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PREFACE

Not long after beginning to write this book a great friend and our children’s favourite babysitter was murdered by her boyfriend. She had been preparing to come and stay with us for a retreat which we hold during the summer solstice, but instead we got a call telling us that she was dead. The great shock was followed by deep sadness that this young woman who had so much to live for and who gave so much to life could be killed in this senseless way.

Kadamba, whose name means ‘The Flower of Enlightenment’, had a beauty and wild charisma which meant that she was seen at all the right parties. She dated Prince Naseem Hamed and Liam Gallagher among other high profile boyfriends while modelling and waiting for her big break into the movies. Called the ‘star’s star’ by the Icelandic pop star Björk, Kadamba had an indefinable quality which the rich and famous hungered for. Portia, her best friend, described being with her as ‘like taking off in a plane. It wasn’t necessarily smooth, because she was such a ball of energy, but she made things happen and she always took you with her. She was always so generous with people.’

Two years prior to her death, Kadamba had turned away from her party lifestyle and begun to seek some spiritual meaning to her life. She took a sabbatical from modelling and acting, withdrew completely from her high profile friends and became interested first in Buddhism and then shamanism. Many were surprised by her commitment to developing the spiritual side of her life. So was she. She said to us once, ‘Why am I doing all this spiritual stuff now, when I am so young? Maybe I should wait until I am older.’ But she kept coming, bringing a dancing energy to our workshops and a spiritual maturity which was older than her 24 years.

When she first came to join our shamanic retreats in Somerset she was totally inner city London, dressed in black, tramping over the Quantocks carrying a little red umbrella and complaining about the mud. By the third time she had fallen in love with nature. On one of her last retreats she came back from the woods ecstatically happy. She said that whatever or whoever God was she had felt it. She had found herself merging with the nature around her and seen and felt how alive everything was. ‘Spirit is everywhere,’ she said. ‘It’s incredible!’

Soon afterwards she escaped to India, the place where she felt most at home. No one there knew about her high profile life in London, so she was free to just be herself. Portia, who joined her for what would be their last adventure together, had never seen her more beautiful or more at peace.

Some months later she returned to Britain full of plans for the future, although in hindsight it seems as though some part of her knew that she was going to die. She went to see many of her old friends whom she had not seen for ages and, less than a week before she was killed in a flat in London, she said to Portia, ‘You know, I’ve got a feeling that I have really bad karma on this planet. But when I die I’m going to go home and I’m not coming back here.’

After her death, several members of her family and close friends spoke about feeling or seeing her spirit either coming to talk to them as a shadow in the background or as an atmosphere of laughter which was very much her personality. She visited us in dreams. In the first she was trapped and unable to leave the flat that she had died in. I tried to speak to her but she couldn’t talk in words and she would not let me touch her. She looked like a corpse, her face was white and her hair long, unkempt. I remember trying to show her the way out of the flat. Eventually she let me take her hand and lead her out.

Two weeks later I dreamt that we went to a high cliff overlooking the sea to Wales, where her mother had come from. She held on to an orange cord in my solar plexus and pulled herself forward to fly in the air. The pain in my solar plexus was excruciating, as it seemed as if she was using my living, grounded energy to help her. As she flew into the air she released dark unhappy women from under her skirts. It occurred to us that with this action she was freeing herself from the ancestral ties that bound her and that she was releasing these women so that they too could find freedom.

Some weeks later we met again, only this time she was surrounded by a halo of light, holding the hand of a tall angelic spirit and looking light and liberated from the trauma of her death. She told me then that she would attend her funeral and go to the world of spirit immediately afterwards. For proof of her presence she said we would see a cloud of butterflies. She had always loved butterflies.

Her visits to us and others were frequent up until her funeral. For friends and family this was a deeply painful time as their grieving process was constantly interrupted by the police and the press and they had to wait three weeks for the funeral. This was a strange limbo time. Kadamba’s mother was only allowed to see her daughter’s body behind glass. All she wanted to do was to brush her hair, but she could not. The family was not even allowed a priest to anoint the body.

