  If after that I had further questions, these spirits would gladly answer them for me.

Then they took leave of me.  I rested a little longer and continued to reflect.   I still found myself bewildered.  Was this to be my new existence?  To be honest I had a feeling of guilt – I knew that I had sinned and made many mistakes in life, although I had been taught to behave quite differently.  And after all, if this was supposed to be heaven, where was God?  Where was Christ?  I had thought that before anything else happened I would be taken up to God, and that I would see Him and Christ too.   So I would know where I was, and what to expect.  But here I felt that I was immensely far from God.  We had been taught that after death we would come into the presence of God.  Yet I was not in His presence.

These thoughts were occupying my mind.  But I did not want them to worry me too much, for I had been told that my questions would be answered.  Not wanting to be too demanding,  I decided that first of all I would get to know my new environment.  So I went out of the house.

I felt stronger, and for the time being did not have to bother about getting hungry or thirsty.   On leaving the house I suddenly felt perfectly well – more free than I had ever felt as a human being.   It was as though I could fly, so light was my spirit.  I stood with my feet firmly on the ground in order to find out whether I was walking or flying; whichever was the case, I was indeed moving forward.  I said to myself: ‘Well, now you are a spirit, you have left material things behind.  What used to be a burden and an effort to you is no longer there.’  I began to take pride in being such a fortunate spirit.

Then I crossed the river, and went to watch my fellow spirits.  However, I still felt the need for solitude.  I was keen to discover what was going on in those workshops.  But to know that I too was to work in them was for me a disappointment.  As a human being I had been able to sing quite well.  I had sung in the church choir, and friends and neighbours had taken delight in my singing.  I had thought that my new companions in heaven might also enjoy it – perhaps even God, Christ and the saints.  But wherever could they be?  

While I was on my way I tried to see whether I could still sing.  And I found that I could – my voice was purer and more beautiful than it had ever been.  But of course – I thought to myself – everything in the spirit world is of finer quality; now that I had been freed from matter my singing, too, would improve.  Breathing and walking required no effort.  There was nothing to cause pain.  And now, I had discovered that my voice had this wonderful new tone.  My throat could produce any sound I wanted.  I felt sure that God and all the saints in heaven would listen to me, and I came to the conclusion that, with such a gift, I certainly wouldn’t have to work.

Eventually I went into the workshop - a long, narrow room where crowds of spirits were at work.  I felt dismayed, for it seemed like a factory on earth.  Could this really be heaven?  Must one work so hard here?  Some of the spirits were weaving, others were drawing and painting and making rugs.  I was astonished, walking through the room.  No one paid me any attention: they were all absorbed in their work, not even looking up as I passed by.  Nothing could disturb them.   One or two spirits seemed to be acting as supervisors   ‘So life here isn’t so easy after all,’ I thought to myself.  No one asked me why I had come here.  They seemed to be used to strangers looking around.

From there I went to a nearby wood, in order to sing as powerfully as I could.  I hoped that someone would recognize my talent and say to me: ‘You won’t need to work – with a voice like that you’ll be able to earn money by singing.’  Earn money?  Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.  What would be the rate of pay for the spirits in the workshops?  Not very high, I thought, for mass-production isn’t worth much. I would certainly be able to earn more by singing.

Encouraged by this thought I returned to my quarters, or rather to my small room.  Once there I began to sing again, hoping to attract the attention of some of the more influential spirits.  I sang and sang.  Soon it became clear that no one was taking any notice of me.  It was as though the place were empty.  I was greatly disappointed.  Not wanting to give up too early, however, I reflected on the fact that in heaven one had to pray.  I would prefer even that to working like everyone else.  So I prayed and I sang – first one and then the other.  

I went outside again, and found that the other spirits had finished work and had gone back to the house.  There, they stayed quietly in their rooms.  I didn’t pay much attention to them, for I was thinking only of myself and my own concerns.  Finally, I followed the advice I had been given and went up to one of the angels;  I told him that I had looked around and had seen that a lot of work was going on, but that music, singing and worship were lacking.  The angel assured me that these were all to be found, only I hadn’t yet been to the right place.  I could go to one of these if I wished, but first I would have to decide what kind of work I would do.

This made me feel uneasy.  I wished to sing, and I made it clear that I wanted the angel to take me to wherever singing took place.  I was given permission to accompany other spirits to a building, supported by pillars.  It had a large anteroom where people could talk to one another, and from this an open door led to an even larger room, immaculately bright, where spirits were praying and singing and making music.  It was a place of worship, but quite different from an earthly church.

I was enjoying the wonderful singing, and I felt sure I would be able to join this choir.  When the service was over I stayed on; I was convinced that my voice would carry well in this room, which seemed exactly right for solo singing.  So I started to sing.  It was disappointing to find that there was no audience – everyone had left.  But I comforted myself with the thought that they must have been tired; next time, they would surely listen to me.

I decided to sing to my fellow spirits while they were returning from work. So I did this. And to my joy some of them stopped and smiled at me, while one or two actually clapped.  But it was discouraging to find that they then continued on their way.  No one said to me:  ‘Your voice is really wonderful; you shouldn’t have to work, you should do nothing but sing.’  My hopes were dashed.  However, I gave the matter further thought: if there was a Father in heaven, and if His praises were to be sung, then I could be the one to do it.  At that time I knew nothing about spiritual law, about spiritual order and progress.

It was a touch of arrogance that made me thin: ‘ Shan’t be able to live happily in this cramped little room.  Having such a fine voice I should be able to earn more and live in a house of my own.’  I had seen other buildings in the neighboruhood, some smaller, some larger than ours, and none of them so crowded.  I therefore asked one to the angels whether I couldn’t serve God better by singing.  The angel replied: ‘Yes, of course you could well do that in your spare time.  But first you must take on a job of some kind.’

I continued to thrash out this subject, wanting to know whether there couldn’t be some other way for me.  There was surely nothing more wonderful than music and song for giving joy to God.  But the angel simply said : ‘Dear sister, you must know that you are still so far away from God that He cannot hear your singing.’

That was a new shock for me.  I had believed that God could see and hear everything that happened, even in the furthest corner of heaven.  How could He not hear Me?  ‘You will find out about it,’ I was told. ‘Much is required from those who are allowed to sing in God’s presence.’

It was now clear to me that conditions in heaven were not as I had imagined them when I was a human being.  From that time on the angels did not stand on ceremony with me, but gave me a specific work schedule that I simply had to accept.  All my talking had been useless; I would not be able to win a superior position in heaven through singing, nor would I be able to earn more money than the others.  I had asked about the salary, because I wanted a better house.  But I had been told: ‘We have no money, and we desire none;  what you earn here is virtue.  Your work is to learn obedience, love, consideration and kindness; it is these that you must try to acquire - they are the best possible reward.’ 

I had to admit that this was true.  At the same time, however, I was still too closely bound to earthly ideas to be able to recognize that spiritual life has quite different conditions.  They told me that I would be granted gifts as soon as I had earned sufficient virtue.  In heaven, they said, virtue is the most valuable of all possessions, and far from easy to acquire.  My life in the spiritual world then began, and at the start it was hard enough.

They had given me ample time to look around and make up my own mind.  It was now up to me to show either good will, or else greed and resentment. In this way I would grade myself, and as a result the other spirits would be able to recognize my position. I had to work like the rest.  I was also taught about divine law and the plan of redemption, about Creation and the need for spiritual purification, as well as the way to gain virtue and lose bad habits. 

So I became part of the new world and was struck by its justice, its severity.  Later I was grateful for these qualities, for they enabled me to begin to develop spiritually.  I was shown leniency, but also strictness, for I had to learn to be obedient.  I made progress.  I was able to move on from the level of the workshop and, rising with the angels, undertake more rewarding tasks which gave me greater joy.  At last I was allowed to satisfy my longing to sing to the glory of God.  In time, I came closer to God and was to repeat my question: ‘Will God and Christ hear my singing?  And the saints who live close to God?’  I was told: ‘Your singing will be listened to when, in the Communion of Saints, [when you have reached them,] you sing to the glory of God – when that happens your voice, too, will be heard.

That is the story of my ascent, which would take too long to describe in every detail.  Throughout this experience zeal and obedience are tested over and over again.  I am happy now that I have joined the ranks of spirits who belong to your community, and who stand ready to serve you. Anyone who calls on us and who is willing to submit his life to God’s law will be given our support.   Dear brothers and sisters, I have recounted to you my first impressions of the next world.  Now I am going back, and I shall leave you with the blessing of God.  Your lives should be lived to the glory of God.  May God bless you.”

Rescue Circles (55)   Deepak Chopra and the Burden of Proof, Scientists who have  already accepted the evidence, and more rescue communications from beyond.

I don’t want to steal Deepak Chopra’s thunder, but the subject of his latest book, “Life after Death: the Burden of Proof”  has already been discussed here on the List, and in this rescue series and other articles.   Although Colonel Henry Olcott was not convinced by the materializations of the Eddy Brothers in the mid 1800s, as related in the recent newspaper article* that Robert Egby kindly posted here, I have found three scientists and an admiral who have committed themselves to declaring publicly that there IS survival and a continuation of life after death. 

From over 150 years ago we have Professor of Chemistry Robert Hare, Graduate of Harvard and Yale, who declared in 1855 at the end of his book “Spiritualism Scientifically Demonstrated”   ‘Let the reader turn to the evidence which has converted me from a prepossessing skeptic to a devout believer in spiritual communication. Let that glorious portraiture of the spirit world be considered which has been opened to the view of mortals through the high spirits who have accredited me as one of their servants.’

Then, nearly ninety years ago, a year before his death after devoting the greater part of his life to writing about psychical research, Professor James Hyslop concluded in his last book “Contact with the Other World”  1919,  ‘Personally I regard the fact of survival after death as scientifically proved.  I agree that this opinion is not upheld in scientific quarters. But this is neither our fault nor that of the facts.  Evolution was not believed until long after it was proved.  The fault lay with those who were too ignorant or too stubborn to accept the facts.  History shows that every intelligent man who has gone into this investigation, if he gave it adequate examination at all, has come out believing in spirits; this circumstance places the burden of proof on the shoulders of the skeptic. [It will be hard to prove that there is no ‘Beyond.”  Skeptics believe in nothing after death.  How can one prove that nothing exists?!  R.R.] 

Previously in 1911 Vice-Admiral Usborne Moore had written in his book “Glimpses of the Next State”  ‘When it comes to the passage of matter through matter and others of the higher forces of spiritism [in physical materializations and apports etc] that can only be witnessed under favourable mental and atmospheric conditions, it is difficult to see how science can prove ANYTHING.’   But… ‘In the following pages I shall make an attempt to contribute my share to the general stock of information on the subject of spiritist phenomena by recording those of my experiences which I have every reason to believe are genuine manifestations of power exercised by discarnate beings who once lived on this earth plane.

Finally in 1959  Professor Hornell Hart of Duke University, who had worked closely with parapsychologist  J. B. Rhine, stated in his book “The Enigma of Survival” - ‘Human personality DOES survive bodily death.  That is the outcome which I find emerging when the strongest anti-survivalist arguments and the strongest rebuttals are considered thoroughly, with dispassionate open-mindedness.’  

Many, many other writers and researchers  past and present are convinced of survival and life beyond death, including Australian lawyer Victor Zammit, Harold Sherman, Hannen Swaffer, Lord Northcliffe, Lord Dowding, Victor Goddard, Conan Doyle, Stewart White, Paul Beard, Maurice Barbanell…..the list is endless, and of course, we have to include all our mediums! Without them we’d be stumbling about in the dark.

*Here is an extract from that article in the Rutland Herald for October 20, 2006, about the historic town of Chittenden, Vermont:-

“At one time in the 19th century, Chittenden gained notoriety of being referred to as the “Spirit Capital of the Universe.” The spiritualist activities of the Eddy brothers, William and Horatio, prompted this title.

The pair baffled experts in their seances. “Spiritual manifestation and materializations” appeared before those in attendance without explanation. Col. Henry S. Olcott investigated the Eddy brothers for three months. Afterwards he declared, “The forms I saw at Chittenden, while defying any other explanation that they are of super-sensual origin, are still, as a scientific fact, to be regarded as ‘not proven.’”

The Eddy house still stands today, but in two pieces. Apparently a disagreement between the two brothers forced the family home to be cut in half. Today the halves stand on opposite sides of a town road.”

MORE MESSAGES FROM BEYOND

In TV shows like “Beyond” and “Crossing Over” and at services and meetings for messages and clairvoyance we get brief evidential messages  and  words of consolation and encouragement and perhaps some advice, but rarely longer descriptions of life on the other side.  These are more likely to occur at private sittings, or with direct voice and automatic writing.  In  the latest book from Allison Dubois “We are their Heaven” we are given a number of accounts which give details of the manner of her clients’ loved ones’  passing and their  spirits returning to say they are still alive, and watching  over  their loved ones on earth when they are needed, and this gives consolation  and closure to the bereaved. We are given the opportunity of reading the stories from three points of view, those of the sitters and their friends and relatives, the medium and the spirit from beyond. But in this book and similar by other contemporary mediums, and in fictional shows like “Medium”  and “Ghost Whisperer”  the accounts deal with  earthbounds, rescue work, psychic investigation of murder scenes or spirits returning to prove their survival. For longer accounts of conditions after death, we have to look in the archives of psychical research, and from personal records in the Spiritualist literature.     

There have been a number of these longer accounts excerpted in this series, and here are a few more, first of the return of an accident victim, a woman killed in a traffic accident occurring on a motorway near Hamburg in 1960.   For those who read German and are interested in reading fifteen further longer accounts,  the following pamphlet is well worth a read:-  “Was uns erwartet”  by Walter Hinz, Zurich, 1962.  [What awaits us.”]

This Hamburg story, says Professor Hinz, ‘is valuable not only for its sense of immediacy, but also because it brings into focus the different stages to be experienced immediately after death.’ Here is what the spirit of Catherine said, coming through on March 6th, 1968.

“I am one whose life was interrupted by sudden death.  My husband and I, with our two children, were driving away for the weekend when the accident occurred.  We were on the motorway, and hadn’t gone far when a car came towards us at great speed on the wrong side of the road.  I can still hear my husband shouting in Berlin slang: ‘What the heck are you up to?!’   In great agitation we saw what was going to happen.  The car bore down on us at a crazy speed and we, or rather my husband, found himself unable to avoid it.  The collision took place in a flash.  I felt nothing more.   The last thing I was aware of were those words of my husband.

This is what happened:  I and my younger daughter – whose name like mine is Catherine – were dead.  William, my husband, was badly injured:  Betty, my other daughter, was all right.   Soon, though I couldn’t see anything, I began to hear what someone was saying:  ‘Those two are dead. The older child isn’t injured, but the man seems badly hurt.’  I could hear other words which I can’t remember, except someone said: ‘Better take them straight to the mortuary.’

After that I was able to open my eyes and what I saw shocked. I  was lying, lifeless, on a stretcher, and not far away lay little Catherine.  I was still hunched up.  All at once I felt hands touching me, straightening me out.  Then I saw and heard all the other people –  the police were there, and the ambulance men, other cars had stopped and people had gathered round.  All I seemed to hear were the words: ‘Those two are dead.’  

CATHERINE      No!  You can’t mean me – I’m not dead at all, I’m alive.!

At that, a nearby person spoke to me.  He looked strange – somehow not quite human.   

SPIRIT PERSON     But you ARE dead, you have died in an accident.  Can you not see your mortal body?

CATHERINE    That can’t be me!  I’m here – I’m alive!’

Then I noticed my child, and the person went on: 

SPIRIT     Look, little Catherine is dead, too.

CATHERINE     But it’s impossible!  It can’t be true – I’m here, alive.   Why are you like the others, insisting that I’m dead?  

I watched my body being placed in an ambulance with little Catherine’s body; the ambulance drove away, but I remained on the same spot.  I also saw my husband being driven away.  I spent what seemed an age in that miserable place, in a state of confusion.  Gradually the people went away, and I was left standing there alone.   I began to realize that I really was dead.  I remembered the car coming towards us, frightening us.  But I still couldn’t grasp how I could be dead and yet there, able to speak.  How could I be dead?  I simply couldn’t understand it.

The person beside me began to explain.

SPIRIT     Your spiritual body has left your earthly body, which will now be buried.  But your soul – that which made you alive – will return to the kingdom of eternal life.

CATHERINE     Please let me go and find out how my husband is.  I want to see my husband.

SPIRIT     If you wish, you may follow your husband.

CATHERINE     If I really am dead, then my first thought must be for my husband’s future.

I followed the tracks of the ambulance and found my husband in the hospital.  I was also worried about Betty, wondering what had happened to her.  I discovered that my sister was taking care of her; she had taken Betty into her home.  My sister was very sad – she was crying because I and little Catherine had died.  I went into her house, wanting to hear and see what was going on.  In due course I attended my own funeral.  From time to time I went back to the hospital, returning to my sister’s house.  I also went again and again to my grave in the cemetery.  They had buried little Catherine and myself in the same grave.

I noticed that people regularly came to visit the graves of their relative, and I waited to see who would come to my grave.  My sister did, but few others took the trouble.   I was drawn again and again to the hospital where my husband lay.  I was worried about his future, and plagued by thoughts of what might have happened to my little Catherine.  I sobbed and moaned.  Then, when I was once more at the cemetery, a strange being came up to me and begged me to leave that place and go to the spiritual realm where I belonged.  I told him that I still had  obligations to fulfill on earth, but that I would gladly follow his suggestion later on.   I was still anxious and confused.  I did not know what I was supposed to do.  Should I listen to this stranger?  And then the thought came to me: ‘Perhaps I might do as he says.’

He led me to a place that was quite unfamiliar to me, and asked: ‘Would you not like to see your little daughter?’  That was indeed my greatest wish – I longed to find out what had happened to Catherine.  But I felt overwhelmed with anxiety.  At one point I said that I would like to see Catherine, then I wanted to go back to my sister and Betty, and then again I wanted to visit my husband.  I was utterly confused  and agitated.

The stranger was aware of this and offered to take me to his house so that I could rest and recuperate.  In the meantime there was much that was reassuring; the spirit world was already taking care of my husband’s health, and he would recover, for his injuries were not critical.  Little Betty was also getting on quite well.  Whatever happened, I would have to come to terms with my new existence. But I was still constantly drawn back to my house on earth.   I felt I had to look after things there, though my husband was still in hospital.

The stranger now became my constant companion.  He told me again and again that it was senseless for me to behave in this way – there were plenty of spirits taking care of the future of my beloved husband and daughter.  Eventually I allowed myself to be persuaded, and the stranger led me to the place where Catherine was living.

I expected her to recognize me, call out to me and show that she had missed me.  She certainly did smile when  she saw me again for the first time, but after that she hardly noticed me.  This worried me, for she was after all my child and I expected her to love me.  However, I saw that she was living in a fine building with a beautiful garden, and that she and her playmates lacked nothing.  They had plenty of toys, and were being looked after and kept amused by a group of friendly spirits who were playing and singing and making music with them.  The children wore bright colours – they had wreaths of flowers on their heads, and some were dressed in special playsuits.  My little Catherine was quite happy.  She was reveling in the variety of toys and games, and was not exactly pining for her Mummy!”

[Catherine’s story to be continued].

Rescue Circles (56)  More about the burden of proof, and what is real.  Children in the spirit worlds.

The yogi and the mystic have always found at the end of their meditations that this world is illusion, and that what lies beyond is what is real.  What seems to be solid here in our nuts and bolts scientific universe, with its hypothetical big bang and its black holes and its antimatter, is but a moment in divine cosmic time, and all may change in a flash, or stay as it is for a few trillion years yet.  We worry about global warming, and our present technology with which we are gradually polluting ourselves and all life here out of existence. [We have a chance in the next election to do something about that!] But in larger terms, a major pole shift, or a major earthquake or volcanic eruption, or a large asteroid, could wipe us all out in a flash.  Even so, life would continue, and we would look on from the spirit worlds and see that the physical universe was continuing on its way without much disturbance.

The material reality is only appearance.  The universe and all it contains, as it seems to be to our five sense, is not so, but just energy held together by electro-magnetic force and divine intelligence and spiritual laws we can only be dimly aware of, so that all solid things can be deconstructed and put back together by spirit intelligence quite easily, as happens in a small way with apports and asports in a séance.  Spirit is reality, divine mind and thought power, backed by the divine intelligence we call by various names:-  God, Allah, the Great Spirit, the Almighty, Love-Intelligence…………

So, to my mind, beyond a certain point it is quite pointless putting too much human energy into trying to prove an afterlife and survival of spirit, when we, as material forms, cannot substantiate our own existence even, here on earth. Once we realize who and what we are, divine spirits experiencing a certain kind of temporary material existence, then we can play our part to the best of our ability, and then move on, back to our true home in spirit. Life here is an exciting, but precarious adventure for the spirit.  We should make the most of it, not whine and complain, or get angry or go into therapy.

This is the mystic’s vision of life, as well as the Spiritualist’s.  All worldly things are appearance and mind play: divine imagination.  The only way to know is not through trying to prove something in material terms, but through individual direct experience. Trying to go deeper into this we become like a dog chasing its tail!  We can best observe and compare our experiences from our earthly position with our human five senses, and, with the higher psychic senses, if we are lucky enough to be gifted with some of them, be aware that there is something more, illusive and yet more permanent.  So events like UFOs and crop circles and other unfathomable mysteries can be understood just so far with our various senses, and by our math, language, imagery, signs and symbols,  scientific hypotheses and comparisons.  But then we must be silent before our brain fails us, unable to take it all in. 

So, bracheting that and putting it aside, hanging it on the hatstand, ‘epoche(’ as philosopher Husserl would say, let’s continue with listening to what spirit has to say!                 

[ Richard.]

Catherine continued her narration:

“My daughter, little Catherine, liked the kind spirits who played with her and who were dressed in rainbow colours – to my mind, too colourful.  I found their style tasteless.  But it was after all a different world.  These wonderful beings wore anklets, necklaces, coloured ribbons, and their arms were half-covered with bracelets.  The children playing there took great delight in their companions.

Catherine was four years old and some of the children were even younger.  They were playing with their spirit companions who were dressed, in my opinion, far too gaudily, but who were nonetheless affectionate and loving, thoroughly well-suited to their job.  The smallest children were allowed to pull off the ribbons and bracelets and play with them.   I began to realize that the adornments were intended to be no more than toys for the little ones and I came to understand that all these enjoyable activities were helping the children not to miss their mothers.

I no longer needed to worry about Catherine.  But I was still worrying about my husband and Betty.  I felt sure that I now had to look for a new wife for William, for Betty needed a new mother, and I actually started to search for the right woman.  I remembered a friend who had a sister, and I thought that this sister might make a good wife for William; even when I discovered that she already had a fiancé, I believed that I could somehow break up the engagement.  I was still very selfish.

I did not realize at that time how selfish I was.  I was thinking only of my own family – my husband and my daughter.  And I believed that my friend’s sister would be the right person to look after them.  I therefore tried to attract her fiance’s  attention and to influence him, for I had watched other spirits and learned from them how this could be done.  Apart from this I roamed from place to place, visiting my friends and wandering round the town.  Above all, I wanted to find out what happened to others who, like me, were dead.  Were they all living obediently as spirits in the spirit world?  Or did they long to return to their earthly homes to see whether everything was all right?

I had many different experiences, and in my desire to explore everything I watched  people being approached by evil spirits who tried to exert a malicious influence over them, and sometimes succeeded.  On the other hand I saw noble beings –angels – similarly drawing near to people.  And when one of the evil spirits had spent a certain time with a human being, his place was sometimes taken by  an angel, who would talk to the man (that is, to his spirit) and give him a warning.  After this the man might become uncertain, looking as though he was suffering from a guilty conscience.  Occasionally a man would give way to an evil spirit, but in such cases a good spirit would come and try to talk him out of this frame of mind; then the man would become irresolute, not knowing what to do.  I realized that in the end all depends on the individual, who has to make decisions for himself.  [Though I was still intent on influencing my husband, the spirit world frustrated my plans].  I was severely rebuked.  From that time on I was forbidden to enter my husband’s house.  I learned that it was no business of mine to find him a new wife.  He must make such a decision of his own free will, since it was he who would have to take full responsibility for it.  It had nothing to do with me.   This ruling saddened me, but it was a strict one and I had to obey it.  I was told that I had had my final warning – after this, my punishment for disobedience would be denial of my right to visit the children’s  paradise where little Catherine was living.  I thought to myself: ‘Well, I will leave it to God and his servants to show me the right way.  I put my trust in God’s help, and I shall not return to earth until I am allowed to do so.’

It seemed that my decision was satisfactory, although the angels could see that I was not really in earnest.  Nevertheless they asked me to follow them, saying that I had suffered a severe shock and it was necessary that I should rest.  This, they fully understood.  The accident had been very recent, and I was still closely bound up with it.  Now I should have to free myself by going with them and spending a certain period in a house where I could have a complete rest.  There I would be given a tonic, and after that I would sleep.  When I woke up everything would seem different.

I obeyed.  I followed the angels and they led me to a large house and into a spacious room, where I felt wrapped in a soothing atmosphere.  I was aware, too, of a comforting fragrance.  They offered me a tonic, which I gladly accepted.  Then I slept.

How long did I sleep?  When I woke up, the question had no further interest for me.  I felt entirely different. I was happy and free, no longer tied to the things I had left behind; I still remembered them, but without the old yearning.  My sleep had restored me.  After waking up I was again offered refreshment.  I felt stronger than ever, and my main wish now was to adapt myself to this new world.

I had not of course forgotten where little Catherine was, and I wanted to know whether she, too, had needed to sleep.  I was told that she had, but that it was not the same for her: ‘When she came to us from earth,’ said a helper, ‘she was given refreshment and rest and she slept, but only for a little while.  After that we took care of her, as you have seen. Because she is so small, she still needs to sleep now and again, and when this is so, the angels put her to bed.’

I was not to worry about her, they said.  I had, after all, seen for myself that everything was all right.  I was also less concerned about my husband and Betty, though of course I still felt a great affection for them.  When I woke up I was greeted by relatives who were glad to see me, telling me that they were ready to watch over my family on earth and promising to give me news of them.  They urged me to be calm, to leave my worries behind and try to be happy in this new world.  I must no longer be anxious about all that I had left behind – this was Divine law, and the angels would see that it was carried out. 

So I grew more confident and found great joy in being with my relatives who had died before me.  I invited them to come with me to the children’s paradise and meet Catherine; I told them about the beautiful place where the little ones were looked after, and I explained that because they had so much variety in their lives the children did not miss their parents.  An angel then spoke to me about my own future.  He told me that I would have to have an occupation, and since I was a young mother with a child living in a children’s paradise he suggested that I might work at a place of this kind.

I agreed to do so.  I would be all right so long as I was allowed to see Catherine from time to time, to keep in touch with her and watch her grow up.  My relatives told me about their own activities, and about the peace they had found; they were overjoyed to be living in the world of spirit.  We then had to say goodbye to one another, but later on they did bring me occasional news of what was happening on earth.  I became more and more detached from all this, though I often prayed for a good foster mother for little Betty.  So it was my relatives, in particular my grandparents, who took on the care of their great-grandchild.  Eventually I learned that my husband had married again, that Betty had taken to her new mother and that my grandparents were able to influence the new wife helpfully.  They also taught Betty not to forget her mother in heaven.”

There Catherine’s story breaks off, and we hear no more from her.  Professor Hinz remarks that “her accidental death was the equivalent of ‘judgment.’  The spirit world, with compassionate leniency, allowed this woman to serve in a children’s paradise.”

Story reviewed from “Geistige Welt”  Zurich, 1968.

Rescue Circle Chapter 57.  

Professor Walter Hinz in “The Corner Stone,”   Neville Spearman, 1977,  writes:  “As we have already seen, [in the story of Catherine and her daughter, both killed in a car crash],  a child when it passes into the world of spirit continues growing to full maturity in one of the special children’s paradises.  These exist on all planes of evolution.  A comprehensive answer to questions concerning the death of children was given in the course of a week of retreat in Flims, on the 22nd September 1967.” 

These messages came from Lene,  one of the spirit teachers coming through the medium Beatrice Brunner, a Swiss housewife who led most of the Saturday meetings of the Zurich Spiritual Lodge between 1948 and 1983. 

Here are some of the significant passages: 

“The spirit of a dead child is taken to one of the paradises for children in the world of spirit; there it will be looked after while it is growing up.  The spirit body of a child needs to grow slowly, just like that of a human child.

Spirit children are to be found in all the spheres, each plane of evolution having its own paradise where children are educated according to their spiritual capacity.  Everything that happens on earth has a spiritual meaning, and it therefore makes a difference if a child dies half an hour after birth, or weeks, months and even years later.

In certain parts of your world, many children are dying.  They will go to a children’s paradise, and there be nurtured with care and love.  This enables them to accelerate their spiritual growth.

However, spirit children, too, can be disobedient and rebellious.  Their foster parents can have as much trouble in bringing them up as their earthly parents would have had.  The naughtiness of these children reveals the stage of their spiritual development [In terms of the “Michael” teachings channeled in California, this would equate with their being infant, baby, young, mature or old souls….and at one of  7 levels within that category.  R.R.].  It would be wrong to assume that in paradise angels can always produce perfect behaviour in their charges.

The spirit body contracts when it is to be born as a human child, and it will still be in that condition when a child returns to the world of spirit. The etheric body of such a child contains his total life-plan: the whole of his past, with all its achievements and failures.  If failures have predominated, then his spirit body will have a murky appearance.  This murkiness indicates that a state of guilt is preventing the divine spark within from shining through.  A spirit child whose etheric body is in this condition cannot be contented.  Obstinacy, resentment and other qualities of the lower nature are part of this body and will grow with it.  As more and more divine energy becomes available for the growth and development of the little spirit, so will its weaknesses grow, too.  The spirit world is well aware of this, and that is why paradises for children exist on all levels of evolution.

On the other hand, the love and devotion of spirits who help in their upbringing may bring about great improvement in these children.  Angels and other spirits can transmit to them some of their own pure energy, a little at a time – or, in other words, influence them by the power of persuasion.  If a child is willing to obey  he can in this way become quite docile.  These are some of the advantages of growing up in a paradise for children.  There are many steps on the ladder of spiritual evolution.

Spirit children grow up under the guardianship and loving care of angels and spirit helpers whose task it is to mind and teach them.  Later, the children themselves will be called upon to work, and will be given appropriate training.  Attending school is obligatory, and so is the study of God’s plan of evolution for mankind. When eventually the right time comes for them to be able to make good use of it, they will be led into another incarnation, where they will often succeed in making remarkable progress.  Thus, a life on earth lasting only an hour or two may be enough to speed up their evolution in succeeding incarnations. 

In many cases this is what happens.  Sometimes, however, a spirit will beg to be allowed to come back to earth as soon as possible because he feels a longing for the spiritual heights.  His cry is spontaneous: “Send me back, so that I may rise more quickly!”  Here again a short life span may be all that is needed – perhaps only a few months, weeks or even days.  In the Kingdom of God, time counts for little; what matters is the speeding up of spiritual growth.

There are many ways of advancement.  Spirits may be forced to prepare for another earthly existence, or they may accept it of their own free will.  A third possibility is the way of sacrifice, which a spirit chooses for himself: “May I be allowed to enter human life with a mission or a special task, and be granted the necessary strength for its fulfillment?” So he and many like him come full of goodwill – one might almost say, by good fortune.  [Herein lie the life roles and ‘overleaves’ that Michael talks about.  R.R.].

After this, you will be able to understand why some spirit children have only needed to take on a very short span of life.  Another factor can be that a child who is to die has been given to particular parents in order that his death may lead them, through the experience of grief and pain, to a transformation of mind and heart: their loss helps them to find their way to God.

There are then many different ways of facilitating progress.  Parents may experience profound grief when they lose a child.  If, however, their child rightly belongs to a higher sphere, it will live in one of the more beautiful paradises for children; such a child will have a natural goodness, and in addition it will gain spiritually from the loving and careful upbringing it will receive in the angelic world.  When the time comes for the earthly parents to die, their child will be there to welcome them and to intercede for them.  Sometimes a much loved son or daughter may, after a period of training, return to the parents and accompany them as a spirit guide or guardian until they, too, are called to take leave of earth. [We had evidence of this in the “Letters from Lancelot” earlier in this series, and the transcripts from Cynthia Sandys, for example. R.R.]

In the next world, a spirit will make himself known to his former parents.  He will embrace them, expressing his joy and his gratitude for all they had done for him during his earthly life.  So premature death becomes a blessing, both for the parents and for the child.

There is for all life a divine plan, designed to further spiritual evolution.  Each one of us is linked to all the rest; each one helps another to climb the upward path, whether as a human with spiritual awareness or as one who is totally ignorant , or indeed as a spirit whose journey to the other side has given him a greater understanding.  No one should remain sad if they have lost a child in the bloom of youth, or after only a few years of life.  Remember: that child may become your spirit guide, and so be of the greatest importance to your spiritual happiness and progress. 

Paradises for children are to be found not only on the lower and intermediate planes of evolution, but also in the very highest spheres. When these children reach maturity they leave their paradise and either remain in the same sphere or return to earth to fulfil a particular task.

In the highest regions, spirit children are there not simply to be educated – to develop their talents and to facilitate their progress; they are there because they are a source of joy for the King of Heaven.  All the children are in the care of angels and are therefore truly living in paradise.

So these children live in a divine world, a world of wonderful happiness.  When the time comes, many of them will leave to carry out important tasks, for your earth will always need steadfast human beings, men who are strong in spirit, and whose powerful faith enables them to bear witness to the reality of the celestial world.”

Other spirit teachers had this to say about angels and spirituality, speaking during meditation weeks at Flims in the mid-1960s:

“Humans often imagine that angels go about their duties with stern expressions, having no mind for pleasure.  But they are wrong!  We, too, have fun – though I would emphasize that our enjoyment lies in what is harmless and beautiful and can cause no jealousy.  In our thinking and our doing, we are attuned to what is pure and harmonious.  We are well-disposed towards each other, knowing that in mutual dependence we serve one God.  Our only desire is to fulfill this task.

Man to-day finds it difficult to believe in a spiritual world.  All the more will God bless you if your faith is strong and you are willing to stand up for it.  Try to reach out to others and share the truth with them.  The truth comes in living your life trusting in God’s world of spirit and wherever possible sharing this conviction with your neighbour. Always remember that this is the most precious thing you can give to others.

This truth must be re-established on earth; man  must once again know that he is subject to the influence of a spiritual world.  This will only happen when he accepts that within every living thing which moves and has its being on earth there is a spark of eternal life, struggling to evolve.  He must realize that this necessitates a continual transmutation from one spiritual body to another until he has regained a perfect spiritual body.  

The search must go on.  Those who seek will find, and for those who knock the door will open.  Be persevering and strong in faith.  Open your heart and soul, and be aware that you are a member of the spiritual kingdom. You belong to spirit, in time and in eternity. 

Know that in this human incarnation you can pass through spiritual schooling which will render similar tuition in the Beyond superfluous.  If you are familiar with the most important divine laws, you will be able to continue learning at a more advanced level.  Those amongst you who remain closely linked with us will be schooled for the New Age, and may one day be chosen for a special mission on earth.”

Now we’re going back over two hundred years to Waldersbach,  now in Eastern France, to show once again that spirit communication has been with us down through the ages.  The Alsatian minister Johann Friedrich Oberlin (1740-1826) lost his wife Salome in 1783, but within a week of her death she was back in communication with him.  His correspondence with a fellow minister tells what happened:

“For nine years after my wife died I saw her almost every day, in dreams and awake, partly in my home and partly in her own abode in the other world.  I learned from her many remarkable things, including political changes that lay far in the future.  She appeared not only to me, but also to members of my household and to many people in the Church.  She often gave me warnings about misfortunes, made prophecies and gave information concerning events beyond the grave.”

Luckily for us, Oberlin kept a diary.  Here are a few extracts:

“The first time she came to meet me was only a week after her death.  Her embraces, her kisses, her tears upon my cheek soon made me realize who she was, and then there flowed a precious balm into my soul.  She said ‘I shall be with you surprisingly often,’ and then she disappeared.  Three days later she appeared to Salome Caquelin in the church, and said to her: ‘Believe me, until now I have only briefly visited Paradise.  I have not yet seen our Saviour – only his radiance.’

June 16th, 1784.     “I was able to look at her dear face again, to my heart’s content – after such a long time.  I asked her where she lived. She said:

SALOME    I don’t know the name of the valley.

JOHANN     Is that so?  You live in a valley, and in the country?

SALOME     Yes.

JOHANN     I thought you lived in a town.

SALOME     Yes, I did live in a town.  Oh, the work there was so hard. (She looked towards another female who was standing by her side).”

September 11th, 1784.     “For three nights or mornings in succession my maid Sara Coqu was warned (by my wife) that something would go wrong with our wine.  This maid looked after the barrels diligently, and yesterday she found that several hoops had snapped off one of the barrels; and this morning the same thing had happened to all the rest.  We were able to save most of the wine, but without Salome’s warnings all four barrels of table wine from Dorlesheim would have been lost.”

November 24th, 1784.     “There stood my dear wife, and I felt that I was now allowed to question her as I had long wished to do.  I asked her how she had fared since her death.  Where had she been?  She was a little confused, and appeared to have trouble in finding answers that were sufficiently concise for me.  Then she said to me: ‘Oh, it has been much as it was when we were living together.  I have suffered, just as at times you made me suffer.  Now I am living with girls of various ages who have been entrusted to my care.’  I looked at her. She looked at me.  We were both weeping, yet there was happiness in our tears.”

November 2nd, 1785.   “The extremity of joy through the apparition of my wife showed me that I loved her even more than I loved Jesus Christ!”

In the spring of 1785, Oberlin had to struggle with severe temptation.  In this fight he was greatly strengthened by his wife, who appeared to him and urgently warned him not to fall into sin. After this, their ‘spirit marriage’ continued for another seven years.  Then, as Oberlin wrote to his minister friend,  Dr. C. G. Barth, “After nine years [in 1792] it happened that a farmer from my other parish of Belmont, a man who, like his family, had frequent apparitions, informed me that she would no longer be able to appear on earth.  From that moment, I never saw my wife again.”

These extracts are translated from the German publication by Alfons Rosenberg, “Der Christ und die Erde – Oberlin und der Aufbruch zur Gemeinschaft der Liebe.” Otto Walter, Olten. 1953.    This is a biography of the minister, containing his diary and letters: (The Christian and the Earth – Oberlin and the Initiation into the Fellowship of Love).    Richard R.

Rescue Circles 58.  

Two weeks after the death of Albert Schweitzer on September 1 4th, 1965, a teacher, Joseph, came through the mediumship of Beatrice Brunner and talked of his passing.  He was the theologian, philosopher and musician from Alsace, specialist in the works of J.S. Bach who in mid-career took up medical studies, became a doctor and spent the rest of his life in Africa caring for the sick, giving occasional organ recitals to raise funds for his hospital.  His rescue work was in this world, healing victims of leprosy and sleeping sickness. He won the Nobel Peace Prize in 1952.  This is what was said by the spirit teacher:-

“God had shown his approval of this man, and had granted him a long life [1875-1965].  He was not spared tribulation – but any man of faith has to prove his total commitment to serving his fellow-men, even in the face of trouble and personal danger.  To pass the test, he must overcome all obstacles.   Moreover a man of his stature will be open to criticism, for whatever level of spiritual development he may have reached, certain weaknesses may still cling to him – human weaknesses which have to be overcome but which are on the whole unimportant in the eyes of heaven.  What finally matters is what he has achieved.

When such a man devotes his whole life to the selfless service of others, he will not be without the blessing of heaven.  Human beings should rejoice to know that a man so gifted has come to live amongst them.  But accomplishments on this scale in one lifetime can only be accounted for in terms of the harvest of previous incarnations, for in a world where evil is so powerful it is necessary to be well-prepared if one is to carry out one’s work.  Trusting in God, and endowed with a divine blessing as well as his own powers of endurance, this man has been able to give the world an unforgettable example.

I will now tell you about his homecoming.  Heavenly spirits came to welcome him.  They clothed him in precious garments and led him over the threshold of heaven, supporting his steps for, like all newly arrived souls, he was confused and unsteady.  Yet he was enjoying his new surroundings, marvelling at their splendour and glory.  Essentially a modest man of simple tastes, he was suddenly finding himself in a place of great magnificence.  One after the other, the angels who had escorted him gave him an embrace, and he heard them say: ‘He was come back again, and his life was prolonged because he gave himself in service to humanity.’

But his soul was still confused by the tremendous change it had experienced.  The spirits led him to a couch.  Here he was to sleep and regain the strength needed for true enjoyment of this new life.  Spirits stood watch over him.  They rubbed his forehead and hands with special oils.  The brave soul sank into a deep sleep.  His sleep lasted a relatively short time, for he did not require the long period needed by most other souls.

When he opened his eyes again, the angelic beings took him by the hand and helped him to rise.  Only then did he become fully conscious of his surroundings.  He could only exclaim in wonder, thanking God for his amazing reception.  Then be begged to be taken to Jesus, from whom he had received the vital energy enabling him to fulfil his life’s task.  He was told ‘It will not be long before you can thank Him in person.  He, too, hjas rested on the couch you have just left.  We brought it here for you, because you deserved a special token of gratitude.’

The angels then led him to the beautiful garden.  There he found many things to marvel at, and in particular a pavilion covered by a canopy which had been specially prepared for him.  He was invited to rest in this pavilion until his eyes had become adjusted to the brilliant light of this sphere it would also be a suitable place for conversation.  So he followed his guides into the pavilion and sat down beside them.

His eyes were full of wonder as he took in the splendour of his surroundings, and noticed the flowering shrubs and the little huts, like those in a tropical forest.  An angel spoke to him: ‘Do you know that this garden was laid out in your honour? We started preparing to welcome you will in advance.’

He found himself remembering his earthly life in Africa.  Then his attention was drawn to the word WELCOME spelt in several languages by means of diminutive flowers planted in moss: a word with which he  had often been greeted by the porrest of the poor whom he had tried to help.  The whole ground was carpeted with fine moss, in which these tiny, delicate flowers were saluting his return to the celestial realms.

The angels also showed him a long table laid out and decorated as for a feast.  They told him that visitors would be arriving from all parts of the Kingdom to greet him and to celebrate his return – a cause of great joy for them all.  He willingly went up to the table to admire the decorations and the rich vessels, though he really felt that it was all rather ostentatious.  But it was explained to him that he had brought nonour not only on himself but also on the whole of Heaven – a good son, coming home to receive his share of heavenly bliss.

He was delighted to learn that he would be able to visit other spheres.  On his first excursion, he heard the sound of harps and flutes – music that was familiar to him.  Another time, celestial musicians were playing the organ and harmonium; they persuaded him to join them and play with them. 

But his greatest wish was to thank the one who had made it possible for him to fulfil  his task on earth.  It was therefore arranged that he should invite his Lord and Master to a feast, together with his friends.  At the Lord’s arrival he himself would play music which on earth had renewed his strength time and time again, and had turned his thoughts from everyday affairs to inner exaltation, so that he would feel himself transported to another world.

Meanwhile, he was beginning to experience the joy and bliss of the celestial world.  There would be a long pause before he would take on a fresh assignment, for until he had fully experienced the glory of heaven no new duties would be expected of him.  He was a child of God, coming home after a life in his Father’s service.”

Reviewed from “Geistige Welt”  Zurich, 1965.

     Professor Hinz point out in his book “The Corner Stone” :-    People discover their “true security in God.  Lacking belief in God, some will find this difficult.  But for those who attain it, spiritual security brings rejuvenation, health and happiness.  To achieve this true security, this peace of mind and heart, people need an inner oneness with the Father.  We need a knowledge of divine law and an understanding of God’s plan.”     Albert Schweitzer had found this.

     Beatrice Brunner was one of several ordinary housewives living in different countries who in the mid-twentieth century had contact with the other side.    There was Eileen Caddy at Findhorn and Rosemary Brown with her music from the classical composers in Great Britain, The Homebringing teachings in Germany, Illiana of Brookfield, MA in the USA, and earlier in the 1930s Grace Cooke  who with her White Eagle teachings founded a Christian Spiritualist church.  There have been many male mediums with their own teachings and centers, such as David Jevons, an airline pilot who brought through the Ramala teachings at Glastonbury, but who now has connections with Satya Sai Baba.    Unfortunately there have been an equal number of evil cults which may have started out with good intentions but led to corruption, suicide of members and all forms of abuse.  One only has to mention Jim Jones in the USA, formerly a medium and healer turned psychotic despot, and “The Family” of Anne Hamilton-Byrne in Australia, who started out with Psychic Researcher Raynor Johnson’s approval, but whose later abuse of power led to cruelty and the breaking of every spiritual (and material) law.   She also became involved with Muktananda’s Siddha Yoga organization.   So as always, it is “buyer beware”  but unfortunately, in the case of innocent children and genuine but desperate  seekers looking for answers, it is easy to be led up the garden path.   So in our rescue work, we pray for them too, not just the earthbounds and those in limbo.                Richard TCR

Rescue Circles  (59)  Rescue during the Gulf War.  More from Buffalo  in 1889.

Just before the Gulf War took place, a group of friends in Devon, England formed a circle ready to do rescue work on servicemen who might be killed in action.  At first they worked with clairvoyance, but soon two of the members went into trance and allowed the spirits to speak through them.  

As one of the group, Michael Evans, wrote, “Some would simply tell the story of their passing over into the next life but others did not seem to know that they had died.  The group would gently point out that they no longer had a physical body and that they should look around them to see if they could see a friend or a light.  The group would send love to the Spirit Being and many times joy was reflected in the medium’s face as the Spirit Being met someone they had loved whilst on earth or become aware of a lightening in consciousness.”

When the war was over, the rescue work began to diminish, and more spirits came through to give teachings.  On of these was Raynor Johnson, the professor and psychic researcher who had died in 1987.   An interesting collection of his talks has been presented by one of the mediums, Sheila Gwillam, in her book “In Touch with Raynor C. Johnson, published by Light Publishing at the College of Psychic Studies, 1996.

The type of rescue work that originally brought the group together is no different from what is being done at the present time for victims of the Iraq war, the various troubles in Africa and the effects of tsunamis, hurricanes, fires and floods. It is the same work as was done by Lord Dowding in WW II, and by Mr. and Mrs. Bailey’s group in Buffalo in the late 1800s which was described by Admiral Usborne Moore.  Here are a few more of the cases he recorded in the appendix of his book, “Glimpses of the Next State.”                Richard TCR

THURSDAY EVENING, JULY 18,1889 A poor soul is coming who was run over by the cars, and had his leg cut off. He was thrown on to a side track, and became unconscious; and, while unconscious, another train ran over him and killed him.—EVA. 
SPIRIT: Oh—oh—must I die alone?—die alone—die alone— die alone—oh—that was dreadful—dreadful—where is it?—where is the train?—where is the train?—oh, I will never get home—I must go home—I must go home—go home—go home— 

Mr. BAILEY: You have been very badly hurt, friend, haven’t you? 

S.: Oh, yes—I thought when I saw it—Oh God! when I saw it come rumbling along and I felt the jar. 

Mr. B.: You thought you were going to lose your limb, didn’t you? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. B.: You feel better now, don’t you? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. B.: You were pretty badly hurt. 

S.: Oh, there it goes—there—there—oh my—oh my— Mr. B.: But it is all over now. 

S.: Oh, my leg is broken—it is all crushed up. 

Mr. B.: Yes, but it will soon be all right. 

Mrs. B.: There is a good doctor here that will fix you all right. 

S.: Oh, doctor, do you think you can help me? It pains me—it pains me— 

Mr. B.: It won’t pain you much more. That pain will all be taken away in a little while. 

Mrs. B.: This doctor here has helped a great many people with broken limbs. 

S.: Oh, it is smashed.—It must be smashed. 

Mr. B.: Yes; but not so badly but what it will be all right in a short time. 

S.: Will you have to take it off? Oh, I would rather you would kill me than be maimed for life.—I don’t want it taken off.—I can’t have it taken off. 

Mr. B.: No; you won’t have to have it taken off. It will be all right soon. 

S.: Oh, there—there—oh—oh— 

Mr. B.: Don’t you feel better? 

S.: Yes, I feel better. I feel as though I were being put into a vice like.—Do you know what makes it? 

Mr. B.: You were very badly hurt, and the remembrance comes back to you and makes you feel that way.—You thought you were going to be killed, didn’t you? 

S.: Yes, I certainly thought I was going to be killed; but I knew when it was passed that I was only injured. 

Mr. B.: Well, when you expected you were going to be killed, you expected to live after death, didn’t you? 

S.: I didn’t think anything about it. 

Mr. B.: Didn’t you ever think about it? 

S.: Yes, sometimes. 

Mr. B.: Did you believe that you lived after death? 

S.: Well, I wanted to live after death if I could be happy; if I could not, I did not want to live. 

Mr. B.: But it makes no difference whether a person is happy or unhappy; if it is one of the laws that we do live after death, why, we have to live, and our happiness depends on the life we led in earth life. If we were kind to a good many people, we would have a happy life in the future. But a great many times, when people are killed or die suddenly, they don’t know they have made the change. They don’t know they were killed. Spirit life is so natural to them—it seems just like earth life for the time being.’ 

S.: Is that so? 

Mr. B.: Yes, they very often don’t know that they have been killed. They seem just themselves. 

S.: Well, if you would just do a little for that limb, I would be glad. 

Mr. B.: Seeing that you were hurt so badly, would you not rather that you would have died? 

S.: Well, I would rather live if I could.—I am glad I wasn’t killed. 

Mr. B.: You would be surprised if I told you that you were killed, wouldn’t you? 

S.: Why, to be sure I would. I am just as much alive as I ever was.—Why, I am so sore and lame. 

Mr. B.: But you were killed. 

S.: Was I killed? 

Mr. B.: Yes; you are a spirit now, in spirit life.—It is just as real to you as earth life, isn’t it? 

S.: No, nothing seems real to me. I don’t see or feel anything but the rushing and crashing of those cars. 

Mr. B.: You have friends in spirit life, who have brought you here to have you helped.—You can throw all that off here, so it will never trouble you again.— You know, when you come back to earth (we are mortals; we have not made the change yet), you take on earth conditions. 

S.: Do you do that? 

Mr. B.: Spirit friends do that.—I can’t see you; I haven’t been doing anything for you.—It is the spirit friends that help you. 

S.: What makes you say that? You said you would help me, and this lady here said you would help me, too; and you have helped me. 

Mr. B.: I may have done it unconsciously; but we help your friends to help you by sitting here and getting the proper conditions. 

Tom (in spirit, talking through the medium too) : I’ll tell you what it is, George; Lizzie is here, and she has come for you.

S.: Lizzie has come for me? 

Tom (s.): Why, yes; and you are going up to live with her, and you are going to be very happy. 

S.: Well, I will go.—I want to be happy. 

Tom (s.): Well, you will be.—After a little you won’t have any of that unpleasant sensation at all; because I will tell you, George, when that train ran over your leg, you know, well, it knocked you on to the other track, and there was another train coming along, and that just finished you up. S.: Is that the truth? 

Tom (s.): Yes, that is the truth, George; but never mind, because you have got into a lovely place.—Lizzie is waiting for you.—You are going to get all fixed up here, and you are going to get ready to go to her. 

S.: Well, I will go. 

Tom (s.): Why, of course you will go; and she is so glad that you are coming to her. Little Dottie is here, too. 

S.: Oh, Dottie! Dottie! Well, I don’t mind it, then—I am glad. Does Lizzie know that the train ran over me? 

Tom (s.): Yes, she knows it, because we always know when anything happens to those we love. She was right there. She knew when it happened: but you didn’t know, so she had you brought here to learn about it and get you all fixed up. 

S.: Is Lizzie here, and can I go to heaven? 

Tom (s.): Why, of course you can go to heaven. I would not wonder but what you would see something. You look up above you to your right now. 

S.: It makes my head feel bad. 

Tom (s.): Because you have not got right yet. It is quite bad for anybody to go out so sudden like. It is a great shock to the spirit; and you have been brought here to get the spirit right, and then you will be in nice order to go up to where Lizzie is. 

S.: I will go. 

Tom (s.): George, Grandpa is here, too; and Richard is here. 

S.: Oh, is Richard here? Tell them I want to see them. 

Tom (s.) : You will see them in a little time.—They know you have got to be made ready first to come to them. You have got to understand that you have made the change. 

S.: Oh—oh—I am falling—I am falling— 

Tom (s.): Oh, that’s all right, George; don’t get frightened. 

S.: I thought I was falling down, never to stop. 

Tom (s.) : Oh, no, George; you mustn’t get frightened when that goes off .—It won’t hurt you. 

S.: I don’t remember you. 

Tom (s.): No, I don’t know you. 

S.: You talk to me as if you knew me. 

Tom (s.) : Well, all I know is what your friends tell me. 

S.: Are they talking to you? 

Tom (s.) : Well, they told me before I came here that you were coming, and that I should see you; and they told me that your name was George, and that Lizzie was here, and little Dottie; and then they told me about your grandfather, and about Richard, and I was to tell you that. 

S.: Well, I thank you. 

Tom (s.): Oh, no. 

S.: Yes, I am very thankful to you. 

Tom (s.): All of these good people here are sitting here to help poor souls like you, that have met with such accidents and don’t know that they have got out of the body. 

S.: How kind you are. 

Tom (s.): You have made the change called death, but there is no death, it is only a change. I have made that change too. I am a spirit talking through this young man here. 

S.: You are talking through him! Why, how do you do that? 

Tom (s.): You watch now—can you see me plain? You watch and I will come out of him and show you. 

S.: You will come out of him! Oh dear, what do you mean? 

Tom (s.): Now you watch—you look 

S.: Oh my! oh my! That is very strange. 

Mr. Th: What do you see? 

S.: Oh, it is a man—the smoke is made into a man. 

S.: My! oh my! It is most wonderful! 

Mr. B.: What do you see now? 

S.: Why, he went back into him like vapour. 

Tom (s.): Now, didn’t I tell you? That is the way it is done. You see, I am in the spirit life. 

S.: Can you get into everybody like that? 

Tom (s.): Oh, no. Only those whose organism is so constituted. We call them instruments. You call them mediums. 

S.: Rapping mediums? 

Tom (s.): No. He is one through whom we can talk and use his organism that way. 

S.: Is that young man dead? 

Tom (s.): Oh, no, he isn’t dead—he is still in earth life. We have to show these things so that you will understand them, you see. Well, I declare! if there isn’t the funniest looking old woman here, and she tells me to say that “Aunt Polly is here.” 

S.: Aunt Polly! Aunt Polly! Is she here? 

Tom (s.): Maybe she will show herself to you. 

S.: I can’t see her anywhere. 

Tom (s.): Just look up to your right a little. 

S.: Oh, yes, I see her, but she is so far away. 

Tom (s.): She will come nearer after a little. She has held you on her knee many a time. 

S.: Yes, that is true—that is very true. 

Tom (s.): Now look, George. 

S.: Do they live up in that world? 

Tom (s.): You are going up there to them after a little. 

S.: When am I going? 

Tom (s.): You have to get ready first. 

S.: How can I get ready? 

Tom (s.): We will show you how. 

S.: Oh, do—do. 

Tom (s.): That is the reason you have been brought here tonight—to learn about it—you have to learn about it first, you know. You are going to a beautiful place, and you are going to be very happy. You have got to get over this shock. You know, it was a great shock to your spirit to leave your body in the manner you did— so suddenly—and so you have been brought here to get all straightened up, because you didn’t know that you had made the change. Now you won’t have any more trouble—we have fixed you all up now. 

S.: The doctor said something that worries me. He said he would fix me all right, and then when I got all right he said he didn’t do anything for me; but I think he felt sorry for me, and said he did nothing because he didn’t want to take any pay. 

Tom (s.): These people don’t sit here for pay, George, because, you know, you couldn’t pay them if you wanted to. You know, we have got through with money now. These good people have got a bright, beautiful daughter that is in spirit life, and they are helping on one side while she is helping on your side of life. They are sitting here to help their daughter, too. 

S.: On my side of life? 

Tom (s.): Your spirit has left your body, and you have a spiritual body now. It is like your old body. Your spiritual body is clothed with earth material now, so that you can talk to these people; but after a little that material will be removed from you, and then you won’t be able to talk to them at all. That will be a new experience for you. That is what you felt that was falling down. The earth material that you are clothed with was taken away from you, and every time they take it away from you you will feel better. 

S.: Oh, that is good, isn’t it? I wish you would speak to them for me. 

Tom (s.): Oh, they can hear just what you say. 

S.: Will they come to me? 

Tom (s.): Yes, they will come to you. Now you look. 

S.: Yes, I see. 

Tom (s.): Do you see all the hands beckoning to you to come? 

S.: There is no way of getting up there. 

Tom (s.): Oh, yes, there is. 

S.: I see no road up there at all. 

Tom (s.): You don’t need to go by the road. 

S.: How will I go? 

Tom (s.): I will take you and show you the way. There will be lots that will help you. There is a nice little girl that comes here, too; perhaps she will help you. 

Maggie (s.): Yes, dear man, if you will come with me I will take you, but you will have to go way around and go down a little hill; will you come with me? 

S.: Why, yes, you dear little one, I will go with you. Do you know my friends? 

Maggie (s.): Yes, I know them, because we all know everybody that it is right for us to know. Now come right along. Here is my hand and here are some flowers; I will fix these right on your bosom, and then you will feel better, because you will smell the scent of these beautiful flowers, and that will give you strength. We will have to go down that little hill first, and then I will show you something real pretty, and then after a little while I will take you to the road that leads to your friends, and they will come and meet you. Now come. Good-night, everybody. 

SUNDAY EVENING, MAY 25, 1890

I will present one tonight who passed away in his sleep, and doesn’t realise that he has made the change.— EVA. 

S.: Well, if that don’t beat the devil! 

Mr. B.: What beats the devil? 

S.: Who are you? 

Mr. B.: My name is Bailey. 

S.: What are you doing here? Why don’t that girl bring the breakfast? 

Mr. B.: She hasn’t heard you order it yet. 

S.: Well, it is high time; I have rung that bell until I am tired. 

Mr. B.: She hasn’t heard the bell. There has something happened to you. 

S.: Well, something will happen to you or somebody else pretty soon! 

Tom: Well, I would like to know what you are storming around here for like that. 

S.: Get out of here! 

Tom: No, I won’t get out; and you can’t make me get out, either. I would like to know where you think you are, anyway. 

S.: Who are you? 

Tom: You will find out very soon; and I am not going to get out. You are nothing but a man. 

S.: You are nothing but a d fool. Moses! Moses! Come here! Put this d rascal out! 

Tom: It will take more than Moses—Moses and Aaron both together couldn’t put me out! 

S.: Well, well, this is strange! What the devil can those folks mean, to leave me all this time? 

Tom: Don’t you think when you are alone you are in pretty good company? 

S.: I can’t understand what business you have here. 

Tom: I have business here, and I am going to stay until I get ready to go. 

S.: Get out of this house! 

Tom: Not a bit of it. I came here to help you. 

S.: D funny way of helping anybody! Get out of this house, you d thief! 

Tom: I would not soil my tongue with such language as that. It don’t become a fine gentleman like you. 

S.: What business have you here? 

Tom: I think you are a little off. We’ll have to take you to a lunatic asylum. 

S.: Such impudence! such impudence! You d rascal, get out of this! 

Tom: That’s right, free your mind; and then, perhaps, you will be easy. Do you think it is nice to say anything to anybody else that you wouldn’t like to have said to you? 

S.: Oh, you impudent puppy, you! you impudent puppy, you! 

Tom: If you could tell the truth, perhaps I would feel bad; but as I know that you are not telling the truth, it don’t make me feel a bit bad. 

S.: The sooner you get out of here the better it will be for you, you d Irish pup! 

Tom: I am not the least bit alarmed or disturbed over your bright conversation. I know it is very brilliant, coming from a man of your ability and your mind; but still, it doesn’t affect me one bit. 

S.: What business have you here in my house? 

Tom: Perhaps, if you knew how to be civil, have any control over your tongue and make it say civil things, you will find out. 

S.: What do you want? What brought you here in the first place? 

Tom: I came here to talk to you. 

S.: I don’t wish to have any conversation with you, unless you have some special business. 

Tom: I have special business with you. 

S.: Well, say what it is at once—at once! 

Tom: Don’t you be in a hurry. There is plenty of time. One of the greatest things for you to learn is to keep cool and keep a civil tongue in your head. The trouble with you is, the latter part of 

your life you have been ordering people around so much that you have got that way with you, that I don’t know as you can hardly help it; it has become kind of second nature to you. 

S.: No more of your impudence! 

Tom: Years ago. 

S.: Leave my house! 

Tom: But I won’t. Years ago, when you worked for Mr. Smith, you had to do as Mr. Smith said. 

S.: You scoundrel! Moses! Moses! Come here! 

Tom: James! See here, James! James! 

S.: Who are you talking to? 

Tom: I am talking to you; that is your name. 

S.: What right have you to speak that way to me? 

Tom: I would like to know if anyone hasn’t a right to call a man by his name. 

S.: I will not put up with that! 

Tom: Do you remember what you put in the barrel when you were working for Mr. Smith? 

S.: What do you know about it? What business is that of yours? 

Tom: Don’t you think that would look nice in the paper? Couldn’t we write up a nice little newspaper article—“ What James hid in the barrel when he worked for Mr. Smith.” Have it put in big type. How much will you give me to have it put in the paper? Wouldn’t it advertise you fine? What do you suppose Deacon Jones would say to that? 

S.: Who the devil told you all this? 

Tom: Perhaps the devil told me—who knows? 

S.: I believe you are the devil himself. Get out of here! 

Tom: Well, if I am the devil, I don’t think I have ever been in such bad company in my life. I think you could teach the devil three or four tricks that he doesn’t know, because he would never have thought of putting that in the barrel. 

S.: It seems that I am left to the mercy of this vile creature. 

Tom: Do you call me a vile creature? I am sorry for you. I will forgive you before you ask me. 

S.: What have I to ask your forgiveness for? I don’t wish to have any more conversation with you at all—none whatever. 

Tom: Say, what do you think about beans? 

S.: Say, young lady, couldn’t you call my valet? 

Mrs. E.: No, I couldn’t, because I don’t know where your valet is; but this Irishman that you have been talking to will tell you if you will only listen to him. He is a good man, and wants to help you. 

S.: He has a very queer way of showing his goodness, I think. 

Mrs. E.: That is because you don’t understand him. If you will only listen to him, you will see that he is right.(Margazona talks in Indian.) 

S.: What’s the matter with him? He is an insane man. God Almighty! What’s the matter with him? 

Mrs. B.: That is an Indian talking to you. 

S.: Good God! I thought he was an Irishman. 

Mrs. B.: He was a few minutes ago. 

Mr. B.: He is changeable; he can be an Irishman or an Indian either. You will find he is a good friend to you. 

S.: I don’t know what this means at all. I don’t know what’s the matter here. There are none of my people. 

Tom: Look here, now, I will tell you something. 

S.: Good God! He’s turned again. 

Tom: See here, now. 

S.: What’s the matter with you? 

Tom: Don’t you know one of the greatest things of your life you wished to know, what became of Sarah? 

S.: Are you the devil? 

Tom: No, there is no such chap as the devil. 

S.: What language is that you were talking? 

Tom: I wasn’t talking then. It was Margazona talking. 

S.: The noise came out of the same hole. Good God! 

Tom: Of course. Don’t you suppose that could be possible? Did you ever hear anything about the law of spirit control? 

S.: Oh, I have heard some such nonsense. 

Tom: Did you ever hear anything about spirits coming back and controlling mortals to make them talk? That is what I am doing. I am a spirit talking through the organism of this young man, and that was another spirit that you heard a little while ago. 

S.: You are a queer spirit. 

Tom: Of course, I am a queer spirit, and so are you; and I have seen Sarah. 

S.: Where did you see her? 

Tom: In the spiritual world. 

S.: You talk in riddles, man. What under the sun are you trying to make me believe? What do you mean? 

Tom: I mean just what I say. You know Sarah disappeared from your life very mysteriously, and you never heard anything from her. Now, you know I don’t know you, and you never saw me before; but this is what she tells me. You are an entire stranger to me. She says you used to love her, and she disappeared very suddenly from your life, and you felt very badly about it. 

S.: Very well, where is she? 

Tom: Why, she is dead, as you call it. 

S.: Where did she die? 

Tom: You remember George, don’t you? 

S.: Most certainly I do. 

Tom: Well, he took her off. 

S.: Oh, d___ him. 

Tom: Don’t you know he said you should never have her? He took her off and kept her in confinement; and he came back, you know, so that you wouldn’t suspect, and then after a time he left her. Now, am I not telling you the truth? 

S.: As far as I know, it is true. 

Tom: And after he left her she died in great agony and suffering; but she is out of her suffering now, and she is a very bright, beautiful spirit, and wants to help you. 

S.: How can she help me if she is a spirit? 

Tom: Why, can’t she help you then just as much? You don’t suppose, when people die, they lose their interest and affection for their friends, do you? 

S.: How would I know? 

Tom: I want to tell you something, James. You remember that queer feeling you had in your bead when you went to bed there, and woke up in the morning, and rung your bell and got so excited? 

S.: This morning—of course I know. 

Tom: You dropped off to sleep again after you rung your bell, and you had a stroke of apoplexy, and died in that unconscious state; and when people die in that state they don’t know they have made the change called death, as you have. 

S.: I have? 

Tom: Yes; and that is the reason, when you call for Moses, he doesn’t come, and when you ring for your breakfast you don’t get it, because they can’t hear you. 

S.: Well! well! How can that be? 

Tom: You have only moved out of your old body; you feel just the same, and people, when they get out in that way, don’t realise that they have got out. Now, to prove to you that what I am telling you is true, I can go over your life and see everything that has happened. I can go back to your childhood if necessary, and tell you thoughts that you never expressed to anyone; but I think there are some things you wouldn’t like the people sitting here to know. Still, I will tell you if necessary, in order to prove to you that this is true. 

S.: Well, the most I want to know is if I have died of apoplexy, as you say. 

Tom: Yes, you have left your body. 

S.: Can a man die and feel no change? 

Tom: Certainly he can, because it is only moving out of one house into another. When you leave a house in earth life to move into another, you don’t feel any change; you feel the same. 

S.: But we know that we have moved—we know we have moved from one place to another. 

Tom: Very true; but when you lie down and go to sleep at night, no one can realise how that is; but when you sleep for a time you are dead to all things; and you died in your sleep, in that unconscious condition, not knowing that you were going to make the change. 

S.: Well, am I to remain for ever in this room? Is there no light beyond? 

Tom: Yes, there is the light of eternity wherein to unfold the capabilities of the soul. Sarah was instrumental in your being brought here tonight, that you might be instructed how to get out into the light. 

S.: Can’t I see her, if this be true? 

Tom: I don’t know. 

S.: After you tell me all these things, that she lives, that I am alive and dead and alive, and yet you tell me you don’t know if I can see her; if you have been telling me the truth, you know whether I can see her or not. 

Tom: I can’t tell whether you will be permitted to see her at present, because we are governed by laws. 

S.: I am sick of law—sick of law—law! 

Tom: You will have to submit to the laws of your being. If you have lived a good, pure, honorable life, everything will be bright and clear; but if you have lived a selfish, double life, you will have to overcome it, and you will have to work very hard to right the wrongs you have committed. You will have to meet every act of your life. They may rise up as obstacles in your pathway, and prevent your reaching the one you are so anxious to see; but in time you will be able, by patience, labor, and sincere repentance, to overcome these things; but you must put away yourself, and all this haughty pride that you have. 

S.: I don’t wish to remain in this room any longer. 

Tom: What are you going to do when you get outside? If you talk to anyone, they can’t hear you. 

S.: Oh, I am smothering—I feel I can’t exist—oh, I am going—I am going—sometimes I can’t even speak— I feel so confined—I feel all crushed in! 

Margazona: You have been brought here by kind spirit friends who wish to show you how you may better your condition. Your spirit is clothed with earth material to give you the force to speak; when that is gone you can’t speak. That will explain to you the feeling you have. 

S.: If I could only get out of this close condition! 

Margazona: Where will you go? 

S.: I don’t know—I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me? 

Tom: Would you like to have me talk to you now? 

S.: Yes, talk on—talk for ever. 

Tom: Would you like to take up with the poor Irishman for a little while? 

S.: Anything to get out of this close condition; but this closeness is smothering me—it is smothering me. 

Tom: My dear sir, I am sorry for you, but you have no one to blame but yourself. You have wrapped yourself up in such a cloak of selfishness, you are like a mummy now, wound with many thicknesses of cloth, and this cloak of selfishness has got to be unwound little by little by unselfishness. Everyone who has lived a selfish life, all their life, it is the hardest thing for them to do a purely unselfish act. 

S.: In the name of God, is there no way out of this?  

Tom: Yes, there is a way; but did you have any mercy or any compassion on anyone who stood in your way in earth life? Did you have any pity, any sympathy, there? If you did, why, it will be given you here; if you didn’t, how can you expect to reap what you didn’t sow? 

S.: Can’t you say anything else to me, only taunt me with the things that are past? 

Tom: It is always best that the truth should be given, and truth should be spoken. You have a chance given you to right the wrongs, but you must commence at the foot of the ladder and work to gain the top. 

S.: What can I do shut up here in this room? 

Tom: You will be shown the way. 

S.: If I could only get out of this! 

Tom: I will ‘take you to a school where you will be taught how. Will you go with me? 

S.: I will go to get away from this. 

Tom: What are you going for, to get rid of that which is disagreeable to you? 

S.: Certainly—certainly— 

Tom: Or will you go for the sake of doing good and for right? 

S.: Certainly. 

Tom: Will you go to work for a labor of love, a labor of unselfishness? Will you go down in the very depths of woe and despair to lift up some poor fallen creature? 

S.: Why, if it is necessary, and I must, I will. How will I begin to do such a thing as that? Tom: I will take you to this school of unfoldment, where you will be taught and instructed how to right these wrongs, and advance step by step to Sarah, for she is far above you in the scale of soul unfoldment. You I must work to go where she is, for she cannot come down and dwell in your sphere, she is too pure and bright a spirit. 

S.: How may I reach her, then? 

Tom: You will be taught at this school. Now I will leave the young man to take you. Will you go? 

S.: Young woman, will it be all right? 

Mrs. E.: Yes, sir, most certainly it will. 

S.: Then I will go. 

Tom: And will you pledge yourself? 

S.: I never make pledges, but I will try to do the best I can. I never made a pledge in my life that did any good, or that I kept. 

Tom: Now it is time that you begin. There are many things to draw you back, and I want you to keep right ahead. 

S.: I will go with you, and I will do the best that I can. It seems to me to be in the dark. I don’t know where you are going to take me, but I will go and do the best I can. 

Tom: I am going to do all I can to help you, because I feel sorry for your condition, and nothing will give me greater pleasure than to help you out into the light and better your condition. Sarah: James—James— 

Tom: Did you hear Sarah speak to you? 

S.: Sarah—Sarah, dear, is that you? 

Sarah: Yes, James, yes. 

S.: Oh, the years! the years! the sorrowful years, Sarah! Why didn’t you hear me? Let us go—let us go. 

Tom: There, now, didn’t I tell you? Didn’t you hear Sarah speak to you? 

S.: I heard her—I heard her— 

Tom: Yes; and now I will do all that I can to help you and to help her, because I know it would make her very happy. Now you bid the kind friends good-night, because they have helped you, too. 

S.: Good-night, young woman. 

Mrs. E.: Good-night. I am glad you are going on your pleasant journey, for I know it will be in the end. 

Rescue Circles (60)  Astrological influences, the mentality of combating disease and more rescue work from the Baileys of Buffalo, NY in the 1890s.

    Most of us are aware our sun sign and other personal and general influences around us, and they affect us adversely or beneficially if we let them, and if we live only at a material level.  But as a philosopher and doctor like Deepak Chopra says in his lectures and books, what happens to us depends on our level of awareness or consciousness. If in our prayers, meditation and psychic and mediumistic practices we rise to a spiritual level, over-riding the material influences, whether astrological or from the society and environment in which we live, we will not be hopelessly influenced by trends and changes, epidemics and depressions.  We will follow the higher laws and the operation of spirit principles, and so stay immune, joyful, healthy and wise.    Instead of living from day to day, and year to year in fear of the next medical test result, or the next stock exchange disaster, we will take all the changes of life in our stride, adapt and let our spiritual awareness carry us along our life’s path as long as we wish or as long as we are destined to stay here on earth. The same principle applies in our healing work.  We work on the spirit level, not the physical, and the attunement to the healthy spirit body brings about healing (if it is not too late) to the physical body. That is not to deny use of the medical remedies, herbs and natural remedies we have on earth. This is a mistake the Christian Scientists and some other sects make. They won’t allow life-saving blood transfusions and the like, thinking the soul or spirit is being contaminated. They don’t see that the body is merely a vehicle, and takes all kinds of fuel, and can be patched up, repaired and even rebuilt to a certain extent. 

     An example of the spirit in operation can be seen in the true story of a nun who in her old age developed AD [Alzeimers] but continued to function well until her passing, I think in her late nineties.  She had been a meditator most of her life, and so in this heightened state of awareness, her spirit was able to maintain her body functioning, even though her brain processes were getting entangled, and her memory becoming poor.    Another person with AD who had never meditated nor had awareness of spirit, even though highly educated and intelligent, would soon become lost and unable to function, and the vacant mind would run the risk of being taken over by obsessive or lost spirits.  This is so often the case.  The partner of an AD patient sooner or later can no longer recognize their loved one’s personality. They have become another person, if not entirely vacant-minded.    Now here is a place for our rescue work.  If we KNOW what has happened, we can at least tune in and ask the obsessing spirit to go on their way, or, if they are lost or confused, tell them that this is not their body, that they will not be able to function properly in it, and let it alone, and go on into the world of spirit where their true home lies.  Also we can pray for the spirit of the Alzeimers patient, helping him or her to get ready for their eventual transition into spirit.      [Richard T.C.Rowley].

Now here are some more transcripts of rescue conversations at the Bailey’s circle in Buffalo, N.Y. from the 1890s, which read as if they occurred just yesterday.

THURSDAY EVENING, MAY 29, 1890

We have a person tonight who was taken away suddenly, and he will be somewhat rough.—EVA [The Control].

SPIRIT: I will get in this house—I guess I can get in here—I must have something to eat—It’s no use, I am almost starved to death—I will get in, anyway—I am bound to have it—Let me see, I haven’t had anything to eat in three days—I am tired—I am tired—It’s hard going around. Oh, there’s a woman! Say, Missus? Mrs. B.: What is it? 

S.: I would like a bite. 

Mrs. B.: I am sorry, I haven’t got something for you, friend. If I had it I would. 

S.: Oh, that is all nonsense. 

Mrs. B.: I will bring up some next time. 

S.: I want it now. I’ve got to have some. 

Mrs. B.: I would have had something for you if I had known you were coming. 

S.: You can just as well give me something, or I will help myself. 

Mrs. B.: You may help yourself to anything that you can find. 

S.: Oh, you are very kind, aren’t you? You needn’t be afraid, I am all right now. 

Mrs. B.: Oh, I am not afraid at all. 

S.: Say, Mrs., will you please let me step into the other room, and when that man comes tell him I am not here? 

Mrs. B.: Yes, you may. 

S.: Let me alone! Get your hands off me! Get your hands off me! 

Mrs. B.: We’ll take care of you, they shan’t hurt you. We won’t let anyone hurt you. 

S.: I’ll kill you, by G___! Leave me alone! Leave me alone! I didn’t do it—I didn’t do it. I am innocent. That’s your pretended friendship. What did you want to lie to me for? 

Mrs. B.: I didn’t lie to you. 

S.: You did, too. You put him on my track. 

Mrs. B.: No, they shall not hurt you. I’ll warrant you they shan’t hurt you. We will protect you. You can believe what I say. 

S.: If I had my pistol! How is this? What is the matter? 

Tom: Good evening to you! I am glad to see you. 

S.: What do you want of me? 

Tom : Nothing, only good. I just want to have a nice little talk with you. I don’t want anything of you only good. I wouldn’t harm a hair of your head if I could. 

S.: Will you get me out of this? 

Tom: To be sure I will. 

S.: All right, come on, let’s go. 

Tom: Nothing shall hurt you now while Tom is around, so you needn’t be at all alarmed. I will take care of you. 

S.: Don’t you deceive me. 

Tom: Oh, no, I won’t deceive you. 

S.: I have been cheated and deceived so many times. 

Tom: I tell you no one shall harm you. I have got lots to tell you, you know. 

S.: What did they do about it? 

Tom: Well, we had better not talk about that just yet. 

S.: Why not? 

Tom: Because you are out of harm’s way now. You are where no mortal man, woman, or child can harm you now. 

S.: Now don’t try to decoy me into anything. I haven’t done anything, you know. Tom: I know all about it. I tell you, man, you are out of harm’s way now. Nothing mortal can harm you. I will prove it to you in a little time, but you must just keep calm and don’t get excited. I will assure you that I will take care of you and get you out of this all right. 

S.: Can’t I get out now? 

Tom: Not just now. 

S.: Did they do anything about it? 

Tom: Of course; why wouldn’t they? You don’t suppose such a thing as that could go on without their making an effort to capture the guilty party, do you? 

S.: I think it would be better for me to leave the country. Oh! what am I talking about? Tom: You are among friends here, and you might just as well free your mind, because we are going to take care of you. 

S.: Should I leave the country, you know—oh, God! what am I talking about? 

Tom: There’s no use for you to leave the country now. 

S.: Why? 

Tom: Because it isn’t necessary for you to leave the country. You are out of harm’s way now. 

S.: But I can’t remain here always, you know. 

Tom: To be sure, you are not going to remain here. 

S.: What do you mean by “out of harm’s way”? What assurance can you give me that I am out of harm’s way? 

Tom: I can give you this much assurance. Say, John, can you catch a dead man? 

S.: Not very well. 

Tom: Then you are just as safe as that. 

S.: What do you mean by that? 

Tom: It is just as easy for anyone to catch you as it is to catch a dead man. 

S.: I can’t understand that. I believe you are just fooling me. 

Tom: I don’t wonder that you can’t understand it; but let me tell you, John, my dear sir, something has happened to you that you are not aware of. 

S.: I am aware of a great deal that has happened to me. 

Tom: Very true; but you are not quite aware of all that has taken place. 

S.: By G ,I wish l was dead! 

Tom: What would you say if you were? 

S.: I wouldn’t say anything. What could I say if I was dead? D it! you don’t suppose I would say anything if I was dead, do you? I am tired of this! 

Tom: I am sorry for you, and I am going to try to help you out of this unpleasant condition. 

S.: What do you propose to do? 

Tom: The first thing is for you to understand your condition. 

S.: I am already aware of my condition. 

Tom: No, my dear sir, not quite all. Now let me tell you, John. 

S.: What are you making motions for? 

Tom: What kind of motions did you see me make? 

S.: I saw you turning your head around to look. 

Tom: I was just getting instructions. 

S.: Yes, I’ve got on to you pretty well. 

Tom: You never had a better friend on earth or in heaven than I will be to you. 

S.: Well, I hope so; but I am getting suspicious of you. 

Tom: I’ve got something very strange now to tell you, and I know that you won’t be able at first to receive it, until I prove it to you, which I can do. I can prove all that I say to you. Do you know, John—that’s your name. 

S.: To be sure, that is my name. 

Tom: Do you know that I have seen a little girl, and she tells me that her name is Bertha? 

S.: Bertha who? 

Tom: Bertha Blake. 

S.: When did you see her? 

Tom: Do you recognise the name? 

S.: Well, I do; but how could you see her? Bertha Blake is my little daughter. 

Tom: I know she is, because she said that you were her father. 

S.: But she is dead and gone. 

Tom: She may be dead to your physical senses, as it were; but her spirit lives, and her spirit does not go so far away but that the love she bore to the loved ones left behind draws her back tothem. 

S.: Well, she was my little darling; but what has that to do with my condition? Could you tell me how I can escape? 

Tom: You have nothing now to escape from on the mortal side of life. 

S.: How has the matter been adjusted, if I have no fear? 

Tom: The matter has been adjusted by your paying the penalty of your life. 

S.: What do you mean by that? You talk so strange to me. I really hope that I have met a friend, but you talk so strange I don’t understand you at all. 

Tom: Quite true, my friend; it is an enigma, I know; but let me say to you, John, that many, when they are instantly deprived of life and go out in great anger or fear, don’t always understand that they have made the change called death. There are many that make the change in that manner, and you are one of the many. You have left your mortal form. 

S.: Do you mean that I have died? 

Tom: You have. 

S.: How? When? What way? 

Tom: All there is of death is simply leaving your old body, moving out of the tenement of clay. 

S.: But you certainly make some change? 

Tom: Not any for a time, only as you understand with your spiritual senses, and take in your surroundings, which you have not done yet; but you have been brought here for that purpose, of making you acquainted with what has taken place with you. 

S.: I feel no different. 

Tom: No, you cannot, leaving the body in the manner that you did—you died suddenly. You were shot by the parties that were after you. 

S.: Was that it? 

Tom: That was it. 

S.: Was that terrible sting a shot? 

Tom: Yes. 

S.: I felt it; and am I just the same? 

Tom: Just the same. How would you be any different? 

S.: Why shouldn’t I be different, if I am a dead man? I am quite sure I would be different. There must be some change in me. 

Tom: It is only a step. If you would be different you wouldn’t be Mr. Blake—you would be someone else. 

S.: I see all things just the same. Why did you talk to me about my little daughter? Tom: Because she is anxious to have you become acquainted with your condition, and anxious to have you work and take up the duties pertaining to the life which you have now entered, so that you may be able, after you have made restitution for all the mistakes committed in the body, to go where she is. 

S.: In what way can I make restitution? 

Tom: You will be taught and shown the way by kind, loving spirit friends. 

S.: Must I always remain here? 

Tom: No. 

S.: Where shall I go? 

Tom: You will be led and taught what way by kind spirit friends, whose mission it is to help poor misguided souls like yourself out of the darkness into the light. 

S.: Oh, but I feel so! 

Tom : It is only part of that old feeling, that old condition, that rushes over you; but that will pass off soon. You retain the same thoughts, you have the same feelings; they are your own, they belong to you. You have your own experiences that you take with you, your thoughts and your acts. S.: I don’t know that I ever met you before. 

Tom: No, my dear sir. 

S.: Then how are you so well acquainted with all that has transpired with me? 

Tom: Because the spirit friends who have you in charge—and they are those who are near to you, and know all that has taken place in your life—inform me. 

S.: I am hungry. 

Tom: Well, my dear sir, it is only part of your old, unpleasant condition; in time that will all pass away, and you will feel no hunger. As this lady told you, had she known you were coming before she entered this room she would have brought you whatever you desired, because it is the mission of these friends here to administer to poor, earth - bound, sin - sick souls like yourself. They are working on this side of life, and many kind spirit friends are working on the other side— on your side. Both are working for the uplifting of poor, misguided souls. 

S.: What is the penalty for this act of my life? 

Tom: You paid the penalty on the earth plane, as it were, by yielding up your life; on the spiritual side of life you will have to labor to undo all the mistakes committed while in the body. I will take you to a school where you will be taught and instructed what to do. 

S.: I don’t want to be deceived; I don’t want any excuses. If you are intending taking me away, I don’t want to be deceived about it. 

Tom: Why, my dear sir, I have no object in deceiving you in any manner, and you cannot be harmed now. No one on the mortal side of life can harm you, and on the spiritual side no harm can come to you; all the unpleasantness you will have will be the reflections which will come to you of your acts committed while in the body. You sent them on before you. People every day are sending on acts and deeds which are sure to meet them when they come. This is all they have to meet. I speak as one who would speak from experience, for I have passed through the physical conditions of immortality, and I return as a spirit to help a brother up. 

S.: And have you also died? 

Tom: I have made the change called death, and return to the earth and use the organism of this young man here, so that I can reach those who are on the earth plane; for you are on the earth plane at present; you merely stepped out of your body, but did not move away from the earth. S.: What music is that? 

Tom: That is a box these people keep playing here. 

S.: It sounds very pretty indeed. 

Tom: Would you like to see me, Mr. Blake? 

S.: I do see you. 

Tom: Oh, no; you don’t see me; you only see the young man. 

S.: The young man? 

Tom: Yes, the young man whose organism I am using to talk to you; and now you look right at the young man’s head, and I will show you myself. You watch, and you will see. 

S.: Oh, that is very strange indeed! That is marvelous! How can you do that? That is a very wonderful thing! 

Mrs. F.: Did you see any person? 

S.: Yes, ma’am. You saw it, didn’t you? 

Mrs. F.: No. 

S.: Well, I suppose you have seen him, haven’t you? 

Mrs. F.: No, I never saw that spirit; we can’t see as you can, because we are still in the mortal. It is all dark here to us. We can hear you talk, but we cannot see you. 

S.: Young man, does that hurt you? 

Mr. F.: What hurt me? 

S.: When that man came out of you. 

Mr. F.: Oh, no; not at all. 

S.: How did you feel? 

Mr. F.: Well, I don’t know that I can describe the sensation to you; but I felt something like electric shocks—something of that kind. 

S.: That is the most marvelous thing I ever saw in my life. 
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Mr. F.: We are people here who have friends in the spirit world, and we sit here for the purpose of communicating with all our spirit friends. My sister who has died comes and talks to us just the same as you are talking now, and this lady’s daughter comes also. We are what is called spiritualists; I don’t know whether you ever heard of them before. 

S.: I have heard and seen a great deal of them, but I never saw a spirit go in and out of a person like that. 

Mr. F.: We haven’t left the form yet; we haven’t made the change called death as you have; so, of course, we can’t see those things as you can. We can’t see you; we can only hear you speak. 

S.: Well, I am surprised that I have made the change, died, or whatever it is; but I am glad also, for I can’t have anything now that can possibly be as disagreeable and unpleasant as I have had; and I think there must he some change, because I begin to feel that there is. 

Mr. F.: Yes, you have been brought here to learn what has happened to you. This lady has a daughter who is a very bright, beautiful spirit, and who has been in spirit life a great many years; and it is her work to gather up poor, earth-bound souls, and bring them to her father’s house; and we talk to them, and get them acquainted with what has happened to them. 

Tom: Well, now, did you see me? 

S.: I did see you. I think that is very strange indeed. 

Tom: Didn’t I tell you that I could prove to you anything that I said? 

S.: Well, you have kept your word so far. 

Tom: Your friends all love you, Mr. Blake. 

S.: Well, I hope so. 

Tom: You made many mistakes in your earth life. 

S.: I suppose that is a mild way of putting it, but I know I have done a great many bad and wicked things. 

Tom: I am sorry for you. 

S.: I don’t suppose that will do me any good. 

Tom: Oh, yes, it will. Kindness, love, and sympathy do a great deal of good everywhere. There is a great deal of it on this side, but there is not near enough on the earth side. 

S.: Yes, I did a great many bad things; but I don’t believe that a man can help himself. It is of no use at all. I don’t believe it is possible for anybody to do any different from what they do. God Almighty has put us in this world, and placed us in conditions where we are obliged to do things; and then he demands of us repentance for that we can’t help. There is where it is hard. I have tried for my own sake, and I have tried for the sake of those who belong to me; but if you know about those things that we spoke of first, you know that I could not help it—it was forced right on me. 13 had to do it, and now what am I to do? 

Tom: Yes, I understand; and now your past experience must be your guide for the future. If you go out and plant a garden with seeds, and a great many weeds come up with the kind of seeds you have sown, you are obliged to pull those weeds out if you want those seeds to thrive and grow. And so there were a great many weeds came up in your life, and now you must go to work and pull them up. 

S.: Well, I might as well be pulling up weeds as anything else. If I know how, I will do it. 

Tom: That is only a comparison. 

S.: Well, I know, and accept it. 

Tom: Yes, Bertha, I will help your papa all I can. 

S.: What did you say? 

Tom: I told Bertha I would help you all I could; she is so anxious. 

S.: You told her! Why can’t I see her? 

Tom: Because you are in a different condition, and one spirit can’t see another unless in the same condition—that is, the lower spirits can’t see the higher spirits, only as they are able to take up the conditions so that they can present themselves to you. Perhaps, if you call her to speak to you, she might be able to; but, of course, I don’t know whether she will be able to speak to you or not. 

S.: Bertha! Bertha! If you are here, Bertha, speak to papa. 

Bertha: Papa—papa 
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S.: I would give all the years of my life—I would do anything—I would do everything, no matter what, to once more clasp that darling. Bertha! Bertha! Did she leave me? 

Tom: She hasn’t left you, but she is unable to speak more to you now. You have heard her voice, and, as you said, you would be willing to give all the years of your life to be able to clasp her to your arms once more. Well, you will be able to clasp her to your arms; but you will have to labor—it is worth working for. There is a long road between you and her which you will have to travel; there will be a great many obstacles in your way which you will have to surmount; but you know what is at the other end of your road. But it is worth working for, for every step will bring you nearer to her. 

S.: God help me. 

Tom: God will help you. God is a God of love, and he will help you, and we will all help you. Now, I will leave the young man, and will take you to the school. 

S.: Well, I will go with you. I am ready and willing to do all that I can. 

Tom: Now bid these kind, good friends “ Good-night,” who have sat here and given you of their strength and their force, that you have been able to speak and learn of your condition, and we will go. 

S.: Good-bye, friends, and thank you.

Friends: Good-bye; come again. 

EVA:   Thank you, dear mamma, and all the dear friends present, for your kind assistance in our work. A great many persons have been benefited by what was said tonight. 

TUESDAY EVENING, JUNE 10, 1890

I have a very sad case tonight of a mother who killed her children and then herself. You must treat her very gently.—EVA. 

S.: What have I done?—Oh, my God! What have I done?—Oh, look at my dear ones! Oh, God! Oh, why did I do it?—Oh, baby! baby! baby! But what was I to do? Oh, I wish I had begged; but oh! the pride in my heart. Oh, it was so hard! It was so hard! Oh, baby! baby! If I could only rest—rest—Mr. B.: You can rest after a little. 

S.: Oh, sir! but what will I do?—Dear sir, what will I do? 

Mr. B.: You made a very sad mistake. 

S.: I did a dreadful thing. 

Mr. B.: It can be corrected. 

S.: I could not help it—I could not help it. Oh, it was dreadful! dreadful! 

Mr. B.: You were partially out of your mind through trouble. 

S.: Oh, I was most crazy. I couldn’t see them starve—I couldn’t see them starve—I couldn’t ask for help. Oh, sir, pity me—pity me. 

Mr. B.: I do pity you. 

S.: Oh, I shall never find rest. 

Mr. B.: You will find rest, and you will find your little ones. Your little ones are happy, and you will find them. 

S.: Oh, sir, I didn’t want to do it. I did it because I loved them so !—I loved them so! 

Mr. B.: They love you, and you will have your little ones again by-and-by. 

S.: Oh, sir, pray for me—pray for me. 

Mr. B.: Yes, we will help you. 

S.: Oh, you all feel that I am bad. 

Mr. B.: Oh, no; we feel sorry for you. We feel that you made a mistake, but you didn’t do it intentionally. 

S.: Oh, sir, I didn’t want to do it. 

Mrs. B.: Has anything happened to yourself? 

S.: Oh, I tried to put myself away. I thought it would be best for us all. Oh, the poverty, want, and suffering! And I could not ask for bread. 

Mr. B.: You did put yourself away. 

S.: I tried, dear sir. 

Mr. B.: I know, but you did. 

S.: Did I? 

Mr. B.: Yes. 

S.: I am still myself. 

Mr. B.: I know, but you are in spirit life. 

S.: Oh, no—no—I couldn’t suffer like this. 

Mr. B.: Yes, because you entered spirit life with just the same feelings that you left this life. Putting off your old body doesn’t change your feelings any. 

S.: Where is my baby? 

Mr. B.: Your babies are taken care of and are happy, and you will see them after a little time. 

S.: Oh, show them to me. 

Mr. B.: They cannot approach you now, feeling as you do. 

S.: Oh, I thank you—I thank you—I do thank you— You do pity me, don’t you? Oh, pray for me—pray for me. 

Mrs. B.: Yes, we will pray for you, and we will help you—to bring your little children to you. 

S.: It is a dreadful thing! but I did it through the deep love I bore the dear little ones, and I thought I must end their suffering. 

Mr. B.: You have spirit friends who pity you, and who brought you here this evening. 

S.: Who brought me? 

Tom: Good evening, Mrs. Lacy. 

S.: Good evening, sir. 

Tom: Now I am real glad that you are here, because these good, kind friends will do a great deal to help you. I feel sorry for you, and I can tell you something very nice. Don’t you remember George? 

S.: Oh, truly I do. If he had only lived— 

Tom: Yes, I know; but he feels very sorry for you, and, do you know, the little ones are with him. 

S.: Oh, that is beautiful! Oh, thank God for that! 

Tom: And you will be there, too, in time. You will be reunited and happy. 

S.: How do you know? 

Tom: Because I know. 

S.: Will God forgive me? 

Tom: Yes, because God is a God of love. 

S.: But how could I help it? What could I do? 

Tom: I know it was a very sad mistake; but I don’t know, under the circumstances, from your disposition and your make-up, that you could have done any different. 

S.: I am very sorry, but what can I do? 

Tom: Just keep quiet, and the friends will help you; but let me tell you, Mrs. Lacy, you have entered spirit life. 

S.: Well, the gentleman told me that; but it seems as if everything is so cloudy. 

Tom: That is owing to your condition; because you went out in that manner, and your mind was so troubled beforehand you took that condition with you. You have been brought here to be led to a place where you will be able to cast it off. Kind, loving, spirit friends have brought you here to this place, where you can get love and sympathy and the help that you need to start you to work out of these unpleasant conditions which surround you. 

S.: Well, that is what I do need, sir, sympathy—sympathy. 

Tom: You have entered a life now where everyone loves one another, where all work to help one another, when you get into the true spiritual atmosphere. Of course, there are many clouded minds, like yourself, on the earth plane; but in time you can work out of that up into the spiritual atmosphere, where you will be tenderly cared for, and you will have all the love and sympathy which your soul yearns for, and where you will be very happy. 

S.: Do you know it? 

Tom: Yes, because I have entered that life myself, and I can speak from experience. S.: You speak kindly, and I thank you so much. 

Tom: You were one of those unfortunate creatures of circumstances. You could not control circumstances; they controlled you, and worked you up to that state where you couldn’t very well do otherwise than you did do. 

S.: I tried very hard—I tried very hard; but it seemed as if everything was against me. 

Tom: It would have been better had you put aside your pride; but that was part of your nature, which you inherited from your father; you know how proud he was. 

S.: My father was a proud man. What’s the light? What’s the light I saw? 

Tom: That is the light of the spirit friends who love you. 

S.: Oh, that is beautiful! beautiful! 

Tom: You watch that light; perhaps you may see somebody that you know in it. George has brought the little ones. 

S.: It is gone—it is gone—it has disappeared. 

Tom: Is your name Lucy? 

S.: Yes, sir. 

Tom: George says: “Tell dear Lucy I love her, and I pity and sympathise with her.” 

S.: Is George in heaven? 

Tom: He is where it is very bright and beautiful. There is no heaven such as you were taught there was; but there is a very bright, beautiful place where you can live and be very happy. 

S.: Oh, I saw it again—I saw it again. 

Tom: You speak to George. He can hear you. 

S.: Can he hear me? 

Tom: Oh, yes, you talk to him. 

S.: I don’t like to speak to him. 

Tom: Oh, yes, you will feel better if you speak to him. He loves you, and doesn’t blame you for the act. 

S.: George—George—George—It seems almost wicked for me to call. 

Mrs. B.: Oh, no; he loves to have you call him. 

Tom: He can see you. 

S.: I don’t see him. 

Tom: No, not now; but you will be able to see him in time; but you will have to work out of this present condition that you are in, and I know that you will work to get where he is and the little ones are, because they are waiting to receive you; but you will have to be prepared—you will have to work to undo the mistakes. 

S.: I can never undo it, it is done. 

Tom: But you can make restitution. 

S.: I would do anything I could to rectify it. 

Tom: Friends will help you. 

S.: There he is! There he is! George (s.): Lucy, dear! 

S.: Oh, George! 

EVA:     We will not materialise her again tonight. She is in a condition now where her friends can put her in a magnetic sleep and control her brain. 

SUNDAY EVENING, SEPTEMBER 21, 1890

We have a person who fell downstairs and killed himself; he was in liquor at the time. And there is another person whom we think we can bring at the same time —EVA

S.: Oh! I guess I must have fainted away—I believe I have been insensible—I wonder where the old woman is. Do you know where she is? 

Mrs. E.: No, I don’t. Maybe she scolds you sometimes, does she? 

S.: Yes, I guess she does. I wouldn’t care if I broke my neck if she didn’t find it out. 

Mr. F.: Find what out? 

S.: Why I fell downstairs. 

Mr. F.: You did? 

S.: Yes. 

Mr. F.: How did you happen to fall downstairs? 

S.: I don’t know. Oh, golly! That hurts. 

Mr. F.: That’s too bad! Can we do anything for you? 

S.: I wonder where she is? 

Mr. F.: I don’t know. Had you been taking a drop? 

S.: She said so. 

Mr. F.: You knew whether you had or not, didn’t you? 

S.: Well, can’t help it very well. 

Mr. F.: What if you had broken your neck? 

S.: It wouldn’t make much difference. She jawed me anyhow. When I was drunk she jawed me for being drunk, and when I wasn’t drunk she jawed me because I wasn’t drunk. 

Mr. F.: Well, perhaps you might have given her a cause. Did she always scold you before you ever drank any? 

S.: Well, you know, she’s a good woman—she’s a good woman. 

Mr. B.: You said you wouldn’t care if you had broken your neck, didn’t you? 

S.: Well, if she knew I fell down those stairs, I’ll tell you what, she would raise hell with me. 

Mr. F.: You are not afraid of her, are you? 

S.: Oh, well, never mind. We won’t talk about that any more. 

Mr. F.: What would you think if you had broken your neck? Perhaps you did. 

S.: I broke some of my bones; I feel awful sore. Mr. F.: We will help you all we can. [Aside] Isn’t he queer? 

S.: Who’s queer? 

Mr. F.: Why, you don’t talk very plain. 

S.: Well, I talk as plain as anybody, don’t I? 

Mr. F.: No; you talk like a fellow that has had too much. 

S.: Well, I am a little tired, you know. 

Mr. F.: Oh, I thought you were going to say tight! 

S.: All the same. 

Mr. B.: About the same, isn’t it? 

S.: You know how it is. 

Mr.B.: Yes. 

Mr. F.: What’s your name? 

S.: My name is Drake. 

Mr. F.: Where did you live? 

S.: I live here. 

Mr. F.: What’s the name of the place? 

S.: The name of the place is—why—what is the name of this place? 

Mr. F.: The name of this place is Buffalo. 

S.: I guess not. 

Mr. F.: What is it, then? 

S.: Well, I think it is—I think it ain’t Buffalo, anyhow! I guess you know, don’t you? 

Mr. F.: Why, no! If it isn’t Buffalo, I don’t know what it is. 

S. No. 2: Hello! Is that you, Drake? 

S. No. 1: Hello! When did you come? 

S. No. 2: I have been here for some time, but I can’t find anybody. Do you know where my people are? 

S. No. 1: Why, yes; I know your wife has gone to New York. She heard that you were dead. 

S. No. 2: Who told her I was dead? 

S. No. 1: She heard so. She sold everything and went to New York. 

S. No. 2: Say, Drake, you are drunk, ain’t you? S. No. 1: Yes, I guess so. I fell downstairs and hurt myself. 

S. No. 2: I am glad to see you, old fellow. 

S. No. 1: I am glad to see you, too. 

S. No. 2: I am sorry to see you used up so bad. 

S. No. 1: I am not used up at all. I ain’t used up, am I? 

Mr. B.: No, you only feel tired. 

S. No. 1: Yes, I am tired: you know, don’t you? Yes, I’ll bet you do! 

S. No. 2: Say, how do you suppose my wife heard I was dead, when I am not dead? Drake, I can’t tell how that is. 

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you. I guess I will have to lie down a little while; but if you will just inquire over there, I guess they can tell you where you can find your folks. 

S. No. 2: How do you do, sir? Mr. F.: How do you do? 

S. No. 2: Can you tell me anything about my family, Mrs. John Williams? Did she use to live in this house? 

Mr. F.: What is the name of the place? 

S. No. 2: The name of the place is Williamsport. 

Mr. F.: Well, I will inquire. 

S. No. 2: Drake knew all about my family; but I can’t do anything with him—he is tight. 

S. No. 1: Don’t you be telling any lies. You lie like the devil, and you know it! 

Mr. F.: I will be very glad to help you; but I think something has occurred to you that you are not aware of, and that is the reason that you cannot find your friends at your old home. 

S. No. 2: Drake said they informed my wife in my absence that I was dead, and I cannot understand it. 

Mr. F.: Have you been sick, or has anything happened to you that word of that kind might get started to your wife? 

S.No.2: Oh, no! 

Mr. F.: Have you been in any danger at all—any accident? 

S. No. 2: No, nothing of that sort. 

Mr. F.: Were you ever troubled with heart disease? 

S. No. 2: No, I am a perfectly sound man, sir. 

S. No. 1: Don’t be telling such stories as that. You are unsound in your head. He is a good enough fellow, but he don’t always tell it just as it is. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, what makes you think he isn’t sound in his head? (No answer.) Well, I’ll tell you, Mr. Williams, you are in Buffalo now; something must have occurred to you to be here. 

S. No. 2: I can’t understand it at all. 

S. No. 1: You just made up your mind you never would understand it. 

Mr. B.: Mr. Williams, you have made the change called death. You are in spirit life now. What day of the month do you remember last? 

S. No. 2: Why, it is about the 30th. 

Mr. B.: Of what month? 

S. No. 2: August. 

Mr. B.: This is the 21st day of September, and you are in Buffalo. 

S. No. 2: Well, what in the world has happened to me? 

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you what’s the matter with you; you are off. 

Mr. B.: Mr. Williams, you made the change called death without knowing it—it came on so suddenly; and the life you are in now is so much like the life you left you haven’t known any difference. 

S. No. 2: Are you really telling me the truth? You are not joking with me? 

Mr. B.: No, not at all. A great many people, when they are taken away from this life suddenly, don’t know they have made the change for quite a little time sometimes. And you have been brought here for the purpose of bringing you to a realisation of your condition. Mr. F.: And, Mr. Williams, Mr. Drake fell downstairs and killed himself, and he doesn’t know he has made the change. 

S. No. 2: Is that possible? 

S. No. 1: I fell down, but I didn’t kill myself. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, when you fell downstairs you killed yourself. 

S. No. 1: Well, I guess not. 

Mr. F.: Oh yes; and that is why you could see Mr. Williams. You know Mr. Williams died. 

S. No. 1: I know he isn’t dead; I have seen him all right enough. 

Mr. F.: Yes, because he is dead, and you are dead, too. 

S. No. 1: Do you think you are going to fool me? The old woman told me I was dead, and she would like to get me buried. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake, it is really so, or how could you see Mr. Williams? You know Mr. Williams is dead, and if you were living you wouldn’t be able to see him. 

S. No. 2: Come, Drake, let’s find out about this. Mr. B.: I suppose you have heard of spiritualists, Mr. Williams? 

S. No. 1: Yes, sir. 

Mr. B.: We are spiritualists sitting here in a circle in a room perfectly dark. Can you see us? 

S. No. 2: Yes, I can see you. 

Mr. B.: We cannot even see our own hand before our eyes. And you are proving the truth of spiritualism to us by being a spirit and talking to us. 

S. No. 2: You speak like a gentleman; I am bound to. 

Mr. B.: We are telling you the truth; and before you leave this place you will be satisfied that it is true. 

S. No. 2: But I see nothing to indicate that I have died; but still, there is something peculiar. 

Mr. B.: I think, perhaps, the spirit friends may be able to illustrate to you. Hold one of your hands up, and look at it closely, and see if you don’t lose some of it. 

S. No. 2: Oh, my hand is partly gone! How in the world is it? 

Mr. B.: It is because you are a spirit; and in order to enable you to speak to us they clothe you with material temporarily, and at my request they withdrew it for the time being. 

S. No. 2: If I have passed through death, and am able to converse with you, then is it not possible for me to converse with my family? 

Mr. B.: It would he if they were to make the proper conditions for you; but not knowing how, they probably won’t be able to do it. 

S. No. 2: You say I am clothed for the time being? 

S. No. 1: Yes. Ha-ha-ha-ha! Put on your clothes! put on your clothes! 

Mr. B.: We are holding these circles in connection with our spirit friends on the other side, who brought you here to assist you to realise your condition. 

S. No. 2: Well, that is very pleasant and kind of you. I’ll tell you, this is very serious. 

Mr. F.: Mr. Drake doesn’t know that he has made the change; he isn’t aware of it at all. 

S. No.2: Say, Drake! 

S. No. 1: What do you want? 

S. No. 2: Come, get up now, Dra1~e, and let’s reason together, won’t you? These people are telling me things that are very wonderful; they say that you and I have both died. Won’t you, now? 

S. No. 1: Get hold of me, and I will get right up. Well, I feel better now—ever so much better. What is it about it? 

Mr. F.: You were killed when you fell downstairs. 

S. No. 1: Well, it don’t make much difference. 

Mr. F.: I guess you will be better off now. 

S. No. 1: I can’t be much worse off. Do you really mean that I am dead? 

Mr. B.: Yes. 

S. No. 1: How does the old woman feel about it? 

Mr. B.: I don’t know; we are in Buffalo; we don’t know people in Williamsport. 

S. No. 1: I wish I had a drink. 

Mrs. B.: There’s some water over there. 

S. No. l: In that tub? 

Mrs. B.: Yes; that is clean water. 

S. No. 1: I guess I’ll get a drink. Say, Williams, what are you sitting there crying for? 

Mrs. B.: It’s of no use to cry, Mr. Williams, because you have entered a life now that is much more beautiful than the one you have left. 

S. No. 1: Why, yes, I guess it is all right. 

Mrs. B.: Did you get a drink? 

