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A Psalm of Life

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,



And things are not what they seem.

 Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;

 Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

     Was not spoken of the soul.






 Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,






     Is our destined end or way; 






But to act, that each tomorrow






     Find us farther than today.






Art is long, and Time is fleeting






    And our hearts, though stout and brave






Still like muffled drums, are beating






    Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,






    In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!






    Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!






    Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act, - act in the living Present!






Heart within, and God o'erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us






    We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us






    Footprints on the sands of time; -​

Footprints, that perhaps another,






    Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,






    Seeing, shall take heart again.






Let us, then, be up and doing,






    With a heart for any fate:






Still achieving, still pursuing






    Learn to labour and to wait.

          Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Introduction

This is an age of broadened horizons of the mind and of the spirit. We are beginning to realize that there are higher dimensions of environment and of experi​ence which condition our everyday living far more than we have known.

Many people are accepting the truth that there is no death as we have understood that term; that in fact we move out of the physical body into higher dimensions of livingness and awareness. The ancient Egyptians often referred to those living in a physical body as "the entombed," their consciousness shrouded and dar​kened by the enveloping physical form. I know from my own experience that this is so. The clarity of mind when one is gaining release from the physical body at the point of death and moving into these higher dimen​sions of Reality is a shining joy and a great illumina​tion. To be pulled back is a weariness and a sadness at first, but accepted as a part of the total life experience. I know surely that one cannot complete that journey until it is one's time and destiny to do so.

Those who do not know that the experience called death is merely a moving through a bright door into a greater and happier Reality are often earthbound.

             Their faces are still turned toward the physical world. They become tied to those living in the physical body, to the detriment of themselves and those they leave behind.

Annabel Chaplin has had many years of experience assisting the earthbound, and their loved ones left be​hind, to find release into freedom. Many of her readers will find answers to baffling experiences that have troubled them for years. She speaks with a compassion and sincerity that cannot be questioned. She has a clear direct style of writing and an intuitive ability to anticipate and answer the questions in the minds of her readers. The Bright Light of Death is an important contribution to the emerging knowledge which is dissi​pating an age-old fear of the human race.

Viola Petitt Neal, Ph.D.

Foreword

I have been led to write this book by a series of events and dreams which I could not ignore. Whenever I inwardly protested that I did not want to write a book, I was invariably shown in dreams, sequentially cor​roborated by an event in life, that my personal reluc​tance was of no importance. Whenever I hesitated, someone innocently prodded me into action by a re​quest for the kind of help described in this book. There were many personal reasons why I held back. I could justify my reasons and support my position, but I could not deny the inner teaching, the inner directions.

Over the years I have observed that many people are in the kind of trouble described in this book. It is to these people that the contents of the book are directed.

Death

Death is so beautiful

That youth beholding him

Counts all the world well lost

To follow him,

Into the radiance of a dawn

More fair than earth has ever known. 

And age looks deep into his eyes

And knows

That all the unfulfillment of this life 

is but a passing sorrow

And that fulfilment waits

Beyond his beckoning hand.

Death is so beautiful

That all men follow

Nor look backward

When he calls.

Viola Petitt Neal

Chapter 1

The Dream of Liberation

The first forty-five years of my life I was sound asleep, mechanically obeying any authority figure, go​ing through the motions of living, a will-of-the-wisp, a leaf driven by the winds, a speck of dust, a nothing! Suddenly, without any warning, I was catapulted into another world - the world of reality - a world where everything had meaning, beauty, joy. I was alive! I was awake!

It all began with a dream. I dreamed that I was in a small train, just large enough to hold me. I went down, down, down into what seemed like the bowels of the earth. It was dark except for lights coming out of the many windows of a large three-storied brick building. From where I sat in my train I could peer into the lit-up rooms. I glimpsed a couple, presumably a man and wife, eating; a woman giving birth to a baby; another waiting for her lover. Outside of the building there was a group of people clinging to one another. They looked miserable, cold, almost lifeless. Yet I knew they were not dead. The whole scene was eerie. I was puzzled. My attention was riveted to the people outside the building and I thought, "Poor things. How can they breathe in that awful, dank, stifling atmos​phere?" Abruptly I awoke.

I knew the dream had a message for me. I knew that it was important. It haunted me for days on end. At odd moments the subjective feeling of going down and down kept recurring and hitting me in the solar plexus. Time and again the clarity of the bright lights from the windows and the contrasting heavy grey mist on the outside, returned vividly to my memory. And most of all, the still and lifeless people huddled together, cling​ing to the building, troubled me. The disturbance that the dream caused within me was as bewildering as the dream itself. Why? I had to find out. I searched for help, for an answer to my dream. Someone said, "I know a psychologist who works with dreams and is particularly helpful to people like you who have learned to meditate."

I had been meditating regularly following my own intuitions. All this happened twenty-one years ago, when meditation was considered a rather strange pur​suit and was not as popularly accepted as it is today. In fact, those of us who meditated were considered rather odd and far out.

Acting upon the suggestion I went to the psycholo​gist and told him about my dream. He had an unusual method which led the dreamer into completing the dream and resolving the hidden message. He sat oppo​site me and we meditated together. I felt peaceful and relaxed, as I often do in meditation. He spoke quietly. "Tell me again your dream, but this time don't stop. Let the dream continue; keep going."

I did as he requested. I came to the part of the dream where I had seen the people in the stifling air clinging to each other. As I watched, one figure clothed in a long dark robe emerged. I gasped! That figure was myself! I became one with that black-robed figure! I was no longer the observer in the train - I was that person struggling for breath and choking.

Desperately I tried to pull away from the people who were holding me, smothering me. They wouldn't let go. I screamed, horrible hoarse screams! I was in an agony of pain. This was the end of me! The people became like wild animals who were tearing me apart. I was being cut to pieces. The medieval torture rack was stretching my body. I screamed and screamed, and screamed - dear God!!

Suddenly with one last wrenching effort I broke loose. I was free! I was flying away from that awful place. I looked back. Below me I saw a large black whirling ball. A moment ago I was inside that black ball, in a prison of horror, attached to fiendish beings. Now I was floating off into the blue sky, the purified air, the warm bright sun. It was sheer joy, ecstasy,​ freedom.

All this time the psychologist had remained in medi​tation. I had to experience the pain of rebirth without interference. He sensed this and did not interrupt. Later I recalled having experienced similar pains when I gave birth to my oldest daughter and the joy and relief when I held her in my arms.

I left the psychologist's office full of gratitude, but by the time I reached home I could barely function. I crawled into bed and stayed there for several days. I was completely drained. Relief? Yes. Joy? Yes. Sad? Yes. Everything and nothing. I read Kahlil Gibran and was comforted.

At the end of three days I revived and became myself again. Myself? Never the same self; the old self was gone. I was different. I knew it. Others saw it and questioned me. I said nothing. The new me was some​thing I had to get accustomed to. I was no longer interested in my former activities, golf, the country club, entertaining, clothes. All this seemed boring and unimportant.

I yearned to know more about the Higher Life of which I had had only a glimpse. I went to lectures on all subjects spiritual and esoteric. I was hungry for knowledge and understanding. I knew beyond a ques​tion of doubt that there was more to life than what appeared on the surface. I joined groups. I studied. I asked. I searched. And always I meditated, always the greatest learning, the most profound teaching, came from my meditations, my dreams and mental images. The books and lectures stimulated my mind, but any original thoughts or direction came from the inner self, from the inner teaching. In fact I can never take personal credit for what I am about to relate. What​ever I experienced from that day to this, whatever I have learned, whomever I have been privileged to help has been the result of the wisdom of this inner teaching.

My Dream of Liberation had taught me the deeper meaning of freedom. It taught that in order for each one of us to function to the fullest capacity, it is neces​sary to be free, free from guilt, fears, anger, resent​ments. In my case I had to be free from the people who had chained me to them. Chains of possessive love can be just as binding and destructive as chains of hate. The end result is the same, a stifling of the soul, of the personality, of the body.

Prior to my dream I had had difficulty with ordinary breathing and spoke heavily through my nose. I ha​bitually walked around with my mouth open. I was close to being asthmatic and many a night awoke gasp​ing for breath. After my Dream of Liberation, this outer manifestation disappeared, never to return. But what happened to me, the real person, was of far greater importance than the physical healing. The Dream had freed the soul, the real self. I was free to grow and to learn, free to make my own mistakes without blaming others. I studied Ouspensky and Nicoll and learned to observe myself objectively. Al​though didn't like what I observed, I learned compas​sion for myself and others. I learned the importance of facing up to the negative aspects, working on and releasing them.

As time went on, unexpectedly many people came to me for counselling. Although a subsequent dream re​vealed that this was going to happen, I was truly sur​prised when so many came 'knocking on my door.' Recognizing the importance of helping them obtain their freedom as I had, I probed for their particular chains and tried to help them sever their ties. And invariably I asked about their dreams and often found within them their own "Dream of Liberation", their way to freedom. 

Yes. Everything and nothing. I read Kahlil Gibran and was comforted.

At the end of three days I revived and became myself again. Myself? Never the same self; the old self was gone. I was different. I knew it. Others saw it and questioned me. I said nothing. The new me was some​thing I had to get accustomed to. I was no longer interested in my former activities, golf, the country club, entertaining, clothes. All this seemed boring and unimportant.

I yearned to know more about the Higher Life of which I had had only a glimpse. I went to lectures on all subjects spiritual and esoteric. I was hungry for knowledge and understanding. I knew beyond a ques​tion of doubt that there was more to life than what appeared on the surface. I joined groups. I studied. I asked. I searched. And always I meditated,  always the greatest learning, the most profound teaching, came from my meditations, my dreams and mental images. The books and lectures stimulated my mind, but any original thoughts or direction came from the inner self, from the inner teaching. In fact I can never take personal credit for what I am about to relate. What​ever I experienced from that day to this, whatever I have learned, whomever I have been privileged to help has been the result of the wisdom of this inner teaching.

My Dream of Liberation had taught me the deeper meaning of freedom. It taught that in order for each one of us to function to the fullest capacity, it is neces​sary to be free, free from guilt, fears, anger, resent​ments. In my case I had to be free from the people who  had chained me to them. Chains of possessive love can be just as binding and destructive as chains of hate. The end result is the same, a stifling of the soul, of the personality, of the body.

Prior to my dream I had had difficulty with ordinary breathing and spoke heavily through my nose. I habitually walked around with my mouth open. I was close to being asthmatic and many a night awoke gasping for breath. After my Dream of Liberation, this outer manifestation disappeared, never to return. But what happened to me, the real person, was of far greater importance than the physical healing. The Dream had freed the soul, the real self. I was free  to grow and to learn, free to make my own mistake without blaming others. I studied Ouspensky and Nicoll and learned to observe myself objectively. Although I didn't like what I observed, I learned compassion for myself and others. I learned the importance of facing up to the negative aspects, working on any releasing them.

As time went on, unexpectedly many people came to me for counselling. Although a subsequent dream revealed that this was going to happen, I was truly surprised when so many came 'knocking on my door'. Recognizing the importance of helping them obtain their freedom as I had, I probed for their particular chains and tried to help them sever their ties. And invariably I asked about their dreams and often found within them their own "Dream of Liberation" - their way to freedom.

Practically it is not an easy matter to

“look within.” Techniques do exist,

however, and until recently religion 

seemed to have a monopoly on

them. Spiritual meditation has

always been the gateway to a special

kind of self-knowledge, and, certainly, 

a rich reward  awaits the contemplative soul.

Peace of Mind

Joshua Loth Liebman

Chapter 2

The Moon People

I heard of a therapist who worked with his client using mental imagery and meditation techniques. I decided to see him. For many personal reasons, I worked with him for only a few short months. He was intrigued by the ease with which I entered the deeper dimensions of the mind, and we had many interesting sessions. He remarked one day after an unusual episode that my mental images showed an inclination and ability to explore the unknown and to reach higher dimensions of the mind. He thought I was destined to do something original. His comment meant nothing to me then and only now, as I am about to relate some extraordinary experiences in working with the dead, do his words come back to me.

lt is important to state here and now that all mental images that I have ever experienced were in full waking consciousness. Never have I been in the trance state.

I always knew who I was and where I was. The mental images seem to come from a source beyond my every day knowledge, sometimes symbolical, sometimes very factual. For me it seems to come in sequential pictures and symbols as though there were a movie projector inside my mind operating from a higher source. One picture follows another and I never know what is com​ing next. Rarely have I time to question. I am too engrossed in watching the rapidly moving pictures.

With a little guidance many people can experience this method of learning. Some have a more natural aptitude for it than others, but it can be taught. Like meditation, one has to relax the physical body and the outer mind before slipping into that other dimension which appears to be what Jung calls a waking dream, or active imagination.

Although the messages from the inner level of imag​ery were profound and sometimes puzzling, when they were understood the meaning became clear and the solution fairly simple. Over and over again the learning from the inner level came in these words, "Keep it simple." Usually the remedy was, and often is, quite truly simple.

On one particular day I entered this higher dimen​sion of mind which produced in imagery personal rec​ollections of my early childhood and girlhood. Just as I was about to come to the end of the session, I entered a deeper dimension of mind which evoked a more cosmic picture. I was suspended between the sun and the moon, standing on a floating disk on which I felt secure. I gravitated toward the moon, but the therapist kept urging me to go to the sun. However, the moon environment magnetised my disk and I kept going down, down, down. As I came closer to the moon I could see countless numbers of little people there. They saw me approaching and came running from their  hiding places, gesturing with their hands, pleading and begging, "Take me, take me, take me!" The therapist interrupted, again instructing me to go back to the sun.

I yearned to help these distressed beings on the moon, but I didn't know what to do for them. Who were these people? What were they doing on the moon? What did it all mean? Their pleas haunted me. The moon, as I interpreted it, was a symbol for the abode of the so-called dead who had lost their way. The inhabitants, living in this condition, seemed to be pleading for help. I believed that I had floated down to their dimension for a specific reason. But I needed more experience and knowledge before I could understand the full meaning of their plight and my role. A little later, when I began working on the releasing of the dead who are earth-bound, I learned that there was something that I could do to help the "moon people" step out of that desolate dimension and onto their own disk, to make their own journey to the sun, to God.

The therapist was right and what I gained from the personal experience of a trip in symbolic imagery to the Sun was valuable. Later, as I meditated on the plight of the "moon people", I began to perceive that the job of rescuing the dead could be dangerous and destructive to me as a person. I learned from my meditation that I must never take anyone on my own disk, that each one has to have his or her own disk, path, or way. And most of all, I learned never to interfere with anyone’s free will!

It was emphasized that I, or anyone else, could not and must not arbitrarily decide what is best for another individual. Each one has the God-given right to make his own decision, whatever that may be. Any inter​ference, no matter how well-intended, is fraught with danger. So I learned to wait patiently for the request from persons directly involved, before making any at​tempt to help.

"As above, so below." What is true for the dead is also true for the living. We must allow the other person the liberty of choosing his own path, his freedom of expression. Too many of us in the name of love, over​protect our children. Too many of us in the name of love inflict our desires and ambitions upon our chil​dren. In the name of love we are guilty of interfering with their growth process, and in the adult world the male can be overprotective of his mate, or the female can be the dominating partner. The 'I know what is best for you' attitude can stifle and choke the loved one. And death does not rectify the situation!

The strong, even after death, often want to govern the weak and imprison the object of their love. The weak do not have the power to step out of their bond​age, even after the death of the dominant personality. Their will has been too often surrendered to the stron​ger person.

The "moon people" seemed to fall into the category of the weak characters. In life and in death they had followed the path of least resistance and had leaned on someone else. Now they wanted to be airlifted out of their plight. Eventually some were ready and could be assisted to go to a better environment. I believe who​ever asks for help should be helped. Each should ask. 

I decided to dedicate myself to this job, and I know there are others on this side of life, and on the other side of life, who have also chosen this way of service. I took years of training in many ways to bring me to the point of implementing this decision. Eventually I found it was simpler than I had thought.

How hast thou helped him that

is without power? How savest thou

that arm that hath no strength?

Job 26:2

      Chapter 3

                                                     The Bright Light

As I recall the train of events which led me into this new and strange world, I am amazed how each experience seemed to be systematically arranged from a source beyond me. Step by step a new teaching was constantly being revealed to me on a subject about which I had no previous training or experience. I was continually being exposed to the kind of knowledge necessary for work in the unknown world. The fine hand of destiny, the guiding light of fate were always pushing me toward the goal. I seemed to meet the right people at the right time and experience the exact level needed for the learning process.

At about this time I met a brilliant woman who was using the same method of mental imagery. Finding we had much in common, both of us searching for answers to the complexities of life, both of us accustomed to meditative practices, we decided to work together.

On one particular day we began as usual. It is as vivid in my mind now as it was then, many years ago. My friend, as was her custom, had pen and pad in hand ready to record my inner pictures. We rarely chose the topic for the session but always let the teaching forces decide what was right and best for us to experience at that time. We are convinced that there are teaching forces in the universe and learned to probe that source of knowledge for our basic under​standing of the principles of life. We learned to rely on that source of knowledge when we were puzzled by the seeming riddle of life. We learned to seek that source of knowledge to help us solve the unsolvable. We con​stantly tapped its resources and it never failed to give us the renewed strength needed for the goals we were attempting to reach. This inner source of knowledge stressed service, service to humanity.