In Tibetan culture rituals continue for 49 days after any death, but with a violent death the anniversary is celebrated every week, for it is said that the soul will return to the death experience each week until the memory is extinguished by the process of purification. In the aftermath of Kadamba’s death we followed the Tibetan prescription, lighting candles and saying special prayers on the weekly anniversaries. Everything seemed more agitated on those days and our grief was closer to the surface. It seemed that Kadamba was indeed returning to the moment of her death, but each week it became less intense. As with the dreams, there seemed to be a process whereby she was becoming lighter.

For our summer solstice workshop which she should have attended we prepared a shrine for her with a photograph, some candles and red roses, her favourite flowers. We continued to light candles and say special prayers for her.

The night before her funeral her body was laid out in the funeral parlour and friends and family sat with her. Many were crying as they sang and chanted. They were finally able to release some of the grief which they had contained since she had died. Portia recalls, ‘Everyone was putting things in her coffin. Rings, flowers, letters, mementos – all went in. There was hardly any room for her!’

At the funeral Portia remembered Kadamba’s words just before she died and at one small moment when a stream of sunlight came through the stained-glass windows her heart lifted as she said to her friend, ‘Go, girl. Fly. Fly as high and as fast as you can. Go home.’

The cortège made its way to the cemetery and streams of people walked to the small hill where Kadamba was to be buried flanked by a Celtic cross and an angel. As we gathered in the brilliant sunshine of midsummer a cloud of pink and black butterflies flew up behind the grave. It was just as Kadamba had told us. Butterflies are a powerful symbol of immortality and despite our grief we felt that Kadamba had gone to the spirit world and that she was safe. Occasionally we feel her presence on the beach looking across to Wales and we know that she watches over her beloved sister Kumari.

Kadamba’s grave has become a place of pilgrimage for family and friends who need to be close to her. During the late summer following her death it looked like a pirate ship – the wooden plinth was laden with pots of flowers, candles, tiny statues and a dolphin wind chime. As summer turned to autumn it continued to grow as more and more people brought gifts and a notebook with a pencil was put in a plastic case for messages, poems and prayers. There were spices from all corners of the world, tiny cars, crystals, paintings, bindies, locks of hair and jewellery. At Christmas Kadamba had two Christmas trees, a full nativity play at the front of the grave and crystals, stars and Christmas cards on the holly bush behind.

‘Her grave is not dead, it is alive,’ Portia laughs as she describes the seasonal transformations of her friend’s grave. ‘It grows. I think she would be really happy with it. It reflects all of her. It is spiritual, wacky, kitsch and stylish all at the same time. She even has a lipstick there. There is an energy at the grave which is so alive. Everyone has put so much thought and love into it. No one has forgotten her and in essence she is still here.’

At the reception after the funeral, as everyone gently tried to celebrate in the sunshine despite their sadness, our older son Ossian came running over to us. He grabbed our hands and pulled us around the house to the other side. ‘Look, look,’ he said and pointed into the sky. ‘There’s Kadamba!’ We looked up and sure enough there she was in the form of a beautiful white cloud in the shape of an angel with the biggest wings you’ve ever seen.


INTRODUCTION

WHAT IS A SOUL RESCUER?

A soul rescuer is known as a psychic, healer, shaman, priest, mystic, visionary, pagan, Spiritualist, channel and exorcist. This is a person who is able to walk between the world of the physical and the dimensions of the spirit. As a ‘walker between worlds’ they must be initiated into the techniques and rituals used in the physical world to rescue trapped spirits, heal the sick and mend the wounds of the soul.

This gift may require a person to help the dying, to bury the dead and pray for the release of the soul into the otherworld. Some soul rescuers rescue the spirits of the dead who are wandering ghosts or earthbound entities; these are not usually evil, but trapped or lost.

Some soul rescuers – the shamans, priests and mystics – seek to cure the sickness in a person’s soul. This is exorcism in the traditional Christian sense: they deliver evil from a place or person. They communicate with the spirits and understand the rules of co-existence with the otherworld. They have learnt to walk the dangerous path of death and rebirth, surviving initiations involving all kinds of natural and supernatural phenomena while remaining faithful to their beliefs. We ourselves have followed this path.