S. No. 1: Yes’m; I feel better, too. 

Tom: Now, I’ll tell you what it is, gentlemen; I will come and talk to you a little bit. 

S. No. 1: Go right on. 

Tom: You have both entered a new life. 

S. No. 1: Well, that is what I have been wanting for a long time, is a new life. I’ll tell you, this old life is a d hard one. 

Tom: You made it hard by putting into your body what you ought not to. 

S. No. 1: Well, I guess that is so. 

Tom: Mr. Drake, would you like to see Lucy? 

S. No. 1: Why, yes, I would like to see her well enough. 

Tom: How would you like to see John? 

S. No. 1: John is a bully fellow. 

Tom: If you try real hard, perhaps, you can go where they are after a time. I want you and Mr. Williams to go with me. I will take you in charge, and I will take you to a place where you will learn about the new life you have entered—learn of the duties pertaining to it, and learn what to do to correct the mistakes you made in your former life. 

S. No. 1: Well, that is real good: I feel as if I would like that. I guess I will go with you. Come on, John, let’s go and see what he wants to do with us. 

Tom: I am going to take you to a place where you can rest, where you can get sobered up first; and then I will take you to a school where you will learn, because you have entered a new life now, and by working hard you can go where it is very pleasant; but you will have to work. 

S. No. 1: I think we are pretty old to go to school. 

Tom: Oh, no, not this kind of a school, because you have entered an entirely new life now, and you will have to learn about it; and there are many good, kind spirit friends who will be very kind to you and help you. You have entered a life now that is very natural—just the same in many respects as the one you left off; and you have got to begin this life where you left off the other. Now, Mr. Williams and Mr. Drake, I am going to show you myself as a spirit. 

S. No. 1: I see you now. 

Tom: No, you only see the young man. 

Mr. B.: This isn’t the gentleman that was talking to you a little while ago. This is a spirit. 

S. No. 1: Well, I see him just the same. That’s no spirit. 

Mr. B.: You watch the young man’s head, and he will show you. 

S. No. 1: Well, that’s funny, to be sure! Say, look here! Do you know that you could make your eternal fortune by doing that? 

Mr. B.: He can’t do it. What do you see? 

S. No. 1: It appears like a little bit of smoke, and then it forms into a man. 

Mr. B.: That man is the spirit who was talking to you. You watch him, and you will see him go back into him. 

S. No. 1: Go back into him! Go on! You are a good big fellow. Now go back into him.

Mr. B.: That spirit is larger than the young man, isn’t he?

S. No. 1: Oh, yes. Well, that is a funny thing! Oh my! oh my! Say, Williams, I’ll swear to God that you have, seen something that you never saw before. Is that the way you all do at this place? Shoot out and shoot in?

Mr. B.: Oh, no, only this one.

S. No. 1: Say, Williams, isn’t that a strange thing? Now he’s going in. He’s like a mud turtle.

Mr. B.: Is Mr. Williams looking at it?

S. No. 1: Yes, he’s looking. Tom: Well, now, did you see me?

S. No. 1: If that was you, I saw you.

Tom: That was me. Now, you will go with me, won’t you?

S. No. 1: I will be glad to go with you.

Tom: And Mr. Williams?

S. No. 2: Yes, sir, I will go with you.

Tom: I will help you both all I can.

S. No. 1: I’ll tell you what it is—I am real glad if there is anything better in this life for me. It has been a hard pull, and I didn’t want to be a burden to the folks. They used to say that I was drunk, and all this; but I couldn’t help it very well. I’ll tell you what it is —I used to get tight.

Tom: You will be better off now. You can get rid of that appetite.

S. No. 1: Say, I am dropping all to pieces. Isn’t that queer?

EVA:      We have gathered quite a number of such as these together tonight, and they have all received instructions at the same time.

Rescue Circles (61)

When they pass, people don’t just disappear into the light as some television shows seem to imply.  Some spirits do need help to find their destinations, while others will find their loved ones waiting for them.  But for all there is a vast and magnificent world to move on to, only dimmed and darkened by a soul’s negative state of consciousness.  I had a brief glimpse once of that soft warm golden light, but it is by no means the only thing to notice.  There is a whole new world to discover and our loved ones and all the people, animals, things and activities we have become truly involved with while on earth are to be found there too, and a whole new environment of town and countryside and much more beyond, which we can only dimly remember from our dreams or hear about from the spirits who communicate with us.  

As we’ve seen from the accounts of rescue work in this series, many spirits are confused on passing, especially if it is  sudden or accidental death, or if there is no belief in an afterlife. Others may have had orthodox beliefs in heaven and hell, judgment and punishment, and be wracked by fear and guilt. Yet other spirits may not even be aware that they have died.  So there is always need for rescue work, and while we are still living on earth, we rather than helpers in spirit are often able to be of more help, especially to earthbounds, whose vibrations are closer to earth than those guides available  in spirit.  

Robert Crookall the psychical researcher realized this, as did Lord Dowding, and they both discovered that much rescue work is done by us while we sleep.  We may not remember much, but we do leave our physical body during sleep and dreaming to do this type of work, and travel in our astral, or soul and spirit body.  A lot of information about this is to be found in Robert Crookall’s book “During Sleep: the possibility of co-operation between the living and the dead.” University Books Inc.  Secaucus, N.J. 1974).  This is a useful supplement to Hugh Dowding’s work which was recorded in earlier episodes of this series.  Crookall reviews over eighty cases of this type of work, and in a future post I will follow some of them up.  Meantime here are some more conversations between the living and the dead from the Bailey’s rescue circle in Buffalo from the 1890s, around the same time the clairvoyant boy was writing his diary in Yorkshire.

[The Bailey’s circle sits in complete darkness to allow the physical mediumship and independent direct voice of the young medium to take place safely. This is exactly the same type of mediumship which is being demonstrated today by mediums like Colin Fry and David Thompson, or earlier by Minnie Harrison and Leslie Flint. Tom Harrison, and Rev. Jane Suprynowicz, have written books about this type of séance, and Marilyn Awtry Smith has published  on mediums in the past, while Robert Egby’s  Parapsychic Journal, the PsyPioneer, and Survival Research publications all keep us up-to-date on this topic. The same type of physical phenomena have been provided down through the ages by mystics, saints and aboriginal shamans in different settings all round the world. Nothing is new.  Richard R

THURSDAY EVENING, SEPTEMBER 26, 1890.

Eva [The medium’s control]: We will bring a lady to-night.

Visiting Spirit.: Oh, friends! friends!

Friends sitting in the circle: Good evening!

Spirit: Good evening! Oh dear! oh dear!

Mr. F. (one of the sitters): What is the matter?

Spirit: Oh dear! What will I do? What will I do?

Mr. F.: Can we help you?

S.: I don’t know.

Mr. F.: What is the matter?

S.: I can’t do anything. I don’t know; I cannot understand it; I suppose it must be that I

am dead. I cannot be reconciled. It must not be—it must not be.

Mr. F.: You are not dead. You are just as much alive as ever you were.

S.: Oh dear! It is the most dreadful thing that ever was.

Mr. F.: What is, to die?

S.: Why, certainly it is.

Mr. F.: Why, no, it can’t be such a dreadful thing.

S.: Oh, yes, it is. You don’t know anything about it. It is dreadful!

Mr. F.: You have entered a life now that is very beautiful.

S.: Oh, no. You are only cut off and deprived of everything you loved. I tell you, dear

friends, you don’t know what it is.

Mr. F.: There is a beautiful life before you that you don’t see now.

S.: I cannot understand it.

Mr. F.: We feel very sorry for you, and we will assist you all we can.

S.: I don’t suppose you can assist me.

Mr. F.: Haven’t you any friends that have died that you would like to see?

S.: Yes; I had a world of friends, but I can’t make them see me.

Mr. F.: In a short time your friends will come where you are; because, don’t you know, we all of us have to make that change? I think it will be better for you to try and look about you, and interest yourself in something in the life you are in now.

S.: How can I be interested when every interest is in this world, and I am so that I can’t take hold of anything? Why, it is the most dreadful thing you ever knew.

Mr. F.: It must be, and we feel very sorry for you; but you must realise that someone is taking very great interest in you, because you are communicating with people that have not made the change; we are mortals.

S.: Is that so?

Mr. F.: Yes; and there are laws of communicating with mortals, and you can learn those laws.

S.: You just tell him to come right here; I want to speak to him.

Mr. F.: Who?

S.: James.

Mr. F.: I don’t know him. You are a perfect stranger to us, and we are sitting here for the purpose of communicating with spirits.

S.: It was so hard to die. I was determined I wouldn’t die.

Mr. F.: That has made it hard for you.

Mr. B.: Haven’t you friends in spirit life, who have gone before you, that you would like to see?

S.: I have friends, yes.

Mr. B.: Wouldn’t you like to see them?

S.: Oh, I have most forgotten them; the world was so dear to me.

Mrs. B.: This gentleman has a daughter over there, and she wouldn’t come back here for anything.

S.: Perhaps she wasn’t situated as I was.

Mrs. B.: She had everything that heart could wish for.

S.: I feel she must have felt bad.

Mrs. B.: She felt bad, of course, when she went out; but now she wouldn’t come back, it is so beautiful where she is. You will see her; she told us you were coming here to-night. She is a beautiful angel.

S.: I haven’t seen her.

Mrs. B.: You will see her.

Tom [the spirit guide who helps lost spirits find their home and loved ones on the other side]: See here, Miss Nellie.

S.: Yes, sir.

Tom: Do you know that little Lulu is here?

S.: I don’t see her.

Tom: No, you don’t see her, but she is here.

S.: I would like very much to see her.

Tom: She’s a dear little creature. You loved her, didn’t you?

S.: I loved her—I love her—I do love her.

Tom: And she loves you; and, do you know, she is real glad you have come to her.

S.: She shouldn’t feel glad, because she must know what a disappointment it was to me— that it was good for me to stay.

Tom: She loves you so much, and she knows and realises that your body was diseased, and could not bold your spirit any more; and had you got well you would always have been an invalid; you couldn’t have gone about the way you did before you got sick.

S.: Do you really believe that?

Tom: I know it. Lulu told me that, had you not died, you would always have been an invalid; and then James would have tired of you.

S.: I don’t think he could. How could he? How could he?

Tom: He would have tired of you because you couldn’t go around the way you used to; and, you know, he was a frivolous fellow, always wanting to be on the go.

S.: He was full of life, but he was not frivolous.

Tom: In that way he was; and, let me tell you, you will bless the day you entered the new life. Grandma Perkins is glad you have come.

S.: Oh dear! Oh dear!

Tom: Don’t you remember Grandma?

S.: Why, certainly I do.

Tom: You have lots of folks over here that love you. You don’t know half the beautiful things in the life you have now entered.

S.: I don’t see them.

Tom: No, because you are in such an excited condition. You didn’t want to die.

S.: I didn’t want to die. I was right there. It was not right to take me away.

Tom: You know, you were careless and reckless, and took that cold and had that cough.

S.: Who plays the piano?

Mrs. Bailey: I don’t know.

S.: That is beautiful, isn’t it?

Mrs. B.: I can’t hear it.

Mr. Bailey: That music is for you. It is heavenly music.

S.: It is heavenly—very. I guess the gentleman knows who plays, don’t you?

Tom: Oh, yes; that is Flora!

S.: Dear! dear! Isn’t that lovely?

Tom: You remember Flora?

S.: Why, certainly I do! Can she play like that?

Tom: She can now.

S.: Oh, that is beautiful!

Mrs. B.: This gentleman has a daughter over there, and she wouldn’t come back here for anything.

S.: Perhaps she wasn’t situated as I was.

Mrs. B.: She had everything that heart could wish for.

S.: I feel she must have felt bad.

Mrs. B.: She felt bad, of course, when she went out; but now she wouldn’t come back, it is so beautiful where she is. You will see her; she told us you were coming here to-night. She is a beautiful angel.

S.: I haven’t seen her.

Mrs. B.: You will see her.

Tom: See here, Miss Nellie.

S.: Yes, sir.

Tom: Do you know that little Lulu is here?

S.: I don’t see her.

Tom: No, you don’t see her, but she is here.

S.: I would like very much to see her.

Tom: She’s a dear little creature. You loved her, didn’t you?

S.: I loved her—I love her—I do love her.

Tom: And she loves you; and, do you know, she is real glad you have come to her.

S.: She shouldn’t feel glad, because she must know what a disappointment it was to me— that it was good for me to stay.

Tom: She loves you so much, and she knows and realises that your body was diseased, and could not bold your spirit any more; and had you got well you would always have been an invalid; you couldn’t have gone about the way you did before you got sick. 

S.: Do you really believe that?

Tom: I know it. Lulu told me that, had you not died, you would always have been an invalid; and then James would have tired of you.

S.: I don’t think he could. How could he? How could he?

Tom: He would have tired of you because you couldn’t go around the way you used to; and, you know, he was a frivolous fellow, always wanting to be on the go.

S.: He was full of life, but he was not frivolous.

Tom: In that way he was; and, let me tell you, you will bless the day you entered the new life. Grandma Perkins is glad you have come.

S.: Oh dear! Oh dear!

Tom: Don’t you remember Grandma?

S.: Why, certainly I do.

Tom: You have lots of folks over here that love you. You don’t know half the beautiful things in the life you have now entered.

S.: I don’t see them.

Tom: No, because you are in such an excited condition. You didn’t want to die.

S.: I didn’t want to die. I was right there. It was not right to take me away.

Tom: You know, you were careless and reckless, and took that cold and had that cough.

S.: Who plays the piano?

Mrs. B.: I don’t know.

S.: That is beautiful, isn’t it?

Mrs. B.: I can’t hear it.

Mr. B.: That music is for you. It is heavenly music.

S.: It is heavenly—very. I guess the gentleman knows who plays, don’t you?

Tom: Oh, yes; that is Flora!

S.: Dear! dear! Isn’t that lovely?

Tom: You remember Flora?

S.: Why, certainly I do! Can she play like that?

Tom: She can now.

S.: Oh, that is beautiful!

Tom: This is a beautiful life you have entered, when you come to realise it, and grow to it—because it is all growth; every day and every hour of your existence now something new will come into your life which will make you more happy. You were brought here to-night for the purpose of partially working out of that unpleasant condition which you passed out of the body under.

S.: Can I go in that room where Flora is?

Tom: Yes; your friends will take charge of you and teach you about the new life, and show you many beautiful things which will interest you. And I am sure, after a short time, you will begin to feel that all things are well and right with you.

S.: Hear! hear! Isn’t that beautiful? Would you, please, go with me?

Tom: Yes, I will go with you.

S.: I don’t think I can go there. It is too rough, isn’t it? Could you help me?

Tom: I will take you to a beautiful garden

S.: No! no !—I want to go where Flora is!

Tom: You will have to wait a little. One thing you will have to learn is patience.

S.: I want to go now! I must go!—I must go!

Tom: You will have to work to go where she is.

S.: Please take me where she is, will you?

Tom: It is very beautiful where she is, but she has got there through patience and through labour. You will have to perform some duties first before you can have the reward.

S.: Must I be alone?

Tom: Oh, no! you will have good, kind, loving friends to teach you, as fast as your spirit can take it up, of the duties pertaining to the life you have now entered.

S.: I wish that you would, please, take me there! Please, won’t you?

Tom: You speak to Flora—she can hear you.

S.: Do you think she could hear me?

Tom: To be sure, she can hear you!

S.: Flora !—Flora! She doesn’t hear me.

Tom: Oh, yes, she does!

S.: Why doesn’t she answer me?

Tom: Perhaps she can’t now. You call to her again.

S.: Flora!

Flora (in spirit): Come !—come!

S.: You will take me now?

Tom: Yes, I will take you ; but it will take a little time to get there. Didn’t you hear her? She told you to come.

S.: Come, take me !—take me !—please, take me!

Tom: She told you to come.

S.: I can’t go alone. Take me !—take me !—do, please, take me!

Tom: Yes, I will take you; but you can’t go there all at once. I will take you where you will be taught how to go to her.

S.: Do—please, do!

Tom: Yes, I will. I want you to realise that you have entered a very beautiful life—a life of endless progression, where at every advancing step something beautiful will be revealed to you of the glories and wonders of the great universe which is all about you, Will you go now?

S.: Yes.

Tom: Bid these kind friends “Good evening,” and we will go.

S.: Good evening, friends! Good evening !—good evening!

Friends: Good evening! Come and see us again!

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 19, 1890.

We bring a young lady who feels very bad. She doesn’t know she has made the change.—Eva.

Spirit of a young lady: Dear me! I feel as if I am a perfect wanderer. I have no home—nobody will notice me!

Mr. B.: Come and stay with me; I will give you a home! We will notice you.

S.: They don’t notice me at home.

Mr. B.: The trouble with that is there has something happened to you.

S.: I know there has something happened to me, but I can’t tell what it is.

Mr. B.: Don’t you remember being sick?

S.: Yes, sir, I have been sick.

Mr. B.: Would you be surprised if you had passed over?

S.: Passed over where?

Mr. B.: Made the change called death.

S.: I don’t think it could be.

Mr. B.: You know you were very sick.

S.: Yes, I have been very sick; but I can’t tell

Mr. B.: You did make the change called death.

S.: Oh, that is dreadful !—isn’t it? Is this heaven?

Mr. B.: Not at present; but you will soon find the heaven you made for yourself. Everyone in earth life makes their own heaven.

S.: I can’t think of such a thing! I don’t want to die! I can’t die !—I can’t die!

Mr. B.: You were not afraid to die, were you?

S.: Yes, sir; I didn’t want to die. I can’t die !—I can’t die!

Mr. B.: You have made the change; you have passed through all.

S.: Oh, no, no, no! I am here just the same. Mr. B.: You don’t know where you are.

What place do you think you are in?

S.: Oh, dear! oh, dear! It seems so dreadful!

Mrs. B.: Our daughter is over there. She told us you were coming. She is in spirit life, too, and she is very happy.

S.: I didn’t want to go to spirit life. It can’t be! To think I have been sick, and have been neglected, and everything is all wrong! They don’t even recognise me!

Mr. B.: The reason they don’t recognise you is that they can’t see you. When you were in earth life you couldn’t see your friends that had passed over; they couldn’t make you understand—you couldn’t see them.

S.: I know I couldn’t see them.

Mr. B.: Well, it is with you just the same—they cannot see you; you have made the change called death.

S.: I can’t have it so !—I can’t have it so! I wanted to take that journey so bad!

Mr. B.: Dear friend, what journey were you going to take?

S.: I was going to California.

Mrs. B.: I was there last fall.

S.: Isn’t it a beautiful country?

Mrs. B.: Yes. You can go yet.

S.: Oh, I hope so !—I hope so!

Mrs. B.: I know you can.

S.: What time of the year were you here?

Mrs. B.: In November.

S.: Was it lovely?

Mrs. B.: Yes; it was rainy part of the time.

S.: I have heard they have a rainy season there. Oh, I set my heart on going!

Mrs. B.: You can go there in spirit life, and other places, too.

S.: I don’t feel at all as if I could be dead; I am just as live as ever. Don’t tell me

that—I can’t bear it!

Mr. B.: You expected to live after death, didn’t you?

S.: I didn’t know. I couldn’t think how it would be.

Mr. B.: Of course you couldn’t! You only left your old body when you passed over, and now you have a spiritual body; you are just the same.

S.: Oh, I feel wretched !—I feel miserable! What will I do?

Mr. B.: Where did you live?

S.: I lived right here.

Mr. B.: What is the name of the city?

S.: Why, I lived right here in New York.

Mr. B.: You are in Buffalo, N.Y., now. Do you know where Buffalo is?

S.: Yes, sir, I have been there.

Mr. B.: You are there now.

S.: No, sir—no, sir.

Mrs. B.: You are in Porter Avenue, up in the third story of this gentleman’s house.

S.: I don’t understand it at all.

Mrs. B.: This gentleman’s daughter will tell you all about it; you will see her; she is a beautiful spirit like yourself.

S.: Oh, no—no—no— Mr. B.: You will drop these bad feelings very quickly,

and be pleased to know that you have made the change. You have entered a new life, and you have been brought here to be instructed in it.

S.: A new life?

Mr. B.: Yes, new surroundings; you are in spirit life now.

S.: I see nothing new. I only feel that I have been very sick, and I feel very tired. I feel very ill, and my friends have neglected me.

Mr. B.: No, they haven’t. They have buried your old body.

S.: Oh dear! That is a dreadful thing! I am so afraid!

Mrs. B.: Oh, no; you have loving friends that will take care of you. There’s nothing to be afraid of.

S.: If someone would only pray for me.

Mrs. B.: We will pray for you.

S.: Oh, do. Do you think I am going to get well? Ask the Lord to restore me to health, please do.

Mrs. B.: Yes, you will be restored very soon.

S.: Oh, you are a kind lady.

Mrs. B.: I want to be. I want to do all I can to help you.

Mr. B.: I speak to you as I do because I think it will be for your good.

S.: I know there has something happened to me, but it doesn’t seem like death.

Mr. B.: Of course, you have no definite idea of death; you have no means of knowing; but as long as anything is inevitable, it is better to accept the situation and do the best you can.

S.: Who are these people I see?

Mr. B.: We can’t see them, because we are sitting in a room that is perfectly dark. It isn’t dark to you, is it?

S.: No; it isn’t very light, but it isn’t dark.

Mrs. B.: Dear friend, did you ever hear of spiritualists?

S.: Yes, ma’am.

Mrs. B.: That’s what we are, and we are sitting here to try and help you.

S.: That accounts for your talking so strangely. Mrs. B.: We are sitting here to make the conditions so that you can talk to us. By-and-by you won’t be able to speak to us.

S.: That’s a very strange thing, isn’t it?

(She is dematerialised.)

S.: Oh, yes, something has happened to me.

Mr. B.: For a few moments you couldn’t speak to us, could you?

S.: No, something fell off from me; still I was myself all the same.

Mr. B.: You are partially materialised so that you can speak to us, and that that you felt fall from you is the material your spirit is clothed with. We are mortals here.

S.: Could I speak to my friends?

Mr. B.: They don’t know that you arc with them. They don’t understand how to make the proper conditions for you to speak to them.

S.: Dear, that is a dreadful thing.

Mr. B.: Haven’t you friends inspirit life whom you love, and whom you would like to see?

S.: Why, yes, I have friends that have gone to heaven.

Mr. B.: Wouldn’t you like to see them?

S.: I don’t know. Yes, I guess I would.

Mr. B.: They love you still just the same.

S.: How strange it is! Oh, how unhappy I am!

Mr. B.: You shouldn’t be unhappy, because you have entered a life that is much more beautiful than the one you have left.

S.: It don’t look any different.

Mr. B.: It will.

S.: What shall I do? Where can I go?

Tom: I will tell you what to do and where to go.

Mr. B.: That is Tom. He will be a good, kind friend to you.

Tom: Yes, I used to live in New York.

S.: Did you?

Tom: Yes; and I will show you where to go and tell you what to do. You feel real bad, don’t you?

S.: Oh, yes I do. Why, do you know, that gentleman said I have made the change called death?

Tom: Oh, that isn’t anything.

S.: That is everything. That is a dreadful thing—a dreadful thing.

Tom: No, it isn’t; it is very beautiful when you understand it, but you don’t understand it. I feel very sorry for you. I have been in spirit life a good while, and I can take you where it is very beautiful.

S.: Can you?

Tom: Oh, yes.

S.: As beautiful as California?

Tom: Oh, you wouldn’t look at California after you look at some of the things that I can show you. I should think you would rather look at Harry’s face than to see anything in California. You have not forgotten Harry?

S.: Oh, no.

Tom: I’ll tell you, the trouble with you is your whole mind was on that California trip, and you couldn’t think of anything else. And that is the reason you couldn’t see anything that was nice about you. You were all to blame for it yourself.

S.: Oh, don’t scold me.

Tom: I am not going to scold, but if you had followed the advice of your mother, and not gone to that party, you wouldn’t have taken that cold and been sick; but you would go.

S.: I didn’t know I was going to take cold.

Tom: No, I know you didn’t; but you didn’t follow the advice of your mother, and that’s the way with a great many people—they don’t follow the advice that is given them, and then disastrous results follow.

S.: What are all those people doing?

Tom: They are spirits.

S.: Oh, dear!

Tom: You are not afraid of them, are you?

S.: I don’t know.

Tom: There is nothing to be afraid of at all. They will all help you.

S.: What makes part of me melt away so?

Tom: That is the material which the spirit friends have clothed your spirit body with, and when that material passes away from your spirit body it gives you that feeling of melting away.

S.: Do you think I am going to be happy? -

Tom: I know you are after a little time, when you get away from the conditions now about you. You have entered a beautiful life, where you will learn and have everything that is for your own good.

S.: How long have you been dead?

Tom: Who, me?

S.: No, this lady (meaning Mrs. B’).

Tom: That lady isn’t dead.

S.: You told me you were dead.

Mrs. B.: Dear friend, this spirit friend is controlling the organism of this young man.

S.: How is that?

Tom: Would you like to see me?

S.: I do see you.

Tom: No, you only see the young man I am talking through. You just put your hand right here on the young man, and then I will show you myself as a spirit, and take you by your hand, and then you will see the difference. Now you put your hand right on the young man.

S.: Yes, I will.

Tom: There, now you feel, don’t you?

S.: Yes, I feel. Your hand is all right.

Tom: That is the young man’s hand. Now you look at the young man’s head, and I will show you myself, and I will give you my hand.

S.: Yes, do.

Tom: Now you mustn’t be frightened.

S.: Oh, I see the most wonderful thing before me.

Mr. B.: Tell us what you see.

S.: I saw him come right out of his head. How strange that is! That makes me shudder.

Mr. B.: Don’t be afraid.

S.: Yes, I will take your hand. Oh! what a difference, isn’t there? Oh my! Oh my!

Mr. B.: Now you can see him go back.

S.: Oh! Isn’t that lovely? How many there are! That’s a most wonderful sight! He must have a great deal of power. He was a man, surely.

Mrs. B.: It’s the spirit going back into the young man. He will speak to you pretty soon.

Tom: Now didn’t you find it as I told you?

S.: Yes, I saw it. That is a wonderful thing. Why, I never thought it could be, and there are so many of them.

Tom: Oh, yes; those are the spirit friends.

S.: I guess I must try to be reconciled; but I am so disappointed.

Tom: I am sorry for you, and I will take you out of this atmosphere, where you will be able to work out of this disappointment. I will take you to a beautiful place, and my mistress Jennie will help you; she used to live in New York; she was a fine lady. You won’t be afraid to go with me, will you?

S.: Will the Lord accept me?

Tom: Well, I guess he will, because he accepts everybody.

S.: Oh! does he?

Tom: Of course he does.

S.: I haven’t always done right.

Tom: Then you have got to face all the wrong you have done. You are your own saviour. You will be willing to work, won’t you, and make good all the deeds you did which you think weren’t right?

S.: Oh, yes.

Tom: You mustn’t expect to find things as you thought they were—God sitting on a

throne. But I will take you to a beautiful place—a place that is adapted to your wants and needs at the present time; and you will be so pleased and delighted with the many beautiful things about you that that will help you to forget your disappointment.

S.: Who are those fine ladies?

Tom: They are dear spirit friends, who will help you. And, don’t you know, you will be able to see Harry and Lizzie, too.

S.: Oh, I hope so.

Tom: And not only that, but I will tell you what you can do. After you have become

acquainted with your surroundings and some of the laws pertaining to. the life which you have now entered, you can go to your friends and surround them with sweet influence, and help them in sorrow and trouble; and you can prepare a place for them, so that, when they come to make the change you have, you will have a place ready for them, and it will be very beautiful. And perhaps some time I may be able to go with you to your mother, and show you how you may be able to

soothe her some, because she is feeling very sad and lonely. Perhaps I can help you to make her feel you are there, in a dream or something that will give her comfort. I will help you all I can, because I love to help all I can those who have made the change up into brighter conditions.

S.: Oh! those are lovely flowers, aren’t they?

Tom: You don’t know how many beautiful things there are in the life you have now

entered.

S.: Oh, those are beautiful flowers the young lady threw over you.

Mrs. B.: That is the gentleman’s daughter who is helping you. She brought you here tonight. She is very happy.

S.: I think she must be very happy to have such beautiful flowers. Oh, see the little

rosebud he gives the lady.

Mrs. E.: Who gave me the rosebud?

S.: A gentleman. Who is it brings the flowers?

Tom: It is many. They bring the flowers as love offerings to the friends, that they may strengthen their souls and help them around in life’s journey.

S.: Oh, how beautiful things are getting, aren’t they?

Tom: I told you you had entered a beautiful life.

S.: Oh, it is getting beautiful! Who makes that beautiful music?

Tom: It is made by many whose souls are attuned to the sweet harmony of the spheres.

S.: Do you think I could go over there where those Ladies are?

Torn: Oh, yes, in time. I will take you to a beautiful place, where you can rest for a little time; and then you can enter a school where you will be taught by those beautiful ladies.

S.: Can we go now?

Tom: Yes. You bid these good friends” Good-night,” who have been aiding and assisting you; and then I will take you by the hand, and we will go. You can trust me, can’t you?

S.: Yes, I think I can.

Mrs. B.: Tom is a good friend to you.

Tom: I will take you to those who will take you in charge.

S.: Good-night!

Friends: Good-night!

THURSDAY EVENING, OCTOBER 23, 1890.

They have brought us a poor soul whom we will materialise; and perhaps, with the aid of Tom, we can bring him through to-night .—EVA.

Spirit: How do you do, friends?

Friends: How do you do?

S.: I would like to stop here a little while.

Mrs. B.: All right; you are welcome to stay as long as you please.

S.: There is nothing the matter, but I would like to go in the other room.

Mrs. B.: All right; go anywhere you please.

S.: If anyone should look for me, just tell them I am not here.

Mrs. B.: Yes, I will tell them.

S.: I have got a little blood on me; I killed a rabbit.

Mrs. B.: We will protect you here. 

S.: Thank you, madam; you are very kind. Oh!! !— Shut the door, please.

Mrs. B.: Yes, we will shut the door; you needn’t be at all alarmed; you are perfectly safe here.

S.: There is nothing the matter, you know.

Mrs. B.: I merely wanted to assure you that you are perfectly safe here. If anybody comes here, I will send them off.

S.: Yes, do, please. It’s nothing; only we got into a little dispute, you know. That is all.

Mr. F.: What did you do with your rabbit?

S.: Oh, I just left it outside. I didn’t know but what you might notice I had a little blood on my pantaloons. Oh! I didn’t see anything; no, I didn’t see anything.

Mr. F.: What makes you appear to be so nervous?

S.: I am a little nervous, yes; but that is all there is of it.

Tom: Well, I declare, John! What are you doing here?

S.: Don’t mention it. Don’t say anything about me.

Tom: I would like to know what you are doing here?

S.: I just stopped in for a little while to rest me. I was very tired.

Tom: You are welcome to rest here, because these are good friends; they make everyone welcome, and they never tell who they have got with them, so you needn’t be at all alarmed.

S.: The lady seemed to be kind; she said she wouldn’t tell—it’s no matter about that.

Tom: What’s the matter with you?

S.: There’s nothing to tell.

Tom: Why, no; I am sure it is nothing for a man to kill a rabbit.

S.: No, that’s nothing. I didn’t know but they might think it a little strange. Oh! Could I go upstairs a moment?

Mrs. B.: Yes, you are welcome to go upstairs if you want to.

S.: Don’t mention that there is anybody upstairs. I see them coming! Oh God, I see them coming!

Tom: Now you just keep a little quiet. There is nothing going to harm you. Don’t you know you are out of harm’s way now?

S.: Yes, I guess it is all right here. It is very quiet and pleasant here.

Tom: Of course it is, and we are all shut up here, and there is no light; so you see you are safe.

S.: I haven’t been very well.

Tom: You don’t appear well; you appear to be in a very nervous condition. Say, your name is John, isn’t it?

S.: Yes; but no matter about it.

Tom: I don’t care to tell anyone about it, only Sarah told me your name is John. You remember Sarah?

S.: Oh, yes, I remember her very well; but how could she tell you?

Tom: How can one person tell another one anything?

S.: Do you mean Sarah Mansfield?

Tom: Yes.

S.: She died quite a little while ago.

Tom: She is alive just the same.

S.: Well, maybe she is; I don’t know. Oh!!!

Tom: What makes you scream out like that?

S.: I didn’t see anything at all.

Tom: Of course, there’s nothing for you to see. I think you have got the tremens, haven’t you?

S.: Oh, no, no.

Tom: Have you been drinking too much?

S.: Oh, no, no.

Tom: What makes you scream out like that every little while?

S.: It’s just a little nervousness.

Tom: See here, John, I think it would be better for you to tell the truth; because if anyone does anything, and they will confess it and tell the truth, they will feel much better than to keep hiding as you are trying to hide now.

S.: I am not hiding; no, no, I am not hiding.

Tom: There is no use for you to try and keep it back any longer.

S.: I guess I will go.

Tom: No, I want you to stay here, because I am going to take care of you. I will be one of the best friends you ever had.

Mrs. B.: Tell us your trouble.

S.: It’s no trouble.

Tom: Say, John, I have got something to tell you. A long time ago there was a little girl, and her name was Lucy. Do you remember?

S.: Remember Lucy who?

Tom: Your Lucy.

S.: Of course, I remember her.

Tom: Don’t you remember how you used to hold her on your knee and tell her stories?

S.: Yes, but that’s no matter. Don’t speak of it.

Tom: Little Lucy is a very bright spirit now, and she loves her papa.

S.: No, she couldn’t do that.

Tom: Yes, she does.

S.: Have you a little water? I would like to wipe off this stain.

Mrs. B.: Yes, there is a little tub of clean water over there.

S.: It doesn’t look well. Oh! ! !

Tom: Well, I declare! You are the most nervous man I ever saw. What is the matter?

S.: I am trying to wash it out.

Tom: What do you want to wash it out for?

S.: It doesn’t look well. I wasn’t careful, you know, when I killed that rabbit.

Tom: I don’t think you ought to be troubled about that.

S: Well, it might get me into trouble. I would rather have it washed out. There! No! no! no! Oh!!!

Tom: See here, John, I want you to listen to me for a little while. I have got a story to tell you. What made you go down there to that place?

S.: Hush!

Tom: No harm can come to you now.

S.: How do you know anything about it?

Tom: Because I know all your past life and all about you, just as if I had lived right with you; because I can come into your surroundings and come in contact with your condition; and at the present time I can take up your past and read it like an open book.

S.: Please don’t speak quite so loud.

Tom: Your dear friends Sarah and Lucy, and many others, are here at the present time.

S.: Oh, don’t tell me!

Tom: You are not afraid of them, are you?

S.: Yes, I am afraid. Oh God! I am afraid.

Tom: What are you afraid of? They love you, and have come to help you. Say, John, do you know there has something very strange happened to you?

S.: Well, never mind. I know you know all about it, so I will give myself up. You can take me and have me arrested, if you want to.

Tom: I don’t want to have you arrested. You are perfectly safe here, John. You have paid the penalty now.

S.: Oh, I am tired and sick of it.

Tom: Yes, I know; and your friends are sorry for you, and they will help you.

S.: Torture! torture! Oh, don’t speak to me.

Tom: I am very sorry for you; but don’t you know there is a chance for you ?—a chance to work out this wrong?

S.: There is no chance—no chance.

Tom: Oh, yes there is, John.

S.: After all these years of torture? Oh, it is no use. I might as well give myself up; I can cover it up no longer—no longer—no longer.

Tom: Why did you do that? Tell the friends all about it, and you will feel a great deal better; and then I have got something to tell you that will make you feel better. Come, now, John, do it for Lucy’s and Sarah’s sake, because they both love you; and here, now, you have an opportunity and chance; we are all friends. Say, John, did you ever think how it would be when you came to make the change called death?

S.: Oh, I have thought and thought until it has burned into my heart and brain.

Tom: Did you ever think, or could you ever realise, that sometimes people make that

change called death, and they are not aware of it?

S.: No, I don’t know that.

Tom: Do you know, I have had that experience with a great many? I have come in contact with many souls that had made the change called death—that is, had laid aside their body—and they didn’t know it. But their friends see and realise their condition—the friends that have passed out of their bodies and gone on and up into higher spheres—and it makes them feel sad when they realise the condition that those they once loved and still love are in. So it is with your friends at the

present time; they realise your condition; they love you, if possible, more than they ever did. 

S.: That would seem impossible if they know.

Tom: They do know, and they see the unfortunate train of circumstances which forced you to do as you did; and they feel a pity for you, and are anxious to have you started right, that you may as far as possible make restitution for the wrongs which you have committed, so that your soul and spirit may unfold and grow, and that you may outwork the deeds which you committed while in the body.

S.: I haven’t done anything. You talk as if I had done something. Oh!!! There he is! I killed him! I killed him! I killed him! I have said it. I could not endure it any more. I can’t live and see that face— no, no, no. Take and do what you like with me.

Tom: John, do you know you have made the change called death?

S.: I don’t know. Dreadful things have come over me and entered my life. What can I do? I have told you. I have said it. I am glad I have said it. You can send for the authorities as quick as you please.

Tom: The authorities in earth life can have no control over you now. You are where they cannot touch you, cannot harm you, for you have left your old body.

S.: Have I?

Tom: You have.

S.: Well, it matters not—matters not.

Tom: And you have been brought here to-night, not knowing it, by those whose will

power is such that they have the power and will to surround one and bring them to this place, where you have been brought to be aided and assisted out of the terrible condition which you are in.

S.: I will accept any conditions, no matter what. I am so weary. I have tried and tried to cover it up. You know how it is. I have told you.

Tom: I knew how it was before you told me. I am a spirit, the same as yourself; and your friends in spirit life prepared me in a measure to talk to you, and wished me to aid and assist you, and teach you how to work out of the terrible conditions which you surrounded yourself with by the acts and deeds committed while in the body.

S.: It is well if you can help me to wipe out these bloodstains. I will ask no more; they have burned into my soul.

Tom: I can and will help you; but you will have to labour when you are prepared and able to work for others, for there are many in similar conditions to yourself; and one who has passed up and out of those conditions can return into those conditions and aid others. That will be your work when you are sufficiently prepared, for you will have sympathy for others who have made mistakes

like yourself.

S.: Indeed, I would.

Tom: And by helping others in this way it will help you to wipe out these stains which are so burned into your soul. You have been attracted to this place by those who love you; and your spirit has been clothed with material, so that you could speak and practically throw off the terrible weight which was upon your soul. And when that material is withdrawn from you I will take you in charge, and you will feel that there is a part removed, if a small part only, of that terrible weight

which clung to your soul.

S.: I hope and pray it may be so. Thank you, lady, I will go.

Tom: Before you go, wouldn’t you like to see me?

S.: No, no; come right along. Let’s go.

Tom: Bid the kind friends “Good-night,” for they have assisted you much. And you will be willing, won’t you, to try and get to the loved ones—to those who love you?

Rescue circle  62

Another type of cell memory.    Alfred Kitson and a visit to prison.   Getting Physical and the original “Most Haunted” in Victorian times.    Rescue Circles (62)

Rescue work in its various forms and locations continues to this day.  We can even take an outsider’s glimpse of it in such television programs as “Most Haunted ”in England, and “Rescue Mediums” in Canada and other features about  hauntings emanating from various places in and around the USA.  

Some of the locations where earthbounds and extremely distressed souls are found are prisons and mental hospitals.   I have visited both types of institution a few times performing in concerts, and have not wanted to linger long in such atmospheres.  These places have never been the reformatories they were intended to be, and much suffering lingers on, even when the buildings have been converted or torn down and rebuilt as  pubs, hotels, museums and apartments.

We were recently discussing one of the pioneers of Spiritualism and the Lyceum movement, and a friend of Pastor Ray Jones’s family, namely Alfred Kitson. He first met W.T. Stead in 1895 when the latter presided over the General Conference of Spiritualists in London. So we will take this opportunity of giving his account of some rescue work  with former prisoners and jailors who had been earthbound for several centuries.  Those of you who are contemplating undertaking this kind of rescue work will find some useful information in his story.  In particular he points out  the dangerous situations which can easily get out of control in such cases.

For his  encounter with spirits in prison we go back to the 1880s, the same time that the Baileys started their rescue circle in Buffalo, N.Y. and  when the clairvoyant boy was writing his spiritual diary in Yorkshire. This meeting also took place in Yorkshire, at Howley Ruins near Batley.  A few miles North-West of there is Haworth, home of the Brontes, and Keighley, where an ancestor of mine, David Weatherhead, co-founded one of the first Spiritualist journals, “The Yorkshire Spiritual Telegraph” in 1855. 

Alfred Kitson was present with mediums and speakers from the Yorkshire District Spiritualists’ Committee. Here is his account.

“The weather was fine.  The place was the ruins of an historic hall [which included dungeons], said to have been destroyed by Oliver Cromwell.  It was a place of general attraction and holiday resort, and had two or three tea rooms that catered for the public.

At the close of the meetings, the friends were photographed by Mr. Fox, of Batley, who was a local Spiritualist.  Then someone suggested that a meeting be held in the cellars, it being rumoured that there were some earth-bound spirits in them.   The suggestion was eagerly accepted by a number of local Spiritualists, amongst whom was Miss Atkins, the medium of our Home Circle.  The novelty of the affair appealed to their curiosity.  I tried to persuade them not to hold the meetings as there would be trouble if they did.  They begged of me to join them, but I walked away in the hope of drawing them away;  but in vain.  I had not gone far when I heard strains of one of our hymns wafted to me from the cellars.  I proceeded on my way until arrested by hearing my name called in a tone of distress.  I halted to learn what was the matter, when with white face, and panting breath the messenger begged of me to return with him as some of the ‘mediums were under control, screaming and kicking.’

When I arrived on the scene all was in wild commotion and confusion.  Those under control were fighting desperately with all who tried to hold them in restraint.  Miss Atkins was one of the worst affected.  I advised the friends to get all those under control out of the cellars into the open air as quickly as possible.  In my efforts to rescue Miss Atkins I got severely kicked on my shins.  When I succeeded in getting the medium into the open air I was unable to induce the spirit to quit control. It was afraid of being dragged back into its cell of long confinement.  So, assisted by our local friends we led her (the medium under control) to Mr. John Wm. Gales, the ‘caretaker’ of our Meeting Place at Batley Carr.  Even then we had much difficulty to induce the spirit to withdraw.  I had to explain matters very fully to it, and assure it that we were its friends to help, and not enemies to hurt or injure in any way, and so it would not be dragged back into captivity, but would be cared for, and allowed to visit us at our Home Circle and there tell us how it had come to be in its pitiable condition.  At a late hour it withdrew, and we were able to return to our homes.  Thus ended the interest of those visitors to the Mass Meeting who had been eager to enter into the novelty of holding a meeting in the cellars of the old historic ruins. But those of us who later listened to the pitiful story of the rescued spirit found our work just beginning. 

The spirit’s story was to the effect that in the days when the hall was inhabited, this spirit, who gave her name as Everlyne, lived with her husband at Soothill Hall, Oak Road, Batley, and was in the habit of paying friendly calls at Howley Hall [where the lord of the manor no doubt took advantages of his aristocratic privileges!]  On the occasion of what proved to be her last visit, having her little baby girl with her, she was grossly insulted by the master of the hall, and because she indignantly resented his actions and threatened him with exposure, she was deprived of her baby, - which was subsequently killed – and incarcerated in the cell in which the meeting had been held, and after being subjected to many more indignities [torture and rape] she was put to death. 

Strange to say, she had continued to think herself a prisoner, and had remained there in a kind of coma, from which she was awakened by the singing, and by the magnetism of the visitors, and perhaps aided by the spirit people.  As the ‘law of control’ is to enter the organism of the medium by similar sensations as those experienced at death, the spirit lived over again, when controlling Miss Atkins, her desperate struggles with the jailors who had murdered her.  Hence her screams and frantic kicking.

We also learned that when her husband heard she was being detained at the hall, he sought an interview and demanded the immediate release of his wife and child, and vowed revenge if any harm had befallen them.  He was at once overpowered and incarcerated in another part of the cellars, where he was securely chained to the wall and starved to death.  His wife [in spirit]  pleaded piteously for us to go and rescue him, as we had rescued her. 

Having learned the need for caution when liberating those who had passed out of earth life under such tragic circumstances, we talked the matter over with the medium, who willingly promised her services if proper arrangements could be made.  Mr. Joshua Taylor and Mr. Fox accompanied us to the ruins.

The cellar pointed out to us as containing the prisoner faced west and was known as the ‘dark cellar,’ owing to the window being blacked up with a large stone.  Wishing to avoid any accident during the anticipated struggle, I fixed a lighted candle, with clay, to the wall of the cell and cleared all the blocks of stone and rubbish away before the medium and friends entered.  The control was effected with little trouble.  We were able to pacify the spirit with the assurance of being his friends to effect his deliverance and lead him to freedom.  As we were in the act of leading him out of the cell he started back with fright, at the sight of two fierce looking jailors, guarding the door with swords in their hands, as he last remembered seeing them.   Our spirit friends helped us from their side of life all they could, and on our third attempt to approach the doorway a vision of his long-lost wife and child was shown to him.   As his gaze fixed on them his face lit up with a radiant smile, and with arms out-stretched to them he rushed forward calling, ‘Evelyne, Evelyne and my child.  At last!  At last!’

The vision had imbued him with courage to throw all fear of his jailors on one side and leave his prison cell for light and freedom.  But his strength failed as soon as he was safely outside. He sank on to a stone at the top of the cellar steps.  He had been starved to death and so all the pangs of starvation began to assert themselves on his controlling a mortal body.  The medium presented a famished appearance.  She begged piteously for food, and began to gnaw the finger ends. We hurriedly dispatched Mr. Fox’s son, Richard, who had been permitted to accompany his father, for food and milk to Mr. J. Gibson’s, who catered for visitors. He returned with biscuits and mineral waters, they having sold out both bread and milk.  The biscuits were ravenously disposed of, the controlled medium only chewing them sufficiently to allow ‘him’ to swallow them.  It was a most pitiful sight to see exhibited through a medium, who only a short time previously had partaken of a good tea!

When his hunger was appeased he thanked us most gratefully for the help given him, and learning the nature of our mission, and how long he had been confined in his cell, he seemed to regain his memory of the closing incidents of his earth life, and the treachery of his false friend.  He vowed to have revenge for the cruel wrong done to himself, wife and child.  It was in vain we pointed out that thirsting for revenge would debar his spiritual progress and delay his reunion with his wife and child.  But all we could do or say would not dissuade him from his purpose.   So he left us on his mission of revenge on his wife’s betrayer and murderer.

We were assured that there was another victim of foul play, a female, lying in one of the cellars.  She had been employed as a procuratress, and had been slain when her master had grow tired of her services.  At the earnest solicitation of our spirit friends, those angels of love and sympathy, we paid another visit to the ruins to try and effect her rescue. As our actions were being closely watched by a public whose curiosity had been roused by rumours of our visits, and wishing to avoid their attention we decided to pay our visit at 6 a.m. the following Sunday; the party to consist of myself, Miss Atkins (the medium), Miss Rachel Ann Armitage, and my brother James, all members of our Home Circle.  We were successful in our mission of love and mercy.

Our spirit friends next requested that we try to bring away the two jailors who had kept guard over Evelyne’s husband.  I pointed out to our spirit helpers how very difficult it was for me to visit the ruins without the rabble following to make rude jests,  and impute wrong motives.  I knew it was possible for our spirit friends to bring the jailors to us by reason of the magnetic connections we had made by our personal visits.  The task of liberation would be harder for our spirit friends to accomplish, but under the circumstances the request was considered a reasonable one, and granted. 

The jailors were brought one at a time, a meeting or circle being devoted to each one.   They proved to be rough, rude fellows without any compassion.  Each one in turn was full of antagonism, and threatened us with severe punishment for daring to forcibly bring them away from their post of duty.  They, too, seemed to be unaware of their death and of the lapse of time.  They were, also, unaware that the hall, once so large and imposing, was a mass of ruins.  This was explained to them, and in confirmation it was pointed out that visitors were now able to walk at will through the cellars and they, the jailors, were unable to stop them.  They admitted the fact, and also their surprise that none of the visitors took any notice of them, nor heeded their command to go away.  These facts helped to convince them of their changed state of being, that of having left their mortal bodies, and that they were denizens of a spirit world, and so were invisible to mortal eyes.

Lady Evelyne, the one whom we rescued first, paid occasional visits to our circle, and never failed to thank us for her happy deliverance.  She regretted her inability to persuade her husband to cease seeking his enemy to have his revenge on him.  She expressed her great delight at finding her little baby girl, who had been violently taken from her arms, grown into a young woman, clothed in robes of angelic radiance.

Our spirit guardians informed us there were other cellars belonging to the ancient hall that were closed or hidden from view. A careful inspection of the ground seems to confirm the statement.  But no effort has been made to test it.

Rescue Circles (64)  Reactions to violent acts – 9/11, terrorists and victims needing rescue.

    Some material has just come into my hands of spirits coming through from the 9/11 tragedy, at the same time as my seeing a rebroadcast with an interview with the Dalai Lama, and finding an article in the Saturday Review from fifty years ago by Norman Cousins about Nuclear Weapons and WMD and their use.  Since today August 6 is the anniversary of the dropping of the first atom bomb, on Hiroshima, August 6, 1945, I thought it would be useful for all of us reflect on what has happened as we read these accounts, including one by a victim working in the twin towers, and some of the terrorists.  

    First of all, here is the Dalai Lama interviewed earlier this year by CBC reporter Evan Solomon.  At the present moment the Dalai Lama is against confronting China with violent demonstrations over oppression in Tibet, nor does he want to use the Olympic Games as a way of bargaining for independence. He would like to obtain freedom for Tibetans in a non-violent way, and remind China of their human rights abuses.  Here is a short excerpt from the interview:

Dalai Lama:  “September 11, that unbelievable tragedy.  The next day, 12th September 2001, I wrote a letter to President Bush, since I already knew him - we’d already developed some closer feelings.  I wrote him  a letter, and while I expressed my condolences and sadness for such a tragedy, I also mentioned the counter measure for such a thing, the best thing is, hopefully a non-violent way.   I expressed that wish.  Then when I met him on a later occasion, I expressed my concern that ‘since our last meeting, you take some decisive action.’ I said.  I simply mentioned that.  I said ‘Some of your policies concerned in that, I have some reservations!’  But as a person I really loved him.  Very nice.”  

   The Dalai Lama went on to discuss the Buddhist concept of love, which comprises many different levels, parent for child, child for parent, sexual love, etc etc.  The Buddhist rules governing love also govern how he approaches politics.  There is another level of love, showing to other  people, even your enemy, that kind of love which is really profound love, genuine love [the Christina concept of “love thy neighbour.”]  You have to train your mind to use it, at that level.  
   

( Now, here is some 9/11 material from the rescue group in England. transcribed from the audiotapes of the sessions ). 

Group (one or another of the group members facilitating the rescue work. One or both mediums are in trance, through whom the spirits speak).

Group -  What’s your trouble, friend?

Spirit - This is nothing like what I was told.

Group - Did you expect something very nice?
Spirit - Yes.

Group - And what have you found?  Is it light or dark where you are?

Spirit - It is neither light nor dark.

Group - Have you met any of your family?


Spirit - No.  In other words, I am a miserable so and so.

Group - I think we can help you.  What were you told to expect?  What was it you were looking for?  Was it a Paradise?

Spirit - Yes. The Paradise.  A lot of talk.

Group - Is that the one in the Koran? (He nods)  I thought so.  Unfortunately, people don’t go there right away.  It’s something one works up to - but they don’t tell you that, do they?  They say it is going to be there.  There is a most beautiful Paradise, but you have to work your way there, and we can help you to do that.  Now, is there anybody who’s already passed over, that you would like to see - perhaps one of your family? Father, Mother?

Spirit - More so the father, than the mother.

Group - Was your mother not very loving?

Spirit - Oh!  She was loving within herself, but our way of life is different.

Group - We’ll have to see if we can get your father to come, and he can advise you of all the things that lie ahead.  You must help us and we’ll see what we can do.  A group of us here are going to wish very strongly for your father to come and speak to you.  You must help us, and wish for your father to come.  Will you do this?

Spirit - I will, but I would like to thank that gentleman here from the spirit world, who has put the energy forward for me (the medium’s guide, Grey Cloud).

Group - He will appreciate that.  Now let’s think about your father.  Make a strong wish to see him and then see what happens.  Make a wish now!
(Silence)  Keep wishing.

Spirit - Hmm.

Group - Can you see him?

Spirit - Yes, and he has brought all the lights with him - a path to Paradise, or Heaven, whatever you like to call it.

Group - Is he speaking to you?

Spirit - Yes, he is trying to explain that I am not, as you would say, going to Paradise.

Group - He can take you to a nice place.

Spirit -I think I may have done many things that were wrong.

     (Another spirit now speaks through another medium).

Spirit (2) - It is your own anger that has kept your helpers at bay.  If you had controlled your anger there were those there to help you, and lead you away from the darkness.  We have brought you here so that these people may extend help, as this was the only way we could help you.

Spirit (1) - Yes, and that’s why it was some time before I began to talk to you- because it was so strange to feel that I could talk.

Spirit (2) - We understand.  We have all suffered and come to terms with things we have done wrong.

Spirit (1) - You see, we were told of this wonderful place from child up to manhood, but when things happen, there is nothing there.

Spirit (2) This is the first step.  You are on your way.  There is something for you, but it is unfortunate that you were not able to fulfil all the instructions of your teachers.  You only picked out the parts that were of interest to you.

Spirit (1) - Yes - that is so.

Group - You are not the first to come to us with exactly this complaint - it is quite common.  All, in time, will make their way to the lovely places.

Spirit (1) - This is not a complaint but a very big disappointment for me.

Group - Will you go with your father now, he could take you.

Spirit (1) - Oh yes, I will go with my father.  I will come back.

Group - Good.  We should like you to come back.  For now we say, “God Bless!” and on you go.

Spirit (1) - I am sorry that I  have been so much of a worry to you.

Group - Thank you for that, but it is our joy to help people.

Spirit(1) - I will go.

Group - Farewell.  Be happy!


Rescue Circles (65)  A Twin Towers victim and a Salvationist.

Other lost spirits in need of help for direction towards their place in the spirit worlds came through in turn to visit the rescue group. In contrast to the Muslim looking for his Paradise, here is a Christian Salvationist looking for her place in Heaven. 

Cse # 19  Helping a Devoted Salvationist.

Spirit (Singing loudly) - “Marching as to war, (with the cross of Jesus going on before).”  I’ve a meeting to attend.

Group - Could I ask your name please?

Spirit - I’m not sure I should give my name to a perfect stranger.

Group - Oh well, don’t worry about it.  I just wanted to ask you, are you happy?  Can we help you in any way?

Spirit -That is not anybody’s concern except my own.  I’m in the Salvation Army, here to save souls.  Does your soul need saving?

Group - I think it does.  I think all our souls need saving.

Spirit - We used to sing “Onward Christian Soldiers”, and sometimes it was very difficult to get people to join in.

Group - Can I explain one thing to you, which I think you don’t know, and that is, that you have died and passed over?

Spirit - Oh, don’t be ridiculous!

Group - Into the next world, and this is why you are now speaking to us through the body of a lady (the medium).

Spirit - A lady?

Group - Who is allowing you to speak, so that we can come to your aid and help you.

Spirit - But I am a lady!

Group - And this is a lady who is allowing you to speak to us, because we are still on earth, but you have moved over into the afterlife.

Spirit - How come I haven’t seen God then?

Group - You’ve got to wait a bit - you’ve got things to do first.

Spirit - And where’s Jesus?  He should be here!

Group - That’s all coming later.

Spirit - Promises, promises, I don’t know!

Group - Well, you see, you can’t expect everything at once.

Spirit - But I do - that’s one of my unfortunate characteristics.

Group - Patience is one of the virtues, and if you like to listen to us, I think we can be of service to you, and help you to a most beautiful place which is waiting for you.  Now, it’s a bit of a shock to realize that you’ve died, but you’re a sensible person, and know that everyone has to die, so it’s not so surprising, really.

Spirit - I didn’t expect it quite so soon.

Group - Well, everybody thinks the same.  What I would like to ask you is, is there anybody that you know that has passed over, who you were fond of, who you would like to see again?

Spirit - Brother John.  He used to play the drum - the big drum.  He went off not very long ago.

Group - Well, if you like, we’ll see if we can get him to come to you, and then you’ll have somebody with you that you can talk to, who’ll tell you all about this new life.  I want you to make a big wish: “Please could you come to me, Brother John?”  Now, there’s a group of us here, and we’re all going to wish for Brother John to come to you.  You make a big wish and we’ll wait and see what happens.  (Silence).  Keep wishing, you may see someone coming.

Spirit - Do you think you could say the Lord’s Prayer with me?

Group - Of course!  (We all recited the prayer).  Now Brother John, could you come to help, please?  We’re waiting.

Spirit - I can see them all, with the drums, on the corner of that street.

Group - Good!

Spirit - Perhaps, if I go and join them, I won’t be intruding, maybe I can join in.

Group - They’ll be glad to see you - go and join in!

Spirit - Oh, it was a joy to join in.  I’ve been longing to see them, and I thank you for saying the prayer with me.  Oh, I feel so much better!  The excitement of the Lord is upon me.  I’ll go with them.

Group - God bless you.

Spirit - I can go along with Brother John, now.  We are going to do the Lord’s work, even here.  Thank you for letting me come.  I’m sorry I was so rude.  I didn’t mean any harm.  I’m a little bit on the bossy side.  You get accosted by all sorts of strange men, and they may take advantage of the fact that you’re a woman, so I had to sort them out and let them know who was who.  Did I tell you my name?

Group - No.

Spirit - Mary Maud.

Group - We shall remember you, Mary Maud.  Be happy.

Mary Maud - I’ll say goodbye.

Group - Goodbye.

[The spirit helper who spoke after these two ladies, (a nun speaking previously, and Mary Maud), said they were simple, well-meaning souls, who had not found the higher self, within, but had followed a routine by habit, without much thought.  They were good people, wrongly guided].



   At another session, a victim of 9/11 made an appearance.  Here is what was said.  This session, as the previous two extracts, is taken from  “Dead Rescue or the techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans, Con-Psy Publications. 2007.

Case # 34.  9/11  The Twin Towers.   A Victim talks:

      Michael Evans writes: “On 20th September 2001, between 
3 and 4  p.m. G.M.T., we were visited by a spirit, who spoke through one of our team of mediums.  She explained that she had passed when working in the World Trade Center Building on the 11th September.  I give below a transcript of the recording I made at the time of the spirit speaking through the entranced medium:  

Spirit:     My name is Margaret.

Group:    Welcome, Margaret.

Spirit of Margaret:     I was one of the English people who were killed.  We know more or less what happened and I have just asked if I could come, just to give thanks for all the prayers that helped us, and to reassure you that there has been much help.   There are a few wandering around, confused, but they have helpers with them - working with them.
     It’s just taking a bit longer with them, but it leaves us all, ‘en masse,’  in a very shocked state of mind, particularly as most of us are fairly young and have families.  I don’t think there is much I can tell you other than what you have seen.  We have been talking to each other and sharing our experiences of what happened to each of us.  Some have recovered fairly quickly, and were able to join in with the help - in the rescue of the people who are overwhelmed by their experience of coming to this side, and finding that they’re not dead.  We have found that by talking to each other, and helping, it is helping us to come to terms with the sudden change in our circumstances.  We obviously have not gone on yet, to the place wherever we’re going to settle.  We’ve been told there’s some other place we can go to but we need to be around for a while.

    We are in another dimension - it’s beautiful where we are - but we need to still feel we are in contact with our people - those we worked with - the families of those we worked with, and because of the mass sorrow, it affects quite a lot of them on this side.  They are, some of them, experienced, and so are their relatives.  We find the healing that has been given to us is helping us, and by being allowed to help as well, or to be around for a while, it helps us to overcome the shock.  Do you understand this?

Group:     We do.  Is there anything you would like us to tell people about the circumstances?  Would you like them to know how you are getting on?

Margaret:     Well, I’d like them to know that I’m not non-existing, that I do have a life, and that life will continue.  It will take me a while to overcome my feelings of grief, myself, and I may have to go for a rest somewhere, but in the meantime I’m staying around to give help.  Sometimes help is just sitting with someone while they’re in a state of shock, or perhaps leading someone into the healing center, or leading them into a quiet garden, where they can absorb - or we can all absorb - the higher vibrations, away from that terrible, terrible accident - well it wasn’t so much an accident, was it,  but we thought it was at first.  I was in the first one.

Group.   Were you - did you know you were hi-jacked?

Margaret:   I wasn’t in the plane - I was in the building so we didn’t really know what had happened.  We just thought it was an accident of a plane coming in the wrong direction.  It was only talking to the others, and the people who helped, who explained to us the situation.

     I think people need to ask themselves, really - the government need to ask themselves - what causes so much hatred?  Are they doing something that causes people to be so afraid?  If you think about the different systems that human beings are brought up under, if it is a closed system and no alternate way of thinking is allowed in, these people have been brain-washed from childhood.  That which is put into the minds of children is very hard to eliminate.  So if people could bear in mind what they teach their children - if they teach children about fear, they help to bring up frightened children who grow into frightened human beings.  If you teach them compassion for each other, you bring up compassionate human beings.

     In a sense we can feel sorry for the men who took part in this act.  They thought they were doing the right thing.  In a sense they’re not allowed to think too much for themselves.  They have to follow instructions or fear being cast out of their belief system, and that is a fearful thing, also.  Open minds, and open hearts is what is required here and I, for one, would not want anything - retaliation - in revenge.  There are always people who get caught up in these wars - children again - and you continue to sow the seeds of fear and anger.

Group:    Did you know there was a life after death?

Margaret:     Well, I believed there was a life after death, but I hadn’t really gone into it in any depth - I just felt there must be something.  I was not a religious person.  I believed in a higher power and I put my trust in the higher power that there would be something for me round the corner.  I trusted while I was alive that there was always something round the corner for me, and I still go on believing that.

Group:     Have you met anybody you knew that had already passed over?

Margaret:    No.  These people who came to help, just emanated so much kindness that they felt like old friends.  They took me in hand and said, “Come on, Margaret, there’s no need to hang around there for the moment.   Just follow everybody else.  Come and have a cup of coffee.”   It’s amazing what a cup of coffee does.  I think in England I was more for tea but you get in the way of the Americans here.   I don’t think there’s  anything  else I’d better say at the moment.

Group:   Were you taken away before the actual accident or crash?

Margaret:     No.

Group:    You actually experienced that, did you?

Margaret:  Yes, but there’s so much smoke that within minutes - well less than that really -  in some instances it was instant, whereas on the floor where the plane landed, you could say it was instant; for those on the different floors it would either be the masonry or the smoke would get you in a few minutes or fire.  I think you’d have to speak to those individually.  I can’t say whether those in the planes went beforehand or whether those on the other floors went before the accident.  All I can really say, is what happened to me, and one or two on the same floor as me.  It’s very confusing and when it goes black - dark - some people are rushing down the stairs and other people are falling down, and everything starts to crumble!

Group:   It must have been terrible!

Margaret.  Yes, fortunately it wasn’t very long.  It’s such a difference in the situation.  It’s such a relief to find you are not in pain and that you are away from it.  I will leave you now.

Group:  Thank you so much for coming.

[to be continued]      


Rescue Circles (66)  Music and Colour

Music and Colour on the Spirit Spheres: A bank manager in spirit:  a spirit hospital:  more from Norman Cousins.

   As we have seen in the previous episodes, both  terrorists and victims survived the destruction of the Twin Towers on 9/11, as do all participants of war and violence, and are able to come back to show that they still exist.  So what is the point of war, terror and retaliation?  Nothing positive is achieved.   

     Spirits can intervene and help us avoid individual accidents and disasters, though neither they, nor God Himself, the Great Spirit, Deus Ex Machina, will come down and rescue us all from our own folly.  We are here to learn by trial and error, it seems.  However, we can ask for guidance, ideas and inspiration to help us solve our problems.  Many spirits have come back to say how they are interested in their own particular area of expertise and search to see how they can contribute to alleviate our suffering  by influencing us here on earth.  Scientists give us ideas for new inventions,  and so on.   We have our own watchdogs on earth to help us, of course, Al Gore, Jimmy Carter, Ralph Nader, Norman Cousins, and all kinds of activists, advocates and protesters.  We can help, too,  by choosing and  electing honest politicians, and being honest in our own dealings. 

     There is a bank manager who passed some fifty years ago, but who  came through recently in one rescue group and told how ‘when he looked back on earth, after the colour and beauty of the Spirit World, all seemed dark and ugly, except where the evolution of love and forgiveness causes light to shine from someone’s heart, because in the spirit world, everyone has a radiance, which shows their whole nature.’

     ‘As a bank manager, he had always been interested in economics, the science of money.  Now that he was invisible to most earthly eyes, he would attend economic conferences, the well known ones and the secret ones, which the public never hear about, and he could see for himself how great business houses influence politics and newspapers, and determine the fate of individuals and even nations. [Wouldn’t all of us just like to know what has been going on, behind the scenes, since 9/11.  Who has really profited from all the military actions, the reconstruction contracts, and the thousands of casualties and disablements?    Some accounting and accountability has to take place, and it will, eventually, and inevitably, either here or on the other side. - Richard]. 

       For the bank manager ‘all this turned out to be useful knowledge later on, when he had learned to change his attitude from selfishness, to one of wanting to help mankind.  He then took on the task of attending such conferences to try and influence powerful people, so as to increase human welfare and avoid unnecessary wars.  [Recent World Trade negotiations have broken down, after 7 years’ hard work.  The more powerful nations want too much and concede too little, and the poorer nations have no protection to expand their fragile agriculture and industries.  So much for compassion and cooperation in business! Greed and the bottom line – business as usual! Richard] 

     With regard to rest and relaxation on the other side, he said that ‘as a church organist he had always been interested in music and he had been able to develop this.  He had always enjoyed musical concerts and he said been able to develop this.  He had always enjoyed musical concerts and he said that these were simply wonderful in the Spirit World.  All music there had colour coming from the players as they played, so that you saw wonderful colours rising and blending as you listened.  Then when the audience was stirred by the music, colours rose from them as well, making a brilliant ever-changing vista of colours, some of which could  never have been seen on earth.  These colours go back to the players who feel the audience’s pleasure, and this colour fills the whole auditorium.  He said that even the finest symphonies on earth were only copies of originals in the spirit world, which had been transmitted to their composers, and only in spirit
could one hear the perfection of music.  He said that Beethoven’s Ninth, with an enormous choir, was the most wonderful musical experience he had even had.  He had now learned to play two more instruments and had a group of musical friends who all enjoyed playing sessions together.’

More from this bank manager, and many more stories from lost and found souls on the other side are gathered in the new book by Michael Evans:  “Dead Rescue, or The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls.”   Con-Psy  Publications, 2007. 

Roger, the husband of medium Helen Greaves, author of “Testimony of Light, did not need rescue from this side, after an accident left him in a coma from which he soon died as his son Michael sat beside him. 
In a reading for Helen, the medium Arthur Bhaduri saw that her husband was already in the hands of the healers on the other side.  “He is being healed of the shock of his untimely death.  There is a condition of repose, during which there is a breaking down of a shell about him, the shell of his earthly beliefs and prejudices.  He sends his love to you, and later on will cooperate with you in your work.” 

 For the most part, the spirit world looks after its own.  When he  later came through directly to Helen, Roger explained: “When I came over, I woke up in a hospital. I don’t mean THERE (on earth).  I mean HERE, a new hospital.  Didn’t seem a bit strange either, just thought they must have moved me while I slept.  But I did feel so much more ALIVE - does that surprise you?  I remember I began to look round the place;  I was better, you know.  And I found I could move now, and see and hear and speak if I wanted to.  I wasn’t paralysed any more.  That was the first thing.

     “I pinched myself to be sure I could move my arms.  I was so excited I wanted to shout about it.  Then I looked round for Mike (their son, who had sat by his dying father), but he had gone.  Suppose he’s back at College I told myself.  It was a big place, far bigger than the little room where they first took me.  Spacy, if you understand.  Lots of beds with men in them, a big ward really, didn’t seem to be any walls.  The sunshine came right through them!  Never saw anything like this before.  I stared for ages.  Floods and floods of sunshine, brighter than the Mediterranean.  And Colour!  That was the thing that fascinated me.  Beams of colour playing like a fountain.  Only the beams were directed on to the beds.  Blue, rose, gold, green.  They radiated like tinted arc-lights.  I guess I stared until I went off to sleep.

     “You know, there was energy in those rays.  There was one, blue as the sky, most precious shade I’ve ever seen, flashed sapphire and cobalt, seemed to surround me.  When I woke I lay for a long time enjoying the FEEL of it.  Ever FELT colour, Lena?  That’s really something, I can tell you.  You wouldn’t forget it.  Presently I looked at the other chaps.  They were all getting the same treatment, only different colours.  Chap across from me was rose pink, and further down, one as green as a Christmas tree.  

     “It was a bit ludicrous at first.  But it sure made you feel grand.  That’s how I felt, like I’d just had a shower, a shave, and a massage!  Revelled in it.  Not paralysed any more!  Fit as a fiddle.  I thought about you, wondered when you’d come in to see me.  Then, suddenly, something struck me as odd.  Darned odd!  I put up my hand, touched my head, where I’d been hurt you know.  And Lena, there was no bandage.  No pain. And no blood anywhere.  I lay for a long time puzzling this one out. I suppose that made me look at the others.  It was just like any other hospital, with doctors and nurses, only different.  No sign of a bandage, or medicine, no apparatus, It gave me a shivery, sinking, feeling.  Where was I?  What odd sort of place was this?  Then I saw two attendants carrying a stretcher.  There was a man on it, looked ghastly, sort of double.  Like two of him, only there wasn’t.  I KNEW that man had been smashed up in an accident, like me.  I
 knew it.  It terrified me.  Because there was no blood.  Not a speck.  And he looked odd, unreal...I panicked then, panicked like a kid, I guess.  Shut myself up inside myself.  I was terrified, but I didn’t know what was terrifying me.  I was dead scared, sort of walled up in the dark.  Worse than that time when I was lost in the forests.....Now, I knew I was here for good.  It was awful.  It was my worst moment, that.  

     “Then, what d’you know?  Someone spoke to me.  A voice said, ‘Hello, Rog, you old timer, you.’  I KNEW that voice.  ‘Rog,’ the voice said, ‘It’s Doc, remember?’  And I opened my eyes.  There was a man in a white coat.  ‘Remember the time I lanced that boil for you out East?  Remember the party at the Spanish Grill?  Your wife had a black Spanish shawl, remember?’   That shook me.  I stared.  Couldn’t focus at first.  Took a bit of doing, seeing him clearly.  ‘Rog,’ he said, ‘It’s Robbie.  Your old shipmate, Robbie.’  And then I knew, I believe I’d known all the time.  It was Robbie, old Dr. Roberts, used to be on the ship with us in the old days before the war.  Died of fever out east when Mike was a little boy.” Looked mrvellous, the old timer.  We had a wonderful time talking about the old days.  I suppose he told me where I was.  Made it sound natural, somehow, he did, and not frightening.  I suppose that was when I really knew - about having
 died.  I mean, that I wasn’t dreaming any more.   I’m all right now, you know.  Right as rain, me!  I felt rotten at first wondering about you, Lena.  But you’ll be all right, you know.  You’re going to be looked after.  I know that for sure.  Good thing you told me about you old Gran (who had come through many times to prove HER continued existence after death). It helped - made things easier to understand, and to accept.” 

  So it seems the spirit world is pretty well organised, as to looking after new arrivals, and old friends and relatives come to help the newcomers.   The above passage was extracted from “The Dissolving Veil,”  autobiography of the medium Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman.  London, 1967.    

There was a great fear of Nuclear Proliferation back in 1956, when   Norman Cousins, editor-in-chief of the Saturday Review wrote on August  4th  that year about “progress” in an article entitled “Think of a Man.”    Russia had invaded Hungary that year, and tortured and killed thousands of those in revolt. The leader in power, Nagy, was tortured and executed.  A quarter of a million Hungarians escaped as refugees to other countries.  Two of my colleagues here in Canada were among those immigrants from Hungary. That same year I myself in England was called up from the Army Reserve to go out to Egypt, where Colonel Nasser had taken over the Suez Canal, and there was trouble in Kenya and Cyprus.   This year, right now, China, while hosting the Olympics and helping build a new railroad system in Angola, is at the same time supporting a corrupt regime in Burma, and has supplied aircraft and weapons to the Sudanese Government in Darfur, and
continues to clamp down on Tibet.  Also right now, Russia is invading another country, Georgia, and hostilities continue in Darfur, Iraq and Afghanistan.

So there may have been material and human rights progress over the past fifty years, but the use of force and covert operations to bypass international law, diplomacy and peaceful negotiations continues without abatement. 

      So what did Norman Cousins have to say, in the article three decades before his more well-known books?  Remember, this was before the Sixties, the freedom marches and Vietnam.  I quote: “Law and order within the state are no protection against the larger violence and injustice outside the state.  Whatever the intermediate forms of protection afforded to man in his daily life, the major threats to his well-being and future find him open and exposed.   All this [unsafe nuclear testing and arms build-up] the state does in the name of security.  But what kind of security is it that condemns the unborn, pursues the innocent through generations to come, diminishes and deforms man, and poisons air and earth?  If this is what total sovereignty has come to mean, then it is a monstrous thing and man has the duty to replace it with the higher and saner means that will come into conflict with neither nature itself nor his own natural rights.  

     No matter how hard today’s sovereign state tries to pursue security through power, the  power is never quite enough.  For other states are increasing their power too.  The state and its  people are thus trapped in their own sovereign coils.  To have no power when other nations are becoming more powerful could be an invitation to attack and disaster.  But the pursuit of power means the pursuit of superior power, hard to define and even harder to create.

      The dilemma is especially acute for free peoples.  They have been vulnerable to aggressors in the past precisely because their freeness makes for openness.  And, even as they now accept the need to  become brawny in the cause of self-preservation, they become involved in something beyond their control – a massive competition in potential terror the very nature of which pulls them inexorably toward a showdown…….

     True security begins with the advocacy of a large idea that singularly fits the problem not only of the American people but of all people.  The problem is how to create abundance on earth and use it for greater good; how to eliminate or control the situations that lead to war, whether with respect to predatory assault or the injustice that is worse than war itself.  And, if we cannot do all this, how to keep the large idea alive so that the job of the next generation can be something more inspiring than clearing away the meaningless rubble left by mighty but mediocre men.  In advocating the large idea, we can offer our pledge that we will take no measures in the cause of our own protection that will jeopardize the safety of the world community – and call upon others to do the same….

     It should not be difficult for the individual to determine what the spiritual leaders would say in the present situation.  They would say that it is not enough for man to profess oneness with other men; he must act it out.  Not enough to wear the garment of religious identification; he must accept its ethical and moral obligations and glory. Not enough to lay claim to personal sacredness; he must bind himself to it through respect for it and sensitivity to it.  Not enough to boast of the gift of a rational intelligence; he must nurture it, work it, apply it, defend it.  Not enough to prate about Justice; he must create a basis for it in the world itself.”

  What more to add to these thoughts of Norman Cousins than to say that with almost 200 years now of direct contact with the world of spirit, from the mediums within all nations and cultures prior to and during the growth of Modern Spiritualism,  we have enough evidence to prove many times over  there is no death to individual human existence.  We all continue on our soul’s journey once this life is over.  Since there is no death, why do we still kill and go to war?  There is no reason to do so.       The next episodes look at the soul’s journey, and the reasons why people continue to find justification for killing.

[to be continued.  Richard R.]

Rescue Circles (67)
Roger says he was conscious when in a coma. 9/11  aftermath: spirit rescues from Iraq.

     Not long after the end of World War II Helen Greaves’ husband Roger was killed on his ship when a cable broke, and bricks and rubble struck his head.  He fell unconscious, and never recovered consciousness.  Their son Michael flew to the hospital to be at his side.  The doctors said he had a fifty-fifty chance of recovering, but he died within a day or so of a cerebral haemorrhage.  

     He soon came through soon afterwards to give Helen the combination of his dispatch box, a number he had kept to himself.  With the number Helen was able to open the box, which contained his will and other important documents.  Then, a little later, he started lengthier communications, one of which we excerpted in the previous post.  On the next occasion, he told her what it felt like to be in a coma, then to die:

     “It sure is an odd experience, dying.  You know, I heard every word that interne said to Mike in the hospital.  I don’t remember anything after that cable broke and the load hit my head.  But I got to know somehow, that I was in hospital.  I knew Mike was sitting beside the bed.  I was in a litle room by myself.  You knew about that?  [Michael had told Helen, his mother, briefly.  But he had stressed that Roger never regained consciousness.  How could Roger have known, then?]

     “The sister came and talked to Mike.  Comfortable old body she was, and so nice to the kid.  He was badly shaken, you know.  Didn’t let you see it, after, but I could see how it was with him.  Presently she went away.  Mike was alone with me.  I tried to talk to him, Lena.  Gosh, I tried so hard! I couldn’t make my lips move or anything.  Thought I was paralysed, and that put the wind up!     You know, it was the queerest feeling.  I was there, and I wasn’t there, if you understand what I mean.  I didn’t seem to be on the bad at all.  I wasn’t even inside my body.  I could see my body on the bed.  I was lying up above it.  A sort of hovering helicopter.  I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t go away from that body, and I couldn’t get back into it.  The oddest sensation.  I puzzled about it. Worried too, because I thought I’d lost the secret of getting back.  I’d done this sort of thing before in dreams.  Only I’d always hopped back into my body when I woke
 up.  Now I couldn’t seem to wake up.  But worse than that I could still hear and see, though not, somehow, with my eyes.  And I couldn’t speak!  That got me, Lena.  I did want to talk to Mike.

     “The intern was a young fellow, one of the house doctors.  Had only been graduated a few months.  Wore a white coat and looked very young.  He sat down and talked to Mike for a long time.  They compared notes.  I heard every word of that conversation.  Mike’s a good kid, Lena! Mike said something about me. It made me proud.  You know, it was queer, eavesdropping. But I could feel his affection.  It helped a lot. I knew you couldn’t be there (Helen was in England).  But I was glad of Mike, and so happy I heard what he said, too. He said, ‘It’s a damn shame! My old man’s been all over the world and through two world wars at sea without a scratch!  And now a cable breaks and he’s hit like this.  A damn shame, that’s what it is!’  And Mike cried a bit.  There were tears in his eyes.  That boy was fond of me.  It helps to know your boy respects you. You tell him I told you about this.  Thank him for staying with me.  You can say how much good it did me.
  He’s a good boy.     What am I doing now?  I’m stronger.  Been having a kind of a rest.”

    When Helen told Michael what the spirit of his father had said, how he had heard every word that Michael had said in the hospital room, he could hardly believe it at first.   “But Mother, he was unconscious!”    Medical training was asserting authority and doubt,    Helen replied, “Father was dying, dear.  Your father was outside of his body.  He was just leaving it.  He could neither move nor speak.  But he could hear and see, Michael.  He heard what you said.   Listen, dear.  Father told me the exact words you used.  This is what he said you told that intern: ‘It’s a damn shame.  My old man’s been through two world wars and he’s travelled all over the world too.  And now an accident to a cable and he’s hit like this.  A damn shame, that’s what it is’”   

 Michael was struck dumb for what seemed an age, then he said “I DID say exactly that, Mother.”  Helen explained to Michael that his father had communicated to her a great deal about the time in the hospital, when Michael had helped him with love and respect as he sat beside him when he was in the coma. “He tried to talk to you.  He wanted to say how proud he was of you. He asked me to tell you this.”     Michael thought about this and then said “Dad couldn’t speak.  If what you say is true, then he could hear me.  And he couldn’t speak to me!  Poor Dad!  I don’t doubt what you  have told me, Mother.  I can’t.  It’s so true of what happened.  I’d like to study these things myself, but I have my way to make in the world first.  But I’m glad that Dad is all right.  And that he knew about those hour in the hospital.”

    Reviewed from “The Dissolving Veil” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, London. 1967.

Here are some more accounts of rescue work, including  spirits from Iraq.

On 27th March, 2003, an Iraqi lady same through during the rescue work of a group in England.  She was in great distress.  She was a mother, who, at first, could only weep and rock the medium to and fro in grief.  She and her children had passed in the bombing.  This is a transcript of the recording made at the time.

Group (one or another of the group members, taking turns to speak to the spirit, who speaks through the entranced medium):  ..... Can we help you?

Spirit: .....(Weeping)  My baby!  My baby!

Group: ..... We may be able to help you. We understand your sorrow.

Spirit:  ..... The noise!  The flames! (She weeps again).

Group: ..... Tell us what happened.

Spirit: .. The whole sky lit up!

Group: .. Did you know, my dear, that you have died and passed over?  (She weeps but does not answer).  You’ve passed over into a new world and it can be a beautiful world, and we are here to help you, and tell you what to do.

Spirit: .. I can’t find her.  A baby girl and a boy of four.  A terrible noise and fire.

Group: .. It’s hard for you to understand, but you have passed over to a world which can be heavenly - like a Paradise.  In a little while you may be able to see your children again.  What we want to do is to get someone to come and help you and explain how you can see your children again.  If you listen to me and try to do what we say it will make you happier.  We want you to think of anyone that you know that has died that you would like to come and talk to you.  You could talk to them and explain your troubles.  Who would you like to come?

Spirit: .. My parents.

Group: .. I think we can get them to come.  Would you like to see your mother again?

Spirit: .. Yes!

Group: .. Think about your mother and make a big wish, ‘Please come and help me!’  Now we’ll wait and see what happens. (A pause). 

Spirt: .. They’re coming!  I’m calmer now!  

Group: .. Is your mother there?  Tell us if she speaks to you.  Is it getting lighter?

Spirit: .. Yes!  There’s a group of people here now.

Group: .. Go!  You can go to them.

Spirit: .. They’ve got my baby!

Group: .. Go forward and take your baby!  (She still weeps quietly and is given tissues to wipe her (the medium’s) eyes).

Group: .. Is your mother there?

Spirit: .. Yes!  She’s with a group of people and she’s got my boy - we are all together now.

Group: .. Wonderful!

Spirit: .. Thank you! 

Group: .. It is our pleasure, my dear.

Spirit: .. Goodbye!


     On the same date as the above, an Iraqi man spoke to us who had apparently been shot by his own side.


Group: .. Welcome friend.  Can you hear my words?  We may be able to help you.
Spirit: .. I hear your words but I don’t know if I can trust them.

Group: We are a group of friends who help people who are distressed and we have helped many.  Do you know that you have died?

Spirit: .. That is what I believe.

Group: .. That is the truth - you have passed over - and we want to find somebody to come and help you, advise you and take you to a beautiful place.  There is a wonderful place for you but you need some help.  Can you think of anybody who you would like to come?

Spirit: .. The one I am thinking of, I would not like to trust his word again.  It is very difficult.  Do you realize I have only just come to this side of life?

Group: .. We understand, now that you tell us.  It is rather a shock.

Spirit: .. It is rather a shock as you say when one gets it in the back from your own people, just because one has spoken one’s mind.

Group: .. We understand.

Spirit: .. Pointless in having war.  Absolute waste of people - your people - my people.  Absolute waste!

Croup: .. We agree, but did you know that nobody really dies?  They just go into a new world.

Spirit: .. I am still waiting for that world to show itself.

Group: .. Perhaps you have heard of Paradise in the Koran.  Now we’ve got to get you into a better place than you are in now.  Who can you think of to help you?

Spirit: .. The only one I could trust would be my Grandmother.  She has been in this world for some time.

Group: .. Now we want you to make a big wish to see your Grandmother, then we’ll wait and see who comes!  Tell us if anyone comes!  (Pause).  Can you see anyone coming?

Spirit: .. Yes!

Group: .. Are they talking to you?

Spirit: .. Oh, yes!

Group: .. Will you go with them?

Spirit: .. Yes!  I will go with my Grandmother but first I would like to apologise to your friend (the medium) in the upset he has felt from me.

Group: .. We will tell him.  He will know.

Spirit: .. This war of your countries is not a good war, no wars are good, but I think it is a necessity.  I know I should not be saying ill of my country, but this man (Saddam Hussein) has a twisted mind.  He is a powerful man who lives on the hurt of others.  So now I will go with my Grandmother.  Thank you for your help.

Group: .. It is our pleasure.

Spirit .. There may be a few more who pass in this war who would like your help as well.

Group: .. You could help to bring them here perhaps?

Spirit: .. It is rather early for me.  I am sure there are those in the world of spirit who are waiting for them to realize where they are, and what has happened to them.  I myself have had a little of your beliefs tought to me, and I believe it is that which has helped me to come to you.

Group: .. Thank you - that is interesting.

Spirit: .. Thank you again!

Group: .. Goodbye.

Extracts courtesy of Michael Evans, from his book “Dead Rescue”  Psy-Con Publications, 2007.     When spirits come by independent direct voice, they often come through speaking their own (foreign) languages, especially if there are sitters from their country who speak the language.  Even when an entranced medium is speaking, foreign languages may still be spoken, or they may speak in English.  Michael Evans remarks about this: “The spirits tell us that earthly language seems very clumsy and inadequate, as they get used to life in the Spirit World.  This is because there they usually communicate by thoughts directly, which is why deception is impossible there, as each speaker knows what the other is thinking - not just what they are saying.  ....[so] spirits pass their thoughts to the unconscious minds of the mediums, who turn them into English in the same way that they turn their own thoughts into English, and therefore it all happens quite easily.”

[To be continued]    Richard R 




Earthbound  Suicide Rescued at a party, and a gang-member earthbound for 70 years.  Human and Spiritual Justice - Rescue Circles (68)

     As a medium Helen Greaves said that she had become so used to the visitants from another world as to accept them as naturally as  she did the ticket collector on a railway or the shop assistant in a West End store.  The two worlds were no longer two worlds to her, but one and the same, an extension only of this present one.  So she was not at all surprised to be “aware” of another visitor when she was guest at a lively party one evening.

      “Whilst we were all laughing and talking, I felt the presence of some depressed and unhappy soul in our midst.  For a time, I pushed the impression away from me.  But it persisted.  Here was a “lost soul” asking for help.  Then I heard myself asking one of the company if she knew a young man who had committed suicide.  She admitted she did; he was a relation of her husband.  I cannot exactly remember the number of the years she mentioned since the sad event of the man’s self imposed death.  But I do recall that the “entity” immediately challenged her on the number.  (Afterwards the young lady told me that her husband agreed that the second statement was correct!) 

     “This young man then gave the circumstances of his death and the events that had led up to them.  He went on to say that he had been “earthbound” during these years; that he couldn’t get away from his old home; that existence was dark and dreary where he was, and that he wanted to find his Way.  Could they help him?  The young woman verified the fact that the home where his aged mother and father still lived was a dismal and unhappy place, and she agreed that as far as she knew, the circumstances of his death were all correctly described.  Again he pleaded to be helped to find his Way, and the assembled party offered to do what they could to assist him.  The episode then closed; it had cast a slight gloom over us all; but soon the vibration lightened and we went on to other matters.

     “The next morning, as I was eating my breakfast, I became “aware” of this same entity.  He said that he wanted to ‘express his great thanks for what had been done for him.  He was no longer “lost”.  He said he had found his Way; that he had been lifted out of his darkness for ever, and could now progress.  He had left his old earthly home for ever. Would I tell the kind ladies who had “helped” him to do this?’   After I agreed to relay his message, the communications closed down.  But the EXPLANATION is arresting!

     “The previous evening, after I had left, three of the women and another neighbour discussed the plight of this poor “spirit”.  They are good people who believe in the potency of prayer.  For some while they sat in silence praying for this “earthbound spirit”.  They asked that God would send His angels to guide and help this poor soul caught, as it were, between heaven and earth.  They spoke his name, and prayed earnestly for him.  I was not present, and I had not known of their intentions.   Yet the “spirit” was able to communicate with me  [the next day] and to tell me of the marvelous results of those prayers; and that by their intercession he had been released from his bondage!

     “Some weeks later the young man’s relation reminded me of a fact which I had overlooked.  She recalled that I had distinctly stated that if the young man could be released from his bondage to the old home, so that he no longer hung about it miserable and unhappy, it would mean release for his old and sad parents.  They too would not survive much longer in this “house of bondage”, but would pass on to a fuller life.  This prophecy I had completely forgotten.  But it happened in just that way   Soon after the evening when the women had prayer for the liberation of this poor suicide, and he had gone on a new way, the old father died.  The aged mother will probably follow soon.  We can only trust that they will find peace and understanding, and be reunited in love and charity with the son who caused them so much sorrow.

     “The doctrine of Purgatory seems feasible if we think carefully about it.  There must be a “waiting place”, [a limbo] - some temporary halt on our journey, where we can judge ourselves for the actions, good or bad, which we have committed whilst on this earth. None of us leave this world utterly purged of our desires, our selfishness, our errors.  Some seem to be cut down in the very midst of their wickedness, and for them the purgatorial halt must be terrible indeed.  But the duration of our sojourn there, and the intensity of it must depend upon the life we have lived, and the spiritual progress we have made.  To most good men and women the “lower worlds” must be obliterated as they pass along their way.  They go to the “place prepared for them”, and their spiritual eyes look ahead to the bright regions.   But if we believe that God is Love, then we must believe also that even the apparently depraved creatures are given the chance to
 redeem themselves, and progress towards the spiritual worlds.”

       Helen Greaves in “The Dissolving Veil.”  Published by Neville Spearman, 1967.


Rescue Circles (68) 


Modern states look after justice for the average citizen here on earth, but when there are acts of terrorism, and anarchy breaks out, the regular legal system breaks down, and justice becomes a local or tribal, ethnic or clannish affair.  Vengeance is even carried over from generation to generation, and if one family member, for example is murdered by an enemy, a leading member of the victim’s family is obligated to take revenge on the enemy’s family.  So we have this kind of traditonal justice meted out in the Middle East still, in the Balkans, in African countries and in the Far East, especially when society and law and order has fallen apart when an empire loses its sway, and the protection it provided is no longer present.  This happened when European empires weakened, and colonies gained independence, and also when the U.S.S.R. and communism lost control and power. 

     This helps us understand some of the dreadful atrocities happening around the world at the present time.  In tribal warfare, massacring one’s enemies, raping the women, and plundering and destroying enemy villages is taken for granted.  This is a tradition which has carried over from primitive times, thousands of years ago. But with modern weapons provided by the super-powers, this type of warfare becomes devastating.

  The same type of justice is meted out in disputes between our city gangs, and when such gang members pass, they often have trouble adjusting to the life in spirit.  One such case presented itself recently with  a rescue group.  Here is the transcript:  [Richard R.]

     A spirit with a powerful male voice intrudes.

Group members, facilitating in turn:    - I wonder if you would like to talk to us?

Spirit:     - Rather strange!  I was here waiting before.  Then the other gentleman poked his nose in, which I thought rather rude.

Group:     - So you didn’t like being kept waiting?

Spirit:     - Do you like being kept waiting?

Group:     - It depends.  Anyway, we understand your position.  Is there any way we can be of help to you?

Spirit:     - Well they told me that if I came, you could help, but I am just wondering if you can.

Group: - Well, we’ve helped a lot of others.  In what way do you need help?

Spirit:     - First of all, I know that I am not on the earth plane, but where the devil I am, I do not know.  I’m not here, I’m not there;  I am just that bit in between.

Group:     - Sometimes they call it Limbo.

Spirit:     - Limbo! That’s a dance, is it not?

Group:     - I believe it is, as well, but that’s another meaning.  I’m sure we can help you to get somewhere definite that you will enjoy.  If you are prepared to listen to us, we have helped many others.  What we would ask you to do, is to think of somebody who is not on the earth, but has passed on, that you would like to see - parent, relation, friend.  Who you would like to come and get you?

Spirit:     - I may like to see them - the point is, would they like to see me?

Group:     - Only time will prove that.  Usually they are very willing to come and help, because they are not exactly as they were when they were on earth.

Spirit:     - And I can assure you, I am not, because I was not on the - er - good side in the earth conditions.

Group:     - We understand - now can you think of somebody who ...

Spirit (interrupting) :     - There was one person who very much tried to help me, and he was a policeman - a very kind policeman - I know very well that he has passed, he has been - er - shot.  But whether he would want to come and see me, after all the trouble I have given him in the first place? You see the difficulty?

Group: - We’ve overcome this difficulty many times before, and I think we can do it again.  The thing is, do you know his name?  Can you visualize him?

Spirit:     - I can visualize him.  Whether I can remember his name is another thing, because the memory plays tricks on you.

Group:     - The name is not important, as long as you can see him in your mind.

ASpirit:     - Oh, I can definitely see him - I remember what he looked like and his stripes.

Group:     - Well, if you will concentrate your mind, and say ‘I want to see him,’  we will try  as well, and then you watch and see what happens.  You may have surprised.  I hope you will be.

Spirit:     - We can only try, can we not?  By the way, I did not pass within the bars - do you understand?  I was on the good side then. 

Group:     - Imagine you are going to telephone him.

Spirit:     - He would be more likely to telephone me, because you know, I used to give him little informations for the police work, and that’s why I did not pass within the prison walls - because of the people I used to give him information about.

Group:     - You were what is called a snout (grass), were you?

Spirit:     - A snout!  That is what we used to call a cigarette.  I think the proper word is informer, an informer for hand-outs, you understand?

Group:     Let’s all concentrate.  We’re going to concentrate - you do the same.  We want the sergeant to come.  See what happens.  Think of him.  Concentrate.

Spirit: (He sees the policeman):     - It is a long time, Mr. Harry!   (To us)  As soon as I see him I can remember his name.  The only name I knew is Harry.

Group:     - Is he there with you now?

Spirit:     - Yes, he is.  He says I have not got the handcuffs this time.  Oh, he is laughing!  He was a very stern, harsh - but a very fair man - very fair.

Group:     - What’s he saying?

Spirit:     - He is going over the things what happened in the past, and so on, and so on.

Group:     - Will he help you now?

Spirit:     - Oh yes, I will go along with him, but if it was anybody else - no thank you?

Group:     - You can trust him, can you?

Spirit:     - Oh, I trust him - I was going to say - I would trust him with my life.   (Laughter).

Group:     - Well you are having a sort of life.

Spirit:     - I am having a better life at this present time, than ever I had before.  Life is so free, but when I was on earth, I was going from door to door, and looking round to see who was behind the door - life was hell.

Group:     - You can be in heaven now; you are on your way.  You go with him and he will show you all about it.

Spirit:     - Yes, as long as he does not show me prisons (laughter).   I have seen enough of those.

Group:    What is your name?

Spirit:     - Huh!  What is my name?  Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.  I can’t remember.  What I can remember is, it was before the train robbery, before that time - just when you second world war was about to begin.  At that time there was a lot of hanky panky going on - lots of little gangs in London - that’s where I came from, London.  There were gangs all over the place.

Group:     - Were you part of one of those gangs?

Spirit:     - I am afraid I was leader of one of them, so you could see what style of life I had.  So if I was leader, why did I push the leaders of the others?  It was just to get power away from them.  So there you are.  I must thank you for allowing me to come and meet up with my friend.  We are friends now, but we were super friends on the earth.  He said ‘I could  see the good in you even before you realized it was there yourself.’  I suppose he’s what you call a guardian angel, yes?  An angel in blue, with three stripes [a sergeant].  I hate to think what the others are like.  Well thank you so much.  You know, they tell me you do so much work in this way, but a lot of them do not come back and thank you.

Group:     - We don’t expect it.  It doesn’t matter.

Spirit:     - It does not matter what you expect.  It is what I think should be done.

Group:     - Well, we will appreciate it if you do.  Enjoy your life.

Spirit:     - I will definitely enjoy it now.  He is telling me we have many places to go, many places to see, and many things that I can do, that I could not do before.  

Group:     - The abilities that you had on earth, you can now use, in maybe a better way.

Spirit:     - Oh yes!  I can help people, instead of helping myself to other people’s  things.  I will help people.

Group:     - When they first come over, you can help people too. 

Spirit:     - Well I must say cheerio.

Group:     - Cheerio.  Good luck.  God speed!


[Extract taken from “Dead Rescue” by Michael Evans, Con-Psy Publications, 2007].



More Criminals needing rescue  -  Rescue Circles (69) How rendering service to others helps “low” spirits progress to better places.

   I like to include a few personal memories in these accounts of various aspects of mediumship and Spiritualism.  A lot of us have lived through a very active period of Spiritualism’s history, from the 1920s onward, in spite of what the media say, or ignore.  Although I came to Spiritualism fairly recently, I seem to have frequented the same haunts as some of the well-known mediums and researchers.  If only I’d been interested in, or even known about the great work done at the time!   So now I’m making up for lost time by bringing some of these people and events back to life again, though of course, they are all looking over my shoulder saying, “we are not dead at all, we are  still very much alive and kicking!

   So here is my part of the story, starting with Lord (Norman) Birkett, a famous criminal lawyer and judge at the Nuremberg Trials.  In 1950 he came to give away prizes at our school Speech Day, and I shook hands in turn to get my prize from him.  A little later he wrote a forward to a book on Education in Prison written by Frances Banks, a friend of medium Helen Greaves mentioned before. I have a copy of the book right here on my desk. Later after his death he came through Leslie Flint the direct voice medium to give a talk on Spiritual Justice, which I will post here again soon.  Anyway, his  post mortem voice and manner were  quite recognizable and evidential.

   Back in the 1950s and 1960s in London where I worked and performed I often met family and friends for tea at Lyons Corner House in the Strand, not far from Charing Cross Station in London, UK.  There , sometime during this period, if I’d only known, Frances Banks and Helen Greaves also met 
for tea to talk things over, and the spirits came through to communicate in this quite public venue.   But that is enough from me.  Let Helen Greaves continue with her own story. 

     “Even apparently depraved creatures are given the chance to redeem themselves and progress towards the spiritual worlds. Here is a story illustrating the part which service to others plays in this transformation.  It concerns three ex-prisoners, who, having been given the chance by service to their fellows to right some of the wrongs they did, aided a work that was being done on earth concerning the life and education of men in prisons.

    One of the ex-prisoners was an educated man who had fallen foul of the law of the land, the other two were of the usual type of men found in prisons.  But the three of them worked together in the closest unity until the work of research was completed and the resulting book written and published.  Only when this was finished did the educated ex-prisoner communicate again, and for the last time, to explain that he was now separated from his erstwhile companions, and was on a different Way.

    Frances Banks, a friend of mine who was visiting prisons, was talking with me in my flat.  We are both interested in supersensory perception, and often compare notes on books written on this subject, so that, as we talked, I was not altogether surprised to “hear” a name called in my mind.

It was such a strange name, and one that I could not possibly have heard anywhere, that I took notice of it.  But for some time I did not get any impression of the entity behind it. Presently, as the re-iteration of the name in my mind seemed to become even more compelling, I felt I had to relay it to Frances.  She looked surprised: ‘Why, yes,’ she admitted. ‘There was a man of that name in a prison, who died from a stroke.’

     The communicator then told us that he and my friend (Frances) had once had a brief conversation.  He wanted now to tell her that what she had said then was true.  Frances recalled the remark clearly.  It appeared that on this occasion, the prisoner had made some comment on survival after death.  She recalled that she had then stated her belief that ‘one would probably be the same five minutes after death, as one was five minutes before.’  It was probably the last communication she had with him on earth.  And now he had returned to tell her that it WAS TRUE! 

     He went on to tell us that he ‘was still groping in the mists’.  Frances admitted that she had prayed often for this lost soul, and now it appeared that he was getting a chance to make good.  He said he wanted to make contact and to help with the book that was in process of writing.  This was his way of giving service.

     He came again at various periods when we were together, and I understood that once he also communicated to my friend through another sensitive.  Later he seemed more at peace, and more sure of himself.  Then he informed us that ‘he had found his way’.

     Some time after, another former prisoner spoke through my mediumship  to Frances, giving unmistakable proofs of his identity, and recalling to her the fact that he had committed suicide after his release from prison.  He said that he and the other communicator had joined together to help her with the book on prison education that she was writing.  They both promised to give her all the aid they could in her various journeys in search of material.  They also said they were working under the ‘guidance’ of a well-known man who had been a prison reformer.

     This was all very interesting.  But the most astonishing incident was when the third prisoner joined the little band.  I had met Frances quite by chance at Charing Cross, and she invited me to have tea with her in Lyons’ Corner House in the Strand.  The place was crowded, but we managed to get a table for two jammed between other tables.  There amidst the clatter of crockery, the hum of talk, the wafting to and fro of customers and waiters with trays, and the sound of popular music from the orchestra, a third ‘old lag’, as he called himself was able to make me hear with complete clarity all that he had to say.

This prisoner in spirit gave the nick-name (Dopey) by which he was known to his fellow inmates. He even gave his surname, and the circumstances of his death, details of which were unknown to Frances at that time, but were afterwards confirmed through other channels [public records].  He asserted that he had been allowed to join the other two to give all the help they could for this book, which they insisted, would be easily published.  Frances would also be helped in personal ways whilst she was writing it (this proved to be the case).

     But they were all most vehement in objecting to the title that the author had decided to give to the book. ‘It won’t do’, they told her.  ‘Too long.  It’s stuffy!  You want a shorter one; something that will reveal what the book is about; one that will tell a story too.  We will try to impart this to you.  Just wait, and we will tell you.’ All this, may I insist, without my knowing what the proposed title was to be.   I left Frances to fulfil another engagement.

But later she told me that on the way home in the bus, the title of the book was ‘flashed’ to her, just as they had promised! It had the right number of words, and it is indeed concise, pithy and arresting - [”Teach Them to Live”]

     At a later session, the advanced soul show seemed to be in charge of the three prisoners, and who was a dedicated spirit with vision and selflessness, insisted that a publisher had already been found for it. [International Universities Press, Inc.  New York, 1958].   So this proved to be true, and the book had excellent reviews.

     The arresting part of this story, I think, is in the fact that, when the work was finished, the prisoners withdrew.  They came back once to say HOW MUCH THEY HAD ALL BEEN HELPED IN THEIR PROGRESS by the way in which they had been allowed to assist.  The three prisoners were now separated; they had gone their ways.  The first one to communicate with us seemed to be called to higher work; one of the others asserted that he was attending classes on philosophy.  (Here Frances told me that he had been attracted to the subject, and she was touched by the idea of further ‘celestial’ education).

    We can only trust that they have had a reward for their work; that they have all passed on to higher levels; and that in their life now they have found understanding and peace.  ‘In my Father’s House are many mansions’, said the Great Teacher.  Mansions for the unfortunates, the failures, the evil-doers, the drifters, as well as for the saint, the selfless workers, and for the normal every-day person.  Perhaps these ‘habitations’ are only separated by different states of consciousness!”

     So wrote Helen Greaves  in her book “The Dissolving Veil,”  which was published in 1967. Her friend Frances Banks had died two years  earlier, in 1965, while Helen was editing her reminiscences for publication.  But Frances in turn was to return to provide a revealing account of life on the other side, which Helen Greaves related in her well-known book, “Testimony of Light.” 
     

Before looking at the “Testimony” and the better prospects for us on the other side, which await the majority of us, hopefully, when we pass, here is one more example of a lost soul coming for help in the rescue group in Devon, U.K.   Here again, I have never met this  group, though I have been in written contact with some of them, and also lived and worked there, and know the countryside well.  So once again I feel quite at home with them. 

Michael Evans, one of the group, writes: “There are many levels in the spirit world, ranging those of unbelievable happiness and beauty, to those lower levels, where those whose earth life was one of selfishness and cruelty find themselves after death in a world of misery and mutual antagonism.  Our next customer, if I may call him that, was one of these.  His name, which he gave us at the end, was Wilf.”

Wilf - What are you looking at me like that for?
Group - Only because we’d like to help you if we can.
Wilf - I don’t want to be looked at like that!
Group - Oh, well, we’ll look away then.  Is there anything we could do to make your life better?
Wilf - Fat lot anyone could do to help me!
Group - Well, we’ve helped a few people.
Wilf - Nobody seems to care.
Group - You don’t seem very happy.
Wilf - Would you be happy if you had to live in dark, dirty holes?
Group - Can’t you go somewhere else?
Wilf - There aren’t any other places, I’ve looked.  Every corner’s got somebody living in it.  Sometimes you can’t even find a corner!
Group - There are lots of nice places you can go to.
Wilf - I don’t think so. 
Group - If you start thinking about nice places, you’ll be surprised what happens.
Wilf - Some bloke was talking to me about nice places, but he can’t show it to me.  I can’t see ‘em.
Group - Well, we might be able to show you something, if you could just listen to us for a bit.
Wilf - (Sarcastically)  Who are “we”?
Group - We are a group, known as a Peace Circle, and we’re still on earth, we haven’t died yet - and we help people who have died and who haven’t gone on to the nice places - they’re still stuck - and you’re able to use the body of a woman who is a medium.
Wilf - (aghast) A woman!
Group - So that you can speak to us.  She allows you to do this, because she hopes it will help you.  Now, as you look about, can you see anywhere in the darkness where it looks a bit lighter - just a little bit lighter?  Have a look about!
Wilf - No, no houses, it’s like ruins.
Group - Not even a light gray colour?
Wilf - No.  It’s red and I haven’t been that way because red’s Hell.
Group - There’s no such thing as Hell.  That’s all nonsense that people made up.
Wilf - Well, I’ve been worried about that because I didn’t lead a very good life.
Group = Don’t worry.  There’s no such thing as Hell.
Wilf - Well, I deserve it.
Group - The worst thing is what you’ve got now - being in the dark where you are - but the great thing is to work your way up to the nice places.
Wilf = But I walk around and it’s just that - what do you mean, “up”?
Group - Ah, now we come to it.  The way to get up is to ask.  Now this is very difficult for some people.  You have to say, ‘Help!  I want to be somewhere better - and you have to say it towards the lightest place you can find, and then you’ll find that someone will come who can really take you to the lighter places.  i tell you that there are parks and gardens and lakes and nice houses, which are all there, but the only way to see them is by changing your own mind and saying, ‘Please help me - I want to improve, I want a better place.’
Wilf - That man’s here again.
Group - What’s he saying to you?
Wilf - He says I’ve got to go towards where it’s red.  I’m telling him I’m frightened that that’s Hell.  The rest of it’s all black and the only light is where it’s red.
Group - Well, walk towards it.  If you think it looks dangerous you can always stop.  I tell you that’s where help can come from.  The other thing that can help you even further is if you can help anybody else.
Wilf - I’ve tried, but I can’t get in.  They shout at you to go away.
Group - Have you a friend there?
Wilf - You couldn’t be friends with these people - you just couldn’t.
Group - Well, we want to get you a friend.  Walk towards that red light.
Wilf - Is this man part of it?
Group - Yes, he will help you.
Wilf - He’s the only one who ever talks to you.  The others, all they ever do is just shout at you.  You couldn’t try to help them - you just couldn’t.
Group - Well, maybe  you can’t help them, but even if you thought you would like to help them, although they won’t accept it, that would do you just as much good.
Wilf - I’ve thought lately, I’d like to try and go in and talk to them and say, ‘Can’t we do something? Find somewhere better?’  But none of them will listen.
Group - If you can get yourself “up”, get yourself better, then perhaps you can come back and help them  The great thing is to go towards the light and say ‘I want to go somewhere better.  Show me.  I want to see somewhere better.’ Ask the man if he will take you.  Go with the man.
Wilf - He’s the only one that walks upright round here.  All the rest are bent right over.  I’m walking towards the light.  I’m walking.
Group - That’s good.  That’s good.
Wilf - It’s like walking through mist.  It’s going all pink.
Group - Keep going.
Wilf - He says I’ve got to walk through this hole - like a tunnel - it’s very bright.
Group - You’ll soon get used to it.  It’s like going into bright sunlight after you’ve been in a shady place - you’ll get used to it.
Wilf - Oh!  It’s a house.  A proper house!
Group - Perhaps you could go in there.
Wilf - He says I can.  It’s got a table and chairs.  It’s lovely.  Cor!  I’m so glad.
Group - Good!  You could stay there.
Wilf - He says I can sleep for a while.  Then he’ll come and see me again.
Group - Good!  We’re very pleased! You have a rest now.
Wilf - My name’s Wilf.  I’m not talking very loud.  I’m feeling very weak.
Group - You have a sleep!
Wilf - (very faint)  Bye-bye.  Thank you.

