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When the Spirit of Truth Comes

He will guide you into all Truth

For He will Speak whatever

He Hears And He will declare to you

All things that are to come

(John 13:16)


This book is dedicated to the Spirit of Truth and all who open-mindedly make Truth their life’s pursuit.


“You Desire Truth in the inward being;

therefore teach me wisdom

in my secret heart”

Psalms 51: 6
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The desire for Truth in our inward being is as old as this scripture and as new as the desire of the one who reads these words today.
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Foreword

I met Carolyn at a mediation workshop and learned of her exploits in automatic writing, which resulted in her communications with entities, souls, in the ethereal universe.

Most of my career I was a physicist. Now, I am an ethereologist, I study the ethereal realm. My specific interests are focused on understanding the notion of BODY, MIND, and SOUL including consciousness of each – independently and combined.

Carolyn’s book, Opening to Fullness of Spirit – Discovering Secrets of the Soul – Through Automatic Writing – A Personal Search for Truth, takes the reader on her personal adventure to validate and understand God through interactions with entities that passed from this, our material universe. This is important because Carolyn not only describes her communication with souls, but she also takes the steps to ensure that the communication is not from her unconsciousness or some telepathic influence from someone she knows or has met.

From birth to some point in our human experience, society imprints its beliefs, structure, rules, and awareness on us. The point at which our consciousness elevates our personal awareness is different for everyone – for Carolyn it came Easter Sunday of 1971. She did not ask for it, but her soul pushed for her to expand her consciousness. Some would call this a crisis of faith, but for Carolyn it was more – she needed truth and the strength to accept the truth the universe was to give her even though it would crush her social programming.

Interestingly the title of the book provides a great overview of what this exploration is about. It is a journey of 1) Opening to Fullness of Spirit, 2) relearning the Secrets of the Soul, and 3) Search for Truth. All of this to be facilitated by communication 4) Through Automatic Writing.

Carolyn’s book reaffirms my beliefs in Universal Consciousness – God, exposes me to new truths, and fosters deeper questioning and understanding of my purpose and path in this most wonderful human experience.

As I read through the chapters of this book, I focused on enjoying her adventure. However, as I move from one chapter to the next the breadcrumbs from each past chapters begin to accumulate, and the gestalt, the realization of the Truth, builds and creeps into my mind. Reading Carolyn’s book, asking her questions of myself, and evolving and reframing my beliefs is clearly part of this book’s journey.

If you choose to evolve your consciousness this book will greatly assist. Don’t read it once but several times – truth comes in its own way.

Rex C. Stratton

Ethereal Explorations


Introduction

Should you ever decide to shake your fist at God and demand Truth, hold on to your seat and prepare yourself for a spiritual adventure the likes of which you couldn’t imagine.

On Easter Sunday of 1971, I did exactly this and found myself propelled across the sea of tradition onto the foreign shores of another realm of reality. In innocent trust I opened a door and stepped over the threshold with no idea where it would lead.

Most stories have a beginning, a middle, and an end. My story is different. I’m not sure when it began, perhaps on Easter Sunday, 1971, or perhaps hundreds of years before that date with a lady named Ellen, and I doubt that it will end with my death. It is my hope that this story will continue when someone else, perhaps a family member, will pick up a pen and find me on the other side.


Chapter 1

The Journey Begins

April 1972

“Bull,” I grumbled under my breath. “Some people will say anything to sell a book.”

I had just started to read a book entitled A Search for Truth, by Ruth Montgomery, and already I was ready to trash it. How dare this woman mislead people with this hokey!

I had come a long way since my Easter experience last year and thought I had opened my mind to just about any possibility, but this was too much. However, it had not been more than a few weeks since I had considered reincarnation nonsense, and now I wasn’t so sure. Yes, this book seemed far-fetched, but I had to admit I was intrigued.

It was not too long ago when one of my eighth-grade Sunday School students had come to me and asked, “Mrs. Daly, can you believe in reincarnation and still be a Christian?” I told her that I didn’t know. I really didn’t know much about reincarnation, except that it was a part of some Eastern religions whose followers believed that after we die our souls come back as cows or butterflies. She looked me straight in the eyes and said, “Mrs. Daly, that isn’t reincarnation, that’s transmigration. Reincarnation is when you come back as another human being.”

