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Joanna writes: It all began in 1988 when with my daughter, Tatanya, I set up the Starlight Centre in the West of England, a centre focusing on healing and the expansion of consciousness. Two years later, Stuart joined us to help with the development of the Centre, and he writes about this period:

It was inspiring and fascinating but also exhausting! A stream of visitors came in to the centre, mainly from the United States and Australia, but some also from Europe. We had an amazing and mind-expanding time sitting at the feet of internationally respected spiritual teachers and workshop leaders. What I remember most about this time was the big gatherings when our friends came in to share a meal and talk about our experiences and all the changes that were happening in our lives. It was a wonderful time, full of joy and laughter, and the special events - like Anna Mitchell Hedges sharing her crystal skull, a Magnified Healing workshop with Gisele King, and the two fire-walks led by Essassani - were simply magical!

Joanna: When I trained as a past life therapist with Ursula Markham, this gave the centre a new focus and a whole cycle of past life work began. Although we explored a number of historical periods, our work took a new direction through the gradual accumulation of seven past life subjects who had lives two thousand years ago in Israel. Most of these people were Essenes, and they told a remarkable story that ran parallel with the New Testament account but also contained some striking differences. Although it was not our intention at that time to write a book, the result of our work eventually produced enough material for a book called The Essenes, Children of the Light, which was published in March 2005 by Ozark Mountain Publishing in America.

Our pastlife work continued with subjects coming from the UK and from Spain and Germany, thanks to our friend Isabel Zaplana who proved to be a brilliant translator. And when seven subjects had completed their regressions, we had enough information for another book, which was published in 2009 as Power of the Magdalene.

We had already explored some past lives on Atlantis, the legendary ancient continent which was reputed to cover much of what is now the Atlantic ocean. And with the completion of our second book, Atlantis now became the main focus of our attention. But as always with pastlife work, little fragments from an earlier experience tend to weave their way into our present pattern, and we will begin this Atlantean story with something that happened back in 1993.
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A Starship Crashes

Joanna comments: It all began with a past life session in February 1993 with a friend called Ken Driver. He had gone back to a life in Atlantis and I had asked him what his work was.


Ken: Teaching new ways from elsewhere. We came from Sirius but it was a mistake to come here. We were a scientific team, males and females. The females were more advanced.

But somebody wanted us to fail in our mission, someone back on Sirius. We weren't supposed to get back. They were sending us into exile, maybe even to our deaths, but we didn't know that. There was a problem with our ship. It crashed and most of our party were killed.




I could feel Ken's bafflement at why anyone would want to sabotage their ship. They were on a scientific mission, and he simply couldn't understand why they had been put at risk in that way. The incident was interesting, but didn't seem to lead on to any new information, so we simply put it aside as an isolated curiosity.






It was eleven years later in May 2004 when that the next piece of the jigsaw puzzle fell into place. I was doing a pastlife session with Stuart, and he was exploring a life he had never touched on before,


Stuart: We are getting ready for a journey: we are entering a starship. We are going with high hopes on a research mission and hope this will benefit both Sirius and the people of Atlantis.

Joanna: Are you from Sirius?

S: Yes.

J: What is your name?

S: I am called Anguel—there is a long 'A' sound at the beginning. (He spelled it out and pronounced it 'Aahn-quell.')

J: Are you a technician on Sirius?

Anquel: No, I am a counselor and an architect. It is my experience as an architect which has relevance for this mission. It is to be an exchange of knowledge and skills. Both governments will have to decide what is safe to exchange, so ours is an initial fact-finding mission to determine the extent and level of Atlantean skills, culture, and technology. We will tell the Atlanteans the broad areas of our technical expertise but will not reveal detailed technologies until our government has had a chance to review our report. It is hoped that both governments may gain from the final exchange because although our culture and technology is very advanced, there are some areas, particularly in the use of crystals, where Atlantis seems to be ahead of us.

J: Please move forward now in your experience. How does the journey turn out for you?

A: It does not go as we expected. It should have been routine, quite an easy and pleasant journey ... but there was some difficulty... the engine was faulty and we crashed upon a remote part of the Earth.

J: How far away from Atlantis did you crash?