Extract taken from “Dead Rescue, or The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications, 2007.  A useful handbook for all taking part in rescue work of any kind.   He has also written “Through Bereavement to Happiness” in which he relates the fascinating story of how his first wife in spirit, and the spirit of his second wife-to-be’s deceased husband,  led them to meet and eventually marry.    Richard R.


Rescue Circles (70)

This series has come full circle!  Two and a half years ago, in February 2006  I little thought that when I started writing about Lord Dowding’s rescue work with Margaret Flavell in Wimbledon in 1944 I would reach this number of articles.   But one thing led to another, and here we are back again with Lord Dowding, when Helen Greaves mentioned that she was sitting on a bench in Kensington Gardens and happened to pick up a copy of the evening paper, “The Star.”   Now I myself lived near Kensington Gardens at the time, and often walked through, and sat in the park there, near Peter Pan’s statue, which Helen mentions too. [Richard]  
   
Rescue Circles (70)     An elderly woman had been reading the paper before walking away, leaving it on the bench.  The open page contained an article by Lord Dowding  with the headline “A Pilot tells of His Awakening!”  

Helen read on:   “One young man gave lucid details of his ‘arrival’ in the Other World.... ‘I didn’t realise at first that I had got mine [been killed].  I woke up in a hospital, a bright airy place with about six beds in the room.  Great french windows wide open, and it was built practically right on the sands.   I had a charming nurse who seemed to be always there at the right moment.  I had leg and chest wounds.  One day I realised that, though the dressings were regularly done, I had no pain; there didn’t seem to be any blood on the bandages or any sign that I really needed them.  I began to wriggle my leg; it felt fine.  I thumped my chest; that was all right, too.  So next time my nurse came along I tackled her, and suddenly realised that I had not seen a doctor.  I was fairly puzzled and had a nasty feeling at the pit of my stomach.  Somehow I was beginning to know, but I wouldn’t stop to think. I asked the nurse to explain things.  She took my
 hand in hers and just looked at me.  I knew than.”

     This account confirmed to Helen that her husband Roger had experienced the same things when he passed, and communicated the details to her.  “’This isn’t just a coincidence’, I thought.  I rarely read THE STAR, yet here it had been thrust right under my very gaze.  Here was confirmation of all that my husband had been able to ‘communicate’ to me. THIS ISN’T COINCIDENCE, I told myself again; there is a ‘supernatural’ agency in this.  If I hadn’t sat in that exact seat; if that woman had not bought THE STAR; if she had not left that particular paper with the article beside me on the seat; if the wind had not blown it open to the exact page that was meant to be read. If. If. If...!

     It was more than I could explain.  Nor did I want to.  Sufficient again that waning faith had received a fillip.  And it was so like Roger to thrust the page under my nose and say, ‘There, read it for yourself.  I wouldn’t try to tell you, because you can’t be told!’  And Grannie, who knew my self-will so well, might frankly have rebuked me, ‘You never listen, Lena, and you never really believe.  So we have to SHOW you!’  How right they both were.  I needed that jerking back into the way of faith.”

     Helen Greaves was to be involved in rescue work herself when she moved into a terrace cottage in Sussex, and found early in 1972 that it was already inhabited by the earthbound spirit of a former servant, now an old woman, in a nearby country house. The cottage had been her former dwelling. The mistress of that nearby Manor some 80 years before also made her presence known in the cottage, but she was not earthbound, but stranded in Limbo by her own desires, attachments and negative attitude, in a lower section of the spirit world, on some low “astral” vibration or frequency. The spirit world had “arranged” for Helen to live in the cottage and so help in the rescue of these two souls.  They needed her earth vibration to assist them in the release work, but she was given help by the son of the lady of the nearby Manor, who was an “old” advanced soul, but in life on earth had been mentally retarded, and had been accidentally drowned in a nearby pond at  the age of fifteen. The story is reviewed from the book by Helen Greaves “The Wheel of Eternity,”  C.W. Daniel & Company Ltd., 1974.

     “I was often conscious of the old woman in my sitting room.  She would come and sit in the chair,[still believing she lived in the cottage, unaware that she had passed] and curled up like a cat that has come back to its warm hearth. She seemed to be quite content just to be in company with me.  We were in harmony.”

    Over the course of time she communicated the story of her life as servant at the Manor, and of her cruel Mistress who had a retarded son.  Both of these soon made their appearances too, but the Lady was not earthbound like the old servant, but “stuck” in the astral regions, barred from further progress because of her cruel, venomous nature.  The son, being an advanced soul, came down from some higher place in the spirit worlds to help in the release of the other two.   
 
     When the Mistress of the Manor made her appearance “her presence imparted authority and arrogance.  She moved with  grace and dignity, but I noted that her full lips were drawn down at the corners in open contempt. She was corrupted by her own selfishness, her deeply held resentment, and by her mental attitude was keeping herself a prisoner in those dingy suburbs of the Shadow Lands between darkness and Light.  Here was the poor soul, shut away from the beauty she loved, yet lacking the cleansing of repentance that would free her soul for progress.  

    The lady communicated her thoughts: ‘This is a little better than where I have been,  [but it’s] only a workman’s cottage.’    Three days later she returned to speak again.  ‘At least I am out of that dreary place [in the low Astral regions]. Though this is not much better.  Why is everything so dim? [Helen Greaves noted that the room was bright, with all the lights on].  I suppose this is another dream.  A dream?  The last was a nightmare. But there is something different.  Could I be...am I really dead?  Is there a continuation of life?  If so, why is it so depressing?  What about heaven...and hell?  Is there a hell?  I never did believe in angels and harps, and I must admit I have not met any devils.  Or have I?  That horribe place I am in...are those there devils?  No.  Then what are they?  And where am I?  Did I really die?  I can remember that heart attack.  I recall yelling for my pills, but nothing happened.  Then the pain, it did get worse,
 didn’t it?  What happened after that? Did I die?  What happened to me?  Why cannot I find my home?  And why am I having to stay in this filthy slum?  Wasn’t my life unhappy enough?  Shouldn’t death be different?’

     ‘Life.  What joy did I ever have out of life? [She is now wrapped in a fog of self-pity].  Money?  Yes.  Good looks? Yes.  But was that enough?  What happiness was there in my marriage to an old man?  And what joy from an idiot son, a blow-fly of a creature out of lust with a farm-hand [a visiting gardener she’d hired, and had a fling with, who was the real father of the retarded son]. I hated the child and he was terrified of me.  An awkward lout with an inane grin.  God, I deserved better, surely.  It was a relief when he fell into the pond.  Yes, I was glad when he drowned, my idiot son.  As glad as when I was released and freed by the death of my elderly husband, before he went completely senile.  I don’t think I could have stood that.’

[to be continued] 

Rescue Circles (71)  

Almost two weeks later the former Lady of the Manor  returned to communicate  once more:  “You live here in a pigsty like this?  My maid lived here after I ....?  Yes, I became unconscious. I couldn’t see.  I couldn’t hear.”

Helen Greaves - You died.

Lady - Dead?  I’m not dead.  How could I be?  I’m the same as ever.

Helen - And you live in your lovely home?

Lady - My home, it was a lovely house and a beautiful garden.  But I’ve lost it.  I can’t find my way back there now.  I have to stay in a horrible place, a hovel even worse than my servants would live in.  I hate it.  I hate the people too, They’re mean.  Why should I be made to stay there?  Why? Why? [She had feelings of venom towards everyone].

Helen - You could be dead.

Lady - But I’m not.

Helen - What happened after you became unconscious?[after the heart attack]

Lady - How should I know that?  I told you, I couldn’t see.  Then I woke up in a hovel.  How can I be dead?  I’m very much alive.  I don’t even feel ill any more.  I know.  I’m asleep and dreaming.  That is it.  This is a dream, a nightmare.

Helen - You are not dreaming.

Lady - All right, I’m not dreaming.  Then where am I?   I am not dead.  I am still on the earth.   But I wasn’t in ..... before, was I?  I was in that terrible place.  I was in hell.  Hell!  That is hell.  Oh, my God!

Helen - You were not in hell.  Only in the suburbs of hell!  Hell is far worse than that, I understand.  

Lady [not understanding] - Suburbs of hell, you tell me?  And hell itself is worse?  Could anything be worse?  Tell me that.  Anything?  Anywhere?

Helen - It could be.  It is.

Lady - Worse than that dirty hovel?  Than those dreadful people?  Suburbs of hell!  Why should I be there?  What have I ever done?  What did I ever do to deserve this?  Did I steal or murder or oppress the poor?  I went to Church on Sundays regularly.  I gave money to charities.  I put up with the dreary vicar for lunch once a month.  I always paid my dues.”  

The helper who was assisting Helen in her spirit rescue and release work had a few weeks earlier made himself known to her, in the form of his earth lifetime’s role as a Franciscan friar, which he assumed again for work in the ‘Shadow Lands.’  He represented a large group of souls working on a higher plane beyond. He told Helen: “I have ‘thought’ myself here to contact you from some of the outlying suburbs (as I could call them) of these very regions of darkness.  These are sad places, heavy with astral gloom, inhabited by the souls still resentful, still bitter about the fate they feel has overwhelmed them.  These regions, however, of which I will now speak, are not in darkest hells.  For the souls placed here can be easily released from the illusion of ideas of ‘death’, IF THEY WISH.  So often they cling to the pattern of thought and feeling which they had built into their minds during their sojourn on earth.  Thus they exist still in these
 ‘mind-forms’, hating, rebelling, resenting, and wallowing in self-pity.  Poor souls, they have scarcely moved from the limitations of the physical body.  

”Our duty and service is to aid them to progress from the half-light of these drab abodes into the light and beauty of the higher planes of the Astral World.  To do this we employ all possible means of changing their thought patterns, of dissoving fear and hatred by hope and love.  Those faithful ones on your [earth] plane of life who send forth prayer, blessing, healing and love to these imprisoned souls know not the power of the great work that they do.  For their prayers come like waves of sunshine to pierce the fog of despondency, to sweep away, momentarily, the drabness of half-light.  Often, some soul is touched, some closely-held hatred is dissolved and some poor half-blind entity ‘sees’ for the first time and is filled with remorse and healed by love.

     “In other cases, we who work in these regions have to search for ‘instruments’ or ‘channels’, that is, earth-minds which have the ability to contact and communicate with Us.  Thus I contact you.  From Brothers on the higher Planes of Learning we were informed of your work in receiving and recording [from the spirit of Frances Banks] a “Testimony of Light”, which has helped many of its readers to prepare themselves for those other Planes of living, after the physical death and withdrawal of the soul from limitation.  We observed you, we touched our thoughts with yours during your times of meditation.  We became satisfied that we had discovered a useful channel.  We wished to work with you.

”For this reason, your inner sight was opened to the presence of the old [earthbound] woman who still believes that she lives in the cottage which you now inhabit.  Later, the [idiot] Boy, who loved the servant and is working to ‘awaken’ her, was enabled to contact your mind. For his initial visit to you, I’accompanied’ him and a link was formed by which later work could be accomplished.  You became cognisant of me; sensitively, you were able to ‘tune in’ to the radiation with which I surrounded you.  By such stages of expansion have you progressed towards the fulfilment of your task.

”From your cottage ‘lodger’ you had learned the story of the Boy and his mother.  He, an advanced soul in a stage of initiation which is incomprehensible to you; she, a young soul, inexperienced and stumbling in its progress.  To your mind was imparted the joy of the fulfilment of one and the tragedy of the failure of another.  Failure, I repeat, which has been brought over to this next stage of life.  I refer, of course, to the mother, whose bitterness has held her chained to the drab Shadow Lands, a soul refusing Light and Love, blinding herself to any opportunity of evolving, hating her present state yet rejecting the idea of any responsibility for it.  She too must be awakened; hers is a soul that loved beauty, yet loved it selfishly.  Love itself for others, or even from others, cannot, it seems, reach her.  Self, in its lowest, most limiting form, still imprisons her.  She has no spiritual understanding, no belief and little hope.  Neither her son,
 nor I, can penetrate through the black despair of her mind.  If, as mankind has pictured for so long, there is a state of hell, then this must be it.  YET NO SOUL REMAINS IN HELL FOR ETERNITY.  God is Love.  Love forgives.  Love dissolves hatred.  Love progresses into Light and Beauty. Love is the Law.  Here we have an example of the lost sheep, for which the Shepherd retruns again and again, to retrieve it from its wanderings.  This is evolution; this is progress; and this is the Law of the Creator of all life.

”For this reason, your cooperation is needed.  We can now bring her to you.  You, who live in the material world, and thus are cognisant of its allures, its dangers, its tragedies, can act also as a go-between in the service of rescue of this poor benighted creature.  Your mind, inspired by us, might reach hers and implant the certainty of greater Beauty before her, when she sees her mistake and is purged of her bitterness.  This service could prepare her for the shock  of her shut-in anger, of what she considered was the unfairness of the fate dealt out to her, partly by the fact of her child being ‘retarded’ and partly by her own inability to redeem her self-centredness by loving. This is a Service We offer you.  But it can only be accomplished with your willing assent and cooperation.”

Now this Franciscan friar had returned to prompt Helen again in dealing with the bitter Lady’s spirit.   Continuing with the conversation at the beginning of this episode, when she was complaining of having to put up with that dreary vicar, Helen replied: “And  [you] hated your son? And bullied your maids?  And despised your husband?  And had no love in you?  And no grace in your heart?

Lady - But that was my own business! My own personal affairs.

Helen - And you think that personal business hurt nobody?

Lady - It hurt me.

Helen - More than you realise.  That is why you are [now] amongst others who hated and hurt.

Lady - Amongst others?  You mean those creatures in the...suburbs?  [She reflects silently for a long, tense period] But I did nothing, nothing!  To be near hell just for that! Just for that!

The Lady and the Friar withdrew, and Helen was left thinking that perhaps some spark of remorse would offer some hope for this bitter Lady in spirit.  The next evening the spirit of the lady’s retarded son appeared.  He was now a beautiful, advanced soul, no longer clothed in his former handicapped body.

Son -  My mother does not realise yet.  She is new to the Spirit.

Helen - New?  She must have been there nearly a hundred years!

Son - Time is not.  Only in your state of consciousness does time have any meaning.

Helen -  But to have wasted over eighty years!

Son - She has no thought of years, nor will she have.  Yet she now has awareness of her surroundings.  She is appalled by the darkness and drabness, for my mother had, and still has, appreciation of beauty in her soul.  Her garden expressed that;  it was full of colour and loveliness.  She revealed her exquisite taste, too, in her dress; always she wore beautiful gowns. These were, I grant you, expressions of an ephemeral nature, but they sprang from a quality of the soul.  Mother is not a lost soul, you know.  She is but misguided, misdirected and still held prisoner in the narrow circumference of her thought patterns.  But we have a clue to work upon in reaching her, a sliver of light in the dark fear of her mind.  We may be able to appeal to the unconscious desire for beauty still alive within her.”

[to be continued]    Richard R.    Reviewed from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974

Rescue Circles (72)  The Continuation of the Lady’s Soul Rescue

When Helen Greaves was wondering whether she could really help the angry Lady whose spiritual progress seemed to be blocked by her past resentments, the Franciscan Friar came again to encourage her:  “So you are in doubt as to your acceptance of the task as intermediary? It is very natural.  I believe that at this stage, some further explanation is due to you, and I will endeavour so to reach your understanding that we may become united and harmonious in the Act of Mercy.

”I am known as a Way-Shower, though I dwell in the Regions of Light and learn there and sometimes teach newcomers there, part of the service which I sometimes teach newcomers there, part of the service which I am honoured to perform is to take thought journeys into the Shadows and into the half-way regions, and from thence conduct any entities ready to set out upon the Way, after repentance and reparation, towards the Planes of Light.  There is, as you may understand, a constant stream of souls passing upwards.  Some have graduated even from the lower hells, some have realised their state and by constant effort have changed their thought patterns, have made reparation for their mistakes and so have gone forward into Light.  Some remain stubborn and unrepentant and refuse our aid.  In this category we must place your present visitor.  You have already felt her unsettling presence and recoiled from it.  How much more would you recoil, my Friend, at the  abode from which I have brought her by thought!  

 “The Boy, whom you have now met in your inner mind, and whose life span on your earthly plane was short (15 years), restricted and extremely difficult, is a progressed soul.  He has already graduated to the Plane of Learning, and he offered himself to me for service.  Thus he accompanies me on some occasions to the lower Worlds.  He is not yet allowed to proceed there alone, for there are many dangers which he could encounter, without sufficient knowledge, experience, and power to meet them safely.  On one such visit he found her, who had been his earth mother.  He was devastated at her plight, for although she had been cruel to him and he had been half-afraid of her, he had ever held a kind of dumb affecion for her.  There had been a strong soul-link between the two, forged in other soul experiences, a link which had, alas, not been harmonious.  It was essential that this disharmony should be dissolved by love, but it was not accomplished in the
 relationship on the earth of son and mother. 

”When the boy passed from your plane and was awakened in the heaven World, he learned of the failure and was sad.  He tried to send radiations of love to her to help her later years, but he could not reach her.  Then she, too, left her physical body.  His one aim now was to find her, and for that purpose he brought all his compassion to aid him.  But he was not successful, because she had brought over with her into her new Life the same resentment and bitterness and selfishness with which she had faced the death-call.  The barrier between them seemed insurmountable.  Then, on our visit, he found her.  But she did not recognise the progressed Boy.  He was far removed from the pathetic retarded youth who had drowned in the water of the pond in their house grounds.  She repudiated him.  The Boy, her son, filled with love and compassion and with a great desire to help her to progress from her uncongenial abode, set his case before the Council of Wise Ones 
 here.  The records were searched.  A clue was discovered in the soul pattern of the simple, undeveloped woman who had been his mother’s maid and who had loved the Boy.  The servant had also left her physical body, but had remained [earthbound] unaware of this  change. She was not unhappy, as her Mistress, neither had she found herself in the suburbs of hell.  She had clung in thought to her old form, and to her material abode, your present cottage.  She was what you would call earthbound. 

     “The pattern began to link together.  A Plan was conceived by the Wise Ones, and the Word went out for an ‘intermediary’.  Thus were YOU drafted to the cottage, unaware of the Pattern and Plan to be worked out.  You will understand the rest...your consciousness of the maid and the appearance of the Boy, as well as the charge we have laid upon you to help in this rescue of the Boy’s mother.  May you fulfil this.  May you by your gift of inner sight and hearing serve as the link for the release and progress not only of the ignorant earth-bound woman’s soul, but also for this soul in its own tragic purgatory.  You and I will act together as ‘Mind and Soul’ Channels.  Realise that I am at hand to help you in any difficulties.  Try to conquer your instinctive personality-reaction to this tormented but unrepentant soul.  Presently, she will ‘see’ you and a mind-contact will be made.  I trust you will accomplish the mission for which your soul has asked
 and that the minor reactions of your personality will be superseded by the reality of soul-love.”    


     A few weeks later on a cold February afternoon in 1972 while Helen was recovering from a bout of ‘flu the Friar returned  to explain that the Boy’s Mother, now dwelling in the fringes of the lower Astral worlds, or the worlds of desire, was hating her surroundings, loathing and scorning her fellow prisoners and wasting her spirit in longing for the comforts and beauty of her earthly home with all the privileges that material wealth could supply.  This was but a selfish yearning after the ephemeral luxuries which she had never appreciated when she had possessed them.  But it was still desire, not a true assessment of her own position or of the results of her actions.  There was no change of heart, no softening of pride, no remorse.  Desire still held her on the lowest rungs of the ladder of progress and bound her there with its chains.  Until this longing for earthly things was dissolved, she would be unable to face herself, or to assess her failures
 and successes in the light of a more spiritual understanding: thus she was holding herself back from progressing towards that very beauty which was a quality of her soul.

     “There is free-will,” concluded the Franciscan.  “No compulsion to review one’s actions, no interference, no punishment, except as she attracts that which she has made her own to herself;  no time-limit to her sojourn in those worlds to which her state of non-grace has brought her.  Only is there Love, the Law of the Creator.  And this Love will conquer, my Friend.”

    As a helper living on earth, Helen realised that until the Lady, the former Mistress of the House, was purged of her defiance, she would never be able to face the records of her earth experiences. These examinations were difficult enough for ordinary ‘good’ folk.  How much more frightening for one whose conscience was seared by their recollection. Was this defiance an indication of deep fear?    

     
    One Saturday evening a couple of weeks later, Helen was sitting by the fire listening to some vocal music on the radio as she did some sewing, and noticed the presence of the Lady, listening to the music too. 

     “It was quite obvious that she had no idea of the origin of the music, nor indeed, where she herself was.  She did not see me, and if she recognised my cottage sitting room from her previous visit, she gave no sign.   She was still clothed in the stiff, black silk, wide-skirted [Victorian] dress in which her maid had remembered her.   The expression of her face was warm, moved by the harmony and beauty that filled the cottage.  She looked ‘alive’, glowing, uplifted.  For some minutes I watched her, wondering if I was truly seeing her, even in my mind’s eye. She looked different, released in some way....Very soon her thoughts came into my brain: ‘I am dreaming.  It is wonderful!  So wonderful!  I am away at last from squalor and misery.’  Here her mind was choked with emotion.  I could feel her tears.  In my heart I prayed for help and release for her.  She was thinking ‘Oh God, don’t let me go back there, ever.  Let me stay in this beauty.’ 

”Presently I became aware of her son, now a shining figure of Light.  He stood beside her, yearning for recognition.  Deliberately he took a position within any line of vision her ‘sight’ might have.  The light of his illumined countenance flowed forward and encircled her, recalling her consciousness from absorption in the music.  She sighed and moved. But she did not see him. Twice I felt him call her gently. ‘Mother’. 

     “She made no sign of having heard, nor was there any implication of recognition in her expression.”   At that moment the music programme ended and was followed by the Saturday night play.  By the end of that programme the cottage was empty of ‘visitors’.   

So we have two types of rescue work going on in Helen’s cottage: the helping of an old earthbound servant to move on the the spirit world, then the reformation of the spirit of the Lady of the House already in the spirit world, but stuck in Limbo in the low Astral by her own desires, resentment and inertia.  Helen was contributing her part on the earth plane, just our rescue groups and home circles do.  Then a guide (the Franciscan Friar), and a helper (Lady’s son) were both doing what they could from their side in the spirit world, backed up with the energy of the group of older souls from a higher level of existence.  The book by Helen Greaves “The Wheel of Eternity” describes the gradual process of releasing these two “lost” souls, and provides further techniques for rescue groups to study, adding to the comprehensive list of titles already mentioned in this series.   I will continue to summarise the main events of this case in the next episode, but
 serious students should obtain their own copies of “The Wheel of Eternity” and “The Testament of Light” to obtain a more complete understanding of this type of work, and of the worlds of spirit life ‘beyond.’

[to be continued]

Rescue Circles (73)  More conversations with the Lady in Limbo.  The danger of obsession or possession by spirits lost in Limbo for those undertaking  rescue work.

Helen Greaves ran the risk of becoming obsessed, or even possessed by the resentful spirit of the Lady lost in Limbo in the low astral regions.  This can also happen with those who become fascinated by the occult, join black magic circles, or who even get involved in New Age rituals to create a better reality, make money or materialise their desires.  Many  gurus East and West have gone astray, or even beserk, taking their large-fee paying  followers with them on the road to madness, perdition and even suicide.  There is always a price to pay, ‘selling your soul to the devil’ so to speak.  I know there is no devil, but there are plenty of low lost souls lurking, ready to get their desires vicariously by pouncing on unaware and unprotected people living on earth, particularly if the latter are addicted to any harmful substance or activity. Sudden success, or earning a fortune out of spiritual truths, as has happened in the present happenings around “The
 Secret”, can turn the head, and lead away from the very truth that was originally sought after. Certainly Divine or Spiritual law is in operation here! 

Luckily for Helen, she prayed and meditated often, and used beautiful music, and meaningful hymns and songs to raise vibrations, and this also  attracted and helped the Lady, making her stop and reflect, and begin to reform. {Even songs like “Bless This House” or “There’s No Place Like Home” give much protection]. Helen also had the support of a group of advanced souls, represented both by the Franciscan Friar, whom she called a Brother of Light, and by the Boy, the Lady’s son, who was also a fairly advanced soul. Also the spirit of Frances Banks, her old friend,  watched over her from time to time, as did her husband, Roger.  The earthbound servant who lived in her cottage was harmless compared with the cruel Lady, whose presence left Helen in fits of melancholy and depression which might have led to insanity had she not had the spirit support behind her.  This was pointed out to her by the Friar who visited again towards the end of the year’s work
 which it took to help both spirits move on to their own individual destinations in the spirit worlds.

     “Although your experience with the visitor from the shadows (the Lady of the Manor)  was shattering, it has served a useful purpose, in that it can be as a warning to you, as the recorder of these happenings, and to those who read these accounts, and who might be tempted to try such “rescue” work on their own.  For it illustrates the fact that any contact with those who dwell (even temporarily) in the dark regions carries risks such as you experienced.  The passions and emotions of these entities are powerful and oft-times too potent for the experimenter, or even for the “do-gooder”.  For these entities can, and often do, fasten on to the minds of others, especially those still in the earth-world, drawing them into the welter of their own emotions, fears and terrors and their unassuaged appetites.  This is the initial origin of “obsession” and “possession”, a state which alters the personalities of its victims, rendering them impotent to resist
 temptation and evil.

     “In your case, sympathy and uncontrolled emotional reaction to the Boy’s mother in her tragic awakening drew you into her aura, where she could obtain strength from you.  This would have meant the loss of your own identity (even if only temporarily) and would have spelt disaster, not only to your own progression but to the work you have to do. The lesson to be learnt is two-fold. In the service of healing, the personality (and this implies the emotions) has no part. Healing is an extension of the spirit only; therefore detachment from astral emotion and from the snare of sentimentality is essential in the would-be healer and helper.

     “Secondly (and in your case more important) this was a yielding to glamour, the glamour of trying to free and heal this poor entity.  This, alas, blotted out the real purpose of your work, which is that of recorder and witness.  You were saved by the words of invocation in the hymns that were recollected from your memory. 

[’Open my eyes that I might see, 
  Visions of Truth Thou hast for me’  and

 ‘Love Divine, all loves excelling, 
  Joy of Heaven, to earth come down.
  Fix in us Thy humble dwelling.’]

     “It must be stressed again that prayer, meditation and invocation form the channel for all service.  Prayer is the use of the channel to contact the Holy Spirit (God); any resulting effects are in the power of that Spirit alone.  For people who wish to experiment, and those who are dazzled by the glamour of ‘doing good’ in the lower astral world, the dangers are overwhelming.  They are, indeed, venturing into a den of lions without a guard at the ready to counteract attack should any of the beasts turn vicious.  No helper on these planes of the spirit, however experienced, is allowed to enter the Shadow World without a Higher Brother who is one of the Band of Light; or without the preparation of true prayer and a knowledge of the technique of self-protection.  Pray for these poor resentful creatures that they might find peace and be led into light; but leave the MEANS of their so-doing in higher hands.

     “........[Humankind’s] mind is now stretching out into exploration of its body of energy, the unseen etheric body; and for some, consciousness beyond the physical plane will be a natural outcome.  But herein lies the element of danger.  For in the projection of consciousness thus gained and the first advance towards the Spiritual Planes, the astral world of the ‘dead’ will become more accessible to contact.  This includes the astral world of ignorance and darkness with its unenlightened creatures prowling forth in search of the passions and pleasures of earth now denied them, as well as those higher regions of peace and harmony, wherein advanced souls lead pilgrims ever onward and into the planes of progress between. The danger which you are, alas, already witnessing, is to be found in the sad ‘obsessions’ of those caught in the glamour of drugged visions, and of those already filched of their personalities by the parasitic clinging of possessive
 lower-astral entities. [This message came through in 1972. But it explains what is happening around us here and now in 2008 - the violence, dishonesty in business and politics, road-rage, shooting sprees, routine torture, the suicide bombings, the genocide, tribal feuds and resentments - a long list of disturbing events to put right.....Richard R.]  

     “Yet, evolution progresses, God be thanked, and the light is pouring forth in the work of advanced Beings and Masters of Wisdom who are preparing groups of spiritual seekers to go forward into this great adventure.  Caution, therefore, is necessary in this coming age.  Your own experience and our warning illustrate the subtlety of such dangers.  Take heed and be prepared and protected by the inner life of prayer and contemplation of the Creative Divine Spirit, aligning yourselves and your efforts within the Light.......”

     Helen intertwines the stories of the old earthbound servant and the visits from the Lady, but here, for clarity’s sake, I will separate them and continue to summarise and abstract the communications from this resentful spirit of the Lady. 

    The next day, on Sunday, the Lady came back again to listen to the music on the radio. That evening Andor Foldes was playing Schubert’s piano impromptus.  She was unaware that her son was also present.  He explained to Helen that his mother had been an accomplished pianist. ‘I loved to hear her play.  But I was never allowed in the room, when she was at the piano.  My presence disturbed her.’  

    Helen was thankful.  It was through the son’s presence, his concern and his love that the Lady was there, away from the hell of her hovel, the hell of her own making, to listen to music.  She continued to listen to Beethoven’s ‘Pathetiqiue’ sonata and the Debussy Preludes, after which both spirits left.  Perhaps the beauty of the music, and of the flowers in the cottage was beginning to melt the hardness of her soul.

     A month or so later, towards the end of April, 1972, a certain restlessness in Helen’s mind indicated that the Lady was present again. Helen is clairaudient as well as clairvoyant, and replies mentally to the spirit. 

Lady - I know this place.  I have been here before.

Helen - That is right.  You listened to music. Remember?

Lady - I remember.  Who are you?

Helen - I live here.  This is my cottage home.

Lady [grudgingly] - Well, I must admit, it certainly is a better place than where I’ve been dwelling.

Helen - You don’t like where you have been?

Lady - It is horrible!  Mean, shabby, hateful.  And the people there are evil, full of evil.

Helen - You’ve been in the Shadow Lands, or rather, in the suburbs of the Shadow Lands.

Lady - Shadow Lands? You know about them?  Have you been there, too?

Helen - No. 

Lady [after looking at the flowering plants, touching them with obvious enjoyment] - It’s all just a dream, a nightmare.  It isn’t REAL, you understand?

Helen -  It may be a nightmare?  But you’re LIVING in it.  WHY are you?

Lady - I’m supposed to be dead, didn’t you know?  At least, that’s what they tell me.

Helen - Who tells you?  

Lady - Oh, those hateful people there.  They say we’re all dead.  I don’t believe them.

Helen - But it’s true.  You did die.  This IS your next world!

Lady - You, too?  You believe that?  Are you, then, dead, too?

Helen - No.  I’m still on earth.

Lady [puzzled] - But I can see you. You can see me.  I don’t understand.

Helen -T hat is because I am trying to help you get away from the Shadow Lands that you hate.

Lady [attitude changing, and responding with a new hope and joy] - Oh, please, will you?  I will do anything you say.  You see, I am very unhappy.

Helen - But you made many other people unhappy during your time on earth, did you not?  Your husband, your maid ... and your son.

Lady - My son was an idiot. A retarded boy.

Helen - Your son is a fine and beautiful soul.

Lady - IS?  He died by drowning in the pond  Is he in this next world, too?

Helen - He is.

Lady - In the Shadow Lands?  I have not met him there.

Helen - No. He is in the Spiritual Spheres.

Lady [struggling to understand] -  You mean that there are places different from where I am?

Helen [quoting] - ‘In my Father’s House are many mansions.’

Lady - Mansions?  Mine is a hovel.  Can it be possible?  IS there heaven and hell then?

Helen - It appears that there is something like that.  

Lady [bottled up anger and bitterness suddenly rapped out from her] - I suppose you are telling me that I am in hell! Hell? Yes, that could be the answer to my miseries.  But why, I ask you, why should a half-witted boy be in heaven? And I, his mother, am condemned to what must be...hell?  It’s true, isn’t it?  I am in hell?

Helen - You...went to the place prepared for you.  

Lady - I...I prepared this place?  Was I so bad?  

Helen - You had no love.  You had no love for anybody but yourself.  You did not love your poor boy, nor your husband.  Therefore you denied God.  For God is Love. But you loved Beauty, and God is Beauty, too.

Lady - Beauty was everything to me. Music. Flowers. Lovely things.  These were my life.  The garden, the grounds about my house  I created utter beauty in them.

Helen - For others, less fortunate, to see?  

Lady - No.  My garden was mine.  Private.  

Helen prayed for some guidance and assistance from spirit as she found herself getting entangled in the Lady’s negative selfishness.   A radiance soon seemed to fill the room, which even the Lady picked up, when a sudden idea penetrated her mind.

Lady -  Beauty?  I was a pianist; an interpreter of music. Isn’t that Beauty?

Helen - For yourself, or others?

Lady [there was now a glimmer of light above her] - Mostly for myself, I suppose.  But often I invited people to listen, too.  There was a little old man, a neighbour of mine, a gentleman, but poor and lonely.  He used to slip into my music room whenever I practised.  I never minded him.  He said my music made him happy.  I was glad about that.  Yes, it’s true.  I did want to SHARE this beauty with my old neighbour.  

Helen - I am glad about the SHARING.

Lady [relaxed and at peace at last] - It is beautiful here!  Can I stay?

Helen - You can come again.

Lady [wandering around the room and admiring the house plants] - They are lovely.  I don’t think I knew this species. Oh God, let me go somewhere in this next world where there is beauty and sunshine...and music.  [She leaves].

Helen felt that this was the first prayer that the Lady had ever said and MEANT!     

[to be continued]


Rescue Circles (74) The Lady starts to move out of the dark

     The Lady was still full of resentment and attached to and attracted by her former existence on earth, which is why she had been stuck in Limbo for over eighty years, and needed the contact with Helen to understand her situation.  There were also other ‘karmic’ ties with her former maidservant, and this was another reason for the spirit world to “arrange” for Helen to live in the cottage, and so bring all these different threads together and untangle the knots and release both spirits, helping the old servant to move into the light and meet her loved ones, and to move the Lady on from the stagnation of the lower realms of the Shadow Land, or Limbo, once called “Hades.”  

     Towards the end of April, 1972, the Franciscan Friar, the “Brother of Light” as she called him, came to visit Helen to explain how the pattern of our lives extends back before the time of Ancient Egypt in some cases, with responsibilities incurred and debts to be repaid. “Patterns are being worked out, pieces fitted as in jig-saw puzzles,  linking together lives, experiences, reconciliations, harmonies, into the pattern of evolution, according to the Divine Plan.  Scarred souls are being healed from terrifying memories by the Light of Love and Wisdom. 

     “This is a two-fold operation, but with many connecting links of emotion and many debts from past experiences to be settled.  The maid who is earthbound and the Mistress who languishes in the shadows were bound together by a love-hate relationship forged in other lives.  Shall we describe this as ‘scar-tissue’  of their souls?...seared in past conflicts and never completely healed by love.  Hence the ‘sickness’, dimly remembered, which holds them back from the Light. 

   “Thus, dear Friend, wonder not about the lapse of time (so-called) during which your maid and her Mistress have been prisoners in their own limited consciousness and bound by the separativeness of their negative emotions.  In your years this represents a period constituting over eighty years..... To them, it is but ‘an evening gone.’ The Band of Light here are cooperating with the Boy’s love for his mother and for the servant.  This release from the darkness of error is the final dissolution of soul-memories of tragedies caused by surrender to negative forces.   Such sagas as this are being enacted in the Spiritual, Astral and material worlds without ceasing.

     “Life progresses; evolution advances on all levels.  The wider and more complete the spread of tolerance, understanding, forgiveness, the stronger and more potent will be the Rays of spiritual advancement which will enhance the evolution of man.  The greater the spread of spiritual knowledge, the more speedy will be the enlightenment and upliftment of humans into harmony and peace.   The Divine Energy of Life is One-ness, and every particle of separated consciousness must be drawn back to the centre of all, the very light of creation, to God.”

    During spring summer and autumn Helen was busy travelling, giving lectures and also distracted by the loss of friends and by a  painful, arthritic hip. Although some contact with the Boy and the maidservant was made in August, further communication with the Lady did not take place until November of 1972. One evening she was listening to records of Joan Sutherland, and Renata Tibaldi and others and she noticed the presence of the Lady, who was dancing to the music.  “The Mistress was moving with utter grace to the rhythm of the dance tunes of ‘La Traviata’, her slender figure swaying with the lilt of the music; in her stiff silk gown she made a picture of elegance and charm.  She ‘looked’ younger than when I had last been aware of her. This was not the complaining, resentful visitor of the last call. I felt that she was released.  She was experiencing joy for the first time since she had crossed the river of death. She seemed utterly absorbed in this unaccustomed world of rapture; she looked quite beautiful.  She began to look about her, this time with a more discerning and
 interested gaze than when she had visited my ‘poor hovel’ previously.

Lady - How lovely that was! How beautiful!  To hear music again.  To be back...  But I’m not back home!  I’m here again.

Helen - You’re in my cottage home. 

Lady - Your cottage home?  Who are you?

Helen - Oh, just a friend.  You came to see me before.  Don’t you remember?  You said I lived in a pigsty.

Lady - Did I say that?  I couldn’t have been seeing it.  I’m sorry.  It was unforgivable of me to say such a thing.  Your home is pretty...charming!

Helen - Thank you.  I’m glad you have come.

Lady - So am I.  To be released from that awful place.  You see, I’ve been allowed to come here again...to listen to your music.  You see, I loved music so much when....

Helen - When you were on earth?

Lady - Yes. I wish I’d known then all that I know now.

Helen - Why?

Lady - I suppose because I would have lived differently.  I mean, I would have been kinder.  How was I to know that I would go in such sordid surroundings?  I’ve suffered.  But now I’ve been allowed to come here again  They said that was just a beginning.

Helen - ‘They’?

Lady - ‘They’ are Helpers and Teachers, and They are kind. For a long time, I thought they were Church visitors and I could not see what they had to do with me.  We need to have Church visitors for the poor; and I never thought of myself as POOR - at least not until I learned that I was to stay in that hovel, that it was my home.  I was told that I was ‘poor in spirit.’  I was shaken to my very depths and I could not lightly get over such implications.  Also, it was said by a sweet-faced woman, one I had seen visiting before and who had impressed me as being happy and charming and sincere.  She was so different from the creatures who lived in similar hovels to mine.  I thought about this very deeply and when she came gain, I went forward to speak with her.  I cannot remember quite what we talked about, only that I begged to leave my dark abode.  I think I told her about the music I had heard here and about your flowers.  She seemed to understand.  Then
 she said I could come again if I stopped resenting where I was.  I do remember telling her that there was only ugliness there; one could not help resenting ugliness.  She agreed about that, and asked me if I loved beauty.  I told her about my garden, my greenhouses and all the lovely plants that once I had; and about my music. She understood at one.  She said that she would help me to come here again to hear the music if I would accept my present place.

Helen - And you have?

Lady - I am trying.  It is not easy!   They are not my type of people.  At least, I thought they were not But now, I have to remember that I, too, am poor in spirit.

[to be continued]  


Rescue Circles (75)  First step out of the shadows of Limbo

Three days later when the weather was starting to get cold and wintry, Helen sat by the electric fire and listened to an afternoon performance of Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony on the radio, and when it had reached its tremendous close, she noticed the Lady sitting and listening too, calm and content

Helen - Welcome!  Nice to have you back.

Lady - It was magnificent!  Thank you for allowing me to come into your home.  I love being here!  I know now why I am in that place of half-shadows.  They told me. The sweet-faced sister came again.  She brought with her a wonderful spirit, a man with the face of an angel.  His eyes were so beautiful, so blue, as if Light was shining behind them.  I do not know who he was, or from where he came.  I had not seen him before and I am sure I would have noticed that face if he had visited us.  His whole figure SHONE.  Even to my dark hovel he brought light.  It was the first real ray of light that I had seen since...since....

Helen - Since you had died to the earth-world and had come to life in the real world?

Lady - That is correct...if you can call it life! But I have now been informed that this was all the life which I had prepared for myself.  This was such a completely new idea...it still is. It was the angel-man who told me that!  At first, I was overcome by him and a sort of power that was about him.  I suppose he has great authority.  I felt timid.  You see, he was so different from the horrible creatures who inhabit my present world, and yet he had come there among them.  And he spoke to me. He had a kind gentle voice, yet the words he said to me were terrible, frightening!  I would never have believed such words, had they not come from one such as he.  They were Truth.  I knew they were Truth; that made them no less accusing.  He said that I had STARVED my soul.  He said that I had fed only the EMOTIONS and DESIRES of my personality!  Terrible, terrible words.  What a denunciation!  That I should ever have to hear such an accusation.  Starved my
 soul?   Fed my emotions?  I could scarcely bear it, and yet, and yet, I could not deny it.  It was true!  Suddenly I seemed to see through his eyes.  I looked at myself.  It was devastating.    He said more, but I cannot recollect it.  Then he went away.  I felt as if I had been squeezed through the mangle that my kitchen maids used on their washing days.  All hope had left me. I knew that I was in hell and terror-stricken by the thought that I would be there forever. Do I mean terror-stricken?  Perhaps not...it was all confusing.  But the sister stayed with me.  She must have stayed beside me through all my panic. I’m not sure about that, you see, it was such a shock...those terrible words being true.  I mean!  Such an indication of failure and the cause of the punishment I had brought upon myself.  I had never thought of myself like that. Perhaps I had never thought about myself at all, and I had never really believed about a life after death, only
 vaguely
 listening to sermons about heaven and hell.  But now I knew!  I WAS in hell, that was it.  But was I to be there forever?

Helen - Not forever.  Not forever.

Lady - That is what the sister said!  You believe that, too?  She said I wasn’t really in hell, only in the precincts of what she called the Shadow Lands.  I imagine that must be the real hell, a place that criminals and utterly wicked people make for themselves.  I wasn’t a criminal, or was I?   I hated my child, but I never physically hurt him.  Sister said I was not in the real hell, only near it.  Near enough!  Near enough.  But she was very kind.  She was certain that I need not stay there.  You believe that?  At first I couldn’t believe it, I mean, but she persuaded me.  It was my first glimmer of hope after all my misery.  I FELT her compassion.  It was too much.  Not to have to remain in hell?  I, who was always so proud.  I wept.    [long silence].    I was ashamed of losing my control before her; humiliated because she knew all about me.  Yet comforted by what she was saying.  The love in her flowed about me; it was like sunshine. I think I
 fell asleep, yet, when I woke, she was still there; and I felt refreshed and quiet.  I was strong enough then to listen to what she had to explain to me.  It was almost like a mother talking to a child.  I wonder whether if I had borne a normal child I could have loved him!  She made me feel like that.  She made me wish I had been kinder. [long pause].  This was my first experience of kindness. The sister stayed with me.  We talked together.  She was gentle.  I even wondered what she had been on earth.  I was sure she had been a lady of circumstances; she had the air of good breeding.  Strange that one carries over to this other Life WHAT ONE WAS! That was a point she made with me.  It was difficult at first for me to understand.  I was, she said, exactly WHAT I HAD BEEN.  Because of my failures on earth, I was in this predicament.  She even quoted the Bible at me.  Once I would have been extremely angry at anyone taking such a liberty, but now was 
 different.  She was in authority. I had to listen. ‘As ye sow, so shall ye reap,’ she quoted.  I looked at her calm face. ‘So I am reaping.’ I asked her, though I knew.  Her answer was as I had expected. ‘You did not sow love or harmony; you withheld compassion from your son; you scorned your husband; you treated your maidservants harshly.’  I couldn’t hear any more. ‘Stop!’ I begged her.  ‘Are you then an avenging angel?’  She shook her head and smiled. ‘No, I am but like you...a pilgrim on the Way.’  She, a pilgrim on the Way?  Then what was I?...a speck of dust?  [Without resentment, in a state of remorse]   I was seeing myself as I was, and I was appalled.  I was stunned by the revelation.  I knew then that this was the reason why I was to live amongst these revolting people, these hateful creatures for I was like them.  I was one of them.  I, too, had sown as they must have sown.

Helen - And the sister?  

Lady - That lovely face glowed.  Positively glowed.  It seemed as though a light burst about the sister.  And I shall never forget what she said.  ‘God IS Beauty.  So you loved God, though you never knew.  Dear Soul, thus you have His Passport.  It will take you from here and darkness into Light and Beauty.’  I could have knelt at her feet.  ‘But now,’ she charged me, ‘you must learn to love creatures, your fellows, your companions, your son.’  ‘My son? Is he here, too?’  She shook her head and smiled. ‘You can help these souls.  You can be kind and understanding with them.’  I knew then that it was going to be a grim lesson, but I must not fail.  She asked me then if there was anything I would like to do to help me during this kind of probation.  And I thought of you and your flowers and your plants...and the music.  I thought that if I came here sometimes, as I had already done, it would give me strength to succeed, it would be a kind of solace.’

Helen - Bless you!  Come as often as you can! 

Lady - Thank you!  I do sincerely thank you.  I have the happy feeling that this is my first step out of the Shadows, my very first step.  I am grateful...deeply grateful. [She takes her leave].
 
For the full version with the author’s notes, see “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves. C.W. Daniel, Saffron Waldon. 1974.

[to be continued]

Rescue Circles (76) The rescue helped by the prayers of those attending a conference.

”The Wheel of Eternity” not only contrasts the different situations and experiences of an earthbound spirit and one stuck in limbo, both staying in their respective states for almost 100 years, but it also offers us a picture of how we can get “stuck” and closed in a self-made limbo of depression and resentment while we are still living on earth, and so preparing ourselves for a similar state when we pass. Unfortunately those who are addicts, alcoholics and crippled by diseases such as arthritis or even cancer can find themselves trapped in a state of resentment, blaming others for their condition, or soaked in hatred, bitterness and other negative thoughts and emotions which are often the CAUSE of the disease, rather than a hereditary or environmental factor.  The need for drugs or alcohol may be a weakness of character or a predisposition, but the negative thoughts and emotions and lack of spirituality are pathways to disease, and symptoms and
 addictions become a closed circuit of self-perpetuating self-destruction and confinement within a depressive gloom of aloneness, unless light and love, acceptance and forgiveness, can break through , cut the circuits and awaken the retarded spirit. Then healing can take place.  There are special places in the spirit world, with nurses and healers specialising in the work, just as there are de-tox clinics here on earth, if you can afford them.

     To continue with the story of the Lady, whose rescue was taking over a year in our time, Helen Greaves writes that before the end of 1972 she spoke at a conference, held in an Anglican monastery, dealing with Life After Death.  One afternoon was given over to the relating of personal experiences of communication with the dead, and when she was asked to speak, Helen found herself relating the story of the old earthbound servant maid and the Lady lost in limbo. 

     “I spoke of the appearance of the old woman who was my unseen lodger; I mentioned the Mistress who hated her son, and who was hated by the servant, the sad plight of them both and of what I felt was my task in aiding them and of writing about this astral drama.  They were so interested that I imparted a great deal of what had happened up to that time.  The words seemed to flow from me without restraint, as if I was intended to speak them.

     “After the talk, many of the nuns came to me to say that they would pray for my ‘visitors’ in their own communities, so real already were these spirits to them.  I was much moved.  After the conference I received letters from others who had been present who would be sending forth their petitions for grace and light to be vouchsafed to them.  If I needed proof [of the efficacy of prayer], then I have it.  For it was less than a week after I returned home to my cottage that the contact which I have already described in the last chapter was made.  The old servant had ‘awakened’.  Though still confused, she had accepted the fact of the death of her body and the survival of her mind.  She STILL WAS. She had escaped from the fog of ignorance and was following blindly along the path to light.  Then, a few days later, she returned to impart her good news.  The scales had finally fallen from her spirit eyes and she had seen and recognised her own father, who  had been sent to guide her on her way.  And this had been revealed only after she herself had repeated the long-forgotten prayer of her childhood, ‘Our Father, which art in Heaven...’  {The whole of HER story will be recounted after the account of the Lady, “Mistress of the House,’ has been completed.  R.R.].

”The prayers and blessing of those dedicated women had been heard and answered!  A soul went forward to a new life.  How little we know of the influence for good that our prayers can bring both to the living and the so-called dead.  I recall that this was stressed by Frances Banks (herself an ex-nun and now in spirit, who knew what of which she spoke - [see ‘The Testimony of Light’ for HER communications]. Prayers and blessings and love, she suggested, are ‘received’ by our departed dear ones, and are to them as a ‘staff upon the Way’. But how much more wonderful is prayerful help to the sad ‘earth-bound’, the unrepentant, the loiterers and self-prisoners in the shadow precincts! Can we not remember this, and act upon it in love, as the religious showed us?

     “It was but two days after the last writing when I found myself carrying on, as if we had never left off, from the last visit of the Mistress. 

Lady - There is re-union after death, I have discovered.  Even here, in this dreary place, there have been meetings between friends, and relatives.  Yes, I have witnessed them; perhaps this is because I am now taking more interest in my companions.  They are not always happy or welcome re-unions, which is strange, until one recollects what manner of place this is.  I was talking to Sister about this and I enquired if I should be brought face to face with some that I had known on earth.  I shuddered a little when she admitted that this might happen.  But she was so comforting; she always is!  She told me that if I progressed in compassion and service towards my fellows there, I would move on towards the Light.  I felt that maybe I would not have to meet such as I had disliked on earth.

Helen - Those you disliked?  Were there none you liked or loved?

Lady - No.  None worth remembering.

Helen - But you had a son?

Lady - If you could call him a son!

Helen - He was your flesh and blood. Don’t you want to see your son again?

Lady - No, I don’t.

Helen - I know I WOULD!

Lady - I might, if he had been like any other boy.

Helen -  What do you mean by that?

Lady - My son was an idiot. He could not think clearly and scarcely could he speak two words intelligently.

Helen - Poor boy. How terrible for him.

Lady - Terrible?  For him?  He knew nothing at all. 

Helen - But your son must have died. Is that right?

Lady - Yes.  The poor fool was drowned.

Helen - Then surely he will have changed.  He can’t still be unintelligent!

Lady - Changed?  Why should he?  We don’t change after death.  I have not changed, have I?

Helen - No, you have not changed [she was going to add - ‘unfortunately’].

Lady - SHOULD I have changed?

Helen - I do not know.  But you did tell me about the Shining One and the sweet-faced Sister.  They suggested that you must change yourself. 

Lady - Oh, that is different.  They meant change my IDEAS about others; they told me to try to accept the creatures with whom I am now in contact. Yes, I am doing that; at least I hope I am. [Losing her arrogance]. I am trying to have more compassion.  I think I am succeeding.

Helen - The Shining One will be happy.  What makes you think you are succeeding? 

Lady - Because I am still allowed to come here.  This is a great privilege; a joy; a holiday.  To me it is penetration into light, even if only a passing escape from gloom.

Helen - What do you imagine has happened to your boy? Do you believe he is shut up somewhere with other maladjusted boys?  

Lady - You mean...other idiots? 

Helen - Yes, I suppose that is what I mean.

Lady - What else could there be for him?

Helen - But he has left his physical body.  He is alive in his spirit body.  And it was only his BRAIN that was defective, not his soul.

Lady - You mean to imply that my son could now be SANE?

Helen - I do, indeed, as sane as you or I.  Why not?

Lady - Sane, you said?  You mean able to THINK?

Helen - Yes, of course.  Able to think, to reason, and to REMEMBER. 

Lady (incredulous, anxious and fearful) - He could remember about his life on earth?

Helen - Yes.

Lady - He might remember his mother, me?

Helen - Of course he would remember you.  He loved you.

Lady - How could he have loved me?  I hated him.  He was a reproach to me, an embarrassment. I cannot understand.  If I ask the Sister, if I find that this is true...  Supposing it is true.  Supposing he KNOWS now?  I mean, knows about me, about everything.  Oh, God, don’t let this happen!  I am only just coming through one trial.  DO not face me with another!  Not my son!  Not yet, oh, not yet.  Have mercy...

Helen was caught up in the Lady’s anxieties and started thinking about her own failings, and by the time she recovered calmness and started praying for the lost soul, she was gone.

[to be continued]. 

Rescue circle 77

A few days later, in early 1973, Helen was watching a pianist on television playing different Fantasies by Mozart, Schumann, and Chopin.  Soon she realised that the Lady was sitting on the chair opposite her,  She was still attired in her stiff Victorian silk dress, and was weeping.  The beauty of the music had moved her to tears.  This was a complete contrast to the sordid conditions she still lived in, surrounded by the racket of unhappy and resentful entities.  At the end of the programme Helen switched off the television and prayed for help on behalf of the Lady. The Lady’s thoughts came clearly and sadly into her consciousness.

Lady -  “Oh, God, he knows!  My son knows!  I can’t bear it. I can never face him.  What have I done?  What terrible crime have I committed against this boy, this helpless creature who was my son, whom I bore?  I am so ashamed.  And when we meet, what of that?  For my Shining Sister has already told me we shall meet.  And he is no longer deranged.  He is whole and sane and in the light, whilst I am in the darkness.  What will his judgement of me be?  Will he censure me?  Will he hate me?  Oh God, why had I not been warned?  Yet would I have listened?  Would I ever have believed?  If only I had known.  Dear God, if I could have known that Thy Law excepts no-one.  If only I had had compassion.” 

The Lady, closed away in her remorse, was unaware of Helen. She was wrapped in a web of fear, and existing only in the agony of the spirit.  Helen herself was running into the danger of identifying too closely with her, and becoming drawn into the obsession of her terror.  To help protect herself from losing control, the words and sound of an old hymn came to mind:

     “Love Divine, all loves excelling,
      Joy of Heaven, to earth come down.
      Fix in us They humble dwelling.
      All Thy faithful mercies crown.”

     A wave of peace seemed to infiltrate into the room and the danger of obsession was past.  Soon she felt the presence of the Boy, the Lady’s son, now a figure of light and love, and his radiance shimmered over his mother.  “She could not see him, but she was touched by the potency of his love. Her soul was calmed by his, and by the great power that flooded the room.    In deep meditation, I allowed the whole problem to pass from me.  It would be worked out in planes of the spirit far removed from my cognisance.  I was but the witness and the recorder.  When, later, I returned to my everyday consciousness, the Mistress had gone.  But the Boy remained.”

Boy -  “My mother is progressing.  Her mind will clear, and her eyes will open, as she becomes aware of my love, and no longer dreads my judgement.  For love opens the way, my friend...love and strength to face error.”  

   There were further visits from the Shining Brother and the old earthbound servant, but it was not until several months had passed before the Lady returned, in April, 1973.

Lady - Please help me!  I am frightened.  I am lost.  I cannot bear it any longer.  I am sorry for all I did.  It was terrible and I am miserable.  Oh God, if there is a God, forgive me.

Helen (putting on a record of Elgar’s “Ave Verum” sung by a choir in Worcester Cathedral) - Help her.  Help her to find the Light! 

The Lady returned after Easter. “She was sitting in the armchair opposite me, a very different apparition from the distraught entity who had wept her remorse.  She seemed calm, and although she still appeared to wear  a stiff silk dress, such as was fashionable in her time, it was no longer black.  Now it apeared to me to be blue, a deep midnight blue, which shimmered, as though shot with gold, when she moved.  ‘She  is very beautiful,’ I thought, sensing a subtle change about her.”  

Lady (without her former arrogance) -  I have been brought to see you.  I am told that you will understand. 

Helen - I will understand, for I, too, have been through trouble and through a cleansing.

Lady - A cleansing?  I suppose that is what you might call my own experiences...a cleansing?

The Brother of Light was standing beyond the Lady, though she was unaware of his light shining on her. 

Lady - Yet the experience was more of an acceptance.

Helen - Acceptance of what?

Lady -  Acceptance of that which I have done, during the time I was on earth.  Acceptance of my own guilt. Acknowledgement that I have hurt others, terribly.

Helen -  Me too.

Lady - You?  But you are not dead.  You are not over here.  How can you see yourself as you really are?

Helen (prompted by the Brother) - We do not have to wait for death to be shown the results of our actions.

Lady - If only I had known!   I believe, truly I am of the persuasion that I could have changed then.  I could have altered myself.

Helen -  Could you?  Were you not so enclosed and wrapped in selfishness that you were unaware of the harm you did?

Lady - Then I cannot be altogether BLAMED, can I?

Helen - Nobody blamed you.  You accused yourself, though only after your inner eyes were opened and you SAW.

Lady - You mean by that...after I had been made to live in that terrible place?  You are telling me that it took the horror of being in contact with others who in their lives had been hard and cruel, even brutal, and were still the same, to show me myself?

Helen - Perhaps it made you hate what you saw in others, yet never realised in yourself, so that you longed to change, to find peace of mind and soul.

Lady - I prayed to God, as I had never done before.  I asked forgiveness for some of the things I had done.  I still don’t know whether there is a God, or even a Saviour, yet I prayed.

Helen - And you received an answer from God?

Lady - I do not know whence the answer came.

Helen - He sent a Sister of Light to you even when you thought yourself in hell.

Lady - It is true. The lovely Sister came.  She gave me hope, after I had almost lost all.  She helped me to leave that awful place and she brought me here, where once again I could listen to the music that I loved and see flowers and beautiful things.  And often she talked with me.  I am sure she is an angel of God.  Then I met a Brother.  He filled my soul with awe, yet he is indeed wonderful. Could he have been a messenger of God?  Is that possible? Could they have been God’s answer?

Helen - They must have come from some loving Father to help you.  But you needed love and correction.  Could we not say that they held up a mirror that you might see yourself as you truly were, that you might be inspired to change that image?

Lady - (shuddering) - That is just what they did!  It was hell itself.  I went through a hell of remorse.  Never again, never again, please God, such a hell, such an agony of unmasking. 


[to be continued]

Rescue circle 78

The Lady wept once or twice as truth welling up in her emphasised her words:- “I did not know how much I made others suffer...yet perhaps that is not true either.  For I was critical and unloving and the cruelty in me was fed and satisfied when I made others squirm.  But consciously I would never admit to it.  I thought I was ill-used, that fate was loaded against me, so maybe I vented my spite on others less able to retaliate.  I believed myself to be just, though severe.  I could not see.

Helen -  We don’t want to see.  We refuse to acknowledge.

Lady - So this could happen before death, as well as after?  Is that the Church’s teaching on redemption?

Helen - Repentance has always been the way to Heaven.  Better by far that repentance and the new birth should come to us before our release from the world of matter.  Is it not wiser to cast off such burdens of guilt BEFORE the soul leaves its house of flesh?  To approach the next stage of life still blinded by self-conceit is like hauling dirt into a beautiful room.  Are you surprised that at least a measure of the dirt must be reduced to nothingness before the doors to the stately home are flung wide for your entry?  Does it astonish you that there are places where such cleansing must take place, such a place as you have yourself occupied?  [This advice, given with the prompting from the Brother, the Franciscan Friar standing by, applied not only to the Lady and Helen, but also to future readers of this account, including ourselves.  Richard R].

Franciscan Brother - Repentance and a new beginning have long been the key to open doors to a fuller, more rewarding  life on the earth plane.  Should there be divergence here from such a law, here where the inhabitants are even more clearly shown AS THEY ARE and not as they pretend to be!  Without the veil of the flesh, there is no mask ‘twixt you and me.

Lady -  Oh, Christ of mercy, forgive me for what I did to my poor demented son.

The spirits leave.  The following evening, when Helen had settled in bed to read a book, the Boy made his presence known.  

     You have received my poor mother.  I was not able to be present with you then, yet my thought and prayer were tuned to you both.  I also was aware that my Brother was with you and with my mother.  Poor soul!  She suffers.  She is awakened and she is sad.  I, who love her, can scarcely bear to picture her enduring the misery amongst such unawakened and often vicious entities.  Neither can I accept, for one who was ever elegant, refined and a lover of beauty, the dark hovel that she believes she now inhabits.  I long to see her move into the Light.  My prayer, always, is for the peace of her soul.  Pray, too, for her, my friend, pray that her inner sight may be cleared.  Pray that the errors of her earthly existence may be transmuted from transgression into steps of progress.  Pray with me that her soul may rise triumphant from the torn and tortured remnants of her personality that still cling about her.  She has indeed begun the casting off of those
 “unclean garments” with which she crossed over into this life.  But there is more to be done. She herself must gather these relics of emotional failures and with the kindred flame of newly awakened love burn them from her consciousness.

     Already she has felt remorse concerning her treatment of the child I was when on earth.  Remorse and acceptance!  Yes, my friend, powerful kindling for this fire of Love.  But the flame itself can arise only from the Divinity with her soul.  It is there, even though choked by the stones of bitterness and the ashes of dead passions, for divinity is in every entity however depraved and egoistic and blinded by materialism and glamour.  The light of divinity shines through the personality mask when those materialistic concepts of human existence are recognised for the illusion that they are.  For such example to the human race have saints and sages and masters sacrificed themselves in all ages, even to the greatest Master Himself!.

     To bring divine understanding to mankind is the aim and desire of all here in this spiritual world who have progressed into light.  To awaken light in dark souls already released from the flesh, but not the fleshly emotions and failures, is the task of many advanced pilgrims here.  Light is kindled by love, and it is such love that needs to be aroused in my poor mother.  For this we ask help and prayer; and not for this dear soul alone, but for others also, who still dwell in darkness, incarcerated in those prison cells which they themselves have created.       In my mother’s case, as indeed in all cases, there will be confrontation.  My mother will be brought to face those she has wronged or hurt, those she has hated, her earthly husband, the son she despised, the maid she bullied and crushed, as well as others; and only by love can she resolve the damage she has done.

Helen - Poor creature!  And I shudder at my own mistakes.

Son - Yes, indeed, but the law is just.  You will witness how Love heals the wounds even as it burns away the memories of dark emotions.

     A month later, Helen was again listening to Elgar’s music sung by Worcester Cathedral choir when the Lady and her son again made their presence known.  “I was aware of the Mistress [of the Manor House] first.  She was seated in the chair opposite me, just as though she had occupied it all the day through.  As if, indeed, it was HER chair and her home.  She was different from the restless creature who had prowled about, touching my furniture, for now she appeared calm and she remained still.  For the first time, I was aware of an aura of gentleness about her.  Beyond her, standing near the wall, was her son, the Boy.  He wore the dark rough habit of a friar.  From within and about him shone a light that was pure and white and shimmering.  The light beamed out and touched the form of the mother in the chair, yet she was not conscious of it.  I thought how wonderful was this love that blessed his mother and afforded strength for her trials.”

     The Lady was soon to be released into the light and journey on into the higher spirit planes of existence, helped by her son, and by Helen’s prayers.  But before reaching that final stage of the journey of release, we have to go back a couple of years, and study the progress of old Nan, the earthbound servant who had been inhabiting the cottage for over eighty years, unaware that she had died. She would be a key figure in securing the Lady’s final release, before being rescued herself from her own earthbound state.

[to be continued].

    



Rescue Circles (79)  Talks with an  earthbound spirit still living in the past.  She wasn’t a ghost.

When Helen Greaves moved into the 16th-century end-of-terrace cottage in Sussex in the fall of 1971, she found it already occupied by  the old servant, Nan.   She had gone to live there 100 years before, after retiring from her job as maid, on the death of her Mistress,  the Lady of the nearby manor house.  As we have seen, the Lady went off into a state of Limbo on HER demise, but the old servant lived alone in the cottage, and when her time came, she never realised that she had died, and so remained earthbound.  

    Consequently, a few weeks after moving in, Helen became aware of this old woman. “She was sitting in the armchair opposite, and she was staring at me with curiosity and interest.  She was dressed in a long black frock with a full floor-length skirt.  An immaculate white apron with a bib protected the dress front.  Under the severely brushed-back grey hair, the little wizened face with its large somber eyes regarded me with a sort of other-worldly expression, which immediately marked her out as a recluse.  She had a thin tight mouth, as if all her life she had had to button up her words, and so had been flung in upon herself; and it was this, and her odd ‘lost’ expression which made me take notice of her. 

     “I had the strange impression that she was glad to have me there for company….suddenly she told me her name.  Then she explained her right to be in the cottage.  This had been her ‘very own’ home and she had lived there by herself since her Mistress died.  I explained that there was room for both of us, and she accepted this.  The old servant told a few more facts about her life and the large house where she had worked, and then was gone.”

     She returned one evening in December when Helen was sitting by the fire listening to music on the radio as she mended  a necklace of thin, linked silvered chains..  Helen noticed her sitting in the opposite chair, watching her with the greatest interest and concentration.

The old servant Nan commented -  My Mistress had a chain like that.  Only with thicker links; gold AND silver.

Helen – REAL silver?

Nan – Real silver!  My mistress was rich.

Helen – Ah!

Nan – Hers come to ’er waist.  It had a great locket, big as a crown, it was, hanging from it.

Helen – Like a great medallion?

Nan – With writing on one side.  Mistress set great store by it.  Never was without them…the chain and the locket.  Wore ’em with all her dresses, all them stiff silks she liked so much…

Helen – Your Mistress had smart dresses?

Nan – Elegant they was.  The Mistress was handsome an’ elegant.  I remember she always wore silk when she was young.  When the Master, ’er husband died, folks thought she’d marry again.  But she never.  The young Master too, had been drowned in the pond, and… [the pond was one of several ‘hammer ponds’ in Sussex, used to cool the molten iron ore out of which cannon were made there for the army and navy since the mid-Sixteenth century].

Helen – Drowned?  How sad.

The servant didn’t reply, but was gone, but she often returned over the next few months to curl up on the chair by the fire like a cat.  Helen picked up facts about her life in the past.   Then one evening she seemed to want to confide her anxieties.

Nan – It’s the Boy I’m wondering about.  Poor Sonny, he was weak in the head.  Didn’t have no real life, he didn’t.  SHE couldn’t bear him near ’er.  There was a time she wanted to put ’im away.  But the old Master wouldn’t ’ear of it.  Not that the old Master knew much.  ‘E was too easy-going with ’er, and she knew ’ow to get round him.  Would ’e have kept the Boy in the house, if he’d known all I knew?  That the Boy weren’t ’is own flesh and blood…a fly-by-night, a romp-in-the-’ay child of an ’andsome gardener wot come to work for us for a while.  Oh, the Mistress was proud an’ self-willed.  Reckon she had suspicion of me knowing, but I never give ’er that satisfaction…so she ’ad to keep me on.  And the poor Boy, I tried to make up to ’im for his mother.  I wonder now if he ever knew…?

(The next evening she continued) – I was fond of ’im, I was. An’ he trusted me. An idiot. It must ’ave been terrible for him.  I wonder wot happened to him?

Helen – But he was drowned in the pond, wasn’t he?

Nan – Ah!  Drowned, so ’e was.  Goin’ in  after a bird, I remember.  An’ no-one to tell ’im it was deep in the middle.  Poor Sonny, ’ad no life…and now ’e’s dead…It was ’er fault…’er fault.  ’Eartless, that’s wot she was…(she sat for a while, then got up as if to poke the fire, then was gone).

By January of 1972 the old servant had told Helen most of the details of her life, and her working life at the large house nearby, the Lady and the Boy.  They, too began to communicate, as has been recorded in earlier episodes of this series.  The old servant continued to visit, as well as these other spirit intruders, and one evening she was back, talking about religion.

Nan – Never ’ad much time for Church-goin’ myself. Or for God. He never did much for me.

Helen – He created you.

Nan – Reckon me father and mother did that.  Only the gentry and the parson got time for such as praying and hymn singing.  Didn’t do my Mistress much good.  ’leastways, I’m too old for that lark now.  I don’t  ’ave to wait on  ’er any more.  I’ve got me cottage and victuals.  It’s enough for me…It’ll last me out.

Helen – Last you out? What about the end…when you die?

Nan -  Die?  That’s the end of you, eh?

Helen – I didn’t say so What about Heaven or Hell?

Nan – Don’t believe in ’em.  Being free and having my own cottage is all the heaven I want.  [Which explains why she is earthbound.  She thinks this is her heaven, and she refuses to become conscious of anything else].

Nan – You’re a queer one.  Thinkin’ of death, and all that.

Helen – Don’t you?

Nan – No, never.  Coffins, and goin’ under the ground. Ugh!

Helen – But we all have to die sometime.

Nan – You do keep on so about dying.

Helen – Do you believe that some part of you lives on?

Nan – There you go again.  No, I don’t.

Helen – But suppose you DO live on after death.

Nan – I’ll wait till it comes to it to find out.

Helen - Perhaps you won’t have to wait long.

Nan – Well, that’s a fine thing!  Not long, eh?  You’ll be telling me I AM dead, next!

Helen – Are you?

Nan – No, I ain’t.  If I were would I be sitting ’ere talking to you?  

Helen – You might.  Yes indeed, you well might.

Nan – Well, of all the…!  Excuse me, Madam, you must be ill.  Shall I fetch you a doctor>

Helen – Yes, do that.

Nan – Where will I get one?

Helen – You don’t know a doctor round here?

Nan - I ain’t seen one for years.  I don’t see folk much these days.  

Helen – You don’t really see anybody, do you? 

Nan – Why should I?  I’ve got all I want.

Helen – All?  Have you no friends, no acquaintances?

Nan – I don’t want ’em.  I got me cottage.

Helen – Aren’t you ever lonely?

Nan – No, I’m free.  I don’t  have to work from morning to night for nobody, now.

Helen – Is that your idea of heaven?

Nan – Madam, you don’t know what service is, you don’t…domestic service.

Helen – Yes, But I know I wouldn’t want to be alone in a world with nobody to love or care for…

Nan – Alone?  I never thought of it.

Helen – Well, I suggest you think about it.  And now, will you find me that doctor?

Nan – I don’t know where to go.

Helen – Your Mistress…

Nan – ’as been dead these ten years.

Helen – We’re back to death again.

Nan (really frightened) -  Yes, Madam, I’ll fetch a doctor if I can.

Helen commented in her notes “At last she was not so sure of her present state.  The first doubts had been thrust purposely by me into her mind.  I closed my eyes and inwardly voiced a thankful prayer.  When I looked for her again, I found that she was gone.

[to be continued]       Summary reviewed from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves. published by C.W. Daniel 1974.  The reader is recommended to obtain the book for the author’s full account and comments.

Rescue Circles (87) Frances attends her memorial services, and talks of how thought creates reality and gives an example of spirit rescue work on the other side.

In her introductory notes Helen Greaves had mentioned that those with second sight were aware at her cremation and memorial services of the presence of Frances and some of the nuns and the Mother Superior from the South African community she had belonged to for 25 years. Frances here spoke of that as she continued her narration, relating how she “came to” on the other side.

Then an aura of sadness surrounded her. It was the time for her cremation, back on earth, and The Rev. Richard Hall officiated at the cremation service. 

”They will be burning my body” Frances said to herself.

”Immediately an intense DESIRE filled me to be again with all those friends I had loved and those who had loved me, at this solemn ceremony. In an inexplicable way, and due no doubt to my intense desire, I was able to be present with you all in mind and consciousness, WHILST STILL LYING HERE IN THIS SILVERY LIGHT. I wondered if this was what astral travelling must have been like. But it was a wonderful experience. I ‘saw’ you all. I was grateful to those who had journeyed to Maidstone to be present at these last rites. I gloried in the beautiful flowers. I wanted to weep at Richard’s mystical interpretation of the change which had separated me (though only seemingly) from you all. I longed to say ‘thank you’ to those who had made my last days on earth comfortable. I ‘read’ the thoughts of Bertram Woods that the [Churches’]Fellowsh ip [the CFPSS] was losing a tireless worker. I felt ‘lifted up’ in mind and soul because I was being missed,
because there was so much affection and because Richard was wisely making this a hopeful farewell, without the heavy burden of emphasised sorrow and mourning which would have saddened and destressed me. 

Then, just as inexplicably as I had become part of these scenes, it all faded. I was lying here, at peace. “So this is death!” I recall saying to one of the Sisters who was beside me -“Life separated by density - that is all!” Elation filled me. I knew now that I could ‘tune in’ and even ‘see’ the earthplane, if desire was strong enough to loosen the barrier between your world and my new one. The possibility rested with me....This, I realised, was my first lesson. Now I dwelt in a realm of Thought; and such thought Power, when rightly implemented, can penetrate the dense plane which is the world of human habitation. I did not feel that I had realy gone away into a far country. I could still keep in touch. With this blessed feeling of consolation I must have drifted again, or slipped into a state of passivity. 

My next experience came with a strong thought - Exeter! 

â€œAgain I was with you in spirit, in the vast Exeter Cathedral where the small gathering to remember me was almost swallowed up in the big empty building. This time I was less emotional. I was able to participate in an objective way. My mind could apprehend the order of service. I felt humbled as never before by the kindliness of the souls gathered in that chapel, by the excellently thought-out oration of Colonel Reginald Lester, by the constructive â€˜auraâ€™ of the prayer forms as well as by the expressed faith of that Memorial Service. This is a change you will all make, I recall thinking, and then Truth will become apparent. How I longed to materialise before you to show there is no death; but that was beyond my power to do. By the time the London Memorial Service was held I had â€˜progressedâ€™ sufficiently in this method of extension of consciousness to be able to make my presence known to those who could open their minds to this new
dimension of thought. I felt that certain people present â€˜sawâ€™ me or were â€˜awareâ€™ of my presence with the Sisters. To me this was uplifting and comforting. I relaxed into peace. Life goes on for me now on a fuller and more abundant scale of living. 

December 12th, 1965.

â€œI am remaining tin the Rest Home, though I am now occupying a â€˜cottageâ€™ of my own. It is a lovely peaceful little place, with a very pretty garden. [She describes â€˜gardening,â€™ keeping the vividly colourful flowers golden and glowing by pouring Light and Love into them and over them, to which they respond]. I still belong to the Home, of course, and I go back there frequently. I have been having long talks with Mother (Superior) Florence and with Sister Mary and Sister Hilda. They explain this new adventure to me. For this IS an adventure; that is how I feel about the new life I am now living. It is an adventure, probably not permanent, for nothing is permanent, not even here! But it is truly stimulating and very satisfying. This can be described as a â€˜stretching of the mindâ€™ period.

Now I am learning to apprehend the meaning of much that happened to me. I see it as a background Pattern. In a way I am beginning to realize the effects of my thoughts and to view the events that were set in motion by these very thoughts and ideas. This is indeed a most sobering exercise. When in the body one is so limited by environment, emotions and difficulties that it is very hard to judge accurately such results as might possibly ensue from the planning, and when we do try to assess the value, we are so often wrong, because we ourselves (our small egotistic selves) get in the way and deflect the Purpose.

Here we live so much more in the realm of mind. As we ponder over an experience or a Purpose, the mind stretches out to see ALL sides of the problem. This is a new and not always exciting or pleasant experience. It is rather like a chain reaction; much more potent and real than the old association of ideas of earth psychology. Here, as one thinks, one IS. Iâ€™ll try to make that clearer. There is no compulsion, of course, to review oneâ€™s past life on earth as soon as one arrives and the new life here begins. Some take a long while to tackle the problem. They dread to see the EFFECTS of mistakes and failures.

Some of our patients here have got â€˜stuckâ€™. And that is where I, who myself am undergoing this kind of mental and spiritual â€˜psychiatryâ€™ am able to help them. That is partly why I have elected to stay on here for a space. I shall stay until my own course has become clear (both past and possible future) and until I have been able to rectify the places in the chain where I have failed. My experiences as a teacher, a religious (nun), a psychologist and an earnest seeker after the spiritual life are of great value now. I have some background on which to draw and which might help those who are too timed, or frightened, or guilt-ridden, to attempt this work for themselves. 

There was one man in the wards. He had been brutal and bitter to his wife and family. Now he is stuck. He has spent a long period of your earth time (though there is no time as such over here), since his changeover to this life, in being tied to the places and the people where his cruelty and his bitterness had been exercised [rather like Scroogeâ€™s experiences in Charles Dickensâ€™s â€œA Christmas Carol.â€�

Now he is here, and is trying to go on. But the film reel of his life appalled him; and he has become completely immobile. He visits me and we talk and talk (rather as I was able to do with some of the prisoners at Maidstone Gaol). Last visit I introduced him to my secret garden. He began to relax. I could SEE it. Some of the imprisoning aura of fear and remorse began to melt away. He lay there amidst that golden light for a very long time and when I did go out to him he smiled. It was the first sign of lightness I have seen in him. He said â€œOh, Sister, I feel so much better. Can I come to your garden again?â€�

You can see how this (rescue) work is done! It helps me and it helps others. Because this plane is only a few rungs or so higher than the earth plane, there are the same conditions, hospitals, as with your civilisations, and prisons, only here they are self-made. I will come again and talk. Bless you. 

[To be continued} R.R.

Art Rescue  80 –87

Rescue Circles (80)  Church Bells begin to awaken Nan

Although the spirits of the Lady and her son made several visits over the next few months, it was not until one evening in mid-August, 1972 that Nan, the old servant came back to chat with Helen when she was out watering her garden as the church bells were ringing during their practice night. 

Nan -  Them bells are lovely!  Haven’t heard them for years. Years since they played like that.  They used to, when the Mistress took herself to church.  Sunday mornings.  Then they stopped.  Maybe there wasn’t no-one to ring ‘em.

The conversation continued as Helen went indoors to relax inside the cottage.

Helen - You mean you didn’t hear them?

Nan - I mean they didn’t ring.

Helen - The bells have always been ringing, as they used to do.  Perhaps you didn’t hear them?

Nan - How could I NOT hear ‘em when I lives here, close to the church?  

Helen {not pressing the point yet that she hadn’t heard them because she had died} - Did you find that doctor for me?

Nan - No, Madam, I couldn’t find no doctor.

Helen – What!  No doctors in this village?  

Nan – Village?  Well, I ain’t seen no doctors.

Helen – And no village?

Nan -  Maybe I didn’t look.

Helen – But where do you buy all your food?  There must be shops.

Nan – I get’s all me own food.

Helen (trying another tack to make Nan realise she is imprisoned by her own thoughts) – And you like your neighbours?

Nan – Neighbours!  I don’t mix up much with neighbours.  Just want to know your business.  That’s neighbours.

Helen – So you don’t see them?

Nan – No, Ma’am.  I told you I don’t mix  up with folks.

Helen – Perhaps your neighbours are all dead?

Nan – Dead?  They can’t be.  I wouldn’t be living ’ere alone, would I?

Helen -  You do seem to have been pretty lonely, I feel.

Nan – I always kept meself to meself, so I’m not lonely.  But I know you, don’t I?

Helen – Oh, but I’m different.  

Nan – How different?

Helen – Well, you see, I’m alive.

Nan – So am I…aren’t I?

Helen  - Are you?

Nan – I must be!  Didn’t I ’ear the bells?

Helen – Only because I was there, too, my dear.

Nan (frightened) -  Only because…?

Helen – You see, I live here too, and I can see the neighbours and the shops…and find a doctor.

Nan – Why don’t I?  Tell me that.  Why don’t I see them?

Helen – Maybe because you are not living like once you did.  

Nan (terrified) – You’re not tryin’ to tell me I’m dead, are you?  Dead?  I’m alive!  I’m talking to you, ain’t I?  ’Ow could I be dead?  It’s YOU.  I remember now.  You kept talkin’ about death before.  That’s it!  YOU’RE dead!  You must be a ghost.  Oh, Lord, I’m seeing a ghost!  I’m seeing a ghost!

Helen – No, my dear.  It could be…the other way round. 

Nan vanished, unable to face the reality of her being dead, even after all these years. Two days later, when Helen was listening to Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony on the radio from the Royal Albert Hall Promenade Concert, the Boy appeared, commenting on the old servant’s reactions.

Boy -  Progress has been made.  We are joyful.  The dear soul has for so long closed herself into a thought world of her own which has no reality and no substance.  This soul for much of her life on the earthplane was made to be submissive to others, thus she created a ‘life’ of freedom as her heaven, and refused to acknowledge the fact of death.  Can she be blamed?  Of course not.  But it is for her to find reality.  And slowly, she is drawing towards that boundary line between truth and delusion.  She is slowly awakening!

Helen – But awakening to what?

Boy – She has no conception of survival after death, nor of a world of thought, though paradoxically she has created such a ‘world’: a cosy illusion of escaping from all bonds of service and with the earthly continuing satisfaction of eating, sleeping and arising.   Now, at last, she is beginning to doubt that ‘world’.  This is healthy and it must be so.  But as she comes to realize her aloneness, what will be the state of her poor untutored, closed-in mind?  Fear, of course, and terror for what comes next.  Regret for the loss of her ‘projected  heaven’.   And yet we wait in Love and Light to meet her.  In earth life she was kind to me, and often protected me from the contemptuous attitude of my mother.  Our old servant is not a ‘lost’ soul as you once thought, only a strayed lamb, who has wandered into the tortuous thickets of her own mind which close her away from those Shepherds who would guide and succour her.

     Our task is to open her mind to the welcome that awaits her.  As yet, she cannot see me, nor can she visualize the beloved Brother who pours the Light of Spirit over her.  She can and will only concentrate on what she considers is the loss of her ‘freedom’ and the collapse of her ‘world’.  But YOU she can both see and be in communication with, as you have already proved.  Already your thoughts transferred to her mind have set in motion a reversal of ideas.  For at present she is certain that you are the one who has departed from earthly life; and yet she wonders.  At least that is a start.  When she ‘finds’ you again in her consciousness, it will be your part to instruct her of the true state of her affairs.

Helen -  How am I, who know nothing of the experience of the next world, to convince someone who was already in it?  [This is the chief problem  with undertaking rescue and release work from this side!  Richard R.]

Boy -  We are indeed asking much of you.  But, remember that you  have the Open Ear (clairaudience), a gift of the Spirit; and that, from those to whom much is given, much is expected. You have free-will, of course, to cease the ‘sessions’ with this imprisoned soul.
You are not working alone, dear Friend.  We will always be near to guide your thoughts, to influence your choice of language.  Always, we will pour the Light of understanding about you both as you converse, to mitigate her ‘fear of the unknown’. Through us will pour the love and the power for the ‘lost lamb’; but you must constitute the ‘channel’ from us to her.  You may be surprised at the way in which this will work itself out.  But can you really doubt the outcome? 

Helen - No. I can feel a great wave of healing and peace, and all my anxieties are relived.

Boy -  There will come a point at which she will be enabled to ‘see’ me in her own consciousness, yet not until some other measure of conviction has been applied.  Be patient with her, and have faith in the Plan.  Remember, Love overcomes all obstacles in the long run. 

[to be continued]  

Rescue Circles (81)  Nan thinks Helen is a ghost.

The spirit of Nan returned one afternoon later in August, 1972 when Helen was reading a book.

Nan - I’m not frightened anymore. If you’re a ghost, you look REAL enough!

Helen - I’m not a ghost.  I AM real.

Nan - I expected you’d say that.  I expect all ghosts do.  But you ain’t clankin’ chains or nothin’ like that, are you?

Helen - No, but then, you see, I don’t come from hell.

Nan - Ooh!  You mean there’s REALLY hell?

Helen -  It isn’t called that, and it isn’t like you might think, either - I mean hell-fire and all that.  Hell can be a Land of Shadows.

Nan - A Land of Shadows?   Why?

Helen - Because it is dark there, and dingy.  The souls there live in shabby streets, in misery, with no love and no joy.  They are unhappy people.  They lived selfish and often cruel lives on earth.  Or else they committed some crime against their fellows.

Nan - Crime?  What sort of crime?

Helen - Hateful actions that hurt others.

Nan - Like murder?

Helen - Yes, of course, murder, taking away another’s life.  But murder is not the only crime.  There is cruelty, lack of compassion, even towards one’s own flesh and blood.

Nan - You mean your own children?

Helen - Of course.  Even mothers have been unkind and unloving to their own children.

Nan - That’s wot SHE did.  My Mistress.  She hated her boy.  She was cruel to ‘im.  She didn’t really care when he died, she didn’t.  

[So the old servant harboured hatred, as well as a sneaking admiration for her former mistress. These were contributing factors in her earthbound state].

Nan - Is SHE in the shadows, then?

Helen - Yes, I am told that your Mistress is in the Land of the Shadows.

Nan (chuckling) -  She deserves to be!  Cruel to ‘im she was, and hoity-toity to me.  Mean, too.  And suspicious of what I knew about her.  Never give me as much as a ‘thank-you’ for looking after the Boy, nor nothin’ extra neither.  Nor no days off.  Oh, she was a beauty, she was!  Treated us as slaves and ‘im as a burden.  So, if she ain’t going to burn in ‘ell  as the parson used to tell us when I went to Sunday school, then she’s getting herself lost in the Shadows, eh?

Helen - She has...poor soul!

Nan - Poor soul?  She, with all her airs and graces!  She living in a dingy hole?  Lost in the Shadows, eh?  For ever?

Helen - No, not for ever.  Only until she has learned to be sorry for what she did.  And until she forgives and learns to forgive others. 

Nan – Forgive others?  Her?  What she got to forgive?

Helen – I wouldn’t know that.

Nan (talking to herself) – She’s in the Shadow Lands.  My Mistress is in the Shadows!  In the Shadows.  I  ’ope she stays there forever.

Helen – That is not kind!  

Nan – Kind?  So I should be kind to her, eh?  I…after all she did to me? Kind to the likes of  ’er?  

Helen – I’m told that you will have to learn to forgive, too, or you might find yourself in the Shadows.

Nan (talking to herself again) – Talkin’ to the dead.  Talkin’ to the dead. T’aint possible.  I’m dreaming.  That’s wot.  An’ me in the Land of Shadows, with the Mistress?  Oh, God, not that.  I been so peaceful in me cottage.  Why can’t I stay as I am?  She (meaning Helen) says, she says she’s real, not dead.  She seems to know a lot, though.  And she’s always talkin’  about being dead.  That’s queer.  I wish I knew what it was all about, I do.  Who’s dead?  Oh, I know the Mistress is.  I remember ’er goin’ off in that heart attack.  But who else?  That’s what I want to know.  An’ all this talk of forgiving.  Why should I forgive ’er?

Nan faded away into her own illusory world, and was gone. It wasn’t until one afternoon late in November, after another visit from her Mistress a fortnight earlier that Nan returned and demanded Helen’s attention while she was washing dishes. 

Nan - I’m excited.  I’ve found out something. I know now, I know wot it’s all about!  You remember our last talk?  I thought you were dead, eh?  It scared me.  I can tell you it did!  And I ‘oped I’d never see you again.  But I was wrong.  Madam, I was wrong.  One of us was dead, all right, only it weren’t you, It’s me...it’s me!  I’m dead, or wot you call dead, ain’t I?  I found out, YOU’RE on earth, like I used to be, and I am...well, I don’t rightly know where I am, but I ain’t livin’, least, not like I used to be. 

Helen - So you’ve found that out.  How did you?

Nan - It’s like this.  All your talkin’ of a doctor, it was, Madam. ‘Get a doctor,’ you says.  An’ where can I get a doctor? I thinks.  I ain’t seen a doctor for ages.  I worried about it, and then it brought me up to somethin’ else.  I ain’t seen nobody else, either, for that matter, I says to myself.  An’ then I begins to worry.  Why ain’t I seen nobody?  Why didn’t I know where you could get a doctor?  Where was I?  I seemed to be always on me own, nobody ever come to see me.  It must ‘a been ages, an’ yet it didn’t seem long.  I was still in me cottage, an’ yet it weren’t like me cottage, somehow.  Then again, what was you doin’ in the cottage?  You seemed to be livin’ there, but then so was I.  An’ I never used to ‘ave any one, let alone a lodger.   

Helen - So you thought I was a lodger?

Nan - I sat and thought and thought about it, I did.  I wondered if I’d gone barmy.  An’ I can tell you I felt bad.  Doctors.  I tells meself, when did I last see doctors?  An’ why?  An’ where?  Madam, I felt I’d lost me memory altogether.  Then, it all come back.  It was after the Mistress died, a long time after.  I got to know that much...

Helen - Yes, yes.  Go on.  What was your last memory of doctors?

Nan - My last memory?  You want me to say wot I remembered?  Oh, Madam, it weren’t ‘appy-making, it weren’t.  It were a real shock.  I cried about it, I did.   It was in a ‘ospital, Madam, in the infirmary.  I fell down on the floor of me cottage...I well remember that now; but what ‘appened after?  I dunno, only I woke up in the infirmary.  I knew it was that ‘cos there were nurses and doctors.  Yes, Madam, that’s where I last saw a doctor.  An’ I couldn’t bear it, ‘cos I begun to know I must ‘a died.

Helen - And if you did die, you’re still ‘alive,’ aren’t you?  You can think and you still ARE.  Was that all you found out?

Nan - No, Madam, not really all.  I ‘ad another shock, that was the one wot told me...I come back to see you ‘ere.

Helen - But you LIVE here.  Where had you been?

Nan - That I don’t really rightly know.  But you weren’t ‘ere.  I sat a long time puzzlin’ me ‘ead about it all.  An’ then...then I ‘saw’ the stove weren’t ‘ere no more.  My stove ‘ad gone, so ‘ad my furniture, my bits and pieces, all gone.  The place ‘ad changed, it weren’t like my cottage no more.  It was what the Mistress, drat ‘er, used to call ‘elegant’.  It made me cry terrible.  I’d lost my ‘ome.  I felt I’d got no place of my own.  An’ I didn’t know where I was. An’...all of a sudden I knew like.  I knew I was dead.  There weren’t no doubts about it.  I’d died in that ‘ospital.  I’d died.  God ‘elp me, yet I wasn’t buried.  I ‘adn’t any grave that I knew of.  An’ you ‘ad my cottage.  You was alive.  I was dead.  I ‘ad no right to be here.  I was frightened.  I went out. an’ I wondered about.

Helen - You poor dear!  You’ll find a new home, you know.  Someone will come to fetch you now. 

Nan - No, Miss  I’m lost.  I got to find me grave, anyway.

Helen - You don’t need your grave.  That’s where you old body is.  You’ve got a new body now.  You’re going to live in some pleasant place.  

Nan looked confused, lost without any knowledge or hope of a future life. Then she was gone. Helen sent out a prayer for guidance for her.  

(to be continued).    Reviewed by Richard R. from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974.  Other books by Helen Greaves include “The Dissolving Veil,” 1967, “Testimony of Light” 1969, and “Living Waters” 1978.


Rescue Circles (82)  Nan meets her parents in spirit

Helen was away from her cottage for several days to meet friends and attend conferences. and when she returned, so did Nan, the old servant. Apparently, she had been following Helen on her travels, which suggests that she was no longer earthbound and attached to one place. She talked excitedly and confidentially in her Cockney East End London dialect.

Nan - Hello, Madam.  I been lookin’ for you.  You weren’t ‘ere.  But I found you, with lots of other people. Yes, I FOUND you. You see, I got to go on, soon, an’ I wanted to tell you what’s ‘appened to me.  Yes, I did want you to know.

Helen -  It sounds as if something very exciting happened. Do tell me. 

Nan - Oh, it was excitin’.  After a bit.  At first as I told you, I was scared.  I felt I ‘ad to look for my grave, as I told you.  I started to wander about, an’ I didn’t know where I was, or which way to go.  An’ I kept sayin’ to meself, ‘I’m dead. But I must be goin’ somewhere.  I must be goin’ somewhere.  Where?’    I thought, ‘I wish I could find a Bobby (policeman) like in London.’  But there weren’t no Bobbies, least I never saw none. An’ I remembered wot you said.  I’d got a new body.  Only it didn’t look no different.  An’ sometimes I thought about the Mistress in ‘ell, but I didn’t feel sorry for ‘er.  Only I got afraid I might be goin’ there too, and I’d ‘ave to see ‘er again. I knew I wasn’t going to do wot she told me, this time, even in ‘ell.  I felt more sure of meself, like.  An’ you told me I would find a pleasant place, so I reckoned it wouldn’t be ‘ell, where SHE is!  An’ I walked and walked; then I started to call out loud:

 ‘Someone come and find me’ ...like you said....’Come an’ find me.  I’m here.’  Oh, it seemed a long walk all alone.  An’ then I saw ‘IM, a little old man sitting on the side of a hill.

’Who are you?’ I says.

’I’m me,’ he says

’So am I,’ I says. ‘Only I’m dead.’

’So am I,’ he says.

We weren’t gettin’ very far, were we?  So I says,

’I’m afraid.  I only just found out I’m dead.’

’Oh, you needn’t be afraid,’ he says. ‘Where are you goin’ now?

I says I didn’t know, maybe to ‘eaven or to ‘ell.  Then I asks him the way to one or other of ‘em.  

’E didn’t rightly know about ‘ell, he says; but it weren’t that awful far to Heaven.  

Oh, I was cheered up at that, I was.  I thought, ‘Per’aps he’s a Bobby... a ‘eavenly Bobby.’  An’ d’you know, ‘e seemed to read wot I was thinkin’.

’No, I ain’t a Bobby,’ he says. 

I was a bit depressed about that.  ‘Well, ‘ow do I get to Heaven?’ I asks him. ‘Can you show me the way?’ (She paused and chuckled).  You know, Madam, ‘e gives me such a queer answer. ‘E made me go all embarrassed.

’The Way,’ he says, ‘The Way?  It’s simple.  You just says your prayers.  That’s all.’

’All?’ I answers ‘im, seeing all hopes of getting there gone. ‘I don’t know no prayers, I don’t.’

’Course you do,’ he says. ‘Your Mam taught you “Gentle Jesus” and “Our Father.”’  

I didn’t ask him how he knew that; I suppose I never thought about it.  Anyway, I cheered up a bit, ‘cos I didn’t ‘ave to say anything fancy. “Our Father,” Yes, I remember that.  Only I wasn’t really sure if I did.  It had been a long while since I’d said it. ‘E must have known that too about me, ‘cos he says,

’Come on, then. Let’s say that together. It’ll maybe bring someone you know.’

An’ I knelt down like I used to when I was little in Sunday school, an’ we says it together, “Our Father, which art in Heaven,......”   I was cryin’ when we finished, cryin’ fit to break me heart, an’ I couldn’t see proper because me eyes seemed all wet.  Then I felt that the little old man was ‘olding my hand, he was, an’ I thought he would lead me the right way.  I turn round to thank ‘im, and to look at ‘im, an’...an’ he’d gone.  An’ there was my Dad, my old Dad just like ‘e  used to be.  Oh, Madam, I stared at ‘im, I did.  I says,

’Dad?  Oh, Dad, are you dead, too?’

An’ ‘e laughed. My old Dad,’e laughed.  ‘I been dead a long time, my girl,’ he says. ‘So ‘ave you.  We been waitin’ for you to wake up.  We been waitin’, your Mam an’ me.’

Waitin’, they was, Madam.  Waitin’ for me.  I cried and cried, it was so wonderful.  My Mam and Dad.  I couldn’t ‘ardly believe it.  It was all so new, so different.  Well, then my Dad ‘e took my ‘and and we walked up that hill.  But I couldn’t walk.  I was so tired.  I tells my Dad I was too tired to walk to Heaven that time.  An’ ‘e says to sit down a while an’ rest.  So I did, an’ I must ‘a gone to sleep.  And I waked up in such a lovely place, an’ there was my Mam and Dad.  They looked so sort of ‘appy...and young-like.  But they said it wasn’t really ‘Eaven yet.  It was so beautiful, I thought it must be.

Helen writes: “At last she paused.  Her face was radiant.  She was still in her servant’s dress, only now she looked different, taller somehow and serene. I was so moved, I could only let her know my joy and happiness.”

Helen - Bless you, you’re on your way, you’re on your way!

Nan - Yes, Madam.  Yes, Madam.  It was you tellin’ me about bein’ dead an’ death, an’ about getting a doctor.  That made me think.  Oh, I’m so glad you did, now, an’ I’m happy with my Mam an’ my Dad, an’ the others. That’s why I asked if I could come back, just to say it’s all right, it’s all right.  An’ I’m sorry I thought your cottage was my cottage, because it ain’t.   Oh, Madam, I’m so glad I knows now I’m dead.  It’s all so different from wot I thought.  I ain’t afraid no more.  I’m ‘appy, Madam.  I’m ‘appy.  An’ thank you for helping me.  Here’s my Dad.  Yes, I’m comin’, Dad...I’m comin’

And she was gone.  Helen wondered if she would ever see her, or be aware of her again.

(to be continued)

Nan Comes Back One More Time.  Rescue Circles (83)

The old servant, Nan, went off into the light with her parents, but she did return to visit Helen in her cottage soon after. Helen had in the meantime  been visited by the Lady, and the Friar, the “Shining” Brother.  But now it was Nan’s turn again.

Helen - Hello!  You back again?  

Nan - I come back because I got somethin’ to tell you.  Somethin’ important!  Helen - Something good, I hope?

Nan (smiling) - Good?  Better than good!  I’ve met him, our Boy! An’ he’s all right. Right as you and me! ‘e is. 

Helen - You mean he is different?  Not a... (not retarded anymore, she was going to say) Not foolish anymore?

Nan - Foolish? ‘Im?  Why, ‘e’s a prince!  That’s what ‘e is.  A prince.  And beautiful.  Ah, an’ he thinks and talks like you an’ me! ‘e don’t stay near us - lives in a palace, I dare say, somewhere.  But he come to see me.  He did.  My, was I surprised, though as I say to my Mam, I ain’t surprised so much at things that ‘appen.  You see, there’s so much more, like, when you’re dead.  Like meetin’ my Mam and Dad and my sister wot died when her baby was born, and there bein’ no angels with wings like I learned at Sunday school.  Mind, I’d like to see angels and ‘arps...you miss ‘em, somehow.  I asked our Boy about ‘em, and ‘e said there were angels, ‘e called ‘em Beings, but without wings, but they were a long way off, some’ow.  ‘E said They shone like angels. Our Boy, ’e shines too, like them Beings.  He’s lovely and kind.  He told me ‘e knew that I loved ‘im and I’d looked after ‘im;  said ‘e always knew really; only it weren’t till he got over here 
 that he understood, after he was sort of...cured, I suppose.   Madam, ‘e thanked me!  The young Master thanked me, ‘e  did.  It made me want to cry, though now I’m glad I looked after ‘im proper.  I told him I was sorry about ‘is being drowned, but he said that was all right, it had to happen.  ‘E talks clever, sometimes, an’ I don’t rightly understand ‘im.  But ‘e said ‘e’d forgotten it now, and anyway, it was better over this side.  Fancy that, Madam!  Fancy ‘is bein’ well and all.

Helen - Wonderful.  But what about his mother?

Nan - He knows all about the Mistress, ‘is mother.  ‘E knows she’s been in the Shadows.  And, Madam, ‘e’s sorry for her... ‘is mother wot ‘ated him.  It could ‘ave knocked me down, hearin’ that.

Helen - The boy is a very advanced soul.  So he has forgiven his mother?  How wonderful.

Nan - D’you know wot?  He loves her, and after all she did to ’im. Loves ’er! Thank of that!  He said it was all over and forgotten.  And ’e wanted to help her. To help her?  When she never helped ’im!  Fancy that!  ’E’s a saint, or an angel. I’m sure of that.
And wot d’you think he told me?  That I ’ad to forgive ’er  too.  Me?  He said it would help ’er to “go on”, and me too!

Helen -  If HE can forgive, then you can.

Nan – Me? After all she done?  After me ’ating her for years?  That’s wot’s queer about being dead.  You got to forgive folks.

Helen – Yes, but my dear, you’ve found your way.  You’ve been guided to those who love you, haven’t you?  Surely, you can show gratitude by forgiving this poor creature, as her son has done.  Besides, she is probably very sorry now.   

Nan -  A “poor creature?”  Coo!  That ‘ud burn her if she heard that!  A poor crittur?  It don’t seem possible; but then so many things don’t seem possible now.  ‘Er with her grand clothes an’ ‘er grand ways!  But you’re right, Madam.  Our Boy said the same thing.  I got to be grateful, oh, I see that.

Helen - And you will try to be kind to her?

Nan- I’ll try, Madam.  I told the Boy that, I said I’d try.  After all, I ain’t got to do wot SHE says anymore!

Helen - And will you help her|?

Nan - ‘Er?  Help her?  Wot can I do for her?

Helen -  You can show her that love is stronger than hate.

Nan  It ain’t goin’ to be easy.  But I’ll try, Madam.  I got to do that for our Boy’s sake.

Helen -  I’m glad.  It will be all right, you see.

Nan - Yes, Madam.  Our Boy said I got to meet ‘er, but ‘e said she’d be different-like.  That’ll be worth seein’.

Helen - I’m sure it will make it easier, and you really do want to help her get out of the dreary place she is in.

Nan - I suppose I do.  I’ll try.  You see, I am thankful, like you said.

Helen - That’s the spirit!

Nan - It’s queer hein’ a spirit, Madam.  I ain’t truly got used to it yet.  Nut it’s nicer than bein’ on earth.  Even, begging your pardon, in  me cottage.

Helen - Bless you!  

Nan - Don’t know if I can come back again, Madam.  Only I wanted to tell you about ‘im, and about ‘er, an’ about me.  I’m ‘appy, Madam.  Expect you know that now, real ‘appy.

Helen -  Thank God!

Nan was gone. So part of Helen’s rescue mission was accomplished. [Richard R.}

Summarised from “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel. 1974.

(to be continued)
 Final Release  - the meeting of the three spirits.  Rescue Circles (84)


One day in May, 1973, all the participants in the rescue drama taking place at Helen’s Sussex cottage began to assemble.  First of all Helen saw the Lady sitting in the chair opposite her, with her son, the Boy standing behind her dressed in the rough habit of a Franciscan friar from a previous lifetime.

   Helen writes:  “Suddenly it seemed that my attention was caught by a flicker of movement across the room.  There was present another entity and as my thought registered this, I saw, to my surprise and consternation, the form of my erstwhile lodger, the little old servant woman.  She seemed quite at ease, and, except that she no longer wore her apron, she was the same neat little figure in her long-skirted dress, only now she no longer fidgeted with her hands but remained relaxed and at peace.  She took no notice whatsoever of me, obviously intent on the task she had returned to perform; and she kept her gaze on her Mistress.  Her face expressed pleasurable surprise, more than anything else; then, as she turned towards the Boy, a look of utter love and joy flashed across it.  The Boy looked at her, and his smile was warm and encouraging.  To me, watching, I could have sworn that a golden shaft of light flowed from him to her and was returned by the
 woman deepened by the glowing colours of love.

   “Was this the confrontation of which I had been warned?  I could but wait and watch, too involved even to pray or to send forth a peaceful radiation.  Not that I feel now that efforts of mine  were needed.  I was outside this triangle of love and hate; I was but the audience in this drama, and all the needed power was pulsating between them.  This was the Divine Power of Love-Wisdom, far beyond our earthly conception.   A warmth of contentment enveloped me.  All was well.  All would be well.  I began to write my notes describing the scene.    

“The Mistress, turning as she caught the movement of another form, faced her one-time maid, the girl who, from adolescence, she had bullied and enslaved, now an old woman and evidently in the similar predicament, that is, dead to the world of matter.” 

Lady – You?  What are you doing here?

Nan  (shrinking back, fear in her eyes) – I used to live here, Madam.

Lady (aghast) – YOU lived here?  Here? 

Nan – Yes, Madam, for a long time.  I came ’ere, if you remember, after…after you …died!  

Lady (in horror) – After I…died?   Of course.  And you?  Did you die also?

Nan – Yes, Madam.  I died too.  I was old, you see, Madam.

Lady – You were old?  And after?  You went…where?

Nan – I…didn’t go to ’ell, Madam. I stayed here, in the cottage.  I stayed ’ere for a very long time, so they told me; years an’ years.  I was lost, Madam.  Lost.

Lady – I’m not surprised at that.  You were never very bright, I recall.  

[Helen writes: “To me, watching, a light seemed to flash from the Boy in the corner of the room; it encircled the spirit form of his mother, and remained stationary about her.”]

Lady – But, at least, you have never known the sheer horror of what I have been through.

Nan – No, Madam.  I did  ’ear you were in the Shadow Lands.

Lady (with resentment and arrogance) – Shadow Lands?  Is that what you call them?  It was hell, I tell you, hell!   (The light gleamed about her and suddenly she put up her hands and covered her face).   I have been in hell. (remorsefully) Was I really THAT bad?  Did I deserve such a fate?  Tell me, did I? 