On the day I refer to above we settled down for the next step in learning. Serene and relaxed in mind and body, I did not expect what was about to occur.

In imagery I found myself in a most desolate place with no signs of life anywhere. Fallen branches of dead trees were strewn about the parched and arid earth; broken slabs of stone, evidently grave markers, lay scattered over the barren ground. The air was heavy and a grey mist clouded the entire area. I knew that I was in a deserted place, a neglected graveyard, and I solemnly announced, "Today we are going to learn something that has to do with death."

As the inner pictures moved on I left that dreary, desolate place and suddenly came to an entirely differ​ent region. I was catapulted from the depressing, barren graveyard into an environment totally the op​posite, startlingly beautiful, an area of meticulous de​sign, an architectural work of art bright with clear light! It was awesome.

I stood in front of a very long, broad flight of stairs. Nowhere in all my travels had I ever seen stairs like these, in breadth and in height they seemed to go on and on. I was standing on the lowest step and in the very centre. Directly above me, very high up, sat a glorious figure of such luminosity that it almost blinded me!

Suddenly I was down on my hands and knees in reverent obeisance. I don't know how long I remained in this position, but when I stood up my attention was turned away from the centre of light above me to the right side of the stairs. There I saw a long line of black-hooded beings with bowed heads. There were many of them, each on one of the steps holding on to what seemed like a rope. Somehow I knew they had come from the desolate graveyard.

As I watched, one figure, a woman, emerged from behind the ropes. I knew her! It was a friend, Anita, who had died of a heart attack a few months before! She was about fifty years old, a widow, the kind of a woman who had really enjoyed life. She was pretty, vital, witty and fun- loving. As I watched her she began to twist herself around the figure of a man. Her gyra​tions were like a snake, twisting and turning around the body of the helpless man. Her hands were clutching and clawing and grasping in her desire to possess him. Blood flowed from his entire body, which was becom​ing disfigured and distorted.

It was an ugly sight! I watched horrified! Suddenly I recognized the man, he was alive! I knew him and his wife well. I became concerned and quite upset, for the dead woman's intentions were obvious. While she was  alive she had pursued him relentlessly, and now, though dead, her desire for him was as ardent as it had always been.

When she was alive, unresponsive to her persistent advances, he fought her off and could handle the situation. But now that she was invisible and his defences relaxed, he was in the process of being destroyed by her insatiable desires. He was completely unaware of the danger that was engulfing him! It was obvious what was happening and the awful consequences, if Anita were allowed to go on. Instantly and without premeditation I went over to Anita and began talking to her.

For the first time she saw me and seemed not at all surprised to find me there! Like countless others who have died, she did not even seem to know that she had passed on! This is a condition common to those who died suddenly. Gently I told her the circumstances of her sudden death and urged her to release the man as it was impossible for him ever to respond to her passion​ate desires. I explained to her that he would be stran​gulated by her hold on him. Since they were on differ​ent sides of life, nothing could be accomplished except that he would lose his life force, probably become ill, and she would exist in an endless agony of frustration and unrequited love. As I was communicating with her, her body uncoiled and her hands relaxed their stranglehold on the man. I had her complete attention.

I took one of her hands in mine and walked slowly with her to the centre of the steps from where I had originally viewed the entire scene. I never stopped talking. I told her that what was in store for her was far better than clinging to another's soul and body. I kept repeating something I sensed but didn't really know ​that the place to which she was being led was beautiful beyond description, a happy place, the right place for her.

The nearer we came to the centre where I had initially viewed the Great Being of Light high above, the more willing, almost eager, she became. I was deeply engrossed in talking to her, looking into her eyes, when suddenly a tremendous change came over her. Something she experienced was lighting her up. I couldn't see what she was seeing, but her face be came bright and luminous, a reflection of that Great Being of Light! I no longer had to cajole her. Something she saw must have convinced her even more than my words, for now she was eagerly pressing forward, moving toward the Bright Light. We came to the centre divider. I kissed her and said goodbye. At that very moment she crossed over the centre line, her soul free - free to walk into the Bright Light of Death! She looked radiantly happy.

It was a strange, awesome experience. I was impressed by how the inner teaching had used someone I knew in order to demonstrate the lesson on a subject which otherwise might have been abstruse. The projected lesson stressed the awful hold the dead can have on an unsuspecting living person, and, equally as important, the danger for anyone crossing over to the other side still tied to a desire for the living. 

Up until this time I had understood the importance of release from various kinds of ties, but this was different. For the first time I was transported into that other dimen​sion of life, called death, in order to realize and know that strong ties continue even after the life force has left the physical body, and that intense desires survive death.

Being of a very practical nature, I wondered how I was to know that in releasing people like Anita a pow​erful tie was actually severed. Obviously I couldn't check further with Anita, safe in the world beyond, nor could I inform the victim of his near escape from a dangerous attack by the dead. But I could check on the health of the besieged man to find out if he had been as physically and emotionally affected as the inner pic​tures had indicated.

And so, I contacted his wife and learned that he hadn't been well for the past few months, that he was constantly complaining of pains in his stomach and was unusually irritable and depressed. I questioned the timing of his distress and found that it coincided with the period directly after Anita's death. The wife never suspected my interest in her husband's health. I tried to convey the concern of a friend, but I was really seeking confirmation. Although the inner pictures never failed to teach an important lesson, because of the unusual nature of this experience, I had to be doubly certain.

I continued probing for further evidence and learned that directly after Anita released her hold on the man, his health was restored and he regained his normal vitality. The time period of his distress and subsequent recovery checked out precisely with my experience. When Anita crossed over to her side of life, the victimized man was liberated. In view of such beneficiary results I was convinced of the validity and importance of the lesson. It was an unforgettable experience for me and the basis for future work in this dimension.

But if the presentation of this new knowledge had ended with Anita's experience, I would not have become so heavily involved with the problems of the dead and their influence on the living. As though the inner teacher knew that I would be dubious in accepting the lesson without more verifiable evidence, the very next day another unusual situation involving the dead occurred. I was given no time to ponder, to doubt, to weigh the evidence, to forget. I was stunned into acceptance! 

                                           Chapter 4

                                                                The Demand

For a number of years I had been conducting classes in meditation and self-observation. It was my custom to see each one of the group privately once or twice a month, more often if necessary. On the day following my experience with Anita, a recent member of the meditation group, Ella, was due for a personal interview. She was seeking help physically and emotionally. Subject to long periods of depression, Ella had colitis and was extremely nervous. Insomnia was one of her major problems and most of the time even sleeping pills did not help. When I opened the door to receive her, she appeared greatly distressed and fell sobbing into my arms. "Thank God, I had this appointment to see you today. I am in trouble."

I talked quietly to her and she calmed down. And then she threw the bombshell at me! "I had a terrible dream last night. I dreamed that my mother came into bed with me and hugged me so hard, so tightly that she hurt me. It was so real!"

I looked at her. "Your mother is dead isn't she Ella?" "Oh, yes," she replied, "She died seventeen years ago. She was a wonderful woman, and we had a very good relationship. The later years of her life she lived in our home. My husband loved her too; he was so good to her. After mother died," she continued, "I often felt her presence, particularly when I was in bed or in the kitchen where we had spent many happy hours to​gether preparing the meals. She was never a problem, always a joy."

"But," I asked, "What happened in your dream to distress you so much, dear?"

Ella went on with the dream, "It was terrible! It was so real! At first I enjoyed having her hold me in her arms. I felt like a little girl again. But then, she began to get rough, really rough. She squeezed me so hard that my bones cracked. It was so painful that I cried out to her, 'Stop it, mother, you are hurting me.' And with that she slapped me with such a force that I fell out of bed. As I landed on the floor she shouted, 'Do something about it!' What does the dream mean?" Ella pleaded. "What does she want me to do? What can I do?"

Now it was my turn to be shaken! "Do something about it." A woman dead for seventeen years demand​ing help, help from the living, help from us! She couldn't free herself, she evidently didn't know any​thing else to do but to appeal to her own daughter.

Just twenty-four hours ago I had watched as Anita tried to get a stranglehold on a living person. Just twenty-four hours ago I had seen clearly the power of the dead as they exercised their will to possess or influ​ence someone else. Just twenty-four hours ago I had witnessed the miracle of the Light. I knew that I had to do something. I knew that Ella's coming to me for help at that moment in time was not mere coincidence. Had it been planned? I was dumbfounded.

Inwardly I protested. It was too soon. How did Ella’s mother know that I had just learned something that could release her, or did she know? Did she know that night of the dream that Ella was coming the next day to see me? What kind of grapevine of communication was this? Ella had made a routine appointment a week before the Anita experience. What an operation of events! How weird! Now I was shaken. Tremors of fear and awe vibrated through my body. I was such a novice. And yet it seemed that I was supposed to help "to do something about it." I had to meet the challenge. The knowledge that had been given me was not to be wasted, and so I calmed down. I knew what had to be done. Anita had taught me. Now Ella's mother demanded.

I had much to explain to Ella about dreams and particularly about death. I told her that in her sleep her conscious mind is quieted, and the unconscious mind prevails. In those moments much of the contents of the unconscious mind come to the surface. In dreams we often receive, in pictures and symbols, important information about ourselves, information and knowledge that we may consciously suppress. It is difficult to understand our own dreams when they come to the surface and even the great Carl Jung admitted that he had difficulty interpreting his own dreams. Often a year or years might elapse before he could understand his dreams. 

It is no wonder that we, lacking his enormous talent and training, have great difficulty understanding our dreams. The symbology is precise, but it takes a great deal of knowledge to translate the symbols. The dream pictures are significantly trying to convey to us the truth about ourselves, our predicaments, our hopes and our fears. But when we dream about a dead per​son, the experience is usually different. First of all, the dead appear quite clearly. There is no vagueness. Many times people say, in speaking of a dream about a dead mother or a dead father, "It was so real!" This is a common experience and usually a very comforting one. I remember seeing my own mother in a dream about six months after she died. She looked radiantly happy and young. "It was so real!"

Ella's dream was extraordinary for many reasons. She had received bodily bruises! She was slapped and thrown out of bed! She was terrorized! What had for​merly been a pleasing, happy event became a frighten​ing, bewildering experience. The once comforting arms had become bands of steel hurting and bruising her. And then the demand, clear and loud,  "Do some​thing about it!" In other words, "Help me. I want to be free. I want to go on. Help me!"

It was a definite command, an awesome challenge which, but for the experience with Anita, would have been as bewildering to me as it was to Ella. But I did understand and knew that I had to apply the knowl​edge that just twenty-four hours ago I had acquired. Was this a test of my resolve to help the dead and free the living? 

I told Ella that I understood the dream and believed that there was something that we could do together to give the help demanded. She didn't seem at all sur​prised. She trusted me more than I did myself. Her ready acceptance and belief in my ability to help her were incredible, and my own inner feeling that I was in touch with a greater knowledge gave me confidence.

Silently I appealed to the inner level of knowledge for guidance. We began with a prayer. Ella loved the Twenty-third Psalm, so we said it together. She relaxed and throughout the entire time remained in the calm meditative state, alert and aware, willing and cooper​ating in the effort to free her mother.

I talked to her mother as though she were actually with us. Maybe she was, I couldn't tell. I am not clairvoyant, but I felt her presence. By this time I too, was in that dimension of mind that is calm and free from any self-consciousness. The words that flowed from my heart were expressed in a slow, deliberate, rhythmic cadence. Simply and authoritatively my inner Self spoke to Ella's mother directly. "Your demand for freedom is understood. . . . You have been frustrated for all these long years. . . . You are weary. . . . You long for your own way of life. . . . You are unhappy about Ella's health. . . . You sense that your presence is detrimental. . . . You are right. . . . Ella and I welcome this opportunity to help release you from bondage."

'There was a stillness in the room. A light. A pres​ence. We prayed. The instructions continued, "Go, go to the Bright Light. It is there for you. Follow it. It will guide you. Joy and freedom await you." It was over.

With tears running down our cheeks Ella and I sat together in a glorious silence. It was a holy moment.

After Ella left me I sat in a dazed silence for some time. The experience was earth-shaking. I reviewed again the sequence of the events of the past two days; the episode with Anita followed by Ella's visit stirred me to the depths of my being and forced me to search deeply for the significance of the lesson. Was this an​other isolated experience, or was I going to be called upon again? What was expected of me? Had I grasped the full meaning of those sequential events? How could I go on without some tangible evidence? The mystic in me accepted everything that had occurred, the prag​matist still asked for proof. And I knew that in order to continue in this field of endeavour I had to see results. I knew that I could not go on without proof, tangible proof.

Again I didn't have to wait long before the evidence was established. The results, amazingly clear and con​vincing, came dramatically soon. For three days after the session, Ella suffered the pangs of sorrow at losing a loved one, a kind of mourning period. But after the three days Ella called and excitedly exclaimed, "I feel marvellous! I don't remember when I have felt so light and happy, as though a heavy weight has been lifted from me. Deep in my heart I feel that all is well with mother too." I told Ella that I was reasonably certain that she would continue to feel physically and emo​tionally much better and that it would last.

"That would be a miracle," Ella replied. "I hope you are right." She sounded happy but somewhat dubious.

Having been ill, nervous and depressed for so many years, it was difficult for Ella to believe that a dream, a meditation and a prayer could cure her of her many ailments. As time went on, however, and Ella's im​provement continued, she accepted the "miracle" as a fact.

The burden had been lifted and Ella completely recovered from her stomach ailments, sleeplessness, and deep depression. To this day, fifteen years later, she is an extremely healthy, vital woman. The release was final. For what better evidence could there be that something had happened, when an emotionally and physically ill person was restored to radiant health! Finally, a few months later, Ella dreamed again. This time her mother was dancing in the blue sky, ​barefoot.

After seventeen long years of bondage, Ella's mother had passed on to her own place in the world beyond, the right place for her, where she belonged and 'lived', not as an interloper but as a free and happy being. The priceless gift of release from an undesirable existence had been finally given to her. Fortunately she had been able to convey her unhappy condition to her beloved daughter, who in turn responded and helped her. She was free, and Ella was free. And I learned a valuable lesson. For not only had I been alerted to the problems created by the dead who do not pass on, but I was being shown a way by which they could be helped!

It had been clearly demonstrated to me how the living were drained of vitality when linked to the dead, and how the dead who are earth-bound need help from the living. At this point in time I did not know where this newly acquired knowledge would take me. But as the years pass by and the need for this kind of service becomes more and more evident, I am grateful that I have learned what to do and can help.

Your children are not your children,

They are the sons and daughters of

  Life's longing for itself.

They come through but not from you,

And though they are with you

Yet they belong not to you!





***

But let there be spaces in your togetherness

And let the winds of the heavens dance between you.

Love one another, but make not a bond of love:

Let it rather be a moving sea between the shores

   of your souls.

The Prophet

 Kahlil Gibran

  


    Chapter 5

                                                Release and Freedom

Meantime I was very busily pursuing my other activ​ities. There were always the classes in meditation and self-observation and new people continued to "knock on the door." I must admit that I preferred working with the living. I like people, alive people, and enjoy working with them. Most of those who came had been strangers, but as time went on we became good friends. I loved them. We learned from each other. I stressed the importance of release, all kinds of release, release from fear, anger, hate, envy, guilt, pride, and most of all release from children and release from parents. I taught what I had learned from the other side of life, the deeper meaning of freedom.

My experience with the dead made me realize the necessity of understanding our relationships while still in the physical body. Are we still attached to our mothers? Has the umbilical cord really been cut? Are we still nurturing the rejected child within us, the abused child, the overly protected child? Are we still tied to that inner child of the past? Are we filled with resentments of our parents? Then we must be made aware of this condition and cut the ties that bind us. 

We must do this now while we are alive so that we can go forward in life and in death as free beings. For if we do not face these problems now, then we miss the opportunity that life offers us to rectify a destructive situation which continues long after the physical life is over. A man who has been rejected by his mother will most likely look for the mother in every female rela​tionship, and miss the chance of a fulfilled man-​woman love. The man smothered by too much mother love runs the risk of abnormality; hate has a similar effect.

All ties should be cut now and must be cut with love and forgiveness. For as long as we are tied to our negative emotions we can't graduate to the next experi​ence. We remain behind, as it were, in the first grade. As long as we are tied to other people, we are hindered and crippled in our efforts to go forward. Many people experience this in their dreams - the crippling experi​ence of crawling through life, dragging their feet, chained to desires, love, things. Ties that continue long after the physical life is over!

The most insidious ties are those of possessive love, ​mainly because love seems so desirable, so beautiful, and so good. But strangely the ties forged by possessive love have as destructive a result as ties of hate, the only difference is that one sounds better and looks better than the other.

I was constantly called upon to help cut the ties between parent and child, husband and wife, and others. I recall particularly one woman who had been completely alienated from her only child, a daughter, by her overly solicitous and domineering 'love'. She smothered the child. The daughter, a woman in her late twenties, resented this attachment and avoided all contacts with the mother, even to the point of discour​aging all phone conversations. A friend brought the mother to me and in a few sessions, a disastrous rela​tionship was rectified.

