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Introduction

Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feeling.
It takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquillity.

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
1770–1850

This evening I have been compelled to sit at the computer and relay the story behind the poems and lyrics that you will read and absorb into your hearts.

In the last 18 months of her life, Betty spent night and day writing about situations that had touched her heart and soul. She was so moved by all that she heard, saw and read that she was able to put all these emotions down on scraps of paper, backs of envelopes, notepads – the ideas came thick and fast, sometimes so fast that she could hardly get pen to paper in time. She would often relay messages from the spirit world in her writings, understanding all that they had to say and putting it down as it was spoken to her. Automatic writing often occurred at any time of day or night – when messages are passed through from spirit you have to act upon them, even if you are in the bath! This she did, never denying a channel of thought from spirit to herself.

She always wrote from her heart. The most overwhelming time was during the September 11th tragedy. Without Betty realising it, she foresaw this tragedy happening. She had channelled automatic writings, even drawings of planes colliding in mid-air, smoke, bodies, in fact all the images that you would have seen on the television screen. Betty would say, ‘These images I am getting are unbelievable.’ Though none of us knew what it meant, she actually saw it all before it happened! That is how utterly amazing she was as a clairvoyant.

I would arrive at Betty’s house in Sussex where she lived and worked, ready for my day’s work ahead. Even before I could get in the front door she would say, ‘Janet come into the living room – I’ve got another masterpiece to read to you. I wrote it last night.’ I would stand with bated breath as I knew how her heart and soul had gone into these poems. As she read each piece of work to me, the tears would often well up in my eyes as they were so beautiful, funny, sad or true to everyday life that we all experience. ‘What do you think?’ she would ask. ‘Fantastic,’ was always my reply, because they truly were. Her eyes would light up and we would then put all these writings into a special folder knowing that one day someone somewhere would read them. It was always her dream to have them published or the lyrics recorded, as she truly believed that, like all her books, these special writings would move the hearts and souls of her public. I believe they will too, and that is why I was determined to have them shown to the world as a very last tribute to Betty’s tremendous courage through a very difficult 18 months. These writings kept her determination and pure mental and physical strength going when all was against her, and without the hope of the afterlife Betty would have never coped with her physical ailments on earth. She fought to the bitter end and made me so proud of her.

I will never forget her grabbing my hand every day when I arrived for work, that warm, chunky, healing hand, so full of love and energy. She would not let go until she had told me all her news! Even now when I sit quietly I can feel that hand in mine. Betty was passionate about life on earth and life beyond, and I hope that by reading this book you will be able to share in the same passion that she had.

JANET SHINE
December 2002



SHINE ON





1
Book of Life

This poem really says it all. Betty’s whole life was about communicating with people, spirits, plants and animals. She loved writing, and her ideas would flow like crystal-clear water. With pen to paper, she produced the most amazing work. Each page of every book is filled with wisdom, insight, hope and understanding, stemming from her own life’s experiences. Her main goal was to bring simplicity to the subjects of healing, mediumship and spirituality, and this she achieved with great success – even hardened sceptics were convinced of a world beyond. Such was her nature, Betty gave of herself and her knowledge without want of anything in return. Throughout her life she stayed true to her beliefs, writing with no fear of ridicule, which often took tremendous courage. The titles and covers of every one of her books were most important to Betty as she felt that her energy would impart itself to those who held and read each book, which indeed it did to millions of readers. The books Betty wrote were ‘the books of her life’, and what a truly amazing life it was!

      In the pages of my book,

      You’ll find mystery and love,

      Emotions that are bared

      And tragedies shared

      It’s all there.



      It has taken a lifetime

      To write all the words,

      But what is a lifetime

      If at last you are heard?



      The giving and forgiving

      Are the most important lines,

      For when you get to the end

      There’s no time to pretend.



      You’ll find the characters inside

      Weren’t saints all the time,

      But maybe you’ll discover

      Within the cover

      Inspirational lines.



      The book, it’s not a work of art,

      But the words inside

      Describe chapters of my life

      That taught me how to survive.



      It has taken a lifetime

      To write all the words

      But what is a lifetime

      If at last they are heard?



      And I hope within the cover

      You’ll discover

      Inspirational lines

      That will teach you how to survive.





2
A Pot of Gold

How many times have we told our children, ‘At the end of the rainbow you will find a pot of gold’? This image captures the imagination and encourages us to strive for success. Many think that success is measured in material wealth, others think it is achieved by finding God, but Betty classed her pot of gold as knowledge in all things. The more knowledge we gain, the more understanding of life we have and the more we can help others.

Knowing ourselves is the first step. We all have two sides to our nature and sometimes that can be hard to face, but knowing this fact enables us to become more positive about ourselves and change if need be. A pot of gold is found only through pure hard work and determination, and for that you have to have courage.

      I am a dreamer,

      Who walks the corridors of light

      That gives me life.



      The mirrors that I see

      Show other sides of me

      And tell me who and what I am.



      This truth is hard to take

      But it brings a kind of ecstasy

      In the knowledge that it brings.



      We’re told we must never go

      ‘Where angels fear to tread’.

      But in my dreams, I took that path

      And found a pot of gold

      That others hadn’t dared to hold.