Nan (glancing at the Boy as if to ask him what to say) – You weren’t that bad, Madam.  Least, it don’t seem so bad, now.

Lady – Perhaps it doesn’t, now that we’re dead.  But you hated me, didn’t you?  I was cruel to you.  I loved power over people, and you were always so afraid of me.

[“The Boy stretched out his hand towards Nan.  From his fingers a beam of light darted across the room; then from the palm of his hand it seemed that a great warmth like a flowing fire of love spread across the cottage room and lit up Nan’s form.”]

Nan – I don’t  ’ate you now, Madam.  I’ll never ’ate you no more, Madam.

Lady (sobbing) – Why?  Why won’t you hate me?

Nan – I don’t rightly know, Madam, not rightly…now I found my way.

Lady – Your way?  Where?

Nan – My way to my Dad and Mam, Madam.  I’m with them now.  It’s a kind of  ’eaven, it is.  So beautiful, flowers and trees and…the light.  An’ people are kind to each other.  I mean, spirits are kind…

Lady – Spirits?

Nan – Yes, Madam.  Spirits.  Least, that’s what they tells me we are.  We ain’t people no more.

 

Lady - “Spirits?  I never believed in spirits when I was alive.  To think I have become a spirit.  Why have you come here?

Nan – Because you called me, Madam.

:Lady – I  called you? 

Nan – Yes, Madam.  It all come about in a queer sort of way.  I saw your face, Madam, quite plain, I did, an’ you looked unhappy.  I told my Mam.  She says, ‘You go an’ talk to ’er.  Tell her ’ow sorry you are for her… and for ’ating her.’

Lady – Sorry?  You are sorry for me?  For me?  After my treatment of you?  I never thought kindly of you.  It never occurred to me that you might have feelings, or that I owed you anything.  You worked for me.  I treated you worse than I would have treated a dog.  And you are sorry for me?  Because I have been in hell?  Oh, God, where am I?  What has happened to us both?  What is this place that I cannot mask my shame?  Must I be humiliated by your pity, too?

Nan (looking puzzled) – Don’t be angry with me, Madam.  I’m only sorry because you are suffering.  An’ I’m too happy to want you to be sad.  I don’t want that nobody should be hurt. Honest I don’t.  Not any more.  Look, I’ll say I’m sorry I hated you once, because I did.  But that’s all over now.  We’ve left it behind us, ain’t we?  I mean, now we’re dead.

Lady – I have not left it behind me.  You may have done.  I have to live amongst it; be with other who are coarse and cruel and who still hate.

Nan (inspired by the helpful thoughts and smiles from the Boy) – But you don’t ’ave to stay there, Madam, not if you really don’t want to.  My Mam says, an’ she’s been ’ere for ages, so she should know…that if you’re really sorry, an’ you changes yourself, that you can be shown the way to the better land, like I was.  I means, change your thoughts about people, an’ forgive ’em, as they forgive you.  That’s in the prayer, isn’t it?  …about the Kingdom of Heaven.  You have to think different over ’ere, Madam.  I mean about your husband, the Master, and your son.

[to be continued]         Reviewed and condensed  from  “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves.  C.W. Daniel. 1974.  

Rescue Circles (85)  Conclusion of the Sussex Cottage Story

    Nan the old servant tells the Lady that she does not have to stay stuck in Limbo, but can move on, as she did, after remaining earthbound for so long.  But her former Mistress, although able to see and talk with her servant, can not yet see her son, who is standing in the corner of the room in the cottage. Nan says that she must think differently about her son, who now is no longer retarded.

Lady - My son?  That poor fool?

Nan - ‘E ain’t a poor fool, Madam.  That Boy’s an angel.  He’s beautiful an’ he loves you.

Lady - Loves me?  After...

Nan - He does, Madam, an’ he wants to ‘elp you, to take you out of...of...

Lady - Of Hell?  My son does?  How can you know this?  

Nan - Because I see him, Madam.  I see ‘im many times, an’ he told me so.

Lady -  You have seen my son?

Nan - I have.

Lady - And is he...?

Nan - I tell you, ‘e’s an angel, an’ right as you an’ me.

Lady - My demented son “right”?  Is it possible?

Nan - See for yourself, Madam. He’s  ‘ere.  Your son’s ‘ere.  He’s ‘ere. now. (She points in his direction.  The Mistress turns and stared at the direction in which her maidservant pointed.  For some minutes she gazed, terrified.)

Lady - Here?  Here...now?  That’s my son?  But that is an angel, an angel of Light.

     With an overwhelming expression of love and compassion on his face, the Boy cried out “Mother!” He stretched out his hands, and light enveloped them both, as the Lady gazed at him in awe and remorse.   There was absolute silence and stillness, and power filled the cottage room, the power of the Spirit.  Slowly, the woman slipped to her knees before the light bearer who had been her earthly son, despised and rejected.  She closed her eyes and clasped her hands, in the fervour of the first prayer she had ever purposefully uttered.  She recited the Lord’s Prayer: “Our Father....”  by the end of which she was weeping openly.

      The room was so still it seemed filled with a translucent light.  The Boy stepped forward and took the clasped hands between his own, as the old servant with a loving gesture, gently touched the bowed shulders. Then she moved to the door and somehow she was gone.  Helen, who was watching all this, now closed her eyes, feeling and living herself the Lady’s agony of repentance.  She found herself reciting her own version of the twenty-third Psalm, “The Lord is {her}Shepherd, Therefore shall (she) lack nothing...He restoreth her soul...”  When she had finished and opened her eyes, she found the room empty.  Her visitors from beyond death had gone.  The cottage felt strangely empty.

The next day, the Brother of Light returned, dressed as a Franciscan Friar, and spoke to Helen. 

Friar - My friend.  You have witnessed the miracle of the power of Love, the cleansing and purging of the lower emotions by the force which is the creative power by which and in which we are all One.

     But you have been witness to much more, and this we wish you to stress in your recordings, for it is of great moment and may bring much understanding to those who read with the “open eye”.  Heaven and hell are states of consciousness here as much as they are on your earthly planet; and each entity, after he (or she) has passed through the experience of death of the physical body, brings with him here that state of consciousness which he had attained for himself whilst in incarnation in matter and here he will dwell in that consciousness for as long as such level persists.

     However, evolution is still a law here, as it is in your world.  The soul is continually evolving.  In your material, limited consciousness, evolution proceeds by the creating  thought-forms sometimes for upliftment of the individual or the race, sometimes for the recording of beauty, sometimes for the development of compassion for one’s fellows; but, sometimes, alas, force is given to forms of destruction by employing the negative use of emotions.  Thought brings energy, which builds form.  Evolution uses the from, works for it, lives in it, and manifests through it until its precepts are established.  Then the form must be broken.  This is essential, for its service is finished, and a new form has to be evolved.  “Break down and rebuild” has ever been a law in evolution, as you will realise as you look back and search the history records of your planet.  Break the worn-out form to create the new.

     In this drama, you have been shown how two entities after their souls had left their physical bodies, remained closed in the thought-forms they had created.  And for as long as they persisted in holding to these forms of thought, so were they aliens to the new state of consciousness required for true living HERE; and thus they were unable to progess onward.

     Witness your “lodger” in your cottage, a poor soul completely shut away in materialism, and even that materialism only of the lowest aspiration to receive the “crumbs” from the rich woman’s table.  She was a creature eager only for physical well-being which her life had denied her, and she had spoilt the precious gift of thought in envying and hating the Mistress she served.  Whether this slavery was karmic in her case, is beyond the point; definite energy spent in envy and hatred held her prisoner and chained her to the very person she was forced to serve.

     After the death of her body in old age, the form she had created still clung so close about her soul that she continued to dwell in it, shut away from everything but her own limited imagination.  The pathetic tumble-down cottage, as it then was (now modernised and “gentrified”), was all she knew, or WANTED TO KNOW.  And this level of aspiration had persisted for many of your earth years.

     Yet it was essential to break that form and release her, that she might learn a new state of awareness and take her first tentative steps into this new world to which she had been introduced by the disintegration of the physical form which housed her soul.  So limited, we knew, was her thought and experience, that “awakening” would be painful.  Confidence and love, so necessary for her soul-health, must come to her through those she trusted...the Boy, her earthly father and her mother,  and through converse with a stranger (yourself) who had developed the faculty of contact out of the three dimensions of time and space. 

    This indeed has now been accomplished, as you know, and a “lamb” who was lost now brought again to the Way.

     In like manner, the Mistress had imprisoned herself by arrogance, hatred and cruelty, wasting the precious substance of mind to fashion a concrete form that imprisoned her soul.  Here let me stress that the soul of this creature is fine and sensitive to beauty, ready to accept the divine as beauty.  Yet, with this dark shadow of a shell she had created, she entered her new existence.  She brought her hell with her, a hell so potent with evil that escape seemed impossible; and there she remained to wither in misery.  

     But love, in the soul of her son whom she had despised, sought to break the shell about her and after much endeavour he has succeeded.  At last, this form of negation has been destroyed, as it needed to be, and the hurts will be dissolved by love.  The entity can now enter this new thought-world, and create, by love, that beauty which still lives in her soul.

     It is a moving story and, alas, so unnecessary and yet so often repeated, “The evil that men do lives after them, the good is often interred in their bones,” as your poet writes, has some meaning here, for the evil carries on until its form is smashed, whilst the good, often deeply ingrained, creates in itself a more glorious form.

     If readers apprehend the lessons to be gathered from these examples of thought-form prisoners, this story will not have been in vain.  Man is body, soul and spirit.  Body, with all its selfish emotions, cannot exist here, where progress is carried on in the mind towards re-union with the soul.  The time to shatter those illusions of earth-life, of separativeness, to overcome disharmony of thought and emotion, IS DURING THE SOJOURN ON THE PLANET EARTH, NOT AFTER THE TRANSITION to the Astral and Spiritual worlds brought about by what you call death. 

     So saying, the Friar vanished.

   One afternoon late in May, 1973, Helen was aware of the Mistress again, standing quietly by the window, and beside her the son she had rejected on earth.  “Somehow I felt an intruder, for such was the deep peace about them that my presence as a recorder was now unnecessary and entirely out of place.  There would be no more to write.  The story was done.  The prisoner from the Shadows was free.  All was in order, as it was meant to be.  From now on, my visitors were to pass out of my life, except as memories and characters in a book.  But as I stood bidding them God-speed in their progress into light, I was glad and thankful for all that had been accomplished, and for the glimpes I had been given of the working of love in the life beyond death. Slowly a ray of sunshine crept across the window, with a quiver in the beams, and as I watched, the figures faded into the light, and I was alone.


    Although that is the end of the story of soul-rescue in the Sussex cottage, it is not the last we hear from Helen Greaves.  Her friend Frances Banks had died six or seven years before the events in the cottage, and she had come back to tell of the soul rescue work SHE had witnessed and taken part in on the other side.  

For the full account of the Sussex story, read “The Wheel of Eternity” by Helen Greaves.  C.W. Daniel.  1974.

(to be continued)  Richard R.   

Rescue Circles (86)    Frances Banks talks of her experiences on the other side, recuperating after death.

  
    Knowing that there IS life after death is half-way to providing our own soul rescue in the future, if our spirit body and our non-local mind know that they have a destination and know what to expect.  Then there is less likelihood of our being lost in Limbo or becoming earthbound, like the spirits haunting Helen Greaves Sussex cottage in 1971.
 
     When Frances Banks passed in December 1965. she already had great spiritual knowledge, having been a nun and head teacher for 25 years before becoming a psychical researcher and prison reformer.  So within three weeks of passing she was able to appear to her clairvoyant psychic friend Helen Greaves and talk about her own initial experiences on the other side and of other spirits who needed rescue or help over there, help which she was already trained to participate in.   She contacted Helen several times over the next two years, before moving on to higher planes, and her accounts complement those of Stephen Ward, who was communicating at that time (between 1963 – 1973) quite independently through the Direct Voice medium Leslie Flint, about his own experiences in various regions of the spirit world. 

     It will one day be interesting to compare the experiences of Frances Banks, Nan the old servant and her Mistress, and Stephen Ward, with those from earlier accounts in books by Anthony Borgia, Oliver Lodge, James Lees and others.  When there is the time and opportunity, I may start on that project.  Meantime, here is what Frances has to say of her experiences, as she came back to talk with Helen Greaves, six years BEFORE the appearance in her Sussex cottage, towards the coast directly South of London, of Nan and her Mistress and other spirits.   Helen’s husband Roger had died shortly after the close of World War II and in the 1950s and 1960s she was living in a cottage outside Guildford, Surrey,  South-West of London.  It was there in Guildford at that time, when I was living in various digs in Farnborough, Aldershot and Farnham, that I used to go regularly for organ lessons at the Cathedral church with Mr. Dussek, before the new Cathedral on the
 hill was completed.  That was one of the places where I might myself have met Helen Greaves, the other places being Kensington Gardens, and Lyons’ Corner House, both in central London.  However, I didn’t move in the same “circles” at that time, nor did I have the same interests then, so that is one item from my catalogue of regrets and lost opportunities!  

     However, ignorance is, or was, bliss, and I am catching up for lost time now, and am glad to share what I find Frances Banks was able to communicate to her friend and colleague Helen Greaves.  She had been in and out of a coma for two days before passing of cancer.  When, three weeks later, she returned to talk with Helen, she had this to say about death:

Surrey,  5th December, 1965, 8.30 p.m.  

Frances Banks –
                               I’ll try to tell you what happened:  after the ‘Change’ was over and I was free of my earth ‘covering’ I ‘woke up’ here in this hospital of the Rest Home.  My room had no walls and the sunlight seemed to flow over one all the time.  I opened my eyes, or I came back to consciousness, and there was Mother Florence just as she used to be and as I had remembered her for so many years. 

      She took my hand, and said “So you have arrived safely?’

     But I must have been very weary, for I can remember little more.  I think I slept again.   A long time later, it SEEMED a long time later, I found myself lying here gazing out at this tranquil and beautiful scene around me.  Suddenly I ‘knew’ that someone was beside me.  I looked round and gave my attention to this new idea.  There was Father Joseph just as I had always remembered him.  He sat down beside me and took my hand in his.  

     “Well, Sister?” he said.  That was all.  Just “Well, Sister?”, as if we were both back in my study in the college in South Africa.  I felt such power and strength flow out from him.  I think I must have wept, it was all too wonderful.   He didn’t say much, or I was too tired to pay attention.  For I must have drifted into sleep again.  When I gathered my thoughts together again to speak to him – he had gone.   But he’ll come again.  Mother Florence tells me now that he comes quite often to see her patients.  Oh!  But I shall not be a patient here for long, you know!

    As soon as I can re-orient myself sufficiently, I shall be teaching or tutoring again.  It is the service I can give.  I’m already learning so much.   I have discovered that I can use telepathy BOTH WAYS, to receive and to relay.  There are not the difficulties here that we experienced on the earth.  This holds out all sorts of exciting possibilities.  Indeed I am already able to contact your mind, and what is more important, to HOLD that contact so as to POUR IDEAS out to you!  This has infinite possibilities.    I’ll try to come to your group.  I know that you are meeting.  Everything, it seems, is known here.  I must break off now.  I will talk to you again.  I begin to know you now in quite a different way.  I see your ‘light’.

…..I have been able to come to you; your husband (Roger) over here has brought me.  Yes.  I know him well now.   I always felt a kinship with him, even when I was on earth.  Do you remember?  I like him.  He has a great sense of humour – a kind of irrepressible fun.  You two must have enjoyed each others’ company.  

     I am in a kind of rest home now.  It is run by the Sisters of the community to which I belonged when in incarnation.  They are so kind and gentle with me.  I am now lying in a bed, high up on a terrace, that looks out over a vast sunlit plain.  It is a beautiful scene, and so restful.  I am recuperating from the illness which brought disintegration to my physical body.  I feel content and calm and at peace.  I shall stay here.  Indeed I have already told Mother Florence that I want to work with her here when I am ready.

     Souls are brought here from earth and from other places when they are ready.  They are ‘nursed’ and taken care of here, as am I.  After I have become adjusted to this life I think I shall stay on here and teach with the Sisters, if they will have me!  And if I can really be useful.  You see how my ‘earth psychology’ will come in useful, together with the explanations of the further stages of progress, when I have learnt more myself.  How I shall enjoy co-relating the two ‘psychologies’ in any classes I have, and in individual talks.  It is going to be rather like a return to the prison work I did at Maidstone Gaol, only of course, on a different level.  Here, there is no punishment, except what you mete out to yourself.  You can come and go of course, but I realise already that you can only ‘go’ elsewhere when you are ready. 

     You remember that, when I was in the body, I once said to a prisoner at Maidstone, [following a discussion on the possibility of life after death]: “A minute after you die you will be exactly the same!”

    You recall, also, that that very statement was the first psychic message you, [as a medium], gave me?  You spoke the name of this prisoner who had died soon after my talk, without our meeting again, and you said “He wants me to tell you that the last words you ever said to him were absolutely true!”

     Well, I reiterate this statement (now that I too have made the transition), in full agreement with all that was implied in it, FOR IT IS SO.   As soon as I was able to bring myself to a conscious state of mind, after my withdrawal from my worn-out body,  I knew that I was the SAME IN ESSENCE. True, I felt light, and there was a new sense of freedom that was bewildering.  I was the same, yet not the same!   With a flash of realisation I decided that I must be stone deaf, for I could no longer hear any of the usual sound of everyday life, the chatter and movement of human beings around me; the whistles of trains, the twittering of birds.  There were no noises in this new consciousness.  One of my first recollections was “I am  still conscious. THE CHANGE HAS TAKEN PLACE, but I cannot hear, neither can I see!”

   And for a space of time I seemed to lose my identity.  I recall endeavouring anxiously to pierce through this new  state to recall memory.  “Who am I?  What did I do?”  It was a strange, almost eerie experience, for the name I had borne for over seventy years eluded me.  At length I recall telling myself to “Give it up and go to sleep” and, in a way, this is what I must have done.  At least consciousness went  from me.  I remembered nothing more.  How long this went on I  have no possible way of knowing, perhaps in earth time, for  a very short space.

     But when next I came back to consciousness I seemed to be pulling myself up out of a thin sea of silver.  Those are the only words I can use to describe the experience.   And the first face I saw was the smiling one of my dear Mother in religion – Mother Florence.  I was so overwhelmed I couldn’t speak.  From then on I remember that I seemed to be in and out of consciousness.  But now I found that I was lying in an open porch with a vista of blue and silver before mer.  This was beautiful beyond words and calming  to  my spirit.  Trouble, anxiety and all sense of loss abated; a great feeling of peace enwrapped me.

“THIS IS IT!” I kept assuring myself in wonder, “I have made The Change!”  I realised then that I could both see and hear as before, only now in a more INTENSE way.  I thought immediately, “I wonder whether I can ‘get through.’  I must tell Helen about this.”

     Later, as I grew more accustomed to this new consciousness I was able to ‘commune’ (I cannot explain this by any of our former terms), with both Mother Florence and Father Joseph.  How delighted I was to meet them.  And to know that Father Joseph was indeed the same splendid, wise soul I had known in my Community days.  He was again able to help me much.  He gave me confidence.   I felt as if I was ‘convalescing’ as indeed I suppose I was, from the effects of my last painful illness.

[to be continued: Frances attends her own funeral]      

Reviewed and excerpted from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman/C.W. Daniel.  1969.  Originally published by the  CFPSS.      Obtaining a copy of the book is recommended for the full account of life after death, and the different kinds of rescue work that are carried out on the other side.     Richard R.  
 
Rescue Circles (87)  Frances attends her memorial services, and talks of how thought creates reality and gives an  example of spirit rescue work on the other side.


In her introductory notes Helen Greaves had  mentioned that those with second sight were aware at her cremation and memorial services of the presence of Frances and some of the nuns and the Mother Superior from the South African community she had belonged to for 25 years. Frances here spoke of that as she continued her narration, relating how she “came to” on the other side.

    Then an aura of sadness surrounded her. It was the time for her cremation, back on earth, and  The Rev. Richard Hall officiated at the cremation service.  

”They will be burning my body” Frances said to herself.

 “Immediately an intense DESIRE filled me to be again with all those friends I had loved and those who had loved me, at this solemn ceremony.  In an inexplicable way, and due no doubt to my intense desire, I was able to be present with you all in mind and consciousness, WHILST STILL LYING HERE IN THIS SILVERY LIGHT.  I wondered if this was what astral travelling must have been like.  But it was a wonderful experience.  I ‘saw’ you all.  I was grateful to those who had journeyed to Maidstone to be present at these last rites.  I gloried in the beautiful flowers.  I wanted to weep at Richard’s mystical interpretation of the change which had separated me (though only seemingly) from you all. I longed to say ‘thank you’ to those who had made my last days on earth comfortable.  I ‘read’ the thoughts  of Bertram Woods that the [Churches’]Fellowship [the CFPSS] was losing a tireless worker.  I felt ‘lifted up’ in mind and soul because I was being missed,
 because there was so much affection and because Richard was wisely making this a hopeful farewell, without the heavy burden of emphasised sorrow and mourning which would have saddened and destressed me. 

Then, just as inexplicably as I had become part of these scenes, it all faded.  I was lying here, at peace.  “So this is death!”  I recall saying to one of the Sisters who was beside me -“Life separated by density - that is all!”   Elation filled me. I knew now that I could ‘tune in’ and even ‘see’ the earthplane, if desire was strong enough to loosen the barrier between your world and my new one.  The possibility rested with me....This, I realised, was my first lesson.  Now I dwelt in a realm of Thought; and such thought Power, when rightly implemented, can penetrate the dense plane which is the world of human habitation.  I did not feel that I had realy gone away into a far country.  I could still keep in touch.  With this blessed feeling of consolation I must have drifted again, or slipped into a state of passivity.  

My next experience came with a strong thought - Exeter! 

“Again I was with you in spirit, in the vast Exeter Cathedral where the small gathering to remember me was almost swallowed up  in the big empty building.  This time I was less emotional.  I was able to participate in an objective way.  My mind could apprehend the order of service.  I felt humbled as never before by the kindliness of the souls gathered in that chapel, by  the excellently thought-out oration of Colonel Reginald Lester, by the constructive ‘aura’ of the prayer forms as well as by the expressed faith of that Memorial Service.   This is a change you will all make, I recall thinking, and then Truth will become apparent.  How I longed to materialise before you to show there is no death; but that was beyond my power to do.  By the time the London Memorial Service was held I had ‘progressed’ sufficiently in this method of extension of consciousness to be able to make my presence known to those who could open their minds to this new
 dimension of thought.  I felt that certain people present ‘saw’ me or were ‘aware’ of my presence with the Sisters.  To me this was uplifting and comforting.   I relaxed into peace.  Life goes on for me now on a fuller and more abundant scale of living.  

December 12th, 1965.

     “I am remaining tin the Rest Home, though I am now occupying a ‘cottage’ of my own.  It is a lovely peaceful little place, with a very pretty garden. [She describes ‘gardening,’ keeping the vividly colourful flowers golden and glowing by pouring Light and Love into them and over them, to which they respond].  I still belong to the Home, of course, and I go back there frequently.  I have been having long talks with Mother (Superior) Florence and with Sister Mary and Sister Hilda.  They explain this new adventure to me.  For this IS an adventure; that is how I feel about the new life I am now living.  It is an adventure, probably not permanent, for nothing is permanent, not even here!  But it is truly stimulating and very satisfying.  This can be described as a ‘stretching of the mind’ period.
  
     Now I am learning to apprehend the meaning of much that happened to me.  I see it as a background Pattern.  In a way I am beginning to realize the effects of my thoughts and to view the events that were set in motion by these very thoughts and ideas.  This is indeed a most sobering exercise.  When in the body one is so limited by environment, emotions and difficulties that it is very hard to judge accurately such results as might possibly ensue from the planning, and when we do try to assess the value, we are so often wrong, because we ourselves (our small egotistic selves) get in the way and deflect the Purpose.

Here we live so much more in the realm of mind.  As we ponder over an experience or a Purpose, the mind stretches out to see ALL sides of the problem.  This is a new and not always exciting or pleasant experience.  It is rather like a chain reaction; much more potent and real than the old association of ideas of earth psychology.  Here, as one thinks, one IS.  I’ll try to make that clearer.   There is no compulsion, of course, to review one’s past life on earth as soon as one arrives and the new life here begins.  Some take a long while to tackle the problem.  They dread to see the EFFECTS of mistakes and failures.

Some of our patients here have got ‘stuck’.  And that is where I, who myself am undergoing this kind of mental and spiritual ‘psychiatry’ am able to help them.  That is partly why I have elected to stay on here for a space.  I shall stay until my own course has become clear (both past and possible future) and  until I have been able to rectify the places in the chain where I have failed.  My experiences as a teacher, a religious (nun), a psychologist and an earnest seeker after the spiritual life are of great value now.  I have some background on which to draw and which might help those who are too timed, or frightened, or guilt-ridden, to attempt this work for themselves.  

There was one man in the wards.  He had been brutal and bitter to his wife and family.  Now he is stuck.  He has spent a  long period of your earth time (though there is no time as such  over here), since his changeover to this life, in being tied to the places and the people where his cruelty and his bitterness had been exercised [rather like Scrooge’s experiences in Charles Dickens’s “A Christmas Carol.”

Now he is here, and is trying to go on.  But the film reel of his life appalled him; and he has become completely immobile.  He visits me and we talk and talk (rather as I was able to do with some of the prisoners at Maidstone Gaol).  Last visit  I introduced him to my secret garden.  He began to relax.  I  could SEE it.  Some of the imprisoning aura of fear and remorse began to melt away.  He lay there amidst that golden light for a  very long time and when I did go out to him he smiled.  It was  the first sign of lightness I have seen in him.  He said “Oh, Sister, I feel so much better.  Can I come to your garden again?”

You can see how this  (rescue) work is done!  It helps me and it helps others.  Because this plane is  only a few rungs or so higher than the earth plane, there are the  same conditions, hospitals, as with your civilisations, and  prisons, only here they are self-made.    I will come again and talk.  Bless you.  


[To be continued}  R.R.






Onderkant formulier
	Rr  Rescue Circles (88) Blueprints and Plans of Action from the other side


Bovenkant formulier
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What is the difference between those of us who have second sight or other ways of obtaining evidence of survival and life after death, and those religionists who are either evangelists interpreting the literal truths of the Bible, Koran, Baghavad Gita, Granth Sahib and other sutras and sacred scriptures of their religion, or alternatively belonging to the mainstream formal orthodox sects with their formal creeds, rituals of the long established churches, mosques and temples?

On outward appearance we are much poorer, working from a room in our house or apartment, or in a rented hall or hotel room, or outdoors, and even if we have a church, it is quite a modest building. We don’t have the pomp and ceremony, the splendid music and processions and a congregation of thousands. This is not to mention religion on television.

But though these outwardly rich and colourful ceremonies of worship do attract the spirit world, and a lot of faith is built up, there is something usually missing which we possess all the time. That is the direct personal contact with the world of spirit, and our awareness of the greater life. When we die, or ‘pass,’ we will already have some factual knowledge to guide us to our destination, and to meet our loved ones. Orthodox religions give a rather vague and fearful description of what follows death, and their whole picture is usually depicted within an atmosphere of judgment, sin, fear, guilt and remorse.

Hence the large number of souls needing rescue, as this series of articles and extracts from various spirit communicationshas has tried to show. They do not know the joy and love behind creation. That darkness of ignorance is what has cast them into their personal hell, or state of limbo.

So, how can we, on this side, with our gifts and knowledge, help? The major religions have billions of supporters, and have much power and money and many resources and cultural traditions which are very difficult to break through and change.

Is it meant to be that awakening can only take place after much suffering and after experiencing all these tribal and national genocidal jihads and wars which have cursed humankind for so many thousands of years?

There must be a greater plan for us on this planet, a mere speck of dust in the universe, but where do we begin to look for it? 

Frances Banks discussed very point with Helen Greaves. Back on December 12th, 1965, she explained: “Somewhere in the deeps of my mind two ‘blueprints’ are brought forward into my consciousness. These are so clear that I can (literally) take them out, materialise them and study them. One is the Perfect Idea with which my spirit went bravely into incarnation. The other is the resultant of only a partially understood Plan, in fact, my life as it was actually lived.

It was a shock to me, and a very salutary experience, to find that these two plans differed exceedingly. AND yet, one learns so much by facing the results.

In a way the blueprints resemble maps, with coloured places and light and dark patches, and a kind of glowing ‘sun’ for the high-lights. First of all the mind looks at the whole comparison, and sets the blueprints side by side. This is the first shock; a true humbling of yourself to find that you did so little when you would have done so much; that you went wrong so often when you were sure that you were right!

During this experience the whole cycle of your life-term unfolds before you in a kaleidoscopic series of pictures. During this crisis one seems to be entirely ALONE. Yours is the judgment. You stand at your own bar of judgment. You make your own decisions. You take your own blame. You are the accused, the judge and the jury.

This is where quite a few souls in this Rest Home have become immobilised. Their pictures were too searing in their exposures. So we try to help them along, but only when they have made the ‘inner desire’ to right their wrongs. Until that decision I do not know what happens to them, but I should think that they are ‘prisoners of the self’. 

Immediately they become ready to face themselves again. They are guided to these beautiful and peaceful homes. Here the Sisters devote their love and thought, their skill and experience, to aiding the ‘ stumblers’.

The second stage of this recapitulation starts when the soul feels strong enough and calmed sufficiently to take the earth life, round by round (so to speak). Then the blueprints are brought into the mind again; only this time the start is made from the moment of departure from the body. The mind works slowly, oh! so slowly, backwards through one’s experiences. (I am not confessing where I have reached in this exercise!) But I will tell you that now you seem NO LONGER ALONE.

’Someone’ is beside you. Whether it is your own High Spirit or a Great Helper I have yet to discover. Only now, as you ponder, work out, go over, tabulate and judge what you did AND WHY AND WHAT WERE THE RESULTS (good or bad) you are gloriously ‘aware’ of this great Being beside you, giving strength, peace, tranquillity and helping with constructive criticism. This is a wonderful experience, though harrowing at times. But very cleansing and bring new hope.

Lots of those here have got ‘stuck’ on their ‘first picture’. So we (the Sisters here in the Home) try to link up with these great ones and bring help and strength to the stumblers’ level. Mother Florence is marvellous at this. She has a real technique and this technique is what I am trying, not exactly to copy, but to adapt to my own particular methods of work.

I must tell you about my garden. You remember the ‘Secret Place’ of our meditations? I call this golden patch (of flowers) my ‘secret garden’ and some of the patients (those trying to become unstuck on their first exercise of recapitulation) come and visit me. We talk and then I guide them to my golden garden, and there they lie and relax and ‘tune in’ to the higher thoughts of the Great Ones. I thrill when I see some of the results.”

Richard . 
Rescue Circles (89)  A surgeon describes how drug addiction is hell on earth.

  The spirit of Frances told Helen that she looked back on the life lived on earth, comparing it with the blueprints of what she had intended to do.  “I did not want to leave the earthly life.  I felt that my work had not finished.  I tried hard to ignore the deterioration of the body and I prayed to be allowed to remain for some years longer to accomplish the plans for spreading such knowledge as I had gained, amongst others.... 

     “I had that kind of a mind, which ever needed to read and read, and seek and seek, and absorb and absorb; and even then to rationalise the knowledge gained to my own satisfaction.  Believe me, I did not ‘jump out’ from the community to which I was professed (renouncing her vows as a nun after 25 years) until after I had sifted and digested the evidence for deeper strata of psychic and spiritual needs.  It took me months of study then, reading and meditation, to make up my mind to such a drastic step.  Now, looking back, I see the pattern clearly.  I do not regret it.  Here all is understood and judged on a wider basis.  This is a wide and willing service ...and all is understood and viewed with compassion.

I am exactly the same person now.  I still have to go over and over again in my mind the possibilities I had when on earth, the failures and mistakes I made, in the light of this new approach.....But here one does not waste effort in regretting blindly.  There is too much to learn in a positive manner and to apply to one’s future progress.  And always there are souls in far worse predicaments from whom lessons can be learned.  I speak of the ‘patients’ here.   I said we had all grades and classes in the Home - illiterate, uneducated, educated and cultured, rather as I had to teach when I worked as a Tutor-Organiser in the Maidstone prison experiment.  Only those were prisoners of the State; segregated from their fellows by rule and power.  Here no one is kept against his will or desire.  Mostly the patients are happy enough and wish to stay in this temporary security.  They cannot move on until they have (literally) seen the Light, or at least as much
 of the Light as they can assimilate at their present stages.

There is a medical man here [a surgeon whom Frances called ‘Doctor. X’].  He has been with the Sisters for some space; a brilliant man; alas, he was a drug addict....  On earth he was renowned for the skill of his hands and brain in certain physical operations. (I will not tell you what part of the human body he made his special study, as that might reveal his identity. And here we preserve as much anonymity of our physical life as we can.) [This is another reason why it is so difficult for us alive on earth and mediums in general to obtain evidential PROOF of survival. R.R.].   His skill was a legend in certain medical quarters. But he became a drug addict, unreliable and uncertain.  His health broke and here he is with us in the new Life....

Now he is recapturing the enthusiasm and dedication of his youth, and consequently  his body has moulded itself with all the strength and vigour of a young man...But to his story - as he told it to me; 

     “It all started with an unfortunate affair ….in my early forties. There had been trouble in my domestic affairs and I had fallen in love with a very beautiful but heartless woman, who intended to smash my home life – and did!    During this period of emotional upset and turbulence I had the terrible misfortune to lose a patient during an operation…the knife slipped and cut a vein.  The operation had to be suspended whilst this was attended to and the patient’s heart failed.  In lay circles this was treated as an unfortunate accident; in medical circles my colleagues assured me that the dead man’s heart would never have stood the length and severity of the operation anyhow.   But I knew better,  I had not been in my ‘real’ state.  

“Since I was a young man I had always known that the ‘surgeon’ was within me [a “spirit” doctor]…not I, but this all-knowing, all-perfect someone who, when I stood aside and let him take over, performed miracles of surgery through my brain and hands. I had made it a practice to keep quiet and be alone for awhile on the days when such skill was required in the course of my work, so as to contact him.  ….Without him and his judgment, skill and serenity, I was as nothing.  And when each operation was over and I went to the tap to wash up, I used to feel physically sick at the possibility that, one day, I might lose touch with him…I recall I always said ‘thank you’ after each extended session in the operating theatre.    But on this particular day when the accident occurred, I had rushed to the hospital after an emotional row with the woman I thought I loved.  There had been no time for quiet, or for recollection of my ‘celestial
 surgeon’ if I may call him this.  I was in an emotional turmoil…. [that is to say, no time to go into trance and let the surgeon take over, as is the case with other ‘psychic surgeons’ and spirit  healers].

“In the rush and tension of a surgeon’s life something new now reared itself in my mind.  I became afraid.  I tortured myself that perhaps the inner surgeon would not be ‘there’ to guide and help me.  I became a soul torn apart, tortured, terrified and almost impotent with the fear and dread that what had happened once might happen again.  You see, Sister, I had no knowledge or experience of ‘tuning in’ to reach this great inner spirit, as I am being taught now.  Had I realized then that he is ever ready to be contacted, [as are all our guides] I might have had strength to go on without making the muddle I did of my life.  

“I began to take sleeping drugs to nullify those long terrifying hours of the night when fear takes hold of the brain.  And then a similar operation was presented to me.  Life is always like that, I have learned…one’s character has to be tested at its weakest part.  This was an exact replica of the operation which had been so disastrous only six months earlier, a very specialized, very delicate, cutting away of diseased tissue from a most vital part of the human body.   I went to pieces utterly.    I took a drug which I knew would clear my brain, and numb the persistent nagging fears to which I had allowed myself to succumb.  I worked.  I was calm and efficient.  I thought I contacted the surgeon [in spirit].  The operation was entirely successful. 

“But that was to be my Achilles’ heal.  I began to rely on the effect of the drug.  It seemed to separate away my personal self with all its fears of failure and inadequacy so that the inner one became the surgeon as before.  More and more I fell into this bog of tranquility.  Deeper and deeper I sank until I could no longer operate without the drug.   That was my weakness.  Only now there was the added torture of realising that weakness.  Of knowing that strength had left me.  I was becoming more and more addicted to the ‘outside’ stimulation to calm the personal self, and, God help me, I DARE not give up for fear of being left entirely alone.

“I went on for nearly ten years like this.  Oh, yes, I performed some remarkable operations.  True.  But they were the inner surgeon’s triumphs, not mine.  I was becoming but a poor shell of a man and without medication, neither my brain nor my body would obey me.  If there is hell on earth, that was it.  Progressively I became the slave of the drugs (now more than one) which I was taking.  My mind was in agony; my  body attacked by disease and my soul was lost, alone and frightened.

“You know the rest, Sister.  My mind broke.  I was certified as unsound, put away into a home and there, at length, I was relieved of the diseased body and the illusions of the earth brain.”

This was the story that the spirit of Frances Banks told to Helen Greaves. She continued:

“But now I must tell you of the wonderful experience which has ‘released’ him from wrong judgment, blame and remorse.   With Mother Florence and Sister Hilda I went to the ‘operating theatre’ as we call it here. Doctor X was already there in the care of Father Joseph.  The room is a long rectangle with a kind of domed ceiling that gives the impression of unlimited space.  We sat facing a vista of blueness which appeared to shimmer.  There is no wall, just a deep cerulean blue space.  I seemed to hear singing, though there is no organ or choir, but there was a faint music  of the spheres which is quite indescribable; so soothing that one’s spirit rises to float  out and participate in the sound.   Suddenly this blue vista broke up, and became a cinema or television screen.  Pictures began to emerge  on it.  They were not superimposed as in  cinema, but seemed to ‘grow into it’ from the very ether itself These pictures appeared to form
 themselves.

“They showed moments of stress, moments of triumph,  moments of failure in the earth life of Doctor X.  We saw patients; we watched him in his diagnoses; we followed him to the theatre and witnessed his operations, and as we watched, we became conscious (as did he) of the great Light that enfolded him as he worked.   Light!  [That spirit light has been noticed by clairvoyants surrounding most spiritual healers when they work and pray, and the source of the “orbs” our cameras sometimes capture.  R.R.].  The pictures on the ‘screen’ went on and on.  We were taken into the homes, lives, families of those on whom the Doctor had performed his successful operation.  We saw the benefit to humanity, the healings, the resumption of happy, useful lives which were the results of this man’s skill.  Even when he was working under the influence of drugs we were allowed to view the results of what he had accomplished… When we were shown the skill and
 success with which he brought a great musician back to health and strength. He was enabled to go on and leave the world the richer and more exalted by his performances, to add his portion to the beauty that penetrates the materialism of earth-thinking; to lighten, with glorious sound, that darkness into which men sink, and to uplift their spirits in thankfulness to the Creator.  

 “As the film of his life unwound before us, the Doctor saw (though he could scarcely credit it) that he had indeed done his part.  He had followed his Pattern, worked out his Blueprint, even though he had badly smudged it in the performance.  At the end he saw! He understood. His fault had been a weakness in the SOUL’S contact with the PERSONALITY which he had allowed to widen until it threatened to break completely.  But he had been released (he had died) before that had happened. His failure had been his refusal to DELVE INTO the inner one (the spirit doctor) whom he knew; (he failed) to contact him deliberately and reverently at times other than when the celestial surgeon’s skill was needed. The Light had been within him and about him and he had ‘comprehended it not’…      If I should say that there were tears in his eyes when the revelation ended, I would be partly right. There were tears in the soul; tears for lost opportunities.  But
 also tears of relief. 

“I am indeed learning that we must not judge from our very partial understanding.  This man, failure as he had seemed, had achieved much.  He had been a ‘channel of Light’ even though he had tried to ignore the implications of this, and even despite the fact that his personality had sunk into a bog of illusions.   Doctor X is a soul with dedicated skill.  He will go on to the greater Light, there perhaps to realise his ‘celestial surgeon’ more fully, more potently and intimately and to become united with Him for future service.

“But how can we learn to understand, not only people, but more of the great Plan and Pattern for each one of us and for humanity?  As I am allowed to witness  and to assist those souls  who gather here for a space, I gain knowledge and a very partial understanding of that Plan and this brings a deep humility, together with a reverence for the wonder and marvel of the Divine Creative Thought.  As our consciousness expands, we let in more Light.”
 
[Reviewed and excerpted from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman.  1969.           My notes in square brackets [Richard R.]   Interested readers should obtain a copy of the book, still in print, for Frances Banks’s  full account of life on the other side].

[More about Doctor X and rescue work on the other side to follow]



Rescue Circles (90)   More Rescue work with Dr. “X” on the other side. Disaster, Rescue and Suicide.


 When there is so much rescue needed from poverty and starvation all around the world, from Haiti to Burma, and South Georgia to the Southern  United States, you might ask why we should spend any time reading about what goes on in the world of spirit.  We should be spending our time and energy going out there to help, or at least sending aid, money and technical expertise, raising funds, and lobbying our governments to act more quickly, decisively and compassionately.

Well, for one thing, those we are unable to save from the current crises around the world may soon be in the world of spirit themselves, and be in need of this other kind of spirit rescue already.   Thousands are dying daily before their allotted time because of war, disaster and disease.  Secondly, when it is our time to finally move to the other side and break all ties with this world, we will be better equipped to find our way there, and be able to help those in distress, if we have some prior knowledge about what happens to the spirit over there.  Thirdly, we can do both - work on this side, AND on the other.  As we live here and now, we can help in that rescue work, on both sides of the veil, as this series of articles has shown. It doesn’t take long to think about this a little, and read about what is going on.

It is sad to know, however, that knowledge of our spirit body, of the life in spirit after death,  and the precepts and virtues taught by all our cultures, philosophies and religions, knowledge of these has not been much help in combating depression, suicide and the insane martyrdom of suicide bombers and fanatical terrorists.    Robert Young, the actor, in spite of meeting the spiritual healers Olga and Ambrose Worrall, and being knowledgeable in Spiritualism, committed suicide a few years back in a fit of depression.   More recently, Joe Fisher, the writer and psychical researcher who had met the, when his personal life and finances went awry, also committed suicide.  Let us hope that no one takes suicide as a way out in the present financial crisis.  Without a firm faith in our continued existence on the other side, this life can at times seem meaningless,
 bleak and lonely, especially if we have lost all our possessions and some of our loved ones.   All the more reason for us to become more erudite in matters of the spirit (which is a contradiction in terms, but a practical necessity if we are to remain sane). 

 I think the theory of evolution, biogenetics and belief in an erroneous idea of a ‘big bang’ which started off this universe are not going to give us much comfort. I would rather trust my own second sight than any scientist’s theory, and as for skeptics and debunkers, still trying to belittle Spiritualism by incorrectly retelling the story of the Fox sisters, I have only a little pity and much compassion. Firstly, the Fox sisters are not representative of the millions of healers, mystics and mediums who have lived amongst us since the dawn of civilisation.  I have been attempting to record the doings and sayings of some of these other remarkable people in my different series of articles.  That is not to deny that the Fox sisters were talented, and had their valuable part to play in the Spiritualist movement.  Secondly, these debunkers are certainly going to need rescuing when they eventually find themselves in some kind of skeptic’s limbo on the
 other side, with Sartre and Carl Sagan as their neighbours in a nihilistic void!.

So, unflustered, we will resume with Frances Banks and her account of working with the spirit doctor, a former drug addict, now busy helping souls in distress.

3rd January 1966.

“I have become great friends with Doctor X.  He and I have long talks on all sorts of subjects.   He say that, in his medical work, he had known how marvelous was Nature in her precision, recapitulation and  application; that life must be in a series. He confesses that the conviction that he had failed in this round haunted the last years of his time on earth.  Now, as you can understand and appreciate, he is eager to go on.  He desires to learn, to become strong, to absorb Light, and then return to earth with his innate skill, but with a stronger link and memory of the Spirit, and a true  one-ness with his soul.  His is a great [old] soul. But he was not strong enough to maintain contact with the Power Within [and with the band of spirit surgeons helping him when he was on earth.  He KNEW about this, which made his failure through drug addiction even
 more frustrating to him].

“I went with Doctor X to visit some of his contemporaries and his friends in another part of this new life.  I suppose you would call this the higher Planes.  I cannot say for sure.  Anyway, we found ourselves within a medical circle of souls  There were many souls and they radiated  a joyous concentration that was catching.  We soon found ourselves chatting away eagerly in groups.  One was there who had been a great physician.  He radiated spiritual love and beauty. He appeared to be a Leader of the group.  He said that soon he would have the pleasure of welcoming Doctor X on to his staff.  I was thrilled for my new friend.  I was so happy for him.  It was a moment, I felt, of supreme achievement.

“Then we met the musician whose life on earth Doctor X had been able to prolong by his medical and surgical skill.  The musician has promised to take us to the Halls of Music.  It was my most marvelous experience of this new aspect of Life.  I felt FILLED with Light, that is the only way I can express it.  But neither of us could hold this great intensity of vibration for long.  We felt used up by this High Frequency so that, presently I, for one, had the strange experience of dwindling.  And then we were both back in my garden and Sister Hilda was there to tell us that there was an urgent situation arisen in the Home.   But we had both had a taste of the beauty of the Higher Spheres and of communion with progressed souls.  I felt as though I was shining.  The Light stayed with me.  This is Life…Life more abundant.

“Sister Hilda and I returned to the Home.  Mother Florence awaited us.  She took us apart and told us that a new, and very difficult patient had been brought in.  The man had been a Nazi leader; well-known and extremely powerful during the last war.  After the downfall of Germany he had committed suicide. I cannot give his name, but it is not Hitler. [Perhaps Goebbels, or Goering].  Since that time he had been lodged in the shadows. Mother Florence explained that he had been wandering  in the lower places [probably the lower astral plane].  For twenty earth years, he had been imprisoned by his own evil. Now he had been rescued.  He was conscious of his terrible cruelty and filled with remorse.  Mother Florence warned us that he would need very special nursing, care, understanding and help.  Also, that we might get a shock at his appearance which, I gathered, was not a sight such as I had ever witnessed.  Mother also warned us to draw a web of
 protection around us and to hold firmly to the Light.   I was apprehensive as we went towards a separate ward  at the far end of the Home.  But not prepared for the sight that met us. 

“The ward was dark and gloomy, very different from our usual light and sunny rooms.  A pall of murky twilight seemed to hover over it.  Only slowly did it become apparent to us that something lay on the bed.  I looked away quickly from the repellent sight.  The poor creature’s body appeared to be covered with sores and scars; the eyes were closed.  ‘He thinks he is blind’ Mother Florence whispered.  ‘He  is not, of course, but the Light here is too bright and penetrating for him as yet; and he cries out that it has blinded him.’

“The man was a terrible and pathetic sight.  As I looked away again I became aware of Father Joseph who sat at the head of the bed behind the patient.  ‘Now’ I heard Father Joseph say, although there was no apparent sound in the room, ‘This poor unfortunate creature needs all our care and compassion.  He has come to us to be healed and to be enabled to face himself and judge his deeds when he wakens from his terrible ordeal of darkness.  Let us together concentrate our thoughts and blessings on him.  Let us feel a gentle soft healing Light, God’s healing Force of the utmost sweetness and gentleness pour out from our souls to his.  Let us ask that Light may come into this place; that it may touch him, comfort him and give him sweet sleep.’

“I looked round swiftly.  There were Father Joseph, Mother Florence, Sister Hilda, Sister Cecilia and myself.  They looked utterly calm.  Slowly, as I sank deeper into concentration, I felt myself swept up into a great joy and strength and power.  The poor creature moaned but I scarcely heard him.  The ward had been dark.  Gradually Light grew in it; in one corner an intense shimmer of Light became clearly visible; a Light that condensed into a white-hot Flame, like a pillar of fire.  Then I knew that a Celestial Being had added His Ray of Spirit Force.  I found myself praying, not only for this tormented soul but also for the souls of his victims.” 

[to be continued].  Excerpted and reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.   


Rescue Circles (91)   Hatred retards the soul’s progress.  The Nazi leader and one of his victims.

Frances Banks continued her account of the rescue of the Nazi leader after twenty years in the darkness.

January 3rd, 1966 (cont.)

”Suddenly, in the midst of my prayers, I was transported back into the Community Chapel in South Africa [where she had served for twenty-five years as a nun, and head teacher].  I HEARD the Sisters singing, and I joined in:  

Unto us a Child is born,
Unto us a Son is given.

The hymn swelled.  I was THERE, with the Community, singing, yet I knelt here by the bedside of this lost, broken soul.  I startled because I felt that I must have been singing aloud; but no one moved.  Then a Voice echoed in my mind...

Father, forgive him.  He knew not what he did...

At that moment I had been AT ONE with the Sisters on earth in their prayers and intercessions for all sorts and conditions of mankind, as well as AT ONE  with this small band of dedicated and devoted Servers of the Light; and at the same moment AT ONE with the penetrating white Light of a great healing Angel.  [Bilocation, trilocation and unity].

There is no separation.  We are all ONE. 

Neither heaven nor earth nor hell can separate us from the love of God - I murmured to myself as the realisation flooded me that the patient had literally come from hell to us.

The great Light faded slowly, but now the gloom had gone from the ward.  Our patient lay still.  The rigours of his body had ceased. He seemed to be asleep.

In the next ward - Mother Florence was saying - is a woman who was one of his victims, a young Jewish mother who has arrived with him. She has been bound to him by her deep hatred.  But she is progressing because she had real love in her heart for  her husband and child who were snatched from her.  She has the power of Love in her soul.  He, poor creature, has not...yet...And when he is healed sufficiently, they must confront one another and learn forgiveness, understanding and charity...just as in the case of the old servant and her Mistress, who later haunted the Sussex cottage of Helen Greaves.

I was aware then that Father Joseph had slipped away.  Mother Florence also left us and the three of us remained behind to keep vigil.   The Christmas hymn  Unto Us A Child Is Given rang in my mind.  It seemed out of context, yet the thought persisted in my mind:  This IS a beginning, a birth.  This is a new life being born, a soul being brought into Light.    Slowly I seemed to melt into an all-embracing meditation and contemplation upon God’s Peace and Light; a depth of contemplation such as I had never before known.  It was a most truly wonderful experience.   At last, it seemed, I had broken through that barrier which throughout the entire period of my earthly life, had barred my way.  Of such a Peace I cannot speak, for words cannot express it.  I had found a new measure, a new capacity, and I  was awake in the Light.  I was carried in that peace to my own cottage where, later, I found myself.   Our patient still sleeps....

January 5th 1966.

I have been to visit the medical group again with Doctor X.  He revelled in talking with his old associates, and with legendary figures of importance in the medical profession.  Lister was amongst them. I was able to have a word or two  with Pierre Curie, even though on earth he was a Frenchman and my French was never fluent.  Language affords no difficulty over here; and I yet do not know if I spoke in French or he in English.  Or even if, in the earthly sense we SPOKE at all!

January 8th 1966.

Our [Nazi] patient is still sleeping.  He has not changed and possibly will continue to rest in this pure Light of healing and love until his soul has regained sufficient strength and peace to begin its long progress onwards.

I have talked with the Jewish girl who arrived with him.  She has recovered sufficiently to begin to reorient her thought; to change the angle of her thinking.  She was a good woman, that is, she was moral and kind and loving, but it will take much instruction and gentle working out of her problems before she will be enabled to view the horror of what happened to her in an objective manner.  The old ingrained eye for an eye and tooth for a tooth  belief has to be trnsmuted through this new angle of judging into an appreciation of Love as the instigator of life.  Already some of the virulent hatred is dissolving as she now realises that the avenger receives nothing constructive or worth while by insisting on recompense [and punishment].

Mother Florence told her about the poor soul who was the instigator of her tragedies, the Nazi leader, and she knows that he is even now resting, and being healed.  So far she can scarcely bear to think of his being healed, but she will.  Now all that she asks is to be reunited with the husband and child who were taken from her.  Her own sufferings in the camp to which she was taken and where she later died, are being obliterated in her consciousness as she is learning to relax and let go of the earthly life and all the terror and hate in it, and to live in the Light.

Her husband, who was a German lawyer, was rounded up and transported to a labour camp where he too, later, died from injuries and exposure.  She never knew what happened to her little girl.  Mother Florence tells me that the husband has been located.  He did not hold the hatred in his soul so deeply or so bitterly and has progressed more easily.  He has awaited the arrival of the wife he loved and has continuallty sent her Love and Light, even whilst she was sojourning in those shadowy worlds of the lowe astral bound by the hate bonds to the man who had caused the tragedies.  Perhaps it was the very fact of that Light sent down to her and to the soul of the man who was responsible for the cruelties, which helped to set them free from the underworld, so that Messengers could bring them here.  In the nature of consciousness (which is the way here of saying in the fullness of time) he will come to meet her.  They will be reunited and will go their way
together.  Of the child I know nothing.

For myself I have been going through a sort of cleaning out process, and in this dear Mother Florence has been as helpful, gentle and understanding with me as she was in the months preceding my final Profession into the religious life [on earth].   I retire more and more to the deep joy and peace and rest of my garden amongst my flowers. You recall that I could never sit and enjoy relaxation in my garden when on earth.  I was always too anxious to get on with my jobs.

Over here there is no such urgency.  More and more I am learning to let go of urgency and to let my soul sink deeply and refreshingly into contemplation of the joy of the Spirit. This develops into what you would call a dream life yet it is really a stretching out of the soul to a wider consciousness.  I revel in Light and peace and a new joy.  I cannot describe it more clearly than that.  If I say that now I understand the meaning of the phrase REST IN THE LORD, that might help.  Yet there is no personality about this experience.  God is Light, Energy and Joy to me.  I rest in that Light and am healed from my many mistakes.  And I live a more abundant Life.

Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.

Rescue Circles  (92)   Rescue and Development on the other side.  

The experiences of Frances Banks on the other side are of great interest to us as would-be rescuers now or at some time in the future.  She gives examples of spirits with  very different qualities of character and at various stages of development, some needing rest and treatment, or education and discussion,  and others fully awake and able to move ahead on their own.   Before looking at a few more cases, here is a follow-up on the Nazi leader and his former victim. Frances is communicating to her friend, medium Helen Greaves in her cottage outside Guildford in Surrey.
January 13th, 1966

Our Nazi patient is still the same; inert, motionless, shut up in the shell of himself.  

Father Joseph tells me that the poor creature might be like this for what we would say on earth, many years.  He has already been held in the dark bondage of the hell of his own making since the end of the last war, and that is over twenty years ago. (I am fast losing count of time as we knew it on earth.)  Things ‘happen’  here; souls or entities at all the lower stages of progress come and go; we either leave or we stay; but we do not reckon these events in time.  We live, or we exist, according to the level of our thought-life. Some are content to stay, thinking no doubt that this is the final stage.  There must, of course, come a time in the soul’s  awakening when that belief is proved false, but Father Joseph tells me that some souls settle down in one stage for years… even centuries!  While others persist in their former earth surroundings for ages!
Our Nazi then may lie like this  long after many of the patients, helpers and servers here have graduated to Higher Spheres.
Still we have regular ‘thought-sessions’ for him.  Even the Jewish woman has been to see him.  She stood looking at this pathetically disfigured soul and at last she whispered: “He doesn’t LOOK so evil, does he?”
The wonderful lesson about this is that by the time he is ready to confront her, she will have progressed enough to be able to forgive all the injuries for which he was responsible, and she will be prepared to help him.  And he will need help!
I talked to our wise Director about this.  Father Joseph said that although we are doing all we can, it is a pity that there are  no prayers which could be said for the man’s soul from the inhabitants of the earth plane.  Interested in this point of view I asked for an explanation. 
“Prayers and good thoughts” he told me “for those who have left the earth life, by their fellows still in incarnation, are a great aid to our work here.  The prayer forms, and the potency of good thoughts, cause a quickened vibration to reach the one prayed for. As he is generally closely connected with his former life by interests and affections and memories, he is able to respond to such vibrations; thus he is much helped.  Such petitions and meditations could be likened to a draught of healing water for the newly transmitted soul.”  Our Adviser shook his head with what I felt was infinite sadness.  “But alas, there is no one on earth to pray ever for the repose of this poor soul.”  
I (Frances) thought deeply about this.  Poor soul he is, but not a ‘lost soul’.  There must have been some good which the Great Ones recognised, otherwise our Nazi patient would not have been ‘rescued’.  His besetting sin, which blacked out all else, was love of power; it swelled into  viciousness against another race, even causing him to put to death men, women and children of that race [and  an equal number of gypsies, dissidents,  foreigners and the mentally ill and retarded .  This fact is often omitted from the accounts of the Nazi Holocaust.  R.R.]  
But unless we are All-Wise, how can we judge what he did?   There have been monsters throughout history who have burned, tortured, pillaged and ravaged.  What has  happened to them?  They could not all have been ‘lost’.  Poor creatures, they must have crawled up out of the slime of their misdeeds into some soul-light at some time, and perhaps then, have hastened back to birth with only half-digested knowledge. 
Always, I feel certain, those ahead must have reached down a helping hand, or sent a loving thought, for no soul is left alone.  But as each soul must come to the judgment of his earth deeds and results of them, one can only ask for strength to be vouchsafed to this poor, deluded entity when he too stands at the bar of judgment.  Will no one on earth pray for his soul at that time?
We have been instructed to ‘pray for those who despitefully use us’.  Here, surely is a living example for us all.  Perhaps this is a notorious case.  But what of the  millions more who, during their short span on earth, have done evil and have paid for their crimes (as we have so smugly  said) by execution, and then have been forgotten?
Have no prayers been moulded by Love into thoughts of compassion which could reach them in their darkness?   Have we ever remembered them and called for aid for the reckoning  of their misdeed?  It is a sobering thought.  In such  a connection we might discover  that our negligence and the self-interest in which we have enclosed ourselves might call for recompense when we reach this world.
Your ask about Rescue Circles.  When I was in the body I knew about this method of  help and even attended such groups myself, when I was investigating.  But the investigators and helpers must be very pure in heart and very sure of Divine Help and Strength when attempting such work.  Now that I have witnessed, for myself, the  state of such a soul from outer darkness, I am aware more potently of the dangers of such groups, and would advise caution.
Yet the sending out of Light from the Centre by groups at meditation times, the deliberate formation of a prayer thought to reach down and touch those poor benighted ones, a moment of remembrance in a holy place, even the uttering of the names of such unfortunates, commending them to Divine Mercy, all are helps towards the resurrection of those who dwell in darkness.  Forgive me if I have preached; such is not my wish.  I  can only trust that the describing of my grave experiences here may bring some echo of compassion into the hearts of those who read.
January 15th, 1966.

I have met my family, and visited my father, mother, sister and brother.  But as this is a private affair and not relevant to the purpose of these communications, I shall not speak about it.
Our Nazi patient still sleeps. His Jewish victim has been visited by her husband, a kind and gentle soul, and they have talked long and earnestly.  The child, who was taken from her, is not, it appears, in this World (of spirit).  Her husband told of his long search.  At last he was told that the child had lived on and had grown up.  Poor soul, she exists, bitter and unhappy and sunk into a sordid life.
On learning this information, the mother at first reverted to her bitterness and longing for revenge but, as Father Joseph and her husband pointed out to her, revenge has no meaning in the realms above; there is only understanding, forgiveness and selfless [unconditional] love. 
After much discussion our poor sad mother became calmed and was enabled to see Purpose in all things.  Now she is as anxious as her husband to locate the girl and get into touch with her by thought,  love and concentrated prayer.  She herself needs a great deal more cleansing of her ‘etheric’ before she can succeed in her quest.  But she is already a different soul.  The old hard shell is melting from her.  Gentleness and maternal love shine in her.  She is happy to be once more with the husband she lost, and is preparing to join him in the home he is preparing for her.  At first she may sojourn with him for a space, returning here to rest and grow strong in her soul.  Later, when the healing is accomplished, the way will be open for these two souls to be together, and to contact their daughter.  I mean that the Powers-that-be who operate these contacts from this side will find a ‘channel’ through which the girl may be reached. [Then] Light and Love will be poured upon her.
Going back to a communication on January 11th, 1966,  here was a rescue case on  a different level.
I call him ‘the man on a bicycle’.  He is a soul who has been here in this Home for a long time by earth standards.  He was killed in a bicycle accident, I should imagine, just before or early in the First World War because he couldn’t recollect  anything about any war when I talked with him.  Here he is in what I call my psychiatric ward.  He was a sneak-thief.  He made an art of  stealing and he was never caught.  He was  killed when his bicycle got out of control on a steep hill because the brakes did not act.  He ran into the car (one of the early vintage) of a woman whom he had systematically robbed for years; vegetables from her garden, cash from her house which he had broken into and entered.  As she was in business in the town where he lived he knew her hours of absence from home.  She never suspected him.  It seems he was very expert at forcing window-catches and climbing drain-pipes.  He worked as a labourer, but he had Ideas!  One was that ‘all things are free’.  He was right of course – in a way.  All things should be free and if man had reached such a stage of evolution, so it would be.  But man has not.  Everything is free here, of course.  That is one of his stumbling blocks in our long and rather involved talks together.
“It’s free here! Why shouldn’t it have been free for all, there?” he keeps asking.

Can you see our difficulty?  We have to teach him that morally he was wrong, though spiritually the world and its absorption with possessions was wrong, too.  Only he still refutes the suggestion that he was overwhelmed with the desire for possession!
He is a strange ‘locked-up’ soul, willing and helpful, but he cannot seem to get past his dogged beliefs, nor to adapt himself to the new life here.  He ‘works’ about the home; his limited intelligence has not even yet realised that he need not go to call the Sisters, or DIG to plant the flowers.  So he goes on his own old way; and we talk to him and try to persuade him to accept this new phase of Life which he has entered.  He appears to have become static, and so he may remain until his Higher Self is awakened in him.  He is perfectly content with being where he is and is not at all aspiring to anything more Real. 
Selected from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.

[more rescue cases on the other side to follow.  Richard R.]
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More help given to new arrivals on the other side.

We had an arrival who did not stay with us. After a rest she continued on her way. This was an interesting case; this was a woman who had been nurse and missionary for many years of her life in ASfrica, and had lived the Christian religion. She was put to death when there had been a [tribal] uprising, an with her [died] a small black boy whom she had befriended. They had arrived here together, for it seemed that even in the period of transition to this plane she hadd held the child to her with love.

This is a woman whom, if I had not learned better, I could find within myself to envy. She is such a beautiful soul, with the Light of Love surrounding her like a halo. Her first words, when she became conscious of her surroundings, were “I knew I would wake up amongst Sisters. Thank God! It is wonderful!” There was, in her mind, no question of surviving the terrible ordeal through which she had met death; there were no recriminations, no fears and most impressive of all, no hatreds. She exuded unselfish love.

Her quick concern was for the little boy. When she learned that he was here with her safely sleeping, she almost wept with joy.

”You see, I mpromised his parents who went on some time before, that I would look after him she said. “Now I can really rest awhile.”

She was a joy to us all here - a soul full of light and beauty. She and I had great talks. I told her of my visit to the Doctors and of the Great Physician who is their Leader. She was thrilled and uplifted. I knew that soon she would find herself in the Presence of some great Soul. “But not before little Laki has been restored to his own parents” she insisted.

So the Sisters set out to find the boy’s parents. I do not mean of course that they did this in the physical sense in which we would have done it on earth. They concentrated, asking for help from the Great Ones who direct the newly-arrived souls. They also sent out their thoughts to contact the beam on whose Ray these souls were abiding. And a contact was made.

A Messenger arrived with a guide, and little Laki went on to his rightful jplace. His foster-mother was overjoyed for she knew that she would be able to visit him and help him as she had done when in the physical body. Here I must say a word about the boy. A child is so much nearer to the soul-life. Even this child’s few short years on earth, six I believe, had scarcely separated him from his before-birth contact with Divine Love. This Love had been continued for him by his missionary mother. He accepted our new life with a quiet wonder and yet a fulfilled joy. He loved us all, and once he told Mother Florence of a great angel whom he said he had seen with us in the home. For me it has been a precious sand wonderful experience to have witnessed the re-birth here of such innocence; the soul of this child, unpolluted, untainted by the materialism and separation of earth beliefs, was so ready for the heaven world. I can express it best by saying
it was lie a bud opening into flower here. Please write this and stress it, for it will, I feel, give comfort to those fathers and mothers who may have been separated by what the world calls death from their little ones.

Laki rejoined his people; our missionary rested with us. To me she was a lesson without words. How much I learned from her! For she was indeed one of the Chosen.

Her brief sojourn with us here helped me to re-think over my old set of values. We do make the mistake of valuing intellect to highly in the earth life, scorning the SIMPLE follower of Reality. This woman has intelligence but not a trained or well-developed intellect. But she lived daily from the true Centre of herself. In other words, the Spirit was her daily guide and every problem, every difficulty and every joy she took to this Master within. She RADIATED peace and love and joy; and death had meant little to her. She was well acquainted with te Inner Voice and obeyed the Higher Will. It had taken her through strange experiences; yet it was quite clear that she had brought a Divine Ray into the world with her, lowly and far from clever as she was She had LIVED what so many of us had TALKED about.
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Taking a break from Frances Banks and her work on the other side, here is more rescue work from a group in Devon, visiting a Newton Abbot church where recently Stewart Alexander made his last public appearance on the platform.

Transcript courtesy of Michael Evans. Many thanks to him for forwarding it to
us.

A HAUNTED CHURCH Newton Abbot)

It seems funny to think of a Spiritualist Church being haunted â€“ but it has
happened. In the seventeenth century this had been a Baptist Church, which later
became a Spiritualist Church. Many mediums had seen or felt the presence of an
old fashioned Baptist Minister dressed in the garb of long ago. They all felt
the presence to be unpleasant â€“ even menacing. In spite of every effort to
clean and refurbish the church this powerful negative energy remained.

Two very experienced mediums wished to bring about a cleansing of the church by
persuading this unwanted visitor to move on to his proper place in a higher
dimension. Hearing that our group had been able to free a number of sites and
homes of earthbound entities, we were asked to lend a hand with the effort to
free this gentleman from his attachment to the earth.
Three of us joined the two mediums at the church, making a circle of
five. I pinned a microphone to Johnâ€™s clothing. After an opening prayer for
protection and guidance, John settled into trance as he has done so many times
before. As usual the first person to speak through John was Grey Cloud, his
guide. The following is a transcript of the recording I made at the time.

Michael: Welcome, friend.

Grey Cloud: You still use friend?

Michael: Grey Cloud!

Grey Cloud: Yes! We are brothers â€“ altogether â€“although we have a sister
with us tonight. You are right â€“ this gentleman who is upsetting things is a
very disagreeable gentleman, although he wears his collar back to front. But I
think he has met his match. It is not only I, but many other spirit friends who
work with us, and if I cannot persuade him, he will be persuaded by all the
rest. In a minute I will see if he wants to talk to you.
(To the spirit) And you can stop that right away. I'm not going to take any
messing about from you! You can spout the Bible as much as you like â€“ it was
all right when you were on the earth plane, but you have passed to the world of
Spirit. It is now time for you to take up a position in the world of Spirit
where you can help people and not hinder them. You know the Bible inside out, I
know â€“ why don't you practice what you preached? You know it is right. It is
not your church and even when you were on the earth plane, it was not your
church.

Ron (another member of the rescue group): Let him come and speak to us.

Grey Cloud: I will if he will come. We can only hope and open the space for him,
but if he does not want to, we cannot force him at this time. So, I will see:
(To spirit) It's no good you trying to tell me you are frightened! You are not
frightened. The only thing you are frightened of is the truth â€“ so come along!

Ron: Were you baptized?

Spirit: I was, and I baptized many others.

Ron: You were baptized into the Spirit!

Spirit: That is perfectly true, as many others were.

Ron: Then, first and foremost, you are a Spirit.

Spirit: Yes.

Ron: You are here adhering to this place, but you have not followed the
commandment of Jesus, 'Take up thy cross and follow me'.

Spirit: That is very true.

Ron: And where did Jesus go?

Spirit: Hmm. Among the people.

Ron: And after that, after the crucifixion â€“ He ascended!

Spirit: Yes.

Ron: As all people who leave this physical life must do. Why do you cling to the
physical? You taught poverty _ you taught chastity, but you do not follow your
own teaching.

Spirit: I must agree with you. I cannot do anything else but agree with you.

Ron: Then it is time to realise that you must move to the next dimension! 'Today
you will be with me in Paradise' â€“ not some dim and distant future. Today! 
Paradise is there for you. Go with all your brothers who worked with you in this
place when it was the Baptist Church. Have you not looked at the limestone
building, just across from here? That is the Baptist Church now â€“ it was not
there when you were here.

Spirit: No, it was not.

Ron: Right! Do you cling to that building?

Spirit: No.

Ron: Why not? That holds a license as a Baptist Church â€“ this does not. You do
not cling to the Baptist teaching â€“ you cling to a material place.

Spirit: Yes .

Ron: Yet you taught poverty â€“ to cling to nothing material.
Spirit: Exactly what I am doing.

Ron: You remember Brother Hawkes?
Spirit: Yes.

Ron: Where is he?

Spirit: In a different place to me.
Ron: He's looking at you now, waiting for you to look up and see him. Don't look
at the past â€“ look at the present!

Spirit: So, in other words, I must look forward to the future, not only for
myself, but also for the building as it is now â€“ still doing the work of the
Spirit and our beliefs.

Ron: You worked, as you thought, for the Spirit but you became too attached to
position. You became too attached to the material panoply. You know that. You
loved the respect that all the poor people around gave you. Be truthful in your
own heart, and have compassion on yourself.

Spirit: I think I was too much in feeling with the power which I had over other
people.

Ron: But look up! You know Brother Hawkes is here.

Spirit: Not only Brother Hawkes!
Ron: But you respected his knowledge.

Spirit: All right Now I have to â€“ I am going to make myself do something which
I have never done before â€“ and that is to apologize to our two friends here
for causing so much disturbance to you, Forgive my foolish ways.

Ron: You forgive your foolish ways and follow the behest of Brother Hawkes and
the lady who has come to join him!


Spirit: Yes, yes!

Ron: I believe you now see Gwen.

Spirit: Yes, they are both stood together, right in front of me with their arms
waiting to enclose around me.

Ron: They have not at any time criticised you or judged you.

Spirit: I know nor has the other. All this time he has been waiting so
patiently.

Ron: That is the true love the love of Jesus which follows his teaching 
Love ye one another!

Spirit: Love ye one another as I love you. All right, I will go with my dear
friends. You will not hear from me again unless you wish the help of us in any
matter concerning this place. I am so glad that that burden has been able to be
lifted from me, through the help of our friends, and my friends in Spirit.

Ron: Remember your own words: 'Love and serve the Lord'. Remember, Jesus taught,
'You can only serve by serving these, the least of my brethren.'

Spirit: I give you my thanks, my friends, for all your endeavours, your
troubles; the troubles I have caused. Now go forth into your world and do the
work of your beliefs. In many ways it has been difficult for me to realise that
where I am is a true and wonderful place that few upon this earth can gaze upon.
I have gazed and not seen the
beauty, but now the light of our Lord is shining on you to come forth again to
see the beauty that there is.
I will leave you now in peace and love. Goodbye!

Michael: Goodbye, friend.
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Frances Banks continued the account of her work on the other side.

January 18th, 1966.

There is an ex-policeman here; he has been in the Home for some little while, I mean BEFORE I arrived, and is soon being transferred to another station on this same plane for the reasons which I will explain.

He is a simple man. He was not educated, but had a great sense of duty and always fulfilled to the best of his ability that station in life to which it had pleased God to call him. He was ailing for some time, I understand, before a sudden cessation of the heart function ended his life, and he came here. He was an honest man, who had never bothered his head about religion or philosophy; and he had supposed, as many still do, that death meant the end of all knowing. It has been a great wonder and astonishment to him to find life here so normal. But he has responded well. It has taken time and much help on the part of the devoted workers here; but now that he is able to adjust to this new phase of living, he is anxious to help his family still on earth.

It appears that he had a son and a daughter, and was contented enough with his wife. The son is now in the force following in his father’s footsteps; it is the girl who he believes needs his help. She was a pretty, wayward little thing, and at eighteen had an illegitimate child. 
He admitted, quite without repression, that he and his wife felt great shame at the time; nevertheless they accepted the child and brought it up as their own. After about two years the young mother deserted her family and her baby and went off to live another man. There were rows and recriminations. But she went her way and they had grown too fond of the child to send it away to a home. They saw less and less of their daughthter; the baby grew into a healthy little girl, cared for tenderly by the grandparents. 

Later the daughter quarrelled with her protector, and went off with another man, then lived spasmodically with sailors at a southern port, and went steadily down the scale of respectability and morals as he put it. 
Naturally, the grandparents and the brother were upset, and longed and worked for the girl’s return to a decent life. But every time they engineered a meeting it ended in scenes and accusations. Our policeman admitted, quite frankly, that his temper was not of the best, and that he invariably lost it during these meetings. So nothing constructive was ever managed. The grandparents were left with the child and the daughter went from bad to worse, and she ended by openly becoming a prostitute.

Poor man! Poor, sad, angry father. Under the strain and worry his health deteriorated. He had to be relieved of his duties. Worry, fear, anger and a feeling of impotence with his daughter brought on the tension which caused the heart trouble. He collapsed.

He had told me of the inexplicable happenings of his dying. He was rushed to hospital; the daughter was informed and, much to his surprise, she came to see him. She was actually at his bedside he believes, when he went out like a light. But previous to that he was unconscious to the earth world, yet he could hear what went on around him. As with all dying people, he could hear but he had no power either to think clearly or to speak. He was, however, perfectly aware of his daughter’s grief. She wept bitterly and said that if only she could, she would come home again to live. He longed to say - Come home NOW - but his tongue would not obey him.

His wife said - Dad would want you to come home and be with us and your little one - but the girl only went on crying and saying that she was not fit to come home now.

After that he recollects that he must have had it, for he remembers feeling an odd kind of rushing wind and then nothing more until he woke up here. But you can realise how his thoughts and longings go out to his daughter. He no longer feels shame or anger, only a great desire to express his love for her and to help her redeem herself from the life she is leading. He has been told of the possibility of getting into touch with those on the earth plane, and THAT, now, is our policeman’s sole (and soul) desire. He wants nothing for himself; even the prospect of progressing onwards to work at anything he wishes does not appeal to him.

I must find her - he keeps repeating. If, as you say, there are ways for me to talk with her, then I must take them. I’ve got to say I’m sorry for my own harshness. I’ve got to show her that I love her; and I’ve got to tell her that I’m still alive living here, compos mentis and all, and that she will live too!

Frances - But suppose she won’t listen.

Policeman - I’ll keep on and on until she does! I’ve got to prove this to her, for my sake as well as for hers, don’t you see? Because all this is still so strange, and wonderful! And because I’ve learned different now.

So at one of our Council meetings, we discussed his problem and it was decided to help our policeman on his way. There are Stations on this plane where communication with the earth plane is possible. {I always had an idea of this but now I know it is a fact.) In these Stations there are helpers and servers who have dedicated their knowledge and service to helping those who long to send messages to loved ones still on earth. The technique employed, I understand, is quite special and very difficult at first to follow, even by those who desire to use it. But there ARE Stations, there are Directors for this work, there are administrators and technicians to run them.

You remember how, when I first knew you, I used to call you a celestial telephone? - [Helen Greaves was a medium] - Well, I think of this sending out of messages from our side now as the earth telephone or the telephone of the mortals.

Privately, however, I think of it as a public telephone. At first I wanted very much to see how the work was carried on, even, perhaps, to try to send messages myself, until it became clear to me that this would not only be a waste of effort but also a selfishness on my part, for I really have no need of this kind of help.

I have been fortunate enough always to have had an enquiring mind, and with this, as you know, I delved deeply into the subjects of communication and of Extra Sensory Perception. Telepathy, as you will confirm, we both studied and I practised it in my small way gaining some measure of success both with you and with others in unimportant experiences. But these methods of communication, via the astral plane, were never revealed to me. And I am convinced that there is no reason to pry now.

Thus, although I may visit our man in the force in his new home and even watch him at the Station and try to help him, I shall keep to the methods which seem to suit the work I am trying to do. I mean, of course, our telepathic contact and with other, in which my mind becomes tuned to yours and can transmit and receive without need of other help, even that of a possibly bewildering technique [such as direct voice, or automatic writing]. 

For on this telepathic wave I can write with you these scraps of information on the all-controversial subject of Life after Death (though we are merely touching the fringe of all the wonders here and hereafter) with, I trust, satisfactory results sufficient, anyway, to help those who may read.

This is part of my task now, and you who knew me so well were aware of my characteristic, that when I got my teeth into a subject, I would never let it go until sufficient knowledge had been extracted to satisfy me. That trait serves me well here. This is not a solo performance on my part. Not by any means! There is a Band who help and guide me in the selection of incidents to be telepathed to you. In this, Father Joseph is most helpful, as he had contacted your mind previously; your husband also helped in opening the way and was instrumental in your listening to my mind in the first instance. There are others in the Band, and I understand that we are merely instruments in this work. The veil between the worlds must be rent asunder, or dissolved. People living on earth, the erudite, the cultured and clever minds, as well as the devotional and religious minds, and the uneducated, the illiterate and the closed minds, must all be reached. All need
this knowledge to remove fear which is one of the darkest and most powerful earth emotions which has to be fought and conquered before peace and progress can come to the earth.

But still my great desire and trust is that I can continue working with you all in our Fellowship, and perhaps, widen the beliefs and perceptions of many souls by the Work which has been planned from our side in cooperation with your endeavours on earth.

Frances Banks, who died in 1965, was providing a kind of hospice care for new arrivals to the afterlife at the group home over there, with Father Jospher and the nuns. Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding had provided similar care to the dead, when alive on earth, in rescue circles, and during his sleep, where he worked his deceased first wife Clarice (who had died in 1920) in similar spirit hospitals. When he died, he didn’t need to rest, since he was used to being on the other side. He went on his travels, in the same way as my own father has been exploriong the beyond. 

When Hugh Dowding died in 1970 he first communicated with Muriel, his
second wife, through the mediumship of Ena Twigg. But he also met Joe, the brother of another medium, on the other side, who mentioned he had been seeing a lot of him and that Hugh had taken him over to the U.S.A. at
the time of some dispute between Lockheed and Rolls-Royce [in the 1970s]. He was still interested in aircraft design, and was always full of enthusiasm over technological advances. He said that through
the knowledge of speed we were gaining a new etheric sense in the body, and that the greater our conquest of space and speed, the more channels we were opening in the human aura towards the acceptance of things quite outside the track of ordinary human thinking. 

That was what youth was trying to do in their rebellion (in the 1960s and 1970s) against the rat race. In all the mess and instability of life, humanity was growing up. That was his view.

On a later occasion, Hugh Dowding came directly to Cynthia Sandys the medium when she was visiting Craignish, in Argyll. He told her it was a Devic place of high quality. 

Dowding: - There is so much I would like to tell you. I find that most of my crowd seem to have learnt a good deal after coming over. We none of us guessed the intensity of loving or of being loved. One simply cannot face the earthly callousness and indifference to suffering mental and physical. We have a most heterogeneous group, many diplomats, including your brother, and people like [Lord] Halifax, [once Viceroy of India, Foreign Minister and war-time Ambassador in Washington] whom I also knew. He is way beyond me, but tremendously influential. We all grow and develop
under the immediate influence of each other. Someone actually came and thanked me for the help heâ€™s been given through my vibrations! No one was more astonished than I! Donâ€™t lose touch with us. Itâ€™s a most important moment [for human development in these times], and
there are very few of you [mediums] about.

He had been examining the planets. He saw that ours was a very small solar system, but that we had been given a leading role in its development and growth. 

Dowding:- It remains for us to help construct thought bodies and perhaps psychic bodies which are able to live and to work and to grow under quite different conditions. Some of the bigger planets are almost unformed, where we can grow the etheric or astral forms who evolve with the planet. Neptune and Uranus come into this category; while on earth we are
creating the minds with which to fashion these advancing worlds.

Itâ€™s a great project, when our earth seems to be in such turmoil, but the output of advanced souls from these conflicting areas is enormous. They seem to conclude their physical evolution here and then go on to the astral and the etheric to work on the next planet of their choice. Very many have been chosen from India because of their advanced astral and
etheric bodies. Here in Europe [and North America] we are so practical and down to earth that to us is given the power to enter the auras of Mars and Venus.

When Hugh Dowding had got used to etheric travel, he went with the mediumâ€™s brother Joe on expeditions to Mount Everest. Their purpose was to bring back the vibrations from the great peaks to strengthen the
power point at Chartres Cathedral. He found himself skimming up the valleys and lower slopes to the foot of the great climb. 

There, he said:- I became suddenly and completely at one with ice and snow, and able to meet and flow into it. I became a snowflake, an icicle; and all the carefree joy of living which these elements possess became mine. Each step was a progress in sensing new ways of loving and entering
into the outer skin of our great earth body. I became quite unconscious of Joe or anyone around me,excepting the varied layers of etheric beings and nature spirits. 
As we rose, I saw these spirits rising to great vibratory power, until I began to see and hear the
great communions of the peaks, the harmony within the discord of this immense instrument for conducting, duplicating, preserving, storing and eventually dispensing the God-consciousness among men. [The power here was evidently vastly greater than that experienced between the twin peaks on the Mountain in Ireland which Dowding had visited during his lifetime. R.R.] It was so awesome in its grandeur â€“ the communion between the Great Spirits and the Almighty â€“ that I felt myself an unworthy eavesdropper. 
Immediately there stood beside me a radiant figure.  I questioned - Why am I here and unable to reach and absorb this marvelous wisdom? - Over the glittering expanse of light came a voice unlike anything I have ever heard before, telling me to BE STILL AND KNOW. 
The figure of Light came close to me, and I began to feel the power to become absorbed by the outer
tentacles of this radiating presence â€“ I saw and understood. But no words can frame the sense of utter holiness which enveloped me. It was beyond my power to hold it for long, but what I held I knew would be mine from that moment to eternity.

  Joe himself talked about the rescue work which was being done in Chartres Cathedral: - As I walked in I met a crowd of etherics, some were coming out radiant, others were going in depressed. Some were in their sleep bodies, others were being taken by friends, having just come over in pain or some other great distress and needing special treatment. 
They were all taken into the center of the nave, where the stone circle lies, to rest and readjust themselves, before having what the helpers called the great experience. Some were paralysed, some were in great mental distress. I saw the helpers straightening out their limbs , and upon them all the
wonderful rays of colour fell from the rose window. 
To each came a different colour according to their need. The mentally disturbed ones were given green, the depressed blue and soft shades of pinks and reds; and the utterly worn out were embedded in golden rays and so on.

Joe met an old friend there from his youth, Hilda, who showed him the healing techniques. She
said nearly everyone came over in the state of depression and fear. Very, very few came willingly,
which was why so many gravely ill people hung on for so long. She helped an ill old man who came over in his sleep by placing him in a blue ray edged with gold, to enable him to wake up slowly. A woman who had been mentally disturbed was given the green ray with a glorious suffusion of gold to calm her. This turned into a radiant blue, her tortured features relaxed and she slept. A rather miserable child was also soothed and allowed to sleep.
Then another woman was brought in. She was irritable and annoyed that more was not being done for
her.

WOMAN I told the Doctor, I knew he was wrong. I got worse and worse with those pills and no other
treatment and now..
HILDA Well, how do you feel now?
WOMAN Who are you? You are not my nurse  why isn’t she here? I rang my bell.
HILDA Yes, and then you left your body and came away with me, don’t you remember?
WOMAN Yes, of course, you came in that lovely
dress of gold; it was like a ray of sunshine, and when I thought you were going to leave me I cried, and you said, Come with me, and I came! Whatever made me do
that?
HILDA Your knowledge that no healing could reach you in that place. Now we are going to heal you with rays of light, and you are going to sleep. 

A look of wonder came over the woman’s face and she relaxed into a smile and allowed herself to sink
on to an etheric bench and sleep.

Hilda whispered to Joe, - Come into the Sanctuary. This is only the beginning. Many of those sleeping
in the nave will get no further at present. They will wake up and go out into the plane of awakening,
but those who are further advanced wake up and drift into the Sanctuary quite naturally. Here we have the vibrations of memory, and the development of wisdom
whose vibrations can only be manipulated by very advanced people. 

Hilda introduced Joe to one of them, and Joe sensed a current of power which came with her vibrations.

Joe first met Gandhi in spirit when he was in the Himalayas and visited his Ashram. He was sitting in
prayer and sending thoughts into the minds of his closest followers.
  After talking awhile with Joe, Gandhi took him to an Ashram on earth where an old priest was slowly
dying of hunger. Gandhi began speaking to his spirit body, calming him, while Joe held tightly on to the cord which connected the bodies, so that he did’t
float onto the next plane. 
After a few moments Gandhi relaxed and so did I, and to my surprise, on looking down at our old priest, who had been just a shriveled husk of humanity, I saw a sleeping man, quite well nourished and in perfect health. Gandhi laughed and said. - That is what we can do together, but we must unite. - 

That was my first experience. Since then I have been through many more. I hold the physical to the astral cord, and the essence of life is poured back into the empty physical
body until it gains the power to live without food. So, on waking, the old priest found himself in a
normal condition. He got up and continued his duties as a priest among the starving, dying people. But he no longer needed food or rest, and he carried a certain radiance in his body, which was not
perceptible in daylight; and he possessed powers to calm and heal the tortured souls. 
  In Pakistan and India, there’s the epidemic I ave been sent over to see. They have faith in
rebirth but no compassion for suffering. That is quite horrifying, even for me, or perhaps more so
here, because we can see and smell the cruel unfeeling rays much more easily than you can. So I now understand how those rare people who give themselves completely to the cause of eradicating suffering in any form, animal or human, gather to themselves a spirit body of compassion which has very much the same vibration as the Christ Ray. I see now how inextricably interwoven our mental and physical bodies are. I can see the way love in one personality can bring peace out of chaos around others, and I was shown how to throw my light over the bodies of the people I was helping, letting the light flow from my hands out into their auras.
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Air Marshal Sir Victor Goddard, Douglas Fawcett and
Raynor Johnson.

Death-bed scenes: helping a dying man pass [helpers
on both sides of the veil].

Air Marshal Victor Goddard was a pilot, fellow RAF pioneer but 15 years junior to Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding. He was also a Spiritualist and Psychical Researcher, advised President Truman in dealing with UFO incidents and is known as the father of the Ufology. He had many precognitive experiences which are recounted in a Fate magazine article, The Air Marshal and the Unexplained - Fate Magazine - 2000-07-01 By: Herb Kugel, which can be read on-line at

<http://www.llewelly n.com/bookstore/ article.php? id=37> 

Goddard wrote and lectured about his experiences in many articles and in his autobiographical book - Flight Towards Reality - which was published in 1976. He had intended to call it - All Things Bright - but a year earlier James Herriott came out with the first in his famous series of veterinarianâ€™s stories - All Things Bright and Beautiful. Then in 1977 Victor Goddard was speaker at the opening of the Lychgate Animal Sanctuary, partly funded by the Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding Memorial Fund. What is of interest to us now is Victor Goddardâ€™s association with Ena Twigg and other mediums, and his connection with another pilot, Douglas Fawcett. 

In the 1880s Fawcett had gone to India with Madame H. P. Blavatsky, the medium and co-founder of Theosophy, and helped edit her Secret Doctrine. He returned to Europe, became a journalist with the Daily Telegraph, wrote science fiction novels to rival those of Jules Verne and H.G. Wells, and subsequently published many books of philosophy and mysticism and finally at the age of 90 wrote an epic poem on the afterlife - The Light of the Universe. This was when Victor Goddard got to know him. He had been aware that the Australian professor, a scientist and psychical researcher, Raynor Johnson, had a few years earlier written Nurslings of Immortality, explaining Fawcettâ€™s theory of Imaginism, similar to Jane Robertâ€™s Seth material, with its theory of the universe as Idea construction. As Group souls we create our own reality, contributing to God’s greater creation within which we all exist. Fawcett in his nineties was working on yet another
manuscript, and wanted Goddardâ€™s support in spreading his ideas. 

Victor Goddard in his autobiography states:- From time to time I
lectured or gave talks or led discussions on Fawcett and Imaginism for various groups in London and elsewhere. But for a reason which I never could discern, I could not give myself into the work; enthusiasm tarried; something held me back. 

It seemed obvious to him:- Of course, imagining transcends all other faculties which act in creativity. But in the reasoning of all these
theories, self-interest and will-power seemed to obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is LOVE. So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in Fawcettâ€™s thesis, his reliance on reason, and intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE imagination, which is intuitional, and a life dedicated to love, caring and service. 

Victor was at Fawcettâ€™s side when he died. Three days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor for helping him let go. He had not wanted to die and leave his wife a widow. Goddard writes:- When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors, misinterpreted by some as Grim Reapers, â€“ unheard, unseen by me â€“ to whom he was gesticulating and croaking words I could not understand; conveying to them, I later learned, his firm determination not to go with them and leave his aged wife a widow. 

Douglas wrote about this after his death through the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence of Conti Sitwell. Goddard writes:- Neither of them knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make an end of all his struggling to remain. Then, later, quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to his widow through a [direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 

These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so vehemently resisted, urging him to go with them and leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s]. 

Let us note how family love persists beyond the grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the ferrying across the Styx by those who know the way [as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas] and as did the living Victor Goddard at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself with Ena Twigg. He writes:- When I went to Ena, I had never been to a medium before. She took me into her little chapel and said:- Give me something to hold. 
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not surmising what the consequence of that would be. It was a watch given to me by my mother.

Ena presently said:- There is a little lady by my side, very shy. She is standing near your home, and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of glass.

This mystified me. I did not recognize the scene; I did not then realize that my mother was shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to translate her pictures into words. In retrospect I recognized that my mother had given a complete
description of the big glass picture window in the living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls around the sunken garden â€“ none of which my mother had ever seen; she died before I moved there. Nor, of course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind.

On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use words â€“ to talk. Slowly, at first, she did so. Then much more fluently, she told me various things about myself which were quite true. Then she said:- Now that
you have opened the door, donâ€™t shut it again!

My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to talk to my mother; I had not thought of doing so. I wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett. So when we went downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said:- I was delighted to meet my mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been hoping to talk to another friend of mine.

She said: Do you mean a big man who was trying to barge in all the time and was very impatient because your mother was there and he couldnâ€™t get a word in?

I said: I didnâ€™t know; you didnâ€™t tell me.

He is tall, about six feet two, Ena said, and then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett and added:- He is still here! 

On that first occasion Ena did not go into a trance; she remained fully conscious. But on subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into trance. Then she might sit back in her chair, her legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which Fawcett wore over his blind eye â€“ a typical mannerism
[of Fawcettâ€™s]. She might use any of his mannerisms and his personal figures of speech. It wasnâ€™t so much the information that was conveyed as the manner of its conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man as I knew him. She was in trance, and he was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

Sir Victor Goddard went on to write hundreds of pages of notes of subsequent sittings with Ena,conversing with Fawcett. In my next post I will give some excerpts from the few of these notes that were published in Ena Twiggâ€™s autobiography. 

( lol RichardR )
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theories, self-interest and will-power seemed to obscure what REALLY makes the world go round, which is LOVE. So Goddard spotted the fatal weakness in Fawcettâ€™s thesis, his reliance on reason, and intellectual philosophy, rather than what Spiritualism relies on, direct contact with spirit, and FREE imagination, which is intuitional, and a life dedicated to love, caring and service. 

Victor was at Fawcettâ€™s side when he died. Three days later he came back in spirit and thanked Victor for helping him let go. He had not wanted to die and leave his wife a widow. Goddard writes:- When 
Douglas Fawcett was about to die (at age 93) in hospital I was sitting by his bed. How he resisted the transition from this world to the next! He was
resisting the entreaties of two visitors, misinterpreted by some as Grim Reapers, â€“ unheard, unseen by me â€“ to whom he was gesticulating and croaking words I could not understand; conveying to them, I later learned, his firm determination not to go with them and leave his aged wife a widow. 

Douglas wrote about this after his death through the hand of medium Geraldine Cummins, in the presence of Conti Sitwell. Goddard writes:- Neither of them knew that I had been with Douglas Fawcett when he
died, until he wrote through Geraldine in gratitude for my exhorting him to give in and let go, and make an end of all his struggling to remain. Then, later, quite separately, unknown to Conti or to Geraldine, he
explained the happening to his widow through a [direct voice] trance medium [probably Ena Twigg]. And neither of those two, the medium or the widow, knew of the other psychic contact with Douglas Fawcett. 

These death-bed visitors, whom Douglas had so vehemently resisted, urging him to go with them and leave his body in the bed, were, he then declared, his mother and her younger son, Colonel Percy Fawcett,
[the famous explorer who had disappeared on an expedition into the Amazon jungle in the 1930s]. 

Let us note how family love persists beyond the grave among the knowing ones, and how important is the ferrying across the Styx by those who know the way [as here the mother and brother came to assist the
dying Douglas] and as did the living Victor Goddard at his bedside, encouraging him to let go. 

Victor Goddard later had several sittings himself with Ena Twigg. He writes:- When I went to Ena, I had never been to a medium before. She took me into her little chapel and said:- Give me something to hold. 
I gave her a little gold watch and chain to hold, not surmising what the consequence of that would be. It was a watch given to me by my mother.

Ena presently said:- There is a little lady by my side, very shy. She is standing near your home, and she is showing me the walled garden and a lot of glass.

This mystified me. I did not recognize the scene; I did not then realize that my mother was shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by
pictures what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to translate her pictures into words. In retrospect I recognized that my mother had given a complete
description of the big glass picture window in the living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls around the sunken garden â€“ none of which my mother had ever seen; she died before I moved there. Nor, of course, had Ena Twigg seen the place, and [at the time of the reading] I was busy thinking about the old homes that my mother knew, so the pictures Ena
received were not in my mind.

On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use words â€“ to talk. Slowly, at first, she did so. Then much more fluently, she told me various things about myself which were quite true. Then she said:- Now that
you have opened the door, donâ€™t shut it again!

My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to talk to my mother; I had not thought of doing so. I wanted to contact Douglas Fawcett. So when we went downstairs after my first session and Ena asked me how
the sitting was, I said:- I was delighted to meet my mother, and it was very evidential, but I had been hoping to talk to another friend of mine.

She said: Do you mean a big man who was trying to barge in all the time and was very impatient because your mother was there and he couldnâ€™t get a word in?

I said: I didnâ€™t know; you didnâ€™t tell me.

He is tall, about six feet two, Ena said, and then she went on with a precise description of Fawcett and added:- He is still here! 

On that first occasion Ena did not go into a trance; she remained fully conscious. But on subsequent occasions, trusting me, she would go into trance. Then she might sit back in her chair, her legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which Fawcett wore over his blind eye â€“ a typical mannerism
[of Fawcettâ€™s]. She might use any of his mannerisms and his personal figures of speech. It wasnâ€™t so much the information that was conveyed as the manner of its conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that
carried conviction of the living presence of the man as I knew him. She was in trance, and he was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

Sir Victor Goddard went on to write hundreds of pages of notes of subsequent sittings with Ena,conversing with Fawcett. In my next post I will give some excerpts from the few of these notes that were published in Ena Twiggâ€™s autobiography. 

( lol RichardR )
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The view from the other side. Imaginism and Creative Design (not the current religious dogma of Intelligent Design)

Douglas Fawcett the pilot, journalist and philosopher died in 1960, with Sir Victor Goddard at his beside, but he was back with messages for his wife and for Goddard within three days, through different
mediums. Then the next year he came through Ena Twigg to have lengthy conversations with Goddard, who took copious notes. From these we can see that he had increased his vision away from the intellectual thinking of his writings, and now he was recommending a philosophy of life closer to the higher teachings of all religions: pray, meditate, look within and know yourself. East and West from the Celtic Faith, Judaism and Christianity to Hinduism, Islam and Buddhism this spiritual philosophy is
still the backbone of religion. The current wave of violence and terrorism is not the product of true religion. The Buddha sat in meditation until he reached enlightenment, Ramana Maharshi told his followers to ask the question - Who Am I? The Huna teachings tell us to keep a balance
between the low, middle and high selves, and so for other religions. The Principles of Spiritualism endorse a faith of love and non-violence. 

We can see this thread of thought emerging in the conversations between Fawcett on the other side, and Goddard on this, with Ena Twigg as intermediary.

From Sir Victorâ€™s notes, August 31, 1961:- 

[Ena Twigg] was in trance, and [Fawcett] was quite evidently using her body for the communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.

FAWCETT: My dear boy, this is wonderful. How did you know how to do it? It has never been like this before. I can talk directly to you. Can you hear me? [He spoke slowly and with unmistakable mannerisms].

GODDARD: Yes, Douglas, I can hear you splendidly. I am very glad you have come.

FAWCETT: But it is very clever of you to have found this way [to communicate] .

GODDARD: Douglas, itâ€™s not clever of me; itâ€™s clever of you! This is the lady of whom I spoke last week [at a sitting with another medium, Mrs. Hill, who lived North of London] when I said that I wanted to talk with you through her. 

FAWCETT: But damn it, her father [Colonel Gascoigne, her control]
held me back, wouldnâ€™t let me come through until I had proved myself. He wouldnâ€™t take my word for it. I had to prove myself but I did it, didnâ€™t I? - over the watch [which heâ€™d bequeathed to Goddard].

GODDARD: I have to do that talk at the college [of Psychic Science] this evening, Douglas, and I want to say that I am a very weak mortal and not sufficiently trusting of being able to make myself available to
your promptings.

FAWCETT: No, my boy, never mind; youâ€™ll be all right. I shall be behind you. You ought not to be worried with a little audience like that. You are such an experienced speaker talking to big audiences
and brass hats.

GODDARD: I particularly want to check with you one thing you said, or I think you said to me, through [a certain medium] something I want to repeat this evening, but I donâ€™t want to attribute it to you, if
you didnâ€™t say it. [I asked you] Is it true or not true that some of these radionics equipments have been designed by scientists and engineers â€“or by a scientist and an engineer â€“ in your plane of living? 
And then your reply: My dear boy, everything that comes to your physical world that is new and has never been done before originates in a realm above. Men do not invent by their own powers; they are inspired. 
That applies to everything, but the rightness of what is done depends much on the right-mindedness of the receiver.

FAWCETT: It is such a real pleasure to have you talking to me like this. Yes, indeed, I did say all that, and Iâ€™ll add to it, but first define for me originate, original thought, original idea. 
The man in his workshop trying to make something new. The man in the laboratory trying to find out something new. What they make and what they find are not their own inventions. They are given to them. But when
they are given, the giver hopes that the results will be put to proper uses; they can only try to influence. There is a vast accumulation here of all the great workers of the past who are still pursuing their
heartfelt longings for the good of mankind, doing work in fields where it is difficult to learn. It is necessary that workers in your world should learn to recognize inspiration from those here who are endeavouring to project ideas and methods to offer the store of knowledge of all things that we have ever thought or done, but they often find that their ideas are balked. If you open up these channels of inspiration and aspiration, what is brought through must be used for most spiritual purposes. You say that you are in search of truth. That is spirit. All
truth is spiritual. Truth equals spirit.

GODDARD: I canâ€™t see you, but you seem to be able to see me. I wonder, what I look like to you.

FAWCETT: Pretty dusty! Itâ€™ll brush off. There are a lot of things you have done and seen that you wish you hadnâ€™t [in service through two world wars and during the period between them]. Never mind; you are trying to find the way,but itâ€™s a pity you didnâ€™t see the way more clearly
when you were much younger. Itâ€™s yourself you have to find, you know. 

[THERE YOU HAVE THE KEY: THE TRUTH ABOUT ALL SPIRITUAL, MYSTICAL AND RELIGIOUS SEARCHES AND PILGRIMAGES: YOU HAVE TO FIND YOURSELF. THE IMAGE OF
THE DOG CHASING ITS TAIL, OR THE SYMBOL OF THE SNAKE SWALLOWING ITS TAIL, SAYS IT ALL. YOU CANâ€™T DO IT JUST LOOKING IN A MIRROR OR RECITING A CREED.
YOU HAVE TO GO ONE STAGE FURTHER AND ASK: WHO IS LOOKING IN THE MIRROR? or WHO IS RECITING THIS CREED? then you will begin to see beyond your nose! Richard R] 

GODDARD: Thatâ€™s what Iâ€™ve heard and never properly understood. Self-forgetfulness is supposed to be the most virtuous state, but now Iâ€™m told that I ought to be more self-conscious â€“ that is, conscious of the
Self [or soul]. I have never much cared for the quest of self; the quest of truth, wisdom and goodness is more acceptable as an aim.

FAWCETT: Yes, but donâ€™t you see that the Self is the only instrument you have for doing good? If you donâ€™t know the self, you donâ€™t know what the instrument is really like or how it should be used. You are potentially capable of doing immense good to your fellow men once you know yourself properly. Had you known it years ago, you could have done so much
good to thousands.

GODDARD: Thank you, D.F. You are a great help to my understanding. Please do not weary trying to help me.

[to be continued
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Rescue Circles (98) Helping a dying man pass - Sir Victor Goddard and
Douglas Fawcett: Spirit communication is a two-way process. The art of prayer.

I’m continuing with some extracts from Victor Goddard’s conversations with Douglas â€¦â€¦ will defeat that negativity*]

[Douglas Fawcettâ€™s voice began to fade a bit, but then continued:] Do not let anyone tell you, Victor Goddard, that heaven is only a place of rest. It is a place of work. Wonderful work.

[ * as eventually the nuclear arms race, threat of extinction, and the spread of Communism eventually crumbled, but not until the invasion of Czechoslovakia, the Vietnam war and subsequent events had run their course. But once again, spirit is poised to help us where it can, in the present wave of terrorism and religious hatred. RR]

And here we must end these accounts until we can trace the rest of Sir Victorâ€™s notes. Hopefully they will be found, and then we can continue our series of conversations with Douglas Fawcett. Until which time his books will have to suffice: The Light of the Universe, The Zermatt Dialogues, The Oberland Dialogues, The World as Imagination, Divine Imagining and The Individual and Reality, together with his many works of fiction. His thought can be traced back beyond Darwin, Wallace and Emerson to William Blake, Anton Mesmer, Emanuel Swedenborg Socrates and Plato, in the West, and to Lao Tse, Confucius, The Buddhist Sutras, and the Vedas and Upanishads in the East. 

The more informed we can become about different philosophies and belief systems, the better able we will be able to assist in this rescue and release work, both here and on the other side when our time comes. Richard R.
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Rescue Circles (100) Jeannie dies before she is twelve, and wakes up in Mother Florence’s “Home.” 

Frances Banks continues her account of life on the other side.

February 17th, 1966.

Let me tell you about Jeannie. She lived to be nearly twelve years old on earth. She was a pretty, fairy-like child, daintily made. Her whole ambition was to become a dancer and she began to train when she was very youg, showing, I believe, a fair talent. Unfortunately at the age of eight she contracted polio, and very severe case, and was, for some months, kept in an iron lung.

She recovered but one leg was shrunken; it continued to shrink the muscles appearing to be withering away. The poor child was in and out of hospitals for months. She underwent several operations; she wore a brace on her leg, but the muscles continued to shrink until one leg was noticeably shorter than the other. She was often in much pain but the greatest sadness to this child was in the loss of her dancing life. 

She couldn’t bear to think that she would never dance again, never be in the corps de ballet, never have the happiness of performing what she loved to do. In the hope of having the leg restored to normal state she stoically underwent the several tortures of stretching tackles, iron clamps and further operations. In the end and at the age of eleven years, she knew that she would never be as other girls, she would never hop, or jump, or run again. The agony to her mind and emotions of this realisation and the constant bouts of illness weakened her constitution. At twelve years old, after a chill, she died of pneumonia.

When Jeannie woke up here in our Home, Mother Florence and I were at her bedside. The child looked about her, trying to focus her sight on these new surroundings. At last she saw us. She stared hard, then her little face crumpled and she burst into tears.

Jeannie: (weeping) It’s the Sister. I’m back in the hospital again. Please, please don’t make me have any more operations.

Mother Florence (patting her hand) : You are only in our Home for a rest. You’re going to be quite well again, Jeannie, quite, quite.

Jeannie: Are you the matron?

Florence: If you like to call me that. But this is not a hospital, only a rest home, and you are getting well very quickly.

Jeannie (turning her head away) : No, I’ll never be well. I’ve got a shrunken leg.

Frances: Not now, Jeannie, not any more. Your leg is well, quite well and strong.

Jeannie shook her head.

Florence: Look at it yourself. It’s just as long as the other one. Take a look and see.

Jeannie: But I know it isn’t. I know you’re only saying that. Where’s my Mummy?

Florence: You can go and see her presently, when you’ve learned to run again. 

Jeannie: Run? 

Frances: Yes, run. We’re going to teach you to run and play and dance here, Jeannie.

Jeannie (her eyes brightening) : Dance?

Frances: Yes, dance. (I took hold of her legs, gently raising them) Look, Jeannie, they’re both the same length, see?

Jeannie stared. She looked from one to the other of us. Slowly she sat up. She ran her hands up and down her calves, over the ankles, fingering the bones of the feet carefully and then back to the knees. She did this over and over as if she couldn’t believe that which she could feel and see. She was silent, puzzled. It evidently never occurred to her to try to stand up. Habit was still too strong. She just sat there holding her legs and gazing down at her feet. Presently she looked up at us.

Jeannie: Is it a miracle?

Florence: You could call it a miracle.

Jeannie: Are you the Virgin Mary?

Florence: No, I’m not the Virgin Mary, dear.

Jeannie: You look like her, and SHE does miracles.

Florence: Supposing you get up and stand.

Jeannie: Without my crutches?

Florence: Yes. Try.

Jeannie: Will it hurt?

Florence: No. You won’t have any pain. You’ll never have that old pain again, Jeannie.

Jeannie: You promise? I really won’t?

Florence and Frances together: I promise. 

Florence: Won’t you try to stand? 