“Well,” I said, “I guess that proves how little I know about the subject.”

Then she asked if we could discuss reincarnation in our “free discussion” time at the end of Sunday School class next Sunday.

I had initiated a no-holds-barred free discussion at the end of our class each Sunday for two reasons. First, in my opinion, there was no part of one’s life that did not reflect one’s belied system. Choices made now, for better or worse, could affect these students for the rest of their lives. I wanted to help them make good choices that would lead each of them to a happy productive life. Second, it helped to maintain discipline during our lesson study time so we could properly cover the required material.

Sometimes these discussion periods sounded more like group therapy than a Sunday School class, and my worst fear had been that one of the students might want to discuss sex. Now I was confronted with one who wanted to discuss reincarnation. Sex would have been easier. Would reincarnation be considered heresy in a Methodist Church? I guessed that it would. However, if we discussed reincarnation and decided it wasn’t true, it would serve to reinforce their belief in Christian doctrine. If they were going to discuss it anyway, why not in Sunday School class?

So I said, “Yes,” unaware of how much this seemingly casual decision would change my life.

My young student brought me a stack of books on reincarnation on a Thursday, which meant I had to do some quick study before class on Sunday.

I didn’t know how much time I would have to spend reading in preparation for our class discussion so I chose the smallest book, Twenty Cases Which Tend to Prove Reincarnation by Dr. Ian Stevenson, a professor at the University of Virginia, and it turned out to be a wise choice. His credentials impressed me, and once I began to read I could not put the book down. I stayed up late into the night intrigued by accounts, which, if true, did indeed tend to prove reincarnation.

However, this book by Ruth Montgomery was different. Part of it was a “how-to” book on something called automatic writing. According to Montgomery, people could just sit down, hold a pen in their hand, and the pen would write all by itself. How could anyone in his or her right mind believe that? Accepting reincarnation was one thing, but accepting this was preposterous. Once more I was about to make a casual decision that would change my life, change my way of thinking, force me to doubt my doubts, and launch me on my own incredible adventure in search of truth. The book I had scorned only a few moments ago as utter nonsense I would soon accept as truth. But this lay ahead.

I turned the page on my desk calendar. It was Tuesday, April 10, 1972.

Okay, I thought, this is most likely rubbish, but I wanted to keep an open mind. I would first follow the instructions to do automatic writing, and after it failed I could condemn Ms. Montgomery for her ridiculous ideas.

I decided that for one week I would devote fifteen minutes every morning following the instructions provided in Ruth Montgomery’s book. I would prove to myself the validity, or lack thereof, of Montgomery’s wild ideas. However, this did not come without fear. I had always been taught that the fear of God was the beginning of wisdom, and if this was heresy, I did not want to offend God. But at the same time I felt protected, knowing that God knew that in my heart my motives were pure.

My children, Dan, age eighteen in high school; Jim, age thirteen in junior high; and Cindy, age six in first grade, had left for school, and my husband, Tim, left even earlier for work. I was alone in the house and able to sit down in my quiet kitchen and give this automatic writing stuff a try. I approached this quest seriously so I prayed that I would be lead to truth as I hummed the old hymn, “Have Thine Own Way Lord, have thine own way, Thou art the potter, I am the clay, mold me and make me after thy will, while I am humble yielded and still.” When I sat there for ten or fifteen minutes and nothing happened, I wasn’t surprised.

I wanted to call my good friend Flora and tell her all about my experiment with something called automatic writing, but I knew she would be leaving for England and Scotland in four days and would be busy packing. On top of that she had friends visiting from New York.

Flora and I had been close friends for several years, and I knew she was one person with whom I could share this information without fear of ridicule. She taught ninth-grade Sunday School at our church, and we had already read and shared ideas on reincarnation and had both come to the conclusion that reincarnation was a distinct possibility.

When on Wednesday and Thursday I went through the same procedure that produced the same results, nothing happened, and I felt I was wasting my time and almost quit.

On the fourth day, Friday, I followed the same procedure. The house was silent except for the rhythmic ticking of the clock as I prayed for truth and listened as the words to “Have Thine Own Way” sung softly in my head.