THE INNOCENT GHOST HUNTER

TERRY’S STORY

As I recall I had just left school at the tender age of 15. At my first job in a shoe factory, making ladies’ high-heeled shoes and the winkle pickers that were very popular during the 1960s, I made friends with Gordon Landles, an older boy around 19 years old. At the time he was a devout Christian, a member of the local Baptist church. I was a more rebellious character, interested in pop music and motorbikes. But we still hit it off.

During the breaks at work, Gordon and I began deep discussions exploring belief in God, life after death and any topic surrounding the Holy Ghost. Gordon would use any method he could to try and convert me to the Baptist Church, as if he were one of Jesus’ great crusaders. Unfortunately for Gordon it went over my head and I would only use his arguments as ammunition in our discussions.

One day we strayed into the unusual territory of the paranormal and whether we believed in ghosts, as there had been the sighting of a ghost at the factory. It had taken place in the basement, where the shoes were stored and dispatched. The ghost had actually been seen and heard by several staff over the years. When the machinery was switched off and silence fell on the shop floor, shuffling noises would be followed by a clunking sound and then a dragging, scraping noise would echo across the stone floor, causing many of the grown men in the factory to run away or stop stone dead in their tracks. The ghost was nicknamed ‘Stumpy’; he appeared to be an old sailor with a wooden leg. It was believed he was a seaman who had died in tragic circumstances and as a result was unable to rest in peace.

This inspired Gordon and I to go on a ghost hunt, although neither of us had seen Stumpy, even though we had spent the night in the basement awaiting a ghostly encounter with him. We decided to go to a haunted graveyard, at night, just to prove the existence of ghosts. The haunting of factories, burial grounds, hospitals, pubs and castles was well documented in many books. I suspect Gordon had some romantic notion of catching sight of a guardian angel, just like St Paul had seen on the road to Damascus, and I had always had a fascination for the supernatural.

It was a cold winter’s evening – 1963 was particularly cold. Having chosen a Saxon church with a derelict churchyard, we packed a snack and prepared ourselves for a night vigil. Gordon negotiated the iced dirt track on his motorbike with me riding pillion. We arrived safely and began to search around the grounds. The church dated from around AD 800 and lay in open ground. It had a wooden perimeter fence and gate, and the surrounding land was farmed with scrub and heath, reaching out like a hand into the bitterly cold North Sea.

Gordon left the motorbike at the gate and left the main beam shining at the privet hedge around the fence, so we could see. There were no streetlights and the moon was not yet full. We made our way separately across the graveyard, trying our best to avoid standing on the old gravestones, which mainly lay sunken in the sandy soil, eroded by time and the elements.

After a short time Gordon began to get edgy and to complain about the cold wind shaking the old church and causing creaking noises to join in the symphony of squeaking trees. But I was unwilling to give up our ghost hunt.

Then I lost sight of Gordon for a while. He disappeared as if swallowed up by the ground. When he did reappear his face was ashen white, as if reflecting a full moon on a still lake. He had seen ‘something’ in the courtyard of the church. He wanted to leave immediately, but I insisted that he took me back to the place. As we walked around the front of the church there was an apparition – tall, still and ethereal.

Terrified, we left the church and skidded across the ice on the motorbike until, miraculously, we reached town in one piece.

Though what we had seen could have been a shadow of one of the trees against the light of the motorbike, I always wanted to believe that it really had been an apparition and this was the beginning of my interest in haunted places. At that time I had no idea that in the future I would see ghosts and apparitions as real as the physical body and experience poltergeists and malevolent ghosts causing paranormal activity worthy of Hollywood movies.

I had, however, always had an awareness on a psychic level. When you are young you think everyone is the same as you. Then it transpires that you are set apart from others, because of this gift. It is easy to compensate by trying too hard to fit in, to be everyone’s friend. In doing so the psychic gift then gradually becomes a curse, as people demand advice and support from you or they begin to see you as weird or eccentric. Some will even accuse you of being evil or of doing the work of the Devil!

MY CHILDHOOD INITIATION

I saw my first ghost when I was very young. I remember being in my cot and seeing a strange-looking person standing before me in a purple robe. He looked quite like the mysterious Dr Fu Manchu, the Chinese character in the books of Sax Rohmer. This spirit was obviously a Mandarin Chinese. He had disappeared by the time I was about seven years old and we had moved to a different house. He appeared to me 20 years later through a psychic channelling medium. He said his name was Ching Ling and that he wished to help guide me through my life. He was my first experience with the spirit world.