She did not make an answer, but she allowed me to lift her legs and set them down. We held her little body and slowly we raised her to her feet. She staggered and swayed, terrified to put any faith in the once-crippled leg. After waiting, she put down her foot, but still clutched at our support. Slowly her expression changed. Surprise, incredulity, belief, joy, spread over her face. She let go of us. She stood erect, balancing on both feet. She even moved forward a few paces. 

Jeannie: It’s true. It’s true. It IS a miracle! (Overcome with this great and joyful awakening, she sank back on to the bed and sobbed for pure happiness). I shall walk again. I’m well. I’m like other girls...unless I’m dreaming. 

Frances: You are WELL, Jeannie, and it isn’t a dream. It’s true.

She smiled. It was obvious that this had all been a great strain for her. She was becoming weary. She would need rest. One’s first return to consciousness after one’s Fawcett as there’s so much good teaching there. 
After having helped Douglas pass at the age of 93, Victor Goddard was in return helped in his lecturing work by the advice given from his friend in spirit, through Ena Twiggâ€™s mediumship, and by his presence at those public meetings. We all get assistance from spirit this way in our public work. If only EVERYONE could see and understand this, that spirits, in the form of loved ones, guides and helpers, experts, scientists and artists, are ALWAYS around us, and are not just the popular conception of spirits as earthbounds and memory traces scaring us and lurking in so-called haunted buildings! They are real, a reality of life.

Here are some more extracts from Victor Goddardâ€™s notes on private sessions held in Ena Twiggâ€™s home in 1961.

FAWCETT: You will do all right [in that eveningâ€™s lecture at the College of Psychic Studies], and I shall be with you tonight, but you know, Iâ€™m relatively a new boy myself. [This showed me that he had read or knew what was in my lecture, for in it I had written a dissertation on being a new boy in the study of the new world.] I havenâ€™t mastered the
modus operandi. All that I have gained, experienced, since I left your world I have tried to convey to you through five mediums, with good, bad and indifferent results, and I am glad to have met your mother [in
spirit]. I would not have met her but for her being interested in your writings about matter, mind, and spirit. When you were writing an article about that,I found her taking a keen interest in what you were
doing. You are needing a field of activity in which you could be a worker yourself. 
You should study the development of mediumship in its various stages, but I know that for the time being you must spend much of your time getting material for your book.

I thanked Fawcett for healing help given to someone who had never properly developed.

FAWCETT: You know, Victor, she may seem much better to her mother, but it is a very difficult case. She has a very long way to go. You see, she isnâ€™t really there. She is only an echo. 

GODDARD: Of her mother?

FAWCETT: Yes, of her mother. She is swamped, enveloped, by her mother. There was, I know, a very difficult background.

GODDARD: The fact that you have in effect answered the motherâ€™s prayer makes me want to put a question to you about prayer. I was always taught to make prayers direct to God, to God the Father, or to Jesus, God the
Son, not to any being on a lower plane, but seeing that you and others in your plane are able to answer prayer, it would be natural that one should suppose it right to pray to, or make prayer to, YOU. Forgive my
embarrassment; I somehow donâ€™t think it right that we should make our prayers to you rather than to God.

FAWCETT: Why, yes, Victor, certainly you may pray for me if you wish to do so.

GODDARD: [I cut him short.] No, Douglas, I was not asking that; I would like you to tell me something about praying. Anything you would like to tell me.

FAWCETT: Well, I do not think that vain repetition is praying. I do not think it helpful to use hackneyed petitions. There is too much uttering of words and mouthing of platitudes. 

GODDARD: But Douglas, although I agree with you that there is too much heedless or even devout parroting of prayers, nevertheless the mere saying of affirmations and prayers does induce a mental awareness of a state of worship in oneâ€™s own mind, and I would have thought it induced a state in oneself which is better, more propitious, for praying. 

FAWCETT: You are one who could well practise praying without words. Can you not raise your arms over your head in the shape of a V with the apex going up to heaven, showing that you are sending your gift of love to God, and then opening your stretched arms in the shape of a â€œVâ€� the other way, so that God may pour his power and grace and love into you? [The medium was demonstrating with upstretched arms]. Try that for your praying. You do not need to speak. God knows when you are truly sorry; you do not need to say it, and you must not reproach yourself for what is
past. The past is past. You may give your love to God and then receive the love of God. Practise that way. You will find that you will be fortified and helped. Your prayers are valid according to their
unselfishness, and also, they lead you, if they are unselfish, to self-realization and into the whole object of your life on earth. When you realize yourself, you can help thousands.

GODDARD: Thank you, Douglas. Now, ought I not let you go? Are you not tired?

FAWCETT: No, it is all right. I will go when I am
ready.

[to be continued]

Note: AN APPEAL FOR HELP.

So much valuable teaching is contained within these conversations, it would be a good idea to try and track down the hundreds of pages of notes which Sir Victor Goddard made, and obtain permission to publish them. They may be in his familyâ€™s possession, or Ena Twiggâ€™s, or her biographerâ€™s, Ruth Hagy Brod, or perhaps with Douglas Fawcettâ€™s estate. 
There may be copies in the College of Psychic Studies (formerly Science), though it has moved since the 1970s, or with the Society for Psychical Research, or elsewhere. Does anyone have any contacts with these
people or organizations? I donâ€™t have membership to them.

Like Air Chief Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding, Air Marshal Victor Goddard published three books: Skies to Dunkirk 
on the evacuation of Dunkirk in 1940, The Enigma of Menace discussing the atom bomb as a deterrent in the post-war era, and Flight towards Reality describing his experiences in Spiritualism and Psychic Science. 
It would complete his work to add a fourth book, the publication of his records of these conversations with Douglas Fawcett, the spiritual philosopher. I contacted the researchers and historians Roy Stemman and Leslie Price, but so far we have been unable to track down any further documents.

Thatâ€™s all for nowâ€¦ 
RichardR 
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Rescue Circles (99) Helping a dying man pass (concluded) The last available notes from Air Marshal Goddard.


Here is one more excerpt from Sir Victor Goddardâ€™s notes in 1961 of his conversations through the medium Ena Twigg with Douglas Fawcett, the writer and philosopher, who had died the previous year at the age of 93. Goddard was a practical man, had served in the Royal Navy in World War I before transferring to the Royal Air Force, where he remained a senior officer with the Air Ministry until his retirement in 1951. Although he had lived through a number of
psychic experiences during his life, he had never consulted a medium before 1960, and it was only after this that he became a convinced Spiritualist. 

FAWCETT: I am so greatly enjoying talking to you, my friend. It is good that we are friends.

GODDARD: But Douglas, I am not in the same class as you. All the same, I do regard you as a close friend. Closer than ever. You seem to understand so well even when you disapprove.

F: Donâ€™t bother about your defects and shortcomings. You have one virtue that I greatly
admire. You have a simple desire to understand. That is good, and it is important. But you have much to do, and there is much you can do, but it would be best for you to work with a group. Where are you living now?

G: My home is Brasted, where you came to stay.

F: Yes, yes, of course, near where Winston Churchill lives. 

G: Well, D.F., I wonder where the group that I should work with is to be. 

F: Does Westbourne Grove convey anything to you?

G: Only Whiteleyâ€™s [the well-know department store, still open now in 2006 as a shopping mall - RR] and theyâ€™ve gone bust. (But in fact, a year later the brotherhood with which I was associated acquired premises for a central hall beside Westbourne Grove, and I worked with a group there. V.G.) [Leslie Flint, the Direct Voice medium, also lived there at the time, and myself just up the road at Notting Hill, off Holland Park and Kensington Gardens, which ran into Hyde Park and Speakersâ€™ Corner on the edge of the West End of London R.R.] 

F: Do you know someone called Philip, over here? 

G: Philip? 

F: Yes, Philip; heâ€™s barged in on us. Wants to say hello to you. He had work to do with you. Has regard for you. Philip Sassoon. What did you do together? 

G: You tell me! 

F: Something in the open air. Wide-open spaces. 

G: Cambridge University Air Squadron, Douglas. 

F: Well, there you are! I was just going to tell you. Did you know him? 

G: Yes, D.F., I knew him. He helped me [in the creation of the Air Squadron]. Please say hello from me. Is he a friend of yours, or is he gate-crashing?

F: Oh, no, heâ€™s very welcome. We know each other and are friends. [He seemed to be tiring a little, or the control must have indicated that it was time to stop.] Well, my dear Victor, I must leave you now. It has been splendid being with you like this. Keep loving â€“ itâ€™s the finest ammunition. God bless you, old friend. Come again soon.

G: Good-bye, Douglas.

F: Say God bless you. 

G: God bless you, Douglas. And when I say, Good-bye, I mean God bless you [or God be with you as in Adios in Spanish or Adieu in French].

F: Yes, but I like God bless you best. God bless you! 

G: God bless you and good-bye! 

F: Good-bye! 

[Ena Twigg then began to breathe deeply and come out of her trance.]

We will conclude with two interesting quotes from sittings that were held in Ena Twiggâ€™s home. 

FAWCETT: On earth we get caught up in our own concepts, our dogma, and our own wordsâ€¦ We attach more importance than we should to individual namesâ€¦ The names of the great initiators and exemplars have almost ceased to be the names of the men who lived. They have become symbols. The focus of the great spreading-out of ideas all need to be respected.
[i.e., the real people, the true originatorsâ€¦their historical human personality and life need to be
respected, rather than the later myths built around them].

On one occasion he had this to say:

FAWCETT: And tell this to your conference at Oxford: tell them I have been wrong in what I wrote in my books about the wondrous beauty of life in this world beyond earth life. Tell them I was wrong when I tried to describe the much greater and more wonderful state of beauty I found after death here â€“ wrong because it is so much MORE beautiful than anything that words can possibly convey to you. 

In this time of gathering fear on earth, there is a great and wonderful gathering of high souls in
heaven. The souls of such excellence, far beyond the highest to which I could ever aspire. But they are here in this world where I live. I am in their presence. We can see them and know that they are of our world. They are gathering to generate light. Do you understand, Victor? Light to project through into the dark places on earth where great fear is now being generated. For
it is on earth, in your world, that the evil of great fear is being deliberately generated. But the immense gathering and concentration of light here to shine into your darkness transition is often overwhelming and this was no exception.

Jeannie: Then if this is true, we must say a prayer, a thanks, a Hail Mary.

Florence: Would you like us all to thank God with you? 

Together we spoke softly the Prayer of Thanksgiving. As we prayed, Jeannie slipped back into the passive state of the newly-awakened into this consciousness. Se we let her rest.

[To be continued with Jeannie’s further experiences and growth on the other side].

Reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman. 1969. 
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Jeannie’s story (continued)

Francis Banks continued communicating with Helen Greaves, giving further details about Jeannie:-

Jeannie was my constant companion. We went for long walks together; we vied with each other in finding the most beautiful flowers; we ran hand in hand down the long slopes of the hills and it was a joy to watch the child. She danced and whirled and twirled about as lightly as a butterfly. She ran from flowers to flowers; she skipped and sang and laughed for pure joy.

I have discovered that she has a well-developed mind. Perhaps the years of sickness, the enforced rests, and the consequent periods of reading and thinking have developed a deeper stratum of thought than was usual in children of her age. She has a philosophical bent and a wisdom that is surprising in one so young.

Did I say young? Her soul is not young. She is, I should judge, an advanced soul. She seems to know so much without even having been told. I recall her manner of accepting death, naturally and solemnly. Nobody actually said anything of this transition. She was allowed to rest until ready to move. Then she walked about the grounds of this beautiful home to her heart’s content. She was carefully shielded, of course, from our sick patients. I came upon her in my garden.

Frances: Do you want to see my flowers? 

Jeannie, (shaking her head) : I’ve come to see you, Sister. I’ve just realised something. - I’ve realised that I’m not dreaming. I’m dead. We’re all dead. That’s true, isn’t it?

Frances: Yes. It’s true, Jeannie. But you see, we’re really more alive than ever. You’ve only got rid of your sick old body and found a new one.

Jeannie. I suppose this is a sort of Heaven.

Frances: It’s the beginning of Heaven, Jeannie.

Jeannie: You mean we’re only STARTING? We’re not THERE yet?

Frances: Not in the Heaven you mean, Jeannie. But we’re on our way there.

Jeannie: But it’s so beautiful here. Everyone’s so kind and angelic.

Frances: We’re certainly not angels. (They both laugh).

Jeannie: Then where’s God?

Frances: Much too far away for us even to see Him. We’re not ready for His Glory yet. But we’re all going forwards, on towards His Heaven.

Jeannie: You mean, His Heaven could be better than this?

Frances: Oh, much, much better! Far more beautiful and full of Light, and angels, Angels of Light.

Jeannie. I see. I like that... Angels of Light. 

On another outing she said, quite suddenly:

Jeannie: I hope Mummy won’t miss me terribly. I don’t think she will, you see I was always ill and then there are the others. Mummy was always so busy.

Frances: You had brothers ad sisters?

Jeannie: Yes. They weren’t like me. They were well. I’d like to talk to Mummy, though. Can I?

Frances: We can try, Jeannie. But it isn’t easy to reach your mother. You see those who can hear us on earth must have developed an inner telephone.

Jeannie: I don’t think Mummy had an inner telephone. We had a telephone, of course, an ordinary one, and I liked talking into it.

For awhile we both watched a shaft of Light that seemed to glow beyond where we sat.

Jeannie: I’d like to SEE Mummy again, and see what she’s doing. Can I?

Frances: We can try. You tell me what your mother is like and your bouse and your brothers and sisters, and I’ll see if we can make a picture.

Jeannie: And we can go down through that picture, is that it?

Frances: Yes, that’s it.

We tried. She described her mother, her father, her family, her home on earth. I did my best to concentrate and to project us into the picture. We were silent for so long that I wondered if indeed Jeannie had found her people. She lay on the grass beside me, her face very rapt and expectant. At last she sighed.

Jeannie: I can’t SEE Mummy, but I feel that I’m near her. I think she KNOWS. I’m trying to tell her that my legs are both the same length and that I can walk and run now. Oh, I WANT her to know that, Sister. Do you think she does?

Frances: I’m sure she has an inner feeling about it, Jeannie.

Jeannie: Mummy isn’t unhappy about me, not really. I FEEL that she knows I’m in Heaven and she’s glad about that. I am really (in Heaven) aren’t I?

Frances: Darling, you are very near Heaven.

Jeannie: I suppose this is Life Everlasting.

Frances: We have always been in Life Everlasting, Jeannie, even when we were on earth. Our souls, our true Selves, always have lived from experience to experience. This is only another PART of experience. 

Jeannie: And Heaven will be another experience?

Frances: There will be many experiences I believe, my dear, even before we reach Heaven. 

Jeannie: You mean where God is?

Frances: Yes, that must be a most glorious Sphere.

Jeannie: I never went to Church or Sunday School much. I couldn’t of course, and my parents weren’t very religious. But the nuns in the hospitals used to talk to me. They told me stories about Jesus and the Saints. You believe in the Saints, don’t you, Sister?

Frances: Of course. They are the Wise Ones, the Great Ones, and they have communion with the Angelic Host.

Jeannie: Do you think I shall ever see Them?

Framces : Yes, you’ll see them. Jeannie.

Jeannie: And the Angelic Host, the Angels of Light?

Frances: And the Angelic Host.

Jeannie: I hope I do. You see, in hospital, I used to ask little Sister Therese to make my leg grow to the same length as the other one. I’m sure she heard me. Perhaps, sometime, I’ll see her, really see her.

Frances: Perhaps.

[To be continued. Reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969.]
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Rescue Circles (102) A final visit from Jeannie before moving to another area. An artist in the Shadowlands. Misconceptions about Heaven and Hell.

Frances told Helen Greaves: - I clearly remember Jeannie’s visit to my garden not long before she left us. 

Jeannie: Mother Florence says when I’m ready I’ll go to the Halls of Beauty. That’s in another part of Heaven. She says I’ll see the greatest dancers in all the world there, Greek dancers, Indian dancers, Pavlova and Nijinski, and oh, heaps of others! She says I’ll learn to dance, really learn I mean and that I’ll be able to join with these others in the great Dance Festivals. Do you believe that, Sister?

Frances: Mother Florence knows much more about the Spheres than I do. 

Jeannie (pirouetting up and down on her toes before my flower bed) : Oh, it will be lovely! I’ll work so hard and I’ll be good. I do mean to be ready soon. Of course, I’ll miss you and Sister Hilda and Mother Florence and everybody, but I want to go so much. I must go soon. You see, I’ve got to be perfect at dancing before I go back to earth again...really to be a dancer.

Frances: Who told you that you would return to earth? 

Jeannie: It was the angel. He came when I was resting. And HE told me. You know, I think he was MY angel. I seemed to have known him before.

Jeannie recovered very quickly from the strangeness of her transition. She adjusted to this new life with all the flexibility of a child’s unspoiled nature. To her everything was a revelation. I shall ever think of her as a happy, dancing soul. One of the Band of Beauty in God’s Plan.

She left us very quietly. One moment she was there, laughing, dancing, chattering amongst us all. Then we became aware of a Being standing beyond the shade of the trees; a Man of Light, tall, graceful with the beautiful limbs of a dancer. He stood in the Light and he held out his hand.

Being of Light (holding out his hand) : Come, Jeannie.

Jeannie: It’s the messenger. Isn’t it wonderful! Wonderful. (Waving to Frances and the others) Thank you for what you have done for me. Thank you for helping me get well. Now I shall really dance. You will come to the beautiful place to see me sometime, won’t you? Goodbye.

Frances and the others: Farewell for a space.

Together the two walked down the long sunlit slopes, and the Light of the Messenger seemed even brighter than the Light shimmering over our gardens. Then they were gone, and I, for one, felt that we had given back a ray of sunshine to the Great Creative Sun.

I miss Jeannie, of course. That child, by the fine quality of her nature, had taught me much. Beauty as such, in the creative arts of dancing and movement, had been absent from my earth life altogether. Now I realised how much I had missed. For Beauty is surely an attribute of God, and the art of the dance is a manifestation of that attribute. I hope that I shall see Jeannie in her Hall of Beauty Festivals sometime. It will be a great and moving moment.

Visit to the Land of Shadows.

I have, with Mother Florence’s permission, been allowed to accompany her and some of the Sisters on their missionary work into the Shadow Lands. It is a salutory experience. I am specially being instructed to recount the sad adventure to you (Helen Greaves) that it might be included in the book (Testimony of Light. Neville Spearman, 1969). For it might be of use in clarifying the illusory ideas on the states of Heaven and Hell which have been fostered through the centuries.

There are Heavens; I myself can vouch for the little heaven of beauty, tranquillity and loving service which it has been my happy lot to contact here. But there are Spheres of unimaginable joy and beauty beyond, building up and extending out of every state of development, right on, I believe, to the Spiritual Worlds of Divine Thought, far beyond any conception you and I can have of them. Such is the progress of the soul towards these Spheres of Perfection and it is assuring to realise that we have all Eternity in which to journey onwards and upwards.

But there are also Hells, though certainly differing from the physical hells and everlasting fiery torments of man’s warped imagination. There are hells of the spirit and the mind, confining states of misery; dark, depressing and as real as the tortured consciousness of the dweller therein makes them. {Another word for this state is Limbo]. Yet these hells are not eternal. The man (or woman) in these mental torments need stay there no longer than his desires keep him. He is free to resist the hatreds, cruelties, lusts of his lower nature which he has retained from his earth life and which are keeping him in dark dungeons amid like-minded inhabitants. He can always choose to follow the Light of Love, Forgiveness and Harmony and always there are souls ready to help, to guide, to comfort and to assist.

NO SOUL IS EVER LEFT COMFORTLESS UNLESS HE WISHES IT.

That sounds like a paradox, but then much that we learn here is very different from the teachings of man, even good men who are limited in their ideas. Existence on earth is a state of living in a thought world, illusory, and much restricted and enclosed by the glamorous web of matter. Beyond physical death the thought world is more apparent and certainly far more potent in its effects. Cause and Effect is still the Law on this plane of astral matter, as it is on earth. I understand that only as the soul proceeds onward in its progress into Higher Realms can this Law be superseded, and then other and higher Laws must be obeyed. 

Mother Florence, two other Sisters and I, made our journey into what you would call the Underworld. Here we prefer the description Shadow Land, for this is indeed a Land of Shadows. The journey to this place is difficult and wearying for we have, by concentrated thought power, to slow down our vibrations so that our [spirit] bodies will be enabled to endure the physical conditions pertaining therein. The Sisters never go without the special Messengers who guide them there and conduct them to the various stations on the way. 

The Shadow Land is a very real place inded; a gloomy murk covers it, to which one has to become accustomed; squalid dwellings inhabited by unhappy, tormented beings who jeer and mock and pursue their warped existences. Sometimes these poor souls live in hatred and rebellion, sometimes in apathy and sometimes with a fierce denial that there is any other state of existence possible. [Our writer in spirit made a similar journey to the Shadow Land, meeting such spirits and giving us his account of their depressed and obstinate state of mind. This has already been reviewed in earlier episodes].

But I must tell you of the painter whom I met; an artist who lives in a dreary little room in a dark and crooked street in Shadow Land, yet who still cherished in his soul some remembrances of beauty.

He was, on earth, a Frenchman, a painter of promise, who dissipated the gift which God had entrusted him. He spent his life in riotous laziness, indulging in drink and drugs, until he was reduced to the gutter. Eventually he was mixed up in a night brawl, during which he killed a fellow artist, and himself received a knife wound from which he later died.

I must have become separated from the others of our little band for I found myself alone in this narrow street with its uneven cobbles and narrow pavements between the dwellings. Seated before an easel at the curb edge was the painter. He was splashing greasy oil colours on to his canvas. He was short and squat, with a mass of dark hair which bunched untidily about his face and he appeared to be wearing a dirty grey overall.

As I stopped to view his work he looked up and scowled at me. The painting, I observed, was dull and uninspired. It consisted of great shapeless masses which I concluded were meant to represent his fellow beings. They looked dreary enough in all conscience, and all in unrelieved sombre hues.

When he took no notice of me, I asked: Is this your studio? May I be allowed to see your other canvases?

He scowled again, but he jerked his head towards the open door nearby in a gesture which I took to be of assent. I went into the cluttered room. It was a dark little hovel of a place with only one window and that too dirty to admit anything but a faint twilight. The walls were stacked with canvases. At first I was so nauseated by the strong penetrating smell of the room that I was unable to do anything. When, however, I became used to the odours I was able to give my attention to the paintings.

I began to examine them closely. They were all the same; all dark, all hideous, all primitive and almost evil in their sardonically clever interpretation of character and all exceedingly ugly. But there was one strange feature common to all of them. A door.

Painted into the backfround of each picture there was always a door, dark brown in colour, and always closed. The door was always of the same pattern, and of the same mahogany tone. But always there was a faint line of white outlining it, this effect had been attained by leaving a wisp of white canvas exposed.

I studied the painting with great care and was immediately interested from a psychological point of view [Frances had a Masters in Psychology on earth. This demonstrates quite clearly that we take our interests, training and abilities (or lack of them) with us when we pass. Nothing is lost. It is always beneficial to live fully, work, study and create works of research, art, music or literature right up to our last breath. R.R.] 

For the door was always represented, its dark panels closing away a suggestion of light. After a little I became aware that the painter was standing at my elbow.

Painter: Well, so you don’t like them.

Frances: They’re too gloomy.

Painter: Too gloomy? I defy anyone to do any other in this stinking hole.

Frances: Why do you stay here then?

Painter: Oh, drop dead! Why do I stay? Do you think I would if I knew a way out?

Frances: There is a way out.

Painter (kicking viciously at a canvas) : Same old missionary stuff. I’ve heard it all before. A lot of blasted prejudiced saviours. And you’re all living in illusion, same as me.

Frances: I’m neither blasted nor prejudiced. That seems to be a description of yourself. 

Painter: What the hell.

Frances: YOU are blasted, living in this place. I should imagine anyone would be, and you are prejudiced because you’ve closed your mind to anything else.

Painter: Anything else? And is there anything else?

Frances: Yes. There is.

Painter: Tell me.

Frances: There are places here where painters like yourself live and paint the natural beauties of the countryside.

Painter: Ah! So it is the old, old story. I’ve been told it all before you know.

Frances: Nevertheless, you stilll hold to your prejudices? You won’t believe, even if you keep on being told?

Painter: How can I? [He snatched up a canvas, crumpled it and threw it into a corner.) I ask you how can I? I’ve been in Hell too long.

Frances: Yes - too long!

[To be continued]

The values are awry on earth. Intellect and a trained brain-mind are great adjuncts, but they often become barriers to truth and a true expression of Divine Love.
__._,_.___ 

	Rescue Circles (103) The hell of being in limbo. Death does not exist.
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Another false impression about life and death is that there is thought to be a definite separation between the material life on earth, and what happens before and after. IN FACT, there is no such thing as death, nor the extinguishing of consciousness and the mind. Death does not exist, so there is nothing to fear in that respect. What there IS, in fact, is CONTINUITY of life, with exchange of forms and of energy. 

Religions put the fear of GOD or Demons and the Devil into us for reasons of their own, and if we believe what they say about Heaven and Hell, and the afterlife, we will terrified and misinformed, if not deceived, and we will be like travellers with out-of-date maps and guidebooks going to a country that does not exist! Hence this need for rescue and release work, in the many cases here documented.

While we are here,on earth, with our spirit body and non-local mind as well as a physical body, we can become better informed about our true identity, and what lies beyond the slow frequencies of matter. We had spirit identity long before we, as this lifetime’s personality and individuality, were conceived, and we retain that spirit identity all the time we grow up and live our life here, though we are scarcely aware of the fact, and when the body fails and dies, or is killed, the spirit goes on just the same, sometimes after periods of adjustment, the length of which depending on our thoughts and behaviour here. It will continue to live in a similar world, at first, to ours here, though of a much more rarified nature, even in the lowest regions, which for some people may seem turgid and gloomy, like the world the painter experienced.

This explains the predicament of the painter who led a rather dissolute lifetime on earth. He continued chatting with Frances Banks, who was trying vainly to lift him out of those low regions where he had landed himself. 

The painter admitted that he had been in hell too long.

Painter: Perhaps I’ve become accustomed to it. It’s been a hell of a long time. They brought me here from the hospital. Though I haven’t yet worked out what happened to me. I was unconscious, I think, and then I found myself here. Nobody seems to know why. And anyway, I wouldn’t ask the old sots - they don’t know ANYTHING here. Nor care to find out. I keep myself to myself. I’m not the type, lady, for confessions and that sort of thing.

Frances: Then what are you doing but confessing your prejudices and fears to me. You’re making your own hell, you know.

Painter: Bah! I never made THIS (he sweeped out his arm in an eloquent gesture).

Frances: Not actually, only by your thoughts you have. Just as the others have done.

Painters: The others here? Blasted crows! Haven’t an idea in their heads. They don’t even know the differences between light and shade.

Frances: And do you? (She pointed deliberately to the masses of dingy colour in his picture).

Painter: Yes, I do! (He stalked across the room in a temper, back to his easel, and glared at the half-finished canvas on it}. Damn your eyes. Icould paint once. I DID paint, I tell you, really paint.

Frances: But not now?

Painter: Could YOU paint here? 

I glanced at the mediocre dwellings in the street, the contorted faces of the individuals who passed by outside, the dirt, the squalor.

Frances: I wouldn’t try. Why don’t you try to find other places?, where it is light and beautiful.

Painter: You KNOW such places?

Frances: I know them.

Painter: Me? How could I get to them? I have nothing, no money, no pass, no tickets. How could I ever get to such places?

I was about to reply when I became conscious of Mother Florence standing beside us. I had been so absorbed that I ad forgotten the others with whom I had made the journey to these hells of thought.

Mother Florence: By looking for them. By ASKING to be taken to the places of Light.

Painter [in disbelief] : You’re SURE there are such places? 

Frances and Florence: Oh Yes! We know them.

Painter: But I have no ticket of admission.

Florence: You have. You have THOUGHT.

Painter: Thought? Well....?

Florence: THINK about Light. Paint Light into your canvasses.

Painter: Don’t be stupid! How can I paint Light, when I haven’t got the colours, the light colours?

Florence: You can always get them. One of the Helpers will give you the light colours. Wait, I will call one now.

Immediately a young man wearing a brown cassock stood beside us.

Florence: Our artist friend needs cleaner colours. He wishes to paint Light into his pictures.

Helper, (welcoming the painter) : Splendid. Come, my friend, I will get you new tubes of colours. We will see that you can paint Light. Come.

Hunching his shoulders in a gesture of astonishment at these strange happenings, the painter turned and followed the robed figure. We watched them walk together up towards a hill where the gloom was threaded with a spear of brightness. Mother Florence’s smile was quite beautiful. 

Florence: He’s on his way, Frances. He’ll do... He’ll do [He’s OK now].

To be continued. Reviewed and condensed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969.
__._,_.___ 
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Rescue Circles (104) The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 
This series is about how lost or confused spirits can be helped to move on to their allotted place in the different levels and spheres of the afterlife, or more correctly, in the greater life of spirit. 
A lot of this help and rescue and release would be unnecessary if the facts of life after death were taught here and now, well before death, while we are young and able to think about things, and able to understand.  We need to know now the truth of the immortal spirit within us, and facts about the afterlife, and about spiritual law.  The essential knowledge needs to be  taught more widely in school, church and university.  However, conservative and traditional beliefs and unscientific scepticism have prevented much headway being made until now.  Luckily the broadcast media and the internet is spreading knowledge of the life of the spirit, and not many people now go to their death without some idea of an existence beyond, a heaven or a spiritual existence, or a continuation of our thought processes and our personalities, with the opportunity to learn more, to make up for lost opportunities and atone for our misdeeds, and continue to progress on the path to eternity. 

Frances Banks was one who knew much before she died of both religious doctrine and mysticism and also the findings of psychical research.  We have already looked at her rescue work, both of offenders within the prison system while she was alive, and of lost souls on the other side.  She came back to communicate with her friend, the medium Helen Greaves, and wanted to spread this general knowledge of the afterlife by having Helen write her books.  She described her own personal experiences of the magnificent life beyond, and I thought it would be instructive to study what she has to say, before continuing with other examples of spirit  rescue and release work.  

As you will see, Frances was able to take her knowledge, learning and skills with her to the other side, when she died, in spite of suffering from cancer and finishing her life here in a coma.  This is an encouraging sign for those who may lose their mind before they pass, suffering from memory loss, if not Alzheimer’s disease, or loss of mobility, or perhaps being physically or mentally challenged all their lives. The retarded boy in one of the accounts turned out to be an advanced soul, and though seemingly dull-witted, he was quite aware in his spirit senses, if not in his physical brain, of all that happened around him, and he knew who really loved him.  Senility, mental or physical illness and other afflictions are only temporary conditions.  Once the bridge is crossed, and the physical body is left behind,  the mind and spirit and personality will return to full awareness (with or without spirit rescue work, depending on the circumstances).  Also, skills which were not able to be developed on earth can be acquired on the other side.  Frances herself had no musical skills during her lifetime, much to her regret. However, she made up for lost time  once she passed, as she describes in the following episodes.  

Anyone in a coma, in a vegetative state, hypnotised, anaesthetised, on life support, in a fever, desperately ill, or just asleep, all these people are fully aware of all that is going on around them, from the view-point of their spirit body.  When they die, they can return  if they wish and communicate all the details of what took place  while they were hospitalised.   If they recover and return to life, they may or may not be able to communicate or remember details of the near death experience, while they were ill or under anaesthetics.  
It is probably frustrating for a spirit to be conscious and alive and yet, because of brain damage or the effects of a stroke or nervous disorder, be unable to communicate in any way, or move they way they used to.  The mind and awareness of the spirit within is ever present, but can’t always be accessed. 

We should always treat people with love and respect whether they may be in a coma, whether retarded or mentally challenged or otherwise disabled.  In spirit they are fully alive with a complete mind and personality.  

If we have this spiritual knowledge, we can regard death as our friend, and accept it and let go of our lived ones, when their time has come, and let go, when we ourselves are near death.    Hospice and palliative care, and the work of doctors and nurses would be much easier if we no longer tried to defy death, and prolong life, when all reasonable measures have been taken to combat disease and relieve pain. 

Yogis, shamans and mystics have techniques to let go of and painlessly discard the physical body when they know that death is approaching.  They simply close down the aura and the chakras by themselves, and peacefully move into their spirit body as the physical vehicle ceases to function. The spirit just quietly withdraws. Spirit attendants or helpers come to assist in the process, whom a clairvoyant medium who happened to be present would be able to see. But otherwise, at this type of deathbed scene, there is no drama, pain or crying in desolation, nor the taking of desperate measures to resuscitate. 

Before continuing with  what Frances Banks has to say about her adventures beyond the border, I will quote the account Helen Greaves gives of her passing, since  her death was peaceful, a close parallel to the way a yogi might have died. 

HELEN       Frances Banks died, as she had lived, fully conscious of what she was doing and where she hoped to go.  She refused drugs until the very end, bearing her pain with fortitude.  At the last she spoke of seeing incarnate and discarnate entities in her room.  She arranged her material affairs and said farewell to those of her friends who were near enough to visit her.  She astonished the good Scottish doctor who attended her at the last by saying cheerfully, a day or so before she lapsed into a coma:-   ‘Goodbye, Doctor.  See you in the next world!’ 
Her brave words to me  ‘You know I have cancer.  I will not get over this’, indicated  that she had accepted and was ready for the next phase.  She was even eager, for I am told by those who looked after her, that she would wake in the morning and sigh: ‘Am I still here?  I had hoped to have gone.’ 

At the end her breath was laboured and she lapsed into unconsciousness.  Yet for the flash of a second she drew herself back so that she spoke normally and with control.  This was in a poignant incident on the day before her death, and it illustrates clearly her consciousness of herself as a soul, as well as a mind and body; and a soul and mind that would live on in another dimension after they had left a sick body.  This story, I feel, has a bearing on the next section of this book, in which Prances’ mind was able to impress mine, and so further the message which she so eagerly wished to impart, the message of assurance of the continued life and progress of the soul. 

Frances had been in and out of coma for nearly two days when I received, by the morning mail, a tiny bottle of water.  With it came a letter relating that this phial of water had been brought, by the writer, from Lourdes.  It was, she wrote, holy water from the Spring at Lourdes.  Could I anoint Frances with it?  There MIGHT be a miracle!  In any case, it would be helpful.  

I asked permission to carry out this wish and was granted it.  I took the bottle, and having been warned that our patient was in a coma, or asleep, I tiptoed in.  Frances was propped up by pillows, ill and shrunken.  Her eyes were closed.  She was very still except for the laboured indrawing of her breath.  I stood for a moment at the end of the bed, watching her.  Slowly her eyes opened.  Recognition dawned.  She smiled without speaking.  Then the eyelids dropped again. 

Leaning over her, I whispered: ‘This is holy water from Lourdes, Frances.’ 

With it I made the Sign of the Cross on her forehead and the palms and backs of her hands.  She only moaned.  I stood beside her and prayed silently that she might go peacefully to that new life to which she looked forward so eagerly. 
After a minute, without opening her eyes, she murmured in a dreamy voice: ‘It’s all right, my dear.  The Change has started.’ 

Then she lapsed immediately into unconsciousness.  The next day, at lunch time, she simply stopped breathing.  Her soul had gone on its new pilgrimage.       
So wrote Helen Greaves. 

Frances Banks had been a nun and teacher for 25 years, but after that time she could no longer be restricted by dogma and ritual.  She renounced her vows, took an advanced degree in psychology and went into psychic research after helping reform the British prison system and introducing innovative educational programmes for prisoners.  With regard to her own imprisonment within religion, she listened to Leslie Weatherhead’s advice: ‘Unless we can break out of the prison of old-fashioned expressions, creeds and formulas, we shall never be free to find the far more glorious truths which are inherent in [our] religions.’ 

Frances found some of these truths before she died, and many more afterwards.  Here is her account as she spoke to Helen Greaves from the other side:- 

FRANCES     -     As you know, from my life story, I dedicated myself to the religious life and, after years of repeating these creeds and forms with my lips, years during which my will was stretched and exerted to keep me honourably performing to the best of my ability those vows which I had so solemnly made, after twenty-five years of such devotion to my religion,  I found myself unable to go on any longer.  [So she went out into the world to study, to help prisoners and undertake psychical research.  R.R.] 
Now, in this new World to which I am gradually being introduced with all its beauty and light and freedom, I can look back with joy that such a step was part of my experience.  For I have not, like so many good and conventional souls, arrived here with thought and expectation coloured by old half-truths [the old-time religion];  with prejudices against survival of the personality as well as of the soul to be dissolved, albeit painfully, in this new expression of freedom.  At least I am thankful to relate, I came in expectation, in anticipation, in utter belief of a new life, and thus I found joy in the reunion of old contacts, as well as delight in obeying the Law of recompense and of service.  I passed through the experience of death firmly believing in the Resurrection, but not of the body that clothed me on earth.  How could I ever desire to bring an old, worn-out  thing into this new Life?  Or ever to occupy it again at any future experience. 

Here I have a body, certainly, but it is of finer composition than my late physical body.  Here I look as I did on earth, or relatively as I looked, but here I am free to refashion this body by thought.  I am beginning that adventure of breaking out of the prison of those creeds which limited the reality of life.  Here I dwell temporarily amongst my fellow religious in a community which is entirely dedicated to helping souls to awaken to greater freedom before they proceed onwards to their rightful places, and to the extent in which I am allowed to participate, I am learning more and more of the true values of each soul’s experience in all the worlds through which it is destined to pass in its progress towards Divinity. 

[to be continued].        Passages reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.    Notes by Richard R 
Subject:
Rescue Circles (105) Brad Pitt, Albert Pauchard and Frances Banks on Death.
Brad Pitt, who turned 45 last month, was in Berlin for the European premier of ‘The Curious Case Of Benjamin Button’, in which he plays a man who is born in his eighties and ages backwards. “I’m not so afraid of getting old, I’m more afraid of how I’ll go,” he told a news conference on Monday. “Fire and tight spaces don’t appeal. A shark would be interesting.” The tear-jerking film tracks the love story between Benjamin Button and Daisy, played by Cate Blanchett, and the joys and losses they face as one gets younger and the other older.

Like most people, Brad Pitt doesn’t think much about what happens AFTER death.  He is just concerned about what happens up to that point.

So what actually  happens to a dogmatic, closed-minded person when they die?  This might be a priest who believes in heaven and hell and a judgment day, or a materialistic scientist who believes there is nothing beyond death, just extinction. They would be equally confused to find themselves continuing to exist in ways outside their former belief systems. 

The following account of the afterlife experiences of a dogmatic priest and his more open-minded sister might equally represent the experiences of two types of scientist, one dogmatic and the other with a more enquiring mind.   This was given by Swiss researcher  Albert Pauchard (1878 –1934) to his wife Antoinette in March 1935, about eight months after his death, through the mediumship of M.J.,  Geneva. 

PAUCHARD    -     Another case….is about a brother and sister – twins.  Both belonging to the same protestant sect – very severe and narrow-minded – very pious too. 

                                Undoubtedly you will find it very instructive to know the difference in their conditions here – and why.  I will endeavour to explain. 

                                The brother, a priest, a worthy man, honest but intolerant, was shut up in his doctrine.  He had no imagination, was incorruptible and tireless in the exercise of his ministry – highly esteemed not only by his own parishioners, but by the whole town – yet without being really loved. 

                                 His sister had a totally different nature.  The narrowness of her creed could not shut her up.  Her soul soared beyond the limits of the faith she professed.  She was a woman with a great heart and universal sympathies.   They both died the same year.  On coming out here, she at once found her Paradise.  Not the conventional Paradise however, for she had never created it in detail in her imagination.  But a Glory and Bliss she had sometimes timidly expected in her deep and spontaneous trust in the love of her Saviour. 

                               He, who had always more feared than loved the Divine, is still from time to time assailed by deep depressions.  He lives in a colourless and joyless world, as he has done on earth.  He fulfils almost the same duties in a very restricted world of good, limited and ‘respectable’ people.  His sermons are still threatening and lifeless.  He is not even capable of perceiving the difference between his condition and that of his sister.  He sees her at his side, as usual.  She, on the contrary, is fully aware of his state – and that is the only dark point in her otherwise happy existence.   We think she will succeed in calling him to LIFE at the appropriate moment.  

                                This case should set many believers thinking.  Here are, in fact, two persons – both of them equally virtuous, both of them belonging to the same creed, equally conscientious and faithful.  Yet, for one the doctrine became a prison, which prevented the expansion of his spirit.  For the other, the same doctrine was only a cocoon where the caterpillar changed into a butterfly. 

                                    In what way do creeds and doctrines really matter?  Everything depends on the inner life and not on the creed.  One can do without any religious creed or belong to the most limited dogmatism – it does not matter.  The only real point is THAT LIVING JOY which is created in very heart by a deep feeling of the fundamental unity of all life, joined to an intimate and confident certitude of the immense Love-Wisdom everywhere present in Creation.  

Now let us move forward thirty-one years to March, 1966, and resume Frances Banks’ account of her afterlife experiences. 
FRANCES      -       There are no tenets, no creeds, no formulae, no hard and fast rules devised by any mind to restrict or confine progress here.  All is individual, and yet all is for the good of the whole; for the advancement of the group.  It is a forward and backward  movement, if I may be allowed to use a contradictory expression.  Each soul and each group moves onward  towards greater expansion, towards the Divine conception of an  illimitable Creation, individually and collectively.  Yet at the same time each group and each soul directs backward to the plane below, its present achievement, the fruits of its knowledge.  These ideas, ideals and conceptions fit into and make manifest, the Divine Pattern or Plan as far as this can be accepted by the souls still seeped in the illusion and glamour of matter.   No acceptance of another soul’s belief colours progress.  The soul must judge (discern) for itself – must  make its own progress, must choose what to accept as truth for itself.  No soul is coerced, forced or bound by creeds.  If he believes that his is Heaven, or conversely, that he is in Hell, then for him THAT IS SO AT HIS PRESENT  STATE OF PROGRESS. 

                                 Helpers and Teachers and Great Souls there are in  number to explain such errors of thinking, but there are no rules to follow and obey except the Divine Precept of Love, Light, Wisdom and Understanding ......... 

                                We are striving to live in that Light as it presents itself as truth to us individually.  This is the glory of all religions; this inner stamp of Divinity in each soul, whether blinded and deafened by material thinking or not.  Our inner eyes are opened gradually or swiftly to the errors of our old patterns of thinking and acting.  We are allowed to progress into such experiences as will help us to put right these errors.  In some, this means remaining in one state until the effects of the disasters of their actions in earth lives have been resolved and love and harmony have healed the hurts.  For others, this means joining a Group where the omissions in their thinking and feeling can be remedied.  Yet still for others there is service to their fellows, whilst to those happy few advanced souls there is swift progress to other and higher spheres.

The serial life from one plane to another, from one experience to another, from one group to another, from one aventure to another, from partial understanding to deeper comprehension, from apparent separation to inherent unity and on into the bliss of Divine Reality, that seems to me, as far as I have progressed, and as clearly as my growing understanding has shown me, to be the glorious truths, as Dr. Weatherhead says of the Christian, or any other religion, which emphasises the here and the hereafter.

11 March 1966.

You must not think that the Community in which I now sojourn is the same religious community of which I became a member when on earth.  Many of the Sisters are here as of old; there are others also from similar cmmunities.  Many have passed on to greater activities; others are as new and recent  as my own arrival.  The term recent I am using in a purely metaphorical way for already my experience of earth and time is fading.  I seem to have  been here for aeons.  Already the sharp edge to emotions which made certain events stand forth clearly  in one’s memory, is dissolving in the expiation of the effects of my actions. I begin to correlate life as a whole now so that different periods dovetail into the Pattern and the Pattern becomes related to the Whole.  This Community differs from the earth Community in that we have no creeds, no restrictions, no vows (except that of self-dedication of service to our fellows) and no ranks of seniority.  We are one in service.  We are individual in thought and progress.  Ceremony we still perform,  in a fuller and wider sense, for there is ever a need for the upliftment of the soul by dedicated and meaningful action correlated with intense thought and aspiration.

[to be continued]   Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman 1969, and from  L’Autre Monde by Albert Pauchard, 1936  Societe d’Etudes Psychiques de Geneve.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (106) Moving on to higher things.  An exercise to prepare for the afterlife.
Continuing her discourse on her experiences of the afterlife, Frances Banks explained that the ceremonials performed over there are not of the pattern prescribed as on earth.  

FRANCES        -          Here our ceremonies spring from an innate oneness with the Source of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of the Life Force in us so as to initiate a mingling with one another as well as with the greater Forces.  Here, and in other places, I have taken part in what we call “the Ceremony of Light.”  This formation of thought, this deep concerted concentration, springs from the deep desire to experience Life and yet more Life, to unite with the Supreme Essence, to realise as far as one’s present consciousness will allow that Life is EXPANSION, that Light is but the widening of one’s inner perceptions.  Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before Light can truly flow in.  In these Festivals of Light there is a raising up into Power and Energy rather than a pouring down. 
As one takes one’s place amongst the community of souls making this observance of ceremony, one is conscious of a supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of the dynamo of the spirit.  There is a distinct feeling of growth; the body seems to expand, to become less gross, to stretch into a new elasticity and ethereal content.  The mind soars to a hitherto unexplored vastness of creative activity.  The spirit fills all with a dynamic lift of consciousness.  New and vast concepts stream into the mind.  The onward path is illumined with a clarity the surpasses all imagination.   

[We may not expect to find ourselves in such an elevated and exhilarated state as described by Frances Banks.  But we can gain a rough idea of where we will be and what we will be doing if we review what we have done in this life, say, since the age of 12.  Instead of a life review recalling every event, we can try and imagine a place we are most comfortable to live in, a cottage, or farm, in the country, or a village, town or city.   Then we would place duplicate images of ourselves in every occupation and type of place where we have lived and worked, into that locality, including temporary jobs. 

For example, in my case, as well as my professional careers, I have worked as a postman/mailman delivering letters, long distance telephone operator, garbage collector for the church, directory enquiries, reporter and theatre/music critic, performer in bands and orchestras and as cocktail pianist, MC, TV presenter, working in a typing pool at the Board of Trade, librarian, driver, soldier, dispatcher, and so on.  [No, I have never waited tables or flipped burgers!]..   So if we put all these different selves in their places of work, then add all the roles we have undertaken, as student, parent, spouse, patient, uncle or aunt, audience and spectator, volunteer, and so on, our town will soon be populated with hundreds of replicas of ourselves, and the community will be bustling with activity.  We are bringing all these selves together in one place.  This will be the level and intensity of our life, our accumulated environment of love and service in the community.  This then will go with us into the afterlife, and we will find it all there. The type of community we will find ourselves in there will be exactly as we have lived in here.  We will have as much loving company and rich activity as we created for ourselves in this lifetime.  

There may be a downside, I am sure. If we thought the world owed us a living, or we complained and criticised and judged all the time, we may not find much awaiting us.  If there have been dubious experiences in crime, drug taking, alcoholism, theft, deceit and other negative activities, these may be interwoven into the life of our town or village.  Like ecological pollution, we can’t  simply put the questionable activity out of mind, across the rail tracks on the other side of town, or hide it in a dump. It will have to be recycled.  A drug dealer will have to continue dealing, but this time in providing positive beneficial services and rehab clinics.  Murderers, terrorists and irresponsible and corrupt politicians and greedy executives will have to pick up the tab for what they have done, and pick up the pieces of destruction they have left behind them, and provide new lives and restitution for all who have suffered at their hands, directly and indirectly.  Their conscience will be their guide, helper and rescuer, to start with.  

I am sure most of us can look forward to more of the same at a level which continues to rise in quality as we progress.  Frances Banks explains how she made excursions onto higher planes of existence to meet wise and living souls. She  did not spend much time in the Shadowland. Since she had led a life of service on earth, her vibration took her to meet her former colleagues on earth.  She did go to some dark spot to attempt the rescue of an artist who had led a dissolute life, but otherwise, she moved on to higher aspirations.] 

FRANCIS       -        Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage, I find that I am still repeating the pattern, only from another angle.  No longer do I doubt as once I did.  Now I know.  Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.   Do I dream - I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 
It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved and do proceed only into each successive stage with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness {as if each Cinderella had become a Princess!).

I have not mentioned the Shadow Lands here because, to my mind, these seem to be the clearing houses where unlawful and mischievous adjuncts of the old personalities are rejected, discarded and finally resolved.  At this particular place in my own progress I am in my own  interest group, that of the Community and  service, but I am also aware of the Group beyond to which I belong and to which I trust I am gravitating.  I have already contacted briefly some of those who dwell in those wider spheres, and I am able to communicate through the inner thought and to receive impressions from them.   These scripts are organised and impressed upon me by a band of souls.  Thus I am being used as a telepathic link to you and to the earth by these souls......

I have had the wonderful illumination of being transported by thought, temporarily, to a plane where I was in contact with a great soul, a sage, an advanced one, a teacher of wisdom who is one of the divine company.  His face flashed into sight before me.  I knew him.  There was no need for speech.

In the manner of this new dimension to which I am becoming accustomed,  I understood in silence all that he was communicating to me.  It was as if my journeys were unrolled before me on a screen of colour and movement, yet without sound.  I was entranced and at times joyful, and, proud and shamed.   Yet he never uttered a word of blame.  He smiled with infinite understanding as, once again, only this time on a vaster and more detailed scale, the blueprint showd with definite markings, the little triumphs as well as the failures of my endeavours.

[To be continued]  Notes within square backets Copyright 2009 by Richard Rowley.  Extracts reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Rescue Circles (107)   Evidence of the survival of Frances Banks from another medium.  The continuity of life and its serial nature.  Life is a never-ending story.

Frances Banks did not communicate only through Helen Greaves.    In June 1967  Helen herself booked a private sitting anonymously for four months ahead, with the medium Mrs. Lilian Bailey.  So, on September 20th that year she had contact with her friend again, from another medium whom she had not met before.   She writes:-

After encouraging messages of a personal nature from my husband and other dear ones, and directions about the book already published, The Dissolving Veil, and others to be published,  I asked if my friend was present.  The answer came without pause.

LILIAN BAILEY          -       This is a lady and she has stepped back while others communicated.  Wait a minute.  She is a little giddy, as she is taking on the conditions with which she left this life.   She had a malignancy which finally spread over her body and she passed in a coma.    That is over now and she is well and happy. Her name is Frances.  Some called her Fanny*.  She says ‘I am still the same Fanny.’  She has very lovely eyes, large, luminous and grey.    She is speaking of a book.  She is very much in this book, in fact SHE is writing it [The Testimony of Light].    You often think of her.  [Mrs. Bailey then gave other facts by which Frances could prove her identity.]
This lady HAS FOUND HER SOUL.   You must not expect her around.  She has gone on, but she will be sending through to you from time to time.  She now has a more rapid rate of vibration than before.  Because your own rate of vibration is rapid it is easy for her to come to you from time to time, but not all the time.  She has not gone out of your life. She has  found the wondrous beauty of Life beyond her capability of telling you.  She is try to say that what man has created in the Spheres is beyond anything man has created on earth.  She is now in the Creative Sphere.

· This was true.  Her students in Africa called her Fanny.  She knew this and it amused her.

[We were going ahead in time almost 17 months here.  Before looking at the final communications from Frances from the higher spiritual attainment of this Creative Sphere, here from March 14, 1966, is the continuation of her account of being transported to meet a Master of wisdom].  
FRANCES BANKS         -      I am, I was, I always shall be – I recall thinking.  As if in answer I saw him, in flashes, as he was when I had contacted him in my various states of being, for he had played a part in many experiences and always as the brother, the mentor, the inspirer.   As I looked again at him I saw that his face was the face of infinite limitless love.  In my inner ear sounded the words – ‘Neither do I condemn thee.’  I was suffused with new joy, great hope and a deep strength of consciousness.  I was so moved that I found myself weeping inwardly.  And when I recovered myself the vision was gone and I was back in my garden, contemplating the glory of life eternal and the way of endless possibilities.  Mother Florence was beside me.

FRANCES      -      You knew all this?

FLORENCE       -      I too forgot when in the earth body.

FRANCES      -      But you achieved so much.

FLORENCE      -       I also failed.

FRANCES      -      You too have seen him?

FLORENCE     -      I have met such as he when I have been allowed to visit higher planes.

FRANCES      -      Met them? And yet you choose to remain here?

FLORENCE       -      Choose?    I have a duty, dear Sister, and my own expiation which also is my choice.  Besides, I do not believe that I could stand, for long, the intense light and glory of these higher planes.  My soul is not yet strong enough.

FRANCES  (to Helen, continuing her account)     I was silenced.  Without even a hint of reproof I had been made to realise a fault in myself.  How much I need to learn.  How divine is true humility.   

‘But neither do I condemn thee.’

The words echo in my thought like a bursting bud of great promise. The way is eternal.  Our little minds are illumined and comforted with the knowledge that the serial life is a wonderfully kind project of divine compassion for each of us.  As we have tried to achieve in other consciousnesses, other states of being, so will we be allowed to go on, chapter by chapter, serial by serial, book by book, to grow in wisdom and beauty into that image so gloriously represented, that of the divine image.  I am filled with hope, with serenity and with tranquil acceptance even in the contemplation of such progress in the far distant scheme of things.  

Perhaps the most important change which has come over me in the period since I left the earth, is the deepening of the realization and confirmation of the SERIALISED life which we all lead.  It is as though I had just finished a chapter, put down my pen, closed the book and slept for very weariness. 

Now I am awake, refreshed, alert and I have started immediately on a new chapter, or perhaps it is a new book in a different dimension.  It does not matter whether this is a new book or only a new chapter.  It is still a continuation, a sequel to all that has been committed to memory in the last story.  There is a definite CONTINUING THREAD.  One meets old friends, tried companions, and former teachers.  From conversations and communions with them and through listening to their stories, the missing portions of one’s own experiences return to memory, and the pattern is built up anew.  Not that the pattern of the continued life was ever completely lost.  As the chief actor in my own particular drama, I had become as it were so immersed in the last act or chapter that 

The incidents, tragedies, lessons of the previous scenes had tended to grow misty.  But now I am beginning slowly and laboriously to piece together  these scenes into a whole, into a serialized effort at living.  Many of the incidents which have been jogged back into my memory by the confrontation of its co-actors long obscured in my consciousness come as a shock to me.  Could this have been how I thought, spoke, acted?   What great similarity there is in all the acts, yet how different!  The essence is steady and serene;  the persona changing and elusive.  As I meditate upon some flash of memory, some bead  on the chain of experiences wither on this plane, the earth plane or some other plane, the plan unfolds itself, only partially of course, to my fascinated gaze.  Did I pass up this great chance?  Did I respond in such a puerile way?  Did I not learn to listen to  those vague memory flashes that spoke to me from time to time during all the experiences which separatist thinking often turned into escapades?  Had I sunk so far into matter that I had FORGOTTEN lessons already learned, philosophies so often established, as real to my mind.   Truly, I must have. The comparisons fill me with dismay.

      [to be continued]    Reviewed from ‘Testimony of Light’ by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969..

Subject: higher plane. The continued need for rescue work.


Rescue Circles (108) Music and ceremony. Frances moves to a 

Frances Banks had a little more to say about the value of festivals and ceremonies on earth, and about music, in which to her regret she had no talent or expertise in her lifetime here, being a visual rather than an aural person. As she said in the March 11th session, 1966:- 
Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before light can truly flow in.......      These festivals are accompanied, as always in ceremony, with music on a grander scale than anything that is performed on earth.  Yet I have never seen instruments such as were necessary for the production of such harmonies on earth.  The notes form and are trilled as though by some unseen performers.  There is no dissonance, but a growing ascendancy of some majestic theme; there is a swelling of harmony until a particular chord or note is reached and held.  That note seems to be the key, the aim, the object of the ceremony.  All movements, all voices raised in unison, all sounds from the spheres unite in experiment until the ascension of the right note, rather in the manner of a bird chorus at dawn, lifting gently into a grand finale with every bird throat pouring forth its contribution of sound. [This is very interesting to note, since the ancient secret chants handed down orally and aurally from thousands of years ago from generation to generation amongst the Hindu Brahmin priests, which finally were recorded in Sanskrit in the Rig Veda and other hymns, are said to have no meaning originally, but relate to the rhythm, pitch and structure of bird song.  R.R.]

Here, the note, when at last reached and sounded in full, is held and vibrated at a pitch of intensity which sweeps every soul into harmony.  Then light breaks though into the assembly.  Light surrounds us, lifts us, touches us, awakens us.  One finds oneself expressing, or trying to express, the note with all of one’s mind and all feeling and intensity of which one is capable.  One is singing, and yet not singing, with one voice, as in earthly choirs.  One is singing with the whole organism.

Thought, production, feeling, expression, aspiration and exaltation become united in one vast effort to capture and hold in consciousness that note, to live in and become the vibration of that ray of light expressed through the sounding note.  It is the ascendancy of the light.  It is union with the vast worlds of spirit.  It is the impregnation of matter with spiritual force.  It is the light universal, the light of which Christ spoke when he said:   ‘I am the light of the world.’   It is the light of all the worlds, of this world, of the physical world as well as of all higher, vaster worlds.  It is the light that penetrates and becomes essence in us. It is sound, harmony and light in one.  This is the ceremony of light!

When I was in the Community on earth, I loved the Ceremony of the Eucharist.  Yet now I realise how pale are the festivals and ceremonies performed with the separated consciousness of the human mind.  Yet these ceremonies are of value for they engender uplifting aspirations. The value, as I now see it, in ceremony is in the participator’s intensity of application, the intent with which the ritual is performed and followed.

On earth, I had little ear for music.  I believe that I explained in my book Frontiers of Revelation that all my impressions of other states were visual.  I rarely heard.  More often I saw or was aware of vibration about the physical bodies of my companions.  Here I am learning to achieve both the eye and the ear of light.  ..to see the light as well as to hear the vibrations of the different frequencies of light.

[Since Frances was aware that she would soon be moving on, and so be unable to communicate with Helen very often, she wanted to put across the following three important points:

(1)
There should be no fear of death, for the death of the body is but a gentle passing to a much freer life.

(2)
That all life is lived as a serial, that we go from one experience of living to another experience of living at a different rate, i.e. on a higher lever of awareness.

(3)
That much of what we thought praiseworthy on earth is mediocre to us in the light of wider knowledge, and conversely much for which we blamed ourselves and were blamed by others, is viewed here from a wider angle and even becomes merit!  That sounds like a contradictory statement, yet it makes sense when viewed from this freer angle.

[on April 15th, 1966, she said:-]
I am trying to function more and more in this body of light. I cannot sustain it for long yet, but I have the joy and bliss of the certainty of a further expansion which is available to us all.....this is a gradual process in earth consciousness of time to fulfil.....  The journey itself is compensation enough  for the trials of earth existence.

This was all that was heard from Frances for nearly seventeen months.  Then she began to talk of her new work, on September 3rd, and then on September 11th, 1967.
I have now passed on from my spate of service in the Home, to becoming one of a Group...working in what you would term mysticism...Expansion is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe...changing endlessly.  Even when the personality is released into conscious expansion, it still exists.  In an entity which had become deeply sunk into the illusion of material existence, or which has never developed the mental body of thought, nor made any contact with the soul, this  new state of existence can be one of extreme difficulty and confusion.  This explains why there are differing states or planes of expansion here.  The Shadow Lands do exist for those who cannot accept release from the imprisoned self, and in these shadows, [or state of Limbo] the poor entities remain until they themselves wish to find other and lighter abodes. [and here lies the reason for much spirit rescue and release work, which is the subject of this whole series. Richard R.]

To be continued.     The bare bones of Frances Banks’ communications have been reviewed here.   Interested readers should study the complete documents in Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969 and reprints.
Rescue Cirles (109)  Performing Last Rites to rescue a ghost.  The spirit body, communication by thought, and more about limbo.
One way of doing rescue work is by performing last rites on a ghost that haunts a property and causes disturbances for the inhabitants.  This is better than an exorcism, which may benefit the people living in a haunted house, but the spirit is usually banished to perdition, rather than sent into the light to be greeted and helped by loving friends, relatives and entities.   
So it is encouraging to read the account below, from the Waltham Forest Guardian for January 30, 2009, in which the last rites were performed for the earthbound soul of a highwayman.   There is one reservation I have, on noticing the final remark of Rev. Hayward who performed the ceremony.  He said: “Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.”  This seems to be the orthodox viewpoint for Christians still,where the afterlife is a place of eternal repose and rest.  This is contradicted by Frances Banks’ statements, in which she says that the afterlife is more active and awe-inspiring than anything we have experienced here.  Before continuing with her account, here is the article by Charlie Campbell, courtesy of a link from Victor Zammit’s weekly Friday Afterlife Report. In today’s edition he also mentions that a Christian church in Sydney, Australia, has refused permission for a Spiritualist church to use their premises.  Further evidence that orthodox Christianity is far from being ready to accept wider beliefs or expand their own consciousness.

WOODFORD GREEN: Medium claims ghost of highwayman pleaded innocence

By Charlie Campbell  

A MEDIUM who claims her family was stalked by the ghost of a notorious highwayman says the outlaw asked for his name to be cleared as his immortal soul was finally laid to rest. 
Bill Saunders was part of Dick Turpin’s Gregory Gang which terrorised travellers through Epping Forest during the early 18th century before being executed for his crimes. 
The Coughlan family, of Roding Lane North, Woodford Bridge, took the supposed stalking so seriously they called in exorcists. 
Helen Coughlan insists the ghost claims he was an innocent party in the gang murder and so has refused to pass over to the other side while known as a killer. 
Mrs Coughlan said she was delighted to help what she believes is a tortured soul finally leave her family home. 
She said: “There was a stench of rotting flesh whenever he was close as, while highwaymen were buried in consecrated ground, murderers were hung and their corpses allowed to decompose until they were nothing but bone. 
“He spoke to me and said that he had been staying around the place as he didn’t want to cross over as a murderer as he was innocent of the crime. 
“Now I can go to my brother Matthew’s room and it’s warm when before it would always be icy even if you turned on all the radiators and plug-in heaters. 
“We performed an exorcism which involves the last rites so now his soul has been commended to God and he seems  a lot freer now.” 
Epping Forest historian Peter Lawrence told the Guardian that Saunders was captured after a raid on a farm with other members of the Gregory Gang. 
He added: “Saunders was hanged at Tyburn - where Marble Arch is today - and then hung in chains in Edgware where his most heinous crimes were committed.” 
Rev Spencer Hayward performed the exorcism with his wife Janet. 

He said: “We use traditional methods of prayer with bibles and candles. Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.” 
_____________________________________________________________ 

In contrast, Frances Banks said that she felt awake, refreshed and alert once she moved on to higher planes in the afterlife. Before the transformation onto this higher plane of existence, on 15th April, 1966, she said:-   

I feel sometimes like a snake gradually shedding its skin.  These coils of lower density are slipping away from me.  I am emerging  from regrets of earth memories, from disillusions, from idealisations which become illusions, ephemeral  and of no true worth.  I am viewing each piece of skin which peels off from me in its right connection with the true self which it served to obscure, and more and more I become thankful for  the reality which  was there beneath the skin all the time.  This is the self [or soul] which is now becoming more and more outstanding, more revealed, more substantial.  That self is substantial light.   I realise that what is passing from me, like sloughing a skin, is insubstantial, impermanent, decomposing, as it drops from me into a dusty nothingness.  What is left is essentially light, is reality, is permanent and is true.  I call this my new body of light and that, indeed, is what it truly is.  A body of light, not dense and material and dull and heavy as the physical body, not insubstantial, shadowy and unreal as the astral body in which I have been sheltering, but brilliant, encelled with light, ethereal in that there is no weight, no dragging down into matter but is enmeshed with colour and beauty into form and substance.  Is that a difficult conception? ....  I am merging into it.   I still have a mind, I still have a body, but both are inevitably changing and because of that I feel as if I am emerging, like a grub from a chrysalis, into a butterfly.  Gradually I can function more readily and for deeper periods in my body of light, and in it, can commune with more advanced souls and imbibe their wisdom.

[After this Frances was unable to communicate with Helen Greaves for almost a year and a half, but returned on September 3rd 1967 to say] :-

You would rather talk than eat.  That still amuses me.  Perhaps that is why I want to let you know that here we talk and talk though we do not need to eat in the same sense in which we took food into our bodies in the earth life.  Yet our talk is different.  Here our conversations consist of a communing.  Mind speaks to mind.  On earth we made sounds, formulated words with varying vibrations or with different meanings and we employed tonal emphasis to express our purpose.  In this further life, speech as sound is not needed.  Vibration is everything.  It is sufficient that we formulate and breathe out a strong thought for this to communicate itself to other minds.  We give and receive thought impressions.  They carry our true meaning so that deceptive words cannot imply other than what we think, as is the case with much of the word sound of the personality.  What a pity, you will say, that this is not the common order in earth life, where idle talk can cause strife and bitterness....

For me now in my new state, talk is food.  Communion with the group and with the great souls at its centre is my nourishment, my bread and wine, my staff of true life.

September 11th, 1967

Expansion.  That is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe and I emphasise the word still because we always have inhabited  this world and the death of the physical sheath only serves to clear our vision.  The world of the physical is expanding, changing endlessly, though most souls in that state of physical existence cannot make the link with the ephemeral personality strong enough to be able to realise that expansion.....  We always possess a soul-body, or, can I put it another way, a soul extends out to each of us, but for millions of those in physical incarnation the link with the soul body is so ephemeral as to be almost non-existent.  Thus, on arrival here, after the physical change called death, such entities find themselves naked to their brethren.  That does not mean without clothing in the physical sense, but minus the protective and creative vibrations of the soul.  It is as though they lacked an outer skin, also they no longer feel in command of themselves or their situation.  They are lost and confused, therefore a prey to unprogressed entities who lurk in the shadows.  Sometimes they feel still bound to familiar scenes of their earth life.  Sometimes they exist  in a semiconscious dream, whilst helpers and loved ones await their return to awareness.  The duration and density of this state [of limbo] must necessarily depend on the reality of materialism to them, i.e., the glamour of earth life, the illusion of the temporal state [Alice Bailey’s guide and teacher wroter much about this.  Whether such knowledge is useful or harmful depends on who is using it.  Give a stick of dynamite to an ignorant (and innocent) toddler, and he will blow himself up.  Give it to an engineer, and he may be able to form the foundations of a great building with it. R.R.].  A good man or woman, kindly, unselfish, seeking God during life, yet without knowledge or understanding of survival, has nothing to fear.  His good deeds have already attracted those who can guide and help to adjust to these new conditions and, under instruction, he will learn the aspirational approach to the soul. 

To be continued, with more about expansion on the other side.       Extracts selected and reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman  1969, and the Waltham Forest Guardian, January 30, 2009.

Rescue Circles (110)    Expansion on the other side. Continuation of life there.  The true Revelation: there is no death. The importance of our awareness of survival of death, about which religion says very little. 

Frances Banks continued to talk of how expansion of consciousness worked out on the higher plane she had now reached. 
The soul expands its knowledge and wisdom into the surviving personality.  This process may be disseminated over long periods of earth time…sometimes even hundred of your earth years, according to the progression, or non-progression of the entity.  But always there are Brethren of the Way [or helpers] to assist one who desires progress.    The desire originates in the entity itself after reparation has been made for wrongs done and existing lower passions have been cleansed, healed and released.  When partial cleansing has been affected, the next step towards Light is Service and many dear souls spend their transition stages in service to those still living in the hells of their own creation.  Such service, [which we are calling Rescue Work] voluntary and compassionate, strengthens the link with the waiting self or soul.  Yet always that self waits to expand INTO the entity.  

There are many facets to such expansion.  Loving service is but one.  The progressing entity is still in need of education into that knowledge and wisdom which the soul possesses and for this purpose, numbers of groups exist here and, I am led to believe, function on every plane.  The progressing entity is drawn by the law of attraction to a group progressed to that stage which will express, for him [or her] the intensity of awareness which he is now capable of receiving. 
All is expansion here, but expansion in stages.  This Law is exact.  No entity can propel itself forward into a group until its emotional, mental and spiritual expansion at least is comparable with the fringe of that group’s awareness.  This is an important statement.  Think it well through to its conclusions.  Here, illusion, glamour and self-deception are of no avail.  One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel. The mask has been shed with the physical body.  The developing light body, its dimness or its brilliance, is apparent, especially to members of the group to which the quality of such light permits graduation…..One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel.  Of course, if you examine an earth personality, the phrase holds good on that level also.  Clothes reveal [the man or woman – and body language]..  Instinctively when in the body we formed judgements of people whom we met by their appearance at first, that is, the brightness or dullness of their dress, the choice of colour, style, their smartness or lack of neatness.  

As above so below – the rules hold.  Only on this level of consciousness dress and style are not created by those who lead fashions.  We create that which clothes, i.e., surrounds us, from the residue of our thoughts, words, acts and aspirations which we have brought over with us.  One begins to learn, and to apply, this Law of Creation from the moment of awareness of one’s survival in another dimension. 

Frances Banks in spirit, September 1967. 

[This is a very important point to be aware of.  Right now, as we think about the matter, in this material world, we have come to the conclusion that very few of us think about, or are even interested in the subject of survival.  Even our religions say little about it, apart from encouraging or coercing us to believe that only with their help and ceremonies will we survive at all.  They do nothing to prepare us for the afterlife, and we would have little help, if it were not for  a few brave independent thinkers and our mediums who are able to put us in touch with the loved ones who HAVE survived and can tell us that there IS an afterlife. 
That is a FACT. I have heard and seen some of my deceased loved ones, and had independent evidential communications through some excellent mediums, The writings I compile here merely corroborate my personal experience, otherwise I would not have bothered to search so far into the past.  What I CAN say without hesitation is that ALL those on the other side whose words appear in these articles, and in all the Spiritualist and Spiritist  books and journals are STILL ALIVE in the world of spirit, even though they may not be currently communicating with us. 

Let us look at this topic of survival and the afterlife more closely. First of all, life and death are part of a process over which we have little control.  We may have made tremendous discoveries about the human genome recently,  and played around with genetic modification, but we cannot create life or change the processes known to us.  An acorn produces an oak tree, not a sheep or a bird.  The process of human conception, birth, growth, aging and death is locked into the greater life plan or blueprint of creation, or evolution, or biological differentiation, call it what we will.  The process may be modified, but cannot be changed.  So in death, when a human being dies, what is released from the chrysalis of the body, so to speak, is the butterfly of the spirit, after having lived a very indulgent earthy life as a caterpillar. This spirit has always belonged to the soul, which continues its journey of progression in what we broadly call heaven, the afterlife, the beyond  or the world of spirit.  So each of us can say, like the song, “I Will Survive.” 

Rather than talk about the SURVIVAL OF DEATH, we should really say the CONTINUATION OF LIFE, the serialized life which Frances Banks is talking about.  There is really no death, but like the caterpillar turning into a chrysalis then into a butterfly, there is a continuous life process or change of forms, within which the spirit continues on, surviving if you like to say, all the changes and experiencing each unique existence. 

No person, guru, prophet, doctor, scientist, government, church, army or police force can control or change this life process.  No belief, prayer, ritual or ceremony makes any difference to the process of conception, birth, life and death. The cycle repeats itself.  We may have personal choice in our place and person of incarnation, and then within the social processes of marriage, way of dying, and inheritance, but none of these choices will alter what happens to the individual mind, personality, soul and spirit when the body dies and is discarded. Our personal choices in that existence on earth may affect the level of our existence in spirit, it is true – the quality of our life over there will reflect the quality of our being when we leave the earth.   But however that may be, we will survive.  Our life goes on. 

It goes on, and the conditions it experiences can be observed and assessed  from all the accounts given in these various communications to individual sitters, in home circles, and at larger services and meetings.  The individual spirits’ stories explain their situation, how they have got lost, found themselves in a gloomy limbo, or gradually awakened,  or gone straight to a home or heavenly residence, or taken part in various activities and ceremonies, or gone to places of study and learning, creativity and joy, or in contrast, places of atonement for wrongdoing. 

Put together all these reports, as we have been doing here, to add to the various books on the afterlife, the summerland, the private heavens and hells and journeys beyond.  We have talked about those often, and they are available on the internet. After assessing this literature, we can begin to obtain a general idea of what we have been calling survival of death or the afterlife, or continuation of life. Can we call it eternal life, or immortality?  

We have to think this out for ourselves, since our religions will not cover the ground, nor will science, which slows down the process of understanding by demanding replicable proof.  Now, life is not a court of law, neither is it a scientific laboratory, which is ideal for experiments and tests, but is no place for living human or spiritual experience. So while home rescue circles and independent mediums continue their fine work today, I will continue to ferret out reports from the past to add to our general information about the greater life in spirit.   I hope to make them as interesting and relevant as possible. 

The important thing to remember in these accounts is that the people on the other side were and still are living people.  Those mediums, sitters and researchers in the further past are no longer with us but are now in spirit themselves, with the others whom they formerly brought through to communicate with us, but wherever they are now, they are all alive still at their appropriate level of existence, and we will one day be following in their footsteps, and perhaps meet them.  That is not such a bleak future for us, is it? 

With regard to the future, people who are concerned about predictions of changes and transformations in 2012 or at any other time really should not worry.  After all, this universe will be churning on for a few billion years yet, by which time we will all have progressed farther into the spirit planes.  Whatever happens here is of little consequence in comparison with the greater life.  

      Coming back to earth, I’ve attended many funerals and burials and memorial services, and before I came to my knowledge of mediumship and Spiritualism, I always believed like everyone around me that the person who died had really gone forever.  The coffin  was closed and sealed for the last time, the soil dropped on the box, then covered with more soil and buried  or the body cremated and the ashes scattered -  so that person, sadly, would not return or continue to exist.  So I believed.  But twenty years later, with a new understanding, I realize that we just say farewell to the person’s physical presence, not to his or her spirit, with which the journey of life continues.  So now I know that none of these people we bury and lament over are dead.  They are very much alive and continue to be so.  Everyone lives on. We really have to get our head round this.  It makes all the difference.  That is the true REVELATION which Jesus and all the other prophets and saints tried to get across to us – and failed, not because  their efforts were inadequate, but because of our ignorance and inability to understand what they were, and are saying.     Those prophets had just found out what every medium knows, that the dead are not dead, but alive in spirit.  That is the only Revelation we need to know.  

    The Book of Revelation is not a prediction of doomsday, the end times, the day of judgment or Armageddon, which was a siege and battle thousands of years in the PAST, which has ALREADY HAPPENED!   What IS the truth is that there is no doomsday scenario, no end to life, just change of form, a natural process, which will happen to all of us, and then progress on to the next planes of existence, not for this physical  body, which we may have become too attached to, the greedy caterpillar, but for the spirit body within, the butterfly hidden within the caterpillar and chrysalis, which finally flies away.  

The Church has misinterpreted the spiritual doctrines of revelation and turned it into scare tactics.  Somehow we want to make so much more of life than it already is.  We get so attached to this material life that we want it to last forever.  So we fabricate miracles and sensational phenomena and superstitious practices, and even fabricate gods and miracle workers when none of that is accurate or even necessary.  We are all immortal, already.  It is just that we cannot hold on to this material form beyond one lifetime.  That is the cycle of life for all creatures on this planet.  The lifespan of cells, organisms and greater creatures varies from a second or two to several hundred years, but all are mortal.  Just the species is relatively immortal, reproducing its kind from generation to generation and its spiritual blueprint probably capable of incarnating and propagating itself in various galaxies and other dimensions. 

The Revelation is not an ascension or literal resurrection, but just an awakening and a realization by each one of us that we are spirit.  This knowledge could bring us back to mature, responsible living in this decadent age where most people ignore ethics, morals and spirituality, and the suffering around the world, where among other things, there are 33 MILLION refugees fleeing abusive, destructive and anarchical regimes. Certain terrorists are destroying schools because they do not want women to be educated. And so the way of the world continues, offering some joy and much  suffering amidst birth and death.  What is the quality of our spirit as it tries to survive here? 

This lack of balance will be with us for quite some time, but there will not be a second Armageddon.  The divine plan is for progress, it has been all along, not destruction, except for the natural process of disintegration of the unhealthy, outworn, obsolete and decaying..  So what is happening around us is a wake-up call to improve the QUALITY of our living, not just striving  greedily for unregulated growth, profit and quantity.] 

More from Frances Banks in episode 111.  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearkan, 1969.  

Back to Basics.  Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time. 
It shows how inadequate our language is when we stumble over words and definitions about the afterlife,  and such a pity when we cannot agree,  when we have such a wonderful message to give the world - that life continues for all of us, our body/brain being merely a rented vehicle.  Our soul is eternal. 

We really do not have to be saved or converted, or adhere to a fixed, immutable belief system, in order to survive death.  In the past, people have converted from one faith to another in order to avoid persecution or execution, and even today in order to be able to marry the person they are in love with. That type of conversion may not be genuine, but mere practical expediency.   At least those of us who come to Spiritualism from other religions, like Frances Banks, have done so through personal conviction and direct experience. At least, that is what happened in my case.  We have had direct contact with the other side, proving beyond doubt, at least to us, that our loved ones are still alive and that we will also survive death. 

I think it is healthy if we can agree to differ.  It is throwing away the baby with the bathwater, so to speak, if we cannot accept past traditions, the great art, music, architecture and literature we have inherited from religion.  The imagery, metaphors, language, parables, legends and allegories are useful in helping to describe and understand the indescribable.    
Even the spirits and guides who communicate from the other side cannot agree on many issues, probably because they are speaking from different levels and planes of existence and experience.  So let us agree on our Principles, and leave other topics open for discussion â€“ they will not be resolved until we ourselves have been on the other side and awakened to the higher planes of existence. 
If we start of specify that a spiritualist believes this and that, or has to believe this, or not believe in that, and proscribe words as not permissible in the Spiritualist vocabulary, then we will start nit-picking, stumbling over words and definitions and theories and conjectures, and we will move away from the marvelous truth that we possess, which reveals that this life on earth is one episode in the serial story of each personâ€™s individual life, one stage of the soulâ€™s journey.  Hence  survival â€“ no death â€“ continuation of existence, purpose and meaning to this life, and proof that the soul is immortal â€“ eternal.  We could perhaps add these ideas to qualify our Principles. 
Some people want or need rules and regulations, others want guidelines, yet others want freedom to explore, compare and make up their own mind.  Some want to remain in one sect or religion, while others accept all religions and branches  of science as different facets of the truth of life, none complete in themselves but providing a mosaic which embraces the total human experience which in itself is only one facet of the greater reality. The words God, Love-Wisdom, the Tao, and the other countless expressions for the Divine Intelligence or Supreme Power show how impossible it is to define what we are talking about. 
Frances Banks herself went deep into her Catholic faith, through prayer and meditation, and though those disciplines and techniques stood her in good stead, in the end she found that belief system wanting in light of her personal experience, so she had to renounce her vows and leave â€“ not convert to another faith, but explore the same ground that Spiritualism covers.  She may continue to use Catholic and Christian terminology in describing her personal journey beyond the veil, but that should not deter us from studying what she has to say and perhaps try to translate it into our own terms and understanding.   
So here is some more information from one higher plane of existence given by Frances Banks, which was transmitted on October 13th, 1967.   She continues to explain why there may be a time lag between dying and the spiritâ€™s awakening to full consciousness, which calls for outside help or rescue work, in some cases. 
FRANCES        -       Sometimes there is considerable space from the moment of withdrawal from the physical body to the moment of awareness, such a space depending for its duration, as we have already mentioned, on the familiarity or non-familiarity of the entity with life after human transition, with belief or non-belief in persisting consciousness, the strength and tenacity of materialistic concepts and, of course, the records of the life just ended.  [The person may not be aware that he or she has died, is dead, and yet  still exists, alive, as it were, on another plane]. 
But when such awareness becomes, so to speak, settled, then dawns the realization that one clothes oneself .  During the first stages of this new and rather exciting consciousness, the pleasure of creating costumes and colours fulfills a need and is often much enjoyed.  On the other hand, a dress which had acquired meaning on earth will be assumed, sometimes for the satisfaction of the soul, sometimes as a penance, and sometimes for the joy or peace the wearing of it had afforded the soul.  During my service in the Home [where she nursed some of those who had just died with the help of her former companion nuns], I dressed myself in the habit of the Order to which I had belonged on earth and in which most of my fellow servers had also been professed.  This was necessary to me for various private reasons though during some phases of this experience,  I allowed myself the pleasure of creating the well-remembered colours and fashions of my later earth years [after she had renounced her vows and left the religious order].  
At last came the opportunity to pursue the progress onwards which I so eagerly desired.  By similarities of mind and aspiration I was drawn towards a Group.  Eagerly I communed with them.  My joy was deep and strong when I realized that I had, indeed, found my own Group even though I knew myself to be only on the outer fringe of their activities.  And here may I emphasise the value of the Group consciousness which we had practiced and struggled to attain together.  The groove which we had forged into our consciousness of Group responsibility at soul level, of unity at the Centre, of Group growth of the divine qualities into our composite whole, all this was of inestimable help in my entry into, and understanding of, the Law of Group work. 

Gradually I became aware of my fellows as arrayed in colours as in garments and by the depth or brightness or soberness or brilliance of their surround I came to know, not only their characters, but their individual advance into the Spiritual Realms.  This was indeed most revealing, yet humbling.  I saw that now I must discard the habit to which I had clung.  It had served its usefulness.  I must wear what I am as a garment. The thought was terrifying.  What was I?  Dare I stand before my Group companions in the new habit of my thought?  Would the colours be somber or bright?  Long and earnestly I talked with others who were in very much the same predicament, and I meditated earnestly on what I wanted to be that such may be presented in truthful Light about me. 
This is a new stage.   I am still a neophyte.  It is the preparatory stage (concentration before meditation in the earthly technique) of working down into oneself to discover what one really is; the utterly honest summing up of oneâ€™s faculties both mental and aspirational and then letting forth of whatever Light has dawned, into a shape.  Let your Light so Shine  - has a solid meaning here. 
Gradually the garment evolves, the colour settles, and you are arrayed as you really are.  You have assumed your Light.  In other words, the surviving personality is reunited with at least a part of the true Soul body. 
Life excites you.  Mind grows into clarity, expansiveness, creativeness.  You are, you live.  You can now take your rightful place in the Group, albeit only on the outer ring.  Your ascent into consciousness has begun.   You are clothed in raiment of Light as your fellows.  Now your Light can mingle with their brilliance and become One in intensity.  Thought and aspiration grow into joy and ecstasy.  Channels of wisdom and 
knowledge open to you, beauty becomes a living reality. 
This is the breakthrough I had longed for when in the physical body.  It never manifested in intensity then.  Flashes of awareness but served to deepen the hunger of the personality for the soulâ€™s radiance.  Perhaps this clarity of consciousness is not possible in the materialism of earth life.   I cannot know the answer to that.  All I realize now exphasises the reality and practicality of Jesusâ€™ teachings.  Within is the Kingdom of Heaven.  Seek ye first the Kingdom of Heaven and all these things shall be added unto you. Al, all was with me then, as now, but the veil of glamour and illusion barred my sight, as it still veils Reality for most dwellers on the earth. 

Step upon step into greater Light lies ahead of me, yet truly it suffices.  One step enough for meâ€¦.. 
To be continued.    Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.  Comments by Richard R.
Rescue Circles (112) Pre-existence and the Group Soul.

There are different mystical traditions which describe us as belonging to one of Seven Rays, or Seven Roles in Essence, each associated with one of the colours in the aura,  and with the seven chakras, namely some form of King or Queen or Royalty, some kind of Priest or Religious Person, a Soldier or military leader, a Scholar or Intellectual,  A Sage or Wise Person, An Artisan or Craftsman, and finally, a Servant or Slave.  
These are spiritual qualities of being, or are meant to be.  Unfortunately, in human society this spiritual classification deteriorated into the caste or class system, or other forms of  exclusive and privileged hierarchical organization,  with the Priestly Class or Brahmin becoming the most powerful, followed by Royalty, and then down through the other roles to the outcasts at the very bottom.      In spiritual reality, each person is as important as the next, never mind what the role.  A sage spirit may incarnate as a servant, while a king or queen  on earth, may belong to the artisan role in spirit.    So when Frances Banks talks about her belonging to a Soul Group, it is probably an organization of like souls in this way, all belonging to the same type of role.   This is how we can begin to understand how our proclivities and inclinations, and the type of people we really are done. 
From the various communications we have received from spirit, we have enough material to be able to put together a picture of the different types, regions and levels of home we can go back to when we pass, and what life will be like there. We will certainly have some place to go.  But to offer this information to others is difficult.  You can bring a horse, or donkey, to water, but you cannot force him to drink! .  We cannot force people to look ahead or try to understand about survival, unless they want to, show an interest, or ask questions. The churches have led us all astray with the carrot of celestial rewards for service or gaining merit and brownie points with attendance, donations and acceptance of a creed.  If we will only believe what they teach, buy indulgences and so forth, and receive the last rites, we are bound to go to heaven.  But really, we do not need any of this.  In the natural process of birth, life and death,  we will die and progress anyway, whatever we believe or do not believe.   The fewer rigid fixed ideas and beliefs we have, the more open and aware we shall be to negotiate our own transition, and like Frances Banks, we will soon start to enjoy our life on the other side. 
Some people  will not read or examine accounts of the afterlife since they think the subject is morbid or deals with some kind of cloud cuckoo land or pie in the sky, as far from reality as science fiction or the man in the moon.  Others think Spiritualists are simple-minded or mentally challenged. 
It is hard to get the media involved unless there’s something paranormal or sensational to report, a supposed miracle if not a murder or case of fraud.  I sent some transcripts around to TV stations and major newspapers, but not one took up the communications from   the spirit of a 9/11 terrorist pilot or a victim of that attack on the Twin Towers.  It is a pity, since all these rescue reports give us some clues about the afterlife.  There is enough information in them  for us to assess our own future prospects.  Enough to give us hope and confidence. 
I think rather than force people to share our ideas we can best talk about what we know, when asked, and at other times, when counseling the bereaved, the depressed and the confused, we can offer a few ideas which help reveal an optimistic view of the purpose of life.  After attending to the details of practical living and looking after oneself, family, friends and colleagues, with respect,  we can direct their attention away towards what is of lasting value, namely, quality of life, to be found in love, caring, sharing, service and beauty striven for in  a multitude of possible activities and studies, all of which can be taken with us when we pass. 
There is one correction to make in the previous episode.   I referred to Frances Banks as belonging to a Catholic sisterhood.  Actually, it was Anglican, the Community of the Resurrection, at Grahamstown in South Africa.  It was members of this sect whom she met again when she reached the other side: Mother Florence, some of the sisters and Father Joseph.    My apologies for the misinformation. Now here is Frances Banks communicaing with medium Helen Greaves,  continuing her account of the Group of souls she had re-joined, located on a higher plane. 
October 14th, 1967. 

HELEN GREAVES        -     How did you know that you belonged to this particular Group?  How did you contact the Group and what credentials did you have which enabled you to be accepted by the other members? 

FRANCES BANKS     -      This was not a case of contacting this Group as though for the first instance.  From time immemorial it seems that I have been attached to it. [This would once again suggest the pre-existence of the soul. R.R.] 

Now this is a reunion.  Is this such a mystery?  Every soul has its place in the divine scheme of living.  Every soul belongs to a group and forms an integral part of a group soul.  I do.  You do.  The meanest beggar in the street does, the greatest genius does.  A Group Soul is constituted of souls at individual levels of progress, each complementing the others to make a Whole.  One is part of a Group Soul as one is part of a family in the physical sense; a family relationship may be temporary, but a soul relationship is eternal. 
The question of twin souls, about which much nonsense and speculation is made on 

earth, can be explained by the hypothesis of two souls belonging to the same Group but drawn close in harmony because they are at equal stages of progression and because they have advanced conspicuously together.  This gives them similar vibrations and a corresponding pull of attraction.  But all souls consituting a Group Soul experience this drawing together in harmony towards each other, whether they are functioning in material bodies or are traversing the stages here in the  life of the spirit.  Group Souls preside over universal movements, over great causes  and thus members of one spiritual family are often attracted to each other by mutual interests, by special life work as well as by external links.  They work together, may indeed share their lives in partnership, or may only meet occasionally as they work in some particular project.  Sometimes, by what appears to be a perverse fate, members of the same group are separated, born into the apparently wrong camps.  Their lives become tragic, often futile in their repeated efforts to rejoin their similar companions and their rightful work.  Strangely enough many never find their right niche.  Often they live and die as outcasts.  But, as the entire complement of a Group Soul is never in complete incarnation at the same time, i.e., there is always an integrated part  of the Group on this side, the outcasts, after their transition here and after they have gained consciousness of their state and have attained to at least some measure of Light, rejoin their own Groups. 
HELEN GREAVES    -     How many Group Souls are there?   

FRANCES     -       I cannot answer that.    So far as I have gleaned their number must be uncountable.  I also understand that, at higher levels of consciousness,  Group Souls unite to form greater units.  This, I reason, must be the continued Law of Progress into Divinity which is a Unity, a Oneness, a total mysterious and glorious whole.  But only thus far dare I aspire to the Divine Plan.  Here  and now I am privileged to be enabled to touch only the fringe of the consciousness of Groups working at this level and to cooperate with them. 

To the extent therefore of my present comprehension I have endeavoured to reply to your question.  You will appreciate, I trust, that no credentials as such (except my own aspiration and reparation for past wasted opportunities)  were needed for entry into my Group.  I was, so to speak, assimilated into it, for it was my rightful place. 
[to be continued]  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Rescue Circles (113) The scepticism of the Press. Oliver Lodge still communicating at the same time as Frances Banks. 
A writer from Australia answers my bemusement about the scepticism and lack of interest shown by the media and the press about medmiumship (todays’ San Diego Union-Tribune article mentioned by Robert Egby apty pinpoints this attitude.*  It must be a slow news day, to dig out a case of fraud from 120 years ago!) . The press rejects  communications from those spirits who passed on 9/11, even when such messages come through well-known mediums like John Edward.   The writer says that a large share of the ownership of these organisations lies in the hands of our major religions, who have huge vested interests both in editorial concerns, as well as in real estate and industry.  So Spiritualism and communications with the dead are anathema to them, if not the work of the devil! Also, they do not want to offend the advertisers, who financially support the media more than the subscribers, readers and viewers.   So we are fighting a losing battle if we try to use the media to further our cause.   Perhaps he is right.   Ours is not the way of the world. 
Another communicator from Australia is Sir Oliver Lodge, coming through the trance mediumship of George Eldred in Melbourne  between 1966 and 1968, around the time that Frances Banks was concluding her talks with Helen Greaves in England.  George Eldred was one of the mediums belonging to the longest running rescue group, an offshoot of the Society of Psychic and Occult Scientific Research, founded in Melbourne in 1900 by Edgar Tozer and medium Florence Hanger.    Since we have discussed predictions of the end times and other changes foreseen for the year 2012, it is interesting to see what Sir Oliver had to say forty years ago. 

OLIVER LODGE       -            I used to think when I was living in the physical body that all that mattered was the scientific side of psychicism – that nothing mattered at all apart from the scientific side, but you know,  I’ve changed my mind, because I realize that however much science probes, there is never any finality.   I have reached a finality now, I know!  I know where I am going, and I think you do too.  

If you can give somebody on this plane that you are living on, if you can give them a helping hand, and it perhaps hurts you to do this, then, by gad, you are a pure Spiritualist!  I don’t say you have got to believe in any airy fairy things that happen beyond the clouds.  I say learn to live, and love your fellow man on earth.  Learn to help him when he is down.  Then you are a Spiritualist, and you are doing the work that those who have gone on before  have done and are still doing.  

It is time that the ignoramuses of the world were taken to task and taught that if they are going to live at peace, if there is going to be peace in the world, then there has got to be  Spiritualism.  It can’t come any other way.  Because what does the belief in Spiritualism teach you?  It teaches  that if you are evil on the earth, then you have our own conscience to combat when you go one step higher after death.  You are your own judge – and who wants to live in darkness?  Who wants to live in eternal mist?   Man MUST be taught that life does continue in the same fashion, in the same way, as it is upon the earth plane.  He has got to KNOW, and that is why we are working night and day.  Many conflicting news items take the place of a good solid book, or a good solid philosophy. 

But man HAS got to be brought back to it [spiritual knowledge or wisdom] otherwise he is going to destroy himself.  Man is heading for destruction. 

[True – since 1966 when Sir Oliver was speaking, the war in Vietnam escalated, there was the Cultural Revolution led by the young Red Guards in China, then the Cambodian Genocide, many troubles in Northern Ireland and Central and South America, the Gulf War, then genocide in the Balkans, Rwanda, the Congo and other parts of Africa, and now Darfur and Zimbabwe, not to mention suicidal terrorism and the refugee problem,  
natural disasters and the present financial crisis.  
God is not going to bail us out of our difficulties, as our governments are helping the banks out in this financial crisis.  All of us as God’s representatives, or spirit envoys sent on assignment to earth to give humanitarian aid, we have to sort things out for ourselves.  We are responsible for the good and the bad here, and with a little help from the spirit world, if we keep our connections open, we will succeed.  But first of all we must know what we are doing, and make an effort to raise the standard of thought, conduct, values and ethics.  So, those of us with some knowledge of Spiritual philosophy and second sight can continue with our rescue work, helping lost and stray spirits as well as those on earth with problems of all kinds.   The best way, here, first of all, is to have a loving attitude and then provide practical assistance with money, food, shelter, clothing, health care and acceptance of all people’s  right to exist, together with love and attention, and  then firm direction towards education,  independence and self-help and creative enterprise when they are back on their feet. Otherwise there will always be a lazy crowd waiting for handouts!  

Most important, as I discussed in the previous post, we should share our knowledge of the other world, and the Spiritualist philosophy, whenever there is an opportunity to do so.  We need not use Spiritualist terminology, if we know that that is going to cause fear or argument. R.R.] 
LODGE               -                       If humankind does not realise that this destruction will hamper him in his spiritual evolution,  then what are we going to have on this side?  We are going to have nothing but chaos and darkness.  And that is what is brought to our side of life here by so many religious ignoramuses coming over here.  One of your greatest Christian sects are the worst offenders.  They are hidebound in their orthodoxy.  They bring darkness, they bring great dark clouds over on our side.  They make it uncomfortable, embarrassing, for many on this side of life.   I’ll tell you a story.  No so very long ago, I was present when a high dignitary of the Christian sect I was just talking about suddenly came over to our side.  We all knew him by repute, consequently we were there to meet him, and what did he do?  He completely ignored us.  Why?  Because he wanted to find the Virgin Mary first.  He said that if he didn’t find the Virgin Mary, then he was a dead duck!  You see, that’s the point!   
I have been very happy since I finished with my old physical body.  I have found plenty to do.  When you people who are listening to me now at last decide to make the journey, and you do make this decision [when to die] or your spirit does, there will be one thought, one anxiety in your mind - how useful will I be able to be?  What can I do to be helpful to mankind?  Because when you view mankind from our side, as I do, as we all do - you will be astounded.  You will be not only astounded, but you will also be disgusted at the ROTTENNESS that exists in the world of today.  It has always existed, and it is no worse today than it has ever been, but I am only seeing it now with a pair of eyes that have telescopic sights - as you will  when you come over here.  We do not only see it in one confined spot, but we can see large populated areas at the same time.  

[ Sir Oliver had a lot more to say then  and on other occasions.  I will leave that to another article, to include Lodge’s work as a researcher and scientist before he passed. Now we will return to England, and to Frances Banks talking to Helen Greaves, on October 14th, 1967.] 
HELEN GREAVES     -    How were you brought into communion with this particular Soul Group? 

FRANCES BANKS     -     Do you recall in the early communications from the Rest Home to which I first graduated for service [after dying]  I recounted the story of a certain doctor, the surgeon who had, whilst in the earth body, fallen a victim to drug addiction?  You remember that, with him, I visited a Group and was in communication with a number of advanced souls. On several visits I met and communed with these minds which have reached high standards of consciousness and wisdom.  Sometimes they patiently explained Group workings to me.  One, a fine and illumined soul, instructed me - Seek for your own place.  Ask that Light may open your mind to that which is for you;  that your vibratory rate may be increased to respond to the vibration of your Group; that you may become aware of them, for they are close beside you. 

For long I meditated on these words.  Suddenly, as I looked upon my old friend Father Joseph when we were attending a patient in the Home, I beheld, not the usual brown habit with which I have always associated him, but a surround [aura] of glorious blue which clothed him.  It seemed that I looked right into him.  My inner eyes were opened.  I knew.  His smile was gentle but all understand as he said:  My child, welcome home! 
The words were sufficient, the contact was made.  It had been necessary for me to await enlightenment, but he had always known.  I found it difficult to leave the Home and Mother Florence, where I had been so happy.  But the prospect of progress was inspiring.  Besides, I was comforted by learning that Mother Florence from time to time would be visiting the Group to which I was going, as she too was one with it, yet chose to remain at her duties in the Home  until all her flock had been safely welcomed to this side of life. 

I cannot make explicit to you the mechanics of my move to the Group partly because I yet am not entirely cognisant of all that occurred myself, and partly because there is no pocket of thought in your mind which could receive such information.  This I can offer for your comprehension and that of the readers;  whilst I was meditating in my golden garden, I found myself transported back to that temple of learning where once before I dared to penetrate.  Only this time Father Joseph was with me.  Together we joined a cluster of entities about a teacher.  Immediately I experienced a rise of consciousness, an upsurge of joy, a mingling of unity and harmony which coloured my whole being.  I cannot explain this in any other terms, though I doubt whether they will have the same connotation for you. 
I knew this was right for me.  I had come into my own.  There was no definite acceptance, the entire operation was unobtrusive and simple, yet I had the conviction that all was well, that I was amidst my fellow-travellers on the way. 

What is this Group called?  I flashed silently to Father Joseph.  He smiled. 

What you have always sought.   Reality! 

Then I knew it for the extension of that reaching out for Spiritual Truth and creative force which, when on earth, we had termed mysticism.  [Frances had always had an inquisitive, enquiring mind. Here was the first phase of the search for Mystical Union but on a higher level, and without the incubus of earth personality and the fluctuating interference of the fleshly desire body. 
Subject:
Rescue Circles (104)   The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 

Rescue Circles (104) The right way to die. Frances Banks and her experiences beyond rescue work. 
This series is about how lost or confused spirits can be helped to move on to their allotted place in the different levels and spheres of the afterlife, or more correctly, in the greater life of spirit. 
A lot of this help and rescue and release would be unnecessary if the facts of life after death were taught here and now, well before death, while we are young and able to think about things, and able to understand.  We need to know now the truth of the immortal spirit within us, and facts about the afterlife, and about spiritual law.  The essential knowledge needs to be  taught more widely in school, church and university.  However, conservative and traditional beliefs and unscientific scepticism have prevented much headway being made until now.  Luckily the broadcast media and the internet is spreading knowledge of the life of the spirit, and not many people now go to their death without some idea of an existence beyond, a heaven or a spiritual existence, or a continuation of our thought processes and our personalities, with the opportunity to learn more, to make up for lost opportunities and atone for our misdeeds, and continue to progress on the path to eternity. 

Frances Banks was one who knew much before she died of both religious doctrine and mysticism and also the findings of psychical research.  We have already looked at her rescue work, both of offenders within the prison system while she was alive, and of lost souls on the other side.  She came back to communicate with her friend, the medium Helen Greaves, and wanted to spread this general knowledge of the afterlife by having Helen write her books.  She described her own personal experiences of the magnificent life beyond, and I thought it would be instructive to study what she has to say, before continuing with other examples of spirit  rescue and release work.  

As you will see, Frances was able to take her knowledge, learning and skills with her to the other side, when she died, in spite of suffering from cancer and finishing her life here in a coma.  This is an encouraging sign for those who may lose their mind before they pass, suffering from memory loss, if not Alzheimer’s disease, or loss of mobility, or perhaps being physically or mentally challenged all their lives. The retarded boy in one of the accounts turned out to be an advanced soul, and though seemingly dull-witted, he was quite aware in his spirit senses, if not in his physical brain, of all that happened around him, and he knew who really loved him.  Senility, mental or physical illness and other afflictions are only temporary conditions.  Once the bridge is crossed, and the physical body is left behind,  the mind and spirit and personality will return to full awareness (with or without spirit rescue work, depending on the circumstances).  Also, skills which were not able to be developed on earth can be acquired on the other side.  Frances herself had no musical skills during her lifetime, much to her regret. However, she made up for lost time  once she passed, as she describes in the following episodes.  

Anyone in a coma, in a vegetative state, hypnotised, anaesthetised, on life support, in a fever, desperately ill, or just asleep, all these people are fully aware of all that is going on around them, from the view-point of their spirit body.  When they die, they can return  if they wish and communicate all the details of what took place  while they were hospitalised.   If they recover and return to life, they may or may not be able to communicate or remember details of the near death experience, while they were ill or under anaesthetics.  
It is probably frustrating for a spirit to be conscious and alive and yet, because of brain damage or the effects of a stroke or nervous disorder, be unable to communicate in any way, or move they way they used to.  The mind and awareness of the spirit within is ever present, but can’t always be accessed. 

We should always treat people with love and respect whether they may be in a coma, whether retarded or mentally challenged or otherwise disabled.  In spirit they are fully alive with a complete mind and personality.  

If we have this spiritual knowledge, we can regard death as our friend, and accept it and let go of our lived ones, when their time has come, and let go, when we ourselves are near death.    Hospice and palliative care, and the work of doctors and nurses would be much easier if we no longer tried to defy death, and prolong life, when all reasonable measures have been taken to combat disease and relieve pain. 

Yogis, shamans and mystics have techniques to let go of and painlessly discard the physical body when they know that death is approaching.  They simply close down the aura and the chakras by themselves, and peacefully move into their spirit body as the physical vehicle ceases to function. The spirit just quietly withdraws. Spirit attendants or helpers come to assist in the process, whom a clairvoyant medium who happened to be present would be able to see. But otherwise, at this type of deathbed scene, there is no drama, pain or crying in desolation, nor the taking of desperate measures to resuscitate. 

Before continuing with  what Frances Banks has to say about her adventures beyond the border, I will quote the account Helen Greaves gives of her passing, since  her death was peaceful, a close parallel to the way a yogi might have died. 

HELEN       Frances Banks died, as she had lived, fully conscious of what she was doing and where she hoped to go.  She refused drugs until the very end, bearing her pain with fortitude.  At the last she spoke of seeing incarnate and discarnate entities in her room.  She arranged her material affairs and said farewell to those of her friends who were near enough to visit her.  She astonished the good Scottish doctor who attended her at the last by saying cheerfully, a day or so before she lapsed into a coma:-   ‘Goodbye, Doctor.  See you in the next world!’ 
Her brave words to me  ‘You know I have cancer.  I will not get over this’, indicated  that she had accepted and was ready for the next phase.  She was even eager, for I am told by those who looked after her, that she would wake in the morning and sigh: ‘Am I still here?  I had hoped to have gone.’ 

At the end her breath was laboured and she lapsed into unconsciousness.  Yet for the flash of a second she drew herself back so that she spoke normally and with control.  This was in a poignant incident on the day before her death, and it illustrates clearly her consciousness of herself as a soul, as well as a mind and body; and a soul and mind that would live on in another dimension after they had left a sick body.  This story, I feel, has a bearing on the next section of this book, in which Prances’ mind was able to impress mine, and so further the message which she so eagerly wished to impart, the message of assurance of the continued life and progress of the soul. 

Frances had been in and out of coma for nearly two days when I received, by the morning mail, a tiny bottle of water.  With it came a letter relating that this phial of water had been brought, by the writer, from Lourdes.  It was, she wrote, holy water from the Spring at Lourdes.  Could I anoint Frances with it?  There MIGHT be a miracle!  In any case, it would be helpful.  

I asked permission to carry out this wish and was granted it.  I took the bottle, and having been warned that our patient was in a coma, or asleep, I tiptoed in.  Frances was propped up by pillows, ill and shrunken.  Her eyes were closed.  She was very still except for the laboured indrawing of her breath.  I stood for a moment at the end of the bed, watching her.  Slowly her eyes opened.  Recognition dawned.  She smiled without speaking.  Then the eyelids dropped again. 

Leaning over her, I whispered: ‘This is holy water from Lourdes, Frances.’ 

With it I made the Sign of the Cross on her forehead and the palms and backs of her hands.  She only moaned.  I stood beside her and prayed silently that she might go peacefully to that new life to which she looked forward so eagerly. 
After a minute, without opening her eyes, she murmured in a dreamy voice: ‘It’s all right, my dear.  The Change has started.’ 

Then she lapsed immediately into unconsciousness.  The next day, at lunch time, she simply stopped breathing.  Her soul had gone on its new pilgrimage.       
So wrote Helen Greaves. 

Frances Banks had been a nun and teacher for 25 years, but after that time she could no longer be restricted by dogma and ritual.  She renounced her vows, took an advanced degree in psychology and went into psychic research after helping reform the British prison system and introducing innovative educational programmes for prisoners.  With regard to her own imprisonment within religion, she listened to Leslie Weatherhead’s advice: ‘Unless we can break out of the prison of old-fashioned expressions, creeds and formulas, we shall never be free to find the far more glorious truths which are inherent in [our] religions.’ 

Frances found some of these truths before she died, and many more afterwards.  Here is her account as she spoke to Helen Greaves from the other side:- 

FRANCES     -     As you know, from my life story, I dedicated myself to the religious life and, after years of repeating these creeds and forms with my lips, years during which my will was stretched and exerted to keep me honourably performing to the best of my ability those vows which I had so solemnly made, after twenty-five years of such devotion to my religion,  I found myself unable to go on any longer.  [So she went out into the world to study, to help prisoners and undertake psychical research.  R.R.] 
Now, in this new World to which I am gradually being introduced with all its beauty and light and freedom, I can look back with joy that such a step was part of my experience.  For I have not, like so many good and conventional souls, arrived here with thought and expectation coloured by old half-truths [the old-time religion];  with prejudices against survival of the personality as well as of the soul to be dissolved, albeit painfully, in this new expression of freedom.  At least I am thankful to relate, I came in expectation, in anticipation, in utter belief of a new life, and thus I found joy in the reunion of old contacts, as well as delight in obeying the Law of recompense and of service.  I passed through the experience of death firmly believing in the Resurrection, but not of the body that clothed me on earth.  How could I ever desire to bring an old, worn-out  thing into this new Life?  Or ever to occupy it again at any future experience. 