After explaining to her the work of release, which she understood, we visualized in meditation the re​stricting tie between her and her daughter. In her inner pictures the mother could see that she had tied a noose around her daughter's neck, and with each act of overly solicitous love, she had tightened the rope, caus​ing great pain. In imagery, she cut the noose with a sharp knife, destroyed it, and healed the wounds. The inner operation proved to be successful in restoring a healthy relationship between mother and daughter. Today, they are close and devoted friends, the love between them genuine and precious. Both are free agents. This procedure has been used in countless numbers of cases where powerful attachments of a binding kind caused one or the other to be estranged or physically or emotionally weakened.

It is far better to recognize the need for release during the life span than to expect that death will remedy all faults, redress all wrongs, solve all prob​lems. Not so. Death releases the physical body only! All else remains the same, and there is no escape from the thoughts, feelings and desires that dominate the soul and the personality during the life span.

At death the opportunity for growth and develop​ment in the physical dimension is terminated, and the learning from the life script is ended. Another kind of learning takes place on the other side of life, but even there we can only go as far as we have allowed our consciousness to develop. Thoughts, feelings, and de​sires, which we have cultivated on this side of life, are carried over to the other side of life, they rule the choices, determine the path in the life beyond.

Over and over again as I worked for the dead this axiom proved correct. They, the dead, were just where their predominant thoughts and desires had led them. If, during the life span they had no training, no teach​ing about death, then the event called death was be​wildering and frightening. The truly religious ones had an easier time, for they expected to see Jesus, or Buddha, or some great master, or their own parents. That expectation and strong desire led them and guided them, and so they were taken care of.

But if the desire is for the material life, for wealth, for power, then they are stuck on the other side with all their power and wealth and nowhere to spend or ex​press it. Imagine having millions of dollars and no need for money, no need for food, or clothing, or possessions of any kind. Imagine the frustration!

On the other side of life the truly creative people continue their vocations, continue to paint, to write, or compose for the sheer joy of expressing themselves. No longer consumed by the drive for success or mater​ial gain, they continue to express themselves as they did during their physical lives. Having no egos to satisfy, their souls join with souls of similar talents without the competitive drive. Just as a bird sings for the joy of singing, a way of expressing his kind, so does the creative spirit express itself in the confluence of like souls.

The same is true of those whose lives have been devoted to other pursuits. Each and all are in the place where their predominant desires have led them. Is it any wonder that those of us who are aware of the life-death cycle are eager to present the point of view that there is a life after death, a life beyond that is determined by what we do in the here and now?

For those of evil acts the other dimension of life will be a nightmare of evil thought forms. Evil attracts evil as good attracts good. In other words, here on earth we already determine by our life's activities the nature of the life in the other dimension. For what we are, our very being, creates the life here and on the other side. We should not fear anything but the results of our own creation. "As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he."

If, when we die we automatically go to the land of our desires (called Kamaloka by the Theosophists), then we have to be very selective in life about our desires and attachments. We must be extremely careful. We must learn to enjoy what joys life has to offer without too much attachment. We must detach ourselves from hates and resentments. We must admit our faults, our negative thoughts and feelings, and correct them. If we admit our negativity and refuse to change, then we are tied to these traits for a very long time. If we blame our parents, or our teachers, then we have lost another round in the fight for freedom. It is only when we take full responsibility for our faults with courage and strength that we can begin the process of transformation.

Awareness brings growth in consciousness, and that is fulfilling the purpose for which we were born.

I urge my fellow students to confront each negative trait and take that first step toward freedom and growth. We work hard, and the more aware we be​come, the more we change and develop. I have begun to look upon it as a game, and whenever I find another negative trait in myself I have learned to greet it as a foe who could become my friend. That which horrified me when I began this probing, I later treated as an adventure in learning and in living. Now I am no longer upset when I get the message. I am grateful.

And I hope and pray that I won't get careless and miss the point.

We all work together for this goal - the goal of re​lease and freedom. Release and freedom for us the living! Release and freedom for the dead! 

Chapter 6

                                                             The Victims

I was never allowed to forget the dead. Even though I preferred to work for and with the living I never for​got my commitment to help the dead. Whenever it was asked of me, I accepted the challenge. The one stipula​tion was that the request had to come directly from the person involved, for I had been taught never to inter​fere with the free will of anyone, dead or alive. How many times have I met people, sensed their problem, longed to help them, but could not break the law. I had to wait for their request, for their 'knock on the door.'

Whenever I see Jennifer I think how she nearly missed being rescued. Jennifer is the wife of a highly successful and prominent businessman. She is very beautiful with lovely brown eyes, auburn hair, a golden complexion, as beautiful inside, as the saying goes, as she is outside. I first met her nine years ago. Jennifer's older sister Emily introduced us. Emily was a member of the weekly meditation group, a very dear and loving woman. At the time I first met Jennifer she was about thirty years old, the mother of two, a boy of eight years and a girl of five. She lived in a luxurious home with a swimming pool and a tennis court, which Jennifer rarely used.

By all standards she had everything, beauty, intelli​gence, wealth, and a devoted husband. On the surface Emily's anxiety seemed unwarranted, but I knew that she would not have insisted, without justification, that I visit Jennifer. Emily felt that as close as she thought she was to her sister, on the deeper level she did not really know her. Jennifer kept her thoughts to herself; she was unusually reserved even with those she loved most. Emily described her as a "private person" and warned me that Jennifer would be politely uncom​municative.

Thus forewarned, I met her and had a sociable chat about art, an interest we shared in common, about politics, and other worldly matters. It was a delightful meeting of the minds. I was enjoying myself thoroughly and hastily concluded that Emily was being overly solicitous when a phone call interrupted our conversa​tion and Jennifer left the room.

In her absence I reviewed the hour and realized that I had conversed with Jennifer the outer person, and like all others around her had no idea what was under​neath that lovely exterior. Perhaps, I thought, I should probe a little deeper, if for no other reason than to bring back to Emily a thorough report. I decided that in the brief time remaining I would question more deeply. I sent up a little prayer to the inner teacher for help.

I had learned from Emily much about Jennifer's childhood and background and that it had been a happy one. The mother and father adored the two girls and their brother; they were a closely-knit family.

 Jen​nifer was the model daughter and the favourite. She 'wanted to please,' enjoyed it, preferred it, and never felt any need to express independence. This in itself is rare. Today we are being bombarded by the demands of the young for independence. Devoted parents as well as neglectful ones are being harassed by the same rebel​lious demand regardless of circumstances or need. Here was someone demonstrating a love for obedience and enjoying dependence. If that was Jennifer's nature, then no one could quarrel with it, she liked being the model child and found it effortless. I could not inter​fere with her choice, her desire, and her destiny.


When Jennifer returned I brought up the subject of my visit, and we talked about Emily's concern for her.

Jennifer smiled, "Emily thinks I should lead a more active life, but I am not a gadabout or a doer. I love reading and being by myself."

I knew that it was more serious than the words conveyed. Emily had given me a picture of a young woman reading, sleeping, relaxing a good portion of the day, and yet rarely feeling energetic enough to attend sociable events in the evening. I asked Jennifer if this report were true. "Oh, yes," she replied. "But I like being home. Besides, I am too weary at night to go out."

I knew that she had been checked out by the family physician and that there was nothing medically wrong. Anyone talking with her could see that she was men​tally and emotionally stable. Most of her friends envied  her. Seemingly she had everything, and yet something was wrong. What was it? Inwardly I questioned, hoped for answers, and silently prayed. It was a warm day, but I began to shiver as I felt a cold chill in the room. I glanced over at Jennifer and suddenly I received a strong impression of something, someone hovering over her! Unaccustomed to ghostly presences, I was startled. The unexpectedness of it was alarming. I shivered again. There was a dead silence in the room.

A few moments later, regaining my composure, I tried questioning Jennifer again. "How old were you when your mother died?"

"Fifteen. "

"You were very close, very devoted to your mother?"

 "Yes."

"You never talk about her, do you?" 

"No."

"Do you have any pictures of her?" 

"No."

"Do you mind my questions?" Pause. "Yes."

"Is it hurtful?"

"No. "

The answers came coldly polite as now I was intrud​ing. The private person in Jennifer was saying, "I don't talk about things like that. Please stop." I was up against a stone wall and could go no further without breaking the law of non-interference and my adher​ence to the rule.

I stood up to leave, for now Jennifer really looked weary and spent, and I knew she would take her after​noon rest the moment I left. I sensed that she was in deeper trouble than either she or Emily or her husband could ever believe. One thing I could tell her that would be within the confines of the unbreakable law, and on that point I could speak with confidence. "Jen​nifer, dear, you do need help. There is something wrong. You sense it and that is why you agreed to my coming here. I believe there is help for you." Briefly her eyes lit up. "But first, Jennifer dear, you have to open the door of your heart and be willing to talk about your mother." She looked startled. "Think about it and let me know what you decide."

On the way home I wondered about that hovering I sensed. Was it the mother still clinging to her favourite beloved child, unable to let go? Was Jennifer unknow​ingly keeping her mother locked up? Did the mother originally gravitate in the direction of her strongest desire, her greatest attachment, only to become vic​timized by her own desires? Was Jennifer's lassitude caused by the presence of the dead? I knew from every​thing I had ever experienced that in order for the dead to stay close by the living, the vital energy of the living is consumed.

This was not possession, of that I was quite certain. A possessed person is usually completely taken over by another personality, loses her own identity, and dis​plays behaviour patterns strange, foreign, and oft- times destructive. In Jennifer's case everything except her unusual enervation was perfectly normal. Some call this "obsession" which more accurately explains that hovering like a cowl over Jennifer’s head which I sensed. The evidence of a devoted mother trying to shield her child, mistakenly thinking that by so doing, she is protecting her daughter.

I understood the problem better after my next visit with Jennifer, for she decided to unlock the door. It was a few days later that we met again. I will never know what prompted Jennifer to reveal herself after all the years of suppression, but I was happy for her that she made the decision without coercion on my part. She later explained that something inexplicable urged her on. Besides, her constant fatigue was getting worse daily and she was more desperate than any of us ever thought. She was weary of pretending that she was all right, weary of the cover-up. The timing was perfect, for I had approached her just when she had reached her lowest ebb.

Now she spoke freely about her mother. She talked of the strong bond between them. She adored her mother, and many times preferred to be with her rather than with her playmates. I got the impression, also verified by Emily, that the mother ruled the fam​ily, husband, daughters and son, with a powerful but loving hand. Her word was law and no one rebelled. When she became ill and knew that her disease was terminal, she fought it with every ounce of her strong will.

When the disease was first diagnosed, Jennifer was eleven years old. She remembered fighting tooth and nail against facing the truth, the inevitability of death from that dreaded disease, cancer. As difficult as it was for Jennifer to accept, it was more difficult for the mother who customarily used her strong will to over​come all obstacles. When she finally passed on after dreadful suffering, Jennifer automatically suppressed her true feelings of grief, which then and there went underground.

Now, for the first time in fifteen years, her feelings of grief were allowed to surface. The dam was broken. She talked freely about all aspects of her childhood. She recalled funny little incidents as well as significant ones. We laughed and we cried, and inwardly I re​joiced, for I knew that Jennifer now was on the road to recovery.

And yet I had to be certain that her mother was free on the other side of life, so I asked and received per​mission 'to look on the inside' to see if all the ties had been cut and if her mother needed help. This could be determined by the inner work which I had always done in similar situations. If my suspicions about her moth​er's presence were correct, then it was of utmost im​portance that the tie between them be severed. Other​wise Jennifer's physical condition, bad as it was now, could only worsen with the years. Opening up and talking about her repressed feelings was not enough. She had to be free on every level in order to be released and restored to normal.

We would have to probe deeper, in the way I had been taught, in order to be certain that Jennifer's dead mother was the possible cause of Jennifer's abnormal inertia. And another unforeseen difficulty arose which  indicated that the inner work was necessary to solve the problem.

As I was about to leave, Jennifer's little daughter Mary, a child of about five, came unexpectedly into the room. I had never met her before. She too was very pretty, but there was something strange about her. She walked into the room with an awkward gait. Her step was heavy. Her eyes were a hundred years old. She looked shyly at me, clutched at her mother's dress, and awkwardly climbed into her lap, promptly putting her thumb into her mouth. She was large for her age, and it was pathetic to see her try to curl up in her mother's lap like a baby, as though attempting to assume the foetal position. She stared at me out of her large dull brown eyes.

My heart ached for Jennifer. She looked so embar​rassed and upset. I talked to little Mary and somehow, I really don't know how it happened, she responded. Perhaps it was because I told her that she reminded me of my own daughter at that age, and except for the expression in her large brown eyes, she did resemble my daughter. That did it. Mary wanted to know all about my little girl, and before I knew it we were conversing like two equals. I loved her there and then and she knew it.

Jennifer was stunned and later told me that never had she seen little Mary open up that way to a stranger. It was getting late, but before I left I promised Jennifer that I would meditate and work on her particular problem. We arranged for another meeting, for now we had to talk about Mary too.

Before the next session with Jennifer I checked on the inner level as I had promised. On the inner level I somehow 'knew' Jennifer's mother as soon as she ap​peared in front of my mental screen. She was walking away from some kind of an old structure, and passed directly in front of me. She merely glanced in my direction as she walked slowly and rather heavily in the opposite direction from the structure.

Something about her walk reminded me of someone, but I didn't stop to probe. The picture moved on. I saw to the right of me a glorious stream of light. The mother figure was hesitantly moving in that direction. Again she looked at me. I lifted my arm and pointed the way to that bright stream of light, nothing more, just pointed the way. "Keep it simple." I recalled the early instructions. This was utter simplicity. I watched until she merged with the Light. She was safe home at last! Never before or since had so little been done for so much to have been accomplished. I thanked the Al​mighty for giving me the privilege of serving and waited to be shown the next step.

I didn't have to wait long. A week after the session Jennifer called. I hardly recognized her voice. She was incredibly excited and elated. "What has happened to me?" were her first words. "I feel so great! You said that I would be helped, but I never expected anything like this. I am alive! I want to do things! I can't believe it's me, Jennifer. Wait until you hear from my husband. He doesn't know what to make of me. He is so thrilled. What is it all about? What was done? Whatever it was, whatever was done, it worked." 

I told her that on the inner level I had found, as I had suspected, that her mother was 'earth-bound' and that she had been released. I explained as best I could the nature of the work, and a little about the impor​tance of helping the dead release their hold on the living. I even told her of the strange, chilling experi​ence I had on that day of my first visit with her.


Jennifer listened intently. "Is my mother all right now?"

I reassured her that her mother indicated by her reactions that she wanted to be rescued, and I felt that she too was happier now.

I did hear from Jennifer's husband Jim. Although somewhat bewildered, he too was excited. "I am so thrilled," he cried, "Jennifer is so changed! What is the magic formula? She is setting new goals for herself, and is even starting tennis lessons. I can't believe it is my wife. And you can't even begin to know how happy I am." He thanked me profusely. Inwardly I thanked the Almighty and the inner teacher, for it was spiritual work that I was doing, following the teachings, trusting and believing that what I was led to do was constructive and right.

Now more than ever Jennifer wanted to talk about little Mary. She was deeply concerned and anxious to see if there was any kind of help for her daughter.

Jennifer's willingness to reveal intimate problems was incredible. For someone accustomed to suppressing anything and everything unpleasant, she was unbeliev​ably frank and articulate. In such a brief period she had changed! 

From infancy Mary was difficult. As she grew older she exhibited strange and unpleasant traits. What I had witnessed that first day was a demonstration of her usual desire to become an infant cuddled in her moth​er's lap. She was belligerent and unhappy.

But most mystifying of all to Jennifer and other members of the family, was Mary's strange preoccupa​tion with her dead "Grandma Nell," as she called her. This was mystifying, because Jennifer never spoke about her mother, there were no photographs dis​played anywhere. Except for an aunt, the mother's sister, who visited often and occasionally made a refer​ence to her dead sister Nell, there was no reason for Mary to be so involved with someone she never knew. When Mary was naughty she would taunt her mother by proclaiming that Grandma Nell disapproved of such treatment of her little darling granddaughter. She would even tease her other living grandmother by tell​ing her that she loved Grandma Nell best. It was Grandma Nell this and Grandma Nell that, constantly.

It was a great puzzle to Jennifer. She usually avoided any rebuttal and walked away from a confrontation of the problem. She didn't know what to do or say, so she did nothing. "All in all," Jennifer concluded, "Jim and I believe that Mary is our cross to bear. We have everything else. Everyone has some sorrow in their lives. Why should we be exempt? We shall have to put her in some special school for problem children."

As the story unfolded I speculated. Did Mary come into the world afflicted with abnormal traits? Her kind of behaviour pattern was not too uncommon. Were Jennifer and Jim right in giving up, believing that this was their "cross to bear?" Or was it something else? Could it be possible that Grandma Nell had also been affecting her grandchild? I voiced my suspicions to Jennifer; she grasped at the straw, wanting to believe. I cautioned her against jumping to any conclusions. There was little more that we could do at this time besides meditate, pray, and wait for developments.

