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Author's Note:
'Message from the Great Rainbow' was originally written while I was
living in St Helens, which places it somewhere between 1984 and
1988. The text came to me as a dream; all I did was hold onto a pen
and write it down as it flowed through me.

 


 


Message From
the Great Rainbow

​
By Adele Cosgrove-Bray

 


Little sister,
let me tell you this story. I know your days are busy and your life
full of important things. I promise not to delay you for long.

It is a simple
story. It came to me last night in my dreams, and its beauty
impressed itself upon my mind so strongly that when I woke, still
hearing these words echo through me, I remembered you and sought a
way to share it.

Once, long ago,
there were two brothers. Each was very much like the other and they
dwelt together happily. No discontent or trouble pressed weary
furrows to their brows. Each knew the other's thoughts and shared
them in understanding, and each felt the other's emotions and
shared them in love.

Then one day,
as they were riding side-by-side through Eternity, they travelled
into an unfamiliar land where the air was heavy with acrid fumes of
violence. Swarms of malevolent thought-forms dimmed the sunlight.
In this land of dismal shadow, the people walked in hatred of their
fellow kind.

One brother
grew alarmed and nauseous at the horrors all around them, and
wanted to flee from this dark and sombre realm. Yet the other
brother felt strangely drawn to the enticing degradation out of
mingled pity and curiosity. He sensed the raw power which filtered
through this volatile realm, and grew eager to wield it for
himself.

And so division
appeared between the brothers.

Yet before one
brother could persuade the other to leave this wretched place, they
were surrounded by a horde of revellers who waved streaming flags
and whose dark eyes flashed with the fire of ambitions unquenched.
Each throat crowed forth ecstatic chants of allegiance to a
new-crowned king, and the riders delighted to whirl long blades of
gleaming metals at the other warring hearts around them.

One brother
shrank from these unknown riders and looked about him, searching
for any swift route to freedom. The other brother recognised a way
of trying the easily-won power already flowing through his tense
and tingling limbs.

A harsh voice
barked-out loud, angry questions, yet before either brother had
found any words to reply they were hurled into a furious battle.
While one sought a way to escape, the other raised his new-found
sword and joined the bloody fray.

Within the
twinkling of an eye he was knocked from his rearing mount and his
head severed from his body. Filled with searing anguish and grief,
his brother fled blindly from the accursed scene.

Alone now, he
rode like the north wind until his mount could ride no more. Then
he ran until his lungs screamed in torment and his eyes filled with
a deep scarlet haze.

Then a gentle,
soothing calm slowly settled over him. The mists of sleep rested
upon his brow as if he was an innocent child, and gradually, after
many long Ages had flown by, he found himself changed in form to
become a silvery-white bird winging through azure skies and over
fluffy snow-white clouds.

Now freed from
his old body, he knew his brother had died.

He flew on
forever, over distant lands, never knowing any destination, never
knowing where he was, and always free of purpose. He flew over
fields and pastures, and watched deeds being sown and tall harvests
being reaped. He flew over oceans where matchwood vessels wrestled
with foam-flecked rolling waters; where singing dolphins played
free in amber coves. He flew over cities of legend where empires
rose and fell; where poets and kings and fecund maidens graced the
white stone buildings.

On and on he
flew, not caring for rest, delighting in the joy-filled myriad of
colours which danced across his glittering outstretched wings. And
his heart gloried in the light of a huge golden Sun.

Yet a part of
him was always yearning for the company of another, and in his most
sacred and profound moments he would recall the brother whom he
loved above all things with an undying devotion which soared far
beyond all limits, even unto the Stars.

He sang long
laments to the restful worlds below him, and called out his beloved
brother's name on the four winds. Only echoes of his aloneness
drifted back as hollow replies.

His sorrowing
heart longed to walk beside his brother once again, yet where could
he be found? Had his brother not died amongst a violent people,
having willingly committed murder with the mania of violence? And
through violence had he not himself been slain? Perhaps, therefore,
his brother's next form might rest among those who had wronged him,
and whom he had also wronged.

In such a way
did the star-bird wonder. In such a way as this did he carry his
Age-long burden.

Then one day,
as he flew over a snow-capped mountain, he met a plain brown
sparrow. Flying tentatively beside her, he asked, "In which
direction do we move?"

Without casting
a single glance at the bright star-bird, she replied, "We fly
towards the Town of Humanity, by the shores of the Sea of Potential
Love."

The musical
sound of her quiet, friendly voice awakened once more the longing
for his lost brother. He timidly asked, "Will you be my
companion?"

The small,
simple sparrow flew on until the Town of Humanity grew closer and
its babbling, chaotic noise rent the air about the winged pair.
Garish structures were bathed in grey clouds of oppression, and the
gaudy denizens flaunted a startling decadence.

"I am not of
your kind," said the sparrow, with calm compassion. "The brother
you seek is a citizen of the town before us."

With that, she
turned and was gone from him. He watched her small body flutter
away towards the Sea of Potential Love with greater understanding
and without regret.

Below him
stretched the ugly and uncomfortable Town of Humanity. From his
airy heights, he gazed down upon the self-made instruments of
torture, upon lessons being learned, upon opportunities to learn
slipping by unnoticed. He saw all the resent and hatred, distrust
and sadness which chained the spirits of so many. He heard the
laughter and the malice, and watched endless loud parades of pomp
in peacock feathers, the displays of vanity in silk and rags. He
saw all the cruelty and the ignorance, and the gentle attempts at
kindness which the citizens showed to each other. He saw the bleak
confusion swirling through their turbulent minds; all their fear of
yesterdays long-gone and dread of tomorrows never to be born. He
saw their pain and sorrow, their miserable dowdiness of spirit
standing as a mockery of their outer preened visages. And his heart
overflowed for each one of them.

The mysterious
iridescent bird gazed down upon the people. No word or thought or
deed of theirs escaped his piercing eyes. He looked into their
inner-most selves and recoiled from the misshapen animal forms
which writhed within. He marvelled at the ridiculous
self-importance which excused all manner of incompetency. He
watched the cannibal flesh-eaters stuff their glutton bellies,
grinding slaughtered Creation between their gnashing teeth without
a thought for the life they so glibly consumed. He heard seekers of
power and fame draw ears eager for whispers of discontent and
needless rebellion from the easily swayed people.

 

Witnessing all
this, the gentle feathered brother ached for their endless sorrows
and yearned to fill their emptiness with joy. And he opened his
heart to the Great Rainbow, so that Love Unfading might pour
through him and flood their darkness with brilliant, vibrant hues.
Yet few of those soiled spirits cared to bathe in this radiant
light. For when the people saw this strange star-bird, they ran in
terror and gave vent to fearful wails of woe and doom. For the
people had not known the Dancing Spectrum of the Great Rainbow, and
they shunned what they did not know.

Within the
portals of this domain, the winged one was forbidden rest in any
place. And so the silent brother soared high over the Town of
Humanity.

Below him, in
the very heart of this sprawling, toxic realm, stood a tall,
crumbling house overlooking a slow, grey river. A man gazed idly
out of a low window, watching his fingertips trail through the
water. His pitiful face was badly scarred. Much sorrow and
suffering had left deeply etched marks there.

The spirit of
the star-bird swelled in rapture. He joyously sang-out greetings
filled with adoration. For here, at last, he had found his brother!
A vivid golden orb seemed to explode behind his eyes. Intoxicated
with sheer radiant bliss, the meaning of all that had taken place
blazed within him.

Upon hearing
this mystical song, the scarred brother lifted his face from his
solitary
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