Here I have a body, certainly, but it is of finer composition than my late physical body.  Here I look as I did on earth, or relatively as I looked, but here I am free to refashion this body by thought.  I am beginning that adventure of breaking out of the prison of those creeds which limited the reality of life.  Here I dwell temporarily amongst my fellow religious in a community which is entirely dedicated to helping souls to awaken to greater freedom before they proceed onwards to their rightful places, and to the extent in which I am allowed to participate, I am learning more and more of the true values of each soul’s experience in all the worlds through which it is destined to pass in its progress towards Divinity. 

[to be continued].        Passages reviewed from “Testimony of Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman. 1969.    Notes by Richard R 
Rescue Circles (105) Brad Pitt, Albert Pauchard and Frances Banks on Death.

Brad Pitt, who turned 45 last month, was in Berlin for the European premier of ‘The Curious Case Of Benjamin Button’, in which he plays a man who is born in his eighties and ages backwards. “I’m not so afraid of getting old, I’m more afraid of how I’ll go,” he told a news conference on Monday. “Fire and tight spaces don’t appeal. A shark would be interesting.” The tear-jerking film tracks the love story between Benjamin Button and Daisy, played by Cate Blanchett, and the joys and losses they face as one gets younger and the other older.

Like most people, Brad Pitt doesn’t think much about what happens AFTER death.  He is just concerned about what happens up to that point.

So what actually  happens to a dogmatic, closed-minded person when they die?  This might be a priest who believes in heaven and hell and a judgment day, or a materialistic scientist who believes there is nothing beyond death, just extinction. They would be equally confused to find themselves continuing to exist in ways outside their former belief systems. 

The following account of the afterlife experiences of a dogmatic priest and his more open-minded sister might equally represent the experiences of two types of scientist, one dogmatic and the other with a more enquiring mind.   This was given by Swiss researcher  Albert Pauchard (1878 –1934) to his wife Antoinette in March 1935, about eight months after his death, through the mediumship of M.J.,  Geneva. 

PAUCHARD    -     Another case….is about a brother and sister – twins.  Both belonging to the same protestant sect – very severe and narrow-minded – very pious too. 

                                Undoubtedly you will find it very instructive to know the difference in their conditions here – and why.  I will endeavour to explain. 

                                The brother, a priest, a worthy man, honest but intolerant, was shut up in his doctrine.  He had no imagination, was incorruptible and tireless in the exercise of his ministry – highly esteemed not only by his own parishioners, but by the whole town – yet without being really loved. 

                                 His sister had a totally different nature.  The narrowness of her creed could not shut her up.  Her soul soared beyond the limits of the faith she professed.  She was a woman with a great heart and universal sympathies.   They both died the same year.  On coming out here, she at once found her Paradise.  Not the conventional Paradise however, for she had never created it in detail in her imagination.  But a Glory and Bliss she had sometimes timidly expected in her deep and spontaneous trust in the love of her Saviour. 

                               He, who had always more feared than loved the Divine, is still from time to time assailed by deep depressions.  He lives in a colourless and joyless world, as he has done on earth.  He fulfils almost the same duties in a very restricted world of good, limited and ‘respectable’ people.  His sermons are still threatening and lifeless.  He is not even capable of perceiving the difference between his condition and that of his sister.  He sees her at his side, as usual.  She, on the contrary, is fully aware of his state – and that is the only dark point in her otherwise happy existence.   We think she will succeed in calling him to LIFE at the appropriate moment.  

                                This case should set many believers thinking.  Here are, in fact, two persons – both of them equally virtuous, both of them belonging to the same creed, equally conscientious and faithful.  Yet, for one the doctrine became a prison, which prevented the expansion of his spirit.  For the other, the same doctrine was only a cocoon where the caterpillar changed into a butterfly. 

                                    In what way do creeds and doctrines really matter?  Everything depends on the inner life and not on the creed.  One can do without any religious creed or belong to the most limited dogmatism – it does not matter.  The only real point is THAT LIVING JOY which is created in very heart by a deep feeling of the fundamental unity of all life, joined to an intimate and confident certitude of the immense Love-Wisdom everywhere present in Creation.  

Now let us move forward thirty-one years to March, 1966, and resume Frances Banks’ account of her afterlife experiences. 
FRANCES      -       There are no tenets, no creeds, no formulae, no hard and fast rules devised by any mind to restrict or confine progress here.  All is individual, and yet all is for the good of the whole; for the advancement of the group.  It is a forward and backward  movement, if I may be allowed to use a contradictory expression.  Each soul and each group moves onward  towards greater expansion, towards the Divine conception of an  illimitable Creation, individually and collectively.  Yet at the same time each group and each soul directs backward to the plane below, its present achievement, the fruits of its knowledge.  These ideas, ideals and conceptions fit into and make manifest, the Divine Pattern or Plan as far as this can be accepted by the souls still seeped in the illusion and glamour of matter.   No acceptance of another soul’s belief colours progress.  The soul must judge (discern) for itself – must  make its own progress, must choose what to accept as truth for itself.  No soul is coerced, forced or bound by creeds.  If he believes that his is Heaven, or conversely, that he is in Hell, then for him THAT IS SO AT HIS PRESENT  STATE OF PROGRESS. 

                                 Helpers and Teachers and Great Souls there are in  number to explain such errors of thinking, but there are no rules to follow and obey except the Divine Precept of Love, Light, Wisdom and Understanding ......... 

                                We are striving to live in that Light as it presents itself as truth to us individually.  This is the glory of all religions; this inner stamp of Divinity in each soul, whether blinded and deafened by material thinking or not.  Our inner eyes are opened gradually or swiftly to the errors of our old patterns of thinking and acting.  We are allowed to progress into such experiences as will help us to put right these errors.  In some, this means remaining in one state until the effects of the disasters of their actions in earth lives have been resolved and love and harmony have healed the hurts.  For others, this means joining a Group where the omissions in their thinking and feeling can be remedied.  Yet still for others there is service to their fellows, whilst to those happy few advanced souls there is swift progress to other and higher spheres.

The serial life from one plane to another, from one experience to another, from one group to another, from one aventure to another, from partial understanding to deeper comprehension, from apparent separation to inherent unity and on into the bliss of Divine Reality, that seems to me, as far as I have progressed, and as clearly as my growing understanding has shown me, to be the glorious truths, as Dr. Weatherhead says of the Christian, or any other religion, which emphasises the here and the hereafter.

11 March 1966.

You must not think that the Community in which I now sojourn is the same religious community of which I became a member when on earth.  Many of the Sisters are here as of old; there are others also from similar cmmunities.  Many have passed on to greater activities; others are as new and recent  as my own arrival.  The term recent I am using in a purely metaphorical way for already my experience of earth and time is fading.  I seem to have  been here for aeons.  Already the sharp edge to emotions which made certain events stand forth clearly  in one’s memory, is dissolving in the expiation of the effects of my actions. I begin to correlate life as a whole now so that different periods dovetail into the Pattern and the Pattern becomes related to the Whole.  This Community differs from the earth Community in that we have no creeds, no restrictions, no vows (except that of self-dedication of service to our fellows) and no ranks of seniority.  We are one in service.  We are individual in thought and progress.  Ceremony we still perform,  in a fuller and wider sense, for there is ever a need for the upliftment of the soul by dedicated and meaningful action correlated with intense thought and aspiration.

[to be continued]   Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman 1969, and from  L’Autre Monde by Albert Pauchard, 1936  Societe d’Etudes Psychiques de Geneve.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (106) Moving on to higher things.  An exercise to prepare for the afterlife.
Continuing her discourse on her experiences of the afterlife, Frances Banks explained that the ceremonials performed over there are not of the pattern prescribed as on earth.  

FRANCES        -          Here our ceremonies spring from an innate oneness with the Source of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of all Life, an eagerness to participate, a welling upwards of the Life Force in us so as to initiate a mingling with one another as well as with the greater Forces.  Here, and in other places, I have taken part in what we call “the Ceremony of Light.”  This formation of thought, this deep concerted concentration, springs from the deep desire to experience Life and yet more Life, to unite with the Supreme Essence, to realise as far as one’s present consciousness will allow that Life is EXPANSION, that Light is but the widening of one’s inner perceptions.  Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before Light can truly flow in.  In these Festivals of Light there is a raising up into Power and Energy rather than a pouring down. 
As one takes one’s place amongst the community of souls making this observance of ceremony, one is conscious of a supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of supreme quickening of tempo, a heightening of the action of the dynamo of the spirit.  There is a distinct feeling of growth; the body seems to expand, to become less gross, to stretch into a new elasticity and ethereal content.  The mind soars to a hitherto unexplored vastness of creative activity.  The spirit fills all with a dynamic lift of consciousness.  New and vast concepts stream into the mind.  The onward path is illumined with a clarity the surpasses all imagination.   

[We may not expect to find ourselves in such an elevated and exhilarated state as described by Frances Banks.  But we can gain a rough idea of where we will be and what we will be doing if we review what we have done in this life, say, since the age of 12.  Instead of a life review recalling every event, we can try and imagine a place we are most comfortable to live in, a cottage, or farm, in the country, or a village, town or city.   Then we would place duplicate images of ourselves in every occupation and type of place where we have lived and worked, into that locality, including temporary jobs. 

For example, in my case, as well as my professional careers, I have worked as a postman/mailman delivering letters, long distance telephone operator, garbage collector for the church, directory enquiries, reporter and theatre/music critic, performer in bands and orchestras and as cocktail pianist, MC, TV presenter, working in a typing pool at the Board of Trade, librarian, driver, soldier, dispatcher, and so on.  [No, I have never waited tables or flipped burgers!]..   So if we put all these different selves in their places of work, then add all the roles we have undertaken, as student, parent, spouse, patient, uncle or aunt, audience and spectator, volunteer, and so on, our town will soon be populated with hundreds of replicas of ourselves, and the community will be bustling with activity.  We are bringing all these selves together in one place.  This will be the level and intensity of our life, our accumulated environment of love and service in the community.  This then will go with us into the afterlife, and we will find it all there. The type of community we will find ourselves in there will be exactly as we have lived in here.  We will have as much loving company and rich activity as we created for ourselves in this lifetime.  

There may be a downside, I am sure. If we thought the world owed us a living, or we complained and criticised and judged all the time, we may not find much awaiting us.  If there have been dubious experiences in crime, drug taking, alcoholism, theft, deceit and other negative activities, these may be interwoven into the life of our town or village.  Like ecological pollution, we can’t  simply put the questionable activity out of mind, across the rail tracks on the other side of town, or hide it in a dump. It will have to be recycled.  A drug dealer will have to continue dealing, but this time in providing positive beneficial services and rehab clinics.  Murderers, terrorists and irresponsible and corrupt politicians and greedy executives will have to pick up the tab for what they have done, and pick up the pieces of destruction they have left behind them, and provide new lives and restitution for all who have suffered at their hands, directly and indirectly.  Their conscience will be their guide, helper and rescuer, to start with.  

I am sure most of us can look forward to more of the same at a level which continues to rise in quality as we progress.  Frances Banks explains how she made excursions onto higher planes of existence to meet wise and living souls. She  did not spend much time in the Shadowland. Since she had led a life of service on earth, her vibration took her to meet her former colleagues on earth.  She did go to some dark spot to attempt the rescue of an artist who had led a dissolute life, but otherwise, she moved on to higher aspirations.] 

FRANCIS       -        Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage, I find that I am still repeating the pattern, only from another angle.  No longer do I doubt as once I did.  Now I know.  Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.   Do I dream - I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 
It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved and do proceed only into each successive stage with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness {as if each Cinderella had become a Princess!).

I have not mentioned the Shadow Lands here because, to my mind, these seem to be the clearing houses where unlawful and mischievous adjuncts of the old personalities are rejected, discarded and finally resolved.  At this particular place in my own progress I am in my own  interest group, that of the Community and  service, but I am also aware of the Group beyond to which I belong and to which I trust I am gravitating.  I have already contacted briefly some of those who dwell in those wider spheres, and I am able to communicate through the inner thought and to receive impressions from them.   These scripts are organised and impressed upon me by a band of souls.  Thus I am being used as a telepathic link to you and to the earth by these souls......

I have had the wonderful illumination of being transported by thought, temporarily, to a plane where I was in contact with a great soul, a sage, an advanced one, a teacher of wisdom who is one of the divine company.  His face flashed into sight before me.  I knew him.  There was no need for speech.

In the manner of this new dimension to which I am becoming accustomed,  I understood in silence all that he was communicating to me.  It was as if my journeys were unrolled before me on a screen of colour and movement, yet without sound.  I was entranced and at times joyful, and, proud and shamed.   Yet he never uttered a word of blame.  He smiled with infinite understanding as, once again, only this time on a vaster and more detailed scale, the blueprint showd with definite markings, the little triumphs as well as the failures of my endeavours.

[To be continued]  Notes within square backets Copyright 2009 by Richard Rowley.  Extracts reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969. 
[to be continued]    References as in the previous article.  Comments by Richard R.   

Rescue Circles (107)   Evidence of the survival of Frances Banks from another medium.  The continuity of life and its serial nature.  Life is a never-ending story. 

Frances Banks did not communicate only through Helen Greaves.    In June 1967  Helen herself booked a private sitting anonymously for four months ahead, with the medium Mrs. Lilian Bailey.  So, on September 20th that year she had contact with her friend again, from another medium whom she had not met before.   She writes:- 

After encouraging messages of a personal nature from my husband and other dear ones, and directions about the book already published, The Dissolving Veil, and others to be published,  I asked if my friend was present.  The answer came without pause. 

LILIAN BAILEY          -       This is a lady and she has stepped back while others communicated.  Wait a minute.  She is a little giddy, as she is taking on the conditions with which she left this life.   She had a malignancy which finally spread over her body and she passed in a coma.    That is over now and she is well and happy. Her name is Frances.  Some called her Fanny*.  She says ‘I am still the same Fanny.’  She has very lovely eyes, large, luminous and grey.    She is speaking of a book.  She is very much in this book, in fact SHE is writing it [The Testimony of Light].    You often think of her.  [Mrs. Bailey then gave other facts by which Frances could prove her identity.] 
This lady HAS FOUND HER SOUL.   You must not expect her around.  She has gone on, but she will be sending through to you from time to time.  She now has a more rapid rate of vibration than before.  Because your own rate of vibration is rapid it is easy for her to come to you from time to time, but not all the time.  She has not gone out of your life. She has  found the wondrous beauty of Life beyond her capability of telling you.  She is try to say that what man has created in the Spheres is beyond anything man has created on earth.  She is now in the Creative Sphere. 

· This was true.  Her students in Africa called her Fanny.  She knew this and it amused her. 

[We were going ahead in time almost 17 months here.  Before looking at the final communications from Frances from the higher spiritual attainment of this Creative Sphere, here from March 14, 1966, is the continuation of her account of being transported to meet a Master of wisdom].  
FRANCES BANKS         -      I am, I was, I always shall be – I recall thinking.  As if in answer I saw him, in flashes, as he was when I had contacted him in my various states of being, for he had played a part in many experiences and always as the brother, the mentor, the inspirer.   As I looked again at him I saw that his face was the face of infinite limitless love.  In my inner ear sounded the words – ‘Neither do I condemn thee.’  I was suffused with new joy, great hope and a deep strength of consciousness.  I was so moved that I found myself weeping inwardly.  And when I recovered myself the vision was gone and I was back in my garden, contemplating the glory of life eternal and the way of endless possibilities.  Mother Florence was beside me. 

FRANCES      -      You knew all this? 

FLORENCE       -      I too forgot when in the earth body. 

FRANCES      -      But you achieved so much. 

FLORENCE      -       I also failed. 

FRANCES      -      You too have seen him? 

FLORENCE     -      I have met such as he when I have been allowed to visit higher planes. 

FRANCES      -      Met them? And yet you choose to remain here? 

FLORENCE       -      Choose?    I have a duty, dear Sister, and my own expiation which also is my choice.  Besides, I do not believe that I could stand, for long, the intense light and glory of these higher planes.  My soul is not yet strong enough. 

FRANCES  (to Helen, continuing her account)     I was silenced.  Without even a hint of reproof I had been made to realise a fault in myself.  How much I need to learn.  How divine is true humility.   

‘But neither do I condemn thee.’ 

The words echo in my thought like a bursting bud of great promise. The way is eternal.  Our little minds are illumined and comforted with the knowledge that the serial life is a wonderfully kind project of divine compassion for each of us.  As we have tried to achieve in other consciousnesses, other states of being, so will we be allowed to go on, chapter by chapter, serial by serial, book by book, to grow in wisdom and beauty into that image so gloriously represented, that of the divine image.  I am filled with hope, with serenity and with tranquil acceptance even in the contemplation of such progress in the far distant scheme of things.  

Perhaps the most important change which has come over me in the period since I left the earth, is the deepening of the realization and confirmation of the SERIALISED life which we all lead.  It is as though I had just finished a chapter, put down my pen, closed the book and slept for very weariness. 

Now I am awake, refreshed, alert and I have started immediately on a new chapter, or perhaps it is a new book in a different dimension.  It does not matter whether this is a new book or only a new chapter.  It is still a continuation, a sequel to all that has been committed to memory in the last story.  There is a definite CONTINUING THREAD.  One meets old friends, tried companions, and former teachers.  From conversations and communions with them and through listening to their stories, the missing portions of one’s own experiences return to memory, and the pattern is built up anew.  Not that the pattern of the continued life was ever completely lost.  As the chief actor in my own particular drama, I had become as it were so immersed in the last act or chapter that 

The incidents, tragedies, lessons of the previous scenes had tended to grow misty.  But now I am beginning slowly and laboriously to piece together  these scenes into a whole, into a serialized effort at living.  Many of the incidents which have been jogged back into my memory by the confrontation of its co-actors long obscured in my consciousness come as a shock to me.  Could this have been how I thought, spoke, acted?   What great similarity there is in all the acts, yet how different!  The essence is steady and serene;  the persona changing and elusive.  As I meditate upon some flash of memory, some bead  on the chain of experiences wither on this plane, the earth plane or some other plane, the plan unfolds itself, only partially of course, to my fascinated gaze.  Did I pass up this great chance?  Did I respond in such a puerile way?  Did I not learn to listen to  those vague memory flashes that spoke to me from time to time during all the experiences which separatist thinking often turned into escapades?  Had I sunk so far into matter that I had FORGOTTEN lessons already learned, philosophies so often established, as real to my mind.   Truly, I must have. The comparisons fill me with dismay. 

      [to be continued]    Reviewed from ‘Testimony of Light’ by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.. 

Rescue Circles (108) Music and ceremony. Frances moves to a higher plane. The continued need for rescue work.
Frances Banks had a little more to say about the value of festivals and ceremonies on earth, and about music, in which to her regret she had no talent or expertise in her lifetime here, being a visual rather than an aural person. As she said in the March 11th session, 1966:- 
Such ceremonies and festivals seem to be for the purpose of breaking down barriers which obstruct those lingering inhibitions of the personality which circumscribe the soul and which have to be consciously dissolved and discarded before light can truly flow in.......      These festivals are accompanied, as always in ceremony, with music on a grander scale than anything that is performed on earth.  Yet I have never seen instruments such as were necessary for the production of such harmonies on earth.  The notes form and are trilled as though by some unseen performers.  There is no dissonance, but a growing ascendancy of some majestic theme; there is a swelling of harmony until a particular chord or note is reached and held.  That note seems to be the key, the aim, the object of the ceremony.  All movements, all voices raised in unison, all sounds from the spheres unite in experiment until the ascension of the right note, rather in the manner of a bird chorus at dawn, lifting gently into a grand finale with every bird throat pouring forth its contribution of sound. [This is very interesting to note, since the ancient secret chants handed down orally and aurally from thousands of years ago from generation to generation amongst the Hindu Brahmin priests, which finally were recorded in Sanskrit in the Rig Veda and other hymns, are said to have no meaning originally, but relate to the rhythm, pitch and structure of bird song.  R.R.]

Here, the note, when at last reached and sounded in full, is held and vibrated at a pitch of intensity which sweeps every soul into harmony.  Then light breaks though into the assembly.  Light surrounds us, lifts us, touches us, awakens us.  One finds oneself expressing, or trying to express, the note with all of one’s mind and all feeling and intensity of which one is capable.  One is singing, and yet not singing, with one voice, as in earthly choirs.  One is singing with the whole organism.

Thought, production, feeling, expression, aspiration and exaltation become united in one vast effort to capture and hold in consciousness that note, to live in and become the vibration of that ray of light expressed through the sounding note.  It is the ascendancy of the light.  It is union with the vast worlds of spirit.  It is the impregnation of matter with spiritual force.  It is the light universal, the light of which Christ spoke when he said:   ‘I am the light of the world.’   It is the light of all the worlds, of this world, of the physical world as well as of all higher, vaster worlds.  It is the light that penetrates and becomes essence in us. It is sound, harmony and light in one.  This is the ceremony of light!

When I was in the Community on earth, I loved the Ceremony of the Eucharist.  Yet now I realise how pale are the festivals and ceremonies performed with the separated consciousness of the human mind.  Yet these ceremonies are of value for they engender uplifting aspirations. The value, as I now see it, in ceremony is in the participator’s intensity of application, the intent with which the ritual is performed and followed.

On earth, I had little ear for music.  I believe that I explained in my book Frontiers of Revelation that all my impressions of other states were visual.  I rarely heard.  More often I saw or was aware of vibration about the physical bodies of my companions.  Here I am learning to achieve both the eye and the ear of light.  ..to see the light as well as to hear the vibrations of the different frequencies of light.

[Since Frances was aware that she would soon be moving on, and so be unable to communicate with Helen very often, she wanted to put across the following three important points:

(1)
There should be no fear of death, for the death of the body is but a gentle passing to a much freer life.

(2)
That all life is lived as a serial, that we go from one experience of living to another experience of living at a different rate, i.e. on a higher lever of awareness.

(3)
That much of what we thought praiseworthy on earth is mediocre to us in the light of wider knowledge, and conversely much for which we blamed ourselves and were blamed by others, is viewed here from a wider angle and even becomes merit!  That sounds like a contradictory statement, yet it makes sense when viewed from this freer angle.

[on April 15th, 1966, she said:-]
I am trying to function more and more in this body of light. I cannot sustain it for long yet, but I have the joy and bliss of the certainty of a further expansion which is available to us all.....this is a gradual process in earth consciousness of time to fulfil.....  The journey itself is compensation enough  for the trials of earth existence.

This was all that was heard from Frances for nearly seventeen months.  Then she began to talk of her new work, on September 3rd, and then on September 11th, 1967.
I have now passed on from my spate of service in the Home, to becoming one of a Group...working in what you would term mysticism...Expansion is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe...changing endlessly.  Even when the personality is released into conscious expansion, it still exists.  In an entity which had become deeply sunk into the illusion of material existence, or which has never developed the mental body of thought, nor made any contact with the soul, this  new state of existence can be one of extreme difficulty and confusion.  This explains why there are differing states or planes of expansion here.  The Shadow Lands do exist for those who cannot accept release from the imprisoned self, and in these shadows, [or state of Limbo] the poor entities remain until they themselves wish to find other and lighter abodes. [and here lies the reason for much spirit rescue and release work, which is the subject of this whole series. Richard R.]

To be continued.     The bare bones of Frances Banks’ communications have been reviewed here.   Interested readers should study the complete documents in Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969 and reprints.
Rescue Circles (109) Performing Last Rites to rescue a ghost. The spirit body, communication by thought, and more about limbo.l.
One way of doing rescue work is by performing last rites on a ghost that haunts a property and causes disturbances for the inhabitants.  This is better than an exorcism, which may benefit the people living in a haunted house, but the spirit is usually banished to perdition, rather than sent into the light to be greeted and helped by loving friends, relatives and entities.   
So it is encouraging to read the account below, from the Waltham Forest Guardian for January 30, 2009, in which the last rites were performed for the earthbound soul of a highwayman.   There is one reservation I have, on noticing the final remark of Rev. Hayward who performed the ceremony.  He said: “Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.”  This seems to be the orthodox viewpoint for Christians still,where the afterlife is a place of eternal repose and rest.  This is contradicted by Frances Banks’ statements, in which she says that the afterlife is more active and awe-inspiring than anything we have experienced here.  Before continuing with her account, here is the article by Charlie Campbell, courtesy of a link from Victor Zammit’s weekly Friday Afterlife Report. In today’s edition he also mentions that a Christian church in Sydney, Australia, has refused permission for a Spiritualist church to use their premises.  Further evidence that orthodox Christianity is far from being ready to accept wider beliefs or expand their own consciousness.

WOODFORD GREEN: Medium claims ghost of highwayman pleaded innocence

By Charlie Campbell  

A MEDIUM who claims her family was stalked by the ghost of a notorious highwayman says the outlaw asked for his name to be cleared as his immortal soul was finally laid to rest. 
Bill Saunders was part of Dick Turpin’s Gregory Gang which terrorised travellers through Epping Forest during the early 18th century before being executed for his crimes. 
The Coughlan family, of Roding Lane North, Woodford Bridge, took the supposed stalking so seriously they called in exorcists. 
Helen Coughlan insists the ghost claims he was an innocent party in the gang murder and so has refused to pass over to the other side while known as a killer. 
Mrs Coughlan said she was delighted to help what she believes is a tortured soul finally leave her family home. 
She said: “There was a stench of rotting flesh whenever he was close as, while highwaymen were buried in consecrated ground, murderers were hung and their corpses allowed to decompose until they were nothing but bone. 
“He spoke to me and said that he had been staying around the place as he didn’t want to cross over as a murderer as he was innocent of the crime. 
“Now I can go to my brother Matthew’s room and it’s warm when before it would always be icy even if you turned on all the radiators and plug-in heaters. 
“We performed an exorcism which involves the last rites so now his soul has been commended to God and he seems  a lot freer now.” 
Epping Forest historian Peter Lawrence told the Guardian that Saunders was captured after a raid on a farm with other members of the Gregory Gang. 
He added: “Saunders was hanged at Tyburn - where Marble Arch is today - and then hung in chains in Edgware where his most heinous crimes were committed.” 
Rev Spencer Hayward performed the exorcism with his wife Janet. 

He said: “We use traditional methods of prayer with bibles and candles. Hopefully we managed to clear whatever the entity was and he will be at rest now.” 
_____________________________________________________________ 

In contrast, Frances Banks said that she felt awake, refreshed and alert once she moved on to higher planes in the afterlife. Before the transformation onto this higher plane of existence, on 15th April, 1966, she said:-   

I feel sometimes like a snake gradually shedding its skin.  These coils of lower density are slipping away from me.  I am emerging  from regrets of earth memories, from disillusions, from idealisations which become illusions, ephemeral  and of no true worth.  I am viewing each piece of skin which peels off from me in its right connection with the true self which it served to obscure, and more and more I become thankful for  the reality which  was there benearth the skin all the time.  This is the self [or soul] which is now becoming more and more outstanding, more revealed, more substantial.  That self is substantial light.   I realise that what is passing from me, like sloughing a skin, is insubstantial, impermanent, decomposing, as it drops from me into a dusty nothingness.  What is left is essentially light, is reality, is permanent and is true.  I call this my new body of light and that, indeed, is what it truly is.  A body of light, not dense and material and dull and heavy as the physical body, not insubstantial, shadowy and unreal as the astral body in which I have been sheltering, but brilliant, encelled with light, ethereal in that there is no weight, no dragging down into matter but is enmeshed with colour and beauty into form and substance.  Is that a difficult conception? ....  I am merging into it.   I still have a mind, I still have a body, but both are inevitably changing and because of that I feel as if I am emerging, like a grub from a chrysalis, into a butterfly.  Gradually I can function more readily and for deeper periods in my body of light, and in it, can commune with more advanced souls and imbibe their wisdom.

[After this Frances was unable to communicate with Helen Greaves for almost a year and a half, but returned on September 3rd 1967 to say] :-

You would rather talk than eat.  That still amuses me.  Perhaps that is why I want to let you know that here we talk and talk though we do not need to eat in the same sense in which we took food into our bodies in the earth life.  Yet our talk is different.  Here our conversations consist of a communing.  Mind speaks to mind.  On earth we made sounds, formulated words with varying vibrations or with different meanings and we employed tonal emphasis to express our purpose.  In this further life, speech as sound is not needed.  Vibration is everything.  It is sufficient that we formulate and breathe out a strong thought for this to communicate itself to other minds.  We give and receive thought impressions.  They carry our true meaning so that deceptive words cannot imply other than what we think, as is the case with much of the word sound of the personality.  What a pity, you will say, that this is not the common order in earth life, where idle talk can cause strife and bitterness....

For me now in my new state, talk is food.  Communion with the group and with the great souls at its centre is my nourishment, my bread and wine, my staff of true life.

September 1th, 1967

Expansion.  That is the key word now in this phase of my existence as a soul.  We still live in an expanding universe and I emphasise the word still because we always have inhabited  this world and the death of the physical sheath only serves to clear our vision.  The world of the physical is expanding, changing endlessly, though most souls in that state of physical existence cannot make the link with the ephemeral personality strong enough to be able to realise that expansion.....  We always possess a soul-body, or, can I put it another way, a soul extends out to each of us, but for millions of those in physical incarnation the link with the soul body is so ephemeral as to be almost non-existent.  Thus, on arrival here, after the physical change called death, such entities find themselves naked to their brethren.  That does not mean without clothing in the physical sense, but minus the protective and creative vibrations of the soul.  It is as though they lacked an outer skin, also they no longer feel in command of themselves or their situation.  They are lost and confused, therefore a prey to unprogressed entities who lurk in the shadows.  Sometimes they feel still bound to familiar scenes of their earth life.  Sometimes they exist  in a semiconscious dream, whilst helpers and loved ones await their return to awareness.  The duration and density of this state [of limbo] must necessarily depend on the reality of materialism to them, i.e., the glamour of earth life, the illusion of the temporal state [Alice Bailey’s guide and teacher wroter much about this.  Whether such knowledge is useful or harmful depends on who is using it.  Give a stick of dymamite to an ignorant (and innocent) toddler, and he will blow himself up.  Give it to an engineer, and he may be able to form the foundations of a great building with it. R.R.].  A good man or woman, kindly, unselfish, seeking God during life, yet without knowledge or understanding of survival, has nothing to fear.  His good deeds have already attracted those who can guide and help to adjust to these new conditions and, under instruction, he will learn the aspirational approach to the soul. 

To be continued, with more about expansion on the other side.       Extracts selected and reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman  1969.

Rescue Circles (110)    Expansion on the other side. Continuation of life there.  The true Revelation: there is no death. The importance of our awareness of survival of death, about which religion says very little. 

Frances Banks continued to talk of how expansion of consciousness worked out on the higher plane she had now reached. 
The soul expands its knowledge and wisdom into the surviving personality.  This process may be disseminated over long periods of earth time…sometimes even hundred of your earth years, according to the progression, or non-progression of the entity.  But always there are Brethren of the Way [or helpers] to assist one who desires progress.    The desire originates in the entity itself after reparation has been made for wrongs done and existing lower passions have been cleansed, healed and released.  When partial cleansing has been affected, the next step towards Light is Service and many dear souls spend their transition stages in service to those still living in the hells of their own creation.  Such service, [which we are calling Rescue Work] voluntary and compassionate, strengthens the link with the waiting self or soul.  Yet always that self waits to expand INTO the entity.  

There are many facets to such expansion.  Loving service is but one.  The progressing entity is still in need of education into that knowledge and wisdom which the soul possesses and for this purpose, numbers of groups exist here and, I am led to believe, function on every plane.  The progressing entity is drawn by the law of attraction to a group progressed to that stage which will express, for him [or her] the intensity of awareness which he is now capable of receiving. 
All is expansion here, but expansion in stages.  This Law is exact.  No entity can propel itself forward into a group until its emotional, mental and spiritual expansion at least is comparable with the fringe of that group’s awareness.  This is an important statement.  Think it well through to its conclusions.  Here, illusion, glamour and self-deception are of no avail.  One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel. The mask has been shed with the physical body.  The developing light body, its dimness or its brilliance, is apparent, especially to members of the group to which the quality of such light permits graduation…..One reveals what one is.  One advertises oneself even in one’s apparel.  Of course, if you examine an earth personality, the phrase holds good on that level also.  Clothes reveal [the man or woman – and body language]..  Instinctively when in the body we formed judgements of people whom we met by their appearance at first, that is, the brightness or dullness of their dress, the choice of colour, style, their smartness or lack of neatness.  

As above so below – the rules hold.  Only on this level of consciousness dress and style are not created by those who lead fashions.  We create that which clothes, i.e., surrounds us, from the residue of our thoughts,

Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time.

Back to Basics.  Rescue Circles (111) Fully awakening on the other side may take time. 
It shows how inadequate our language is when we stumble over words and definitions about the afterlife,  and such a pity when we cannot agree,  when we have such a wonderful message to give the world - that life continues for all of us, our body/brain being merely a rented vehicle.  Our soul is eternal. 

We really do not have to be saved or converted, or adhere to a fixed, immutable belief system, in order to survive death.  In the past, people have converted from one faith to another in order to avoid persecution or execution, and even today in order to be able to marry the person they are in love with. That type of conversion may not be genuine, but mere practical expediency.   At least those of us who come to Spiritualism from other religions, like Frances Banks, have done so through personal conviction and direct experience. At least, that is what happened in my case.  We have had direct contact with the other side, proving beyond doubt, at least to us, that our loved ones are still alive and that we will also survive death. 

I think it is healthy if we can agree to differ.  It is throwing away the baby with the bathwater, so to speak, if we cannot accept past traditions, the great art, music, architecture and literature we have inherited from religion.  The imagery, metaphors, language, parables, legends and allegories are useful in helping to describe and understand the indescribable.    
Even the spirits and guides who communicate from the other side cannot agree on many issues, probably because they are speaking from different levels and planes of existence and experience.  So let us agree on our Principles, and leave other topics open for discussion – they will not be resolved until we ourselves have been on the other side and awakened to the higher planes of existence. 
If we start of specify that a spiritualist believes this and that, or has to believe this, or not believe in that, and proscribe words as not permissible in the Spiritualist vocabulary, then we will start nit-picking, stumbling over words and definitions and theories and conjectures, and we will move away from the marvelous truth that we possess, which reveals that this life on earth is one episode in the serial story of each person’s individual life, one stage of the soul’s journey.  Hence  survival – no death – continuation of existence, purpose and meaning to this life, and proof that the soul is immortal – eternal.  We could perhaps add these ideas to qualify our Principles. 
Some people want or need rules and regulations, others want guidelines, yet others want freedom to explore, compare and make up their own mind.  Some want to remain in one sect or religion, while others accept all religions and branches  of science as different facets of the truth of life, none complete in themselves but providing a mosaic which embraces the total human experience which in itself is only one facet of the greater reality. The words God, Love-Wisdom, the Tao, and the other countless expressions for the Divine Intelligence or Supreme Power show how impossible it is to define what we are talking about. 
Frances Banks herself went deep into her Catholic faith, through prayer and meditation, and though those disciplines and techniques stood her in good stead, in the end she found that belief system wanting in light of her personal experience, so she had to renounce her vows and leave – not convert to another faith, but explore the same ground that Spiritualism covers.  She may continue to use Catholic and Christian terminology in describing her personal journey beyond the veil, but that should not deter us from studying what she has to say and perhaps try to translate it into our own terms and understanding.   
So here is some more information from one higher plane of existence given by Frances Banks, which was transmitted on October 13th, 1967.   She continues to explain why there may be a time lag between dying and the spirit’s awakening to full consciousness, which calls for outside help or rescue work, in some cases. 
FRANCES        -       Sometimes there is considerable space from the moment of withdrawal from the physical body to the moment of awareness, such a space depending for its duration, as we have already mentioned, on the familiarity or non-familiarity of the entity with life after human transition, with belief or non-belief in persisting consciousness, the strength and tenacity of materialistic concepts and, of course, the records of the life just ended.  [The person may not be aware that he or she has died, is dead, and yet  still exists, alive, as it were, on another plane]. 
But when such awareness becomes, so to speak, settled, then dawns the realization that one clothes oneself .  During the first stages of this new and rather exciting consciousness, the pleasure of creating costumes and colours fulfills a need and is often much enjoyed.  On the other hand, a dress which had acquired meaning on earth will be assumed, sometimes for the satisfaction of the soul, sometimes as a penance, and sometimes for the joy or peace the wearing of it had afforded the soul.  During my service in the Home [where she nursed some of those who had just died with the help of her former companion nuns], I dressed myself in the habit of the Order to which I had belonged on earth and in which most of my fellow servers had also been professed.  This was necessary to me for various private reasons though during some phases of this experience,  I allowed myself the pleasure of creating the well-remembered colours and fashions of my later earth years [after she had renounced her vows and left the religious order].  
At last came the opportunity to pursue the progress onwards which I so eagerly desired.  By similarities of mind and aspiration I was drawn towards a Group.  Eagerly I communed with them.  My joy was deep and strong when I realized that I had, indeed, found my own Group even though I knew myself to be only on the outer fringe of their activities.  And here may I emphasise the value of the Group consciousness which we had practiced and struggled to attain together.  The groove which we had forged into our consciousness of Group responsibility at soul level, of unity at the Centre, of Group growth of the divine qualities into our composite whole, all this was of inestimable help in my entry into, and understanding of, the Law of Group work. 

Gradually I became aware of my fellows as arrayed in colours as in garments and by the depth or brightness or soberness or brilliance of their surround I came to know, not only their characters, but their individual advance into the Spiritual Realms.  This was indeed most revealing, yet humbling.  I saw that now I must discard the habit to which I had clung.  It had served its usefulness.  I must wear what I am as a garment. The thought was terrifying.  What was I?  Dare I stand before my Group companions in the new habit of my thought?  Would the colours be somber or bright?  Long and earnestly I talked with others who were in very much the same predicament, and I meditated earnestly on what I wanted to be that such may be presented in truthful Light about me. 
This is a new stage.   I am still a neophyte.  It is the preparatory stage (concentration before meditation in the earthly technique) of working down into oneself to discover what one really is; the utterly honest summing up of one’s faculties both mental and aspirational and then letting forth of whatever Light has dawned, into a shape.  Let your Light so Shine  - has a solid meaning here. 
Gradually the garment evolves, the colour settles, and you are arrayed as you really are.  You have assumed your Light.  In other words, the surviving personality is reunited with at least a part of the true Soul body. 
Life excites you.  Mind grows into clarity, expansiveness, creativeness.  You are, you live.  You can now take your rightful place in the Group, albeit only on the outer ring.  Your ascent into consciousness has begun.   You are clothed in raiment of Light as your fellows.  Now your Light can mingle with their brilliance and become One in intensity.  Thought and aspiration grow into joy and ecstasy.  Channels of wisdom and 
knowledge open to you, beauty becomes a living reality. 
This is the breakthrough I had longed for when in the physical body.  It never manifested in intensity then.  Flashes of awareness but served to deepen the hunger of the personality for the soul’s radiance.  Perhaps this clarity of consciousness is not possible in the materialism of earth life.   I cannot know the answer to that.  All I realize now exphasises the reality and practicality of Jesus’ teachings.  Within is the Kingdom of Heaven.  Seek ye first the Kingdom of Heaven and all these things shall be added unto you. Al, all was with me then, as now, but the veil of glamour and illusion barred my sight, as it still veils Reality for most dwellers on the earth. 

Dear Friend, this is but the initial stage of a Journey into Light, during which the surviving entity is gradually reunited with the whole soul  
Step upon step into greater Light lies ahead of me, yet truly it suffices.  One step enough for me….. 
To be continued.    Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1969.  Comments by Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (112) Pre-existence and the Group Soul.

Pre-existence and the Group Soul.  Rescue Circles (112) 

There are different mystical traditions which describe us as belonging to one of Seven Rays, or Seven Roles in Essence, each associated with one of the colours in the aura,  and with the seven chakras, namely some form of King or Queen or Royalty, some kind of Priest or Religious Person, a Soldier or military leader, a Scholar or Intellectual,  A Sage or Wise Person, An Artisan or Craftsman, and finally, a Servant or Slave.  
These are spiritual qualities of being, or are meant to be.  Unfortunately, in human society this spiritual classification deteriorated into the caste or class system, or other forms of  exclusive and privileged hierarchical organization,  with the Priestly Class or Brahmin becoming the most powerful, followed by Royalty, and then down through the other roles to the outcasts at the very bottom.      In spiritual reality, each person is as important as the next, never mind what the role.  A sage spirit may incarnate as a servant, while a king or queen  on earth, may belong to the artisan role in spirit.    So when Frances Banks talks about her belonging to a Soul Group, it is probably an organization of like souls in this way, all belonging to the same type of rolext, 
From the various communications we have received from spirit, we have enough material to be able to put together a picture of the different types, regions and levels of home we can go back to when we pass, and what life will be like there. We will certainly have some place to go.  But to offer this information to others is difficult.  You can bring a horse, or donkey, to water, but you cannot force him to drink! .  We cannot force people to look ahead or try to understand about survival, unless they want to, show an interest, or ask questions. The churches have led us all astray with the carrot of celestial rewards for service or gaining merit and brownie points with attendance, donations and acceptance of a creed.  If we will only believe what they teach, buy indulgences and so forth, and receive the last rites, we are bound to go to heaven.  But really, we do not need any of this.  In the natural process of birth, life and death,  we will die and progress anyway, whatever we believe or do not believe.   The fewer rigid fixed ideas and beliefs we have, the more open and aware we shall be to negotiate our own transition, and like Frances Banks, we will soon start to enjoy our life on the other side. 
Some people  will not read or examine accounts of the afterlife since they think the subject is morbid or deals with some kind of cloud cuckoo land or pie in the sky, as far from reality as science fiction or the man in the moon.  Others think Spiritualists are simple-minded or mentally challenged. 
It is hard to get the media involved unless there’s something paranormal or sensational to report, a supposed miracle if not a murder or case of fraud.  I sent some transcripts around to TV stations and major newspapers, but not one took up the communications from   the spirit of a 9/11 terrorist pilot or a victim of that attack on the Twin Towers.  It is a pity, since all these rescue reports give us some clues about the afterlife.  There is enough information in them  for us to assess our own future prospects.  Enough to give us hope and confidence. 
I think rather than force people to share our ideas we can best talk about what we know, when asked, and at other times, when counseling the bereaved, the depressed and the confused, we can offer a few ideas which help reveal an optimistic view of the purpose of life.  After attending to the details of practical living and looking after oneself, family, friends and colleagues, with respect,  we can direct their attention away towards what is of lasting value, namely, quality of life, to be found in love, caring, sharing, service and beauty striven for in  a multitude of possible activities and studies, all of which can be taken with us when we pass. 
There is one correction to make in the previous episode.   I referred to Frances Banks as belonging to a Catholic sisterhood.  Actually, it was Anglican, the Community of the Resurrection, at Grahamstown in South Africa.  It was members of this sect whom she met again when she reached the other side: Mother Florence, some of the sisters and Father Joseph.    My apologies for the misinformation. Now here is Frances Banks communicaing with medium Helen Greaves,  continuing her account of the Group of souls she had re-joined, located on a higher plane. 
October 14th, 1967. 

HELEN GREAVES        -     How did you know that you belonged to this particular Group?  How did you contact the Group and what credentials did you have which enabled you to be accepted by the other members? 

FRANCES BANKS     -      This was not a case of contacting this Group as though for the first instance.  From time immemorial it seems that I have been attached to it. [This would once again suggest the pre-existence of the soul. R.R.] 

Now this is a reunion.  Is this such a mystery?  Every soul has its place in the divine scheme of living.  Every soul belongs to a group and forms an integral part of a group soul.  I do.  You do.  The meanest beggar in the street does, the greatest genius does.  A Group Soul is constituted of souls at individual levels of progress, each complementing the others to make a Whole.  One is part of a Group Soul as one is part of a family in the physical sense; a family relationship may be temporary, but a soul relationship is eternal. 
The question of twin souls, about which much nonsense and speculation is made on 

earth, can be explained by the hypothesis of two souls belonging to the same Group but drawn close in harmony because they are at equal stages of progression and because they have advanced conspicuously together.  This gives them similar vibrations and a corresponding pull of attraction.  But all souls consituting a Group Soul experience this drawing together in harmony towards each other, whether they are functioning in material bodies or are traversing the stages here in the  life of the spirit.  Group Souls preside over universal movements, over great causes  and thus members of one spiritual family are often attracted to each other by mutual interests, by special life work as well as by external links.  They work together, may indeed share their lives in partnership, or may only meet occasionally as they work in some particular project.  Sometimes, by what appears to be a perverse fate, members of the same group are separated, born into the apparently wrong camps.  Their lives become tragic, often futile in their repeated efforts to rejoin their similar companions and their rightful work.  Strangely enough many never find their right niche.  Often they live and die as outcasts.  But, as the entire complement of a Group Soul is never in complete incarnation at the same time, i.e., there is always an integrated part  of the Group on this side, the outcasts, after their transition here and after they have gained consciousness of their state and have attained to at least some measure of Light, rejoin their own Groups. 
HELEN GREAVES    -     How many Group Souls are there?   

FRANCES     -       I cannot answer that.    So far as I have gleaned their number must be uncountable.  I also understand that, at higher levels of consciousness,  Group Souls unite to form greater units.  This, I reason, must be the continued Law of Progress into Divinity which is a Unity, a Oneness, a total mysterious and glorious whole.  But only thus far dare I aspire to the Divine Plan.  Here  and now I am privileged to be enabled to touch only the fringe of the consciousness of Groups working at this level and to cooperate with them. 

To the extent therefore of my present comprehension I have endeavoured to reply to your question.  You will appreciate, I trust, that no credentials as such (except my own aspiration and reparation for past wasted opportunities)  were needed for entry into my Group.  I was, so to speak, assimilated into it, for it was my rightful place. 
[to be continued]  Reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves. Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Rescue Circles (113) The scepticism of the Press. Oliver Lodge still communicating at the same time as Frances Banks. 
A writer from Australia answers my bemusement about the scepticism and lack of interest shown by the media and the press about medmiumship (todays’ San Diego Union-Tribune article mentioned by Robert Egby apty pinpoints this attitude.*  It must be a slow news day, to dig out a case of fraud from 120 years ago!) . The press rejects  communications from those spirits who passed on 9/11, even when such messages come through well-known mediums like John Edward.   The writer says that a large share of the ownership of these organisations lies in the hands of our major religions, who have huge vested interests both in editorial concerns, as well as in real estate and industry.  So Spiritualism and communications with the dead are anathema to them, if not the work of the devil! Also, they do not want to offend the advertisers, who financially support the media more than the subscribers, readers and viewers.   So we are fighting a losing battle if we try to use the media to further our cause.   Perhaps he is right.   Ours is not the way of the world. 
Another communicator from Australia is Sir Oliver Lodge, coming through the trance mediumship of George Eldred in Melbourne  between 1966 and 1968, around the time that Frances Banks was concluding her talks with Helen Greaves in England.  George Eldred was one of the mediums belonging to the longest running rescue group, an offshoot of the Society of Psychic and Occult Scientific Research, founded in Melbourne in 1900 by Edgar Tozer and medium Florence Hanger.    Since we have discussed predictions of the end times and other changes foreseen for the year 2012, it is interesting to see what Sir Oliver had to say forty years ago. 

OLIVER LODGE       -            I used to think when I was living in the physical body that all that mattered was the scientific side of psychicism – that nothing mattered at all apart from the scientific side, but you know,  I’ve changed my mind, because I realize that however much science probes, there is never any finality.   I have reached a finality now, I know!  I know where I am going, and I think you do too.  

If you can give somebody on this plane that you are living on, if you can give them a helping hand, and it perhaps hurts you to do this, then, by gad, you are a pure Spiritualist!  I don’t say you have got to believe in any airy fairy things that happen beyond the clouds.  I say learn to live, and love your fellow man on earth.  Learn to help him when he is down.  Then you are a Spiritualist, and you are doing the work that those who have gone on before  have done and are still doing.  

It is time that the ignoramuses of the world were taken to task and taught that if they are going to live at peace, if there is going to be peace in the world, then there has got to be  Spiritualism.  It can’t come any other way.  Because what does the belief in Spiritualism teach you?  It teaches  that if you are evil on the earth, then you have our own conscience to combat when you go one step higher after death.  You are your own judge – and who wants to live in darkness?  Who wants to live in eternal mist?   Man MUST be taught that life does continue in the same fashion, in the same way, as it is upon the earth plane.  He has got to KNOW, and that is why we are working night and day.  Many conflicting news items take the place of a good solid book, or a good solid philosophy. 

But man HAS got to be brought back to it [spiritual knowledge or wisdom] otherwise he is going to destroy himself.  Man is heading for destruction. 

[True – since 1966 when Sir Oliver was speaking, the war in Vietnam escalated, there was the Cultural Revolution led by the young Red Guards in China, then the Cambodian Genocide, many troubles in Northern Ireland and Central and South America, the Gulf War, then genocide in the Balkans, Rwanda, the Congo and other parts of Africa, and now Darfur and Zimbabwe, not to mention suicidal terrorism and the refugee problem,  
natural disasters and the present financial crisis.  
God is not going to bail us out of our difficulties, as our governments are helping the banks out in this financial crisis.  All of us as God’s representatives, or spirit envoys sent on assignment to earth to give humanitarian aid, we have to sort things out for ourselves.  We are responsible for the good and the bad here, and with a little help from the spirit world, if we keep our connections open, we will succeed.  But first of all we must know what we are doing, and make an effort to raise the standard of thought, conduct, values and ethics.  So, those of us with some knowledge of Spiritual philosophy and second sight can continue with our rescue work, helping lost and stray spirits as well as those on earth with problems of all kinds.   The best way, here, first of all, is to have a loving attitude and then provide practical assistance with money, food, shelter, clothing, health care and acceptance of all people’s  right to exist, together with love and attention, and  then firm direction towards education,  independence and self-help and creative enterprise when they are back on their feet. Otherwise there will always be a lazy crowd waiting for handouts!  

Most important, as I discussed in the previous post, we should share our knowledge of the other world, and the Spiritualist philosophy, whenever there is an opportunity to do so.  We need not use Spiritualist terminology, if we know that that is going to cause fear or argument. R.R.] 
LODGE               -                       If humankind does not realise that this destruction will hamper him in his spiritual evolution,  then what are we going to have on this side?  We are going to have nothing but chaos and darkness.  And that is what is brought to our side of life here by so many religious ignoramuses coming over here.  One of your greatest Christian sects are the worst offenders.  They are hidebound in their orthodoxy.  They bring darkness, they bring great dark clouds over on our side.  They make it uncomfortable, embarrassing, for many on this side of life.   I’ll tell you a story.  No so very long ago, I was present when a high dignitary of the Christian sect I was just talking about suddenly came over to our side.  We all knew him by repute, consequently we were there to meet him, and what did he do?  He completely ignored us.  Why?  Because he wanted to find the Virgin Mary first.  He said that if he didn’t find the Virgin Mary, then he was a dead duck!  You see, that’s the point!   
I have been very happy since I finished with my old physical body.  I have found plenty to do.  When you people who are listening to me now at last decide to make the journey, and you do make this decision [when to die] or your spirit does, there will be one thought, one anxiety in your mind - how useful will I be able to be?  What can I do to be helpful to mankind?  Because when you view mankind from our side, as I do, as we all do - you will be astounded.  You will be not only astounded, but you will also be disgusted at the ROTTENNESS that exists in the world of today.  It has always existed, and it is no worse today than it has ever been, but I am only seeing it now with a pair of eyes that have telescopic sights - as you will  when you come over here.  We do not only see it in one confined spot, but we can see large populated areas at the same time.  

[ Sir Oliver had a lot more to say then  and on other occasions.  I will leave that to another article, to include Lodge’s work as a researcher and scientist before he passed. Now we will return to England, and to Frances Banks talking to Helen Greaves, on October 14th, 1967.] 
HELEN GREAVES     -    How were you brought into communion with this particular Soul Group? 

FRANCES BANKS     -     Do you recall in the early communications from the Rest Home to which I first graduated for service [after dying]  I recounted the story of a certain doctor, the surgeon who had, whilst in the earth body, fallen a victim to drug addiction?  You remember that, with him, I visited a Group and was in communication with a number of advanced souls. On several visits I met and communed with these minds which have reached high standards of consciousness and wisdom.  Sometimes they patiently explained Group workings to me.  One, a fine and illumined soul, instructed me - Seek for your own place.  Ask that Light may open your mind to that which is for you;  that your vibratory rate may be increased to respond to the vibration of your Group; that you may become aware of them, for they are close beside you. 

For long I meditated on these words.  Suddenly, as I looked upon my old friend Father Joseph when we were attending a patient in the Home, I beheld, not the usual brown habit with which I have always associated him, but a surround [aura] of glorious blue which clothed him.  It seemed that I looked right into him.  My inner eyes were opened.  I knew.  His smile was gentle but all understand as he said:  My child, welcome home! 
The words were sufficient, the contact was made.  It had been necessary for me to await enlightenment, but he had always known.  I found it difficult to leave the Home and Mother Florence, where I had been so happy.  But the prospect of progress was inspiring.  Besides, I was comforted by learning that Mother Florence from time to time would be visiting the Group to which I was going, as she too was one with it, yet chose to remain at her duties in the Home  until all her flock had been safely welcomed to this side of life. 

I cannot make explicit to you the mechanics of my move to the Group partly because I yet am not entirely cognisant of all that occurred myself, and partly because there is no pocket of thought in your mind which could receive such information.  This I can offer for your comprehension and that of the readers;  whilst I was meditating in my golden garden, I found myself transported back to that temple of learning where once before I dared to penetrate.  Only this time Father Joseph was with me.  Together we joined a cluster of entities about a teacher.  Immediately I experienced a rise of consciousness, an upsurge of joy, a mingling of unity and harmony which coloured my whole being.  I cannot explain this in any other terms, though I doubt whether they will have the same connotation for you. 
I knew this was right for me.  I had come into my own.  There was no definite acceptance, the entire operation was unobtrusive and simple, yet I had the conviction that all was well, that I was amidst my fellow-travellers on the way. 

What is this Group called?  I flashed silently to Father Joseph.  He smiled. 

What you have always sought.   Reality! 

Then I knew it for the extension of that reaching out for Spiritual Truth and creative force which, when on earth, we had termed mysticism.  [Frances had always had an inquisitive, enquiring mind. Here was the first phase of the search for Mystical Union but on a higher level, and without the incubus of earth personality and the fluctuating interference of the fleshly desire body. 
[to be continued] 
Frances Banks reviewed from Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman, 1969. 
Oliver Lodge reviewed from  4000 Ghosts by  E. Stanley Brookes,  Regency Press, London. 1968. 
Comments by Richard R. 

_______________________ 

· The Way We Were: Mediums left many San Diegans dispirited

By Richard Crawford

2:00 a.m. February 5, 2009
A number of quite prominent San Diegans attended a séance given by Elsie Reynolds in a room at Dr. (George) Barnes’ residence Friday evening . . . A lady spirit was materialized, and came into the audience to shake hands. A lady present, at an opportune moment, seized the spirit around the waist with one arm and clinched its wrist with the other hand. The spirit shrieked and attempted to tear itself away . . . The seance ended abruptly.
· San Diego Union. Jan. 20, 1889

Millions of followers, entranced by the notion that spirits of deceased loved ones could be contacted through “mediums,” were attracted to the practice of spiritualism in the United States and Europe in the 19th century.
Adherents included President Abraham Lincoln’s wife, Mary Todd Lincoln, who hosted séances in the White House to reach her departed sons Eddie and Willie.
Spiritualist demonstrations also could be entertaining, profitable for the mediums and more often than not, fraudulent, as San Diegans would discover in the summer of 1888.
“A disappointed and victimized audience left the Louis Opera House last night about 9 o’clock,” the Union reported on July 20. After customers paid 50 cents each to see the mysteries of a spiritualistic séance, the demonstration by medium Percy Clifton “did not séance worth a cent.”
Angry ticket buyers cried “humbug,” and the medium was arrested for allegedly taking money under false pretenses.
“Professor” Clifton, a former actor from San Francisco, promised to materialize departed spirits before an audience of some 300 people.
The performance lasted about an hour. Witnesses in the court case that followed described how Clifton had appeared onstage, waving his hands, exclaiming: “I see them coming.”
As the “spirits” appeared, Clifton would call out their names and ask the audience if anyone recognized them. Several people shouted out that they did. One enthusiastic ticket buyer persistently bobbed up among the rear benches, shouting, “I recognize that spirit; oh yes, I know that spirit!”
The man turned out to be Clifton’s business manager.

A preliminary hearing drew a packed house in the Police Court of Judge Charles Monroe. Witnesses describing the séance “kept the courtroom in an uproar of laughter,” which the judge found difficult to control.
Many claimed they believed in spiritualism and had expected to see departed spirits. One of the disappointed witnesses declared had paid $1 at the door for himself and his wife, “but saw no spirits, except what he got at the beer garden across the street” after the show was over.
After listening to testimony for several days, Monroe forwarded the case to Superior Court. But before a trial could begin, Clifton slunk out of town. The authorities chose not to pursue the disgraced medium.
Ironically, the prosecution of Clifton was hailed by many San Diego spiritualists as a blow against fraud and deception. As the Union explained, “There are fraudulent pretenders among those who claim to be mediums, all spiritualists admit, but they all believe in the existence of true mediums.”
The faith of true devotees was tested again with the arrival in San Diego of Elsie Reynolds, perhaps the most noted medium on the Pacific Coast and a mentor to Clifton.
In a materializing séance held at a meeting hall at Fifth Avenue and H Street (Market), Reynolds produced several ghostly apparitions who glided in and out of the “spirit cabinet” in the darkened hall. The spirit of little Lillie Robert appeared, as did one named Effie and another called Gruff.
But the séance ended in an uproar when a man abruptly turned up the lights in the gas-lit room. The audience saw a startled Reynolds in the cabinet with a mask in her hands and a gauze robe dangling from her bustle.
Several in the audience swore out complaints, and once again Judge Monroe hosted a courtroom of witnesses eager to describe the latest spiritualist experience.
Representing Reynolds, attorney Melville Rawson tried to lay a Scriptural foundation for belief in spirits when he asked one witness if she believed in the Bible. “I do, absolutely,” she replied.
“Do you believe that Mary Magdalene saw two angels appear before Christ?” Rawson then asked.
The judge answered instead, indignantly stating: “I regard such a question, when applied in connection with the evidence (of) masks and faces which have been produced here, as nothing less than blasphemy.”
Monroe would hear testimony for another week before calling the case “one of the flimsiest frauds ever perpetuated on a good-natured public.” However, he did not find the evidence sufficient to sustain a conviction. The case against Reynolds was dismissed.
Unchastened, she continued to call to the spirits in San Diego. Her last hurrah would be a séance at the home of Dr. George Barnes on Sixth Street in January 1889.
After a lady spirit materialized, the show ended prematurely when a skeptic grabbed the spirit, which proved to be a flesh-and-blood confederate of the medium.
Reynolds would retire to San Francisco, where she advertised her services as “the renowned materializing medium” in the San Francisco Chronicle until 1902.
Richard Crawford is a San Diego historian. 

__._,_.___ 

Lodge and Frances Banks  Rescue Circles (114)  Lodge predicts EVP and ITC and the end of destruction. 
There is ample evidence of our need for security beyond the bleak and short material existence we are seemingly born into.  This is shown us by the sheer number of churches, cathedrals, synagogues, temples, mosques, ashrams and other meeting places, holy buildings and shrines around the world, hundreds or thousands in every village, town and city, and others scattered around the countryside.    
The majority of the world’s citizens, and  refugees and misplaced persons, receive little education and accept the local beliefs without enquiring further.  Just struggling to survive takes up most of our time and energy.  However, with the advent of twentieth century technology and the growth of media such as the cinema, radio, television and the internet, there is now a far broader spreading of knowledge and opinion which has taken us out of the age of superstition, but has also brought about a clash of ideas, both within religions, and between  them and between religion and science, and between  the ideologies of different countries.   In spite of the dissension, there does emerge a general  consensus that life continues beyond the grave.  Both religious customs of all kinds, and now modern psychic and paranormal research indicate that there is more to life than physical existence. There certainly is something beyond.   We can now openly discuss this and exchange ideas as we do here and in similar groups, a thing which in the Middle Ages just could not have happened.    However, there is still some censorship in China, Russia and some Muslim countries, and within individual religions some subjects are still taboo. 
Whether we have religion or not, there is no doubt in my mind that the individual soul of each one of us is immortal.  Our spirit, or non-local mind, is located beyond and outside  the  brain, but linked to our awareness, obviously, through the brain as long as we inhabit a  physical body.  We exist beyond the body, and will take our present personality back to the other side, back to the soul.  Our present personality may not have pre-existed, but our soul certainly has, and does.  Communications through our mediums have given ample evidence of this, and now modern technology is adding to this information with EVP and ITC.  Oliver Lodge predicted this back in the 1960s, when this new science of spirit communication through radio, television and tape recorders was in its infancy.  George Meek was working with his Spiricom in the USA, and Raudive and Juergenson were experimenting in Europe. 
Here is what Oliver Lodge, the physicist, founder of the Liverpool Physical Society and first Principal of Birmingham University in the UK  had to say about electronic communication. However, this was a communication from him a quarter of a century after his death, by traditional means through a trance medium in Melbourne Australian,  on  March 25th,  1967. Medium: George Eldred. 
LODGE      -     Those scientists interested in the invention to contact the next world have been working on it for a long time, and it’s just a race to see which country gets it first…..Then you will be able to sit back in your armchair like this, turn on,  and your medium will be sitting at the side of the set, and while he or she is in trance, you will be looking at the pictures that are coming close to her – and that is how you will see into the spirit world……. 
I can visualize the day to come upon the earth plane when not only will you be able to see your loved ones, and your controls and guides on the screen – but you will be able to see the surrounding country, the environment, and the beauty of the next world.  You will be able to see it as it will be brought into your own living rooms.  That day is not far off.  
There is coming a time when the scientists will no longer be interested in destruction.  He will turn his mind to the preserving of life, and I think you will find that as science becomes the knowledge of the world which you are now coming into too, as you know well, the scientific age, the Atomic Age, as it becomes the knowledge of the world to a greater degree, you will find that not only will your physical lives be free from mental and physical pain, but you will also find that the diseases that are attacking your earth today will be obliterated. 
____________________________________ 

Though Oliver Lodge had said that dark clouds were surrounding humanity, and I mentioned in the previous article a few of the disasters since that time in the 1960s, the development of EVP, ITC and other technological advances offset this rather bleak view.  Every cloud has a silver lining, and we have much to be proud of.  In the 1960s we reached the moon, freedom marches and the Civil Rights movement lowered the bar of segregation, and since then Apartheid has also crumbled in South Africa, and other countries freed themselves of colonial rule. Communism collapsed in Russia, and China has opened its frontiers to world trade. We are beginning to tackle environmental problems more efficiently and look after our forests, oceans and wildlife.  I am sure that readers can find innumerable individual cases of beneficial and progressive enterprises which contribute to the improvement of global conditions for all forms of life.  
We just have to continue to combat the corrosive cancers and cataracts  festering in our civilization which  deplete us and obscure  our vision, namely crime, corruption, callousness, cruelty, cant, chicanery, conniving, capriciousness, casualness, cynicism, cataclysms and carnage.   These negative elements need to be extirpated from our politics, religion, industry and society in general.  There is a terrible lack of responsibility and morality at the moment, a lack of good taste, and a lack of ethical values. There is much ignorance and sheer negligence and lack of love.   We can begin to tackle all this morbidity with a few more Cs, charity, compassion, cooperation and caring, sprinkled with a few chuckles  to lighten the atmosphere. 
Those looking for a sudden shift or transformation of values, to occur in a certain predicted year such as 2012, probably will be disappointed, since change is already taking place, and anyway, we are already embedded in spiritual values, and governed by spiritual laws.  We are already composed of spirit, and always have been.  We are simply unaware of the fact.  
If generally the world had moved away from ignorance towards wisdom and understanding, a critical mass would be reached which would over-ride the cruelty and negativity of the ignorant. Whenever that may be, we are already soul-based, infused with the spirit which gives us life in the first place.  Therein lies our security, not in our churches and other institutions, all human-made. WE STILL HAVE TO LOOK WITHIN FOR OURSELVES TO MAKE THE CONNECTION, NOT LOOK OUTSIDE FOR SOME GREAT EVENT OR PHENOMENON. 
To conclude this episode, here is  a further communication from Frances Banks, also from the late 1960s..  She had mentioned  that on her plane of existence now she could wear whatever clothing she wished to create, and she could change her appearance.  Another thing she might have said is that often  spirits will assume the exact appearance they had when alive on earth for evidential reasons, so that they can be described by the  medium and recognized or seen by the sitter or audience.   My own father when he materialized one time wore his old raincoat and looked haggard and ill, as he was at the time of his death.  Since then he has appeared younger and in full health. 
October 15th, 1967 

FRANCES            -         This is the most satisfying stage of my progress through life and, I believe, lives, and the consequent reviewing of such lives, which my memory can, at present recall.  I was always worrying, puzzling, searching in my earth life, as Frances Banks, as Sister Frances Mary and as Frances Banks again (the psychologist and psychic researcher). I was never sure that I had truly found that for which I searched so eagerly.  For twenty-five years in religion I tried earnestly to accept the concept of Truth to which I had vowed myself, but nobody can know the dark nights of the soul, the loneliness, the feeling of defeat through which frustration led me during those years.  Sincerely and honestly though I endeavoured to believe in the life of the religious, my inner voice always urged expansion of knowledge and experience.  I loved my work of teaching.  I believe my teaching qualities could be assessed as good.  I liked knowledge for its own sake and led a useful life no doubt, in the place to which I had been assigned.  But ever the Spirit goaded me – seek and ye shall find. 
When, however the way opened for me and I was allowed to leave the Order after my vows were annulled, I discovered, as we all have to discover, that the open, sunny paths down which we seem pressed to venture have bogs of despair and morasses of doubt, as well as vistas of promise.  At least, I felt then, that I was moving, not stagnating, as life seemed to have become in the Order. 
But moving where?  Often I wearied myself with conjecture.  I pleaded and prayed for Light yet the full consummation of its glory always eluded me.  In my latter years I found a silent awareness in meditation;  a new resolving of self with Self and a resulting confidence to speak out concerning this search to others.  In the few Retreats for the Churches’ Fellowship which I led, the exercise and discipline of preparation, and many hours were spent in this, were real spiritual gain for me.  If I was blessed enough to have been able to impart, even a few flashes of insight that I had gained in these mental and spiritual gropings, then a star of hope was kindled on my own way. 
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The purpose for my compiling these series of reviews (rescue, physical mediumship, healing, trance and the group mind, guides, trance talks, psychic researchers, etc.,) is to illustrate the reality of the spirit worlds around us.  My intention is to offer a wide selection of accounts of what has occurred in the past as well as  present-day happenings.   My focus is not to provide proof, though from my own experience and study, I take the whole package offered as true, fact rather than fiction, just as I know that spring follows winter and love destroys evil.  

  

I started with a rescue series three years ago, after coming across Hugh Dowding’s books, and they opened up a vast literature to me on the subject, by no means exhausted yet, since the work has been continuing quietly and unspectacularly over the past 200 years -  probably 300 years at least, if we include the Camisards, Swedenborg and the Wesley family amongst other instances of contact with the spirit world.  

  

The mediums, researchers, home circles and individual sitters who have taken the time and trouble to record these events and conversations would turn in their graves (that’s a metaphorical expression, not to be taken literally)  - we all know here that they are all very much alive, but if they knew their work was now regarded by some sceptics and cynics as out-of-date and obsolete, they would be sorely disappointed in us.   Far from it; it is most relevant to our times. 

  

Also relevant today is physical mediumship, and its close partner, spiritual and distant healing (often the spirit doctors materialize to effect their healings).  Then the work of various psychical researchers in the past is still worth studying.  Some of these scientists and philosophers have returned to us since passing to talk with us, notably Oliver Lodge, W.T.  Stead,  James Hyslop,  William James; and mediums have also returned to communicate with us, such as Arthur Ford, Helen Blavatsky, and Betty White, to name a few.  The list is long, and I have yet to catch up. 

  

So I will continue to compile and present the most interesting cases I can find, since this information helps us, in five ways: 1) in dealing with life here and now, giving it meaning and purpose, 2) in preparing for the next life, 3) in helping others to do so,  4)  in helping and praying for those in spirit who may have lost their way because they never received this knowledge when they were alive on earth, and 5) in knowing how to ask for and pray for help from spirit, or from God, or from the prophets, saints and sages we believe in. 

  

All is one.  Some people will say that the dead can look after their own, that spirit law applies, so, everything  is naturally taken care of.  Exactly, precisely so, and we, as part of that living spirit, have our part to play, taking care of others as well as ourselves, not to be aloof and show indifference, but like the Good Samaritan, to offer a helping hand. 

  

So as a teacher I am offering  the field to those who are interested – opening the gate so that anyone can look around.  If a person can’t believe what her or she reads, sees, or experiences, fair enough.  At least they have seen the possibilities, and perhaps, at some future time, here or hereafter, something read and remembered here will help them along the way, or awaken the desire to progress, perhaps along a different route. 

  

Vale Owen’s spirit communications with the other side were first encouraged by the open-minded British journalist and newspaper proprietor Lord Northcliffe, who published them serially in the Weekly Despatch of London in 1920 – 1921.  The actual contact commenced on September 8th, 1917, and the chief communicators visited the ten different spheres or planes of the spirit world escorted by a group of 36 or more spirit guides, and their accounts and descriptions of the other side are what were compiled eventually into five books.*  I mention them here since there is much reference in them for the need of spirit rescue, of awakening lost souls to a life other than clinging to the evil atmosphere in which they were immersed.  No one is lost forever, no matter how evil, but just as in the case of addiction here on earth, intervention and a helping hand is needed even there to pull a scoundrel out of the mire.  I will return to Vale Owen’s work in a future episode, but right now I want to return to a higher sphere where Frances Banks found herself after leaving the rescue and awakening work she did at the Home with Mother Florence. 

  

  

* The Life Beyond the Veil by the Rev. G. Vale Owen, first published in book form in 1922 in four volumes:  The Lowlands of Heaven,  The Highlands of Heaven,  The Ministry of Heaven and The Battalions of Heaven.  A fifth volume was compiled in  1971 from further collected communications from the same source, comprising two narratives, The Children of Heaven and The Outlands of Heaven.   These have all been republished and reprinted several times since 1945 by the Greater World Association  Trust, London. 

  

_____________________________________________ 

  

 October 15th, 1967 

  

FRANCES BANKS         -         Now that I have left behind the dark veils which blind the spiritual insight during one’s earthly pilgrimage,  I find that I am still repeating the pattern [of meditation and the spiritual search], only from another angle. 

No longer do I doubt as once I did. Now I know.   Yet, with all honesty I have to admit that Reality appears, at times, too wonderful even for my growing and expanding consciousness.  Do I dream – I ask myself, and shall I, one morning, awake? 

  

It might surprise you to learn that this reaction is a common one amongst the pilgrims I have met.  The mind, you see, is only slowly, very slowly, opening to its vast potential.  The veils of matter which now, to us, are represented by a loss in frequency of vibration have, so recently, been dissolved that we can and do proceed only into each successive stage  with deepening understanding and a widening of conscious awareness.  To put this idea into the language and metaphor of the earth world, it is as if each Cinderella had, inexplicably, become a Princess. 

  

You will want to know more of my occupations, living arrangements and I will do my best to explain simply, so that you and those who read, may comprehend, at least in part, some of the spiritual satisfactions which are so much integrated into one’s journey onwards. 

  

I have a new home.  I share a beautiful estate with others of the Group.  This place has wide sloping grass lands, trees and flowers of the most exquisite beauty and avenues of Light.  I have no other words for this, for meditation and contemplation.  As we here are closer in vibration to the Spiritual Worlds, the echoes of the music of the spheres along these avenues becomes a glory sweeping our thoughts and aspirations into contemplation of the mystery of divinity and eternal life. 

  

We are free, of course, to follow our own pursuits.   There are no college rules or compulsory attendances but I, for one, find myself at the Halls of Learning almost continually.  Again, you notice, I repeat the pattern, that avid desire for spiritual knowledge, which I now realize characterized all my excursions into different experiences on earth, and which I now comprehend albeit vaguely as having been the focus of those personalities with which I have returned to incarnation.  This avidity may not be an asset! 

  

I can travel in the mind and this I often do.  I have visited countries of the world which I did not know.  I have seen much and learned much.  I return often to familiar scenes.  I attend some meeting and meditation groups and sometimes contact the friends and companions I had loved on earth.  I do not find it an easy matter to speak through a medium.  As you appreciate, I have the conviction that there is no necessity for this.  On this level of thought, telepathy is developed to a greater potential than was practiced on earth.  By means of thought transference,  I endeavour to reach the minds of old and dear friends still in physical existence.  Sometimes I am happy to think that my efforts meet with a certain response.  At others the veil of illusion (even in those who should know better) interferes with reception and the contact is faulty, or is even rejected.  But this will be so whilst those on earth still cling to the theory of separativeness. 

  

That which I am learning here, in this wider state of consciousness, is a joyous apprehension of the vast wonder of the unity of Creative Mind in which all, every atom, every soul-fragment, every Group Soul, every creative thought is ONE. 

  

[to be continued]   References as before.  Best wishes from Richard.  Today President Obama visited Canada.  May that bring peace and further unity and cooperation world-wide.
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First of all, here is the conclusion of the communications from Frances Banks with Helen Greaves. 
December 10th, 1967. 

This will be my last script for the book.  If there is a message in these writings it is the simple statement that all is Unity and that Unity is Light. 
That statement may be interpreted symbolically by my readers as referring to the Light of Wisdom, of Knowledge, of Understanding of the Unity of the Life in all things.  But a difficult point I would try to make clear is that, in this further phase of our existence on this plane, the reference to Light is to interpreted LITERALLY.  We are progressing into Light and yet more light.  To us now, references to the ‘Golden Throne of God’ which formed part of our religious instruction on earth now reveal definite hidden truths.  The utmost of such Light is beyond our comprehension, which is still limited, or even our higher aspirations. 
Light here is literally the substance and matter of our thought life.  Thus, as our thoughts become attuned to the vibration of Creative Divinity, so the substance of our bodies changes, becoming less dense and reflecting more Light. 
We carry our own Light.  The greater therefore the selflessness and illumination of our minds and the more positive our response to the higher frequency of vibration, the purer and brighter is the Light transmitted by us. 
We spoke of the Group Soul. This, as I begin to comprehend now, the purer and stronger the Light from each unit soul of the Group, the greater the advancement of the Group Soul Itself towards ultimate bliss of Union, towards that ineffable Light which will ever be the mystery and wonder of Divinity. 
Yet each unit must be proved, i.e. its Light must be subjected to  the test of veils of density in other spheres of action.  So many units return again and again to the nothingness of dense matter, bravely asserting the lasting reality of their illumination.  So often such units, clothed in their passing personalities, fall into ignorance, becoming subject to materialistic concepts.  Some are blessed on their journeys by flashes into the Light, and in rare cases, the Light gained in these spiritual Worlds holds steady, shining through the fleshly masks to bless and encourage their fellow travelers in the darkness of supposed separativeness.  Light shines from the eyes of these advanced egos, and is reflected in the magnetic fields which surround their dense bodies. 
Perhaps my greatest regret now is the realization that, whilst I was seeking and searching mentally, psychically and occultly to discover that breakthrough to spirit for which I longed,  [I didn’t see that] the Light of the Unity with all things, all creatures, all Beings, all Hosts, all Powers [ALREADY] dwelt within me in ineffable glory! 
‘I am the Light of the World’ means just that, [for each one of us]….. The light dwells in all of us as a shining effulgence, the Light of Oneness with all Spirit, the blessed awareness and acknowledgement of unity with all creation from the lesser to the Higher Orders even to the Throne of Grace Itself. 
‘Let your Light so shine before men…’ is essentially a fact here where each is revealed by his [or her] light. 
May it be true then, of those who read these words on earth.  May the Light of Awareness of Divine Unity shine through the illusive and temporal veils of assumed personalities, so that, in preparation for this further experience, they may indeed be known by their Light. 
God Bless You all. 

And that was the last Helen Greaves or anyone else has heard from Frances Banks.  Her work takes her elsewhere.  It does not mean that she has merged with the One and ceased to exist as her individual self.  

I don’t hear from my mother or aunts anymore, though my father comes by from time to time, and other friends and loved ones make an appearance when they pass.  They may not be on particularly elevated planes, but they have their own lives to live, just as we leave home and go our own way in life when we grow up and mature. 
There are one or two relatives in spirit who have come to try and interfere, so I would welcome their going about their business on the other side, rather than be a nuisance here.  They still want to boss, manipulate and control.  So we try to persuade them to move on.  But often we have to get spirit guides to take them away, and rescue US!  
As some commentators have rightly mentioned, there ARE mischievous or evil spirits, impersonators and earthbounds who can influence us, or a medium who is not adequately trained, developed and protected.  These spirit scoundrels can also play havoc with the mentally ill, drug addicts and alcoholics and sometimes the aged, especially those suffering from Alzheimer’s disease.  This is where spirit release work comes in, and here the work is best left in the hands of trained specialists, psychotherapists and psychiatrists – that is those who accept the existence of the spirit world and its influences.  Not all do.  In the addendum to this episode, I have provided a link* to the Spirit Release Foundation and an article by Dr. Alan Sanderson, who discusses all these issues at length.  The important thing now is not to argue over whether spirit release and rescue in all its facets is necessary, but rather to show the sceptical health professionals that the spirit world does indeed exist.  From their particular professions, Dr. Sanderson and his associates are doing their best to demonstrate the affectiveness of their release work in this field. 
We will hear more from Frances Banks, not from the spirit world, but in her role as psychic researcher.  Also we will meet Helen Greaves again, as she wrote two more books on contact with the other side, after Frances had made her final exit.   Meanwhile this series will continue in due course with more instances of rescue and release work.   Richard R. 
· http://www.spiritrelease.com/cases/clara.htm 
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The Roman Catholic Church sells expensive indulgences in the late 1500s and early 1600s  to ensure future rescue from purgatory 
In this episode I would like to make a shortened version and paraphrase one of my  teacher’s accounts of meeting his own spiritual instructor   when the latter fully materialised just over two months after his death. I will use the same terms that were used by Frances Banks and others in this series.  Then it can be seen how similar are their experiences to the present account.  Other mediums and writers, such as Andrew Jackson Davis, Michael Newton, Anthony Borgias and Vale Owen, talk of the afterlife, and the planes, regions, spheres, districts or levels on the other side, and use other terms like astral, etheric, mental, causal, transcendent and the infinite. What lies beyond can only be described and understood in earth terms, and rather than try and get too specific here,  I will just use a few general terms like spirit planes and higher and lower levels.  The quality of life beyond must vary according to the quality of mind perceiving it, and that is reflected by the tone of the accounts given to us.   We will have to wait until we have permanently returned to our spirit body before we can fully describe the afterlife, but even then, in communicating with the earth plane we will once again have to resort to earth language and metaphor, so that any account we give, or read here, or in books, or depicted in music and drama, film and television, will be imaginary approximations of the truth.  Even when ITC and EVP have been improved and enhanced with new technology, we will still have to use imagery, and virtual reality, that passes through the brain, and so is limited by our material senses.  The non-local spirit mind is most likely to go far deeper and be more comprehensive than our brain circuits, computers and AI (artificial intelligence) can handle. 
This instructor comes from an Eastern religion.  However, it is unlikely that on the other side each religion has its separate heavens and hells, or paradises and other places of residence.  Muslim suicide terrorists who have come back recently are in a state of confusion, since they say they didn’t go to paradise, as they had expected.  It may happen that members of one particular religion or nationality will congregate together when they pass, with their own former family, friends and believers.  But it seems at a later stage, these differences will disappear as one by one these peoples will merge and continue their activities together regardless of former affiliations.  

Here is the dialogue between this teacher who was  a strong physical and clairvoyant medium, and the fully materialised spirit of the former instructor. 
MEDIUM     -     Is it really you?  Are you using the same body which I saw buried over two months ago? 

SPIRIT          -        Yes, in a way it is the same, though I see it as ethereal.  To your sight and touch it is physical, [as a physical structure recreated out of ectoplasm]..  I created a new body out of spiritual atoms and vibrations.  In truth I am living on a spiritual plane now, and you and your loved ones will come and be with me there one day. 

MEDIUM    -    Please tell me more. 

SPIRIT       -     Won’t you let go of me, first of all!   [The medium had embraced the  former instructor, and now let go].   

As prophets and saints are sent to earth to help people work out their problems, and inspire them, so I have been assigned to act as a helper or rescuer on one of the spiritual planes.  There I am aiding advanced beings to rid themselves of addictions and unnecessary attachments which are hindering their progress. They are all highly developed spiritually and were able to consciously leave their physical bodies when it was their time to die.  

The spirits living on this higher plane have already passed through the ordinary spirit planes closer to the earth, where nearly all beings from earth must go at death.   None but advanced souls can reach this higher atmosphere.  Only advanced spirits can clear themselves of attachments on those lower planes. [That is why less advanced souls need help, or rescuing, awakening from sleep or stagnation in the first instance, like Henry VIII or the Lady of the Manor].    The advanced souls by their own self-motivated striving are enabled to reach this higher plane on their own.  But even they need more help once they get here, and that is why I am present to help them free themselves of all traces of the attachments of the lower planes. 

There are also nearly perfect beings on my plane who have come from the superior, even higher planes.  Just as many physical suns and stars roam in space, so there are also countless  spirit solar and stellar systems. 

God, the supreme intelligence encased the human soul successively in three bodies: firstly the idea or conceptual body, secondly the subtle spirit body which is the seat of the human mental and emotional natures, and thirdly the gross physical body.  On earth, men and women are equipped with  physical senses.  Spirit beings here  work with their consciousness and feelings  in bodies made of electro-magnetic frequencies the perimeter or surrounding of which is seen on earth as the human aura. [Valerie Hunt, Thelma Moss, Barbara Brennan and  other scientists have been continuing the earlier work of  Kirlian photography, looking further into the frequencies, sounds and colours of the aura).  The conceptual idea-bodied being remains in the blissful realm of ideas, seemingly as points of light.   My work is with these higher spirit beings, who are preparing to enter the conceptual idea world. 

MEDIUM       -       Do tell me more about this idea plane.  

SPIRIT        -        There are many spirit planes or spheres, densely populated by spirit beings.  The inhabitants use streams of light to travel from one plane to another, faster than electricity or radioactive energy.   The spirit universe, made of various subtle vibrations of light and colour, is hundreds of times larger than the material cosmos.  The entire physical creation hangs like  a little solid basket under the huge luminous balloon of the spirit spheres.   Just as many physical suns and stars roam in space, so there are also countless spirit solar and stellar systems.  These planets have spirit suns and moons more beautiful than the physical ones.  The spirit lights resemble the aurora borealis, the sunny spirit borealis being more dazzling than the mild-rayed moon aurora.    The  spirit days and nights are longer than those on earth.   The spirit world is infinitely beautiful, clean, pure and orderly.  There are no dead planets or barren lands.  

[to be continued].   
The historical side of spirit rescue is so intriguing to look into, isn’t it, as already discussed elsewhere.  Add to this the query, “when was the term “rescue”  first used to account for such work?”   I can only trace it back to the Bailey’s group in Buffalo in the 1890s, after which quite a lot of groups sprung into existence, and others still continue to operate. If anyone finds reference to rescue work in earlier transcripts, do please let us know. Such work was done in the 1820s and 1830s, but not recorded specifically as such. 
Then there are the rescue mediums de-haunting houses and releasing intrusive spirits, and the psychiatrists and therapists now releasing obsessing and possessing spirits, continuing Carl Wickland’s pioneer work.
This type of work probably has gone on since early civilisation, including “unconscious” out-of-body work in our sleep, though not recorded as such, either.  Turned into legends there are the classical stories of Orpheus and Euridice, and similar rescue operations, and Jesus cast out devils, though the translation of the word for spirit into “devil,” “demon” and such with satanic connotations was made by the Christian compilers.   Socrates’ spirit guide was called his “daimon” in the Greek language, with no implication that it was a devil, in our meaning of the word..
Saint Cuthbert, in the Seventh Century (around 680 C.E.) released spirits haunting the island of Farne in N.E. England, before setting up his residence, to live and meditate there,and he also healed a woman by casting out an obsessive spirit. Huna,  Polynesian and Australian aboriginal ceremonies include decursing rituals, healing people and releasing spirit influences.  I think if we read between the lines of historial accounts, and myths and legends, we will find a lot more “rescue” work lurking there.   
Blatantly false spirit rescue work was promised by the Roman Catholic Church  towards the end of the 15th century.  This was one of the abuses among many which led to the Protestant Reformation, initiated by Luther and cemented by Henry VIII’s break with Rome. To pay for the construction of the new St. Peter’s, for the expense of various wars and for the Popes’ and Cardinals’ extravagant and debauched life-style, “Pope Sixtus IV ruled in 1476 that indulgences applied also to souls in Purgatory, causing the common people to believe that they must pay for the relief [and rescue] of departed relatives.  The more prayers and masses and indulgences bought for the deceased, the shorter their terms in Purgatory, and since this arrangement favored the rich, it was naturally resented by the poor and made them readier, when the moment came, to reject all official sacraments….  Pope Leo X in 1513 authorised another issue [of indulgences] for the same purpose and again in 1515 for special sale in Germany, to offset the costs of his war on Urbino.  Offering ‘complete absolution and remission of all sine,’ this one was to be sold over an unusual eight-year term..… 

Tetzel, a Dominican monk, was a promoter who might have made Barnum blush.  Upon arrival in a town, he would be greeted by a prearranged procession of clergy and commoners coming out to meet him with flags and lighted candles while church bells rang joyful tunes.  Travelling with a brass-bound chest and a bag of printed receipts, and preceded by an assistant friar bearing the Bull of Indulgence on a velvet cushion, he would set up shop in the nave of the principal church in front of a huge cross raised for the occasion and draped with the papal banner.  At his side an agent kept careful count of the money that purchasers dropped into a bowl placed on top of the chest, as each received  a printed indulgence from the bag. 

     ‘I have here,’ Tetzel would call out, ‘the passports to lead the human soul to the celestial joys of Paradise.’  For a mortal sin, seven years of penance were due.  ‘Who then would hesitate for a quarter-florin to secure one of these letters of remission?’  Warming up, he would say that if a Christian had slept with his mother and put money in the Pope’s bowl, ‘the Holy Father had the power in Heaven and earth to forgive the sin, and if he forgave it, God must do so also.’   In behalf of the deceased, he said that ‘as soon as the coin rang in the bowl, the soul for whom it was paid would fly out of Purgatory straight to Heaven.’ 

     The ring of these coins was the summons to Luther…..In response to Tetzel’s campaign, Luther in 1517 nailed his 95 theses on the church door at Wittenberg, assailing the abuse of indulgence as sacrilegious.” *       The rest is history. 

· quoted from “The March of Folly:  from Troy to Vietnam”  by Barbara W. Tuchman. G.K. Hall & Co., Boston. 1984.  Required reading for those who see blind ambition, cruelty, indifference to suffering, decadence  and self interest,  wooden-headedness and lack of honesty, and complete lack of foresight in the character and actions of most of our rulers and institutions, whether in politics, science or religion.  We can do better than this! 

Rescue Circles (118) Spirit rescue in reverse. In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston. More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit.
﻿
Rescue Circles (118)  Spirit rescue in reverse.  In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston.   More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit. 
[Nearly always a dying person is helped in crossing over by guides or friends and relatives on the other side, who make an “appearance” usually an hour or two before the passing.   But some people die alone, and it is these who can be helped by our rescue circles on this side.  But on occasion a spirit can come back to help us in this work, and such is the case reported in 1857, when the Boston medium Mrs. Fannie Conant was working on evidential tests for the “Banner of Light.”    In that journal for July 23, 1857 appeared an article by William Berry under the title of “Is there any good in Spiritualism?”  Here is an abridged verbatim reprint of that account. The language may seem a little archaic, since the spirit, an early colonist, was alive in the 1600s and died around 1710]. 
“On Tuesday, July 7, while we were at our usual sitting with Mrs. Conant, we received the following communication: 

SPIRIT   (speaking through the entranced medium}       -      ‘After a lapse of years must I return to benefit mankind?  Must I come back to deal out charity to my kindred?  Are all Priests and Levites passing on the other side?  Is there no Samaritan among you?  Near one hundred and fifty years have rolled back into the past since I left earth.  Justice demands that I return to benefit those my earthly eyes never beheld;  a long line of kindred have been clustering around a little few here in the earth life, that they may benefit them, and I alone, of all the kindred am able to speak.  Near twenty days ago I was called to earth  to visit my kindred, and I found those called mortals dwelling in poverty; without the comforts by which mortals are wont to make themselves happy.   Seeing their condition, understanding their souls, I draw nigh to you that I may make manifest their situation. 
I am told by kindred spirits that mortals are continually asking, why do not spirits view our necessities, and aid us withal?  We now ask mortals why the heavens above are not rent in twain at their bidding?  Why does not the Almighty cast aside his laws, and become in subjection to mortals?  All spirits who are laboring for the good of mankind, the redemption of the world, are seeking, by every opportunity, to benefit them in their pecuniary and spiritual means, and no door will be untried.   And no matter how hard the hearts of men may be, they are not so hard but the oil of love will soften them, and we may enter therein, making the waste to blossom, and the darkness to shine. 

When poverty enters the earthly home, joy is driven afar off, and mortals are led  to cry out, where is our God, that he doth not interfere to relieve us?   Know that the Lord your God is able to deliver, and, no matter how gross the surroundings, spirit power will in time penetrate it, and fill your souls with purity and love. 

My name was Melchisedec Adams, and if you will permit me to carry your medium in spirit a short distance,  I will give you the locality of those I have come to benefit.’ 

After a lapse of a few seconds, the medium, in a clairvoyant state, gave the following description of the locality to which the spirit desired to carry her:  

FANNIE CONANT     -      I am now in somebody’s house. There seems to be a lady and a gentleman here.  Everything looks neat, but I guess they are poor.  They are Americans.  The lady does not look well.  There is trouble here – they can’t get work to do. 
But, oh, there are so many spirits here.  The people have been praying, and, in answer to their prayers, spirits have been sent to them. 

The spirit wishes me to go outside, so that I may know the street.  It is Endicott Street.  There are red houses near, and a store close by.  You must find them, and prove him true.  I should know this place again.’ 

With this the medium was restored to her normal condition, and said that she remembered the whole scene.  It seemed stamped upon her like a vivid dream, and she knew she should remember the room she had been in, should she see it again. 

We started in search of the place, in order to test our spirit friend, and to see what could be done for the family. 

We passed through the upper part of the street without any success.  We did not expect any there from some cause.  Our attention seemed to be directed to the part of the street toward the water very strongly.  Accordingly, we went on, and looked into all the little shops on our way, but had no inclination to enter any of them, until we arrived at a grocery store at the further extremity of the street.  This seemed to us to be the place to make inquiry, and we did so.  Some would term it a strange coincidence which directed our steps to the store just at the time the lady we were in search of was there.  Another strange incident is, that (as she of her own accord remarked) she had not been in that store before for some months, as she did not trade there. 

We found things as represented by the spirit.  The man was in the last stage of consumption; the lady nearly worn out from tending her husband. 

In the afternoon, taking with her a friend of ours, who is one of the Lord’s stewards, and gladly uses the talent God has given him for the relief of his brethren,  Mrs. Conant called, and was shown into a lower room.   She still thought she could remember the room the spirit showed her, but she did not recognize this, though she did the lady.  The room up stairs in which the sick man lay, she DID recognize, even to the pictures.  There was but one alteration, and that was, she did not see the sick man there in the morning vision.  This was a complete test, for, when we called a few minutes after the sitting which directed our steps to the house, the invalid was not in that room, but in one which led from it.  

Soon after taking a seat beside the bed, Mrs. Conant was entranced, and spoke nearly as follows: 

‘Friends, sufficient for the day is the good or the evil thereof.  We have called you here.  You would know for what.  It is that you may minister to the wants of our brother who is passing away from you to us.  He is your brother, and he needs your help to render the remainder of his days among you comfortable, and you have plenty, while he needs.  It is your duty, and will no doubt be your pleasure, to relieve his necessities.  This is all we have to say, particularly as our brother is very much exhausted.’  

Now, here lay a man who was about to pass away to an undiscovered country.  He had, perhaps, often thought that God and the angels had forgotten him.  But not so;  God had heard his prayer, and had permitted an angel band to gather around him. He had sent his angels to us, who were utter strangers to the sick man and his family, knowing not of the existence of such people, and they bade us to seek out their earthly kindred, and do our duty.  

What sweet assurance this visit of the angels must be to him who is passing on to them, of immortality, and of the love of God for all!  Will it not give him faith to cross the stream so black and dark to some, without fear?  Will the waters be so gloomy to him?  Ah, no!   Death is the placid, crystal like, over whose sweet waters the angels of the Lord bear the spirit, freed from earth, to this happy home, where all is love, purity and peace to him who has improved the talent given him. 

And does it not show him, that if the angels can return, in answer to his prayers, to smooth his passage through the tomb to life immortal, that they will also care for his companion?  And will not his God permit him to make one of the band who shall cheer her days on earth? 

William Berry. Boston.   The Banner of Light   1857. 
[Now here is the continuation of the description of certain regions of the afterlife as described by the spirit of a former instructor to a medium whose teachings I was a student of.  He was saying that in the spirit universe there are no dead planets or barren lands]. 
SPIRIT      -        The blemishes on earth – weeds, bacteria, insects, snakes – are absent.  Unlike the variable climate and seasons of the earth, the astral planets maintain the even temperature of an eternal spring, with occasional luminous white snow and rain of many-coloured lights.  Spirit planes abound, with opal lakes and bright seas and rainbow rivers. 
The ordinary spirit universe – not the subtler higher planes – is peopled with millions of spirit beings who have come, more or less recently, from the earth, and also with myriads of fairies, mermaids, fishes, animals, goblins, gnomes, demigods and spirits, all residing on the different lower planes in accordance with their quality of being and level of maturity. Various spirit mansions or vibratory regions are provided for good and evil spirits.  Good ones can travel freely, but the evil spirits are confined to limited zones.  In the same way that human beings live on the surface of the earth, worms inside the soil, fish in water, and birds in air, so astral beings of different grades are assigned to suitable vibratory quarters. 

Among the low level spirits, the so-called fallen dark angels or negative entities, expelled from other worlds, friction and war take place with lifelike but etheric bombs or mental weapons.  These beings dwell in the gloom-drenched regions of the lower spirit cosmos, working out their evil destiny until self-awakening or rescue from above moves them on. 

In the vast realms above the dark spirit prisons, all is shining and beautiful.  The middle spirit planes are more naturally attuned than the earth to the divine will and plan of perfection.  Every spirit object is manifested primarily by the will of God, and partially by the will of the spirit beings.  They possess the power of modifying or enhancing the grace and form of anything already created by the Lord.  He has given his spirit children the freedom and privilege of changing or improving at will the spirit cosmos.  On earth a solid must be transformed into liquid or other form through natural or chemical processes, but spirit  solids are changed into spirit liquids, gases, or energy solely and instantly by the will of the inhabitants. 

The earth is dark with warfare and murder in the sea, land and air.   But the middle spirit realms know a happy harmony and equality.  Spirit beings dematerialize or materialize their forms at will.  Flowers or fish or animals can  metamorphose themselves, for a time, into spirit people.[This is where humans have picked up an erroneous idea that reincarnation means the transmigration of souls, or returning to PHYSICAL life as an animal.  No such switch backwards on the evolutionary scheme ever takes place]. All spirit people are free  to assume any form, [Jane Roberts’ Seth talks of creating a dog to experience that short life] and can easily commune together.  No fixed, definite, natural law hems them round – any spirit tree, for example, can be successfully asked to produce a spirit oraange or other desired fruit, flower, or indeed any other object.  Certain restrictions are present, regulated by spiritual laws, but there are no distinctions in the spirit world about desirability of one  form over another. Variety is omnipresent, and everything is vibrant with God’s creative light. 

No one here is born of woman.  [The idea of a virgin birth on earth is misplaced.  That idea is a distortion of the  spiritually creative element in the spirit worlds, which  somehow was erroneously picked up by various religions].    Offspring are materialized by spirit beings through the help of their cosmic will into specially patterned  spiritually condensed forms.  The recently physically disembodied being, the newly deceased,  arrives here and [sometimes after a period of rest and recuperation] moves to join a spirit family, when ready, through invitation and attraction, drawn by similar mental and spiritual tendencies.  [These are the soul Groups mentioned by the spirit of Frances Banks]. 

[to be continued]     My comments in [square brackets]  Richard R.  

Rescue Circles (118) Spirit rescue in reverse. In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston. More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit.
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Subject:
Rescue Circles (118) Spirit rescue in reverse. In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston. More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit.

Rescue Circles (118)  Spirit rescue in reverse.  In 1857 a spirit comes back to bring help to a dying man in Boston.   More about the spirit worlds from a medium’s instructor in spirit. 
[Nearly always a dying person is helped in crossing over by guides or friends and relatives on the other side, who make an “appearance” usually an hour or two before the passing.   But some people die alone, and it is these who can be helped by our rescue circles on this side.  But on occasion a spirit can come back to help us in this work, and such is the case reported in 1857, when the Boston medium Mrs. Fannie Conant was working on evidential tests for the “Banner of Light.”    In that journal for July 23, 1857 appeared an article by William Berry under the title of “Is there any good in Spiritualism?”  Here is an abridged verbatim reprint of that account. The language may seem a little archaic, since the spirit, an early colonist, was alive in the 1600s and died around 1710]. 
“On Tuesday, July 7, while we were at our usual sitting with Mrs. Conant, we received the following communication: 

SPIRIT   (speaking through the entranced medium}       -      ‘After a lapse of years must I return to benefit mankind?  Must I come back to deal out charity to my kindred?  Are all Priests and Levites passing on the other side?  Is there no Samaritan among you?  Near one hundred and fifty years have rolled back into the past since I left earth.  Justice demands that I return to benefit those my earthly eyes never beheld;  a long line of kindred have been clustering around a little few here in the earth life, that they may benefit them, and I alone, of all the kindred am able to speak.  Near twenty days ago I was called to earth  to visit my kindred, and I found those called mortals dwelling in poverty; without the comforts by which mortals are wont to make themselves happy.   Seeing their condition, understanding their souls, I draw nigh to you that I may make manifest their situation. 
I am told by kindred spirits that mortals are continually asking, why do not spirits view our necessities, and aid us withal?  We now ask mortals why the heavens above are not rent in twain at their bidding?  Why does not the Almighty cast aside his laws, and become in subjection to mortals?  All spirits who are laboring for the good of mankind, the redemption of the world, are seeking, by every opportunity, to benefit them in their pecuniary and spiritual means, and no door will be untried.   And no matter how hard the hearts of men may be, they are not so hard but the oil of love will soften them, and we may enter therein, making the waste to blossom, and the darkness to shine. 

When poverty enters the earthly home, joy is driven afar off, and mortals are led  to cry out, where is our God, that he doth not interfere to relieve us?   Know that the Lord your God is able to deliver, and, no matter how gross the surroundings, spirit power will in time penetrate it, and fill your souls with purity and love. 

My name was Melchisedec Adams, and if you will permit me to carry your medium in spirit a short distance,  I will give you the locality of those I have come to benefit.’ 

After a lapse of a few seconds, the medium, in a clairvoyant state, gave the following description of the locality to which the spirit desired to carry her:  

FANNIE CONANT     -      I am now in somebody’s house. There seems to be a lady and a gentleman here.  Everything looks neat, but I guess they are poor.  They are Americans.  The lady does not look well.  There is trouble here – they can’t get work to do. 
But, oh, there are so many spirits here.  The people have been praying, and, in answer to their prayers, spirits have been sent to them. 

The spirit wishes me to go outside, so that I may know the street.  It is Endicott Street.  There are red houses near, and a store close by.  You must find them, and prove him true.  I should know this place again.’ 

With this the medium was restored to her normal condition, and said that she remembered the whole scene.  It seemed stamped upon her like a vivid dream, and she knew she should remember the room she had been in, should she see it again. 

We started in search of the place, in order to test our spirit friend, and to see what could be done for the family. 

We passed through the upper part of the street without any success.  We did not expect any there from some cause.  Our attention seemed to be directed to the part of the street toward the water very strongly.  Accordingly, we went on, and looked into all the little shops on our way, but had no inclination to enter any of them, until we arrived at a grocery store at the further extremity of the street.  This seemed to us to be the place to make inquiry, and we did so.  Some would term it a strange coincidence which directed our steps to the store just at the time the lady we were in search of was there.  Another strange incident is, that (as she of her own accord remarked) she had not been in that store before for some months, as she did not trade there. 

We found things as represented by the spirit.  The man was in the last stage of consumption; the lady nearly worn out from tending her husband. 

In the afternoon, taking with her a friend of ours, who is one of the Lord’s stewards, and gladly uses the talent God has given him for the relief of his brethren,  Mrs. Conant called, and was shown into a lower room.   She still thought she could remember the room the spirit showed her, but she did not recognize this, though she did the lady.  The room up stairs in which the sick man lay, she DID recognize, even to the pictures.  There was but one alteration, and that was, she did not see the sick man there in the morning vision.  This was a complete test, for, when we called a few minutes after the sitting which directed our steps to the house, the invalid was not in that room, but in one which led from it.  

Soon after taking a seat beside the bed, Mrs. Conant was entranced, and spoke nearly as follows: 

‘Friends, sufficient for the day is the good or the evil thereof.  We have called you here.  You would know for what.  It is that you may minister to the wants of our brother who is passing away from you to us.  He is your brother, and he needs your help to render the remainder of his days among you comfortable, and you have plenty, while he needs.  It is your duty, and will no doubt be your pleasure, to relieve his necessities.  This is all we have to say, particularly as our brother is very much exhausted.’  

Now, here lay a man who was about to pass away to an undiscovered country.  He had, perhaps, often thought that God and the angels had forgotten him.  But not so;  God had heard his prayer, and had permitted an angel band to gather around him. He had sent his angels to us, who were utter strangers to the sick man and his family, knowing not of the existence of such people, and they bade us to seek out their earthly kindred, and do our duty.  

What sweet assurance this visit of the angels must be to him who is passing on to them, of immortality, and of the love of God for all!  Will it not give him faith to cross the stream so black and dark to some, without fear?  Will the waters be so gloomy to him?  Ah, no!   Death is the placid, crystal like, over whose sweet waters the angels of the Lord bear the spirit, freed from earth, to this happy home, where all is love, purity and peace to him who has improved the talent given him. 

And does it not show him, that if the angels can return, in answer to his prayers, to smooth his passage through the tomb to life immortal, that they will also care for his companion?  And will not his God permit him to make one of the band who shall cheer her days on earth? 

William Berry. Boston.   The Banner of Light   1857. 
[Now here is the continuation of the description of certain regions of the afterlife as described by the spirit of a former instructor to a medium whose teachings I was a student of.  He was saying that in the spirit universe there are no dead planets or barren lands]. 
SPIRIT      -        The blemishes on earth – weeds, bacteria, insects, snakes – are absent.  Unlike the variable climate and seasons of the earth, the astral planets maintain the even temperature of an eternal spring, with occasional luminous white snow and rain of many-coloured lights.  Spirit planes abound, with opal lakes and bright seas and rainbow rivers. 
The ordinary spirit universe – not the subtler higher planes – is peopled with millions of spirit beings who have come, more or less recently, from the earth, and also with myriads of fairies, mermaids, fishes, animals, goblins, gnomes, demigods and spirits, all residing on the different lower planes in accordance with their quality of being and level of maturity. Various spirit mansions or vibratory regions are provided for good and evil spirits.  Good ones can travel freely, but the evil spirits are confined to limited zones.  In the same way that human beings live on the surface of the earth, worms inside the soil, fish in water, and birds in air, so astral beings of different grades are assigned to suitable vibratory quarters. 

Among the low level spirits, the so-called fallen dark angels or negative entities, expelled from other worlds, friction and war take place with lifelike but etheric bombs or mental weapons.  These beings dwell in the gloom-drenched regions of the lower spirit cosmos, working out their evil destiny until self-awakening or rescue from above moves them on. 

In the vast realms above the dark spirit prisons, all is shining and beautiful.  The middle spirit planes are more naturally attuned than the earth to the divine will and plan of perfection.  Every spirit object is manifested primarily by the will of God, and partially by the will of the spirit beings.  They possess the power of modifying or enhancing the grace and form of anything already created by the Lord.  He has given his spirit children the freedom and privilege of changing or improving at will the spirit cosmos.  On earth a solid must be transformed into liquid or other form through natural or chemical processes, but spirit  solids are changed into spirit liquids, gases, or energy solely and instantly by the will of the inhabitants. 

The earth is dark with warfare and murder in the sea, land and air.   But the middle spirit realms know a happy harmony and equality.  Spirit beings dematerialize or materialize their forms at will.  Flowers or fish or animals can  metamorphose themselves, for a time, into spirit people.[This is where humans have picked up an erroneous idea that reincarnation means the transmigration of souls, or returning to PHYSICAL life as an animal.  No such switch backwards on the evolutionary scheme ever takes place]. All spirit people are free  to assume any form, [Jane Roberts’ Seth talks of creating a dog to experience that short life] and can easily commune together.  No fixed, definite, natural law hems them round – any spirit tree, for example, can be successfully asked to produce a spirit oraange or other desired fruit, flower, or indeed any other object.  Certain restrictions are present, regulated by spiritual laws, but there are no distinctions in the spirit world about desirability of one  form over another. Variety is omnipresent, and everything is vibrant with God’s creative light. 

No one here is born of woman.  [The idea of a virgin birth on earth is misplaced.  That idea is a distortion of the  spiritually creative element in the spirit worlds, which  somehow was erroneously picked up by various religions].    Offspring are materialized by spirit beings through the help of their cosmic will into specially patterned  spiritually condensed forms.  The recently physically disembodied being, the newly deceased,  arrives here and [sometimes after a period of rest and recuperation] moves to join a spirit family, when ready, through invitation and attraction, drawn by similar mental and spiritual tendencies.  [These are the soul Groups mentioned by the spirit of Frances Banks]. 