But in my own mind I was fairly certain that not only had Jennifer been victimized by her mother, but also the next in line, Mary. At first it was only Jennifer's energy that was being drained, but as the years rolled by and as she became increasingly enervated, the earth-bound mother unwittingly began to absorb the natural energy, the normal life-force of her grand​daughter.

Again, it has to be emphasized and cannot be stressed enough, in order for the dead to continue in the earth-bound condition they draw on the energy of the living! The ones they love most, victimized by the involvement, suffer physically and emotionally. Even though it appears to be malevolent and in the final analysis is destructive, the dead are not aware of this fact, and by the time they do become aware they can't do anything about it. It is too late. They are mag​netically bound. As for the living victims, they are unaware of the real cause for their nervousness, sleep​lessness, and general debilitation. With few exceptions, when so bound together, the living and the dead suffer.

Jennifer's mother had crossed over to the other side of life still clinging to the daughter she loved and adored, still desirous of remaining close by rather than going on to her own destiny. She had crossed over to the other side of life without any preparation or knowl​edge of what to expect and do. What was initiated by her own strong will, motivated by possessive love and devotion, had gradually become a tie too strong for her alone to break. She had become hopelessly hooked into a situation harmful to the one she loved most. She didn't understand her predicament; she only knew that she was trapped. At long last, weary of her fight to stay close to Jennifer and later to Mary, she yearned for her freedom and theirs.

By the time I came on the scene Jennifer's mother, Grandma Nell, was desperate, more than ready and most eager and willing to cooperate. Maybe she tele​pathically sent me a message that first day when I met with Jennifer. Maybe the chill I felt that day, the hovering presence, was her way of communicating with me and pleading for help. Perhaps she knew more than I that the time had come for her rescue; the person had come who could help. For if she had not been present in that strange, ghostly way, I would not have been alerted to the nature of Jennifer's and Mary's dilemma. Presences like this were quite alien to me. Now, nine years and many more experiences later, I realize the validity of the strange sequence of events and have grown somewhat accustomed to them. For the results were incredibly decisive, positive, and miraculous.


Within a matter of weeks Jennifer's youthful energy was completely restored, never to be diminished over the years. To this very day, nine years later, she leads an extremely active life. Anyone observing her daily schedule, her skills at tennis, her ability to run a large household efficiently, her involvement with community affairs, could never believe that this is the same lacka​daisical, enervated young woman who caused her sister Emily so much worry and concern.

As miraculous as the change was in Jennifer, it was even more so in little Mary! Although the improvement was gradual, the results were even more extraordinary. The first things we all noticed were her posture, her walk, and her bright clear eyes. A few months after the release, Jennifer, Emily and I met to discuss all the remarkable changes in Mary. Jennifer was bubbling. "Did you expect such a change in Mary? I can't believe what I am witnessing. My child is so different! She no longer sucks her thumb or climbs into my lap. She looks, acts, and talks differently. She is no longer feisty. She is adorable, a complete joy." It was a thrilling moment for all of us.


I asked one more question. "Does she mention Grandma Nell anymore?"

"Why no, not at all now," Jennifer responded. "I was so excited about all the other changes that I didn't notice that change too. It is significant, isn't it?"

"Yes," I replied, "everything is significant. All the character improvements, all the physical changes, all that talk about Grandma Nell,  all prove that our suspicions were correct that "Mary too had been vic​timized."

Again, as so many times before with other cases, Jennifer's continued improvement, the return of her energy, and Mary's complete and total metamorphosis  became convincing evidence of the effects of the work. And, of course, Jennifer was completely won over, completely certain. She accepted wholeheartedly the entire process, for now she knew by her own experience that there was another dimension of life, that the dead don't die but simply shed the physical body prior to assuming another way of life. Now she knew that the dead are often "earth-bound," encompassing the lives of the living. Now she knew that the living can help release the dead from bondage.

As for Jim, his initial enthusiasm gave way to scepticism. When Jennifer tried to explain how she had been helped, he resisted all discussion of anything bor​dering on the supernatural. A magic formula, a pill, a new kind of potion, anything would have been accep​table to him except a cure based on the belief that the dead can influence the living. A prosaic, down to ​earth businessman like Jim could not accept the mysti​cal process, the unscientific approach. He was aware of the complete transformation in Jennifer and Mary, but he could not give credence to a remedy based on the belief of a life after death. He couldn't understand it, so he reasoned that it might have happened by chance or luck or that Mary perhaps had outgrown her de​fects. He rationalized. It was more comfortable for him, and although he was pleased and grateful, he preferred not to think about it. It was too mystical, ​too far-out. Like many others, what he couldn't under​stand, he turned away from and rejected.

Jennifer and I understood his position and never tried to convince him of the truth as we had experi​enced it. Perhaps we were wrong, but I do not believe in forcing my opinions on others and couldn't bring myself to argue with Jim, or with anyone else. It was enough that Jennifer had complete acceptance and understanding of the miracle of the release. For Jenni​fer did accept wholeheartedly the entire process and benefited enormously not only by experiencing the extraordinary transformation in herself and Mary, but also, more importantly, by becoming aware of the spiritual quality of life. It has broadened her outlook on daily living and gives her a much deeper apprecia​tion of the gift of life. She studies spiritual laws, she meditates, and she works with me in helping others in a similar predicament. In the midst of a very busy sched​ule she never turns down an opportunity to serve others as she has been served, and by so doing she is obeying one of the great laws of the universe, the law of receiv​ing and giving to life.

Although Jim was a beneficiary, it was Jennifer's lesson, not his. So I rationalized and willingly aban​doned all thoughts of convincing Jim, and others like Jim. Jennifer and I agreed that we would not and could not impose unwanted knowledge upon Jim. However, fate had other plans in store for us. A few years later Jim, Jennifer and I were destined to become involved in one of the most bizarre situations of all my many experiences. 

           Chapter 7

                                                     Jim Senior and Jim Junior

Jim's batteries were overcharged. He ran his num​erous enterprises with high-voltage energy and worked at such a speed his associates often complained that it was impossible to keep up with him. Jennifer was very worried about him and many times remarked to me that she did not know how much longer he could keep going without a serious collapse. To offset his frenzied business activities, she travelled often with him, just to get him away from the office. On pleasure trips he was always much better and she felt if he could manage more vacation periods, he would survive.

As time went on he seemed to get worse, even on vacations. Never a good sleeper, his inability to have a normal night's rest was becoming a real problem. He rarely got more than a few hours of fitful sleep, and spent most of the night pacing the floor, writing notes on how to conduct some new business venture, thinking and planning but not sleeping.

At first I thought this was a familiar pattern of many successful men who seem to drive themselves to the limit of their endurance until they either suffer an ulcer or a heart attack, it is the American business​man syndrome. I hoped that would not happen to Jim as I was very fond of him. He was such a good, kind man. I knew that his father had died suddenly when Jim was three years old. Even though he manifested traits common to those who are tied to the dead, I wasn't about to conclude that an over-wrought, har​assed businessman was obsessed by a dead father! Be​sides, I reasoned, the experience with Jennifer and Mary was enough for one family.

But as time went on, his condition worsened and I began to suspect it could be possible that Jim also was obsessed. I cautiously voiced my suspicion to Jennifer who immediately seized upon the suggestion as a possi​bility. But how could we approach Jim, of all people, with this idea? He had never understood or accepted the method which so dramatically released Jennifer and Mary. And after all these years he had even for​gotten their former condition. Somehow, the timing wasn't quite right. Maybe we had to have more evi​dence. As we waited, I advised Jennifer to watch for any changes, any event, any condition, even a dream, ​some sign that would indicate that Jim would be des​perate enough, and hence more receptive to our kind of help.

If one really watches carefully and lets life events show the way, one can be led in the right direction at the right time. Fully a year after our suspicions were voiced, not only did Jim's condition worsen, but the youngest son, Dick, became a problem. At ten years of age Dick was irresponsible, strangely absent-minded, and given to imaginary day-dreaming. He not only fantasized, but fully believed his stories. He couldn't understand his punishments for fantasizing or forget​fulness because he was not aware that he had done anything wrong.

Many other strange behaviour patterns had developed insidiously over the last few years. Again, it was so reminiscent of his sister Mary that we hesitated to give credence to a similar cause. But when Jim was rushed to the hospital with chest pains and Dick was having serious problems in school, I thought, this is the sign,​ perhaps the signal that we had been waiting for all these months. Something must be done.

I was galvanized into action. The least I could do was either to investigate the possibility of obsession by a dead father or eliminate it altogether. First I had to overcome my own reluctance to accept a situation so fraught with weird coincidences. A situation in the same family so similar to Jennifer's problem and Mary's condition was incredibly strange and almost beyond belief. Secondly I had to deal with my sensitivity to Jim's increasing disapproval of my relationship with Jennifer. He was too kind a person to openly offend me, but in many subtle ways I sensed his feelings. He loved his wife and went along with anything that would make her happy, and so he reluctantly accepted our relationship. As Jennifer never let her outside activities interfere with her duties at home and was so completely devoted to him, he never complained. 

I would have preferred to continue to remain in the background as I had for the past few years, but now I was forced to overcome my personal unwillingness to face Jim's hostility. He was in a distressful situation  fraught with disaster.  There must be no place in my heart for the hurt vanity of the personality. My inner self, the real self, knew that the time had come to cast aside all personal feelings in order to try to rescue an endangered human being.

Jim was completely unaware of the nature of his predicament. Having discouraged any effort on our part to enlighten him when Jennifer and Mary were restored to normalcy, he could not benefit now from their experience. Any discussion with him about the situation and our suspicions of its cause were out of the question, an impossible consideration. Now the prob​lem was not whether to help Jim, but how!

Fortunately Jim's mother, Martha, was still alive.

She believed in meditation, had worked with me many times and knew the nature of the method. She is a rare wonderful person, deeply spiritual and dedicated to the principle of service to others. Besides our mutual interest, we are very close and devoted friends. I knew that her first husband, Jim Sr., had died suddenly in an automobile accident about thirty-eight years ago. Al​though Martha had recently recuperated from a seri​ous operation, I hoped she would be sufficiently re​stored to health so that I could discuss with her the details of the death of her husband, Jim's father. Look​ing for guidelines on how to proceed, I hoped that a review of the early years of Martha's life would supply the clue.

Martha lived in another city, but when I called her she immediately suggested that we meet because she had something of vital importance to discuss with me.

We arranged an appointment for the very next day. If it were at all possible, she seemed more anxious for the meeting than I, and for very good reasons. She greeted me with great emotion, "I was just about to call you when your call came through. "Isn't that just like us?" she queried. "We always seem to know when one of us is in distress." Mental telepathy between good friends.

"Would you mind," she asked, "if I speak my piece first? I am so terribly worried!"

I agreed, inwardly knowing that she was going to talk about Jim Jr. And of course that was it! She, too, had been aware for a long time that her son was abnormally overactive and frenetic, but lately he seemed worse than ever. She had always thought that Jim was driving himself far beyond normal physical endurance and had often spoken about it to Jennifer and me. But she, too, reasoned that many successful businessmen are similarly compelled.

"I don't want to seem like an overly solicitous mother​ hen," she said, "but there is something so unnatural about Jim's frenzied behaviour, I am fearful for his very life." The tears flowed. "I don't like the way he acts or the way he looks. It is getting worse all the time. I don't see how he can go on this way much longer. He is driven!  

She had voiced my concern and Jennifer's deep fears. I told Martha that this was the reason for my call. She brightened."I feel better already.” she said. "Sharing my apprehensions with you has given me comfort and hope. To revive old memories of a very painful past event." She had great faith in our methods as she had studied and worked with it for years and knew the benefots from her own experience. It is easier to work with someone of her background and training in esoteric studies than with someone ignorant of the basic principals of spiritual truths. She believed and accepted  wholeheartedly  the continuity of life and the thin veil separating the visible and the invisible world. I cautioned her that in order to help her son she would have to revive old memories of a very painful past event.  

Although apprehensive, she was more than willing. She was eager and impatient to begin immediately, and proceeded to give me a detailed account of the most traumatic experience of her life. As her extraor​dinary story unfolded and the evidence mounted, I began to believe we were on the right track.

In many ways Jim Jr. was very much like his dad. Jim Sr. was also a brilliant operator and by the time he was twenty-five years old he was already a success, in his own way he was a genius. He and Martha were deeply in love and both adored their little son.

One evening as Martha was preparing dinner she answered the phone and was informed by the police that her husband had just been killed in an automobile accident. Her world came to an end. With no warning she was catapulted from a life of joy and promise to a life of emptiness and grief. She was inconsolable until one night shortly after her husband's untimely death, he appeared before her. She felt his arms around her, soothing and comforting her with familiar words of love and devotion. At first she was startled and shocked by this experience but as time went on she grew accus​tomed to the presence and found great comfort in the new, though strange relationship.

The nightly visitations eased her anguish and made her empty days tolerable! And he never disappointed her! He was always there, always communicating his thoughts and feelings, always reassuring her of his undying love for her!

Martha's life now assumed a definite pattern of or​dinary daily activities and unusual nightly communica​tion with her dead husband. The days were full of meetings with attorneys for the estate and attempts to carve out some kind of life for herself and little Jim, the nights were spent in this unnatural relationship.

Martha, gregarious and outgoing, was popular and admired by both sexes. Before the year was up she was occasionally invited by one of her numerous friends to a dinner party with some eligible male escort. She would return home at night, walk into her bedroom and find Jim there waiting for her. Wildly jealous, protesting vigorously, he would make her promise never again to accept these invitations.

Martha began to dread the nights and Jim's posses​siveness. As time went on, his presence became increas​ingly irksome to her. The altercations between them grew more irritating and unbearable. For now Jim Sr., fearful of losing his hold on her, hovered around her during the day as well as the night! Their inner conver​sations never ceased. He became more and more de​manding of her time and energy. I would be talking to someone, anyone," she said, "and at the same time Jim and I would be inwardly conversing. He never for one minute left me alone!"

It was maddening and she literally thought she was going out of her mind. What had begun as a comfort became an intolerable burden. Although an emotion​ally and mentally stable woman, Martha feared for her sanity and yearned for a return to normalcy. As much as she had loved Jim, she could no longer tolerate his constant presence, could no longer endure the sleep​less nights, the continuous haranguing. She became exceedingly nervous and irritable, but fearful of being misunderstood and ridiculed, confided in no one. She barely functioned during the day, and dreaded even more the agony of the nights.

As time went on the tension between Martha and Jim mounted and became so excruciatingly painful that one night in desperation she cried out to him hyster​ically, "Go away! Leave me alone! I have to take care of our son! I can't go on this way any longer. If you ever loved me, go now and let me live my own life. There is no other way! Go, please go!" She sobbed out her anguish.

There was no reply. The room was filled with the silence. No protestations, no arguments, silence. She cried herself to sleep and awoke the following morning with a strange feeling of emptiness, emptiness and relief. And now, after thirty-eight years of welcome silence, I was about to ask Martha to revive the contact!

During those years she had happily remarried, had had other children, and lived a normal active life, the trauma of the past buried deep in her memory. We discussed her emotional state the night of her last conversation with Jim.

"If he hadn't obeyed my command that night," she exclaimed, "I would have committed myself to an insti​tution for the mentally ill. No one can ever tell me that death is the end. I know that there is a survival of the person. I know that Jim was with me for two years. When I first heard about life after death and the earth​bound, I knew from my own experience that the entire concept is true. But isn't it strange," she went on, "that the moment I screamed at him, Jim left me and has never come back?"

Cautiously I questioned her. "Are you certain of that? Can we be certain?"

We sat together silently. I wondered how much more she could tolerate and if now was the appropriate time to tell her that I suspected that Jim Sr. was still earth​bound, had left her, only to attach himself to his son, living out his interrupted career in the life of Jim Jr! Although Jim Sr.'s physical body had been shed, the drive for power was still alive, increasing daily in its insatiable desire for expression, paralysing father and son into submission, the power now dominating both the living and the dead!

An awareness of the underlying problem opens the way to a solution, and now I knew what had to be done. "Yes, Martha, there is something we can do. Jim did leave you that fateful night, but he did not leave the material world. He left you and then attached himself to his son. Now we must correct that mistake. 

He obeyed your command and could have gone on to his rightful place on the other side of life, but he chose to remain on earth. He could have been helped had you known how and what to do. Although you were right in ordering your husband to leave, we have learned that the dead sometimes need further instruc​tions. They have to be told where to go, what is in store for them. They have to be told about the Light on their path. "

"Can't Jim order his father to leave him, just as I did?"

It was a valid suggestion, and under ordinary cir​cumstances the obvious solution. But tell Jim Jr. that? Jim Jr. who rejects all such ideas? For the first time we laughed as we tried to imagine Jim Jr. engaged in such a project! Jim Jr. talking to his dead father and show​ing him the way to heaven! It was funny and broke us up for a moment.

Our laughter subsided and we became serious again. "Then what are we going to do?" Martha wanted to know. "I don't think Jim can take it much longer. I know he is reaching the end of his endurance! There must be something!"