I also recall seeing other spirits who used to come and stand by my bed. It never occurred to me to ask who they were or why they were there. After all, we used to say a prayer in school asking ‘angels to guard us while we slept’, so it seemed only natural that these were the angels of my prayers, even though they looked more like people than angels.

So, by the time I was 13 years old, I had already experienced psychic encounters, as well as religious enlightenment. The religious moment came after my first confession. I was brought up as a Roman Catholic. After the first confession, the initiate is expected to turn up for a full confirmation ceremony and to receive the life of Christ. I stood up and immediately felt ecstatic, immortal, as though anything in life could be achieved or made possible. I had visions of angels. I was probably about eight years old at the time. I talked about how I felt to my peer group at school. We had all had different experiences, but mine seemed quite special. At that time I knew I loved God and Jesus, but I was in love with Mary, I believed her to be the Mother of the World.

However, there is a large gap between the ages of eight and 13, and by this time, though a lot of my original faith had held fast, the injustices of the world seduced me into questioning my relationship with the Church. The ‘angels’ had long since disappeared and my visions of immortality had been overtaken by my interest in listening to rock ’n’ roll on radio’s Saturday Club. The chart hits of the day and my growing awareness of girls became central interests in my life.

When I was 13 my maternal grandfather died. Grandfather Cooke was one of those ‘salt of the earth’ characters who work hard all their lives for little financial reward. Neither did he expect any charity. He was born during the 1880s, when everyone knew their place, whether rich or poor. He would not have called himself a Christian, but he did believe in Jesus. In fact he told me that his brother once saw Jesus walking through the living room, ‘as plain as day’. This vision of the Lord was probably enough to lend him the faith to prepare him for the afterlife.

He died on the chimes of midnight on New Year’s Eve 1960. Grandmother Cooke moved into our small flat the very next day. In a hurry she had neglected to bring along some essential things, which I was asked to go and collect.

It did not bother me going to the house, I always had a good relationship with my grandparents and I was very happy to help out in any way I could. It was only when I arrived at the front door that I had my doubts about going in. It was not the ghost of my grandfather that worried me, but I had to walk past the cupboard on the landing where the ‘bogey man’ lived. I had been brought up in this house from my birth until I was seven years old and when I broke the rules I was threatened with the bogey man. Much later in life I learned to understand this fear lay within my imagination, but at 13 the bogey man represented the Devil himself, ‘Old Nick’. I stood shaking with fear, a sweaty hand clutching at the key which would unlock the door. I was rooted to the spot for what seemed like an eternity. Time had stood still, life had frozen and I could not move my hand. It was only when a friendly dog barked that I snapped out of this entranced state. Slowly I turned the key and the door slid wide open.

Walking over the threshold of that old Victorian terraced house was like walking into the land of the dead. I had never before encountered anyone close dying or being dead. What struck me was the whole atmosphere of the house. It bore inside me and created a feeling of being wrapped in a blanket of cold sweat. I moved as fast as my jellied legs would carry me. First, I went to the living room and pulled a knife from the drawer. This was not to kill a ghost or assailant, but should I encounter the bogey man in the cupboard, I would be as ready for him as any 13-year-old boy would be when stricken by fear!

The house felt heavy, it heaved with death and even possibly ghosts, but I had no fear of them. As they had never bothered me in the past they were no threat now. I felt safe in my relationship with the otherworld. But still I could not call the angels to drive the bogey man away.

Eventually I passed my test of manhood by confronting the cupboard, my curiosity proving greater than my fear. Very slowly I lifted the latch. The door creaked open and squeaked, as it probably had not been opened since Queen Elizabeth’s coronation in 1953. The old cupboard housed a flagpole, still with the Union Jack furled around it. The only other object I saw was an old trumpet gramophone which I had never heard being played. I shut the door, gathered my grandmother’s things and walked out of the house. This was the only time I feared a confrontation with a being, imaginary or otherwise. I felt I had passed my first initiation.