[to be continued]     My comments in [square brackets]  Richard R.  

Rescue Circles (119) Spirit teachings on the afterlife and the structure of the spirit body.
The medium continues to talk with the spirit of a former instructor, questioning about the afterlife.
SPIRIT         -   The spirit body is not subject to cold or heat or other natural conditions.  The anatomy includes a spirit brain or a seventh (top) chakra of light, and six other awakened centres or chakras in the spinal column of the spirit body.  The heart draws spiritual energy as well as light from the spirit brain, and pumps it to the spirit nerves and body cells, or units of consciousness.  Spirit beings are able to effect changes in their forms by the energy of these units of consciousness, or electro-magnetic particles, and by intoning spiritual chants at specific vibrations or frequencies.  
In most cases the spirit body is an exact counterpart of the last physical form.  The face and figure of a spirit person resemble those of his or her youth, in the life on earth.  Occasionally someone like myself chooses to retain his appearance in old age.  . 
Unlike the spatial, three-dimensional physical world, which comes into human awareness through the five senses, the spirit spheres or planes are visible to the spirit body by the all-inclusive sixth sense - intuition.   By sheer intuitional feeling, all spirit beings see, hear, smell, taste and touch.  They possess three eyes, two of which are partly closed.  The third and chief spirit eye, vertically placed on the forehead, is open.  Spirit beings have all the outer sensory organs - ears, eyes, nose, tongue, and skin - but they employ the intuitional sense fo experience sensations through any part of the body; they can see through the ear, or nose, of skin.  They are able to hear through the eyes or tongue, and can taste through the ears or  skin, and so forth.  [There have been some rare cases of mediums  here on earth who have highly developed spirit bodies which display some of these unusual abilities.  R..R.]
The human being’s physical body is exposed to countless dangers, and is easily hurt or maimed; the ethereal spirit body may occasionally be cut or bruised but is healed at once by mere willing.
MEDIUM      -     Are all spirit people beautiful?

SPIRIT     -      Beauty in the spirit world is known to be a spiritual quality - and not an outward appearance. Spirit beings therefore attach little importance to facial features.  They have the privilege, however, of costuming themselves at will with new, colourful spiritually materialised bodies.  Just as worldly people wear smart fashionable clothes for special events, so spirit beings find occasions to adorn themselves in specially designed forms. 

Joyous spirit festivities on the higher spirit planes, where I am now situated,  take place when a being is liberated from the lower or middle regions through spiritual advancement, and is therefore ready to enter the heaven of the higher spirit world.  On such occasions the invisible heavenly Father, and the saints who are merged in him, materialise themselves into bodies of their own choice and join the spirit celebration.  In order to please his beloved devotee - the newly advanced spirit, the Lord takes any desired form.  If the devotee worshipped through devotion, he sees God as the divine Mother.  To Jesus, the Father aspect of the Infinite One was appealing beyond other conceptions.  The individuality with which the Creator has endowed each of his spirit creatures makes every conceivable and inconceivable demand on the Lord’s versatility!    [They both laugh].

Friends of the recent past, and of other lives easily recognise one another in the spirit world.  Rejoicing at the immortality of friendship, they realise the indestructibility of love, often doubted at the time of the sad, delusive partings of earthly life.
The intuition of spirit beings pierces through the veil and observes human  activities on earth, but man cannot view the spirit world unless his sixth sense is somewhat developed.  Thousands of earth-dwellers have momentarily glimpsed a spirit being or a spirit world.  On earth, pure-minded children with their sixth sense are sometimes able to see the graceful spirit bodies of fairies.  Through drugs or intoxicating plants and alcohol a person may so derange his consciousness that he perceives the hideous forms found in the lowest spirit regions - frighteningly real enough for those who experience them.
The advanced beings on the highest spirit planes remain mostly awake in a blissful state during the long spirit day and night, helping to work out intricate problems of cosmic government and the rescue of prodigal sons and daughters, so to speak, those who have strayed too far from  spiritual law, or who have become earthbound.  When the high spirit beings sleep, they have occasional dreamlike spiritual visions.  Their minds are usually engrossed in the conscious state of highest bliss, or Nirvana as the Buddhists call it.
Inhabitants in all parts of the spirit worlds are still subject to mental agonies.  The sensitive minds of the higher beings on the higher planes like mine feel keen pain if any mistake is made in conduct or perception of truth.  These advanced beings endeavour to attune their every act and thought with the perfection of spiritual law.  
Communication among the inhabitants of the spirit worlds is held entirely by spirit telepathy and complete visual contact, as if with televised images projected onto the mind’s eye. There is none of the confusion and misunderstanding of the written and spoken word which earth dwellers must endure.  Just as persons on the cinema or television screen appear to move and act through a series of light pictures, and do not actually breathe, so the spirit beings walk and work as intelligently guided and coordinated images of light, without the necessity of drawing power from oxygen.  Man depends upon solids, liquids, gasses and energy for sustenance;  spirit beings sustain themselves principally by spirit  light.
[to be continued]
Rescue Circles (120) Facts about the creation of the physical body, and its higher counterparts.
[I have freely adapted this dialogue between a medium and a spirit instructor so as to be understandable in the first place to a western mind.  The Instructor when on earth lived in a country somewhere between Egypt and Australia, that is to say,  out in the  East or Far East.  Later on I will be more specific about this, but for now, unless a reader locates or recognises the source of this material, which is in print for all to readin the original, I will say no more, but rather focus on the ideas, and relate them to descriptions already received in the West by mediums, philosophers and Spiritualists. Looked at in this way, cultural perspectives aside, it seems to my mind that we all share the same reality, here and hereafter. But that is merely MY thesis.  I will not push the point further though, but let the individuals speak for themselves. 
The reason that I include this within the “Rescue” series is because the spirits who do need rescue or releasing have got lost, confused or have come to a standstill in their soul’s normal progression, within or out of time and space.  That is because they are not aware of the complete picture of life, and its various stages and facets.  They are stranded on the beach, so to speak, and need a wave of knowledge and awakening to wash over them and bring them back into the deeper currents of life.  Richard R.]
MEDIUM     -           Can I ask, do spirit people eat anything?  

SPIRIT     -        There are plenty of luminous, ray-like vegetables in the spirit worlds.  Spirits consume vegetables and drink a nectar flowing from glorious fountains of light, and from spirit brooks and rivers.  Just as invisible images of people on earth can be transmitted and received through the electro-magnetic waves of television apparatus and made visible, later before being dismissed again into space, so the spirit blueprints of vegetables and plants created by divine intelligence and floating in the ether are materialised on a spirit plane by the will of its inhabitants.  In the same way, from the wildest fancy of these beings,  whole gardens of fragrant flowers are materialised, returning later to the etheric invisibility.  [Frances Banks created her cottage and garden in this way, after leaving the Rest Home in the spirit worlds.] 

Although dwellers on the higher planes where I am are almost freed from any necessity of eating, still higher is the unconditioned existence of almost completely liberated souls on the highest levels who eat nothing save the manna of bliss. 
A spirit on the lower planes, once free of earth’s influence, meets a multitude of relatives, fathers, mothers, wives, husbands and friends, acquired during different lives on earth, as they appear from time to time in various parts of the spirit world. He or she  is therefore at a loss to understand whom to love especially. He or she learns in this way to give a divine and equal love to all, as individualised expressions as God’s children.  Though the outward appearance of loved ones may have changed, more or less according to the development of new qualities in the latest life of any particular soul, the spirit person employs his or her unerring intuition to recognise all those once dear to them  in other planes of existence, and to welcome them to their new spirit home.  Because every atom in creation is inextinguishably endowed with individuality,  a spirit friend will be recognised no matter what costume he may wear, even as on earth an actor’s identity is discoverable by close observation despite any disguise. [The desire to recognise the true person behind the actor’s mask, and idolising pop stars,  mirrors this desire in spirit to make the immortal connection]. 
The span of life in the spirit world is much longer than on earth.  A normal advanced spirit person’s average life period, in earth time, is from five hundred to one thousand years. As certain redwood trees outlive most trees by thousands of years,  or as some mystics and saints live several hundred years though most men die before the age of sixty, so some spirit beings live much longer than the usual span of spirit existence. Visitors to the  spirit world dwell there  for a longer or shorter period in accordance with the weight of their unfinished business and unfulfilled desires, and their rate of progress.  [To call the next world of spirit “the afterlife” is a misnomer, suggesting that once we finish here, there is a gradual diminishing of the soul into non-existence.  The reality would seem to be the exact opposite, with the life on earth as merely the overture or prelude to the great show, symphony or performance about to begin.  Our earth life should excite us and prepare us for the greater joy to come - great expectations!] 
The spirit person does not have to contend painfully with death at the time of shedding his luminous body.  Many of these beings nevertheless feel slightly nervous at the thought of dropping their spirit form for the more subtle higher spirit body.  But the spirit world is free from unwilling death, disease and old age.  Once one becomes spirit, the body does not die, again, but merely becomes lighter, shedding its outer skin so to speak when it moves to a higher plane, or like taking off a coat when moving from the cold outside to a warmer place indoors.    These three dreads, disease, old age and death, are the curse of the earth, where man has allowed his consciousness to identify itself almost wholly with a frail physical body requiring constant aid from air, food, and sleep in order to exist at all. 

Physical death is attended by the disappearance of breath and the disintegration of fleshly cells.  Spirit death consists of the dispersal of electro-magnetic particles, those manifest units of energy which constitute the life of spirit beings.  At physical death a being loses his consciousness of flesh and becomes aware of his subtle body in the spirit world.  Experiencing spirit “death,” so to speak, in due time, a being thus passes from the consciousness of spirit birth and death, that is, arrival in the spirit worlds, to that of the greater awareness of the higher planes [explained by Frances Banks as joining  a greater group of souls]     [Religious] scriptural definitions of heaven and hell are not literal allusions, but they stir man’s deeper-than-subconscious memories of the soul’s experiences in the happy spirit worlds, and the lives lived in the disappointing (in comparison) physical, material worlds, [if not otherwise in the lower regions where evil spirits have lost their way.] 

 MEDIUM    -     Can you describe more in detail the difference between birth on the earth, and in the spirit and higher spirit worlds?  

SPIRIT     -   Certainly.  Man as an individualized  immortal soul is in essence a higher soul body, which is a blueprint of 35 ideas required by God as the basic spirit thought forces of the soul, from which he later formed the subtle lower spirit body of 19 elements, and the gross physical body of 16 elements.  Put together the physical and the spirit bodies and you have the complete soul connection of 35 elements.  [Take away the physical body with its 16 chemical elements, and we are left with the immortal Spiritual body.] 

The 19 elements of the spirit body are mental, emotional and electro-magnetic [that is to say, they are spiritual, not material]..    These 19 components are:-  five instruments  of knowledge  - being the spiritual equivalents of  1) sight; 2) hearing;  3) smell; 4)  taste; and  5) touch, then five instruments of action, the mental correspondence for the executive abilities to  6) procreate; 7) excrete; 8) talk;  9) walk; and  10) exercise manual skill and five instruments of life force, those empowered to perform the  11) crystallising;  12) assimilating;  13) eliminating; 14) metabolising; and  15) circulatiing functions of the body.  

The four additional components which are not found  correspondingly in the physical body  are 16) intelligence; 17) ego (or personality); 18) feeling (emotions); and 19)  mind (sense-consciousness).  [From this we can conclude that  the mind, intelligence, human emotions and the personality do not reside in the brain, or the nervous and glandular (hormonal) systems but are merely processed THROUGH THEM them in order to negotiate physical reality.  Our reality is not a product of the brain’s action or other bodily functions, which would logically cease to exist, once the body dies.  The idea that our bodily senses and brain  literally create what we perceive as reality does not make sense!  Ir is a  materialistic viewpoint which just does not compute, just as our creation myths cannot be taken literally, after what our material science  can show us  about the age of things on this planet, through carbon dating, for example!] 
This subtle spiritual encasement of  19 elements survives the death of the physical body. 
The physical body is made of  16  gross chemical elements, which return to the earth and atmosphere on bodily death. [These elements are not specified here by the spirit  instructor.  Perhaps a chemist or scientist in this Group could enumerate these for us].  
God thought out different ideas within himself and projected them into dreams, or divine imaginings, out of which sprang these colossal and endless ornaments of relativity. 
In 35  thought categories of the higher spirit body God elaborated all the complexities of the human being’s 19 spiritual and 16 physical counterparts.  By condensation of vibratory forces, first subtle (of spirit) then gross (physical) he produced the human being’s spirit body and finally his physical form. According to the law of relativity, by which the Prime Simplicity has become the bewildering manifold. The higher spirit cosmos and higher spirit body are different from the lower spirit planes and the lower spirit body; the physical cosmos and physical body are likewise characteristically at variance with the other higher forms of creation. 
The material body is made of the fixed, objectified dreams of the Creator, [His Divine Imagining, as Douglas Fawcett would call it].  The dualties are ever present on earth: disease and health, pain and pleasure, loss and gain.  Human beings find limitation and resistance in three-dimensional matter.  When man’s desire to live is severely shaken by disease or other causes, death arrives; the heavy overcoat of the flesh is shed.  The soul, however, remains encased in the higher and lower spirit bodies   The cohesive power by which all three bodies are held together is desire. 
Physical desires  and needs are rooted in egotism and sense pleasures, [and include the need for self preservation, self-defence, sustenance, power and control,  and other biological and mental necessities].  On earth, the compulsion or temptation of sensory experience is more powerful than the desire-force connected with the higher spirit attachments and perceptions. 
In the spirit worlds, the lower spirit desires center around enjoyment in terms of vibration.. Spirit beings enjoy the ethereal music of the spheres and are entranced by the sight of all creation as inexhuastible expressions of changing light.  Spirit desires are thus connected with a spirit’s power to precipitate [as it were, to materialise] all objects and experiences as forms of light or condensed thoughts or dreams. 
Higher spirit desires are fulfilled by percption only.  These spirits who are encased only in the light spirit body see the whole universe as realisations of the dream-ideas of God; they can materialise anything and everything in sheer thought.  Higher spirit beings therefore consider the enjoyment of physical sensations or lower spiritual delights as gross and suffocating to the soul’s finer sensibilities.  Higher spirit beings work out their desires by materialising them instantly.  Those who find themselves covered only by the delicate vail of the higher spirit body can bring universes into manifestation even as the Creator. Because all creation is made of the cosmic dream-texture, the soul who is thinly clothed in the light spirit body has vast realisations of power. 
A soul, being invisible by nature, can be distinguished only by the presence of its body or bodies.  The mere presence of a body signifies that its existence is made possible by 
unfulfilled desires [ desires for expression of ideas and emotions, and for experience]. 
So long as the soul of man is encased in one, two or three body containers, sealed tightly with the stoppers of ignorance and desires, he cannot merge completely  with the sea of spirit, or cosmic consciousness.  When the gross physical receptacle is destroyed by the hammer of death, the other two coverings - of lower and higher spirit,  will remain to prevent the soul from consciously joining the omnipresent life of pure spirit.  When desirelessness is attained through wisdom, its power disintegrates the two remaining vessels or veils.  The tiny human soul emerges free at last; it is one with the measureless amplitude, the love-intelligence, or the Toa, the essence of all being. [Mystics from all world traditions have had glimpses of this great One, or Unity, or Cosmisc Consciousness. As well as the accounts in the Bible, Koran, Baghavad Gita, Granth Sahib and other Holy Scriptures and Sutras, there are many enlightening accounts compiled by the anonymous author of “The CLoud of Unknowing,” and over the years, to name a few, listed alphabetically, by  the philospher Aivhanov, St. Thomas Aquinas,  St. Augustine, Jacob Boehme, Richard Bucke {Cosmic Consciousness), Douglas Fawcett, Alister Hardy, St. John of the Cross, Gopi Krishna,  Walter Russell, (The One, The Divine Iliad, The Nature of Light), Emanuel Swedenborg, and  St. Teresa  of Avila]. 
[to be continued]      My comments in [square] brackets.  Richard R. 
Rescue Circles (121) A pet comes to help rescue a lost boy in spirit. Edgar Cayce and Betty White on Rescue Work. More about the higher spirit world.
Rescue Circles (121)   A pet comes to help rescue a lost boy in spirit.   More about the higher spirit world. 

MEDIUM   --    Can you shed further light on the nature of the higher spirit world? 

SPIRIT INSTRUCTOR     -        It is indescribably subtle. In order to understand it, we would have to possess such tremendous powers of concentration that we could close our eyes and visualise the  spirit cosmos  and the physical cosmos in all their  vastness as existing in ideas only.  If by this superhuman concentration we succeeded in converting or resolving  the two cosmoses  with all their complexities [including black holes, pulsars, endless galaxies, exploding stars, and all the spirit planes existing out of time and space] resolving all that into sheer ideas,  we would then reach  the higher spirit worlds, and stand on the borderline  of fusion between mind and matter.   There we would perceive all created things - solids, liquids, gases, electricity, energy, all beings, gods, men, animals, plants, bacteria and sub-atomic waves and particles – as forms of consciousness,  just as people can close their eyes and realise that they still exist, even though their bodies are invisible to their physical eyes and are present only as ideas. 

Whatever a human being can do in fancy, or imagination, a higher spirit being can do in reality.  The most colossal imaginative human intelligence, a true savant, is able, in mind only, to range from one extreme of thought to another, to skip mentally from planet to planet, or tumble endlessly down a pit of eternity, or soar rocketlike into the  canopy of galaxies, or scintillate like a searchlight over milky ways and the starry spaces.  But beings in the higher spirit worlds have a much greater freedom, and can effortlessly manifest their thoughts into instant objectivity, without any material or spirit obstruction or influences of habits, fixed ideas and beliefs, needs, attachments or obsessions. 
Higher spirit beings realise that the physical cosmos is not primarily constructed of electrons, nor is the lower spirit world composed of electro-magnetic energy – both in reality are created from the minutest particles of God-thought, chopped and divided by the law of relativity which apparently intervenes to separate creation from its Creator. 
Souls in the higher spirit world recognise one another as individualsed  points of joyous spirit; their thought-things are the only objects that surround them.  Spirit beings see the difference between their bodies and thoughts to be merely ideas.  As people, closing their eyes, can visualize a dazzling white light or a faint blue haze, so spirit beings by thought alone are able to see, hear, smell, taste, and touch; they create anything, or dissolve it, by the power of cosmic mind.  
Both birth and death in the higher spirit worlds are in thought.  Spirit-bodied beings feast only on the ambrosial food of eternally new knowledge.  They drink from the springs of peace, roam on the trackless soil of perceptions, swim in the ocean-endlessness of bliss.  Imagine their bright thought-bodies zooming  past trillions of spirit-created planets, fresh bubbles of universes, wisdom-stars, spectacular dreams of golden nebulae in the deep skies of Infinity.  
Many beings remain for thousands of years in the higher spirit cosmos.  By deeper ecstasies the freed soul then withdraws  itself from the higher spirit body and puts on the ‘clothing’ of the vast higher spirit cosmos.  All the separate currents of ideas, particularised waves of power, love, will, joy, peace, intuition, calmness, self-control and concentration melt into the ever-joyous sea of bliss.  No longer does the soul have to experience its joy as an individualised wave of consciousness, but is merged into the One Cosmic Ocean, with all its waves – eternal laughter, and indescribable other-worldly experiences. 
When a soul is out of the cocoon of the three bodies, it escapes forever from the law of relativity and becomes the ineffable Ever-Existent, the source of all being. The soul becomes the butterfly of omnipresence, its wings etched with stars and moons and suns.  The soul expanded into spirit remains alone in the region of lightless light, darkless dark, thoughtless thought, overwhelmed with its joy in God’s dream of cosmic creation.  
MEDIUM     -      so, a free soul! 

SPIRIT     -      When a soul finally gets out of the three bodies of  materialisation, he or she becomes one with the Infinite without any loss of individuality.  Have no fear of loss of identity or mind.  He or she continues to exist, to be. 

[to be continued] 
Lord Dowding was not the only investigator to talk of spirit rescue being undertaken during sleep and dreaming.   Both Edgar Cayce in his readings, and Betty White from the other side in “The Unobstructed Universe,” talk of giving help to lost souls while we sleep.   Cayce’s many readings say that when we dream of a friend or relative, real contact is made, and help can be given to a lost soul in this way, without our perhaps being aware of it.  Betty White told of her work with the spirit of slain servicemen  involved in bringing their family members and friends to the other side during sleep.  “During the night, we are sometimes able, while they sleep, to bring parents, wives, sweethearts to their loved ones here….We brought a woman who is still there [on earth] to her daughter, who is here.  The daughter had been a nurse, and she was killed.   The night we brought the mother, in her sleep, this girl insisted she must have on a nurse’s uniform (just like Hugh Dowding’s wife).   When the time came for the mother to go back she did not want to go.  She begged to stay here with her daughter.  She was so frantic that finally we had to put her to sleep here to induce her to go back; and we did not leave her until she was safely back.” 
The mother did not remember her dream fully, but the experience gave her peace, and allowed her to accept her daughter’s death without further grief. 
Animals can take part in spirit rescue work.  Here is a recent case from our rescue group in Devon, UK. 
The medium has been talking to a boy of eight, in spirit, who says his name is Freddie  He keeps saying: 
THE SPIRIT OF FREDDIE      -    I can’t get home.  I can’t get home. 

GROUP [one or another of the members of the rescue group]   -    I wonder if we can help you. We’ve helped lots of little boys.  Can you hear my words. 

FREDDIE     -     Yes. 

GROUP   -   Is it a long time since you went home? 

FREDDIE    -   I’m hungry. 

GROUP   -   Yes. 

FREDDIE   -   I think I came out this morning. 

GROUP   -   Was that a long time ago? 

FREDDIE   -   I don’t know.  I’ve lost track of time. 

GROUP   -   Don’t worry, Freddie.  Do you think you could have had an accident?  Can you remember? 

FREDDIE   -   I’m usually careful on my bike ‘cos Mum says I’ve got to be careful.  I don’t know, I thought I was careful. 

GROUP   -   And what happened?  Don’t worry, it’ll be alright. 

FREDDIE   ‘   Well there was this lorry (he bursts into tears).  I don’t know. 

GROUP   -   Now if you like to listen to us, we’re going to get someone who can come and help you.  I’ve got to explain something to you first.  I don’t know if you know, but when people die they pass over to a most wonderful world.  Paradise or Heaven.  I think possibly you’ve passed out of your body and we’ve  got to get some nice people to come and help you.  Can you think of anyone that you liked who’s already died or passed over?  Has your Grannie or Grandad died? 

FREDDIE   -   (in tears)    I want my Mum and Dad.  

Group   -   We’ll see about Mum and Dad presently.  Now, about Grannie and Grandad.  Have they passed over? 

FREDDIE   -    One Grandma died. 

GROUP   -   Right.   What we want you to do is to think very hard about this Grandma who’s going to help you.  We want you to make a big wish, because, although you did not know it, Grandma that died is fine, she is full of life, she’s well and can come and help you, and she can tell you what to do.  So will you think now about that Grandma that died, and say to yourself, ‘Grandma, would you come and help me, and show me what to do – I feel lost?’  She’ll come and help you.  Will you make a big wish to see her?  Now we are all going to wish as well, for Grandma to come.  Now you’ve got to watch and wait and see if somebody comes to help you.  Now!  Have a big wish for Grandma!  Remember what she was like, what she looked like!  It’s all going to be all right.  You’ll be looked after.  

Silence 

GROUP   -   Keep wishing.  Tell us if anybody comes.  It may get a bit brighter somewhere, and someone may come out of the light.  Say, ‘Help me!  Please help me!’ 
Silence 

GROUP   -   Tell us if anybody comes.  It takes a little time. 

FREDDIE   -   Will she know me? 

GROUP   Yes, she’ll know you.  She’s been keeping an eye on you while you’ve been growing up.  While we’re waiting from Grandma, did you ever have a dog or cat? 

FREDDIE   -   (less tears now)   I had a dog. 

GROUP   -   Do you know what his name was? 

FREDDIE   -    I think it was Billy. 

GROUP   -    While we’re waiting, wish to see your dog.  See if you can imagine your dog coming to you.  Think about your dog and look for it. 

FREDDIE   -   Mmm, I think I can see ‘im. 

GROUP   -   Good! 

FREDDIE   -   ‘Cos I can see a black dog running round and round and round chasing its tail.  That is what Billy used to do! 

GROUP   -   Good.  Is he near you, can you get near him? 

FREDDIE   -    Will he hear if I call him? 

GROUP   -   Yes, he’ll hear you.  Call him! 

FREDDIE   -   (More cheerful now)   He certainly listened.  He’s put his ears up. 

GROUP   -   Good.  He’s heard you.  Now he might lead you to somewhere – to where your Crandma is. 

FREDDIE   -   He’s running off and barking and coming back again – he always used to do this. 

GROUP   -   Now you go with him, he’s going to look after you. 

FREDDIE   -  That’s all right.  I’ll go with him, 

Group   -   He knows what to do. 

FREDDIE   -   Will he know my Gran? 

GROUP   -   Yes, he’ll lead you somewhere.  Go with him.  We’ll keep listening to what you do. 

FREDDIE   -   He’s playing.  He was always full of fun.   He’s taking me over to some trees.  He loves trees. 

GROUP   -    On you go. 

FREDDIE   -    Along a path.  I’ve got to run to catch up.  He’s going very fast (laughs) but he keeps coming back. 

GROUP   -   I think he’s glad to see you. 

FREDDIE   -    He’s so happy. 

GROUP   -    On you go with him. 

FREDDIE   -    I see some houses coming up down there. 

GROUP    -    Good.  I think he’s going to take you somewhere. 

FREDDIE   -   There are people cheering.  They’re saying  ‘Come on.  Come on!’ 

GROUP   -    Good. 

FREDDIE   -    Mmm.  Lots of people.  There’s a table. 

GROUP   -    What’s on the table? 

FREDDIE   -   Nice things to eat.  Cakes and biscuits. 

GROUP   -    I thought there would be. 

FREDDIE    -   It’s like a garden.  There’s lots of houses. 

GROUP   -   Is anybody talking to you? 

FREDDIE    -    They are all sort of hugging me.  I don’t know a lot of them. 

GROUP   -   They seem to know you. 

FREDDIE   -   Oh, I think my Gran’s there.  That’s all right then.  I think the party’s for me.  (General laughter). 

GROUP    -   Good.  You have a nice party.  Do you feel happier now? 

FREDDIE   -   Umm!  Thank you.  ‘Bye ‘bye. 

GROUP   -   ‘Bye ‘bye.    

Rescue Circles (122) Dealing with a troublesome spirit. More about the higher spirit worlds and the spirit body.
Rescue Circles (122)  Dealing with a troublesome spirit. More about the higher spirit worlds and the spirit body. 
At the same time as undertaking spirit rescue work helping confused souls move on, the rescue circles sometimes come across the odd mischievous spirit.  They do their best to clear such spirit folk from people’s houses and places of work.  
Michael Evans talks of a request their group had from a family whose house had been troubled by a mischievous spirit for two years.    The daughter was plagued and very disturbed by this spirit, and the son, when he came to visit, actually saw the spirit, and  refused to sleep in the house at all. One of the mediums  investigating the case was told by his guide that they were going to be dealing with a determined and mischievous spirit.   Michael and two mediums, Ron and John, held a séance in the front room. John’s guide, Grey Cloud, was the first to come through, speaking through John; 

GREY CLOUD   -   I would just like to reassure you that no harm will come to my friend (the medium). 

MICHAEL   -    Thank you very much. 

GREY CLOUD   -   I will be here, and if our friend does not wish to behave,  I will step in, and not only step in, but I have other friends who will be more forceful than I.  I know this does not really agree with your principles, but in that case we must have that extra strength  to more or less forcibly  eject this friend.  So I will just stand to one side.  

Long pause. 

GREY CLOUD    -     It is all right, my friend.  It is me, Grey Cloud.  I am speaking to this young spirit and he is very reluctant to come forward as I think you know, sir, but we will persevere and see if we can get him to come.  I try to explain to him that he is not of the earth plane, but he is being of the stubborn nature – like all young ones, really. 
Another pause. 

MICHAEL   -   Come along friend, will you speak to us?  Speak up!  Did you realize that you had died? 

SPIRIT   -   Died? 

RON  -   You’re well aware of that, aren’t you? 

SPIRIT   -  I am aware I died. 

RON   -   Why do you cause problems for people who have not died? 

MICHAEL   -   When you die you leave your physical body. 

SPIRIT   -   You say I leave the physical body.  How the devil do you think I am here? 

RON   -   You are here, purely and simply, because you will not travel on to the realm where you belong. (Ron is getting advice from his guide as to how to tackle this spirit, rather in the way a newsreader gets advice from the producer through his ear-phone). 

MICHAEL   -   A beautiful realm is waiting for you.  You have got stuck. 

RON   -   You know this because you have been contacted before.  You are well aware. 

SPIRIT   -  Yeah!  I have to own up, in other words. 

RON   -   Yes, own up.  Also you have to realize that there are very powerful people on your side of the world, all around you at this moment.  If you open your eyes you will see them around you. 

SPIRIT   -   I can, and I am trying to fight them. 

RPM   -   Yes – but you cannot win. 

SPIRIT   No – I tried last time.  Did not win.  But I managed to come back. 

RON   -   Now you have brought a position upon yourself.  You know what will happen unless you go where you belong. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes – my own prison. 

RON   -   You will be confined, and taken to another realm and be there in confinement until you decide to go forward. 

SPIRIT   -    Yes, I understand that now.  When you were speaking before I was listening, and you were right. I had that intent towards the younger lady, you understand. That is another thing I have to rectify and… 

RON   -   You don’t overcome it yet.  What you do not do by actions you do by intent. 

SPIRIT   -   That is right, my friend.  That is what this gentleman who is stood here is telling me (Grey Cloud). I would not like to upset him as I have upset many people in this house. 

RON   -   And not only in this house. 

SPIRIT   -   But also in the next house as well. 

RON   -   And the other. 

SPIRIT   -   I am afraid I have traveled up to where the new houses have been built. 

RON   -   Yes I know. 

SPIRIT   -   In other words I have been a – wandering minstrel – no that would be entirely wrong. 

RON   -   A wandering spirit, my friend. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes, a wandering spirit has to nowhere to go, but now I have somewhere to go. 

RON   -   Yes, willingly or reluctantly. 

SPIRIT   -   I think it is going to be the former, my friend.  I have had too much of the other – and you will not need to go anywhere else in this house, because this meeting will be sufficient. 

RON   -   Good!  Well, my friend, only good things are in front of you, because you will now face your future and know that it is in your hands. 

SPIRIT   -   That is right, my friend.  That is what this gentleman who is stood here beside the medium explained to me – that I go of free will.  By doing that I do not have to go into the grey areas, but I will go to a slightly lighter one, and will have many friends.  I do not know if you would like the lady to come, so that I can make my apologies to her. 

RPM   -   We will pass them on for you, as unfortunately the lady is not here. 

SPIRIT   -   I think that is better because I have left the fright within her. 

<OCJAE:   -   If you like to make your apology it is being recorded. 

RON   -   She can listen to your words, we have a machine recording this. 

SPIRIT   -   That is strange because when I was on earth you never had nothing like that, or that thing over there (TV set).  I often turn that one on, which is very frightening for the young lady.  But I do give her my apologies for frightening her – there is another word but I was no good with words. 

RON   -   My friend.  All you need to do is to look forward, and do not look back.  The past is dead. 

SPIRIT   -   Like I am dead – but I am alive.  I have as you say come alive again.  I have left this material world with all its troubles.  Now I am alive and can have the happy times with many friends who have gone before me. 

RON   -   You will meet many friends, and as you progress you will have contact with your relatives as well. 

SPIRIT   -   You know this is a really happy release for me to be able to talk and realize what wrong I have done. 

RON   -   I have to tell you that your mother and son are listening.  They will welcome you eventually to the realms to which you will progress. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes, and I do not think that it is going to be too long because strange to say, I have a broken heart.  You understand. 

RON   -   We understand. 

SPIRIT   -   But that heart is not what you call a material heart – but the heart of the soul.  That is better.  The heart of the soul is being mended.  I will go with this gentleman who is stood beside me. 

RON   -    We are happy for you, that you will do this. 

MICHAEL   -    We wish you well. 

SPIRIT   -   I will, and I will not come back this time.  And I know what you are going to say, my friend.  You say that there are those who come back.  I have come back before, but this time I am going for good. 

MICHAEL   -   Thank you very much. 

SPIRIT   -   May I thank you for the opportunity which you give to people like me in so much as to get them away, as you have done with me. 

RON   -   Then go, and make full use of the opportunity. 

SPIRIT   -   I will take the full opportunity now. 

RON & MICHAEL   -   Blessings be with you. 

SPIRIT   -   And this gentleman is giving you his blessings too.  And I too give you my thanks.  I am really most sorry from my soul that I have caused all this trouble. 

RON   -   Put it behind you and go forward. 

MICHAEL   -   Peace be with you. 

SPIRIT   -   And this gentleman (Grey Cloud) is saying, will you please give this gentleman (John, the medium)  some water when he comes back. 

RON   -   We will. 

We now called the others in and explained what had happened and thought all would now be well.  If they wanted they could have a recording of the proceedings.  If there was any further trouble they were to let us know.  The next day they reported that all was well and asked for a recording.  Later, when I delivered the recording, all was still clear. 

Some days later, after a church committee meeting, a taxi arrived for one of the committee members.  As he drove her home, the taxi driver said, “would you like to hear an unusual tape recording?”  On her agreeing, he started to play a copy of the tape I had made of the above rescue.  He was the uncle of the young lady who had been attacked.  He said, “I have been playing this tape to people all day.” 

Transcript presented with permission of the author from “Dead Rescue or: The Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications, 2007. 
___________________________________________________________________ 

Here is more information about the three-fold nature of the spirit body, and about the higher regions of the spirit worlds, given by the instructor in spirit to the medium. 
MEDIUM    -   Seeing you here in person is so much more evidential of the world of spirit than what is written in all the scriptures.  They are so remote and meaningless, compared with the joy  having you here to talk to!. 

SPIRIT   -    Now you understand how wrong that description of the afterworld is –  ‘that ‘undiscovered country from whose bourn no traveller returns!’ 

To talk a little more about the spirit bodies, I must explain that the co-mingling of the three levels of the human body is expressed in many ways through a person’s threefold nature.   In the waking [beta] state a human being is conscious more or less of his three vehicles.  When he is sensuously intent on tasting, smelling, touching, listening, or seeing, he is working principally through his physical body.  Visualising or  willing, he is working mainly through his lower spirit body [and he may start to go into the alpha brainwave state]. His higher spirit being finds expression when  a person is thinking or diving deep into the introspection of meditation [approaching theta or even delta states].  The transcendent thoughts of genius come to the person who habitually contacts his higher spirit body in these higher states of consciousness, when time seems to stand still.   In this sense an individual may be classified broadly speaking as a material person, when attached mainly to the material body, an energetic, emotional or electro-magnetic person when attached to the aura of the lower spirit body, and an intellectual person of creative ideas, when expressing the higher spirit body. 
A person identifies himself or herself about sixteen hours a  day with the physical vehicle.  Then he sleeps; if he dreams, he remains in his lower spirit body, effortlessly creating any object even as do the spirits living in the lower and middle spirit regions.  If   a person’s sleep be deep and dreamless, for several hours he is able to transfer his consciousness, or sense of being, to the higher spirit body;  such sleep is revivifying and energizing.  On the other hand, a dreamer is contacting his lower auric spirit body, and not the higher spirit; the dreamer’s sleep is not fully refreshing. He can even be travelling, or doing work on the low to middle spirit planes, learning, helping or undertaking some kind of rescue operation.  

MEDIUM    -   I notice that your body looks exactly as it did when I last saw it lying in state before your burial.  

SPIRIT    -   Oh yes, my new body is a perfect copy of the old one.  I materialise or dematerialise this form any time at will, much more frequently than I did while on earth.  [He was known to bilocate]   By quick dematerialisation, I now travel instantly by light express from planet to planet or, indeed, from  the lower spirit planes to the higher, or down to the physical world.  Though you move about so fast nowadays, in your airliners, I had no trouble in  tracking you down! 

MEDIUM   -   I was grieving so deeply about your death. 

SPIRIT   -   Ah, wherein did I die?  Isn’t there some contradiction?   You were only dreaming on earth;  on that earth you saw my dream-body.  Later you buried that dream-image.  Now my finer body – which you can see and embraced just now – is resurrected, so to speak, on another finer dream-planet of God.  Someday that finer dream-body and finer dream-planet will pass away; they too are not forever.  All dream-creations must eventually burst like  bubbles at a final touch of awakening.  You must differentiate between dreams and Reality. 

I have now told you the truths of my life, death and resurrection.  It is the same for all of us.  Don’t grieve for me; rather broadcast everywhere the story of my resurrection or reappearance from the God-dreamed earth of mankind to another God-dreamed planet of souls living in their spirit bodies.  New hope will be infused into the hearts of long-suffering, death-fearing dreamers now living in the material world. 
MEDIUM    _   Yes indeed.  I shall willingly share with others my joy that you are still alive, 
The Medium and the spirit talked together in the hotel room for two hours.  The spirit discussed many private matters in detail.  He made several prophetic statements about world affairs which since came true.  As they parted, the spirit told the medium to tell everyone about his reappearance, and that when he went into deep meditation, he could call on him again, and he would materialize again in his full form just as he had at that time.  Saying that he just melted away, and was gone. 
A week after his death, this instructor had also materialised in broad daylight  at ten-o-clock in the morning, walking in front of the house of a student of his.  He  chatted with her for several minutes and then walked on..   She was only told that he had died the week before, much to her surprise,  later that evening. 
Rescue Circles (123)  No need for exorcism if you treat the spirits right, and have protection. 
Spirits in need of rescue turned up from time to time in Isa Northage’s séances. Her assistant Allan Macdonald writes about  some of these undeveloped souls: 
These poor souls, so often referred to as evil by those who are ignorant, are dwellers in the lower spheres, places they have created for themselves, or built by their misdeeds on earth.  They are sometimes brought to us to receive what help we might be able to give in prayer and contact.  These souls are those who have seen the error of their ways and are struggling  towards the light, the first step of progress  Many of the highly advanced spirit people are stationed at various points in the pathway of progression, and appear to the struggling souls as lights towards which they may advance. 

When these souls appear in materialized form, they are in dark robes, and if very undeveloped, there is with them an odour of decay and a chilly feeling; the atmosphere becomes cold and unsettled in keeping with their spiritual condition.  One cannot but pity them in their long and sorrowful strife, and do all in one’s power to help.  Throughout all this type of work, we are protected by our spirit guides, otherwise we could not stand the great strain.  Such is the gratitude of these souls that when advanced to better conditions, they frequently return to offer their grateful thanks. This service we are honoured to perform, and it is one of the methods used by those blessed souls who themselves are angels of light.     1960.  A Path Prepared, by Allan Macdonald. Page 183.  

Michael Evans from Devon  also emphasises the need for protection by spirit guides when dealing with low level spirits. He .relates  a case of helping an earthbound spirit who had been causing disturbances  in a family house early in  2004. The spirit materialised himself to frighten the occupants, and scattered furniture diagonally around the living room. The rescue group visited the house once, but on that occasion the guide Grey Cloud could detect no entity present, so the séance was brought to a close. Perhaps the entity had been scared away by their presence. 
However, a few days later the spirit returned, and  wrote KILL on the bathroom  mirror with  soap. The children’s  pet hamster was found strangled  and lying dead in the washbasin. Two fierce red eyes were seen glaring at the owner of the house when he went up into the attic.  [This was obviously not mere poltergeist activity.  Demonologists would probably have called in an exorcist.  But no.  None of that was necessary, and probably never is in these cases, when the real cause is lost sight of, and the events are over-dramatised, complete with twilight zone music ringing in our ears.  The present 17-part “Supernatural  Investigator” series on Vision Television, in Canada, is an otherwise fair account of the different ways of working with spirit, but the episodes are introduced by Science Fiction writer Robert J. Sawyer sitting on the fence of non-belief, and there is the usual drenching with twilight zone music, (which also accompanies A & E’s   “Paranormal State” series),  which undermines the serious aspects of the subject matter, and so the unknowing public classifies everything as approaching the fringes of reality, if not lunacy!   R.R.] 

Back in reality, and not fantasyland, Michael was told of the most recent happenings, and phoned a medium he knew in London, 150 miles away.   She was able to see that the local medium’s guide, Grey Cloud, was there, telling her that the entity was a spirit called Timothy who had a deep resentment against his parents, who had passed on many years ago, in the days when men wore top hats.  He said we would be well protected and need have no fear.  Two other guardian spirits would restrain Timothy  so that he could be dealt with. 

The Devon rescue group returned to the house.  As John, one of the mediums, picked Michael up on the way to the séance, he said that Grey Cloud (his guide) had also contacted him to say that a powerful spirit with two lions would be there to overawe Timothy and hold him in place. [This just goes to show that the spirit world is well aware of our activities, and when we have good intentions, in our healing, development. learning, teaching and rescue work, they will always be at our side.  Also, we can see that the power of some animals in spirit is used by guides to assist in their work R..R.]  

Two of the young occupants of the house let Michael and the two mediums in, and they all sat round as the séance began.  

GREY CLOUD (speaking through John)   -   Good evening my friends. 

ALL   -   Good evening. 

GREY CLOUD   -   Good evening to you, young people.  You do not have to be afraid.   

You can talk to me as much as you like.  I will not bite you, I promise.  (he laughs)  (To the spirit) – So you think you are clever> 
RON   -   We come to bring light and love. 

GREY CLOUD   -   It is all right, my brother.  I was just talking to this gentleman.  He seems to think he is, what you call top man.  Hmm.  I was just asking him if he would like to talk to you.  He has refused once.  He has nothing to be afraid of, so why doesn’t he talk?  It’s because he knows he’s in the wrong – very much in the wrong.  (to the spirit) – All right, try and get past me.  You have another one of us here, as well, and that’s why I don’t think you will get past, not with these two lions. (to group) – I will see if I can coax him to talk. 

An interval of quiet followed. 

SPIRIT   -   (He has a heavy Cockney (London) accent and is angry and gruff)   What you doin’  ’ere? 

MICHAEL   -   We’ve come to help you, friend, to see if we can make your life better. 

SPIRIT   -   I don’t need your ’elp. 

RON   -   If that is so, why did you hide yourself the last time we came here? 

SPIRIT   -   To show you I’m cleverer than what you are. 

RON   -   Is it clever to frighten people? 

SPIRIT   -   Hun.  No, not to frighten people, no. 

RON   -   You  did. 

SPIRIT   -   I was just trying to show ’em what power I got, what I could do what I ’ave done. 

RON   -   Yet all you were doing was creating fear. 

SPIRIT   -   I’ll tell you what, mate, I’m a bit fearful of what’s round me now. (pr. “rahn may nah”). 

RON   -   Why? 

SPIRIT   -   ’E’s too bloomin’ big, that’s why. 

RON   -   You see, if you use force, if you use power, you induce a power greater than your own. 

The telephone rings. 

SOIRIT   -   Blimey.  What’s that? 

RON   -   Just a moment. 

MICHAEL   -   It’s gone now. 

SPIRIT   -   Oh, it’s one of them newfangled things – isn’t it?  Didn’t ’ave ’em when I was down ’ere. 

RON   -   You heard – if you use force, you induce a greater force. 

SPIRIT   -   Yes – I bin proved that, ain’t I.  Not only that Indian chap, but one over there with two great lions – I don’t like them for a start.  You keep them away from me! 

RON   -   There’s no need to fear.   What’s your name? 

SPIRIT   -   Timofey.* 

RON   -   Do we call you Tim? 

SPIRIT   If you want. 

RON   -   Ok, Tim.  How old are you? 

SPIRIT   -   What, when I kicked the bucket?   In my forties, you know, between forty and fifty.  I gone past forty, but ain’t reached fifty. 

RON   -   When was that? 

SPRIT   -   Cor blimey, a long time ago.  It was when the men wore them big  ’ats  - not the clothes like they wear today. 

RON   -   So it’s probably nearly a hundred years ago. 

SPIRIT   -   Yeah – give or take  a day or two – mustn’t be too precise, must we. 

RON   -   We don’t want to be too precise, but the main thing is, before you kicked the bucket, as you call it, you had a family, who had gone before you. 

SPIRIT   -   Yeah, that’s right.  I ’ad my dear sister – she went before me – she went with the ole fever. 

RON  (using his clairvoyance)  -   But, you know, they’ve come here tonight – two ladies, one much older, then the one you’re speaking of. 

SPIRIT   -   Cor, lumme!  And that one went before me sister, didn’t she – and that’s me mum. 

RON   -   And she wouldn’t be short of clipping you round your ear. 

SPIRIT   -   Oh!  She’d do it now, wouldn’t she?  Yeah.  Course she would. 

RON   -   She’s learnt a lot, and she says you’ll learn a lot.  You didn’t go to school much, did you? 

SPIRIT   -   No.  I used to minch  off with it.  I used to go down the river bank, look in the old Thames’mud.  How did I get down here, then? 

RON   -   You were drawn down here to an easy target and the gentlemen round you now are keeping you here.  Now, would you kick a babe in arms? 

SPIRIT   -   No, I wouldn’t. 

RON   -   Essentially, that’s what you’ve been doing.  You’ve wasted a hundred years. 

SPIRIT   -    I’ve got a lot to make up then. 

[to be continued]   Transcript presented by permission from “Dead Rescue” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications. 2007.    ISBN  978 1 89868045 1 

*[This is sometimes a problem in identification, and transcribing,  when spirits talk with a heavy brogue or foreign dialect.  When Seth spoke through Jane Roberts he had a slightly Italianised European accent, and he called Jane Robert’s entity “Ruburt” to the transcriber’s hearing, Robert Butts.  He wrote this phonetic spelling, Ruburt, in all the transcripts.  Having heard many of the tapes, I personally think Seth was calling Jane’s entity RUPERT.]  
My comments in [square] brackets.  Richard  

Rescue circle  124

Here is the conclusion of the seance in which the Devon group  helped release Timothy the disruptive spirit who had been earthbound for over a hundred years.
Ron    (one of the mediums)     -  You’ve got to make up for the fear and distress you caused other people.  You can’t escape that.

 

Spirit  of Timothy (speaking through John, the other medium)     -  Not now, I can’t, not with these two here [there were two large Indian guides present, and two fierce lions]. 

 

Ron     -    Now, you’ve got an Indian standing with you, a big Indian.

 

Spirit     -     Yeah, I know.

 

Ron     -     If you turn and look behind him, what do you see?

 

Spirit     -      Huh.  Oh crumbs!  ‘Allo mum!  Cor!

 

Ron     -     You didn’t think you’d see them again.

 

Spirit     -     Cor!  She ain’t half wagging her old finger at me again.  Oh, blimey, I’m in for it!   I tell you one thing, Mister, I used to have a fear of her.  Cor blimey!

 

Ron     -     Are you prepared to go with her?  Now, if you look across, there’s another gentleman standing here, he looks like a Chinese. 

 

Spirit    -     Yeah.

 

Ron     -    Who’s with him?

 

Spirit     -     There’s another Indian by him.

 

Ron    -    And  whom do you know that’s just behind him?

 

Spirit     -     Oh dear!  I ain’t seen him for a long time.  That’s me old dad.

 

Ron     -     Why do you think they’ve come?

 

Spirit     -     To take me by the scruff of the neck.

 

Ron     -     To take you to a better place.   There is a place where they have been for more than a hundred years.

 

Spirit     -     Do you mean to say they’ve been waiting all that time?  Cor, she must have the patience of Job.

 

Ron     -     Exactly, and you haven’t helped.

 

Spirit     -     Sheesh!   What the hell can I do?

 

Ron     -     The first thing you can do is to apologise to these good people that you have made to fear.

 

Spirit     -     Oh, crumbs.  It’s going to be difficult, isn’t it?

 

Ron     -     No.

 

Spirit     -     I tell you it’s difficult.

 

Ron     -     It isn’t.  You did not want to cause them fear, did you?

 

Spirit     -     No, I didn’t.  Then why the hell did I do it?

 

Ron     -     Because you were still living the old life - putting on a bold front.

 

Spirit     -     Can you two forgive me?

 

Joan and Bill, (the house owners)     -    We can try.

 

Ron     -     You see, this is their house now.  These houses weren’t built when you were here.

 

Spirit     -      No, they wasn’t.

 

Ron     -     So you are intruding in their home.

 

Spirit     -     That other Indian just told me - all right, I’ll try and say the word.  I don’t know what it means - is it retribution?  What’s that mean?

 

Ron.  It means you get back what you give out. 

Spirit     -     Oh, cor blimey, I’m in for a rough time, you two, isn’t it?

 

Ron     -     Unless you change your ways.  The first step is to be prepared to go to another place from where your mother, sister and that other gentleman came.  Now they are not able to punch you on the nose, much as they might like to, I’m sure.

 

Spirit     -     Dad would.

 

Ron     -      They don’t want to.  They want to take you with love.  The other is a much happier place.  Will you go with them?

 

Spirit     -     Yes, because they’ve not changed their ways to what they was when they was down here.  I often used to get a beating.

 

Ron     -     There won’t be a beating because that body has gone, but you, the real you, is much more alive than ever.  If you go with these people that love you, they can help you and bring you to a much more happy and contented way of being.

 

Spirit     -     Yeah.  All right, then.

 

Ron     -     Now, if you turn, there’s mother and sister, both there.

 

Spirit     -    Yeah, I’ll go.

 

Ron     -     And you’re going to go with them.  Mother is telling you.  She will take you and help you, until you have gained enough strength to stand on your own.

 

Spirit     -     Now, I’ll tell you something else - the chap with the two lions, he’s hopped it.  He’s gone (turning to Bill and Joan).  So I won’t bother you two young people again.

 

Ron     -    I shouldn’t try it.

 

Spirit     -   I’m not going to - not with this one - there’s two Indians still here.  Not with them two!

 

Ron     -     Ron     -     Go, and take the hand of your mother.

 

Spirit     -     Well, I can’t get enough words to tell you now sorry I am.

 

Ron     -     We understand.

 

Spirit     -     I know you two do, but I want the other two to understand, as well.  (To Bill and Joan)  Just for a little joke, you can turn round and say you spoke to a spirit person.

 

Ron     -     They possibly will do, but they wouldn’t want to make it something to laugh about.

 

Spirit    -    No, I know.  I’m going to say, Cheerio, to you now -  all right?     I’m going now, but before I go, the Indian has told me to tell you that they’ve put a padlock round this house, so nobody else can come - not even me.  I want to say, once again, I’m awfully sorry.  I’m sorry from the bottom of my heart.  

 

Ron     -   That’s a beginning.

 

Spirit     -   Cheerio.

 

Grey Cloud.  I will stay with my friend for a little while until all has quietend down.

Spirit     -     I only do it for a bit of fun, don’t I?

 

Ron     -     Did you young people understand what that was all bout?

 

Bill     -     Yes.

 

Spirit      (still here)       -     That young gentleman can go and have a pint now.  But only have one - not like you usually do, one, two or three!

 

Ron     -   You shouldn’t be watching him!

 

Ron   (after the spirits and guides have left)     -    He was a bit of a wide boy who was attracted by your light.  He was not here the last time we came - he did a bunk, but tonight, having cornered him, he couldn’t get out.  He was a braggart, but he’d had a hard life.  You should have no more trouble.  You’re protected now.  Can we have a galss of water for the medium, please?

 

Extract taken from one of the accounts in “Dead Rescue: or the Techniques of Guiding Lost Souls” by Michael Evans.  Con-Psy Publications. Greenford, Middlesex, U.K.  2007.
In contrast to this struggle to get an unruly spirit to leave after being earthbound for over a hundred years, here is an account by a medium’s guide of how it took him only two or three days to get clear of the world after his death in a traffic accident and already help rescue another earthbound soul. 
SITTER     -     Who met you when you went over to the other side?

 

MEDIUM’S GUIDE   [speaking by independent direct voice]    -  I didn’t wake up.  I never went to sleep!  

 

SITTER     -      Did you remain at the scene of the [traffic] accident, or did you find yourself in another place?

 

GUIDE     Oh, I was curious about the people there, though I don’t remember feeling anything.  I just saw thos peole hanging around.   I guess I just didn’t understand at first what had happened.  There were quite a number of people there and I stood there in the middle of them and hoped they would understand that I was all right.  But nobody did, One woman was crying her eyes out,  and another man came up.  I remembered him, because he used to work at the railway station nearby, and he’d just finished his shift I think.  He said “Cor blimey, there’s that poor little bastard!”   -  He mean’t me!    I was a bit annoyed with him about that.  

 

SITTER     -    Then what happened to you?

 

GUIDE     -    Oh, I don’t know.  I hung around, then I realised that nobody was really interested in me.  I saw them cart my body away, what WAS me.  I thought “What am I going to do now?”   I found myself wandering through nearby houses, where nobody took any notice of me, and eventually I found myself sitting in my mother’s kitchen, wondering if she know I was all right.    

 

When I realised I was dead, I felt my legs, arms and head, and everything was intact.  I thought this was rather strange [his body having been crushed in the accident].  Then all of a sudden I saw a nice looking fellow standing by my mother as she was ironing.  He looked at me and I looked at him, and somehow we sort of ‘clicked’ to each other.  That was a funny feeling.  I remember opening my mouth, and no sound came from it, as far as I could tell.   And yet, because I was thinking the words, he was smiling at me and answered me back.  But he didn’t open his mouth either, and yet I knew what he was saying.  I didn’t know anything about my relatives way back then, but he told me he was my mother’s father’ brother - that is, my great-uncle.  Well, I hesitated, but he told me that I was to go with him.   I didn’t know whether to go or not, but he seemed all right.  He said: “It’s no good staying here.  She won’t take any notcve of you.   I’ve been trying before. They don’t understand.  They are all caught up with what they are doing, and they don’t realise that we’re around.  Pack it in, and just come with me.”  
[to be continued]     Richard R. 

[transcribed from a private session]

Medium’s guide, speaking by direct voice     -     

Rescue Circles (125) The medium’s guide relates that within three day’s of his death he already found himself doing rescue work! 
	 Rescue Circles (125)   

  

The medium’s guide continued with the account of his immediate after-death experiences. He was trying to make up his mind whether to stay on earth near his home and the scene of the accident, or to follow his great-uncle into the spirit world. 

  

SPIRIT GUIDE  (talking to the sitters and the medium through the independent direct voice)    -    I thought that I had nothing else to do.  At least my great-uncle could  communicate with me, and he could see me..   Then I  realised that something peculiar was happening and suddenly I felt myself floating.   Now that was funny, because when I was killed, as you say, I didn’t float away from the scene.  I walked up the street as I always did.  Then I ran up to my house, and everything seemed normal.   

  

But now my great-uncle took my hand.  I don’t know what he did, but I suppose he had something to do with what was happening.  I felt myself floating and the next thing I was thinking – you know the daft things that come into your head – I thought “Co blimey, it’s like that lad Peter Pan floating over chimneys and all that.”   I thought “This is daft; no one is going to believe this.”     I just had the sensation of floating in the air, and then I finally must have lost consciousness.  I don’t remember anything more until I woke up in an orchard, with the most beautiful trees full of  apples.  There were people roaming around, and butterflies, and there were all sorts of things going on which you see in the countryside.  I awakened to all this and I just couldn’t understand it.  My companion, this relative, my great-uncle, told me to go along, everything was all right. 

  

 He took me to a little country cottage.  It has a pretty little garden with hollyhocks, tall things, almost seven feet high.  There was another man there, and a lady.  They didn’t mean anything to me then, but they were lovely people, and my great-uncle said that they were my grand-parents.   I couldn’t believe that, since to my mind, my grand-parents would have been old.  I had seen some photographs of them, kept in  an old biscuit box, so I didn’t recognise this young-looking couple.  But they made a fuss of me and offered me something to eat.  Of course, you don’t need food over there, but since I liked apples for a snack, I was given one, and then I was taken to a bedroom to sleep.     

  

When I woke up later, I saw a hearse, and found that I was attending my own funeral! 

  

[The guide continued to relate his story.  After the funeral, he had wandered about his home town, and visited an old couple he knew, and had fun scaring them by moving a teacup and a sugar bowl.  But he was unable to make himself visible to them.  He then followed a young friend who was riding a bicycle, but did not go too fast for fear of losing consciousness.  He had always wanted a bike, and there he was, peddling along too, behind his friend, all in his mind. 

  

Then he found the temperature was dropping.] 

  

SPIRIT GUIDE    -    The next thing I knew I was no longer on this bike at all.  It was as if I was somewhere completely different and it was all snow and ice.  I thought that was odd.  I didn’t understand at all.  But then someone came up to me wearing a heavy fur coat with a hood, heavily wrapped up against this cold weather. 

  

 He was smiling all over his face and he came up to me and  said:  “Hello boy,”  communicating with me mentally.  “You don’t know me.  I’ve been over here some time, but, you know, I was an explorer.”   

  

I thought “Blimey, an explorer!” 

  

“Yes.  I’m an explorer.” 

  

I thought “What am I doing here with an explorer?” 

  

He said: “I’m dead, you know.’ 

  

[There is a three minute silence as the voice gets cut off as the medium has a coughing spell.  Then the voice resumes where it left off, without breaking off the train of thought.]  

  

MEDIUM     _  He got cut off.    I’ve never had him go off like that before. 

  

GUIDE  (resuming)      -   Yes, this fellow was an explorer. He knew he was dead, but he couldn’t release himself, apparently.  It was extraordinary.  He got this bee in his bonnet, this fixation, I suppose, and he was quite happy and quite jolly in his own strange kind of way.  His mind was so set on his life’s work as an explorer that he couldn’t release himself.   So I said, “Why are you hanging around here in this atmosphere?” 

  

He said: “My work wasn’t finished.  It wasn’t accomplished.” 

  

I said: “So what!  There’s no sense in it.  I know I haven’t been here all that long,  but    I’ve adjusted myself pretty well, I think, and it doesn’t seem sensible to stay in this environment.  This is not a real environment at all.  It is merely a state of mind.” 

  

This man was living in a limbo of his own making, his own state of mind, and it was all artificial.  It wasn’t reality at all.   

  

I said:  “You know, it doesn’t make sense.  This is not real.” 

  

He said, “Well, I don’t understand what you’re talking about.  I have to finish my task, what I set out to do.” 

  

I said, “But you’ll never do it this way.  I’m going home.” 

  

He replied, “What do you mean?  What is home?  There’s no good in going down to earth, because they won’t take any notice of you.  I had my picture in the newspapers some time ago, but nobody took any notice of me or wanted to know about me, when I went down to see. They’d written about me, but didn’t notice me.  It didn’t make sense.  I hadn’t finished my task.” 

  

I said. “Just stop worrying and thinking.  I’m going home.  Why don’t you come with me? 

  

“Where’s that, home?” 

  

I said, “Well, quite frankly, I can’t give you a geographical area for you to discover. I know what you’ve told me, but you’ve set your mind on discovery, but what you’ve got to find out as far as I can make out, is what I had to do, discover my true self, and find out more about my self and what I have to achieve and do and set out to look for.” 

  

I thought to myself: “He’s crackers!  He’s talking to himself, mentally, as well.  Here’s me teaching HIM.  He’s an educated, posh bloke, and an explorer and all that, and here’s me, not yet finished school. [Though dying young, this spirit was really a mature old soul, which was why he quickly found his way around the spirit world, could help other lost souls, and in fact within ten years he  became the medium’s guide].  This is most peculiar.  So I asked him again: ”Why don’t you come home with me?” 

  

So he said: “Where do you live?”  

  

“I can’t tell you.  All I know is that if I THINK of the place and THINK of the people, then I can be with them.” 

  

As I said this, the whole feeling changed and it suddenly began to get a little warmer and the coldness seemed to disappear.  As it was disappearing, so did that environment.  The explorer was changing too.  The fur coat and hood he was wearing began to disintegrate, and there he was in quite a nice blue suit, looking quite smart and different.    Then I suppose I must have lost consciousness, or awareness, because once you lose awareness of your condition and surroundings, you cease temporarily to exist in that condition, though of course you’re still mentally conscious.   When I came too I was back where I had been, outside this spirit school.. I said; “You don’t want to go to school.  You’re quite a learned toff, you know. 

  

He asked: “What place is this?”   So I said, putting it on a bit because it sounded better, “This is an academy.”  You can’t tell a grand toff, a gentleman, that he’s going back to school! 

  

So he went with me to this academy and the headmaster came out, a very genial sort of bloke he was – very nice – easy to get on with.  They looked at each other, these two, and there they were, embracing and exchanging information.  You know, they’d known each other on earth. Evidently  they’d both been to the same school when they were young.  

  

So there I was  earlier, bicycling along with my mate feeling suddenly very cold, terribly cold, then I was with this bloke in his fur jacket, and there I was bringing him back to this school.  I thought that that was all rather strange. 

  

Anyway, they talked and chatted, exchanging information mentally and then the headmaster said:  “You go and see some of your friends, and I’ll see you a little later.   Some time later I was with the boys and this headmaster called back and said: “You know, you did very well”: 

  

I said, “I did what?” 

  

He said:  “I sent you on that mission – you didn’t know that, did you?” 

  

“No.  I didn’t know anything about going on a mission.  I just thought I’d go back to work, see my parents, and try and link up with my friends.” 

  

:Oh yes,” he said.  “I know we allowed you to do that, but I wanted you to contact this friend of mine, [an explorer lost in his own Antarctic limbo].  I didn’t tell you anything.  I wanted to try you out.  We want you to do work on earth later. 

  

“What, me?  I don’t want to go back there.  I don’t mind popping in to see how they’re getting on and play a lark, like with the tea cup and sugar bowl …” 

  

He said, “Did you do something like that?” 

  

I said , “Yes.” 

  

He said, “You’re not supposed to do that!  That’s not the right thing to do.” 

  

I said, “But that was the only thing I could do to let them know that I was around.” 

  

He said, “There are such people who do that sort of thing.  I’m not saying they’re bad, but some of them are not very good, either.  Sometimes they do these things out of desperation, and sometimes they do these things because they want to get back at somebody.  They’re not necessarily bad.  There are various reasons, as for example, when we want to prove that we still exist.  Then we sometimes do things like moving things around, or knock on the door or wall.” 

  

[The machine runs out of tape.  Regrettably this is the end of the of recorded part of the séance.] 

  

In the next few episodes, I am going to review a few case-studies involving release and rescue from family and ancestral influences.   Richard Rowley. 

  


Rescue Circles (133) and Spirit and Distant Healing (37)

I am amalgamating these two series for a while since in some forms of healing the two areas coincide.   This occurs when disease or mental illness is brought into the body of the patient by an obsessing or possessing spirit.  The illness is foreign to the body of the patient, is not a genetic factor nor trauma incurred during the present lifetime, nor is it caused by the patient’s own mind and emotions,  but it belongs to the body of the invading spirit who suffered from the disease when alive in his or her original body.   Once the spirit has been released, or exorcised, the patient returns to a normal, disease-free existence – in other words, is cured.   This may account for some of the so-called “miracle” healings which have been recorded in the past.
Evidence of this type of healing is given in a recent book by the Polish medium  Wanda Pratnicka.,   “Possessed by Ghosts,”  Centrum Publishers, Poland, 2002, and on her website, www.TheExorcisms.com   and is also presented in some of the more spectacular accounts of exorcisms, as in “The Devil and Karen Kingston” by Robert W. Pelton, Pocket Books, New York, 1977.  I just have one reservation concerning the use of the word “ghost” throughout Wanda Pratnicka’s book.   It may just be a matter of translation from the Polish, but I would prefer the use of the word spirit throughout, since the word ghost usually applies to wraiths and hauntings and residue memory traces rather than to living spirit personalities  which are able to influence us and communicate their thoughts. 
In this foreign invasion of spirits, the symptoms may be treated by orthodox medicine,  psychotherapy or drastic surgery, but without any effective cure, and often the patient dies.  If the true cause of the illness had been known, the possessing spirit could have been ejected, and the patient would have been quickly cured.  Although exorcisms in some form or other have been performed since early times in all cultures, they are looked at with askance in modern times.   But the reality of the matter is gradually being made public again, and both exorcism and spirit release are being examined by the churches, and by  the medical establishment, thanks to the work of the Spirit Release Foundation and its members, the Churches’ Fellowship and similar organisations in other parts of the world. 
There are still a few hurdles yet to negotiate before the race is won, however. The established churches still regard any communication with spirits, whether benign or  obsessive, as a  confrontation with the Devil, and so they are exorcised mercilessly and dramatically in most cases (just read the Karen Kingston account).  These spirits are in fact, I believe, simply deceased human beings with negative emotional issues to resolve.  These can be handled by a spirit rescue and release team without the dramatics of a  full-blown exorcism.  All the physical and psychic phenomena which occur in exorcisms are well known to mediums and psychical researchers – such happenings as levitations, poltergeist activity, glossolalia, xenoglossy, automatic writing, temperature changes, obnoxious smells, and worse.  Low-level spirits can endanger the lives of participants in exorcisms and even ordinary séances if they are not handled with care and firmness, both by the mediums and practitioners and facilitators, and by the spirit guides and controls assisting in the proceedings.   Trained rescue groups, as described  by Michael Evans in “Dead Rescue” for example, know how to face these difficulties. 
So, those of us in spirit healing groups, and practicing daily distant healing, need to take into account that some of the people we are praying for, with various physical and mental problems, may in fact be ill because of spirit infestation.  Even a serious heart condition may go away once the invading spirit, often a deceased close relative, has been sent into the light. If as healers we have the ability to notice the presence of unwelcome and sick spirits, we will be more efficient in sending out healing, since we will be dealing with the eradication of causes, and not just treating symptoms. 
Demonstrations of physical mediumship and cases of exorcism show the same features and type of paranormal activity and communication with spirits, with levitations, channelings and so forth as mentioned above.  But in the case of malignant possession and disease, often the client, or host personality, the owner of the physical body  is unaware of the spirit infestation, whereas a medium purposely goes into trance, or invites the psychic abilities and phenomena and spirit contact to occur.  The medium works with the best spiritual energies, which are beneficial, and not harmful.  The orthodox churches do not make any distinction between mediumship and possession.  They classify both as the work of the devil. 
Personally, I think there is no need for the religious ritual of exorcism, whether Christian, Buddhist, Shintoist, Taoist, Native American or whatever, unless the possessed person is helped by such ceremonies because they belong to that religion themselves, and perhaps the possessing spirits do  too. 
Some mediums may belong to one religion or another, and are sometimes priests in that religion, whereas others  just subscribe to a spiritualist or spiritist philosophy  or merely practise as lay persons, using their psychic abilities in spirit contact work, giving evidence of survival, or providing healing and spirit rescue services. In all cases however, there is contact with the spirits of people who have lived here and died, and this includes the guides, controls and helpers who assist in séances and supervise the events, take charge of the order in which the spirits communicate, one by one, so that physical phenomena do not get out of hand.  
The authority of neither science nor religion is needed for communication with the living spirits, although their imagery and theories may be helpful in explaining what is happening and comparing and evaluating the quality of the thought and knowledge received, and the outcome for the client.  
Emotions such as bitterness, jealously, envy, and anger attract bitter diseases like cancer and arthritis which clients and healers have to deal with, but until reading Wanda Pratnicka’s book I didn’t realise that these negative emotions can also attract us to be actually possessed by bitter spirits who themselves died of these diseases – so they live again and bring themselves along with their diseases to infest us well and truly.  There are vast implication is this realisation for out healing work.  Often operations, medicines, surgery and hospitalisation are not necessary.  The infesting spirits just have to be released and rescued and sent away, preferably in a humane way into the light, rather than expelled by violent exorcism.  There is a problem here, of course.  A surgeon cannot be negligent and not operate on a life-threatening condition just because the surgery might not be necessary if the spirit were cast out.   In Wanda Praticka’s accounts, the medical consultations take place, and patients only come to her as a last resort, and if she sees clairvoyantly that spirits are involved, she releases them, and only then, when the patient is clear, and retested, is medical intervention seen to be unnecessary. 
The other hurdle before the end of the race which is more of a road block than the  hurdles of religion is that of the present materialistic and really unscientific worldview that nothing exists beyond the body and the brain, and so there is no spirit, no afterlife, and therefore possession is purely a product of the imagination and of superstitious belief.  If belief in such “twaddle” they say, helps us adjust and perform and feel good, by all means use it as a tool, like music therapy and acupressure.   This is a dangerous attitude, since it ignores the causes of many diseases and malfunctions, and also it leaves a person at death with nowhere to go.  Such a person will become another lost soul, in need of future rescue! 
[To be continued with more discussion of exorcism and spirit release.]   Richard 
Subject: air disasters - Rescue Circles (134) Also - Self-Help Rescue Work.

There have been a number of tragic air crashes recently, off the coast of Brazil, over Buffalo, and elsewhere,  as well as other untimely deaths in political assassinations and the continual ongoing terrorist suicide bombings.  Although it is no consolation to us for the loss of lives, it is reassuring to know that the victims do not suffer.  They loose consciousness before impact, explosion or feeling the bullets or bomb fragments.  We know this from  the accounts of those who return to tell their story.  
We don’t have public examples yet from the recent Air France flight from Rio to Paris, but if we go back a few years we can gather what the victims may have experienced, from the crash of a flight from Warsaw to Paris.   This was what happened in October 1924 to the psychic researcher Gustave Geley returning home after meeting the great Polish  engineer and medium Franck  Kluski.  The propeller of the plane worked loose and broke off, and both Geley and his pilot were killed. 
Returning in a seance held not long afterwards in New Jersey at the house of medium Louise M. Chamberlaine in the presence of Gertrude Tubby, Geley talked about the crash and said he “knew the end had come when we began to fall.  Not possible to save the body. I was out of it before  that body injured  Not prolonged.  Merciful.  God protected.  I was only conscious of great danger.  My heart in my mouth!  The fear of suffering is always paramount.  I woke from refreshing deep sleep.  Found my old friends near me, my devoted ones who had preceeded me.   Send my wife and children my love and my earnest longing to bring them some sign.  
“.....After death my mental apparatus kept on;  there was no lapse. There was nothing that shut me out.  It was sleep, a long refreshing one, and an awakening to consciousness only a little bewildered by the change.  But my thinking was not snapped off.  No discontinuation of thought in any way.  Body different.”

At an earlier seance with this  medium on October 3rd 1924, James Hyslop had come through to say that “mind lives and survives and acts without body easily.  Spirit survives, acts independently and has an organism of its own not related in any way to other matter.”

Airmen who were killed in action in the Battle of Britain and elsewhere in World War II found themselves transported out of their body  before the impact of crashing or being shot, and some were walking along the streets of Wimbledon, in London, one time, and strangely floated into the house where Lord Dowding was holding a rescue circle. There they finally realised that they were dead, after talking with the Air Chief Marshal.   There is no fear or pain in the process of leaving the body.  The pain occurs if the spirit returns to a wounded, burned and resuscitated body. But no pain endures for ever.  Unconsciousness  returns, or the patient moves out of the body, as in a near-death experience. I have been “out” in that way, experienced the light, and the warm loving atmosphere and loved ones to talk with, and definitely not wanting to return here. But that was 63 years ago!
Appearing at a rescue circle meeting in Devon UK just nine days after 9/11 a terrorist hijacker who piloted one of the planes into the World Trade Centre said he had felt no after-effects, only surprise and anger that he had found himself lost in the clouds of a sort of limbo, and not in the paradise he had been told to expect.  An English lady trapped on the higher floors of one of the Twin Towers where she had been working also found herself free of the body quite quickly, with no pain.  “There was so much smoke that within minutes, well, less than that really - in some instances it was instant...on the floor where the plane landed, you could say it was instant; for those on the different floors it would either be the masonry or the smoke would get you in a few minutes or fire.  I can’t say whether those in the planes went beforehand or whether those on the other floors went before the accident.  All I can really say, is what happened to me, and one or two on the same floor as me.  It’s very confusing and when it goes black - dark - some people are rushing down the stairs and other people are falling down, and everything starts to crumble. Fortunately it wasn’t very long.  It’s such a difference (when you’re actually there) in the situation.  It’s such a relief to find you are not in pain and that you are away from it.  
“These people who came to help just emanated so much kindness that they felt like old friends.  They took me in hand and said, ‘Come on, Margaret, there’s no need to hang around there for the moment.  Just follow everybody else.  Come and have a cup of coffee’   ......I’d like people to know that I’m not non-existing, that I do have a life and that life will continue.  It will take me a while to overcome my feeling of grief, myself, and I may have to go for a rest somewhere, but in the meantime I’m staying around to give help.   Sometimes help is just sitting with someone while they’re in a state of shock, or perhaps leading someone into the healing center, or leading them into a quiet garden, where they can absorb - or we can all absorb - the higher vibrations, away from that terrible, terrible accident - well it wasn’t so much an accident, was it, but we thought it was at first.  I was in the first one.  ....We know more or less what happened  and I have just asked if I could come, just to give thanks for all the prayers that helped us, and to reassure you that there has been much help.  There are a few wandering around confused, but they have helpers with them - working with them.   ......In a sense we can feel sorry for the men who took part in this act.  They thought they were doing the right thing.  In a sense they’re not allowed to think too much for themselves.  They have to follow instructions or fear being cast out of their belief system, and that is a fearful thing, also.  Open minds, and open hearts is what is required here and I, for one, would not want anything -retaliation - in revenge.  There are always people who get caught up in these wars - children again - and you continue to sow the seeds of fear and anger.”

Similar help is available in other types of distaster.  When the Titanic sank in 1912, W.T. Stead found himself out of his body just moments after he drowned.  At once he himself began to do some rescue work with other rescuers, helping the spirits of others who had drowned to stop panicking and to move away and off into the light.
In the same sitting in which Gustave Geley had appeared, the spirit of Lelia, Walter Prince’s wife came through, and among other things mentioned that she was doing rescue work with destitute children.  The medium said “She has so many children in her care, little waifs who have drifted from a sad and suffering world.  They are in her care until those who take them on, come for them.”   In her lifetime she had shown great interest in her husband’s psychic work (the Doris Fischer Case of Multiple Personality” among other things) and had been very religious and an active church worker.   She said that on the other side she had not changed  her faith. She has been true to her faith.
To come forward to the present time, and the book of another Polish medium,  Wanda Pratnicka, we can see that that many people can rescue themselves from mental or physical illness.  In  “Possessed by Ghosts” (Centrum Publishers, Gdynia, Poland. 2002).she describes how a man who spent twelve years in a psychiatric hospital, suffering from severe schizophrenia, finally realised that it was the spirit of his dead mother who was causing the problems.  Instead of going into the light after her death, “motivated by a blind love for her son she remained and looked after him just as she had done when alive.  She drove him to severe illness.  When he discovered the cause he demanded the right to his own life.  Even though he had to wage war against himself and his mother, he didn’t allow her possessive affection to continue deciding about his  life.  He fought for his life and he won.  
“Many patients decide to take that step when they discover the cause of their misery.  They do not allow the ghosts to continue to interfere with their own lives.  Even though the ghosts occasionally return they courageously keep steering their own ship.
“You see, in truth nothing has changed in that person, they have the same number of ghosts as before, but their awareness has changed.  This gives them strength and leads to a full recovery.  They don’t give up the wheel even when they doubt that they can cope with the challenge.  Now they know that if they allowed themselves to weaken it would be the same as becoming ill.  They want to get better and the very awareness of their state gives them strength in the battle against the invading ghosts.  When an exorcist leads the ghosts away, the person will certainly not allow them to come back in.”  
article on air disasters - Rescue Circles (134) also - Self-Help Rescue Work. 

 

	There have been a number of tragic air crashes recently, off the coast of Brazil, over Buffalo, and elsewhere,  as well as other untimely deaths in political assassinations and the continual ongoing terrorist suicide bombings.  Although it is no consolation to us for the loss of lives, it is reassuring to know that the victims do not suffer.  They loose consciousness before impact, explosion or feeling the bullets or bomb fragments.  We know this from  the accounts of those who return to tell their story.  
 

We don't have public examples yet from the recent Air France flight from Rio to Paris, but if we go back a few years we can gather what the victims may have experienced, from the crash of a flight from Warsaw to Paris.   This was what happened in October 1924 to the psychic researcher Gustave Geley returning home after meeting the great Polish  engineer and medium Franck  Kluski.  The propeller of the plane worked loose and broke off, and both Geley and his pilot were killed. 
 

 Returning in a seance held not long afterwards in New Jersey at the house of medium Louise M. Chamberlaine in the presence of Gertude Tubby, Geley talked about the crash and said he "knew the end had come when we began to fall.  Not possible to save the body. I was out of it before  that body injured  Not prolonged.  Merciful.  God protected.  I was only conscious of great danger.  My heart in my mouth!  The fear of suffering is always paramount.  I woke from refreshing deep sleep.  Found my old friends near me, my devoted ones who had preceeded me.   Send my wife and children my love and my earnest longing to bring them some sign.  
 

".....After death my mental apparatus kept on;  there was no lapse. There was nothing that shut me out.  It was sleep, a long refreshing one, and a wakening to consciousness only a little bewildered by the change.  But my thinking was not snapped off.  No discontinuation of thought in any way.  Body different."
 

At an earlier seance with this  medium on October 3rd 1924, James Hyslop had come through to say that "mind lives and survives and acts without body easily.  Spirit survives, acts independently and has an organism of its own not related in any way to other matter."
 

Airmen who were killed in action in the Battle of Britain and elswhere in World War II found themselves transported out of their body  before the impact of crashing or being shot, and some were walking along the streets of Wimbledon, in London, one time, and strangely floated into the house where Lord Dowding was holding a rescue circle. There they finally realised that they were dead, after talking with the Air Chief Marshal.   There is no fear or pain in the process of leaving the body.  The pain occurs if the spirit returns to a wounded, burned and resuscitated body. But no pain endures for ever.  Unconsciousness  returns, or the patient moves out of the body, as in a near-death experience. I have been "out" in that way, experienced the light, and the warm loving atmosphere and loved ones to talk with, and definitely not wanting to return here. But that was 63 years ago!
 

Appearing at a rescue circle meeting in Devon UK just nine days after 9/11 a terrorist hijacker who piloted one of the planes into the World Trade Centre said he had felt no after-effects, only surprise and anger that he had found himself lost in the clouds of a sort of limbo, and not in the paradise he had be told to expect.  An English lady trapped on the higher floors of one of the Twin Towers where she had been working also found herself free of the body quite quickly, with no pain.  "There was so much smoke that within minutes, well, less than that really - in some instances it was instant...on the floor where the plane landed, you could say it was instant; for those on the different floors it would either be the masonry or the smoke would get you in a few minutes or fire.  I can't say whether those in the planes went beforehand or whether those on the other floors went before the accident.  All I can really say, is what happened to me, and one or two on the same floor as me.  It's very confusing and when it goes black - dark - some people are rushing down the stairs and other people are falling down, and everything starts to crumble. Fortunately it wasn't very long.  It's such a difference (when you're actually there) in the situation.  It's such a relief to find you are not in pain and that you are away from it.  
 

"These people who came to help just emanated so much kindness that they felt like old friends.  They took me in hand and said, 'Come on, Margaret, there's no need to hang around there for the moment.  Just follow everybody else.  Come and have a cup of coffee'   ......I'd like people to know that I'm not non-existing, that I do have a life and that life will continue.  It will take me a while to overcome my feeling of grief, myself, and I may have to go for a rest somewhere, but in the meantime I'm staying around to give help.   Sometimes help is just sitting with someone while they're in a state of shock, or perhaps leading someone into the healing center, or leading them into a quiet garden, where they can absorb - or we can all absorb - the higher vibrations, away from that terrible, terrible accident - well it wasn't so much an accident, was it, but we thought it was at first.  I was in the first one.  ....We know more or less what happened  and I have just asked if I could come, just to give thanks for all the prayers that helped us, and to reassure you that there has been much help.  There are a few wandering around confused, but they have helpers with them - working with them.   ......In a sense we can feel sorry for the men who took part in this act.  They thought they were doing the right thing.  In a sense they're not allowed to think too much for themselves.  They have to follow instructions or fear being cast out of their belief system, and that is a fearful thing, also.  Open minds, and open hearts is what is required here and I, for one, would not want anything -retaliation - in revenge.  There are always people who get caught up in these wars - children again - and you continue to sow the seeds of fear and anger."
 

Similar help is available in other types of distaster.  When the Titanic sank in 1912, W.T. Stead found himself out of his body just moments after he drowned.  At once he himself began to do some rescue work with other rescuers, helping the spirits of others who had drowned to stop panicking and to move away and off into the light.
 

In the same sitting in which Gustave Geley had appeared, the spirit of Lelia, Walter Prince's wife came through, and among other things mentioned that she was doing rescue work with distitute children.  The medium said "She has so many children in her care, little waifs who have drifted from a sad and suffering world.  They are in her care until those who take them on, come for them."   In her lifetime she had shown great interest in her husband's psychic work (the Doris Fischer Case of Multiple Personality" among other things) and had been very religious and an active church worker.   She said that on the other side she had not changed  her faith. She has been true to her faith.
 

To come forward to the present time, and the book of another Polish medium,  Wanda Pratnicka, we can see that that many people can  help rescue themselves from mental or physical illness.  In  "Possessed by Ghosts" (Centrum Publishers, Gdynia, Poland. 2002).she describes how a man who spent twelve years in a psychiatric hospital, suffering from severe schizophrenia, finally realised that it was the spirit of his dead mother who was causing the problems.  Instead of going into the light after her death, "motivated by a blind love for her son she remained and looked after him just as she had done when alive.  She drove him to severe illness.  When he discovered the cause he demanded the right to his own life.  Even though he had to wage war against himself and his mother, he didn't allow her possessive affection to continue deciding about his  life.  He fought for his life and he won.  
 

"Many patients decide to take that step when they discover the cause of their misery.  They do not allow the ghosts to continue to interfere with their own lives.  Even though the ghosts occasionally return they courageously keep steering their own ship.
 

"You see, in truth nothing has changed in that person, they have the same number of ghosts as before, but their awareness has changed.  This gives them strength and leads to a full recovery.  They don't give up the wheel even when they doubt that they can cope with the challenge.  Now they know that if they allowed themselves to weaken it would be the same as becoming ill.  They want to get better and the very awareness of their state gives them strength in the battle against the invading ghosts.  When an exorcist leads the ghosts away, the person will certainly not allow them to come back in."  

 

 Richard Rowley   June 2009

 


Subject: Rescue Circles (135) a prediction relevant to spirit release work. Rescue cases with Helen Greaves, and Lorna Byrne (Ireland). 

	.

Medium Helen Greaves received this warning from a spirit guide back in 1972 about helping with spirit rescue work. I think there are wise instructions for all of us in the following communication. 
 

It must be stressed again that prayer, meditation and invocation (for spiritual protection) form the channel for all service.  Prayer is the use of the channel to contact the Holy Spirit (God);  any resulting effects are in the power of that Spirit alone.
 

For people who wish to experiment, and those who are dazzled by the glamour of DOING GOOD in the lower astral worlds, the dangers are overwhelming.  They are, indeed, venturing into a den of lions without a guard at the ready to counteract attack should any of the beasts turn vicious.  No helper on these planes of the spirit, however experienced, is allowed to enter the Shadow World without a higher Brother (or Sister) who is one of the Band of Light; or without the preparation of true prayer and a knowledge of the technique of self-protection.  Pray for these poor resentful creatures that they might find peace and be led into light; but leave the MEANS of their so-doing in higher hands
 

Today in the earth-world, a great danger is approaching.  Mankind has reached a stage in his evolution where he is entering into the consciousness of the Fourth Dimension.  This is evident from the advance in the scope of men's minds, and in  the interest in the problem of time, in the exploration of space, in experimentation in telepathy, pre-cognition, extra-sensory perception and the survival of the personality after death of the physical body.  Man's mind is now stretching out into exploration of his body of energy, the unseen etheric body; and for some, consciousness beyond the physical plane will be a natural outcome.
 

But herein lies the element of danger.  For in the projection of consciousness thus gained and the first advance towards the Spiritual Plane, the astral world of the (so-called) dead will become more accessible to contact. This includes the astral world of ignorance and darkness with its unenlightened creatures prowling forth in search of the passions and pleasures of earth now denied them, as well as those higher regions of peace and harmony, wherein advanced souls lead pilgrims ever onward and into the planes of progress between.  The danger which you  are, alas, already witnessing, is to be found in the sad obsessions of those caught in the glamour of drugged visions, and  of those already filched of their personalities by the parasitic  clinging of possessive lower-astral entities.  Yet, evolution progresses, God be thanked, and the light is pouring forth in the  work of advanced beings and masters of wisdom who are preparing groups of spiritual seekers to go forward into this great adventure.
 

Caution, therefore, is necessary in this coming age.  Your own experience and our warning illustrate the subtlety of such dangers.  Take heed and be prepared and protected by the inner life of prayer and contemplation of the creative divine spirit, aligning yourselves and your efforts within the Light of the Christ, [ or the light of the Divine Light Invocation, if you are of  Buddhist, Hindu, Muslim or other world faith.  The source is the same].
 

Reviewed from  The Wheel of Eternity  by Helen Greaves, C.W. Daniel Company Limited, 1974
______________________________________________________________
 

With regard to the question of autism, mental illness and retardation, and whether this has any link with spirit involvement within the circle of family and friends, I would think that this is quite possible, as well as of spirit intrusion from unrelated possession.   Release of either influence would no doubt lead to improvement of behaviour and relief of symptoms.  I am keeping track  at a distance  of three extended family cases, one of schizophrenia,  one of  ADD/autism  and one with alcohol/drug addiction where there is an attempt to move away from  criminal tendencies.   I will keep you informed of developments, but this may not be until sometime well into the future.
 

Helen Greaves makes a record of one such case concerning retardation in the Wheel of Eternity quoted above.   A lady of the manor living in Late Victorian England died and remained in limbo for 80 years, while her retarded son, who had predeceased her by drowning in a pond as a teenager,  had moved on to the higher Spiritual planes, and was doing what he could to awaken his mother from her earthbound state.  Her lack of compassion and cruel treatment of him had left her sealed off in a state of gloom.  With the son's help, Helen Greaves was able to converse with the haughty lady, and eventually rescue and release her.   The mother and son were indeed helping each other in spiritual evolution, as Helen's guide explained to her:-
 

   The boy, whose life span on your earthly plane was short, restricted and extremely difficult,  is a progressed soul.  He has already graduated to the Plane of Learning, and he offered himself to me for service.....He accompanies me on some occasions to the lower Worlds.  On one such visit he found his earth mother.  He was devastated at her plight, for although she had been cruel to him and he had been half-afraid of her, he had ever held a kind of dumb affection for her.  There had been a strong soul-link between the two, forged in other soul experiences, a link which had, alas, not been harmonious.  It was essential that this disharmony should be dissolved by love, but it was not accomplished in the relationship on the earth of son and mother. 
 

When the boy passed from your plane and was awakened in the heaven world, he learned of the failure and was sad.  He tried to send radiation of love to her to help her later years, but he could not reach her.  Then she, too, left her physical body.  His one aim now was to find her, and for that purpose he brought all his compassion to aid him.  But he was not successful, because she had brought over with her into her new life the same resentment and bitterness and selfishness with which she had faced the death-call.  The barrier between them seemed insurmountable.   Then, on our visit, he found her.  But she did not recognise the progressed boy.  He was far removed from the pathetic retarded youth who had drowned in the water of the pond in their house grounds.  She repudiated him.    

 

Rescue and release work could not begin until Helen Greaves, as a medium, came to reside in the area.  This apparently was engineered by the spirit world, so that she could act as go-between in effecting a release both of the mother, and a former servant who haunted the cottage she now lived in.   The full story is given in Helen's book, and reviewed in earlier episodes of the Rescue Circles series.
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 

Another medium and healer who occasionally undertakes rescue work is Lorna Byrne.  In her recent book, Angels in my Hair, (Doubleday, 2008) she mentions that one day while she was looking after her children in  her cottage in Dublin she felt the presence of a spirit gradually approaching the cottage.  Over the next few days the spirit visited quite frequently, getting closer.  She felt a drag on her energy, forcefully pulling her down to the floor. She said a prayer for the spirit to be helped away to Heaven.     Then one day she watched the spirit come into the hall.  He appeared faintly at first, and she could tell he was a boy and quite tall.   She asked what was wrong and how she could help.    He kept repeating - I am here - here I am!  over and over again,  and he was desperately pulling at her, physically.    This manifestation continued for months, quite exhausting Lorna.. She was able to discern clairvoyantly that he was a young man named Peter, trapped in water and struggling to get out.   He was unable to use his hands, so that he could not hold on to anything.  The water at times was muddy, and there was a shelf of earth above him.  He kept shouting that he was there  - I am here! - trying to attract attention.   
 

From further clairvoyance, Lorna understood that the young man had been out walking with friends, and they had started pushing him around, and kicked him to the ground, blaming him for something which he had not done.   
 

Later on, one of Lorna's brothers came visiting with his new wife Sally.  Now Sally's brother had gone missing some time before, and had not been found.  He had gone out to meet his girl friend, and had disappeared.  Now this turned out to be the young man, Peter, who had been trying to catch Lorna's attention clairvoyantly.  Apparently he had drowned in the canal, with his hands tied together with rope, but his body was not found for quite some time.  But by contacting Lorna his earthbound spirit had been released and moved on.   The whole tragic but fascinating story is told in Capter 19 of Lorna's book. She cites many other experiences of earthbound spirits coming to her to be helped on into the spirit world.  The spirit of the former occupant of their cottage  outside Dublin needed to talk to Lorna before she could finally leave, and a little girl who had died in a fire alone, thinking her parents hadn't loved her, needed to be shown that she was indeed loved, and that she would meet her parents once she crossed over.  After a few months, she too went on her way.  
 

   Richard Rowley.
 



	



	Rescue Circles (136) Unity and the relative power of the Dark Forces. Souls ravaged by genocide in Cambodia.

 

It is important to know that this great knowledge we have of the world of spirit beyond  the material universe, of our greater existence and our ability to contact and interact with those who have passed on,  and in return, their ability in various ways to contact, influence and help us, - this great knowledge provides  us with an understanding of why the world we live in is in such a deplorable state of suffering, unrest and disharmony, in spite of technological advances.  How can it be that with all this richness in spirit life, we continue to suffer in this world, to act cruelly and destructively, destroying our very civilization and the natural beauty we see around us?  Albert Schweitzer had some thoughts about this after the First World War, writing in 1923 and foreseeing further trouble ahead and his comments  are most pertinent today.  Civilization had lost its humanity, and science, technology and philosophy were, and are still leading towards nihilism, futility and meaningless destruction.  [ see his books "The Decay and the Restoration of Civilization"  and "Civilization and Ethics."]  Post-Modernism has led us even further along that path. 

 

On a personal note, having moved beyond  acceptance of many of the beliefs of the world religions towards the knowledge which Spiritualism and Psychic Science has opened up for us.  I do wonder how fellow human beings can continue to destroy each other and themselves, and the world around them, in the name of defence and security, or some ideal, cause or just out of greed, self-interest, ignorance or insanity.   They all lack what Schweitzer would call reverence for life.  Their ethical system is relative, or rather, their thinking is unethical, and ignores spiritual law.  They either entranced by material prospects or are influenced by very negative spiritual energies.

 

The trouble in trying to deal with and heal the casualties arising from this situation is that most of the members of our medical and mental health professions do not accept the spiritual realities, and are even sceptical of the effectiveness of prayer.  As for spirit release therapy, it is too far out for most to understand and accept.  Personally I DO accept the greater spiritual realties behind all life which are glimpsed in different ways by our world religions.  A near-death-experience at age 11, and evidence received through mediums of survival of members of my own family, cast out any possible doubt. Demonstrations at the Findhorn Community in Scotland by Eileen Caddy, Dorothy MacLean, David Spangler and others, and more recently by Lorna Byrne in Ireland have shown that there is also a world of devas, angels and nature spirits and other entities who cooperate in maintaining and healing us and our environment.  Prayer and communication with other worlds and dimensions have time and again been  demonstrated.to be effective and meaningful.

 

With regard to dealing with the medical profession's general apathy in this direction, I can do no better than review a few  passages relevant to Spirit Release work, from Dr. Richard F. Mollica's book about his treating cases of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder all around the world, "Healing Invisible Wounds: Paths to Hope and Recovery in a Violent World."  [Harcourt Inc., 2006.]   The book is required reading for all of us concerned with the effects of violence in this troubled world of ours. 

 

          "As I listened to the story of Leakana, an elderly Cambodian woman who was one of the first patients in our clinic (for refugees from genocide) I realised that the conventional psychiatric tools I had been taught would not be sufficient to help her.......

She had survived the Khmer Rouge labor camps that killed five daughters and four of her ten grandchildren.  After fleeing Cambodia into the Thai refugee camps, she and a remaining son and daughter were resettled in America.  Psychologically, she was full of fear, anxiety, and despair.  Her main medical complaint was that she was dizzy and chronically on the verge of fainting.  [she had been 'lucky' to have survived, when more than two million people, out of approximately eight million, died of starvation and murder in Pol Pot's  labor camps, not to mention the casualties of the previous decade from the bombing of Cambodia and Laos by U.S. planes, where more tonnage had been dropped on those neutral countries than had been dropped during the entire second World War.  The emerging nations are not the only perpetrators of acts of barbarism.  The USA has the largest growing arsenal of weapons of mass destruction in the world, and has not been afraid to use them].

     "[She] was a deeply religious Buddhist widow.  She believed her spirit was possessed by the god of the sun, who cause her to faint and accompnied her to a place with animals and people who represented death.  Spirit possession is common in Cambodian culture and can, as in this patient's case, be dangerous.  Once the spirit has entered a person's body and mind, it can cause serious illness and even death if it not quickly eliminated.This patient was extremely depressed because the Khmer Rouge had killed most of her children and grandchildren.  Through her request for help in building a temple, she was telling us that the solution to her extraordinary grief and despair was not to be found in the counseling and medication we offered her.  Her pain was so great that it could only be relieved by building a Buddhist temple.

 

     "In a conventional psychiatric setting Leakana would have been diagnosed as having a psychotic illness because it seemed that she was out of touch with reality by claiming to be possessed by the god of the sun, hearing voices, and having hallucinations.  She would have been given drugs and denied access to psychotherapy.  Her request for help in building a temple by the sea would have been interpreted as grandiose and delusional.  But this assessment would have been inaccurate.  In her understanding of my role as a doctor to keep her healthy, it was legitimate for her to ask me to help build this temple, because she felt she was going to die.  I agreed to her request, having no idea how I could honor it.   The solution we came upon was to speak to local Cambodian authorities, who allowed Leakana to enter the local monastery as a Budddhist nun.  Although she was never able to build a temple herself, she could still devote her life to Buddhism.  [She visited the doctor every month, and in this way  she was able to live in peace until her death fifteen years later].......

 

     "The therapeutic power of spirituality is a sensitive topic for modern medical and psychiatric practitioners, who generally do not believe that divine beings enter into the healing process.  The medical and psychiatric attitude toward the healing power of spirituality leans more to the side of skepticism and passive neglect.  Although the medical profession deals with mortality on a daily basis, many doctors seem unable to address the spiritual issues of patients in spite of the hard scientific data demonstrating the efficacy of prayer, the avery physician would be uneasy at the thought  of praying with his dying patient or of offering spiritual support to a rape victim or torture survivor.  Because medical science is so enormously powerful and effective, medical practitioners usually do not allow any other healing system, especially one based on faith, to interact with their own.  While it is understandable that patients facing death might want to know whether their doctor has a religious or spiritual frame of reference, few ask, 'Do you believe or don't you?'  Through their mutual silence, the doctor and patient proceed in their relationship to ignore this important instrument of healing.....

 

     "The Cambodian refugees training as mental health practitioners often spoke about the common occurrence of spirit possession among the people they helped.  In this culture three types of spirit can enter a person, primarily producing bad results: a relative who has died and whose soul has not found rest; a famous person, such as King Jayavarman VII...; or a demon who wants to destroy the person possessed.  All three spirits can cause physical symptoms such as convulsions, dizziness, fever, fainting, and chronic insomnia;  they will also appear to their hosts in nightmares.  The spirits will sometimes speak through the voice of the possessed person without the person's knowledge or understanding.  Only the listeners can understand the spirit's communication.  If not properly cleansed from the person, the spirits can lead to serious illness and death.  Spirits of restless souls can be brought to peace through Buddhist funeral ceremonies, while the chants and herbal medications of folk healers can eliminate the spirits of historic persons and demons. 

 

     " The highly educated Cambodian trainees all believed in spirit possession and wanted to know where I stood personally and professionally on the issue.  Being asked directly if I believed in spirit possession created a crisis for me.  How relevant was my medical knowledge in a refugee camp where spirit possession was common  in the patients? The response my Khmer students expected from an American physician - namely, that I did not believe in spirit possession but it was fine for them to hold these beliefs - would have disguised a prejudice against spirituality.  I therefore answered with a weak yes, because I have never personally experienced a divine presence in my own medical practice.

 

         "A Navajo medical anthropologist once explained to me that in her society, as in most traditional societies, divine spirits will intervene therapeutically by casting out bad spirits only if a healer has been prepared through spiritual knowledge and practice.  I have clinically been able to acknowledge the truthfulness of this claim.  Every week I encounter in my Boston practice patients who are possessed by the spirits of relatives murdered by the Khmer Rouge, who appear primarily in dreams.  The bodies of these deceased relatives  invariably were desecrated.  I carefully obtain the full trauma story of the spirt possession and work with the patient to resolve the spirit's demands and wishes, which usually involve a proper Buddhist funeral ceremony.  After these rituals occur the spirits disappear from  the dreams,  along with  the patient's physical complaints. 

 

 "A middle-aged Bosnian psychiatrist had a clear role for spirituality  in his therapy.  When he was a Muslim youth in the former Yugoslavia, he initially rejected the strict Islamic religion of his parents.....When the war started after the breakup of Yugoslavia in 1992, he was called up by the military to protect his people against the atrocities of the Bosnian Serbs.  On the battlefield as a doctor, he was unarmed and yet no more than thirty meters from the front line.  During one brutal battle, Serb bullets tore into 

the left side of his body.  Before passing out, he sat down on the battlefield in a meditative pose,  closed his eyes, and thought, 'I am now a martyr and will soon enter paradise.'  He saw a ball of yellowish-white light without sharp borders engulf him and he began to rise up.  He could see his soul separating from his body, and he felt relieved that death was painless.  As  this process was nearing its end, however, he found himself unable to speak the Islamic words that would allow him to enter heaven.  'I bear winess that there is no God but Allah and that Muhammad is God's slave and messenger.'  He woke in a military field hospital with impaired use of his left arm due to nerve damage.  Eventually he received surgery in America and recovered the use of his arm.

 

     "After the war ended in 1995 with the Dayton Peace Accord, he found himself in charge of caring for  120 seriously mentally ill patients who had been left behind in the mental hospital by the retreating Serbian forces.  Their own people had locked them behind bars and left them under horrible conditions.  He worked with each and every one of the Serb patients, trying to restore their mental health with medication and therapy and eventually returning them, in good condition, to the enemy side.  As a doctor and human being, he was very satisfied with his work, and ultimately he was able to harmonize his Islamic beliefs with the Christian beliefs of his patients.

 

     "Today he works in Tuzla as a psychiatrist with people from all ethnic, cultural and relgious backgrounds, including Bosnian Serbs, Croat, and Muslim.  He asks all of his patients if they believe in God.  If they say no, he proceeds with conventioanl  psychiatric care.  If they say yes, he tries also to open up that side of their lives.  He prays prinvately with is Islamic patients in his medical exam room, as prayer is still not considered a standard psychiatric practice in Bosna.  He is strongly antinationalist, beleiving that those who use religion for political purposes are imposors creating great anxiety and conflict among people.  This physician is fortunate to have found the spiritual power of self-healing  in hos own life, which he can then use in appropriate and sensitive ways in his medical practice."

 

This world must be a school of hard knocks, where we sort out for ourselves right from wrong, and gradually learn self-discipline, and acquire wisdom and knowledge.  If we accept the theory of reincarnation, we could say that the majority of us are young souls, in need of many lives' experience before maturing into responsible spiritual beings.    Natural, spiritual and cosmic laws are there to guide and direct us,  but until we become aware of them, we will continue to suffer.  Our conscience, and the moral and ethical systems we live by lead us to right thought and action, and so we raise the frequency and quality of our being, and move beyond the physical world altogether, or if we stay, or return  in future lives, we acquire a reverence for all life forms,  practising ahimsa or non-violence, and cooperation with nature and with spirit.

 

What seems to be pure evil I would say is ignorance and lack of awareness of the higher dimensions of spirit, or lack of contact with it.  The absolute evil that some clairvoyants and psychic mediums and mystics come in contact with is, I believe, some of this accumulated negativity from the lower astral regions.  It is often personified as Satan, or the Devil, or called demonic forces, out of fear for the powerful and dangerous evil that is sensed around it, and it is exacerbated by other negative emotions of sin and guilt and natural instincts for self preservation.    I do not believe in the duality of good and evil, opposing forces constantly at war, as the Manicheans believed.  I follow the monist, or non-dual Advaita philosophy.  We may personify evil as the devil to separate what we dislike in ourselves and disclaim responsibility for it, as someone mentioned in this discussion recently. Until we recognise evil as the negativity in ourselves, which is a natural part of our material existence, which we must master before we can live ethically,  and revere all life, until then, we will continue to suffer as the world suffers today.  We could all list thousands of examples of where we have gone wrong, made wrong decisions and acted selfishly or destructively, - that would fill several books, but for now, let that be.   History books already are full of previous follies.  

 

There is another type of dualism which modern philsophers are discussing. That is the dualism dividing the material world  from the spiritual world.  This discussion lacks a logical foundation, however, since most modern philosophers, together with our sceptical scientists, subscribe to the current world-view, which does not accept a spiritual reality at all, in spite of the accumulating evidence. So how can a one-sided duality be possible?   If they did come to accept the spiritual reality, their arguments would crumble anyway, since the spiritual reality would be seen to be the originating source of our material universe, at one with it rather than at odds with it.  All is all, and one is one, and ever more will be so!

 

One conculding note as an afterthought, concerning spirit rescue and release.   Dr. Mollica mentions that since most of the victims of genocide never received proper burial, disappearing into mass graves at best, many of them have become vengeful and earthbound.  Their surviving relatives have since done their best to provide burial ceremonies after the event, to help these lost souls make a proper transition. We also have to consider that these very acts of barbarism, genocide, torture and terrorism, are influenced in part by spirits from the lower astral region. One way to forestall and prevent acts of violence would be to dispell these negative influences before they gathered momentum. Would this be another aspect of Spirit Release work?   Wider education about these "powers and principalities" in a scientific rather than a religious setting would lead the world out of the present state of ignorance in these matters.

 

     "[Another victim,] Somaly tells a story that reveals how the Khmer Rouge systematically attempted to degrade and annihilate traditional Khmer culture.  'When my mother died I could wrap her in beautiful clothes.  A horrible thing happened to her two or three days after I buried her.  Somebody told me, this is still a nightmare for me, that a wolf was able to go through her grave because they did not bury her deep enough.  How would you feel if you were me?  She was  the favorite person in my life.  She died, and you thought  she was in peace.  Even the body cannot stay in peace.'

 

     "In Somaly's case the sanctity of death and the proper Buddhist funerary ritual was forbidden to her and her family.  The perpetrators, who well knew the cultural, traditional, and religious beliefs of their victims, sought the maximum degree of humiliation by depriving them of a sacred burial that would bring the dead person's soul to rest, allowing it  to be reincarnated in a new life.  This degradation of the funeral ceremony by the Khmer Rouge was a common practice and led, for many survivors, to a lifetime of anguish believing that their relatives could not find peace in the afterlife.  Many Cambodians are plagued at night by the spirit visits of deceased relatives seeking peace through a proper Buddhist burial.  If and when they are able, the majority of survivors eventually conduct such ceremonies."

 Spiritualists and medium regularly in contact with the other side would maintain that many spirits reach the other side quite successfully without  a funeral, cremation o

Rescue Circles (136) addendum - a book review
 

Article (136)  (Rescue Circles - Unity and the Dark Forces   was a book review - (if you didn't read beyond the first few paragraphs) - showing how Richard Mollica's recent  book "Healing  Invisible Wounds" has great relevance for Spirit Release and Rescue work.   The world of spirit is a reality for mediums and mystics, and the perennial wisdom,  that great knowledge transmitted over time through all cultures and religions, if paid attention to, would have kept us out of the turmoils we find ourselves caught up in today.  We are influenced by the lower levels of the spirit worlds, and ignore spiritual law and ethics.
 

As well as the hundreds of thousands of mediums who have contributed to our knowledge of the other side over the past 160 years of Modern Spiritualism, not to mention the accumulated wisdom from earlier times, there is also a huge body of psychic science which up to the present time has been mostly ignored.   A couple of years ago I started writing a series of articles on lesser known psychical researchers, thinking it would cover half-a-dozen names.  To date I have come across in the archives the work of  over 500 published psychical researchers, from all over the world, all of whom have dedicated much of their professional lives, and sometimes jeopardised their positions and careers in espousing the cause of spiritualism, spiritism and a study of the paranormal.   

I have completed the first six articles, but I will have my work cut out trying to complete that never-ending series, as I have a feeling there are actually thousands of such researchers to be given their due recognition.

 

With regard to help from the world of spirit, they do try their best to catch our attention.  No doubt they have succeeded in influencing our statesmen  to refrain from using nuclear weapons or testing the hydrogen bomb in outer space, so that we are all still here.   An example of how they try to help us in smaller more personal ways is given by Lorna Byrne in her book "Angels in My Hair."  