"Yes, Martha," I replied, "there is something that can be done if you think you are strong enough. Even though many years have elapsed, you and you only have the right to call upon your husband and correct the error."


"Of course, I will do anything you suggest, anything I must, I want to and the sooner the better."


It was settled and we agreed to meet in three days, meanwhile utilizing the intervening time for prepara​tion which involved a special kind of meditation. Martha was given a specific symbol for meditation, a symbol often used in preparation for separating the living and the dead. It is a concise and specific symbol. Martha was instructed to visualize a circle of light completely surrounding her dead husband. Similarly she had to visualize her son in another circle of light. Each one was placed in his own orbit, two circles side by side, separate but touching at one point. This was fairly simple for Martha since she was accustomed to meditating daily.

A few days later we met again. Our meditations had given us strength and had shown a definite direction to follow. Martha, visibly nervous and slightly apprehen​sive, questioned her ability to control her emotions if after all these long years she had to acknowledge the presence of Jim Sr. again. I reassured her and told her that in all our experiences we were always stunned by the utter simplicity of the process and impressed by the comparative ease in which so much resulted from such a seemingly uncomplicated method. According to my meditations of the past three days, all that was re​quired of her were her preparatory meditations, her prayers, and her presence. Somehow, together we had to communicate with Jim Sr. He did not know me and it would be simpler if she were present.

We began. We prayed together. I deliberately called out many times to Jim Sr., firmly and authoritatively. When we 'felt' his presence I proceeded to converse with him as though he were really physically with us.

Because I never doubted that such a thing was possible, I had no trouble communicating with him. I told him that Martha and I had come to help him. Relating the complete circumstances of his sudden death thirty-eight years ago, I explained that he no longer had a physical body, that without a physical body life on earth was frustrating and impossible. Further, that he had been using the life energy of his son in order to fulfil his own ambition, and that this was destructive. I warned him that his son was on the verge of a serious collapse.

Martha remained calm and in silent prayer during the entire session.

Jim seemed to listen as though he knew as well as we did the reason for this meeting. When we informed him of his present condition and the problems it was causing, it was incredible how swiftly he capitulated. Martha was not traumatized by the meeting. She was 'uplifted,' particularly when she witnessed his definite willingness to cooperate.

Upon our suggestion he made a complete turnabout in the opposite direction. Instead of whirling fran​tically in the earth's atmosphere, unconscious of his condition, unconscious of his destructiveness to himself and those closest to him, he obeyed and followed our directions, understanding telepathically. When he fin​ally became aware of the Light leading him up and beyond, there was no more hesitancy. And when last we were aware of him, he was being guided on his return path, home to God.

To describe in words something that has to be ex​perienced is almost impossible. There are no words  that can adequately convey the full impact of such a confrontation. Words become sacrilegious and detract from the awesome quality of such experiences. The entire process took about an hour. An hour  in which Martha and I were transported into another dimension of the mind. Fully conscious of our own material world, we were at the same time participating in another world outside of our time and place. Though strange and unusual for both of us, it was never for one mo​ment uncomfortable or awkward. Instead, there was a simple reality about it that was convincingly true.

Again, the only proof that would be persuasive rested on the results, the effects on the living. Subse​quent events again proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that Jim Sr. had vacated the premises, as it were. By so doing he gave his son the opportunity of being his own person, and his grandson the right to grow up normally, both free from hostile influences.

Almost immediately after the session with Martha, Jim showed remarkable improvement. For the first time in years he slept the night through without seda​tion. The very next morning after our work and Jim's first night of sound rest, he commented upon that unusual event with joy and amazement. As this pattern of nocturnal rest repeated itself every night, he kept exclaiming to Jennifer, "I really slept again last night! I don't know what's happened to me! I feel great! I'm a new man." Over and over again he repeated the words, "a new man" or "the new Jim." Over and over again he remarked how different he felt, how relaxed. His office personnel and friends commented on the change and expressed amazement at the 'improved' Jim. After thirty days of continuous glowing reports we all ac​cepted that the work had passed the test of time, and that Jim was no longer in desperate trouble.

As the months went by Jim continued to improve in other unexpected ways. Not only was he calmer and unfrenzied, but his attitude toward Martha changed considerably. We had all been so concerned for his physical survival, and so relieved when that was no longer crucial, that we didn't look for other develop​ments. But there were other extraordinary changes that were equally significant. For years Martha had been aware of her son's belligerent and sometimes hos​tile attitude toward her. Believing that in some way she had failed him when he was growing up, she blamed herself.

Jim, on the other hand, couldn't understand why his mother aroused such antagonism in him. He confessed many times to Jennifer that he couldn't account for the fact that whenever he was in his mother's company, some deep resentment was triggered off in him which made him caustic and sharp with her. Whenever they were together the sparks flew.

I recall Martha once telling me that when Jim was a little boy she would return home from a date and be greeted angrily by her young son. On those occasions it was the accusing look in his eyes which frightened her. As the young child grew to manhood the accusing eyes were accompanied by an intensely disapproving atti​tude toward her. As adults, even though loving and caring for each other, try as they both did they could not overcome this unnatural belligerence. And now, suddenly, as though by magic, that feeling of antagon​ism between them was gone. Free from antagonism and resentment, Jim was able to express a normal love for his mother. In the Bright Light of life beyond death, unnatural antagonisms and resentments dissi​pate and cease to exist.

All this was proof that our efforts were successful. Nothing else could account for Jim's improved health, his calmer attitude toward life in general, and his pleasant, relaxed change of attitude toward his mother. It was there for all to see, there for Jennifer, Martha and me to know how and why. The added plus for all of us, not to be minimized, was little Dick's gradual return to normal behaviour. He is achieving an out​standing record in school, and no longer manifests the odd traits which caused so many problems. Now the real person is in evidence, well adjusted and extraor​dinarily intelligent.

Martha and I left it up to Jennifer how much and what to tell Jim. She tried to explain to him the reason for his metamorphosis and Dick's improvement. She casually mentioned that a special kind of meditation had been engaged in by his mother. Jim refused to listen, his mind still closed to any suggestion other than what conformed to established concepts.

In a way it is regrettable that Jim was not open to the kind of efforts made in his behalf and the true reason for his improvement. A healing of this nature is a highly spiritual experience, and knowledge of a life after death gained by a personal involvement greatly en​hances the understanding of life in the here and now.

Jim's type of experience usually brings a deeper under​standing of the purpose of life, a broadened view of the eternal process, a joy in living, a gratitude for life. I am sorry that Jim could not experience the full benefit of his improved condition. Although Jennifer tried many times to broach the subject, Jim would have none of it. He wasn't ready for that kind of enlightenment. Maybe at some future time his mind will be more open.

Although it is regrettable that Jim remained ignor​ant of the cause of his renewed health and equanimity, on the other hand, the success of the work could never be attributed to suggestibility. A closed mind like Jim's is barren soil for the sowing of the seeds of suggestion. Jim's spiritually oriented mother had saved him and restored him to a life of normal activity. For the time being, we had to be satisfied and grateful for what had been accomplished. We could not penetrate the wall of resistance, the closed mind. 

            Chapter 8

                                                             Sudden Death

Contrary to popular belief, the most harrowing and difficult way to make the final exit from earthly exis​tence is to leave suddenly without warning. One mo​ment the person is moving about in his physical body, and the next he is unceremoniously jolted out of his familiar surroundings, his patterned existence, into a strange condition. He is bodyless, and yet he thinks and feels! He sees and hears what is going on in his environ​ment, but he cannot converse with those whom he senses all around him. He feels weightless, incredibly light, free of his heavy physical body, and yet in all other respects he is much the same, very much alive. No one around him answers him when he 'speaks,' and no one responds to him when he touches them. What is the matter with everybody? Why all the fuss, he thinks. He looks down and 'sees' his physical body and wonders what is wrong, why the weeping. He is confused and completely bewildered!

And is it any wonder! Having been carefully indoc​trinated by the belief that death is the end, or at best an eternal sleep, he doesn't understand his new status. Having accepted the finality of death, having stub​bornly refused to harbour any other belief, he is totally unprepared for the frustrating and bewildering experi​ence of that moment when the silver cord is cut and his life in the physical body terminated. No wonder Eng​lish churchmen are taught to pray, "From battle, murder and sudden death, Good Lord, deliver us."

For every other journey we make careful prepara​tion. We decide on our destination, perhaps a trip to Paris or London. We purchase the tickets, consult with travel agents, book reservations in hotels of our choice, buy the proper clothes, and pack our suitcases. We wouldn't care to take any trip abroad, or even in our own country, without some kind of planning. The more important the journey, the more trouble we take to work out every detail. Most of us would not even travel in our own cities into an unknown area without consulting a city map or asking of the nearest gasoline attendant explicit directions.

Yet for the most important journey of our entire lives, we make incomplete provisions. Certainly, if we are wise, we will make a will properly signed, pick out a plot in the cemetery grounds, or arrange for crema​tion. This we do routinely, mistakenly thinking that we have taken care of everything. And as far as it goes, that much preparation is basically essential. But have we considered other possibilities, the possibility of conscious survival of the Self?

Have we thoroughly investigated and weighed the evidence claimed by great minds and profound thinkers throughout the centuries? Have we read the words on this subject of a Walt Whitman, a Tennyson, a Wads-​ worth, or a Dante? Have we considered the philosophy  of Ouspensky, Emerson, Plato, Bucke and countless others? Have we listened to Tennyson who proclaims of death that it is a "laughable impossibility?" And what about the millions of followers of Eastern religions whose faith is grounded in the belief of a life after death, and Christians who subscribe to the belief of the resurrection?

Why delay in fear and trembling the search for truth and understanding? The more we familiarize ourselves with all the available knowledge of this inevit​able event, the more we alleviate the fear and the dread of the unknown. By discussing the varying points of view, accepting some and discarding others, we illuminate the dark corners of our minds. By throwing a little light on a much neglected subject, by probing and searching for answers, we begin to make the un​known known.

To those who die suddenly, totally oblivious to the possibility of survival, the shock is greater than the shock to those left behind! At least the survivor knows what has happened, but the victim of a sudden death, unprepared and ignorant of the process, is bewildered and panic-stricken. Just as a little child, lost in a crowd, separated from its parents, becomes dreadfully fright​ened, so one taken abruptly from the physical life stream is in desperate need of reassurance. But every​one around him is either trying to revive him or else hysterically immersed in their own grief. And so the lost child goes comfortless.

The phone rings and the voice on the other end informs me that a mutual friend has just passed away. 

"I hate to be the bearer of such sad news," my friend says, "I know how much you loved Rosalie." Her voice breaks and we cry silently as we share our sense of loss.

"How did it happen?" I ask.

"She and her husband, Bill, were just about to leave the house for an evening at the theatre when she grew faint and died instantly. It was dreadful for Bill, but such a nice easy way for her to go. I hope it happens like that for me."


"Oh, no," I thought, "it is not really that good, not a happy state for a Rosalie."

Rosalie, the agnostic, had often expressed to me her opinion of death. I can hear her now proclaiming in no uncertain terms that "when you are dead, you are dead, finished." I recall how she had once picked up a small grey stone and holding it in the palm of her hand, firmly declared, "That's what we turn into, a little grey stone." And how she laughed in her own merry infectious way!

She was so certain, so sure of her convictions that she discouraged any discussion. Looking at me impishly she remarked that she knew I felt differently and thought it must be truly wonderful to have that kind of belief. Never one to argue, particularly on this subject, I suggested a reading list and concluded the conversa​tion. After many rebuffs I have learned never to en​gage in a fruitless discussion with anyone with such set, rigid convictions. She didn't know how I had arrived at my conclusions, nor was she particularly curious. Her door was shut tightly!

I knew from all that I had been taught that Rosalie was in trouble. Sudden death to the Rosalies of this world is one of the most difficult ways of departure. A short or even a long illness would have been preferable, in the long run, to crossing so abruptly the line from physical life to death in such ignorance. Painful as it is, an illness does serve the purpose of preparation. But a Rosalie suddenly catapulted into a new state of being without any landmarks, frantically trying to call atten​tion to her aliveness, bewildered by her inability to make contact, never for one moment realizing that death has overtaken her, for a Rosalie such a state is unbelievable torture.

My friend Dee broke the silence. "Do you and your friends say a special kind of prayer when someone passes on?" she asked, knowing something about the work in which I was involved. It was not idle curiosity that prompted the question, for she had been reading and studying about life after death and had recently come to the conclusion that death was not the end. I sensed that she was ready to participate actively in the kind of special prayer that a sudden death requires. I liked the idea that there would be more of us con​tacting Rosalie, for "where two or more are gathered" there is strength and power. Besides, Dee, who was closest to Rosalie, was the ideal person to join in our kind of prayer work. For years I had automatically prayed and communicated with sudden death victims, even before I was totally convinced, as I am today, that they benefited. It was an inner prompting urged on by faith, now grounded in a strong conviction.

Dee asked for instructions on what to do. "Remem​ber," I told her, "the newly dead are not very far removed in consciousness from the scene of their life's activity. First of all, call Rosalie by name and identify yourself. "


"You mean," asked Dee, "that I should say, 'Rosalie, this is Dee, several times?"


"Yes, just like that. Remember she is disoriented and needs to get her bearings. Mentally visualize and think that she is in the room with you. Just hearing your words of identification is already a comfort to her. It is actually thought transference, mental telepathy. We convey our message in words because it is easier for us. The dead 'hear' the thoughts. It is in that sense that we communicate with them. After establishing your iden​tity, tell her every minute detail of the way in which she died. Tell her everything you know, even what she was wearing. You know that she was going out to the theatre, so tell her that. You know that her last words were, 'I feel dizzy.' Tell her that too."

Dee interrupted, "Will she answer me?"


"No," I answered. "We are not in trance. We are not mediums. We are friends believing there is a great need which we are serving in the way that has been taught, with a method that has proven to be effective. Just keep talking to her, believing in your heart that her anguish will be relieved. When you have estab​lished your identity and all the facts known to her, you must point the way out of her dilemma. Over and over again tell her about the Light. In your own words remind her of her parents whom she loved dearly and who will be on that path of Light. She has to be told in order to become aware of the Light and the presence of her parents. The Light is right there where she is, obscured only by her ignorance and denial of it. Once she opens up her heart and her mind, she will see it, and when she sees it, she will see everyone she loves who is on that side of Life. She will be royally welcomed."

Dee solemnly promised to follow the instructions, and I promised that my friends and I would join her. But I emphasized that her participation was important because she was much closer to Rosalie than any of us.

Dee called the next day, eager to tell me her experi​ence. At first she reported that she felt awkward as she whispered Rosalie's name. She couldn't help wonder​ing if the contact had really been made. "I know now what you mean by a 'prayer of faith'," she said. "But as I continued it became easier. I was concentrating so intently on giving Rosalie the exact description of her last moments, visualizing her presence, determined to include each and every detail as you had outlined for me, that I lost my self-consciousness and felt in some obscure way that Rosalie was really listening. And when I told Rosalie about the Light, a wonderful feel​ing of peace and awe overcame me and I knew that what I was doing was good. I would never have believed praying like that for Rosalie so soon after her death, could bring me such comfort. It relieved my own pain."

For several days after that Dee and I repeated the conversations and prayer work for Rosalie until we felt reasonably certain that she had the information which would allow her to make her own choice. For in the final analysis, we could only show the way, give her the key. But she had to open her own door!

No special training is required for anyone to 'talk' in this manner to the victims of sudden death. Nor does it matter whether or not one is completely convinced. 

The possibility that it may be true should be enough to induce anyone to make the attempt to help those who suddenly pass on and not abandon them in their great hour of need. Momentarily putting aside one's own grief, subordinating it to comfort the departed, is an act of love and kindness.

In a perfunctory survey which we made, most people indicated that if they were given choices they would prefer to die suddenly. If these same people had made sufficient inquiries into the nature of the death process, realizing the full meaning of that momentous event, knowing that the vacated lifeless physical body is their own discarded garment, useless to them in their new environment, then they could safely make the transi​tion from life into death, suddenly or any other way.

It is lack of knowledge of this natural occurrence in our lives which causes many to be confused and makes of the inevitable event a mysterious, fearful trauma. The informed person who has had some teaching on this subject and has learned what to expect, will be able to face the inevitable event of their lives, secure in their understanding. Their knowledge enables them to cope with a sudden departure from life without fear or shock. Knowledge has its own way of shedding its light in the dark recesses of unknown, dreaded corridors.

Tell me, my soul, can this be death?

The world recedes; it disappears!

Heaven opens on my eyes! 

My ears with sounds seraphic ring!

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I

fly!

0 Grave! Where is thy victory?

0 Death! Where is thy sting?

Vital Spark of Heavenly Flame 




AlexanderPope

                                      Chapter 9

                                                                The Suicides

In recent years more and more people have come to believe that death is not the end, that it is a shedding of the physical body prior to entering a new kind of existence. Many have gone as far as the GATES OF HEAVEN, so to speak, and have returned to their physical bodies inspired and enlightened by the experi​ence. They feel the joy and the beauty of that other dimension of life. They see a glorious figure of light and realize that it is an event which they will gladly welcome when their time comes for a final departure. However, no one should be tempted to terminate life ahead of time in order to experience that joy, or delib​erately seek release from an undesirable, unhappy life in order to be free of burdens. To willfully destroy one's physical life in the childish notion that either joy or oblivion will be the reward, is to misinterpret the whole meaning of birth, life, and death.