It was around this time I experienced vivid dreams, which were frightening, but at the same time very entertaining. I would go to bed awaiting the next instalment. It was much like watching television. The characters, however, seemed real. They were moving through life and death scenarios, always violent, which culminated in the eventual death of the character who appeared to be me. Night after night this hero was killed and the shock always woke me up in a cold sweat, wondering where I was.

After a while, the dreams became an indelible part of my life, haunting me, taking me over. I changed my hairstyle, the clothes I wore and my personal hobbies and interests in line with the dream characters. Then one night the dreams just stopped, as if someone had taken the video cassette out of my mind and put it away so I could never find it again afterwards.

Many years later I would experience a sequence of events which would uncover the mystery attached to those early dreams. At night the world of ghosts embraces our living world through dreams and visions. The spirit world crosses over the subconscious and touches on the magical or the terrifying, until the mind has time to work out the past or the connection with the otherworld.

MY ADOLESCENCE

Grandmother Cooke, who now lived with us, was the daughter of a Romany Gypsy. Although she was a Christian, she was never afraid of being psychic and showing off her gift. She could read tea-leaves, divine meanings from a pack of playing cards and even tell the future from reading the shapes in the froth which formed in a beer glass during or after the drink. She treated it as an everyday occurrence and friends and neighbours used to pop in constantly to ask her advice.

This gave me the confidence not to underestimate my own psychic skills. I have never felt threatened or truly afraid of any encounter that I have had, even when working as a soul rescuer in places of darkness and malevolence. My early experiences of the spirit world taught me patience, how to communicate with the ordinary earthbound spirit and the difference between a ghost and a haunting.

In the fishing town where I was brought up, the conflicts in the streets and clubs were caused by drunken trawler crews hardened by long stints on the high seas. My intuition, or gut feelings, which are the basic instincts of all psychics, served me well during these times. Being psychic enabled me to hear unspoken voices from people and from the souls of earthbound spirits who would come and haunt the drunken sailors and others, taunting the living into violent behaviour or uncontrollable actions. I was usually able to detect trouble by feeling a build up in the atmosphere, though in some cases violence seemed to ooze up from the very grounds of the dance halls and nightclubs in which we gathered. I could hear the spirits’ intentions and ill will; I could hear the land and the buildings echo past events, sacred memories to the violation of the human spirit.

For many years I could not place why I had these abilities and as I became more aware of how far apart they set me from others I became oversensitive and insecure. By my early twenties I found myself in a Spiritualist church. It was dark, badly lit and with a rather daunting atmosphere. I met my first medium, a very old lady whose way of communicating with the spirits of the dead inspired me. She was the first to tell me that I had a natural talent. She instructed me to develop my psychic gifts and through her guidance I realized the difference between a psychic and a channel for spirit communication.

It became obvious to me that I needed a larger environment in which to develop, so I moved to London. Almost immediately I was thrown in the deep end as within a month of contacting the local Spiritualist church I was encouraged to become a probationary healer. I joined a development group and within a short time they realized that my gifts were unusual so moved me on to helping their rescue circle.

Rescue circles help lost souls to be relocated to family and friends. This was my first stage in becoming an apprentice soul rescuer. For two years as this work gathered pace I found myself working six nights a week in soul rescue and spirit communication while holding down a professional job in a large international company. This kept me grounded in the physical world, whilst my spare time was spent in the other world.

There were three crafts I was learning at this time which all demanded different techniques. My healing gift was in its infancy, but as I began developing a channel of light, I felt as though I was in contact with the higher powers. Being a conduit for a power source through the laying on of hands felt as though taps were being turned on and a flood of tingling, pulsating life-force would come out, often leaving a feeling of elevation, as if I was physically standing above the ground.

Then came the rescue of disembodied spirits. This practice is vital to many people who had died, sometimes tragically or in great fear of death, or with no belief in an afterlife. This is where I began to understand earthbound spirits and the conditions in which they remained after death – their world, their emotions and their psychological problems.

The Spiritualist rescue groups which I attended attracted well-meaning psychics who believed in a greater order of souls, angels and gods. Denomination was unimportant, but being psychic was necessary, as was possessing good counselling skills and the ability to use them on an unseen human being!