Suddenly there was a strong tug on my pen. I nearly jumped out of my skin, and the hair on my arms stood straight up. I swallowed hard and resisted looking at the paper. The pen gave another strong pull, and I was so frightened I was ready to run. I took a deep breath and prayed for strength to overcome my fear, and as I put the pen back in the writing position the pen began to race across the paper. Finally, I gathered courage enough to look at the paper. There were wavy lines, the letter “L” repeated many times followed by a drawing of a small petaled flower similar to a daisy. The marks themselves said nothing, yet their meaning was profound. The writing had not come from me! Something completely independent of my conscious mind had made those marks, and I felt the presence of someone or some thing spiritual and terrifying.

Could it be a ghost? And what are ghosts anyway? Are they evil spirits? Do they exist solely to frighten people? I had certainly been gripped with fear when the pen first began to move, but was this movement the fault of the ghost or did the fear originate from within me? Are there good ghosts? Are good ghosts called angels? The Bible tells of angels speaking to people many times. If this was true in biblical days, is there any reason why it should not be true today? Had I been contacted by an evil entity, or had an angel sent from God visited me?

Questioning my sanity, I picked up the telephone and dialed Flora’s number. Her line was busy.

Damn, this was not the time for her to engage in idle chitchat with goodness knows who about something as mundane as her trip to England when I was standing rubber legged with news that would blow her mind, but I had to wait.

There had to be a rational, scientific explanation for all this. It must have been a muscle spasm, a gigantic prolonged muscle spasm that drew large capital “L’s” all over the page and finished by drawing a daisy. Could a muscle spasm do that? I didn’t think so.

I needed some fresh air to clear my head so I decided to drop by Flora’s and give her a bon voyage gift. I hoped an opportunity to be alone for a few minutes would present itself so I could try to explain the bewildering events of the morning.

As I parked my car in front of Flora’s house, I saw her dog, Cleo, at her sentry post in the picture window. She stood at attention for a moment, wagged her tail, and spun around to tell Flora I had arrived. I hoped and prayed that Flora would be alone. She was not. To my dismay, her house was full of company, and my head felt like a pressure cooker and the steam was building fast. I really need to talk … Now!

Keeping my lid on was difficult, but I managed to chat casually with Flora and her friends. To my delight Flora’s friend had also been reading about reincarnation, and so we had an interesting conversation. However, reincarnation was one thing and automatic writing was quite another. I couldn’t share my secret with a stranger.

When I finally maneuvered Flora away from her guests for a few minutes I blurted out in telegram-like sentences my experience with automatic writing. It sounded so zany I didn’t expect her to believe me; after all, I could hardly believe it myself.

Before I could finish the story Flora’s husband, Mike, her friend, and her friend’s husband interrupted us. There was no time for Flora to respond in words to my account of what had happened that morning, but words were not really necessary. Her large blue eyes danced with excitement, reassuring me that I had not lost my mind.

I soon realized that Flora and I would have no time to discuss my experiment with automatic writing today, but I had to talk to her before she left for England. I knew I had to wait and waiting wasn’t going to be easy.

Flora and I had become such close friends that this was not the first time we found words unnecessary. Our thoughts so often followed the same track that we would simultaneously blurt out identical comments. Our friendship has always been completely honest. Even when we had differing opinions on a subject we did not hold back, and yet the disagreements never provoked anger. We could discuss our deepest religious convictions and yet giggle like schoolgirls at things no one else considered funny. We especially enjoyed teaming up to plan theme parties for our ladies’ club. Sometimes the planning was even more fun than the party itself.

Flora’s trip to England and Scotland came at the worst possible time. I would miss her. Exploring this new and fascinating phenomenon called automatic writing would be so much more interesting if we could explore it together.

Curiosity and fear had been sparring in my head all day and my curiosity had just scored a TKO. I couldn’t wait to try writing again. I must find out the source of this writing and what was causing my pen to move.

I rushed home, ran up the stairs two at a time, landed in my daughter’s bedroom, closed the door, and drew the shades. Why I thought someone would be able to see what I was doing through a second-story window in broad daylight, I don’t know. Besides, ladies had not been burned at the stake for witchcraft for a hundred years. Was automatic writing witchcraft? If so, what did that make me?