A: Quite a distance. We crashed in a remote rocky area, very inhospitable.

J: How many people were on the spacecraft?

A: Eighteen, balanced nine and nine in the Sirian fashion, nine males and nine females.

J: When you crashed how many survived?

A: Four females and three males, but one male did not survive the journey.

J: So you ended up with four females and two males?

A: Yes. The male who survived only a short time was a great loss to us. He was one of the leading technicians on Sirius, and we were depending on him for the most complex technical analysis. He was badly injured in the crash and had internal bleeding. We had basic medical supplies and hand-held medical monitors but nothing that could address a serious problem of that nature.

Although he was injured, his mind was clear and under his direction we unbolted the casing around the engine. He was familiar with this pattern of engine and was able to identify quickly the component that was not part of the original design. Under his direction we removed this unit, and he examined it. He had expected it to be the crude production of some renegade terrorist and was surprised to find that it was efficiently designed and professionally constructed and bore all the signs of a piece of equipment coming from a government workshop. When he told us that, my heart sank for it had not occurred to me that our own government might be behind this crash.

The master technician explained to us the principle on which this device operated. A time clock set off the operation of the unit, which progressively throttled back the engine so that eventually no power at all would be available. Had it not been for the alertness and skill of our pilot in landing us quickly, we would all probably have been killed. The technician said that this was a device designed to ensure we crashed exactly where we did.

That made us all think furiously. As we argued it out, it became clear to us that if we had crashed on Atlantis, it might have caused a diplomatic incident with the Atlanteans blaming the Sirians for sending a defective starship which might endanger their citizens. Neither would it have served its purpose if the crash happened soon after take-off because then the engine might have been examined. And if we had stalled in space, we would simply have sent a signal back to Sirius, and we would have been rescued. No, it had to crash just before we got to Atlantis, and that was the most effective way of eliminating us. Our flight-plan would have been filed in advance in Central Records, and could have been accessed by anyone. From that plan it would have been comparatively easy to calculate the optimum time for arranging the crash.

When we realized this, we were all in shock. We had enemies we knew nothing about, and those enemies had abandoned us to our fate in this rocky landscape.

When we crashed, the structure of our starship was badly damaged, and some of the seats were torn from their anchor points. We had no digging tools and so we could not dig graves for our dead companions. And there were not enough rocks in that area to build a pile of stones over each body. What we did have was a full set of twelve flares which had survived the crash because they had been in a special box which was designed to withstand impact. We knew that the territory in which we had landed contained hostile and warlike tribes and for that reason judged it too dangerous to take the flares with us. They would have given light and long-lasting heat, but any fire at night might be seen from a distance and could attract the tribesmen. We were anxious about the possibility of being attacked in our sleep around a campfire, so we decided not to take the flares with us. Instead, we used them to cremate our dead colleagues.

We piled up the bodies in the middle of the ship and surrounded them with anything else that might burn. We lit the flares and moved away quickly. By then it was mid-afternoon, and we wished to put distance between us and the crash site before nightfall. We carried food and some essential equipment like the medical monitors—anything we could salvage from the crash.

One of the females was skilled in the use of the medical scanner and that showed the extent of the technician's injuries. We all had minor injuries, including cuts, bruises and one or two broken ribs, but his injuries were much more severe. Whenever we stopped we gave him healing under the direction of our leader. That held his condition static for a time but went no way towards curing it. Our basic medical kit, which had survived being well protected, could not begin to address his condition.

So we began to walk across this rocky and desolate landscape. The sun scorched us and the rain lashed us, and at night a cold wind blew. We found one or two caves along the way but mostly had to sleep in the open. The technician found the cold very difficult to bear. We are familiar with a technique for increasing the heat in the body, but he was so ill that he could not practice it. We all huddled around him to give him warmth but even so, when he awoke in the morning, his body felt like ice. We rubbed his limbs and gave him healing before we ate some rations and began the day's trek. He must have been in great pain, but he never complained. In my eyes he was a hero.




J: Did you encounter any warlike tribesmen?

A: We did our best to avoid them, hut our paths did cross a couple of times. The females were skilled in one technique which saved our lives: they cast what I can only call a net over the tribesmen’s minds, so that their eyes ceased to see us and we vanished from the tribesmen's sight. The tribesmen must have assumed that we were ghosts, got frightened, and ran away.