But after two years of learning psychic, healing and communication skills I began to find the work with the church limiting, particularly as I was in my early twenties while many who ran the organization at that time were in their sixties.

MY FIRST TEACHER

One Wednesday evening I attended a demonstration by a clairvoyant called Joan Bajzert. After the demonstration, Joan came over to me for a chat. As we talked we discovered how many beliefs we had in common.

Joan was not a natural psychic; in fact she had had no intention of working with spirits until she had been involved in a car accident. After a near death experience, during many months of recovery in hospital she started to see spirits, people who were invisible to everyone else. This shocked her, especially when her ability did not leave her even after she left hospital.

Shortly afterwards, whilst at home recuperating, she saw a Native American who introduced himself as ‘Blue Feather’. Initially she thought he was dressed for a fancy dress party, only to realize he was a true Native American. She wasn’t hallucinating. Her NDE had opened the door to an altered dimension; she was ‘seeing’ another reality. After this visit Joan and Blue Feather agreed that she would work under his tutelage and assist in the work of rescuing disembodied spirits.

It was the guiding wisdom of Blue Feather which encouraged my own natural and raw power to develop into the skills of a soul rescuer. Joan and I would sit together and Blue Feather would channel through her body to the point where Joan’s personality would totally disappear and Blue Feather would transform her features and voice into his own. In these times, he would talk about his life in the spirit world, about his family and wife; he would explain how he had incarnated as a shaman not only in the Americas but also in Africa, and as a result of a friendship made in that life his minder was a powerful African called Chumba.

Slowly I was realizing the various levels within the spirit realms and how they could penetrate the physical. I understood the guidance and spiritual protection needed when rescuing spirits. These soul rescuers from the other side of life are usually referred to as ‘guides’, as they can guide the earthbound spirits to a suitable place to heal, convalesce and forget who they were and remember who they really are within the spirit realms. Later in my life, I discovered how the support and guidance from the spirit world help considerably in offsetting the physical reaction to soul rescue, and gained the ability to cleanse a home or place of an entity without the need to be so physically attacked.

My first experience as an assistant soul rescuer came one day when I was invited to visit a house with a poltergeist. When we arrived it was a dull and rainy day. Thunder was coming from the direction of Heathrow airport, close by. The owner of the house did not believe in ghosts, but she was at her wit’s end. She had had the house blessed by the local priest but the phenomena had not gone away. In fact the presence of the vicar had stirred up the spirit and the phenomena were getting worse.

When we arrived Joan began to recite the Lord’s Prayer. This was her method of calling in the spirit and cleansing the space of negative energy. When the poltergeist began its assault, first a glass flew across the room and smashed against the wall. Then it turned its attack on Joan. As she was being protected by her guides, the effect on her was minimal. I was the unprotected sitting duck. Suddenly I felt a wind rush around my feet as if it were trying to knock me over. I stood my ground and then, with no other knowledge to call on, said some prayers. The next moment, I was rocking from side to side, assaulted by an invisible force which began to ride my back. This attack seemed to go on for some time. I attempted to throw the attacker off, but I couldn’t do it. Then it slowly dawned on me that the spirit attacking me was stuck in or holding on to my electromagnetic field. He couldn’t get out, so, like a fly trapped by a spider, he wriggled and jiggled until eventually all went quiet and I felt him slither to the floor.

Joan stopped praying and peace was restored. The poltergeist, which turned out to be an angry earthbound spirit, was taken away by the guides to a place of correction within the spirit worlds.

I was shocked and battered by my experience. Unable to talk, I collapsed onto the sofa, but after a few minutes, and a glass of cold water, I felt myself again. I had survived my first attack by a spirit and had discovered that I had the power to control the impulse of an entity, however angry.

I had been initiated into soul rescue.

The soul who has passed from a physical state and human consciousness into a parallel world soon leaves behind its relationship with the physical world. The earthbound spirit is one which has not been able to move beyond its habitat, attitudes, environment or status, and so it remains, often disenchanted, angry and even pompous. In many cases this is the reason why the spirit is earthbound in the first place.