Life is the God-given opportunity to work out one's problems, not to avoid them! And in spite of all its suffering and struggle, physical life still remains the great opportunity, the supreme challenge. Mistakenly believing that by an act of murder (for suicide is self-​murder) we gain easy access to the promised land of joy and beauty is a complete misunderstanding of the law of the universe. We are here to learn, to grow, to become more divinely human. It is only when we have completely finished with our schooling that we gradu​ate to the next grade where we receive our reward. To cut short life's journey in the physical world in order to avoid the hardships, pain, and responsibilities not only leaves unfulfilled the purpose for which we were born, but also delays our greater opportunity in the bright world beyond death.

The life script handed to each one of us at birth is a special and sacred document, our inheritance for better or for worse. Whatever that script contains is given to each of us for a purpose, for our growth and understanding. It matters little what the grade is in this school of life, but it does matter greatly how much effort we expend. The mistakes are unimportant, for to be human is to err. It is the learned lesson that counts. To tear up the life script in a moment of discouragement only retards the program and brings far greater distress than the momentary pain which prompted the act.

For whatever reason, premeditated or willful, sui​cide must be shunned as the worst possible way to escape. One of the most heartbreaking sights is the plight of the suicide. I came upon them quite unexpec​tedly one day when I was in the midst of a session of mental imagery. It was a picture which I will never, never forget. 

I felt myself going down, down, down until I came to a shallow, narrow stream of water. It blocked my prog​ress and I could go no further. I stopped and con​sidered as the familiar inward feeling of quiet detach​ment and heightened awareness signalled that a new and important teaching was going to be presented. I knew that another lesson was about to be learned, and I was glad that a friend was there to support me and to take the notes.  

Fully conscious, but deeply immersed in the picture that was presented, I felt a dull, heavy foreboding envelop me. Everything about the place where I found myself seemed alien and strange to me, and I began to describe in words, as best I could, the indescribable. The air was still; not a breath stirred. On the opposite side of the bank a few gnarled trees were stuck in the muddied earth. The river flowed quietly, sluggish as though mesmerized into denying its natural expression.

As I looked across the stream I became aware that there was something weird about the endless line of shaped mounds that hugged the opposite bank of that river. As I looked closer in that dim light, I realized that this was not mounds of dirt that I had come upon, but human shapes so completely covered by their dark shrouds, so completely bent over with their heads buried in the mud, that they had become unrecognisable, one with the soil.

 Lying there, still and mysteriously silent, they pre​sented a strange, unnatural picture. I wondered what they had done to bring them to such a low, miserable state. Whatever crime they had committed, the price was terribly high. A great wave of pity overwhelmed me as I sensed their utter misery and hopelessness. I stood helplessly on my side of the river and realized that I had no way of communicating with these shrouded beings, so completely were they immersed in their own bleak world of gloom and despair. Stuck in the mud, so to speak, they were unaware of anything else but their own misery. They were completely shut off!

 Suddenly from the far distant hilltop, silhouetted against the sky, a lone figure of a man emerged, the only moving thing in this still and sombre region. I watched as he jauntily began his descent. He seemed almost on the run, almost eager and expectant. But as he came closer his step slackened and his body slumped. He looked back from where he had come and tried to retrace his steps, but he was powerless to make the reversal. I watched as he fought against the downward pull. He struggled as a man struggles against a furious hurricane, helpless against nature's heavy odds. He was forced into making the unwanted descent!    

 The closer he came, the more familiar to me he became, and in spite of the horror and fear distorting his features, I recognized him. It was Fred, a man who had recently committed suicide! At that moment I knew for the first time where I was and what I was observing. This was the Land of Despair, the land of the suicides. I was no longer mystified. Poor Fred, the newcomer, had clarified it for me. 

I yearned to comfort that terrified man. He had led such a carefree happy-go-lucky life. He was a great sports fan. Golf and skiing were his hobbies and occu​pied most of his time. He took his responsibilities lightly,  a perfectly harmless, fun-loving, delightful individual whom everyone liked. But when things got rough and his neglected business failed, heavily in debt, unable to indulge in the sports which he loved, he evidently had decided that it would be easier for him and his family if he just ended it all. He committed suicide.

 I don't know what he thought about death, if he thought about it at all, but I was sure that at this moment of realization he would have struggled with his problems, difficult as they were, rather than come to this desolate, forsaken place. Whatever he had run away from was nothing compared with what he had run into! The peace of mind, the release from problems for which he had destroyed himself, was a false hope. The easy way out failed to live up to its promise. By his own irrevocable act he had unwittingly chosen the wrong path.

 I called out to Fred. He heard, in the manner pe​culiar to those existing in that dimension of life called death. A look of incredulity and relief spread over his face as he recognized me on the other side. A way out perhaps? He ran eagerly to the edge of the river and tried desperately to enter the water separating us, but now the lazy, stagnant river seemed to become a wild raging torrent. Each time he tried to step into it a terrible rush of water seemed to push him back. I watched helplessly as he tried to cross the impassable barrier separating us. He fought valiantly for what seemed like a very long time until finally, spent and exhausted, he gave up. Seated dejectedly with his head in his hands, the tears flowed profusely and uncontrol​lably, mingling with the river water. It was no use. The odds were against him. He looked around at his new home, the barren land, the unsavoury companions, and shuddered. He was trapped! There was no escape! 

 Again I called out to Fred. He had been so involved in his desperate fight to cross the river that he had forgotten me. He looked up surprised that I was still there. The 'words' of comfort and instructions which flowed from me came from that source far beyond my puny personal self. A moment before, I was question​ing why I was being shown such a seemingly hopeless condition and what if anything I was supposed to do about it. Surely I must have been catapulted into this situation for a more important reason than just mere unprovoked sightseeing! Always before, the inner ex​perience had served a definite purpose. Fred, appear​ing as he did, clarified for me the mystifying picture. I was no longer puzzled. I learned from his unhappy appearance the lesson for all suicides, the distressful results of suicidal acts. It was an unforgettable lesson for me. But what about Fred? Our meeting in this most unlikely place could not be a capricious act of the gods. Every confrontation in life is meaningful, and I sensed that this particular meeting contained a deep signifi​cance for Fred as well as for me. 

I questioned, and the answers came rapidly from the inner Self. First of all Fred was told he must never under any circumstances surrender himself to the hopeless condition of the beings in this region. Never, never again was he to seek the easy way out or give up, here or anywhere else! That was his personal message.

 He learned that he could not escape, and that no one can run away from the consequences of his own pre​meditated acts. Violence is repaid by violence, despair by despair. It is the Law, unbreakable, but not unmerciful.

Fred, however, was being offered a great opportun​ity to help these forlorn and seemingly deserted beings. It would be work, hard work. But he had been chosen for the task because he had the qualities which could be useful in this situation. I knew what was meant. Fred's happy-go-lucky nature, his popularity and ease with people made him the ideal messenger for bringing hope to the hopeless. He must contact each one of these deserted beings and bring them out of their lethargy. Some would respond, he was told, for they had re​pented long enough. Others would refuse to listen,​ their need for self-punishment still overwhelming them.

"Don't waste your efforts on the stubborn ones." Fred was told, "They are not ready yet, and in a sense are enjoying their self-punishment. Some are still in the process of completing their term, waiting for the fires of purification to burn out all destructive thoughts and feelings. They too are not quite ready for your help. But there are many others who have already served out their term, who can and will respond, eager and ready to rise up and begin the return to redemption. The new arrivals have a different lesson to learn," the instruc​tions continued. "They must be told about the law of cause and effect which operates in both the material and immaterial worlds." 

 No one can smash a fragile piece of china against a brick wall without shattering the china. No one can fire a bullet through his heart or head without de​stroying his life. There is no punishment for these acts, simply an adherence to the unbreakable law. Some of these new arrivals would be amenable to Fred's ex​planations, and again he must concentrate his efforts on those willing to learn. There would be enough of them to keep him occupied for a long time. The unco​operative ones would have to learn the longer harder way.

 "Never coerce," Fred was instructed. "Never force your will on any of them. Never interfere with each soul's right to learn by his own mistakes, exercising his own God-given free will. No one knows what is right for that other self. Don't judge! Don't interfere! Don't look for results!"

 Before leaving, I pointed out to Fred a slim streak of light shining from the far distant hilltops. Dim as it was, it was bright enough to show the way to the Promised Land. The Light of Hope in this land of despair!

The picture began to fade. The last I saw of Fred, he was busily engaged in fulfilling his assignment, touch​ing the crouched figures as some began to stir. I was happy for him. The scene faded out. My service was no longer required. His service was just beginning.

I was not allowed to forget the lesson, nor would I want to. I have never ceased to marvel and wonder at the synchronicity of such experiences. Each time a strange new lesson was presented, I never had to wait very long before being challenged to apply the recently acquired knowledge to a life situation. The inner ex​perience, mystical and strange to my practical nature, was constantly being made useful by its immediate application to an urgent problem. It was uncanny, a way of dispelling my natural tendency to doubt and hence delay in accepting the new knowledge. 

A few days after the encounter with Fred, a woman who had often discussed with me her problems came to see me, more discouraged and disheartened than ever. Without preamble she belligerently announced, "I can't see the purpose of continuing this miserable exis​tence of mine. I am sick and tired of it all. Life holds nothing for me but pain, struggle, and loneliness. I am going to make an end of it." Ishuddered, my recent vision of the suicides still haunting me.

 "No," I protested. "Please, anything is better than that. Suicide is will-full murder!"

 "But I have always believed that we are free agents, free to make our own decisions," she insisted, "and that free choice is God's gift to all of us."

"Yes, that's correct," I answered. "

Then if I choose to destroy my life," she persisted, "what is wrong? It's my life and I should be able to do what I want without being considered a murderer. I don't call it murder if I decide I will be happier dead.

 She challenged me and I knew that she was very serious and needed help. I considered her difficult life, her insurmountable problems. Her husband had de​serted her many years ago and left her with two young children and a mother to support. She had worked  hard and struggled to make some kind of life for all of them. Against heavy odds she had succeeded, but the fruits of her labour were bitter. Her mother, self-centred and demanding, brought her no comfort. On the contrary, as the years went by she had become more querulous and difficult. The two boys, never fully ap​preciating their mother's struggles, seemed to blame her for the loss of their worthless father. They gave her no consideration, no love, only resentment and indif​ference. The boys, grown men now, had left her and the mother was her sole wearisome companion. She concluded that the responsibility of raising her chil​dren was over and that state welfare could provide for her mother. The present and the future looked bleak to her. A way out beckoned, suicide.

Without hesitation I launched into a description of the Land of the Suicides. When I finished I said to her, "Now you are free to make your choice. You have had a mistaken idea about the other side of life. You thought, as many do, that by killing yourself you would be released from your suffering and be given either the keys to heavenly peace and happiness or the oppor​tunity to slip into a state of oblivion. Neither is true, but you are free to believe me or not. I can't help you any more than by sharing with you one of the most deeply moving experiences of my life."

 Then I did something that I rarely, if ever do. I literally went down on my knees, put my arms around her and pleaded with her to consider thoughtfully the possibility that what I told her might be true. She reconsidered and the last I heard of her she was still struggling to handle her life responsibilities. As I attempt to write this story of Fred and the suicides, I maintain that I have to relate what I have witnessed and what I have experienced. Proof? Scien​tifically there is none.

 



Whatever we do, we must bear wit​ness.

 



We must communicate.

Elie Wiesel  

Our birth is but a sleep



          

And a forgetting:

The Soul that rises with us, our Life's Star,

Hath had elsewhere its setting,

And cometh from afar:

Not in entire forgetfulness,

And not in utter nakedness,

But trailing clouds of glory we do come

From God, who is our home.



  Ode on Intimations of Immortality 







      Wordsworth  

                                Chapter 10

                                                         The Earth-Bound

The experience of the suicides gave me an added insight into the schematic order of the universe and made me more aware that one cannot escape the pen​alty of any evil deed. If the Land of Despair, home of the suicides was depressingly sad and miserable, then the future home for murderers, sadists, rapists and criminals of all types must be as revolting and hideous as the very acts themselves. A life of imprisonment in any jail is a bed of roses compared to the Land of Horror which awaits the persons who must serve out their time in the beyond in a manner commensurate with their abominable deeds.

If the promise of happiness awaits the normal hu​man being, then certainly a torment of misery and terror awaits the violent destroyers of another life! It is totally unnecessary for any of us to waste our time and energy in trying to figure out the best punishment for the evildoers. Their assignment in the beyond far ex​ceeds any punishment which we in the physical world can conceive. The law of justice prevails, a law, how​ever mitigated by mercy. For when true repentance takes place, all is forgiven by the decree of the Compas​sionate One!

Our concern now is not for those extremists, but for the average normal man or woman who admittedly is far from perfect and struggles through his life's experi​ence with its pains and pleasures as best he can. With rare exceptions the human record is just that, human, which indicates that man is guilty of hates, resent​ments, angers, malice, and greed. Having emerged millions of years ago from animal man to human man, he is just beginning to reach for the next rung on the ladder leading to spiritual man. But until that time comes, we are understandably beset by the vices of animal man trying to be more human.

Each lifetime is involved with this struggle, and the problem is well understood by the Compassionate One. No one need fear that he will be condemned for his shortcomings. The respite which death offers will be given him regardless of his human imperfections. When the particular struggle of one lifetime is over and man steps into that other dimension of life which he calls death, the release from the struggle, from the burdens, is a welcome event. The feeling of buoyancy which he experiences when at long last he has been allowed to shed his heavy physical garment, brings him sheer joy and ecstasy. He sees the welcoming Light and is irresistibly drawn to It. He sees the Light and knows he is safe!

Average men and women should expect just that. We have countless numbers of reports from reliable  individuals who, in relating their near-to-death experi​ence, describe the feeling as buoyant, light, free. I recall the story of one of my closest friends who had been declared clinically dead for ten minutes. During that time she floated above and beyond her ill physical body. Travelling in another kind of body (often called the astral body) through the city of Berlin, recognizing landmarks, sensing the damp cold air, she could still 'see' the hospital room several miles away where the nurses and physicians were working over her body mak​ing a supreme effort to revive her. Light-hearted and unconcerned for her sick physical body, detached from any feeling of fear or desire, she floated weightlessly and happily in another kind of dimension.

Later she reported to the doctors and nurses every​thing they had said and done during the time she had vacated her body. They confirmed the truth of her observation and remarked that it was not the first time a patient had revealed this type of experience to them.

She summed it all up when she said to me, "If that is death, I have no fear of it, and I know that I will welcome it when my time is up. I felt so vibrant and alive in that other body!"

The serious problem is with those who pass on still clinging to their physical body, their desires, and their old life in the material world. In spite of all the hardships and heartaches of their past existence, they prefer to remain in the orbit of their familiar surrounding: rather than go forward into the next experience. They disbelieve reports of the radiant Light, the joy and  happiness which awaits them in the next dimension, and stubbornly cling to a mother, a child, a husband, a wife, or their material possessions. Refusing to accept their new status in the world beyond, will-fully insisting upon having their own way, they deprive themselves of the far greater happiness which awaits them. The feel​ing of aliveness which typifies the condition of the person in that other dimension of life beyond death, deceives them into thinking that they have not really died, and so they hang around. They struggle to re​main where they do not belong and oftentimes are not even wanted.

These are the so-called "earth-bound", rightly named for that condition which describes the departed who refuse to move on. Such people remain close to their old ways of existence, and cling to the physical earth where they no longer live. Belonging to neither world, they are homeless.

There is a great need to help not only the dead, who are earth-bound, but also the living who are victimized by their invisible presence. In releasing one or the other, both are saved; each one allowed to live his own life in his own world, unfettered by the desires and will-fullness of the other, free.

There are countless numbers of people who are com​pletely unaware of the unseen presence of the earth-​bound, and therefore are unable to cope with the problem. There are many, like Ella, Jennifer, and Jim who suffer the debilitating effects without knowing the cause of their nervousness, sleeplessness, restlessness, or distress. These cases are more difficult to diagnose than those who directly experience the presence of the de​parted by some outward sign of action.

                                                                     LYDIA

There are many who have a clear indication of being obsessed and at times tormented by the activities of the dead. One such beleaguered woman, about fifty-five years of age, came to me several years ago with a not too uncommon problem. Shortly after her husband died she was awakened during the night by the feeling of someone in the room with her, shaking her to awa​ken her. Frightened by the thought that it seemed like her dead husband's touch, she turned on the light and tried to resume her interrupted sleep. Much to her distress this happening began to occur regularly.

Some months later she met another man who had lost his wife and finding they had much in common they began to spend a great deal of time together. Now the nightly interruptions of her dead husband began to take on a more ominous meaning. Lydia had heard about our work with the dead from a friend and had asked if she might come to see me. I liked her immedi​ately. She was straightforward, sincere, and most pleasant. She explained her marriage by informing me that it had been like many marriages, "full of ups and downs" but on the whole quite satisfactory. Her newly found male friend was in many ways more congenial than her husband, and she was anxious to continue the relationship without being tormented by feelings of guilt. She didn't know what to do. She hated to give up the companionship which was making her life so pleas​ant and enjoyable and at the same time she was afraid of the disturbing presence of her dead husband.