      I had a choice, to take it in my hands

      And walk away, or take a simple scroll

      Which held the mysteries and the vibes

      That the ‘ancients’ had withheld

      And had guarded with their lives.



      The choice was mine and mine alone.

      I do not know what choice I made

      For in an instant I was wide awake.



      But I do not have material things

      But a gift of ‘knowing’

      That I know cannot be bought or sold

      For a pot of gold.





3
Our World

There were so many poets that influenced Betty’s life, and one special to her was W.H. Auden. He wrote poems and cabaret lyrics in the thirties including ‘Funeral Blues’ which was read in Four Weddings and a Funeral. He also wrote a libretto for the Benjamin Britten opera Paul Bunyan. He was a great scholar and always wrote about social issues, and Betty always felt an affinity toward him. Auden died in 1973, leaving three posthumous poems to be printed after his death. Betty did the same with the poems in this book – I am sure they both have much to talk about in the dimension beyond!

      Will you accept

      From the mind of a child

      A simple concept

      That people inept

      Unable to fathom

      How to regain

      A world without pain

      Should relinquish their tasks

      To alleviate anguish

      And fear of the past

      That was nurtured by hate

      So that we may restore – 

      Not kill and deface – 

      Our World?

      This beautiful place.





4
Love At First Sight

How many of us have experienced ‘love at first sight?’ When love touches a human soul it changes it forever. The instant attraction, the change of energy that cascades through us, it is truly an experience not to be missed. There seems to be instant recognition, rapport and waves of energy that pass between two people, a feeling of ‘Oneness’. When it happens you are helpless, you lose all rational thinking, the ‘love’ takes over. Many believe that they connect emotionally with another person because perhaps they have known them in a previous life.

With ‘love at first sight’, we experience romance, something sometimes forgotten. One day it will happen to you.

      Sparks, like stars blowing in the wind,

      And a light that glows, as our emotions overflow,

      Can only be the beginning,

      And not the end.



      There is no day, no night; this is love at first sight.

      And as the earth moves beneath our feet,

      And the world spins around, we hold on,

      For we are but mortals walking on hallowed ground.



      There is no care of who we are, or have been.

      We have emerged, as though from sleep,

      Like butterflies from a chrysalis.



      In an instant we understand,

      It is the lightning strike that is only given once

      In any lifetime.



      There is no day, no night, this is love at first sight,

      There is no beginning, and can be no end,

      For we are but mortals walking on hallowed ground,

      And we walk as one.





5
An Extraordinary Man

Betty dedicated this poem to Michael Bentine, who was a very dear friend to Betty for nearly 15 years. Michael came along to support her at her very first book launch in Surrey. They had so much in common – spirituality, a true zest for living, humour, laughter, and they also shared the interest of writing. Michael insisted on writing the foreword to Betty’s first book, Mind to Mind, in which he mentioned the tremendous healing that Betty gave him and his family over the years. Betty would travel to his home to give his dear daughter Marylla healing, and he wrote, ‘Betty brought our child something very precious: the gift of comfort and mental peace. For that alone I will never be able to thank her enough.’

Michael, like Betty, was never afraid to admit to believing in the afterlife and he and Betty would chat for hours on this topic. When Michael became ill he would travel to Betty’s home in Sussex for healing. They would laugh, cry, exchange stories of the past and most of all support each other. Michael was indeed a very Extraordinary Man, and I know that he and Betty are now together in spirit.

      An extraordinary man

      Whose eyes betrayed his soul,

      For deep within the fragments of his heart,

      The losses took their toll.



      Teacher, preacher, comic, clown,

      He was all these things and more,

      And as the artist couldn’t hide

      The feelings inside

      A canvas would light up

      With his very special touch

      And capture in a frame

      Why he was born to fame.



      An extraordinary man,

      Who dazzled with his wit,

      And with a smile full of mirth

      A candle would be lit

      Inside all who heard.



      His loss is great

      But his special gifts remain,

      And I know that he’s survived

      As he speaks still

      Of those he left behind.



      He talks of love, humanity and trust

      And the essence all around,

      That unites this world and souls

      Within the Universe.



      He’s a teacher, a preacher, a comic, a clown,

      For Michael you will always be

      The sum total of your Mind – 

      An extraordinary man.





6
Picking Up the Pieces

‘Our deeds determine us, as much as we determine our deeds.’

GEORGE ELIOT
1819–1880



The hard fact about life is that at some time we all fall from a great height, and as we fall we break – mentally, physically and psychologically. Our egos whirl out of control and it is very hard to put ourselves back together again. We all need someone, somewhere, to help us literally pick up the pieces – the dented ego, the torn-apart heart, the out-of-control thoughts. The encouraging thing is that we humans do mend and learn from our mistakes.

      I’m picking up the pieces

      And starting all over again.

      My life has been fractured far too long,

      It simply can’t go on.



      I’ve left a trail of emptiness

      That I can’t hide behind.

      It should never have been like this,

      I must have been out of my mind.



      There’s been no belonging, no owning,

      I thought I was being smart,

      I can’t believe how wrong I have been

      Right from the start.



      Half of my life has been wasted,

      But the other half won’t be

      Because I’m picking up the pieces

      And starting all over again.
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