There are disembodied spirits who wish only evil to befall the living, who wish to cause them harm or who just become a nuisance. They enjoy cruelty and play psychological games with the minds of the living through haunting and ‘riding’ the backs of their living descendants. I realized I needed to have more experience and knowledge of how to deal with the more malevolent spirits, including unruly ancestral family entities. My work as a soul rescuer began moving away from the Spiritualists and their concept of life after death to the more universal understanding of shamanism and esoteric teachings.

In the past I have been called a ‘ghost therapist’, which I have taken as a compliment, as I can see how appropriate this term actually is. The skill of the soul rescuer lies in trying to convince the disembodied visitor of three things: first, that they are physically dead; secondly, that they can choose where to go; thirdly, that safe passage can be arranged to their chosen destiny, either to their ancestors or to other realms within the spirit kingdoms. Once you have helped the spirit to adjust to a spiritual dimension, its dependence on physical attachments soon diminishes.

The soul rescuer is also often referred to as a ‘walker between worlds’, a person who has one foot in this world and the other in an altered dimension. The soul rescuer’s path is to travel beyond time and space into a dimension understood only by those initiated to reach into encounters with their own death. They must be able to meet the demons and horrors which haunt them and learn through these experiences that once the darkness is behind us, all there is is light, God and freedom.

THE INNOCENT PSYCHIC

NATALIA’S STORY

As a child I never believed that the dead were really dead. Even when my father expressed his own reluctance to believe in life after death I knew instinctively that there was an afterlife for the soul.

When I was 13 my belief was strengthened when a schoolfriend of mine was killed by a car. In the weeks before she died we had become especially close, travelling home on the bus together and visiting each other’s homes. The night before she died she came to me in a dream to say that she was going and we would not see her again. I did not understand what she meant until it was announced at the school assembly the next day that she had been killed in an accident. For three or four days after her death I felt slightly strange. It was as though I was in a tunnel. Everything was dark around me and I felt slightly depressed. Then on the third day the atmosphere lifted and I felt fine.

This was the first time that I had been on a psychic journey with a soul into the realms of the spirit world. Even then there was a part of me which understood that I was linking into my friend’s spirit as it moved through the death state and that when my mood had lifted she had been able finally to move on. I did not know where she had gone, but I knew that she was fine.

After that I would often feel her around. Whenever I passed the place where she had died I would feel her spirit enter my body and she would speak to me of her great joy at being in the spirit world but also of her great concern for her family’s welfare. She had been an only child, so the family grief at losing her was terrible.

Soon after this I began to see and feel ghosts and family spirits all around me, especially in my aunt’s house in Spain, which was over 300 years old and in the old part of town. Often the faint figure of a woman would stand on the stairs. She would disappear as soon as I looked straight at her, as if she was fearful of confrontation.

It was a turbulent time. My sleep was constantly interrupted by the spirits of the dead wandering in and out of my dream state and then I became very sick with an illness which the doctors could not diagnose but which meant that I had to spend some weeks under observation in hospital. Yet it soon passed as mysteriously as it had arrived.

At this time I coped with my psychic experiences through my Catholicism. My mother’s side of the family is Spanish and I have warm memories of following the older women to the local church on a Sunday to light candles and pray. At a young age I already understood the concept of purgatory and the practice of praying for the dead so that they could be relieved of their sins and go to heaven. I knew that the spirits I saw needed my help so every night I would say special prayers for them.

MY FIRST SPIRIT COMMUNICATION

I was 17 years old when I had my next experience with a deceased spirit – not a ghost or an apparition, but a spirit that could speak to me, that I could feel and touch.

A friend called Jenny and I decided to play truant from college and go back to her house as her mother was not at home. It was the first time I had been to her house and on the way back she warned me that it was haunted by the spirit of her grandmother. It was a comfortable middle-class home with nothing strange or unusual about it except that it was cold and there was a feeling of someone watching us. Jenny showed me a picture of her grandmother as a child, pointing out a shadow behind her which, she said, had become bigger since her death.