"If my husband would leave me alone, I could be so happy. But at night, when I feel his fingernails digging into my shoulder, shaking me to awaken me, I wonder if he is trying to tell me something. There is no conver​sation or anything like that, for always when I turn on the light he goes away and I am alone again. I think perhaps my husband doesn't want me to be with another man, but I don't want to give up my friend. I am losing so much sleep over this, and I don't know what to do." She was bewildered and frightened, her life made miserable by an occurrence which she had no way of controlling.

It was a dilemma. Lydia was locked into a predica​ment which seemed unsolvable. I reassured her that perhaps her dead husband did not object to the new relationship because he had begun his nightly visits to her long before she had met her present friend. She agreed, but couldn't understand why he had become so increasingly insistent, disturbing her sleep.

I suggested that he probably was earth-bound, wanted to go on, but couldn't make it without her help. "He is trying in the only way he knows to awaken you and make you aware of his need. There are some people who die without any preparation for the life beyond and somehow lose their way. That seems to be your husband's problem. There are countless numbers like him, but he is more fortunate than most of them because he has been able to contact you and make you aware of his dilemma. I believe he wants his freedom as much as you do."

Basing my premise on the assumption that this man had lost his way and was seeking help, I explained to Lydia the method that had been successfully used for similar cases. She gladly accepted the explanation and appeared relieved that there was a solution.

In retrospect I am completely amazed how readily most people responded and agreed to the unusual pro​cedure. Lydia was no exception.                              With great trust she easily joined me in the prayer of release.

The response from Lydia's husband was exception​ally good. Lydia herself was magnificent in her conver​sation with him as she explained the situation and his impossible status in trying to maintain a way of life inconsistent with his condition. She told him of the Bright Light and suggested he look for helpers to guide him to his new abode. She was reassuring as she tried to transmit to him her own belief that he would be much better off going on to where he belonged, the place that was right for him. We concluded as usual with the Twenty-third Psalm.

The results were instantaneous. From that moment on Lydia's dead husband never again bothered her. Her effort to free him enabled her to live her own life without fear or guilt, free to enter into a normal, healthy relationship with another man. Hopefully we trust that her husband is in the Land of Light where he belongs, and where he is free to grow according to the law of the world beyond. 


                                                                  BELLA

Not everyone was as amenable to the directions, nor were they, the earth-bound, always willing to respond to the efforts of the living. Lydia's husband, having no desire to trouble her, cooperated and left as soon as he learned how to proceed. But when in the same week another woman came to me seeking a release from her dead husband, the response was quite different. Her husband did not want to let go! He was not amenable. He had dominated his wife all the forty years of their marriage, during which time she never openly rebelled or asserted herself. In her own words she confessed, "It was easier for me to give in and I always did, but I never liked it. I deeply resented his attitude, but I kept my feelings hidden. I never really cared for him. I was relieved when he passed on."

Bella had been a faithful, obedient wife, subordinat​ing her feelings, serving his needs albeit resentfully, and now she wanted her freedom. "But," she added, "he won't let me go. I think he is still hanging around!"

"What makes you think so?" I asked. "Your mar​riage was not a particularly loving one, and now that he is free to go on he may welcome the separation from you. He may be happy to go on to the world beyond."

She looked at me with a look I have often seen in the eyes of people coming for this kind of help, a look mixed with fear and hope, a fear of revealing the bizarre, and a hope that someone will understand.

She continued, "Every night I feel a tingling in my hands and feet, my whole body vibrates and then he is there with me, talking to me the same way he did when he was alive. He is always advising me, trying to get me to do what he wants, trying to prevent me from doing what I want,  just like he always did. I can't stand it! He makes me nervous. He upsets me. I don't want him bossing me around anymore!"

Obviously she wanted to be free of him and would do anything to obtain that freedom. I explained our method and she eagerly agreed to do anything in order to get rid of that unwanted presence.

We went through the familiar routine of communicating with the dead. She begged him to go away and leave her in peace. He resisted, exhibiting the same characteristic stubbornness in death as in life! He didn't want to let go. He didn't want to do anything that would weaken his domination over her. He refused to budge!

I explained to Bella something I firmly believe, that death does not change the fundamental characteristics of a person. Life is the workshop where changes, if any, take place. What we are, our essential being, we take with us when we cross the line to the other side. This stubborn, headstrong, domineering husband was still trying to control his wife from the grave, so to speak. Now she would have to be persistent and firm, some​thing she never was able to be in the long years of her marriage.

We were in a difficult spot which required time and persistence. Fortunately we were able to enlist the help of a daughter who loved her parents and was sympa​thetic to her mother's plight. Now both of them, wife and daughter, joined in pleading with the dead man to let go. He was difficult and resistant. It required great patience. But they never gave up. Each night for three weeks mother and daughter together prayed and 'talked' to the deceased. The daughter was unbeliev​ably helpful in persuading her father to give up. Reas​suring him of her love for him, she urged him to leave her mother alone and go in peace. Finally, their com​bined persistent efforts succeeded as the tingling vi​brating sensations and the inner conversation ceased. The tormented woman was finally released from what could have been a deteriorating existence for both the living and the dead.

                                                                       LAURA

There are many who experience the presence of the dead around them without fear or desire to change anything. Shortly after a great loss they find comfort in the continuing relationship, and as time goes on they become so accustomed to that other presence in their lives that it never occurs to them that such an existence is unhealthy. The more loving a relationship, the more tempting it is to encourage its continuance, long after a physical contact, as we know it, is possible.

Laura never suspected that her ready acceptance of the presence of her father, dead since she was fourteen, could have affected her long-standing marriage to Ben!

Laura was five years old when she announced to her parents that when she grew up she was going "to marry daddy." She was a beautiful child. Her father doted on her and basked in the warmth of the little girl's adoration of him. Many a daughter has felt this kind of love for her father, but few, if any, had their whims gratified in the way little Laura had her wishes come true. Without realizing the full meaning of such an act,  Laura's parents thoughtlessly arranged a mock marriage ceremony! Laura decked out in a white dress with a kind of makeshift veil, walked down an aisle and became the bride of her father! Of course, the adults thought it was hilarious and thoroughly enjoyed the masquerade. To little Laura it was real. Her magnifi​cent daddy had made her dreams come true, and her secret desire to be his bride was fulfilled. What a wonderful father! How he gave in to her every wish! How she adored him! She would love him "forever and forever!"

I am certain that none of the adults realized the damaging effects of such an action on the emotions of a little girl. And Laura was to pay the price for a very long time.

When Laura was fourteen, her father died, leaving the grief stricken young "bride" a prey to her uncon​trollable emotions. At eighteen she blossomed into an exceptionally beautiful young lady, charming and lov​able, but always highly emotional, on times bordering on hysteria. Just out of high school she met Ben, fell madly in love, and married him.

I didn't know her in those early years. We first met when she was in her mid-forties. At that time she was still trying to cope with her emotions and had joined a group in order to find help and understanding of the problems caused by her volatile nature. She was a beautiful woman. We became good friends, a friend​ship which exists to this very day. I knew her for many years before I realized the source and depth of her problem. Prior to joining the group, she had five years of psychiatry which she said helped but never got to the root cause of her troubles.

For business reasons Ben was transferred to another city, and for a few years we lost contact with each other. When they moved back again, we resumed our relationship. By this time I was deeply involved in working for the dead and had begun to talk often to the groups about the various problems connected with the effect of the dead on the lives of the living. Attend​ing this particular meeting, Laura was noticeably ex​cited, asked many questions and seemed anxious to probe deeper. Later she approached me and asked if we could meet as soon as possible. She had "so much to tell me!"

She was eager to reveal her innermost feelings, par​ticularly as they related to her father. I already knew about the mock marriage that had occurred when she was five years of age, but I didn't know how deeply the memory coloured her real marriage ceremony to Ben.

"You know," Laura confided, "how close Ben and I are and how much I've always loved him. There is no one like Ben and I am the luckiest woman to have such devotion, such consideration. But I have never under​stood why a heavy weight descended upon me the night of our marriage. I love Ben passionately, but I have always been puzzled by that overwhelming sadness which came over me from the moment he kissed me, the bride. To this very day, particularly in our bed​room, I am filled with that same incomprehensible sadness. It has never left me."

Twenty-six years of marriage, a good loving mar​riage, marred by an unknowable intrusion. The mock marriage of the child confusing the real marriage of the adult. Was it the memory that brought on the "sadness" or was it something else? Could it be the presence of the father?

As though reading my mind Laura continued, "That is not all, I know you will understand when I tell you that often, very often, when I enter my bedroom I know that my father is there. At night when I turn over in my sleep I am often confused as to who is in the bed next to me, Ben or my father!"

No wonder Laura was overly emotional! No wonder she lacked energy! No wonder she had had so many illnesses over the years! That ever-loving shadowy pres​ence was overwhelming her, robbing her of the joy which marriage to a man like Ben should have given her. No wonder a feeling of sadness was permeating the atmosphere! Wanting the best for his daughter, the father was unwittingly giving her the worst! She was trapped and he was trapped!

Laura was thinking of her father's plight when she asked what she could do in order to release him. She was more sensitive to his condition than her own pre​dicament. Oblivious to the deleterious effect on herself she kept repeating, "Poor daddy. How awful for him. All these years of confinement. Can we help him?" I gave her two choices on the procedure: either she could work with me, or else Jennifer and I could try to make the contact without her. Although I usually pre​ferred working directly with the closest living relative, I realized that emotionally and physically Laura was in no condition to encounter her dead father. Without hesitation Laura chose that we do it for her. She admired and respected Jennifer. She trusted me.

Jennifer was out-of-town at this time, and I promised Laura that we would do the 'work' as soon as possible, but meantime she could cooperate by doing a special meditation for her father. She was given the image of a circle of light in which she placed her father, visualiz​ing this picture every morning and every evening. I could not tell her when Jennifer and I would work as Jennifer was not certain of the date of her return to the city.

It so happened that Jennifer returned earlier than scheduled and we got together soon after. Jennifer had another special problem to work out, and when we finished we decided that there was ample time to look into Laura's case. Because neither of us had known Laura's father, I thought it would take longer and be more difficult than usual. Quite to the contrary, Laura's father came into our orbit easily and without hesitation. Heavy and sad, he was a forlorn spectacle! From the moment he 'appeared' I was aware of a pain in his throat, a pain which I felt in my own throat during the entire session.

We conversed with him by way of thought transfer​ence, which seems to be the means of communicating with the dead. The words we use are for our own benefit as the dead understand the thought behind the words. The pictures and images form a common ground for all of us. In imagery we saw that father and daughter were tied to each other at the solar plexus. The ties were strong. We conveyed to the father the message that Laura wanted us to help release him. We 'told' him that the ties which attached him to Laura were about to be cut. We assumed that he, as well as Laura, was desirous of obtaining freedom and the fact that he was present, indicated that he too was willing.

As we talked the atmosphere began to lighten. With his seeming consent, we cut the ties which symbolized his and Laura's strong emotional attachment. All the time we were doing the so-called cutting, we were reassuring him that he would no longer be a lost soul bound to his daughter's bedroom, but that he would be free to go to the glorious world beyond.

When the ties at the solar plexus were finally sev​ered, we proceeded to heal the gaping wounds by the simple method known as "laying on of the hands." All of this was done in imagery. As we were doing the healing, again I became aware of the pain in his throat and almost automatically I put my hands on his throat, praying for a complete healing. The picture began to fade, the healing was over. Before leaving, we told Laura's father to be sure to look for the Light that would guide him on his journey.

For the next few days neither Jennifer nor I were able to contact Laura in order to tell her what had been done. Therefore, when Laura called it was evident to me that my emotional friend had not succumbed to suggestion, but had experienced first hand the extraor​dinary effects of our work.

Laura's first words were triumphant. "I know that you and Jennifer worked for me and my father, and I know just what day you did it." She then proceeded to give me the exact day! When I confirmed the fact, she was delighted and continued, "I knew because that very night there was a lightness between Ben and me that was new and different, as though a heavy weight had been lifted from our very bed! Even Ben noticed the difference and when he wondered about it and made some comments, I didn't tell him what I thought must have happened. How could I? He would have found it all too difficult to believe. But I am so happy and so grateful!"

Now Laura wanted to know all the details and I proceeded to give her a complete account of what we had done. She was impressed by the significance of the tie being at the solar plexus, the so-called 'seat of the emotions.' She commented that whenever she was par​ticularly upset she always felt the reaction in that re​gion of her body (as most emotional people do). I told her that I believed that from now on she would notice a difference in her emotional reactions and that physi​cally she should begin to improve.

Suddenly, I recalled the great pain at her father's throat. I told Laura about it, that it had puzzled me, and that we had concluded the session with a healing treatment not only at the solar plexus but also at his throat.

For a moment there was a hushed silence, then Laura's awestruck voice. "I understand why you felt that pain in his throat but you didn't know. How could you know? I forgot to tell you. My father died of cancer of the throat!"

Though no longer sceptical, I am continuously given added evidence that our experiences with the dead are valid. I have no other way of accounting for the pain in my throat when I sensed the presence of Laura's dead father who had died of throat cancer! I have no other way of accounting for the instantaneous relief given to Laura when the tie between her and her father had been cut.

For many long years Laura had been carrying a heavy burden. Now that the weight has been lifted from her, she is experiencing a joy in living which had always eluded her. The journey through life for most people is difficult enough without adding unnecessary luggage. Laura, freed from her oppressive load is at long last able to express joyously her deep love for an adored husband.

We are convinced that Laura's father, by his very presence and cooperation, was also seeking a release. We assumed that he too was weary of struggling against the heavy obstacles blocking his way to freedom, ob​scuring the Light on his path.

These cases clearly demonstrated to us the kind of predicament in which many of the earth-bound dead and the living find themselves. There are many other ways in which the dead can affect the lives of the living. Bad habits, addictions to drugs and alcoholism may be caused by the obsessive influence of those who have passed on but are still earth-bound.


One such case involving alcoholics has been reported by Dr. Viola Neal. A young man, Paul, who was one of her clients, came to her for help. Shortly after the death of his alcoholic brother he became addicted to the same compulsive desire for liquor. Up until this time Paul had never cared much for "the stuff," as he called it. Having observed over the years the disastrous effects of alcohol on his brother, Paul had an aversion and distaste for it. After his brother, highly intoxi​cated, died suddenly in an automobile accident, Paul became a compulsive drinker, an alcoholic. He could not pass a bar without being compelled to go in and order a few drinks. His will to resist "the stuff' was completely destroyed. He could not understand or cope with the sudden obsession and was miserably unhappy. As the months rolled by and the obnoxious habit seri​ously affected his business and his family life, Paul became desperate.

After much questioning, Dr. Neal concluded that Paul's dead brother was imposing his own desire for liquor on Paul. Although the brother was dead, the overpowering desire for liquor was still there and he sought to quench his burning thirst through Paul. Dr. Neal instructed Paul in the method of talking to the dead which he immediately applied to his problem. Paul was not only accustomed to meditation, but was also a student who believed in life after death. After three days of meditation and engaging his brother in conversation, Paul happily reported that he had suc​ceeded in breaking the connection between himself and his brother. The obsessive desire for liquor was gone and Paul was free, able once again to lead a normal life.


Other cases of compulsive alcoholism after death have come to my attention. Some turn to alcohol for solace in order to relieve the oppressive presence of the deceased. Others, like Paul, become victimized by the influence of an earth-bound alcoholic who uses the physical body of another in order to satisfy his own insatiable desires. Both types have been helped by the method described. Not all alcoholics, however, fall into either of the above categories. Obviously there are many other reasons for alcoholism.

The simplicity of the method, the ease by which so much is gained, usually surprises those who receive help. It is difficult for many of them to understand how a few well-chosen words and a sincere prayer can bring about such a dramatic improvement in their lives. Those who have personally experienced the great sense of well-being and freedom which results from the re​lease often express amazement that so little can accom​plish so much. As one man summed it up, "No one can imagine the heavy weight of such a burden. It is a constant torment, a nameless sadness. It is incredible that I was relieved of so much distress and helped so easily and quickly."

More things are wrought by prayer

than this world dreams of.

THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.


      TENNYSON
Chapter 11

                                                         The Act of Severance

The ties to the dead are unsuspected because too few of us accept the livingness of the so-called dead. If we could understand that the dead have cast off their physical body only, that everything else is still the same as it was before the demise, then we would approach the problem of our particular role with deeper under standing. The need for our understanding of their condition is great.

There is a role which the living can play if they wish to help ease the transition for the departed one. No one can, nor should, suppress grief at such a moment, but if at the same time the grief -stricken survivor can remember the needs of the one who has just "crossed  the bar" and offer a comforting word, then much of the sorrow for both can be alleviated.