 

In Ireland in the early 1970s when the troubles were just starting, Lorna was working in a department store, and she noticed a different kind of angel attending one of her co-workers, a salesman in the handbag (purse) department. The angel was moving the energy around within the man's body.   This alarmed Lorna, as she saw this happening clairvoyantly, but her  guide explained that this was the angel of Death, who only appears when someone is about to die in extraordinary circumstances.  Usually it is relatives and family friends in spirit who come to escort  a person who is about to cross over).   The Angel of Death does everything in his power to prevent the event and has many angels, or spirits, working with him.

 

For example, when a terrorist group is planning an atrocity that will destroy innocent life, the Angel of Death tries to convince people involved that God doesn't want this to happen (for example, 9/11, IRA bombings, Rwanda, the Balkans - where the visions at Medjugorge were meant to be  a wake-up call to forestall the troubles there, but not enough people took them into account, even though pilgrimages were made there from all over the world).   There should not be war, only peace.  The Angel of Death works everywhere, even among the highest levels of government, to prevent the taking of innocent life, especially in times of war, but often they don't listen.  This angel is full of compassion and love, but the people in Northern Ireland were not listening to their spiritual guidance..  

 

Lorna's co-worker was Catholic, and his girlfiriend from Northern Ireland was Protestant, and he was gunned down in the Streets  of Dublin during the troubles, shortly  after Lorna's vision of the angel.   Over three decades, from 1969 to the year 2000  over 3000 peole were killed  and many more injured during the troubles.  Before the hostilities broke out, I worked with several colleagues from Northern Ireland during the 1960s, and almost applied for an orchestral position in Belfast.  Instead, I opted for a musical and broadcasting career in Canada, and so bypassed the troubles entirely, though some fellow-bandsmen were killed by an IRA bomb which exploded in a London barracks in 1982. Someone was looking after me, although back then I had no knowledge of the spirit world. I was a Protestant at the time, and my wife a Catholic, but there was never any hostility between us.

 

I know that our knowledge compared with what must be available when we reach higher realms, is miniscule.  However, what we do have available here and now is immense, and encyclopaedic in size and quality, and could help us a lot.  As well as the bibles and scriptures from our religions, the works of Emanuel Swedenborg, and what has been communicated since the Eighteenth century, we have enough help from the other side to guide us onto a better path than we have so far followed.  Spirit of the highest level is trying to influence and guide us, but with the present ethical level of conduct, we are attracting the destructive and malicious energies of the lower astral planes.  SRF practitioners are aware of these influences in dealing with individual cases, but the same negative energies are rampant within certain countries and throughout whole regions in the world, stirring up political power struggles, ethnic animosities and  commercial  greed and financial dishonesty.
 

  So what I am saying is that there are wider implications for Spirit Release Therapy,  and we do have vast resources of knowledge and spiritual help to back us up, if we acknowledge them and ask for them and use them. 
 

I acknowledge the vastness of the physical universe, compared with the grain of sand which is our galaxy.  Measuring its size in terms of our solar system's years, the universe would measure over 10 billion light years across, and maybe it has another 10 billion years of existence before imploding in on itself.  But if, as the majority of scientists believe, our personal existence ends with the demise of our brain and physical body, then the demise of the universe really does not concern  us!  
 

Happily, some of us believe otherwise, and have plenty of evidence to prove it, in our terms!
 

          With every good wish.  Richard Rowley
r burial. The spirits themselves say that though some may attend their own funeral, those who  had no rituals performed for them still progress quite successfully over there.  The customs belong to the physical world, and not to the world of spirit, and the more mature the soul is, the less likely it is to require that type of assistance. The state of mind and belief system of the person who passes is all-important, and that is what may lead to the necessity for help from Spirit Rescue and Release practitioners, or even from exorcists. But eventually outmoded or erroneous religious teachings lose their hold on all those who progress on to the higher planes of the spirit world.  I would say that those who practice  Spirit Release Therapy and Rescue work have to be aware of the relative and temporary influence of religious beliefs and what is of more permanent value and eternally valid.  A practitioner who is not clairvoyant or psychically aware has to accept the validity of the spiritual dimensions even if like Dr. Millica he or she does not have personal direct experience.  There is no place for tongue-in-cheek scepticism, hesitation or uncertainty in dealing with spiritual realities.
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	Rescue Circles (137) A case of spirit release from Cyprus. The Jewish Girl (Part 1)


Possession by demons or the spirits of real people?  Rescue Circles and Spirit Release (137)Daskalos, “The Magus of Strovolos,”  given thepseudonym of  Spyros Sathi in three books by Kyriacos Markides, was in real life a Greek Cypriot civil servant by
the name of  Stelios (Stylianos) Atteshlis.  He as a spiritual healer, and he devoted his long life (1913 –1995)  teaching  the truth, Erevna, as he found it within Christian mysticism and Indian philosophy. 

  He effected a number of successful spirit  release and rescue procedures within his practice, through different forms of exorcism, varying them to comply with the patients’ belief systems.
After freeing the patient, he sent the offending spirits oninto appropriate levels of the  spirit world, rather  than simply casting them out, as Catholic exorcists seem to do.  

  He naturally aroused a lot of opposition from the orthodox church and from the medical profession, so he created his own organization  for the protection of his work and his assistants and students.  
One researcher who studied his work  was another Greek Cypriot, Kyriacos Markides, who had emigrated to the USA in 1960 and later became Professor of Sociology at the University of Maine. He returned to Cyprus in the late 1970s and early  1980s  and devoted many vacations and a sabbatical year studying At teshlis, who by now was a grandfather and retired from the Civil Service, living frugally on his government pension.  He was a tall, kindly man with a sense of humour, with painting and classical music as his hobbies. Not the image of a mad satanic dabbler in the occult which the church had depicted him as being.    Markides reported his findings in three books, “The Magus of Strovolos,”  “Homage to the Sun” and “Fire in the Heart.”  Published by Penguin /Arkana Books. He has since moved on to study the spiritual philosophy taught in the Greek Orthodox monasteries in Cyprus and mainland Greece. 
 I will review a case mentioned in his first book which dealt with the release of two Nazi spirits, thought by the patient’s family to be demons.. [I am particularly interested in Markides’ writing, both about Daskalos and about Archbishop Makarios, who had consulted Atteshlis, and the struggle for independence and the later Turkish invasion in 1974, since when I was attending Saltley College in Birmingham in 1957, I met students who had been in the British Army out there, and some Greek Cypriots and a Turkish Cypriot.  They all had different sides of the story to tell.  RR.]
 Late in August, 1978, Markides went to Cyprus to meet Atteshlis for the first time, though he had known of his reputation since  childhood.  Maro, a friend of the author’s  sister asked if he would arrange a meeting with Daskalos on behalf of  some friends of hers.  “ They were Jewish”  Markides writes*, “and just arrived from Israel.   Their daughter was having severe psychological problems.  The
medical doctors could do nothing and they had resorted to many psychiatrists but to no avail.  The girl, I was told, was quite normal until one night when she dreamed of demons tormenting her.  Since then, she heard their voices and saw them in her dreams.  She desperately needed help because her situation was deteriorating.  

 This girl had come to Cyprus with her mother to visit an aunt.  Maro asked whether it would be possible for me to arrange a meeting with Daskalos that very day. 
 After several phone calls I managed to locate Daskalos.  We made an appointment for eleven thirty.  By that time, he said, he would be through with his errands.  Maro arrived at our house  with her friends shortly before the meeting with Daskalos. 
 She introduced me to the three Jewish women, mother, daughter and aunt.  They spoke broken English and, given their apparent uneasiness, carrying on a conversation with them was not easy.  The girl appeared ‘normal’ but I noticed deep anxiety and sadness in her face.

 It took us only fifteen minutes to drive to Daskalos’ house……Daskalos was with Loizos, one of his close students who was
studying medicine at the University of Athens.  I asked the three women to introduce themselves.  Then I briefly explained to Daskalos the nature of our visit. 
 He made himself comfortable in his armchair and looked at  the girl intensely.


“You have a talisman on you,” he said, “right at the heart.  It is a six-pointed star.”
  I saw the faces of all three of the women lighting up.  The girl’s mother, in her heavily accented English, noted that underneath her daughter’s dress, at the spot where Daskalos mentioned, there was, in fact, a talisman in the shape of David’s star made for her daughter by a Jewish rabbi.  This demonstration of psychic power by Daskalos apparently established in their eyes his credibility as a healer.  He then asked Hadas, the girl, to describe to him what happened.  With the help of her mother and aunt she explained that whenever ‘they’ come she felt that they took her soul away and that her body was dead.  Whenever this happened she experienced pains in her stomach and in the back of her head.  “I am abnormal,” she concluded, “these demons will not let me rest for a single moment.”
  “How can you say you are abnormal,” Daskalos interjected, “when you explain to me what happens to you in such a lucid and comprehensible manner?”
   “This is what her mother believes,” said the aunt with
excitement.  “It is all in her imagination.”
   I noticed that Daskalos was not impressed with this diagnosis of the girl’s predicament and continued asking  questions.  

  “Did you ever ask these spirits who they were and what they wanted from you?”
 “No, I did not,” Hadas replied.
“How old are you?”


 “Twenty-six.”   Actually, she did not
look to me more than twenty.
 

 “What is your religion?”
 

 “Jewish.”

 “Close you eyes, please.”  She apparently did not understand what  Daskalos said and her aunt interpreted his words in Hebrew.  Hadas showed eagerness to cooperate and closed her eyes while Daskalos focussed on he face.  In a few seconds she opened her eyes and Daskalos began to talk again.


 “If you want me to help you, you must tell me whether you
genuinely believe in God or not.”

  “I do, I do,” the girl replied in earnest.

  “Good!  I could not have helped you otherwise.”  Daskalos then offered his diagnosis of the problem.

  “Your daughter,: he said to the mother, “is not suffering from demonic possession.”  He then looked at me and continued, “Neither is she possessed by elementals.”  Finally addressing himself to Hadas he said, “Those you see and whose voices you hear tormenting
you are not illusions.  They are human beings.  They are Nazis.”   I saw horror expressed in the faces of the three Jewish women.  “They are two spirits, husband and wife, who died during the bombardment of Hamburg by the Allies.  They took part in the Holocaust and physically tortured a great number of Jews.  When they departed to the other world they carried with them their hatred for Jews.    

 So theymanaged to get possession of you at a time when their vibrations and yours were on the same frequency.  The husband took possession of your solar plexus and the woman your second chakra.  But they have not been able to take over the chakra of your brain.  They have managed to send to the asylum four other Jewish women.  But you need not be afraid because today we will cut the connection and send them away.  Since your religion is Jewish we will do the exorcism in accordance with the Jewish Cabbala.” 

  Daskalos then asked Loizos to go upstairs to the bedroom and fetch the White Eagle, a small statue Daskalos kept at his bedside.  It was Daskalos’ symbol of white magic, a very ancient mystical symbol, I found out later.  Loizos was also instructed to bring along a silver six-pointed star, a gift to Daskalos from a Jewish mystic.  In its centre there were inscriptions in Hebrew of the Ten Commandments  Daskalos told Loizos that on his chest holding  on  his return to the living room he should have his hands crossed over this chest holding on one hand the White Eagle and on the other the six-pointed star.  He also told Loizos not to utter a word while holding the two objects in that fashion.   Loizos went upstairs and Daskalos began his preparations.  He first lit a white candle
and filled a glass of water which he placed on the table next to the candle.  Then he got a piece of white paper and markers of various colours.  He went into the Sanctum and  brought back the Unpointed Sword, kissed it and placed it over the paper.  When Loizos returned, looking sombre and silent just as he had been told, Daskalos took the statue, placed it next to the candle, and held the
six-pointed star with his other hand.


 “Come forward,” he said to the girl.  She stood up and came close to the table. Can you read Hebrew?”  Daskalos asked.

  

“Yes” said the girl softly.  Then Daskalos extended his arm and held the six-pointed star firmly in front of her face.  He asked her to read aloud the Ten Commandments.  After she had finished, he gave her the six-pointed star and told her to sit down and hold it with
her right hand tightly over her heart.

  “Repeat after me” Daskalos commanded, “Shalom Alehem,
Shalom Alehem.”

  The girl repeated it  in a broken voice.  I noticed a look of awe in the eyes of the other two women upon hearing the Hebrew words.

  Daskalos then sat in front of his desk, kissed the Unpointed Sword, and asked Hadas to do likewise.  Then he asked her to begin a prayer she knew in Hebrew. 


 While she recited her prayer, Daskalos continued to murmur “Shalom Alehem, Shalom Alehem” and using the Unpointed Sword and a red marker he began to draw several lines that appeared to me like several six-pointed stars, one almost on top of the other.  His movements were slow and determined.  After a few minutes he stopped murmuring “Shalom Alehem: and began talking slowly while still drawing the red lines.  I could not make out what he was saying.  I could only see his lips moving.  Loizos was standing behind Daskalos and joined in murmuring monotonously “Shalom Alehem” while his eyes were fixed on Daskalos’ drawings.  Hadas continued her prayer, held the six-pointed star firmly against her chest, and focused her gaze on the flame as Daskalos had instructed her to do.  I noticed the other two women were sitting on the couch next to eachother  holding firmly each other’s hand and watching
with watery eyes what was going on.  It was an emotional scene.  At that moment Daskalos appeared more like a rabbi than a Greek Cypriot medicine man.  By following Jewish mystical procedures he apparently eased the tension of the Jewish women, making it easier for them to participate meaningfully in the healing session.  I suppose had the girl been a Muslim he would have followed
Sufi methods to accomplish the same task.  

  “No, you are not Christians.  You are swine.  No pity on you,”  he said in English with a loud severe voice, while concentrating on the flame and moving his hands around it.  The flame was behaving in a rather strange manner.  I had noticed this procedure on several occasions.  Daskalos would concentrate  his eyes on the candle and from a distance, usually two to three  feet away, he would move his palm rapidly left and right in a trembling fashion.  As he was doing
this, the flame would become thin and elongated, black smoke flying away from its tip.  Then it would shrink and vacillate violently.  The flame appeared to respond to Daskalos’ hand movements.  Subsequently he would bring his palm forward and pass it over the flame as if trying to grasp it.  He would then open his fist right over his drawings as if throwing something onto the paper,
murmuring words no one could hear.  


 Daskalos shook his head disapprovingly while focusing and working on the candle’s flame.  “They are
stubborn,” he said, as if to inform his audience of the difficulties he was facing.  “No, you are not Christians,” he repeated loudly and severely, “I am Jewish now!  Shalom Alehem.”

  Daskalos spent about twenty minutes working with the flame a rather long period in comparison with other times that Ihad witnessed similar procedures.  When he stopped I saw an expression of relief and satisfaction on his face.  I also observed that the moment he stopped working with the flame it became still.

  Hadas continued to repeat her prayer and Daskalos folded the white paper in the shape of a triangle.  He then
placed the edge of the folded paper over the flame, setting it on fire.  izos, who was still murmuring “Shalom Alehem,” took the special container until it burned completely.  Daskalos then asked the girl to put out the flame herself and then drink of the “magnetized”
water.

  “You have nothing to worry about from now on,” he declared authoritatively.  They can no longer harm you or anyone else.  Both of them are now gone to a place where they can rest in peace until they come to their senses.  You may still feel heavy in the head but do
not worry.  They are the aftereffects that will gradually go away.  But they can never again take possession of your aura.  They may try to affect you telepathically but they cannot take possession of you. 


 If you feel them near you, just say the prayer you have been saying here and concentrate on the flame of the white candle.  The moment you do that they will be scared and will go away”

  Then Daskalos returned to his armchair.  He looked tired.  Little Marios, his three-year-old grandson, who had in the meantime come into  the room, climbed on Daskalos’ lap and rested his head on his grandfather’s chest.  Daskalos began stroking the boy’s head. 
After a few moments of silence he said to the three women who sat there looking overwhelmed, “It is amazing, is it not?  People carry their hatreds even beyond the grave.”

  Daskalos refused to accept any payment for hisservices.  He remarked,  “I don’t  understand how a psychotherapist could ask for money for something which is not his, the life-giving ether of the Holy Spirit.  You have been freely given, you should freely give,” he concluded.   The three women stood up, thanked Daskalos, and we all left.”

  When Markides visited Daskalos a week later, he found that Daskalos was not surprised tto hear that Hadas was now quite
well.  He knew that she had been cured.  

  “It is a case,” Daskalos began, “which I have encountered on several occasions.  So far six or seven Jews, men and women, have come from Israel so that I could free them from ‘possession.’  In this case we are dealing with humans who died and who, during their lives,
had relentless hatred against certain people or situations and who failed to make a complete transition to the psychic world.  Instead they found themselves oscillating between the etheric of the gross material world and the
psychic world.  They thus found themselves in a position that allowed them to come in touch with this world.  The way they do it is by taking possession of a human being who lives here on Earth and has certain phobias or is in a certain psychological state that permits these spirits to enter the person.   Possession, be it by a demon, an elemental, or a departed human, can take place only if there are reasons, that is, when the individual vibrates analogousl  with whoever or whatever tries to enter him.  Inother words, the person must himself have the predisposition to hurt.   That girl had certain phobias that, had they been left unchecked, could have grown and
hurt certain people.  Therefore, for possession to take place, the seed of something similar must exist in the one to be possessed.  These Nazis tried gradually and in stages to get possession of the body  of this girl, and they succeeded.  These spirits were pushing her to
self-destruction.  You see, they were not elementals of her own making that left her and then came back to her [like a Tibetan tulpa].  Nor were they elementals of black magic sent to her by someone who wanted to harm her. So, as you see, possession can be by demons, by humans that have departed, or by elementals.  The most difficult type of possession to cope with is by departed humans. 
 They have a peculiar persistence.  It is not easy to send them away.  And you cannot destroy or dissolve them.  They are eternal beings
and cannot be destroyed.  That’s where the difficulty lies.  For example, I can and I have the right to destroy and dissolve an elemental, no matter how powerful and terrifying it may be.  In this case did you notice the persistence of those spirits?   Did you not notice that they refused to leave her?  I would get them out of her and then they would return.  I had a hard time passing them through fire.”

  Markides remarked that he was not clairvoyant, and so had not seen any of this.  But he had notices the flame moving. “Is that why the flame behaved in such a strange manner?”  

  “Yes.  I was trying to pass them through the element of fire so that I could isolate them and then thrust them into Erevos.  That is a form of psychonoetic abyss which is not punishment but a necessary condition similar, I would say, to oblivion where their memories will be erased so that when they return to consciousness they will not remember anything.  You will see that what separates the various worlds, the etheric of the gross material, the psychic [astral] and the noetic [the mental realm or play of the mind] is the veil of Erevos or abyss [Lethe].  When impression, yet one knows that one exists.  Quite often human beings enter there during deep sleep.   The ancient Greeks called it ‘The Dregs of the Water.’  It is a necessary condition to force human spirits that vibrate satanically, so to speak, to forget.”

  

To be continued, with more explanations from Daskalos, and Hadas, the Jewish girl, describes the onset of her symptoms,
before she came to Daskalos to be cured. 
   Richard R.

  

*material Copyright Kyriacos C. Markides.  1985. 
For study purposes only.








The Jewish Girl and the Nazi Spirits (continued)  
 

	  

  

Rescue Circles and Spirit Release (138)   A case of possession (continued from article 137) 

  

Daskalos was telling Markides that the spirits of the former Nazis would be made to forget.  Markides suggested that their Karma would not forget.  Daskalos replied: 

  

“No , of course not. They will come down to get their experiences and pay their debts.  Erevos (a place of reflection and self-judgment akin to the idea of limbo, or temporary purgatory) is just an expression of Divine Mercy.  So I tried to confine them in Erevos.  Now they are in a state of deep sleep.  They don’t have the desire and they don’t have the power to harm anybody.  Therefore, the Jewish girl has nothing more to fear.  But, because they stayed within her for such a long time, they brought about a certain amount of turbulence in her subconscious.  There are still memories in her of what they had done.   Now, you may ask, could I not have brought her into such a state that she could forget everything?  It would have been very dangerous.  She must gradually replace those memories herself.  And she IS now in a position to defend herself and to realize that it was THEY who created these pseudo-elementals in her.  Now, had I uprooted these memories one by one, I might have disturbed her personality.” 

  

“So what you are saying is that this girl may hear voices again but in that case they will be elementals left over from her possession.  And the prayer you asked her to say is to dissolve such elementals herself the moment she feels them near her.” 

  

“Exactly.  That is why I gave her a method which she can apply to dissolve these pseudo-elementals.” 

  

“It is a form of autosuggestion.” 

  

“Precisely.  This is what it is.  But what is autosuggestion?  Self-conscious construction of elementals for a particular purpose.  Therefore, that girl has a way to cure herself completely and at her own pace.  Jesus once said that when we notice weeds growing in a field where we had just planted good seed, we should not uproot the weeds right away.  We must wait until the good seed matures.” 

  

“Daskalos, you were carrying on a conversation with those spirits.  And you said certain things such as ‘You are not Christians, you are swine.’  Did you say anything else?” 

  

“Yes, a lot of things, through thought.  I said those words in English, not for the spirits, since I could communicate with them mentally, but so that that the subject, the Jewish girl, would understand how I characterize them.  Do you understand now?  I was working on both sides…. One of them said, ‘You are a Christian.  What do you care about the Jews? They are enemies of Christianity.  We are  Christians.’   I told them, ‘You are not Christians because you trampled underfoot all Christian values.’    ‘We are!’ they insisted.  I noticed that in a past incarnation they had been members of a fanatical Protestant sect.   So I then brought those two into a situation which would make them realize that, not only are they not Christians, but they are swine, like those spirits that Jesus sent into the herd of pigs in order to destroy them.” 

  

“When you said that you thrust them into Erevos, did you mean you created angelic elementals that escorted them there, and in order to do that, did you have to pass them through the element of fire?” 

  

“Yes, of course.  And I had to pass through fire myself, as consciousness, that is, [not literally] so that I could bring them into a hypnotic state and dress them with Erevos.  Now the Erevos that they got into is triadic.  First, it is the etheric Erevos which they cannot break through and thus descend down to the gross material plane.  Second, it is the psychic.  Erevos which will create the analogous psychic conditions for their sobering up, that is, the awakening with them of what we call conscience.  And, third, the noetic [mental] Erevos which will calm them  down and put them under the influence of reason so that they become conscious of the evilness of their thoughts and actions.  Had I thrown them into the Erevos of total forgetfulness, they would not have received any benefits.  I put them into the Erevos of forgetting particular incidents and episodes, but kept them awake in terms of conditions, so that conscience may work on them.  I replaced the vibrations of hatred, antipathy and so on with the vibrations of compassion, and, if not love, at least tolerance.  Therefore those two will be working through the elementals that I sent inside them.  You see, it was not just a question of helping the Jewish girl, but also the two Nazis. So I planted within them an elemental like a punishing angel, which will not really punish them for the sake of punishment, but rather an elemental which will awaken in them their own situation.  Do you understand now what is happening?  I dressed them in their thoughts with an elemental which has three dimensions in terms of vibrations.  And the first dimension, as I told you, is the etheric so that it will not permit them to possess another human organism, which is done usually through the liver and the spleen.  That’s where they enter.  In the psychonoetic Erevos specific incidents will be forgotten but the conditions will not be forgotten.  In other words, the memory that ‘I am an evil person because I hated, I tried to kill another person, I tried to obliterate and destroy another person’ will remain.  And there were specific episodes with places, names, circumstances, and so on.  Those we now set aside in the psychic and noetic Erevos and we turn the roles around.  In their thought they now become the persecuted instead of the persecutors.  They will be the ones who will want to protect themselves from others who are trying to harm them.   You see I  turn things around.  This is, after all, what Karma does day and night.  They don’t remember details of who they are.  They just live vicariously, like a child who goes to the cinema and then in his dreams he sees himself being the hero, doing this and that.  He has certain experiences and then he wakes up without remembering persons that he thought were himself.  You see a characteristic of human nature is that people identify with the role of those they sympathize with, or fear.  So in this case, I  removed the memory that they were Germans fighting Jews so that other intense thought and emotions of nationalism will not be there.  Instead,  I placed within them an elemental which with time will transform the persecutor into the persecuted.  The persecutor is not a real one but an elemental.  This is why I call it a punishing angel.  It will awaken in them their consciences so that they will be able to differentiate between good and evil, to be able to develop the meaning of the good.  That is how Karma works.” 

  

“It seems that they are in a kind of purgatory.” 

  

“That’s it.  I created the circumstances which will lead them to the purgatory which they, THEMSELVES, have created. The Divine Plan will place them there.  I am not myself creating Karma on them.   I simply take them by the hand and accelerate their entrance into the situation they must live in which they themselves have created.  Now, if they perceive it as relative hell or purgatory, it is their business.  They constructed it and they are solely responsible for it.  However, had I allowed them to stay inside that girl, not only would they have destroyed her, but they would have lost precious time themselves by creating worse Karma.  Most likely they would have made more persons unhappy.  But let me tell you something.  These persons that become possessed are not the saintly types that are considered to be tormented by those that are bad.  I don’t believe that anyone can be hurt by an evil person if he does not have inside himself something analogous.  Do you understand now what is happening?  However, we shall never be the judges of either individuals or conditions.  Instead, we shall intervene to modify evil and in its place we shall prepare the circumstances so that the meaning of goodness, helpfulness and creativeness will dawn in the hearts of men, replacing the destructiveness  that preceded it.  Therefore, whoever is working with these  matters must first rid himself of his own conceptions and sentiments about politics, religion, and social questions.  He must stand high above such questions  and with impartiality and objectivity evaluate each case in accordance with its nature.  Hid I, for example, had a bias in favour of the Germans and had I had antipathy for Jews, I would not have been able to help that girl.  Because if one has sentiments for or against one side or the other, one is bound to invent rationalizations to condemn or to excuse.  You see, our work as Researchers of the Truth is polymorphous.  We fight black magic, we do exorcisms, we heal, we fight injustice, we fight evil elementals and dissolve them and replace them with benign ones.  All these are part of the duties of the invisible helper.  

  

I drew the six-pointed star because the procedure I used was taken from the Jewish Cabbala.  I used a method which was appropriate for the girl as a Jewish person and which could have the greatest influence on her.  Of course the six-pointed star is also our symbol.   When I was drawing the line, did you not notice?  I was talking either with my mind or with words.  First, I sought to entrap those spirits and place them where I wished them to be.  Then I placed them in a symbolic space-prison so that they could not react.  As you know, space is for the gross material body.  But what about the psychonoetic [mental] body?  There space exists as meaning, as conception.  So I created a symbolic prison and placed them there.  And then, after I forced them out of the girl and put them where I wanted them to be, I burned the six-pointed star in order to redeem them and thrust them into Erevos.  And again I had to pass it through the element of fire so that this symbol-prison which I created might not remain in the gross material plane.  Of course the Cabbala is very complicated.  For example, with the Egyptian Cabbala you have to follow a different procedure.  The same with the Christian Cabbala.” 

  

“It seems to me that very few people are capable of doing what you did with that girl the other day.  Suppose she had never met you.  Would that mean that she could never be cured?” 

  

“No.  There are certain rabbis in Israel who could have helped her.” 

  

“So you had actually become a Jewish rabbi that day.” 

  

“Precisely.  You cannot help someone unless you become like that person.  As you noticed, I asked her to pray with me in Hebrew.  The fact that I am Christian is of no importance. Had I used Christian symbols and prayers she would not have accepted them.  She would not have been able to understand.  And her vibrations that were attuned to the pan-Hebraic way of thinking would not have permitted the elementals that I was sending to get inside her. That is why we had to start with the ‘Shalom Alehem,’ which means ‘Peace be with you.’   You may have noticed that all three of them were surprised when they heard me speak the Hebrew words.  So with ‘Shalom Alehem’ I was bringing peace between the three Jewish women on one side, and the German spirits on the other.  For whatever reasons, Karma brought Germans and Jews together.  I wanted to harmonize the relations of the two sides.  I wanted to get these hostile spirits out of the Jewish girl and isolate them first, but I had to  make very sure that the Jewish women would not  become the aggressors themselves.  Do you understand now what is happening?   

  

Had the girl been a Christian I would have used the circle and the cross.  Also, I could have used the six-pointed star and placed crosses at the three top triangles. For this particular case I did not use these crosses so that the Jews would not react.  Now you may ask why do we place these crosses?  In the six-pointed star the topmost triangle symbolizes the Absolute.  The other two are the Holy Spirit and the Christ Logos.  Then we have the three lower triangles that symbolize the descent of the lower self into matter.” 

  

  [Daskalos then went on to elaborate on the differences between the various Cabbalas – details not given in this book – perhaps in the later ones] .  Then Markides commented that everybody including himself was surprised that he ‘saw’ the talisman on the Jewish girl.  

  

“I saw it the moment I laid eyes on her.  But, that was not a very powerful talisman.  It was like a shield that offered only partial protection around the chest.  What about the rest of the body?  The kind of talismans that we make are general and protect not only the whole physical body but also the psychic and the noetic. It is like a diving suit that protects the whole body.  That is what I call a real talisman.  That is what the ancient Egyptians used to make.”   

  

The discussion came to an end, and Daskalos went off to the hospital to visit some patients. 

  

Earlier, Markides had talked with Hadas, the Jewish girl, a week after her successful  session with Daskalos.  She had stopped hearing the voices since that day.  She was no longer afraid of walking in the streets by herself, was enjoying life and had gone out with a young man to a disco. She talked about her previous symptoms: 

  

“My problem started four years ago when my mother was on a trip to Romania.  One night I went out with my friends.  Something happened between me and my boyfriend and I left him.  I went home and took a shower.  When I went to bed  I felt something entering my head.  I was very upset.  I felt changed.  I went to a doctor who told me that it was only my nerves.  He gave me pills.  When my mother returned from Romania she took me to many doctors.  All of them repeated that I was suffering from my nerves.  I couldn’t sleep even though I took many pills.  Then I went to a rabbi.  He told me that I must pray because something like a demon had gotten into me.  I started praying and every morning  I would vomit everything I ate.  At first I did not hear any voices.  But I dreamt that I lived in two kinds of worlds, in this world and in another world underground.  A rabbi told me that after forty days I would vomit something very big and yellow, mixed with other colours.  He said that after this I would be myself again, and this is what happened.  I was vomiting every day and the fortieth day I vomited a lot and  felt well again.  I went out with my friends and had a new boyfriend.  But once more something happened between us and we broke it off.  I was very upset.  This time it was more difficult for me because all my friends were married and I was very lonely.   I remember I was sleeping on the sofa when something entered inside my body.  It began in the legs and then entered in my stomach.  I felt it penetrating me but did not hear any voices.  After that it began to torture me.  I went to many rabbis and told them what happened.  ‘You are only upset.  Forget it,’  they said.  I couldn’t forget it.  It was hurting too much.  After that I tried to convince myself that my problem was only psychological and that I should forget it, and then I went to sleep.  But now I began to hear voices right here in the lower part of my neck and then they moved inside my head.  The voices told me in my dream ‘In the world you are in, you cannot have a life like others.  We will keep you away from your world.  We will torture you and make you go mad.  We will keep you in our world and get you married here.  They married me to a tall man with a mustache.  I had never met him before.  If I see him again I will recognise him.  I know him so well!  And they told me, ‘Because we forced you to marry in our world you cannot marry in your world.’  Every morning when I would wake up I would go to my mother’s bed and ask her, ‘Please help me.  Something very strange happened to me.  Can you help me?’  She couldn’t.  Nobody could help me!  I felt the voices were destroying my mind.  I didn’t know what to do.  I went to another psychiatrist.  ‘There is nothing wrong with you,’ he said.  ‘It is only in your mind.’” 

  

Hadas’ mother mentioned that her daughter was sent to a mental institution from which she ran away after a week. 

  

“They gave me very strong pills.  My back began to hurt.  I had trouble moving about, and the voices tormented me continuously.  My mother then took me to another psychiatrist who told me that I was normal like  everyone else.  I visited this psychiatrist regularly, but he couldn’t help me.”        Markides asked if she had described her situation to the doctor as she was describing it to him now. 

  

“No.  I only talk about it to people who are open to these matters.  I went to the rabbi again.  ‘If you don’t stop thinking about it,’ he said, ‘you will go mad.’  I couldn’t stop.  Every night they would come to me.  They wanted me to commit suicide. Now 

I no longer hear them.  I feel that my body is free.  But I am not yet completely well.  My head seems empty.” 

  

Markides reminded her of what Daskalos had said, that she was bound to have some after effects which would gradually go away.  Her mother added that she saw a big difference in her daughter.  The others agreed.   Markides thanked them for their time and bad them farewell.  The next day the women returned to Israel. 

  

Reviewed  from “The Magus of Strovolos”  Penguin / Arkana.  Copyright Kyriacos C. Markides 1985.    Quoted for study purposes only. 

  

Two books that deal with Jewish mysticism  relating to the Holocaust are relevant to this case.  Rabbi Yonassan Gershom is the author, and the titles are  “Beyond the Ashes” (1992) and “From Ashes to Healing” (1996), both published by the A.R.E. Press. 

  

     Richard R 


Rescue Circles (139)  Challenging Light pertinent to release and rescue work, and the concept of "pure" evil..  

  

 Before discussing these topics, brought to light on discovering one last book written by Helen Greaves, I would comment on some recent discussions about Spiritualism, and whether standards of mediumship are being compromised by the inclusion of topics and classes in subjects not related to spirituality and reliable communication  with the world of spirit. One wonders if Spiritualism, which started as one united and solid movement, is going the way of Christianity, which is now divided into over 20,000 different sects. Since Spiritualism relies on good, authentic mediumship, that is the one unifying requirement to keep the movement united and strong, providing  valid evidence of the continutiy of life here and hereafter.  Hopefully the various societies and organisations within the movement will continue to concentrate on supplying that.  

  

__________________ 

  

To my mind there is no such thing as pure evil, and here I would agree with Christian Scientists, when they say there is no such thing as disease as such, thinking of it as an abstract concept, or blanket force of negativity.  But I would not agree that there is no manifestation of it. That is to act like an ostrich putting its head in the sand, to try and ignore danger. Similarly, manifestations of evil and negativity, like disease, arise out of ignorance, fear, hate, malice, indifference, inertia and all the negative emotions.  We have to deal with the working out of the results of these negative thoughts and emotions, which come from our mishandling of energies as we evolve from being an inexperienced young soul  towards becoming more mature. 

  

If we believe in pure evil we can excuse our bad actions by saying that “the devil made me do it.  There’s  a reason why the world is not perfect,” we think; “it’s because there is evil out there.”   What we are doing is seeing our own shortcomings in the mirror and then blaming them on a force which is out of control, and beyond our control, whereas in fact, it is ourselves that are out of control. 

  

I have seen the empty, lifeless stare of a young street beggar girl in a country town in  Hungary, and the glaring but empty eyes of a suicidal alcoholic, and the saucer-like or coke-bottle eyes of other tormented souls – but I could not say I saw pure evil , something beyond redemption, in any of these encounters.    Even absolute zero does not in fact exist;  it, like evil, is only a concept, a theoretical point by which the human mind tries to comprehend the scale of things beyond experience.  Maybe the “Big Bang” theory, or a “Black Hole” of intense density, are other speculations that have no ultimate truth in them.  Life is ongoing, without beginning or end, symbolised by the urobouros, something inconceivable to our human minds.  We cannot understand the lowest degrees of coldness, nor the depths of depravity to which a soul can sink, so we gloss over the idea with a word like evil or some other absolute term.   If we went beyond that point, we might go out of our mind, or, alternatively, we might reach the truth, seeing what the phenomenon, or appearance,  was a manifestation of. 

  

Evil, like fire, teaches us as we live in the human frame, not to touch, lest we get burned.  We have to grow and learn as we grow, and pain and suffering are learning tools, benchmarks indicating that we are off course.  Our evolution has gone awry.  Religions, imperfectly, try to guide us back on course, scaring us with the possibility of eternal damnation.  This is a fearful but effective way of controlling our behaviour, but not the best.   But for a medium to say that he or she  is picking up pure evil is to indicate that he or she is still subscribing, consciously or unconsciously,  to some religious or superstitious belief. Very negative energy is indeed around and in some people and places, but it has a cause and origin.  But it is not ultimately pure or eternal, and higher energies of Light and Love do disperse it and disintegrate it, and return it to its appropriate place within the life force.  Nothing can ever be ever destroyed. It will change into something else. There may indeed be the malicious energy of a spirit or several of them, or an entity present, but they will all vanish as we move along into higher frequencies.  That is my experience, anyway, like awakening from a terrifying nightmare.  It was not real.  

  

  

  

Now this type of thinking occurs in many of the communications we receive in one way or another from the Spirit Worlds. 

  

  

There was a silence of almost fifteen years after Helen Greaves published “Testament of Light” which presented communications from Frances Banks, describing her life and progress on the Other Side.   Then one day, Frances  returned to the practically blind author, and now in her mid- eighties.   With the help of friends, Helen was able to transcribe these further communications, which describe some aspects of the life of the spirit world in more detail, which are particularly relevant to rescue and release work. They were collected in her last book, “The Challenging Light” published by Neville Spearman in 1984.   I will review a few sections of the book here.  It makes a useful supplement to  “Testimony of Light” and although out-of-print at the moment, copies are still available in libraries and used bookstores. 

  

Frances explains that while all people have souls, their development and progress is unequal, so that those who have reached a certain level of consciousness are more or less obligated to help and guide those who have not been so successful in the complexities of life on earth.   “People living on the earth-plane have ever formulated varying ideas bout the possibility of life after the death of the body.  These beliefs and hopes have extended from the old conviction of heaven and hell through all grades of existence, even to the atheistic decree of the complete and utter darkness of the grave. [This is the current scientific world-view.  When you’re dead, you’re dead.  Nothing more.]  This last speculation could, of course, be a fudging of the issue, because of inner fear within the minds of such believers. But it is also a statement that makes nonsense of all creativity, all law and order of life and of evolution of the species, as we have seen and known it throughout the ages.  Further it denies a Creator or a creative Plan.  The very seasons deny it.  Can the disbeliever ignore the miracle of Spring, when life returns to the seemingly dead herbage of the earth?  

  

A further world after the finish of a span of material existence is accepted by most practising Christians as a kind of paradise where everything is perfect, where Jesus [or St. Peter] meets every arriving soul for the Christians,  and, of course, different world Saviours for other religions, after which they settle down to perfect, uneventful, never-ending happiness. 

  

Is this Paradise?  It certainly does not agree with the reports of the few enterprising souls who endeavour to break through the silence of fear, or their childhood beliefs. 

  

This is LIFE, [in the Spirit World],  not the pale web of intrigue, self-seeking domination and fear of the world of humanity.  There are no police services as such, no guarding against other powers, no money which wields the main influence upon earthly souls.  This is a new consciousness, a changed understanding and realisation of values.  It is a land where peace and joy are the normal, not war and sacrifice. 

  

We are souls, we think and act according to a different level of understanding.  As we grow and develop here we are able to judge the life we lived, and the progress we did or did not make on the earth plane.  As we evolve we find more understanding, and a change takes place in our thinking. 

  

There are, of course, those timid souls who lived uninspired lives, who shrank from new ideas, and plodded dimly through their earth experiences without understanding or any vestige of illumination.  These souls may prefer to live here, reunited with their  loved ones and friends who seek no more than to be at peace and to rest in the beauty of this world.  

  

There are no laws to change them, or interfere with their static enjoyment.  It continues until the Spirit grows within them, and the souls awake to a new beginning.  And this happens always – even perhaps after what you would term hundreds of your earth years.  Progress can be slow and steady, or immediate and compelling.  All shades of evolvement are met in this world of the Spirit. 

  

But there is one important development which I must emphasise here.   Does the desire manifest itself to help friends and dear ones left behind on earth? 

This is a difficult problem, for the earth people do not understand the one-ness of the teaching of Jesus who brought the Light of the Spirit to the earth.  His words: 'This day shalt thou be with me in Paradise,' and 'I am with you always, even to the end of the world,' and 'The Kingdom of Heaven is within you,' have far deeper connotation than mankind has given them. 

The Light is here in this world of finer consciousness, yet the Light is present in the soul of every man, woman and child on the planet of earth. 

The Spirit is the Light  and Light is a challenge, relied upon, believed in, trusted, revered, becomes life itself, and guides, comforts, heals and spiritualises all things.  

This great precept of a Creative Spirit, the God of life in an evolving world could change fear into peace and speed up the evolution of animal and human to spirit. 

This principle becoming real and alive to the souls here ensures a greater understanding and pity not only for the half-lives of earthly experience, but ensures the Christian desire to help, [and the Buddhist desire to ease all suffering]. 

We are all spirits in essence, and surely it is natural that we should be.   

[My comments within square brackets.  Richard R.].. 
Challenging Light review (continued) -  Rescue Circles (140) 

  

Another case of synchronicity!     To write this episode, and the previous article in the Mediums and Researchers series, I have unwittingly collected three books to refer to, all of them with the word “Challenge” in the title:  -   “The Challenge of Aging” by John McLeish, “The Challenging Light” by Helen Greaves, and  “The Challenge of Chance” by Sir Alister Hardy and colleagues.  

  

The justification for including these subjects in this series is that all of us need rescuing from false ideas about materialism, evolution, aging, senility and death, and although the subject of aging has been covered more recently by Harvard professor Sara Lawrence-Lightfoot in her book, “The Next Chapter,”  no one outside the Spiritualist movement seems to have made the connection between growing old, and the evidence from  communications from Beyond proving that the spirit never ages or decays.   We are forever young, so we can go on with the activities we love and enjoy right up to the last moment, knowing that we will be able to continue them after we pass. 

  

  

This is not to advocate a life of pleasure and addiction, regardless of our own or any body else’s health and welfare.  If we are overly attached to material property, fame, wealth, status and power, we will be surprised to realise  that we won’t find them Beyond, all privileges, addictions and attachments being unavailable.  That is what binds earthbounds close to their former activities, not being able to locate their former pleasures or fears on the spirit planes.  They are still unable for a while to break free and move on.  Hence the need for rescue, either with assistance from our circles on this side of the border, or from spirits beyond who are dedicated to giving that type of help. 

  

We also do need rescuing also from the present-day political, ecological, social, financial, and commercial crises we find ourselves in,  all of our own making.  We  can pray for help and guidance in all of these concerns, as well as healing of the spirit. 

  

  

But let us see what Frances Banks has to say on this subject when she returned to communicate a few more times with Helen Greaves after being absent for a decade and a half. The book “The Challenging Light” is  out-of-print, but hopefully  will be republished soon.  Meantime, I will continue to offer a condensed review of its main points.  My notes are added within  square brackets. 

  

FRANCES:   Life is eternal, and its Plan is perfect.   This is one of the deep experiences which advent into this spiritual dimension teaches during the first stages of their new life after the soul has finally parted with the material body. 

  

For those souls who arrive here with some idea of this Law of Life, it is a great and glorious revelation.  

  

For the simple-minded, the non-thinkers, the disbelievers in any scheme of evolution, the awakening in this world of the spirit can be beyond any preconceptions; the immediate experience can be overwhelming, creating a need for special treatment.  

  

This I tried to explain to a business man who had never thought of having a soul, or even of bearing responsibility for the material actions of his life among men.   He was met [when he died] by the man he had ruined so utterly that he had taken his own life ….. it was a necessary shock to introduce the first lesson he had to learn……[facing the responsibility of his actions].      For those who had listened to the inner self, trying to live accordingly, or who had taken heed of the teachings – often inadequate yet clumsily helpful – of their Spiritual leaders, the realisation of the next life was a wonderful awakening.  To them death was but the process  of stepping from one room to another, one life to a greater experience…….as was indeed mine when I beheld  my dear Mother [Superior] Florence. 

  

The majority of mankind do not THINK.  They do not ask themselves any questions, such as, who am I?  What am I?  Why am I here?  What have I come to do?  They drift on from day to day, dully accepting their lot, and believing the various doctrines they were taught as children.  The mass of humanity never question.  They dull their intellects with flimsy love stories, or other folk’s adventures on the high seas, or on the mountains, or they thrill and terrify their minds with ghost stories or magical occurrences or become addicts of murder mysteries. 

  

You are wondering what happens to them here.  Well, many of them do not change.  After the first shock of awakening they greet their families and loved ones, and settle happily into their new life, without any more questioning, and often without the desire to progress.  Many decide they are dreaming, until some incident, some conversation with a great soul arouses understanding and they become eager to learn more. 

  

Do not condemn or pity them.  We are not changed in the twinkling of an eye.  We earn every step of progress that we make and there is no convention, persuasive or threatening, used to force our progress……we go to the place prepared for us, and such a place must have been earned by our actions in our earthly life.  Many souls are not even ready to review their past  experiences in the body, and no other soul presses them to do so. 

  

All is spirit, and the spirit works perfectly.  It does not need time which is an earthly convenience, and simple souls learn to adjust and find peace and often a happiness they have never before experienced.  It is then, perhaps many earth years after their demise that the surviving soul begins to awaken, and searches for progress.   There are plenty of helpers to aid them [when they are ready]. 

  

The world of thought is so entirely different  from the material plane from which the new arrivals here come that true significance and understanding is often prolonged for them.  There is no talking aloud, as on earth, for such organs of speech are no longer a part of us.  Yet still we can communicate freely one with another.   

  

For in this world, as in yours, the newcomer has to learn new ways.  The material body, the limited human mind, the temporary personality are passing away.  The dweller in this state of consciousness has no further need of them.   In the thought world, mind is the communicating link.  Mind is also the energy and the purpose of the continued life of the spirit.  For the great divine creative spirit which we call God is the motivating, creating, living power here, as it was  on  the earth plane.  Only on earth souls found that such power could be used for good or for evil.  Here, such departures from the true and the good can be observed readily, whilst in the world of matter they could be hidden and thus increase [ - hence, the apparent reality of evil here on earth].. 

  

I have come to the conclusion since being in this plane of living that THERE  [on earth] one covered one’s real thoughts with the SPOKEN WORD.   [For light comedy relief, hilariously showing the effects of speaking the absolute truth without political correctness, watch the Jim Carrey movie, “Liar, Liar” (1997) or the Bob Hope, Paulette Goddard  original “Nothing But The Truth.” (1941), or even earlier versions back in 1929 (Richard Dix) and 1920. ] 

  

Here, thought speaks to thought.  In other words, it is impossible to hide anything.  Meaning is communicated directly between souls, [and the spiritual laws are strong enough to keep evil in its place].   This is a very difficult premise.  May I try to explain it this way.   Mind is the person.  Thought forms the pattern of the soul, even as it does in the world of matter.  Only here are they recognisable by these patterns of thought, and not by the spoken words, or transforming actions of the person.  That is the difference.  One does not need to wait for the ACTION or even the WORD to dispute or verify the truth or otherwise of the thought.  One is revealed as one is, even by one’s very surroundings. 

  

There is an aura around the people in the earth world and this, because it cannot often be seen by the human sight, is rejected by most people.  It CAN be shown clearly to those who have the inner sight, but here in our thought world, such colour and light become a definite form.  Believe me, such garments of light and colour, which I have been permitted occasionally to see are beyond words to describe their beauty and the magnificence of their light, such garments appear with the great ones, the advanced souls, the angelic beings.   Such beauty I think must indeed envelop the very heart of the creative force of the divine spirit……. 

  

The spirit is creative, and man formed from the spirit of the creator is evolving and growing into that light both here and in your earth plane.  Only here the evolution is clearer and more definite, for one cannot hide behind an earth form and a divided personality.  As the human race learns to live more in its higher mind, and less in the appetites and desires of its lower self, so will the world of matter change, and man’s conduct towards his brother will progress towards harmony.  The destruction brought upon the earth and its inhabitants is caused by the conscious THINKING of the people. 

  

Famines are caused by the greed of man in felling the rain-making forests for the price of timber.  A short-sighted policy for the droughts bring desecration and desert wastes.  Over-production of fertile land, taking out from the soil the chemicals, the phosphates, and the minerals, leaves the crops devoid of essential nourishment and the land becomes useless. Over-fishing the seas and the rivers lessens the shoals. [Alister Hardy, in his work as a biologist, foresaw all these present-day problems in the fishing industry, and with the ecology generally.] 

  

Nature is a hard mistress.  Work against her and the spirit of nature will reciprocate in kind.  Can we not realise then, that recessions, famines and floods are man’s responsibility and demonstrate his lack of true consciousness.  In the world of matter man creates and man destroys.  Only the true spirit creates here in the world of thought.  Thus our environment is beautiful beyond description and nature blesses all with splendour.  Thought is the seed-germ and the fertile soil.   Yet this world is but one of the mansions in God’s house.  There is evolution into higher evolution, into higher wonder.  For the spirit of the creator is ever creating and evolving, and life itself is eternal in its mystery and wonder.  

  

Those whose lives were selfish and arrogant, tuned to the attainment of their own desires, will gravitate to another pleasant, but possibly less constructive society [than that dedicated to the arts and sciences, and a life of service]…..there are other abodes where the small self still persists with all its irregularities and where the desires of the material world still hold sway.  I have called these the lower regions, and this is not an enviable world.  Here are the misfits.  Poor, starved  souls unable to prise themselves away from the physical life.  The inhabitants are more sad than wicked and become lost in their continuing appetites for the past – the misers, the mean, the weak and pathetic cravers for drink and drugs; poor lost souls who cannot or will not re-orientate their lives and their thinking.    Suffice it to say there are many helpers from higher spheres who work unceasingly to lift the stagnation of earthly desires.  Slowly, souls are released from their own captivities and aided by the brothers of light, climb upwards to the true thought world where eventually they will find peace.    To say that there is joy in heaven at such returns to the spirit of these prodigal sons and daughters is indeed a very real statement.  
Rescue Circles (141)  More rescue work with Frances Banks, and Harold Sherman 

  

More that one person has commented to me that if we all survive death, where do we all go?  There can’t be room for all of us, and the billions  of people who have lived before us, our ancestors, and the whole primitive world.   But just take a look at the size of the known  physical universe.  Astronomers calculate that our galaxy alone is 100,000 light years across, which is  946 quadrillion kilometers, or  588 quadrillion miles [588,000,000,000,000000 miles].     It is difficult for us to comprehend how enormous it is.  But then, to think that the universe itself is 156 billion light years across,  which would make the distance across it 9.46 trillion x 156 billion km – which would be almost 883 sextillian miles [ 882,960,000,000,000,000,000000 miles]..    Then think how much space there is inside an atom.  The mind boggles at such arithmetic and such vast distances. But once we start to think of the spirit world, how much vaster and more magnificent still that must be than the physical universe, lying  beyond  or outside, [and perhaps inside] space.  Then, these computations are only made using our earth kilometers or miles.  Similarly, time is measured in terms of the local solar system, as is motion.  Those calculations, too, can only be approximate. The ancients Vedas tried to measure time and space in terms of cosmic days, and ages, (yugas),  but relatively speaking, we have not much more understanding of reality than a frog looking up at the sky from its pond. 

  

Talking of large numbers of people, Harold Sherman the medium  and researcher used to visit the spirit worlds in his sleep to do rescue work, just as Lord Dowding did before him.  He was able to remember much of his experiences there.  Here is a summary of one of his visits where he speaks of the vast numbers of people present. 

  

Harold says that early  in the morning of December 6, 196r,  he was taken to a vast amphitheatre in the spirit world which could accommodate untold millions of people.  Some great event was about to take place and there was an air of great expectation on the part of those assembled.  But it was the most unusual assembly of human creatures he had ever seen.   

  

It was made up of the down-and-outs, the misfits, the degenerates, the insane and psychotic, the crazed, the confused, the dazed, the religious fanatics, the hate mongers, the primitives, the embattled, the alcoholics and dope addicts of every race and colour, known and unknown.  All were there, held by some strange spell that had been put upon them. Harold saw in each face, however strange, ghastly, carnal or distraught, a look of deep yearning, as though each entity was somehow seeking release from conditions it had either brought upon itself or had had imposed upon it.  

  

 Harold was in the company of friends from the other side They told him he had been brought there to observe the event and to meet one person he knew  in particular.  This turned out to be the well-known vocalist and band and choir director, Harry Barnhart,  for whom Harold had once been manager for his “Great American Band.”  

  

Harold saw in front of him a stupendous arena bathed in vari-coloured light, which seemed to billow like a mist.  Suddenly, he heard music in the distance, and as it grew in volume, marching figures became visible.  The curtain of clouds lifted.  A great band was playing, but in advance of this band there was a horde of flag-bearers.  There must have been thousands – and each flag was different – flags of nations and rulers long since vanished from this earth.  They formed a circle around the edge of the arena, to make way for the tremendous band of musicians playing a variety of instruments, some of which were unknown to Harold.       Harry Barnhart accompanied by his Indian guide came forward to conduct, bringing with him a mammoth choir, which led this gigantic community choral concert.     Harold found himself talking to this conductor and former friend, who explained that the Native Americans  who had played such a part in the earth’s history and spirituality were assisting in the rounding up and assembling of these earthbound souls.   The only way many of these souls could be reached was through the vibration of music, which established a new rhythmic tone in their consciousness and helped remove the discords of their previous lifetime’s experiences. 

  

Harold became conscious that there were many experienced helpers and associates working with Harry, the conductor,  – great numbers of them – intermingled with the vast assemblage which contained millions who had passed from earth life thousands of years before, but who were represented, in one way or another, by the flags and standard bearers in the arena.   The concert began, and Harold watched as the white figure of the conductor with his baton led the millions upon millions present into the opening chorus of praise and adoration, which struck instantly into the heart and soul of everyone present. 

  

The music was too transcendent, too moving in its affect upon all present for Harold to be able to endure it for long, and he awakened back at home, but with the indelible memory of the experience.  It remained with him, a vivid experience and as real as any physical event. 

  

Condensed from Chapter 13 of “The Dead Are Alive” by Harold Sherman. Fawcett Gold Medal Paperback.  Ballantine/Random House, New York. 1981.  

 

​​​​​​​​ 

  

In contrast to this account of dealing with vast numbers of earthbounds at one time, in the style of a Billy Graham Crusade, Frances Banks communicated stories of how she dealt with individual cases in a more personal way. 

  

FRANCES:            I have met souls here who had become prisoners of wealth, and have witnessed their difficulties in  learning to adjust their lust for possessions to their inner life of the Spirit. The manner in which their earthly successes and slavery to money values has gradually subsided to its true position in the scales of life. 

  

One such story is that of the man who loved money, the multi-millionaire who could not stop drawing more and more wealth into his bank accounts, and into his whole life.  He was often ruthless in his bargains which he continued making until his death as an old man.  Always he counted and recounted his successes with a secret and all-pervading glorification. 

  

As he grew older he became meaner, hugging his wealth, and fighting even judgments made against him for incomes to be paid to his two wives and the two sons and one daughter who were the issue of these marriages. 

  

It was piteous to watch him when he arrived here, and his first endeavours to understand that a money-less existence was possible. 

  

He rested for what my readers might think was a long period of time.  Here, it seemed like a morning gone to us.   After his extended sleep he was guided to this Centre where  I still carry out some duties [as a spirit rescuer, helper and healer].  And thus we met and talked.  There are nurses and teachers there and slowly our poor deluded miser learned that money had no value, except as an instrument of commerce, and here [in the Spirit world] there was no necessity for commerce. This was a sad blow, but he recovered from it.  Later came the period acknowledging his debts to humanity and a deep desire to give aid to the poor and struggling still in the earth world. 

  

It was the first step towards future development, so nobody interfered with his desires.  Usually, we must take our [own] first steps towards living happily in this World of Thought, and we are never thwarted in the furtherance of our plans.  So it came about that the miser rejected the fascination of personal wealth, and concentrated his thoughts on charity. 

  

I did not see our new arrival during several visits.   He appeared content, with his mind deep in concentration and planning.  One could almost imagine him back in the business world, urged on by the lure of a new concept.  [When] I greeted him, he seemed to stare beyond me and I saw what appeared to be tears. 

  

FRANCIS   -      Sadness, in this lovely garden? 

  

MILLIONAIRE    -     Failure.  I’m a fool, Sister. 

  

[Frances saw a dark cloud about him]. 

  

MILLIONAIRE    -    I was going to do so much and my plan worked – too well.  I kept it to myself.  I never did tell anyone when I was out for anything big. 

  

F   -      Like an oil merger? 

  

M   -    Yes, Sister.  Like a take-over, only this time I was GIVING AWAY money.  I found a deserving family in the East End of London.  A man with little money, no work, and small prospects, a wife and two children.  A fine family.  They deserved better. 

  

F    -    Yes. 

  

M   -   Well, I concentrated all my thought on them.  I imagined some of my wealth (and I had so much) going to them.  I even prayed that by some miracle it could.   I thought about it continually.  I imagined them well off, happy in their own home with their children at good schools – all the advantages I had had.  It worked.  The husband won the  [football] pools  but the whole thing was an utter failure. 

  

[Frances became aware of a visiting Presence beside them]. 

  

VISITOR   -    They found the money was of no use? 

  

M    -   They went mad with it, spent the money unwisely – rushed about, invested, gambled, flung the wealth that once had been mine about like maniacs.  The  husband got into bad company.  He began to drink and, being unused to alcohol,  the spirit [addictive habit] mastered him.  There were quarrels, harsh scenes with his wife.  The children were unhappy.  Oh…oh…I never would have believed.  It was all so dreadful, so degrading.  Then they lost a lot of money on a foolish bet – and suddenly, most of it had gone.  

  

VISTOR    -    So you had been playing God, and…. 

  

M    -    And I had never realised the responsibility…. 

  

VISITOR    [with great gentleness]    -  Of course!   How could you have realised… But this does show that you still believe in the power of money.  You are right, of course, my friend, money has power – for good and for evil. 

  

M   -   But I had not realised the evil!   I was trying only to give back what I had stolen from others. 

  

V     -   There is no punishment here.  You have made your own hell in your mind. 

  

M    -    But those poor people? 

  

V     -    Ah, yes.  They will learn their lesson, and find a truer way of life.  We will send help to open their spiritual eyes to the proper way of living  - that of earning one’s living and of treating such gifts in the true way.  I fear you brought almost a volcano about yourself, but it cannot destroy you.  Only you yourself can do that.  You have learned a hard lesson. 

  

VISITOR  (speaking aside to Frances)   -  He needs rest, Sister, and love and understanding.  You will take him to his future home?   [Frances agrees and the Visitor seemed to dwindle, fade and leave]. 

 

  

  

FRANCES  (to Helen)    Later I guided our learner to the hills of beauty and peace.  He was silent, apprehensive of what was in store for him.  We did not communicate. 

  

The hills were green and quiet, their slopes glowing with the blue of harebells, and the pink of clover.  Presently we came upon a lush valley.  Nestling in its folds was a little white house, its walls surrounded by gardens of flowers.  A woman came from the door to meet us.  She was tall and straight, and walked towards us with a quiet grace.  The two souls met and looked fully at one another. 

  

MOTHER   -    My son!  

  

MILLIONAIRE    -   Mother!   Oh, Mother!    [They embrace]. 

  

MOTHER    -     Come home, my dear.  [She drew him towards the gardens of the house]. 

  

I turned away.  Yet, as I went, I heard the quiet voice say in the most placid matter-of-fact tones, which must have been like balm upon the unquiet spirit of her son beside her: 

  

MOTHER   -   You always loved flowers.  Come – and see these here… 

  

I left them with the knowledge that the cement of earth had been washed away from our newcomer, the former millionaire, and he was on his way to the discovery of the Spirit of Light. 

  

[To be continued]         Richard  R              Reviewed from “The Challenging Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1984. 

Conversation with an earthbound policeman killed by a terrorist     Rescue Circles (142) 

Seeking revenge retards the soul’s  progress.  

  

  

Frances Banks told Helen of an earthbound policeman who had been killed when trying to arrest a terrorist  in his home town in Southern Europe. A fellow officer shot his assailant dead as he tried to escape, but the dead policeman was furiously and unappeasably angry when he realised what had happened to him. 

  

POLICEMAN  [finding himself in the spiritual Rehab centre} -    My happy life is ended.  I’ll not see my boy grow up.  My dear wife is alone.  It is an abomination – stabbed to death by a terrorist.  I’m not ready to be dead.  I would never have believed God would permit such a dreadful ending to my life.  I’ve always been obedient and faithful to my Church.  I believed in God’s love. 

  

FRANCES     -    This was not God’s doing, but wicked men who were trying to escape from justice for their crimes.  Your killer was shot by your protector [a fellow officer]. 

  

POLICEMAN    -   I know, I’m glad!   [Black  angry clouds  seemed to gather around him].  If he’s over here anywhere, I’ll find him, the bastard.  If there’s any way I can settle my lot with him I’ll do it.  I’ll make him pay!  

  

ANOTHER OF THE GREETING SQUAD     -     You can’t kill him, you know. 

  

POLICEMAN   -     I can’t?  I’ll find a way to do worse than that.    My son – I’ll never see my son again.  I’ll never watch him grow up. 

  

HELEN GREAVES  (to Frances)   -     And did he?  What happened? 

  

FRANCES  -   Hatred and anger for revenge has no place here.  Our poor brave policeman has fallen upon the very horns of his dilemma – the longing to see his beloved son, and the lust to crucify his murderer.  His own mind is keeping him in a hell of his own making.  He is earthbound. 

  

HELEN    -   Like my little old servant in my  cottage? 

  

FRANCES   -   Not quite the same.  She was earthbound through her ignorance and the comfort she had discovered [by]  still inhabiting your cottage [for over fifty years].  Our policeman has imprisoned himself by his imagination.  He lives in his own hell of revenge and is tortured by his longing for his son.  He has become earthbound.  He cannot bear to renounce the material world and his good life, and he lusts for revenge.  Poor creature, he is in his own self-induced prison, looking for the satisfaction of personal revenge and the longing for earthly possession of his baby son.  Poor unquiet spirit. 

  

HELEN    -    And can nothing be done to help him? 

  

FRANCES    -    We are helping, of course. 

  

HELEN     -    How? 

  

FRANCES    -     By our prayers and thoughts, and admiration of his bravery, and by our understanding of his dilemma.  

  

HELEN    -    How long will he remain earthbound? 

  

FRANCES     -     Until he himself makes his decision.  Like everyone, he has free will.  He cannot live in two places at once, and his possible term of material life has been ended.  Tragically, we must admit.  But his soul must go on to the new life of the Spirit.  He has also to find peace and release from his absorption with the past. His lower or material mind is keeping him a prisoner in a hell of his own imagination.  Thus he has become earthbound and intransigent to any suggestion of renouncing his desire for revenge on his murderer. 

  

HELEN   -    And the terrorist?  What of him? 

  

FRANCES    -     He is in the lower regions of this world.  A sad region where hardened criminals work out their penances.  I have been working in tragic regions [which she describes later on], but the terrorist and his victim’s paths will not cross until both have found peace, and realise that they are prolonging their own tragedies. 

  

HELEN    -    But the policeman was attacked.  He did no wrong. 

  

FRANCES     -     Of course, he has every right to be with us in the Rehabilitation Centre as you call it. Here he can solve his dilemma, that is, if he forgives his attacker and… 

  

HELEN     -    And forgets his wife? 

  

FRANCES   -     Of course not!  He will never forget their love, or that for his son.  But it is a selfish, self-pitying emotion at the present.  We are surrounding him with blessings and understanding and peace.  At the moment he is an unquiet soul.  We pray that he will be enabled to end his own dilemma and discover the spirit of good, of love and of peace which we term God.   I am sure that he will be helped to do this as others have found the light of the spirit in similar circumstances before him. 

  

HELEN  -   I trust so, too.  But how? 

  

FRANCES     -     Help will be given to him, like the old housekeeper in your cottage.  You were sent to that cottage to help her.  She was not afraid of you, nor bitter towards you.  Also, she was happy enough where she was – not exactly an unquiet soul – only an ignorant and mystified one.  The power of the spirit helped her to see her mistake, and to go forth on her journey, and the imminence of that power had been intensified by those good nuns who had heard your story at a conference, and had informed you of the future prayers they would make each evening for her recovery and release.  Prayer and meditation, especially group prayer, is a potent power of the spirit.  Your old woman went on her way – slowly and fearfully, but after her own prayers she met her father.  The light of the spirit is a potent force for good.  Sadly, the material life lacks true belief in this spiritual life force. 

  

Yes, there are such souls imprisoned in their own tragedies who still inhabit the scenes of those events, in their sufferings or their foul deeds.  You call them ghosts.  We know them as unquiet spirits.  They haunt the earth, and are sometimes malicious, but are often but sad wraiths of themselves.   Mankind fears them, although he has no cause to do so.  They are exorcised – and sometimes sent on their way.  A better method would be to try to understand their predicament and send love and light and positive thought to them – even to speak to them in your thoughts and to encourage them to look for the light.  They will slowly respond, and begin to open their minds.  And there are spirits here, advanced souls, ready to receive and help them, and bring them from darkness to light.  

  

We are not the Creator, but the created.  We will make innumerable voyages towards the Creator before we truly discover in ourselves that spirit of creation.  We are travelers in Eternity from evolution to involvement to unity with each other and with the Eternal Spirit.  We have only a child’s perception towards the great spiritual mystery in our present process of evolution.  

 

  

  

This series is concerned with the rescue and release of  souls who simply have not realised that they have died, as well as with earthbound souls, retarded in their  progress and evolution by ignorance, inertia, addiction to material possessions and attractions, or surrounded by evil influences from which they have not the will or power to escape.  They will all eventually break free from these negative influences, wake up, and move on towards the higher planes of existence.   So that we may see for ourselves what may lie ahead for them, as they move towards the light, and for our own future reference,  I will review some further communications from Frances Banks dealing with these higher regions in the next few articles.  I will also review the accounts of other communicators, including Frederic Myers, coming through the mediumship of Geraldine  Cummins, and T.E. Lawrence coming through Jane Sherwood. 

  

The above dialogue between Frances and Helen reviewed from “The Challenging Light” by Helen Greaves.  Neville Spearman, 1984.  Another useful and instructive series of  books about the After Life has been written by medium Julie Laddon, of Spokane, Washington State, USA.   They are “Beyond the Vale”  ACS  Publications, San Diego 1987,  “A Further Step Beyond the Veil” 1988 and “Another Look at the Life Beyond.” 1988.  The last two titles were self-published, and are available from Julie.
Frances Banks continues     Rescue Circles (143) 

  

Frances Banks had other stories to tell about certain souls and their struggles both during their life on earth, and when they passed on into the spirit world, and they can be found in Helen Greaves’  book “The Challenging Light.”  Neville Spearman, 1984. 

  

Now here  is a review of her further accounts of life in the spirit world beyond. 

  

FRANCES    -     Robert Browning  wrote   ‘All service ranks the same with God.’   This truth is one which the new arrivals in this plane of consciousness sooner or later, and which they establish in their own understanding.  Only by their own efforts and searchings into the value of their recent life on earth can this truth become clear to their assessment of their successes or failures…..a vast proportion of these released souls cannot face the bare evaluation of their material lives.  And there is no persuasion by others to do so, whether they are loved ones, or past, despised and hated enemies.  And the great souls, the masters of wisdom, never interfere, even though, with silent understanding, they seek  to ignite  the flame of the spirit in such dull souls or frightened souls, or complacent souls who refuse to face the inevitable. 

  

The spirit of God the creator in mankind embraces all branches of the spirit,  such as the spirit of beauty, which embraces art, music, poetry and progress, achievement, even sacrifice where such was for good, truth, love, wisdom, and such attributes which sometimes startle the world with their greatness, yet often seem to be  ‘born to blush, unseen, and waste its sweetness on the desert air.’ 

  

Here, in this consciousness, there is no line of differentiation between the earthly service of a President or a Prime Minister, or of the less triumphant service of a humble server, a worker among the poor, a humble priest, a nurse, a loving wife and a wise and gentle mother, devoting her life to encouraging the budding talents in her children, and the imparting to them the true values of life. 

  

When the soul finally departs from the material body and renounces all desires and achievements longed for by the limited materialistic thinking of the human mind, it finds itself purged of the whole experience, as though it had been a dream.  Desire evaporates within it; achievement, honour and power are seen in a completely different context. 

  

This is the body’s first reaction after death.  The soul is, as it were, naked in its new surroundings, exactly as the human child comes unclothed into earth consciousness. [All  thoughts, motives and feelings are transparent, and cannot be hidden]. 

  

Death and birth are closely and inevitably related.  Birth is the beginning of eventual death: and death is the advent into, as well as the return to,  the [fuller] consciousness of the spirit. It depends on how deeply and utterly the spirit has descended into the restricted earth consciousness for the reality of the spirit to become recognised.   

  

In the first stages of life here, the newly-arrived soul is often bewildered, and needs much care.  Usually – there are naturally exceptions – the soul, after greeting its loved ones and revelling for the moment in its own recovery from pain and release from earth restrictions, feels the need for rest. 

  

Then, it retires into itself to rest and recover.  During this experience, in environments of great beauty and peace, it is tended by souls trained for such service.  How long, in earth terms, they may extend their stay depends upon many factors – the usefulness or the wastefulness of their lives, their achievements or their failures, and the strength and purpose of the soul.  Sometimes this rest is lengthy, sometimes a short period will eventuate in realisation, understanding, and the  desire to learn more and to understand, even fractionally, the meaning, responsibility and attainment so far, of the soul. 

  

As the children of earth learn to walk, talk and write and to live in this new and restricted consciousness, so the souls here learn to be, to know, and to grow into the wider realisation of the reality of life which never ends.  Slowly, and with infinite wonder, our true selves realise and marvel at the divine experiment of soul essence descending into coarse matter, so as to evolve through experience back into the eternal from which they came. 

  

This great experiment has already advanced, and been retarded by failure to advance again for millions of our light years.  Mankind can visualize no end to it.  Only the creator himself, the originator, the spirit itself can watch, and maybe monitor, as he evaluates progress with failures.  This reality is realised here by all creeds and races alike.  For all religions have a belief in a power, a spirit force which is all-embracing and eternal.  In the halls of learning, of art, medicine and music, individuals of all races shed their differences and work together as teams.  This is the world of the spirit, not the plane of differing nationalities. 

  

For younger souls who have yet to experience much material existence, living here (now in the spirit world)  either with their families, loved ones and friends, or in peaceful harmony, the soul is experiencing the essence of the spirit.   When they are ready, they offer themselves for service in the many fields open to them, or they choose to learn and experience in the spirit of progress in the great halls. 

  

Many souls have been here for hundreds of your earth years.  But time does not matter.  They will advance when they are ready.  For this is the world of the spirit, not the limited experience of material existence.  There is no untimely hurry, and no souls are allowed to proceed beyond the stature to which they have attained. 

  

Even during periods of intense advancement and achievement in the universities of the spirit,  souls contribute also to the charitable help with those of their brothers and sisters who have not advanced so far on the path. Learning, advancement and service here count for the life of the spirit.  Here we learn that the spirit is the very force without which life has no meaning, either in the material world or here in the Thought World.  It is, or should be, the cornerstone of our very existence.  This spirit of God (Good) is always part of us, always the inner secret energy, whether  we are aware of it or not.  It does not leave us when the body dies.  Indeed, with the freedom from restrictions of the material life, the spirit is released to greater understanding.  

  

Yet, this is not an easy change for new arrivals in this world.   Indeed, more than one of these have remarked ‘I wish I had known more about this new world.  It is very difficult to understand,’   or ‘I have been over here for twenty-five years, and it has been difficult, but I am happy now.’ 

  

Because our beliefs in heaven or hell have been based on material conceptions, those souls who have arrived and are just arriving, have difficulty in understanding or assessing their new conditions without having previously recognised the inner spirit within them. [This is often called the Christ within, the Cosmic Christ, or awakened consciousness, the risen Kundalini, or the Higher Self. Some of these terms are confusing for members of other religions, or to Spiritualists, thinking they refer to Jesus, or the Christian religion exclusively, or to some Eastern tradition, or a New Age cult.  Even the use of the word God disturbs some people. But they are not being used in a  theological context, but rather refer to an awakening to higher, spiritual levels of thought, and are not specifically religious terms.  However, they have connotations which some wish to avoid, so in transcribing and condensing some of these accounts, I try to avoid using religious terminology which might lead to controversy.  Richard R.] 

  

Thus, the surprise and probable consternation that all service ranks the same with God, hinders their advancement. On earth, men and women are raised  [positions of] honour for their devotion to duty and service.  Wealth is earned by good service and ease of living, responsibility and fame. In the next world, such honours, just as the money fortunes built up on earth, are discarded along with the human physical faculties.  They, and fame and status, rank equally, no more and no less, than the successes of a good mother, a painstaking loyal servant, or a humble curate serving his God in obscurity and dull routine.  An understanding of the purpose behind such a law is, no doubt, difficult and slow to observe.  But, so, too, must be the realisation of the fact that we are there to learn, to discover who and what we are, and thus to assess our lives and our experiences as in the life of the spirit. To quote Browning again, ‘All service ranks the same with God….there is not last or first.’ 

  

The soul of a person is its judge and its jury.  Our earth lives are not just moments of experience, but inevitable patterns in eternity.   Earth life reveals the progress of a soul in years of happy successful service or in failure to fulfil its own spiritual pattern.  When death occurs and life ends, the soul passes on to further experience.  The darkness of earth consciousness, which has not been penetrated by the light  of the spirit, clings to the soul newly released from the human body.  Jesus spoke of the next life quite clearly:- ‘In my Father’s house,’ he taught, places were prepared for everyone and we would each go to the place prepared for us. The word ‘place’ in this connection is difficult.  For the next world is not a place, but rather a state of consciousness. 

  

Thus, the higher, the wider, the more compassionate, self-effacing and spiritually advanced the soul, the more beautiful is the place, or the consciousness, to which it is drawn. Surely, if we think this fact through, we arrive at its truth and heaven is our destination. 

  

In the material world, soul level has been blocked and blackened by what we term as sin, which we recognise as cruelty, greed, jealousy, licentiousness, and perversion of the truth. 

  

Souls at all stages of growth [after they leave the physical plane] pass through this Thought World.  Whether they choose to stay here in the dark shadows of the lower worlds, or in the uplands of peace and rest and opportunities for growth, is a matter of their own choice.  

  

As you know, I, Frances Banks, longed to enter the halls of learning and, in my ignorance, found myself dwindling back safely to my own level.  There are no rules or regulations, or compulsions.  The growing spirits are taken by their thought processes to their true places, according to the record they have brought with them.  In simple language, bringing in the sheaves [of their own harvest] illustrates the process of direction to the place prepared for them. 

  

The souls who offer their services [as rescuers and helpers] in that lower world, essay to show these prisoners the light ahead.  Yet their task is difficult.  The soul so reduced, and enslaved by sin, cannot bear the light.  In their poor minds they believe that the darkness hides them. 

 

  

Helen Greaves once visited these low regions in her sleep, as did Harold Sherman, and Lord Dowding.  Stephen Ward, after his death, gives an account of a journey to the ‘nether’ regions, which can be heard in the Direct voice version through Leslie Flint, freely available on his Educational Trust website.   Helen, however was not ready for the experience as a rescuer, and was turned back by Frances.   Helen writes: 

  

I found myself in a horrible place where there were creatures whose ugliness appalled me. I was frightened by the  brutality that seemed to emanate from them.  How I had managed to penetrate this dark, unpleasant world I did not know.  But there I was, shrinking from any contact, terrified and trembling at their approach to me.  Inwardly, I was calling out for help, and I was aware of Frances, in  the nun’s robes she had worn on the earthly plane.   To my intense surprise, she turned on me sharply. ‘Helen, what are you doing here? Go away.  You are not ready for this – you must not come here!  Go away.’  She did not have spiritual protection, and was so upset and terrified that she woke up as if from a nightmare. 

Reaching for the Stars          Rescue Circles (144)   Final communications from Frances Banks 

  

FRANCES     -    The psychic and the spiritual are both steps on the Jacob’s ladder of progression.  The earth-experience is possibly one of the lower steps of ascendancy.  Most incarnate beings are on that level, and thus their minds become overwhelmed by the difficulty in realizing what is true and what is inexplicable to them at their level of understanding. 

  

My first important point is that they are both a continuation of the progressive nature of man.  Humanity, which is at different stages of evolution in its journey towards the stars, [figuratively speaking, not space exploration] that is to say,  into a higher level of attainment, consists of entities which are triple natured.  For instance, mankind is animal, human and spiritual. 

  

In successive waves of progress, it is shown that the great souls, the masters, the saints, and great interpreters of the spirit have evolved from the animal instincts to the human level at its highest, whilst truly the masses remain totally unaware of much beyond higher animal intelligence, the animal nature and the total acceptance of the creature life.  Yet it must be accepted that even among such groups there are individuals who have a sensitivity within them that is aware of beings [spirits], and Higher Beings beyond the limited understanding of the masses.  Amongst these are the psychics, the natural healers, as well as those who study the writing of the sensitives [and mysitics]  (such as saint Teresa of Avila) throughout the ages.  The person with psychic awareness, often called a medium, is frequently uneducated, poor and retiring [examples are Andrew Jackson Davis, at the start of his career, and Eusapia Palladino, though this is by no means always the case.  Mediums come from all walks of life, with various levels of education  intellectual ability]. 

  

These people can and do contact the newly dead, and sometimes the spirits of family connections who have for years (in our sense of time) inhabited the next world of consciousness.  Yet often they seem to have advanced little themselves, and their messages seem to be paltry and trivial.  But should we condemn them, or take superior amusement from their words?  I do not think so.   I have witnessed the slow growth made by many souls.  It is not for anyone to be superior about these spirits who long to get a chance to contact loved ones still on earth.  Neither have we the right or the wish to forbid such moments of correspondence.  However, when money comes into the practice of this communication, we see the danger.   But who can judge the comfort and help that can be given to a sorrowing soul on the earth plane.  I recall my own joy, when my dead mother first communicated with me.  There is no condemnation of the help given, as long as the recipient does not allow this form of converse to become a drug on his own way of life, or to approach the psychic world in a spirit of fortune telling.  

  

Since my own arrival into this consciousness, I have become aware of the pitfalls of this haphazard employment of spirit communication.  In the opinion of many here, the dangers could be much remedied by the Christian Churches [as they already are in some other religions].  We feel that there should be a place for sensitives who are Christian (such as the Catholics Lorna Byrne, George Anderson or John Edward) to work within. [However, Christian Churches, except those Christian alliances within the Spiritualist movement, are not at all hospitable towards mediumship and communication with the next world]. 

  

How often has a clergyman, completely unaware of or opposed to the psychic gift, been quite unable to help and give true comfort after the death of a relative?  I myself [when an Anglican nun] had to weigh my words, until I discovered the possibilities of communication. Such mediums working within the Church [as does the medium Hiroshi Motoyama, a Shinto priest as well as a psychic researcher] respected and protected by the Church would, I am certain, do great service in bringing this controversial subject into the open.  Surely, the Bible speaks openly of gifts of the spirit, their use and their safeguards? 

  

But communication and assurance by converse with spirits has little to do with the worship of, and obedience to the spirit of all life, the Father who indeed is the Creator of us all.  Surely our Jacob’s ladder is the approach, step by step, to the realisation of our one-ness [or unity] with the reality of God’s creative spirit?  ….poets speak of ‘Trailing clouds of glory do we come, From Heaven that is our home’,  and have likened the spirit to the ‘Hound of Heaven’ (Francis Thompson) watching over us, caring for us and waiting for the soul within us to acknowledge Him.  

  

Here in this world we are spirit in Spirit, yet not at the Heart of Spirit.  Our consciousness still needs to undo many mistakes already made and to advance onwards towards the Centre. 

  

Those who are in spirit can and often do send messages of hope back to the world which they have left.  But that is not the same as one-ness with the Spirit of God the Eternal.  Even here we all go on ascending that Jacob’s Ladder.  Even here there are passports to the Higher levels – but each of us has to earn them in order to – as the world would describe it – ‘join the Immortals’. 

  

For Immortals there are and always will be.  And if it has needed millions of years of trial and error, of action and non-action, of self or others, of God or Mammon, does that not signify the slow progress, of animal through human to Spirit? 

  

Time has no substance.  Spiritual man will evolve as and when the Law of Progress is ready.  There is a maxim which I still remember from my earth experience, and which I apply now to the Spiritual Law.  Nothing can stop an idea when its time has come.  In other words, when the next step is ready to be taken, nothing can stop it. 

  

One realises and learns over here to apply the Law to every thought and action.  By so doing, the spirit grows sufficiently to be ready for the next step. 

  

We are not rushed into Paradise. It is there before us – whether immediate or protracted in our way ahead – and we pass onward into the ‘many mansions in my Father’s house’. 

  

But the spirit levels us according to our words, and the Great Souls and Masters can descend to our level for communication and teaching.  

  

On your earth plane the term spiritual has a different meaning.  A spiritual person is often described as a man or woman identified with their religion, whereas in this consciousness, a spiritual person is one who has discovered and lives WITHIN the Spiritual part of themselves. 

  

Religions on the earth plane, which often refuse to acknowledge each other, have all evolved from the need for the growing human to KNOW, and work with the Spirit of God within them.  Let me quote from the great works of Robert Browning, who KNEW:” 

  

     There is an inmost centre in us all, 

     Where truth abides in fullness…. 

     And to know rather consists of opening out a Way, 

     Whence the imprisoned splendour may escape….. 

  

When, on the plane of earth, this Truth is known and followed, then will spiritual mankind evolve, and the psychic reach upwards to the spiritual, to the very core of life itself. 

  

HELEN   -   So many people set their minds against the idea of rebirth on this planet. 

  

FRANCES    -    There are other worlds, but as yet I know little of them, and I feel it is unnecessary at this stage to try to discover more.  If and when I choose, or am advised to return for another term of material living, I think that I would want to come back to a world I had known.  But that may not be possible, and I do not care to philosophise on a return yet.  There is much I need to investigate and learn about; and I have certainly learned to curb my impatience for further knowledge until I can understand and accept it.  

  

HELEN   -   Are you happy? 

  

FRANCES    -   That is hardly a word that applies to our state of living.  Happiness which appears to be so important to many unenlightened people has no real meaning with us.  We are AT PEACE. 

  

How many souls who think themselves happy have truly found peace, or would understand if you asked them whether they were at peace? Happiness is transitory.  Soul peace, which  the surviving entity slowly acquires, is of such value and permanence that it takes prominence over all else.  To us, peace is happiness, although I doubt whether many here would think that way.  Peace in all things, all ways, all minds, all future hopes is an attribute that has to be earned.  The earning and receiving of it is life itself to us.  For it is won, not by sacrifice, except of our passions and our angers, but  by one-ness with the spirit of peace. 

  

From the observation made by the inhabitants of your world who arrive here, there are few souls who have been able to face the change with equanimity, and certainly not with peace.  There is no doubt that, because death is wrongly associated with fear and even terror, the passing of the soul from one consciousness to another is fraught with unnecessary anxiety.  That is why our new arrivals, after being greeted and welcomed by those they have loved, find relief by resting their troubled minds. 

  

Later, by communicating with other souls they realise that they have suffered unnecessary traumas.  Often souls only remember the suffering before they passed from one world to another, but in the sweet peace of their rest in the Spirit,  the memory gradually fades.  Peace has to be learned and practised.  It is a mind and soul activity.  So when the body is severed, a great change naturally takes place.  The Thought Mind commences to work, the body mind begins to fade into nothingness.  It is up to the newly rested soul to discover whether he wishes to remain alone, or to rejoin his loved ones, or to find a teacher to instruct him about the progress he can now make, or even whether there is a place where he can serve others. 

  

But all the while he will be absorbing peace, learning to control his reactions or resentments to his separation from material life, or calm his regrets at failures he now perceives.  There is no compulsion.  He is a free spirit.  His thinking is now void of terror and worry; gradually he absorbs the peace which the other souls have absorbed. 

  

Being at peace becomes a normality.  The joy of freedom from any restrictions, the glorious music of the spheres, the beauty of natural growth are all his.  All these are beyond the normal idea of happiness.  The soul itself is learning to respond to peace and the peace within. 

  

HELEN    -     What about groups of souls where you are and in the higher spirit worlds? 

  

FRANCES    -     As above, so below.  It is the law of nature, and nature is but a part of the  working out of the spirit.  Animals and birds gather into groups and flights; fish into shoals, bees into swarms, so is it not natural that humans gather into families, partners, races and nations?  Like attracts like.  

  

Here in the next world, should it be regarded as strange that the same partnerships, for learning and service, are a feature of the soul’s experience?  Indeed, it is as natural as in the world of matter, except that on this plane these Groups have a deeper purpose.  For now the soul is discovering its true identity, working its way upwards through the Halls of Learning, the Schools of Philosophy, the great Centres of music, art, literature and to the understanding of cosmic consciousness known to the Masters. 

  

We were created in God’s image; we have come out from the great Centre of Light, the Creative Spirit, to gain strength by experience, before we return to that Point of Light to become One with it again; a Pilgrim’s Progress of infinite Life, yet not a lonely pathway of single struggling souls but a growth of grouped spirits, linking their way to eventual Eternity. 

  

HELEN  -  Have you found the Spirit in your new awakening after you left the earth plane? 

  

FRANCES   -   I believe that I am more aware of what the Spirit does, but I am still almost unable to decide what It is. 

  

HELEN   -    But you live in the Spirit. 

  

FRANCES   -    True, I have no solid earthly body and I live in the mind, which gradually develops into the eternal Mind.  …there are many mansions, but to discover the entrances and even to be allowed to enter becomes a matter of the Mind within you taking ascendancy over the mind with which you came into this life after the body’s death. 

  

HELEN   -  Did you regret leaving the convent, your spiritual community, after twenty-five years? 

  

FRANCES   -   I will never regret my decision to work in the world [as a prison educator and psychic researcher].  Nor did I ever renounce either my vows that I had learned in the Order.  But now, in trying to describe my own arrival and  experiences, I know that the religious life was a wonderful school for understanding the life of the Thought World.  

  

We do not immediately become angels or even heavenly Beings of Light, which was a popular belief for many centuries, even among the Churches.  Much preparation is essential for the souls of the newly arrived.  Adjustments must be made and understood. 

  

To some it comes as a great relief and marvelous release of the Spirit.  To others who have existed almost entirely on a material and sensual level, many adjustments are involved before they can, so to speak, move on.  

  

I did so myself, although perhaps not so slowly, since my life had been spent in obeying the Convent rules of meditation and prayer.  

 

  

Helen Greaves summed up her own life’s work by saying that  ‘God’s Law, which we can term the Challenging Light, is perfect; we are always in the right place at the right time in order to experience that which we have built into our lives – even though it might be death. 

  

Wars and hate result from the fact that we are all at different stages of growth.  It is a Tower of Babel, where we all speak different Soul languages.  The world is composed of young souls eager for adventure, developing souls, mature souls, advanced souls, wise OLD souls, at times even an Illumined soul will visit the earth plane for special work. 

  

Among those we must place Jesus, Muhammad, the Buddha and other Eastern Masters as well as many of our western saints, who came to earth with a message for their Age. 

  

Let us therefore listen to, and hear, their message, in order that our own spiritual advancement can be hastened.’ 

 

  

And now a final reassuring  word from Frances Banks about the death, which each one of us will one day face. 

  

FRANCES   - Since I have not mentioned the effect of sudden death either from heart failure or as a result of an accident, I should like to include the reassuring experiences of those who have suffered such unexpected deaths.   After discussing this with them over here, I have found my thoughts returning to my own experience.  

  

The casting off of the transitory body was nothing compared to the searing pain [of cancer] which it had endured for those long pre-death weeks.  For me, they were harder to wipe from my consciousness than the total abandonment of the body itself. 

  

Those here whose last moments of conscious earth life were threatened by some approaching inevitable holocaust [such as an accident or sudden heart attack,]  assure me that they have no memory of either leaving the body or of  what took place immediately afterwards. Their memories seemed to be shrouded in the blessed state of unconsciousness. 

  

Sudden death is not prolonged in anguish as humans believe.  Without realising it the soul has been prepared, and all is known.  As we were instructed, not a sparrow falls to the ground without the Spirit knowing of it.  As happened in my own case, the human  mind of the victim seems to become anaesthetised.  The Spirit takes charge.  When the soul awakens into this consciousness it is at peace, even though at first it probably will not realise that it has left its human home. 

  

Here I feel that questions are arising  as to where is heaven, and where have our dear ones gone? 

  

The answer is that heaven is everywhere.  There is no departure as such.  Our departed friends are still around those they loved on earth.  They have not gone away.  For death is not a departure.  It is merely a CHANGE OF CONSCIOUSNESS.   Our consciousness in this further experience is quite different from human consciousness.  We have knowledge of a wider living, an introduction to greater understanding, and between the spiritual and the material life, a great gulf is fixed. 

  

Yet, we are around you, conscious of our friends, aware of the state of the world, and longing to help and comfort you and to bring to earth the Challenge of the Light. 

  

[The are many more discussions on the spiritual life, here and hereafter, between Frances and Helen in “The Challenging Light” [by Helen Greaves, Neville Spearman, 1984] and I would recommend the book to all searchers, spiritual workers, healers and those involved in spirit rescue or release in some way, whether in individual counselling   and therapy, or group and home circle work.  Books like those by Helen Greaves and other authentic mediums contain a wealth of information, and an optimistic philosophy of life which encourages us in our work and along our own journey through life.  Richard R.] 

 EVP and Earthbound Spirits in Limbo.  White Noise, the movie.   Rescue Circles (145) 

  

I had thought that with the conclusion of  the communications from Frances Banks I had come to the end of this series.   But life is ongoing, and so is the steady stream of recorded experiences (both on tape and through mental mediumship) of communication with inhabitant of the Other Side.  As Frances stated, our experiences are steps on the Jacob’s ladder  of progression, and these steps are described to us in many different ways.   In this episode we will look at the findings of an independent researcher who shared his experiments with EVP on tape recorders  with Harold Sherman, who published them in his book “The Dead Are Alive”  Fawcett Gold Medal.  1981.  The following is a condensed review of the results of his research. 

  

In the early days of EVP, after Jurgenson, Raudive, Bill Welch and George Meek had paved the way,  Wilma, the wife of A.J. Plimpton (pseudonym) died, on December 10, 1974.  A.J. was in the oil business, traveled the country in his private helicopter, and was a fine musician, having a theatre organ built into his home.  After Wilma’s death, he tried  every means to contact her, and  stumbled upon  the use of EVP, and after setting up his tape recorders, and three months of daily recording sessions with no results, and about to give up, he finally  picked up some voices on the tape.  

  

VOICE    -     Help me. 

  

A.J.     -    Who are you? 

  

VOICE    -    I don’t know. 

  

A.J.   -    What’s your name? 

  

VOICE   -   Don’t know. 

  

A.J.   -   Where are you? 

  

VOICE    -    Right here. 

  

A,J,   -   I can’t see you. 

  

VOICE  -    I see you. 

  

After this beginning, different voices began  coming through, most of them in broken sentences – plaintive whispers for help against a white noise background, just as in the 2004 movie  ‘White Noise’ with Michael Keaton. [I would recommend that movie, not for its over-dramatisation of the negative spirits depicted, but for introducing EVP to the general public, and opening up awareness of the possibilities of ITC and electronic communication with the Other Side.  Google AAEVP and Tom and Lisa Butler   or go to www.aaevp.com    for more information. R.R.] 

  

 These voices seemed to be earthbound spirits, many of whom did not understand that they had died.  They were confused and bewildered, not knowing where they were , not knowing how to get out of their predicament.   They were close to the earth still, and had not found Jacob’s ladder, or any steps up towards the higher spiritual planes of existence. 

  

In the following months  A.J. recorded several hundred of these voices.  During this period, however, he had managed to make contact with the voice of his wife, Wilma, and also his nephew Jason, who had died in an accident when only two and a half years old. Wilma’s first words were  ‘Amour (A.J.’s first name) this is Wilma.’      Words came a few at a time at first, but gradually more lengthy conversations ensued, and finally, as A.J. developed some psychic abilities, he received her thoughts telepathically.    She explained that when she had died, after 72 hours in a coma in hospital, she blacked out, and when she returned to consciousness, she found herself in what appeared to be an almost endless hospital ward in the spirit world.   There were rows of occupied beds and white-attired attendants.  Her first thoughts were that A.J. had had her moved to another hospital, until she saw her formerly deceased father and mother standing beside the bed, smiling down at her.  She thought that she must have died, but didn’t know where she was. Her parents, sensing her thoughts, explained that she was in what might be called a Rest Home, one of many which exist around the earth, where most people are transported at death, to remain for longer or shorter periods, until they become adapted to the new conditions. 

  

As Wilma became more and more aware of her surroundings, which seemed to be as real and substantial as her earth existence had been, she was almost  overwhelmed by the emotional pull on her of her husband’s grief.  Although she didn’t know how it could be done, she felt she had to respond to his mental call, and return to earth and try to assure him that she was still alive – that there WAS a life after death, in which he had not believed – and that they, one day, could be re-united.   With that thought in mind, she suddenly found herself back in their home in Oklahoma, and in the physical presence of her husband, who was, at that moment, gazing fixedly at her photograph.  She heard her own voice speaking to him but was frustrated to observe that he didn’t hear it.  She followed him about the rest of the day, in his car, wherever he went, trying to embrace him, to comfort him, to catch his attention in one way or another – and her fruitless efforts continued until one night when A.J. finally retired to bed, and went to sleep, calling her name.  It was then that Wilma  sensed that he was contemplating suicide, since he felt he could not go on without her.  Somehow she influenced her husband over the following days to search for means to get in touch with her.  It must have been her thoughts which directed him to  notice and buy one of Harold Sherman’s book on display  at a newsstand, ‘You Live After Death.’  This led him to contact the author, who explained EVP to him, so he started recording, and eventually got in touch with Wilma that way, and his young nephew, Jason. 

  

A.J.   -  Are you right here with me?  Can you see me even if I can’t see you? 

  

WILMA  -    Yes, we can  see you.  We’ve been trying to make you see us – but we don’t know how. 

  

A.J.   -    Can you see these earthbound people who are giving me such a time? 

  

WILMA    -    No, we can’t see them – but we can hear their voices, just like you can.  

  

A.J.  -   Then they must exist in a different frequency, which makes them invisible to you. 

  

Many times after that, when A.J. would call for Wilma, hoping that her voice would come on tape, a voice would answer that this was Wilma, and he had  learned to tell when it was an earthbound spirit pretending  to be Wilma.  He would tell the impersonator  that she was not Wilma , and asked why she lied.   The spirits  would say that they just wanted to  talk to him.  This often happens with researchers when they begin their investigations, and with beginning mediums.  We need to test the spirits, and not naively accept every manifestation as true and reliable.  Spirit protection and a right attitude towards the work is needed.   Some of these television  programs on hauntings and paranormal investigations seem to invite these earthbound, negative or attention-seeking spirits rather than requesting useful communications with those on the higher spiritual planes.  

  

In December 1975, a year after Wilma’s death, A.J. sold his house in Oklahoma, and rented a house in Arkansas  to be near his married daughter, and to be closer to Harold Sherman and his research organization, which was helping him with his EVP recording.  This was when trouble with earthbound spirits really began to play havoc with his research and with his peace of mind.  The house was haunted.        [To be continued]. 

A.J. Plimpton.  Rescue Circles (146)  Rescuing earthbounds with EVP

  

A.J. Plimpton had just moved into the house he had rented in a town in Arkansas  and working with his microphone and tape recorder one evening in the front room, he was picking up the voice of his wife Wilma  when she was interrupted by an angry man’s voice: 

  

SPIRIT   -    That’s MY Wilma!  You can’t talk with my wife! 

  

A.J.      -     Who are you? 

  

SPIRIT   -   I’m Frank, and you’re in my house.  Get out of  my house. 

  

A.J.   -   Why is it YOUR house? 

  

SPIRIT  -    I live here.  I’ve always lived here! 

  

[The whole atmosphere of the room was electrically charged, which was picked up  on the tape, and when he played it back, Plimpton found there was a lot of static and a loud rumbling, rattling noise]. 

  

A.J.   -   You say your name is Frank.  I just rented this house.  What makes you think it is your home now. 

  

SPIRIT  -   I can’t find my wife.   What have you done to Wilma?  Get out of here, or  I will kill you. 

  

A.J.  related this conversation to Harold Sherman, who suggested that there might have been some violent tragedy in the house some years before.   A.J. checked police records and newspaper archives from around thirty years earlier and found that back in 1947 a  man  named Frank Bradley had owned the house, and had been brutally murdered in the front room.  The murderer, a  young man with a lengthy criminal record, was arrested  and executed in the electric  chair, known as “The Thunderbolt.”  Perhaps this was the noise A.J. had recorded.  Frank Bradley’s wife, coincidentally also  named Wilma, had died previously,  and now Frank, held in this earthbound condition because of his violent death did no know where to find her.    He was so confused  he didn’t know whether he was the victim or the murderer.  A.J. told him his full name, and the details of the murder  and of his daughter Margaret’s involvement with the criminal, but, while it stirred his memory, he still felt uncertain and disturbed.  

  

Meanwhile there were five young women who had somehow become attached to A.J.’s wife, the other Wilma, and who often accompanied her wherever she went.  They had forgotten their names and said they didn’t really need them anyway.   But A.J. told them he would have to give them names, so he could distinguish them from each other when they communicated.  So he assigned these five names  to them  for identification  purposes  and called them Cleo, Agatha, Lula, Mary and Helen.  A.J.’s young nephew in spirit, Jason, had volunteered to be his messenger.  He would try to locate  different friends and relatives and other personalities for A.J. to find if possible where they were residing, what they were doing, and if they would care to communicate.  Many of them expressed surprise that they could hear A.J.’s voice and that there was a way to tape their voices.   Some tried to exchange messages, without success.   They said it required the exercise of energy and it was not easy to do.   Anyway, it wouldn’t be too long before everyone they had known on earth would be on their side of life.  

  

Frank continued to bother A.J. and calling for Wilma.  He just couldn’t understand that A.J. was calling for HIS wife, not Frank’s.  So the arguments continued until  A.J. tried to  stir Frank’s memory again about the murder. 

  

A.J.   -   Do you  remember about the murder in this room, quite some time ago? 

  

FRANK    -   What do you mean?  I didn’t kill anybody. 

  

A.J.   -    No – you’re mixed up.  You didn’t kill anybody.   Somebody, a man called Roy  Hoyt  killed you. 

  

FRANK   -   Killed me?   I don’t know.  All I know – I’m here in my house, and my wife is gone.  I can’t find her.  What have you done with my Wilma? 

  

VOICE  [a spirit helper or rescuer]  -  This  man doesn’t belong  here.   You are right.  He didn’t kill  anybody.  He belongs on the second plane with his wife.  

  

A.J.   -   Well, is there any way  I can help him find his Wilma? 

  

VOICE   -    Yes.  You can have Jason and the ladies take him to the Second Plane.  

  

A.J.    -   Thanks, whoever you are.  I’ll do what you suggest.  This man has been driving me nuts. 

  

A.J. [contacting Jason]    –   You get the ladies and I’ll have Frank Bradley ready for you.  

  

[Since the spirit of Frank Bradley was in the house, all A.J. had to do was to call his name and he responded.  He could not see him but heard his voice.] 

  

FRANK   -   Now, what do you want?  Are you going to leave my wife alone? 

  

A.J.      -   Frank, I know where your wife, Wilma, is and I’m going to have you taken to her.  Would you like that? 

  

FRANK   -    Where is she? 

  

A.J.   -    She is where YOU should have been.  She is on the Second Plane.  I repeat – you haven’t killed anybody.  You’re not guilty of anything.  Are you ready to go?  If  you are, my nephew, Jason, and the ladies are ready to take you to where your wife Wilma is.  They are standing by.  Do you see them? 

  

FRANK [after a moment’s hesitation]   -   Yes, I see a boy and some women. 

  

A.J.  [to his nephew and the ladies]   -   Okay, Jason and the ladies, this is Frank Bradley. 

  

[A.J. could hear an exchange of greetings.  Then the voices died out.] 

  

WILMA  [A.J.’s wife in spirit]  -    They’re going, A.J.   It’ll take no time to get to the Second Plane. 

  

[In a few moments, Jason and the ladies returned with the report that they had been projected to a designated place where Frank Bradley’s wife, Wilma, and his father and mother, had been waiting to greet and to care for him.   Since that time, Frank came back several times to thank A.J.  After that he was heard from no more.  He had no need to return to his former home, where he had been murdered.  He has a new home on the Other Side.] 

  

A.J.’s father was reached by some of his relatives and told that A.J. wanted to speak to him.   The father sent back word:  ‘Tell  A. J. I am not interested in getting in touch with earth.   I’m having too interesting a time  where I am.  Tell my son I’ll see him when he gets here!’ 

  

In the fall of 1977, A.J. came suddenly in possession of the telepathic ability to hear voices in his mind and to transmit this thoughts mentally.  He found himself able, at times, to record messages from Wilma on tape at the same time he was receiving the same messages by telepathy.  He had dreamed of having some such method of communication for months, and expressed  his gratitude to whatever powers had helped him develop such a faculty, if this was how it had been brought about.  As an experiment, A.J., who now had five different types of tape recorder, started them all going at once and all five recorders picked up the same voice messages, simultaneously.  This reminded him of his being in a big television shop and seeing their sets tuned to the same station with the same program coming in.  Apparently thought vibrations are just as universal as radio and TV waves.  

  

When friends and relatives asked him to see  if he could locate  and talk to deceased loved ones, A.J. would send them to information centers to  to find them, and if contact was made, their answers  to questions  were often  so accurate  as to  convince  many of their identity. 

  

A.J. Just told what he heard.  All this happened as a result of his devoting full time and energy over the past few years in a major effort to prove if there was  a life after death, and if so, would it be possible to communicate with his  wife Wilma.   He became satisfied that he had proved that everyone survives death, regardless  of their religious beliefs or no belief at all, that it is a part of the scheme of creation.  

  

 While  A.J. was still being   harassed by Frank, he was becoming increasingly  appealed to for help by earthbound people.   Now that he could hear their voices telepathically, he was using tape recording less and less.    He asked prayerfully for help himself from someone on the Other Side,  as to what could be done for these distressed people.   

  

To his surprise, a deep toned voice replied: 

  

VOICE  -   These people have to have a sense of direction to release them from the conditions they are in.  Tell them to repeat after you: ‘I want to leave this dark and dismal place and go to the 25th dimension which is warm and cheery and bright and beautiful, and where friends and loved ones are waiting to greet me.’ 

  

A.J.     -       I’ve been told that what is called the First Plane has 25 dimensions, and that these earthbounds are on the 16th dimension at the present time. Can they reach the 25th without guidance? 

  

VOICE   -  I suggest you let your nephew Jason and the ladies take those who want to go. 

  

A.J.    -   Can you tell me who you are? 

  

VOICE    -   That is not necessary.  You have your answer.  
 

Acting on these instructions, A.J. worked out a plan of action.  He appealed to Jason and the ladies for help towhich they readily assented.  Then he spoke aloud to the earthbounds who, in some mysterious way, could hear his voice where they were - a dimension, like so many, situated in layers, superimposed over what might be called the earth plane.  He explained to them a procedure he would like them to follow which would free them from their self-imposed bondage.A babble of voices flowed through A.J.'s consciousness. 
 

VOICES    -    What if we don't like it where you want to take us?
 

A.J.    -    If you don't like it, I'll have Jason and the ladies bring you back to the 16th dimension where you now are.
 

JASON   -   Uncle, there are hundreds of them gathering here.  We can see them now.  I wish people on earth wouldn't call them spirits.  They have bodies just like they had before they died, only thy are still mixed up in their minds, and they need to be taken some place where they can be helped.  We can't take them beyond the 25th dimension because that's where the Second Plane begins and they're not ready to go there.  They wouldn't be permitted.  So just get them to say the word, and we'll be off.
 

A.J.  [unable to see the earthbounds]  -  I understand you can all hear my voice. Perhaps you can all see me, and Jason and these ladies.  They are ready to be your guides and take you all to the 25th dimension - but you will first have to repeat after me these words:  I WANT TO GO TO THE 25TH DIMENSION WHICH IS A PLACE THAT IS WARM AND CHEERY AND BRIGHT AND WHERE FRIENDS AND LOVED ONES ARE WAITING TO GREET ME.
 

WILMA  [A.J.'s wife in spirit]   -  Oh  I wish you could see.  They are repeating these words in chorus.  They have such a look of hope and expectation in their faces, and now they are gone.  They have disappeared, and Jason and the ladies with them.  They will be in the 25th dimension in no time.  Oh, how wonderful!
 

[A.J. found that this simple method brought release to the earthbound spirits from their confused states of consciousness and enabled them to go to a higher vibrating level where they could be given help and loving care.  He thenceforth set aside the times, twice a day, when he repeated this little demonstration, and by now, through his guidance, he estimates that thousands of spirit entities have been sent to this  place that is cheery and bright.
 

[There is an alternative technique to use, to help an earthbound move on, if it is a case of one spirit on its own, or a person recently deceased.  Just  ask them, mentally or out loud, if they have a particular relative or friend, or even a pet who is no longer on the earth plane.  Then get them to call this person or pet, or think of them.  This has not failed to work, in all such cases I have read about.  The lost, confused or lonely soul  soon sees their former companion, and moves off with them, and the room is empty.]
 

It has been explained to A.J. that those who die, lacking a belief in an After Life, are still clinging to the earth plane.  They are able to see and hear those in this life, their body forms seem to be the same, and they cannot understand why they can no longer communicate.  It is a frustrating experience and without direction from some source, they are inclined to remain in limbo for an indefinite period, as we have seen in many of the previous cases recorded in this series.  
 

The practice of some religious people in praying for the souls of the departed would appear to have validity since we know now that thought can be transmitted and received, and their influence may well be of aid to those who have gone on, in making adjustment to the Next Existence.  
 

Perhaps as we gain further knowledge of the inter-relationship of one plane of existence to another, we will learn how to be of better help to the spirits of loved ones and speed them on their way with good and loving thoughts, rather than over-burdening them with our grief and mourning, in the mistaken notion that we are demonstrating our degree of affection and sense of loss in this manner.
 

Condensed from "The Dead are Alive" they can and do communicate with you."  by Harold Sherman. Ballantine Books / Fawcett Gold Medal, New York.  1981.  This is a useful handbook dealing with the different modes of commuication with the spirit world, including EVP.    My notes [within square brackets].  Richard R.
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