Nothing happened until we went up to Jenny’s bedroom. We were sitting drinking tea and chatting when she suddenly looked behind me. I felt a cold draught entering the room and Jenny whispered that her grandmother had just walked in. I was petrified. I felt this chilly hand stroke my head and all I wanted to do was scream and run away. But then Jenny told me that her grandmother wanted to communicate with me. Speaking through Jenny, she told me that I had ‘the gift’ and that when I grew up I would be working with spirit. This was hard to believe at that time, as I had set my heart on becoming a psychologist.

MY INITIATION

Often the family went to Spain for holidays. One year we decided instead to go to Portugal. It was while I was there I encountered a mystic, a man who could see my future mapped out before me.

We were staying in a town close to the mountains and during one of my solitary walks away from the family I was approached by an elderly gentleman. He spoke to me first in Portuguese, then, when I did not reply, in English, asking whether I knew him. I was very wary and replied that I did not. He laughed at my resistance and I responded to his peaceful and warm manner. This encounter led to a long guiding relationship.

Once I had permission from my family to meet him every day, we walked for hours through the beautiful wild countryside as he taught me about reincarnation, life after death, angels, guiding spirits and most importantly karma, the cycles of life of the soul. We spent a month together and before I left Portugal, he warned me that I would go through a very dark initiation and that this experience would change my life.

So it did. Just after my ‘A’ level exams, I was looking forward to a fun summer. With a place lined up at university to study psychology, I felt nothing could go wrong. Then at the end of the summer I met a ‘wizard’. He was a powerful man with a magnetic charm and was seeking young people to initiate. He used his music business contacts to entice us. Our youthful yearning for fame and power made us vulnerable and he was able to manipulate and coerce us into leaving home, joining his cult and performing rituals and magic that would have frightened even the most adept psychic.

During this period of my life I ‘lost’ myself to the powers of the wizard. Over time, though, I slowly began to become suspicious of the integrity of his methods and through my God-given protection, my intuition, I was able to turn against his cultist regime. This resulted in a serious psychic attack and possession by malevolent forces, which caused a debilitating illness, insomnia and a digestive disorder which led me to lose two stone in weight. My family and friends suggested that I needed help, and for the first time since my meeting with the wizard, I listened to them.

I was not alone in this encounter with the wizard’s wrath. I found two other victims and we set up ritual protection against his powers. We were then approached by a group of occultists who were members of the Order of the Golden Dawn, following the teachings of Dion Fortune and others. With their knowledge and protection, we managed to escape the wizard and return home. The members of the occult group offered healing, guidance and support, and through their knowledge and compassion I was able to recover from this ordeal. It took a year, but with their help I gained an understanding of the practice of magic, ritual and occult lore.

Since the ‘wizard’ had forced us to leave our family homes and stop all professional duties, I lost my place at university, took a job in marketing and my life took a very different turn...

I met Gillian Griffiths, a well known medium who used to run psychic development and healing groups. She also told me that I had a natural talent and encouraged my development. I would come to class with stories of haunted houses and other numerous psychic encounters which became the focus of the class each week. Gillian helped me to become adept at helping the spirits move on until I became involved in a haunting which was far too malevolent for purely psychic skills to deal with. It was then that she suggested that I call on a renowned ghosthunter and healer called Terry O’Sullivan.

THE ST MARGARETS POLTERGEIST

At that time, it was customary for my friends and me to socialize in the pub at weekends and later go on to a party at a friend’s house. One night, my brother Paul, his girlfriend Sîan, Rick, a friend of ours, and I went to Matthew’s house in St Margarets, a quiet part of town close to the river Thames. Matthew was a friend of my brother’s and I had not met him before. I knew very little about him except that his mother had been a heroin addict and had died in the house, and his father had recently died of a heart attack.

It was a small Victorian terraced house. We all sat in the front room and put on some modern rock-type music that was popular at that time. Sîan, Paul, Rick and I sat on the sofa opposite the fireplace, which had a mirror hanging over it.

Within about half an hour the atmosphere began to feel a little tense, slightly chaotic. The boys started arguing over the music. Then suddenly I started to feel a pressure on my chest. I looked up into the mirror and instead of seeing the four of us on the sofa, I saw two old ladies, a white-haired man in his fifties, who I presumed was Matthew’s father, and a woman
















MY WORK AS A PSYCHIC






THE KALACHAKRA INITIATION
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