J: So did you get lost on your journey?

A: No. We had maps in the starship which we took with us. We also had a little device which was able to pinpoint our position exactly. So we never got lost, but the journey was an extremely difficult one.

The master-technician who had the internal bleeding got steadily weaker as we went along. Our treks grew shorter and our stops grew longer until at last he could go no further. He lay down on the rocky ground and we squatted down around him and held hands. We chanted for a while, and then, surrounded by his friends, he slipped away from us. There were many small rocks in that place, and we simply piled these on top of his body, said some sad words, and turned away. That was a bad day for us.

After he died, we could not sleep that night, and as we huddled together, our leader, Solantha, broke down in tears and said she blamed herself for his death. I did my best to comfort her, saying that no one could have predicted the technical problems with our ship.
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Arrival in Atlantis


Anquel: When we finally reached the port, our luck changed. We found a ship which had come from Atlantis and was unloading its cargo and was due to sail back to Atlantis soon. I persuaded the captain that he would be rewarded by an official in Atlantis for carrying us free of charge, and he seemed satisfied with that. The sea journey took some days but it was calm, so we had a little time to recover from our ordeal.

On arrival on Atlantis, I made immediate contact with the official we were meant to be meeting and made sure the captain got his reward. We had advised the official of our time of departure from Sirius, but he had heard no other word from us and had become anxious. He had contacted Sirius, but they said they had not heard from us and started talking about the possibility of a crash somewhere on route. That made the official even more anxious, and so he was very glad to see us when we finally arrived. He proved both kind and efficient and looked after all our needs. He saw that we got excellent medical attention, good food, and fine quarters. He also provided counseling, as he realized we would all be in shock after such a terrible journey. And so we rested and began to recover.

Of course, our leader tried straight away to communicate with Sirius. The communication system, installed some time before by our own technicians, was audio only but of reasonably good quality. To use this system, it was necessary first to key in your personal code number. When our leader did so, there was a pause, and then she heard a recorded message saying:




The Sirian Scientific and Cultural Mission to Atlantis was destroyed in a tragic accident before it could reach its destination. All the participants in this mission are believed to have died when their starship crashed in a remote region with which we have no contact. This transmission ends.

Our leader told me at once of this development, and I tried to access the communication system by using my own code number. Again, there was a pause and the same recorded message. But this was soon followed by another recorded message:

This system is shutting down for routine maintenance.

That sounded ominous, and I was starting to feel confused.

Solantha called a meeting and updated the rest of our party on this new development. We were all in a state of shock about this. We had expected sympathy and support from the official on Sirius who had encouraged us to pursue this mission but instead it looked as if they were deliberately shutting down all communication with us.

Our leader proved a tower of strength at that point. She said that without official backing, there was no point in continuing with the mission. We might get some clarification when communications with Sirus were restored or some Sirian diplomat arrived, but until then, we were free to pursue our own course of action.

I began to suspect that the situation had become more complex when the communication system was not reinstated during the next six months, and it was another five months before we got any news at all from Sirius. This came quite by chance from a Sirian academic who had traveled via another star system. He happened to encounter our leader when walking through one of the squares in the city, and he recognized her at once. Solantha told me his face went white when he saw her. She talked briefly with him and then gathered our group together. We all settled down in the rather luxurious visitor accommodation that had been allocated to him. First, our leader gave a brief summary of the fate of our mission, and then the academic spoke.

"First of all," he said, "I want to say how much I sympathize with you. From what Solantha has said, it's clear you've been through a terrible ordeal." He paused and gave a sigh. "The news of your accident was a shock for all of us in the academic community, and the Council made it clear that as your starship had come down in a very remote and hostile area there was no possibility of getting any further information on the cause of the crash. Frankly, my suspicions were aroused from the start. That model of starship had been in service for years, and there had













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
rom i authors of “RB

-

BESTUART WILSON & JOANNA PRENTISS

— r= ST — e





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
MOUNTAIN
PUBLISHING





d2d_images/image000.jpg
MOUNTAIN
PUBI ISHING





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