Many people make the transition normally and automatically. They slip into a peaceful slumber without any problem, but there are an unbelievable number who, for one reason or another, resist making the normal exit. Fear of the unknown has paralysed them so, that what should be a happy transition becomes a terrible trauma. In their fear, they close the door to a glorious experience and remain in a no man's land of sadness and frustration. The bereaved wife, husband, mother, father, and other close relatives can render a great service to these hapless sufferers.

Conversing with them daily for at least a few weeks after the death is one way of helping them. For some reason beyond logical comprehension, the so-called dead seem to get the message. The closer the relation​ship, the easier is the communication. If there have been any disagreements and misunderstandings, talk about it. If there is any feeling of guilt, it is quite possible that the guilt is shared. Forgive! Ask to be forgiven! Help by releasing the dead from burdensome and binding emotions! All the while constantly reassure the lost ones and tell them to follow the Light. The Light is always there, they must be told that it is there. It is there to guide them into the land of fulfilment. The dead need our words of comfort, not our over​whelming grief. They need our understanding and knowledge of what they are experiencing, and our prayers can be directed to that need.

If all who are bereaved could engage the departed one in such a conversation, much unnecessary suffering could be eliminated. We would have fewer earth​bound souls and fewer problems caused by the earth​bound. Holding tightly to the grief, resentments and guilts, clinging to the past with overly indulged emo​tions, can perpetuate the stress and encourage a con​tinuance of an association. This is unhealthy. The dead must go on to their destination and the living must go on and finish out the schedule allotted to them at birth!

As much as one loves the departed, it is wrong to want the questionable comfort of the dead in the atmosphere of the living. The time for working out the problems in an active relationship with the deceased is over. The time for severing the tie has come. There is great need to understand this and put to practice the Act of Severance.

What is the Act of Severance? It is an action undertaken by the living for the purpose of freeing the dead from their bondage to anything or anyone connected with the material world! It is an act of mercy based on the assumption that the earth-bound dead are helpless and sorely in need of assistance. Usually it is more effective if it is carried out by a close relative or a devoted friend of the dead. Existing in a land of emptiness, adrift on a vast sea, rudderless with no compass, the earth-bound dead eagerly and thank​fully respond to the directions given them by a caring person. The Act of Severance performed by the living cuts the ties that anchor the dead to an existence no longer viable.

The Act of Severance also benefits the living. Re​leased from the crippling ties to the dead, the living can now actively go forward into life. Free from the debilitating burden of such a tie, the survivors are restored to mental, physical, and emotional health.

The living have the power and the right to perform the Act of Severance when necessary.

When and how can the Act of Severance be carried out? The following instructions are given for those who would like precise directions.

When, after the death of a loved one, you feel a sense of the presence around you, then it is possible that the departed one is attached to you. If as time goes on that sense of the presence continues and makes you feel ill, sleepless, depressed, or any of the other symptoms pre​viously described, then it is up to you to perform the Act of Severance in order to release yourself from the departed one. Remember, you are serving the dead as well as yourself.

Even if you have no sense of presence, no disturbing manifestations (as some do), but seem unable to return to normal health, then you can begin to suspect that you are a victim. If your physical and emotional health continues to deteriorate to an alarming degree, wors​ening over a long period of time after the death, then you should perform the Act of Severance.

If for some personal reason you are reluctant to engage in this effort, then ask someone whom you love and trust to do it for you. It is perfectly proper to ask some close relative or friend to join you when making the contact. I have found that many people preferred the presence of another person. Others preferred to ask two sympathetic and understanding friends to make the contact for them. It doesn't seem to matter whether or not the survivor is present as long as the message is conveyed with love and understanding. Alone, accom​panied by another, or performed by two caring people, the results are the same, release from suffering and distress.

A final word of caution: If you have accomplished the release for yourself, you will be tempted to help others with a similar problem. Do not interfere unless you discuss the situation with them and ask their permission. There are some who enjoy the presence of the dead around them and would not welcome any intru​sion in their private world. Never, never interfere. It is a law. Do not break it, no matter how tempted you are to help. You can harm yourself by such inter​ference. The only exception to the rule, the only time you do not have to ask permission, is when your own child, parent, or spouse is involved. The closeness of the relationship gives you the right to help them.

Finally, whenever you feel that the time for pro​longed grieving is over and the time for resuming your normal life has come, then sever the tie.

How is the Act of Severance performed? Find a quiet, comfortable place in your home, perhaps a chair in a room familiar to the dead. Choose a time when you, the server, will be reasonably certain of quiet. The time and place should be free of any chance of interruption. Having established the setting, relax.

Breathe in and out rhythmically; at the same time listen to your inhalations and exhalations. With eyes closed, visualize the breath as it comes and goes from the nostrils. Tell your entire body to relax. Your favour​ite prayer will help. When you are reasonably relaxed, yet awake and alert, you are ready to contact the one who has passed on.

Silently or vocally, call the person by name several times and establish the relationship. Now begin your conversation. Tell the person the reason for your trying to communicate. Tell the person the circumstances of the death, every detail. Very often the dead are not aware that they have passed on, and so it is important that they be told. Be very explicit.

Remain calm and don't expect answers. Explain that remaining around the earth without a physical body is destructive to both of you. If you have been unusually distressed, nervous, sleepless or ill since the demise, then say so, and emphasize the fact that their presence is harming you. Reassure your loved ones that they will be looked after when they finally depart from the material world, and will benefit by the release. Last of all tell the departed to look for the guiding Light, for helpers, relatives or friends who have gone on before. Give a final word of love and blessing. If you wish, finish with the Twenty-third Psalm. Repeat if neces​sary the entire process several times for about three days.

Unless your symptoms, both physical and emotional are from other causes, you will feel better, sometimes immediately. Sleeplessness, irritability and nervous​ness, unless they are old unrelated symptoms, will dis​appear dramatically. Fears and angers that had devel​oped shortly after the demise will vanish as they did for Ronald, the husband of one of the students.

Shortly after the death of his father, Ronald became unduly angry and irritable. Thinking he was exhausted from the many months of watching a beloved parent dying from cancer, Ronald's wife, Ruth, assumed that he was suffering a normal fatigue resulting from the strain. It wasn't until Ronald's anger and irritability worsened and became unbearable for her and his colleagues at the office that Ruth concluded it must be her father-in-law who was producing in his son his own characteristic tendencies to great angers and irritability. When Ruth tried to tell Ronald how badly he was behaving and how it was destroying his relationship with her and others, he replied that he couldn't help it.

He was unable to control his angers. Everyone would have to learn to put up with it.

Ruth had prayed for her father-in-law at the time of his funeral and thought that the usual prayer con​ducted at that time was sufficient. But the reactions of her husband made her aware that more had to be done. Realizing that the father, a powerful personality, had been unusually close to his son, she concluded that, somehow, the two were still tied. When she discovered the cause of the trouble she knew how and what to do.

She wasted no time in contacting her father-in-law in the manner described above.

In spite of her knowledge and familiarity with the Act of Severance, Ruth was astonished when three hours later Ronald returned home a different man. Restored to his normal self, he opened the door with his old but recently neglected greeting, "Hi honey, I'm home. How did your day go?" Although not everyone responds as speedily as Ruth's husband, yet given a reasonable period of time, many experience the great release within a few days, at most a few weeks.

Never take anything for granted. Any unusual be​haviour pattern immediately following the death of someone close, continuing for many months or years, increasing in intensity rather than diminishing, should be looked upon as a warning signal. Perhaps the de​parted is still earth-bound, still attached, still emotion​ally tied to the one closest to him. When time does not heal, then it is time to consider performing the Act of Severance.

As I have observed the effects on the living before and after the Act of Severance, I realize that the knowl​edge that has been given is practical. Although founded on mystical principles, the accomplishments are real​istic and the results continuously give evidence that the findings are based on a workable solution.

                                                    Chapter 12

                                                                 The Survivors

That there are a great number of survivors who suffer abnormally after the death of a loved one has recently been the subject of a survey conducted by Dr. J. William Worden of Harvard University. According to the report made public by The National Enquirer, the study found that, "The death of a husband or wife has a direct effect on the health of the surviving spouse." The survey matched a group of sixty-eight persons who had lost their mates against a group of sixty-eight married persons. It was found that, "After fourteen months the bereaved group had more sick days in bed than the non-bereaved group - more hospi​tal admissions, more sleep disturbances, and increased consumption of alcohol, tobacco, and tranquillisers." Emotional problems, sleeplessness and restlessness were also included in the problems of the bereaved.

Strangely and coincidentally, I came across this ar​ticle just as I was in the midst of writing this chapter. Was it by chance that I was prompted to buy The National Enquirer and read about the Harvard Uni​versity study? Originally I was motivated to write this book because of the suffering of the survivors and a desire to share with them a way of finding relief. Al​though I am well aware that there could be other causes for the deteriorating health of the "surviving spouse," yet I am personally convinced that there are many who are distressed by the continuing influence or presence of the departed. The survey made at Harvard University indicates that there is a problem, that the "surviving spouse" is in trouble, but the article does not make any reference to a remedy.

However, a method has been tried which seems to relieve those survivors who demonstrated that they had been affected by the de-energizing power of the earth-​bound dead. There would be little value in writing a book about my personal experiences with the dead and their effect on the living if a way of helping them had not been found. Because there is a simple procedure which anyone can follow, I thought that it is important that this knowledge be shared.
.

For some years I mistakenly believed that it required personal direction and specific training in order to influence the dead to release their attachment to the living. Later I discovered that anyone, the person di​rectly involved, a close relative, or a devoted friend can talk to the dead and direct them to the Light. This is why I, and others, have encouraged the survivors who have been besieged and weakened by the presence of the dead to apply the simple method as described. Talking to the dead is as easy (sometimes easier) as talking to the living! In many instances, the results are so incredible that they continuously amaze and astound me.


My involvement led me step by step into working with the problem of the earth-bound dead and the ties to the living. I am fully aware that there is a great need for more instructions on how to prevent the living from falling into a self-made trap, a trap dark with fear. Those who are obsessed with the thought of oblivion, and by the emotion of fear, usually have great difficulty in making the transition from life into death into life in the beyond. Their fear becomes an obstruction which hides the Light and often leads the dying into the very oblivion that caused the fear in the first place. In order to escape the dark trap of fear oblivion, the dead sometimes cling to the life form of another. Either choice is wrong and detrimental.

A knowledge of the death process and life beyond death can save anyone from falling into the trap of fear, the state of oblivion, or the unsatisfactory condi​tion of an earth-bound soul. As Hugh L'Anson Fausset, in his book “Fruits of Silence” has so well said, "We have been so long conditioned to regard our existence here as a fight for life, that we forget that it is not death we must and can overcome, but our dread of it."

In order to enter freely into the next life beyond death, the fact must be accepted that death is not the  end of existence - it is only the end of a particular physical life. The fact must be accepted that death is simply discarding the old form and taking on a new one designed to meet the conditions of the next  dimension.

There are many people who cannot or will not ac​cept this fact. Life is so precious and real to them, their families so very dear. Death is not for them, they think.

It is for the other person, someone else. These same people cannot foresee a time when they will no longer be able to continue in their familiar pattern of existence. They refuse to accept the inevitable event, and when faced with a terminal disease their "fight for life" dom​inates every moment. It becomes their all-consuming activity.

Although it is right to "fight for life" (and one should) yet there comes a time when the truth must be faced. When the final moments come, the uninformed now approaches that period in his life which calls for a special kind of help.


Larry was a typical example of the type who refused to admit the possibility of death. He repeatedly told his wife, Cynthia, that he did not want any discussion about death. He was convinced that death was the end of everything for everyone and he did not want to talk about it. It was too dreadful!

Larry had terminal cancer. When the physician an​nounced that it was now a "matter of a few weeks," Cynthia tried again to broach the subject in the hope of preparing Larry for the next lap on his journey. Being convinced that death is just another incident in the life process, she attempted to persuade him to her point of view. Though grief stricken, she yearned to comfort her husband by sharing with him her belief that their parting would be only temporary. But by this time Larry was too much immersed in his own pain and fear to respond.

Finally, when Larry became comatose, no longer communicative, no longer able to protest, Cynthia de​cided that she still had time to help him,  to remind him again that death was not the end. She sat by his bedside, held him in her arms and reassured him over and over again that he was not going very far away from her and his loved ones. She kept referring to his forthcoming experience as a wonderful journey which he was about to take, and that eventually she would join him.

"Don't worry about me," she consoled, "I will miss you, but I know that we shall be together again. You will find happiness in the next stop on your journey.

Look for your parents. Look for the Light. You are going to be well taken care of."

It takes great faith to converse in this way with an inert, almost lifeless human being. But Cynthia be​lieved in what she was doing and was intent on bring​ing comfort to her departing husband.

On the third day of her continuous conversations, something happened which convinced Cynthia that Larry might have heard. Cynthia and I were in the hospital bedroom con​versing quietly about the possibility of her messages being understood by Larry. Suddenly as though in answer to our speculation, the lifeless form came to life!

Larry, lifting his head from the pillow, eyes wide open, called out loudly and clearly, "Cynthia!" That was all.

His head fell back. He returned to his comatose condi​tion. Although she did not look for confirmation, Cyn​thia was now sure in her own mind that Larry had heard and had made a superhuman effort to tell her that he understood.

An intelligent and believing survivor can assist the dying as well as the dead, whose fear has prevented them from searching for the truth. Never willing to face the fact of death as part of life, Larry was fright​ened when the supreme moment came. Having ac​cepted the fact that death is impossible, Cynthia was able to help him.


When the truth about death is understood, then there will be no need for the rescue work herein de​scribed. The dying will release their hold on a physical body rendered useless either by infirmities or accident, and accept the new status in the world beyond with intelligence. But until this is universally understood, the problem of the dead sometimes clinging to the living will continue and the need for the living to participate in a rescue operation will be essential.

The enlightened human being will know how to meet his own death. The enlightened human being will know how to help departed relatives and friends release themselves from the material world. The enlightened human being will know how to direct the so-called dead to the Bright Light shining on their path, leading them home, to God.

Much has been written and said about the Light, the Light of God,  the ever present, everlasting Light on the path. It is here. It is there. It is everywhere. No one who sees It can turn away from It. All who see It yearn to unite with It. When the Self makes the journey home, the path is bright with the Light and nothing else matters! The Light is there! All is well! 

Epilogue

                                                            The Teacher

The little girl in the schoolroom sees the Teacher. He is standing beside a blackboard. He has a long pointer in his hand which he uses to demonstrate the lesson. The child's attention wavers. She listens and hears the words. Mechanically she repeats what she hears - and believes that she knows.

The years pass. The child becomes the young wom​an. She is in an advanced class. The Teacher is still there. She hears the words. They are more complicated now, more difficult, and she repeats mechanically what she hears. She memorizes and believes she knows.

The Teacher is patient. He knows that she doesn't know. He knows that she is awake only to the words, the facts, but not to the meaning. She is asleep to the meaning. She is unable to apply the facts to her life.

The mature woman falters. She has now become addicted to sleep walking, hurting herself, hurting others in her seeming blindness. The Teacher is still there, patiently waiting - waiting for the day when she will wake up.

Her rebirth is a long time in coming. The Teacher is patient. He has all eternity! He prods, hoping to awak​en her. Her life is half over. The moment has come.

Time is running out. She stirs. Something is wrong, or is it right? There is a blinding flash of light! The birth of meaningfulness, of joy, of wisdom, of purpose! She is awake - painfully and happily awake!

The Teacher is patient. Now his work really begins. Step by step he guides her. The path is strewn with obstacles. He teaches her the meaning, the purpose of facing the truth, the purpose that the obstacles can serve. He is there as she removes them one by one, clearing the path. He leads the way through the twists and turns of the road. He is patient. She falters. She weakens. He waits. He knows that she will never turn back, never go to sleep again. The Light of Truth is now on her path. She has reached a crossroads. Will she remain there? Will she be content to come this far and go no further?

She wants to stop. She has worked hard. She is weary. Going on means severing connections, losing the comfort of close relationships. She hesitates and considers. She meditates. She has learned to rely on the Teacher. What does He want her to do? The answer comes in a significant dream. She must go forward. She knows now that she can be obedient only to the Teacher, to Life.

One woman's story can be everyone's story. The purpose of life is lost when the protagonist is asleep, mechanically obeying the whims of nature. The Great Teacher is fulfilled when His pupils wake up.

The student tries to transmit the message to those in trouble, to other seekers. She tells them all that she knows about the Teacher. Her chief aim is to help each one find his or her inner teacher. Some listen, hear what they want to hear, absorb what they are ready for. Others probe more deeply, more courageously, more trustingly. They, the persistent seekers, find the key that opens their own door which leads them into a future bright with promise. 

They wake up! Life begins for them. They see the pattern of their own existence.

They learn to accept their deficiencies and face the truth calmly. Life becomes a great adventure in growth, in awareness, in consciousness. They too begin to understand the meaning behind the words. They know!

A total acceptance of life, a commitment to its teachings, leads the student step by step to a deeper understanding of the culminating event,  death into life. Life is revealed in its wholeness - the full cycle of birth, life, death - all one.

The Great Teacher is always with us. He is Life -​ everlasting. 

                                          <_>

PAGE  
1