That thought was not intimidating enough to keep me from sitting down with my pen and paper. I began to pray, “Lord, please lead me to truth and understanding, Amen. And PS, Lord, if the truth turns out to be something different than I expect, please give me the willingness to keep an open mind and the courage to accept it.”

As instructed, I held the pen loosely in my hand, and with eyes closed and my face turned away, I repeated the words to “The Lord’s Prayer.”

The pen began to write immediately and this time there were readable letters, all connected as one long word but I could read it! The message was clear and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. Terrified, I dropped the pen and picked up the telephone and dialed Flora’s number.

The phone seemed to ring forever before I heard Flora’s cheery “Hello.”

“I just finished trying to do automatic writing again, and this time I have something I can read,” I blurted. “But there is one letter I’m not sure of, and it makes an enormous difference.”

I read the message, “Carolyn, l-o-n-e-l-y here [or l-o-v-e-l-y here].” It was impossible for me to know if the letter was an “n” or a “v” because the writing bore not the slightest resemblance to my own handwriting. Then it said, “Just made a note.” It was as if whoever or whatever was communicating with me felt just as surprised as I that communication had begun.

“Who is writing?” Flora asked.

“I haven’t a clue,” I responded. “It never occurred to me to ask, but I’ll try again and call you back. On second thought, I’d better not, I know you are packing for your trip and you have house guests, I won’t bother you with phone calls.”

“No, no,” she said. “Please call, I’m as anxious as you to find out what this is all about.”

After I hung up I wasn’t so sure I really wanted to know who was writing through me. If the word was “Lovely” perhaps it was a visit from an angel sent from God. However, if the letter was an “n” and the word was “Lonely,” I had to give this truth search some serious consideration. If I had been communicating with a ghost who was now living in a “lonely” place, it frightened me. The churches I had attended all my life spoke of Hell as a place of fire and brimstone, but “lonely” seemed even worse. If this were a message from a lonely soul in Hell, the automatic writing would cease immediately.

Suddenly a disturbing thought flashed through my mind. Could this lonely ghost be my mother-in-law? Only eighteen months had passed since my mother-in-law had died. Her name and loneliness had become synonymous. Alzheimer’s disease had transformed this lovely lady into a lonely stranger. She had come to live with us when her mind had deteriorated to the point that she could no longer perform the basic essentials of living. Even with my active family around her, she lived in a world apart from us. “God, I do not want this to be my mother-in-law. I’m not prepared for that.”

I was shaken by the possibility, but I had asked for it. I had prayed for the truth and I had prayed for the courage to handle that truth, whatever it turned out to be, I couldn’t chicken out now.

I sighed deeply, returned to my daughter’s room, and followed my usual procedure, except I spent a considerably long time in prayer.

Almost immediately my pen began to move, and I noticed for the first time a tingling sensation in my right hand. My heart pounded as an image of the tortured face of my mother-in- law flashed before my eyes.

Suddenly I felt a reassuring Presence and my fears evaporated, tears filled my eyes, and at that moment I felt closer to God than I had ever felt before and I knew the truth of His being, for there before me were written these words: “Do not be afraid my child, I am with you always, Jesus.”


Chapter 2

Dear John

My feeling of awe and wonder was suddenly interrupted when the front door swung open and in bounced Cindy, all bubbles and sunshine, spouting excitedly of her upcoming first-grade class trip to the Washington, D.C., Zoo on April 18. Naturally, she had volunteered me to accompany her class, and I tried to be delighted. Through the years I had always enjoyed going on field trips with my children’s class, yet this time it meant I couldn’t write. I had only written two sentences, and already I wondered if automatic writing could become an obsession. Somewhere deep inside I knew that it could, but at this moment it didn’t matter. I didn’t have time to deal with that possibility now. As Cindy made a mad dash for the bathroom, I made a mad dash into her room, snatching up my papers and stuffing them into the nearest drawer.

Cindy continued to chatter excitedly about her zoo trip, but her words flew over my head. How could I think of an upcoming zoo trip when I was caught up in a whirlwind of exhilaration, joy, and deep humility? I wanted to shout my amazing new secret for all to hear so that everyone might experience the feeling of grace that was mine today. For the moment, however, I must contain myself, at least until I learned more about what I was doing. I didn’t want to be known as “that crazy old lady of Lanham who communicates
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