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FOREWORD

“In heaven an angel is nobody in particular”

George Bernard Shaw

She was a petite brunette wearing a dark blue 1940s-style skirt. She looked radiant – so radiant in fact that I could clearly see white light shining all around her. This, coupled with her gentle smile made her look so happy, so full of life – there’s simply no other way to put it. That’s the ironic thing about it: she’d been dead for more than three decades and yet she looked so full of life. It sounds strange, I know, but it’s a fact that no one looks more alive than when they’re dead.

She was called Pixie.

* * *

It was late afternoon one perfect summer’s day in early 1980, though to an Englishman virtually every day in Australia seems like summer. The sky was that kind of intense shade of blue you don’t seem to get in the northern hemisphere, and the heat was allembracing yet strangely unoppressive.

Perth is one of the most beautiful cities I have ever been to – a harmonious blend of old and new, busy and quiet, leafy and cosmopolitan – and I enjoyed the short walk from where I was staying to the house of… let’s call her Mrs Smith.

I was on a lecture tour and Mrs Smith was a friend of the man who had kindly agreed to be my driver. She had expressed a serious interest in The Aetherius Society, the spiritual organisation I was working for (and still do work for – over a quarter of a century later). That’s why I was going to meet her – to answer her metaphysical questions.

She lived in a large, attractive, terraced house in a pleasant middle-class suburb. I rang the bell. She invited me in through a smart hallway to a well-furnished sitting-room, where we sat down and started chatting about all kinds of spiritual matters of interest to us both.

Between sips of tea, and the munching of biscuits, I became aware of the image of a young woman. It was blurred at first, but became steadily clearer, more defined; it was a little like looking through binoculars which are being adjusted to the right setting. At first I thought it must be my imagination, as you would, but pictures in the imagination flicker and fade, whereas this became stronger and stronger.

My eyes were open. I could see her standing on my left. She looked as real as when you look at anyone else – there was nothing “ghostly” about her. She wasn’t see-through like a hologram. But nevertheless somehow I knew that I was looking at her clairvoyantly; that my ability to see her was dependent upon my state of mind.

Then a name came to me. She didn’t say it out loud. It just came to me.

I don’t remember the exact words, but the conversation with Mrs Smith went something like this:

“I’m sorry, but does the name ‘Pixie’ mean anything to you?” I asked.

Mrs Smith looked at me, shocked.

“Well yes, actually it does, she was my best friend, whatever made you ask that?!”

“She’s here.” I replied calmly.

“What do you mean? She’s been dead for years!” She retorted, with a tinge of sadness in her voice.

“Yes, I know. She’s wearing old-fashioned clothes – a dark-blue skirt – forties-style. She’s got a message for you.”

Her expression brightened as she realised what was happening.

“What… from the ‘other side’, you mean? Well… Goodness me! This is amazing! Forties you say… yes, that would make sense, she died during the war, you see… how is she?”

“She’s fine. She wants you to know she still cares for you – and she looks out for you.”

“Like a guardian angel?”

“Yes.”

Pixie told me a few more things, which I duly related to Mrs Smith, who was deeply moved and extremely impressed at my mediumistic abilities.

The only problem was: I wasn’t a medium.

I walked out of the house totally stunned by what had seemed so normal and natural at the time. Actually the fact that it had seemed so normal and natural at the time made it seem all the more unbelievable and strange to me afterwards. I was virtually pinching myself in disbelief, expecting to wake up at any moment.

It wasn’t that I was a sceptic of this kind of thing – on the contrary, I believed in it very much. I just didn’t know that I could do it.

It never occurs to a toddler when they’re excitedly taking their first steps that one day they’ll be able to run a mile.





CHAPTER 1

Transition

“For in that sleep of death what dreams may come

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil”

William Shakespeare

Some people think it is impossible to know what happens to us after death. They are wrong.


Half Moon Hill

The Plains of Saint Theodore

1st March 2003

Dear Ricardo,

The weather here is perfect – blue sky, just a little shower now and then. Animals aplenty – lambs and dogs mainly. No one lives here exactly but many visit; they float in, as it were, from many other locations just as I have done for this rendezvous. It is a most pleasant “zone”, if you like, most suitable for communications such as this one.

Love and affectionate greetings as ever,

Nicholas



A few years ago one of my closest friends passed away. He was only in his late forties and, even though he’d been ill for a few months, it came as a terrible shock to me.

He was an unusual man. You don’t find many people like him any more. A timeless English gentleman of the old school. He was an Oxford graduate with a degree in English Literature, and maintained a strong interest in British history and poetry throughout his life – often quoting Shakespeare over lunch, or Wordsworth over tea, never hesitating or making a single error. In conversation it was easy to mistake him for someone from an entirely different generation. I remember listening with rapt attention as he keenly discussed with my parents incidents much closer to their lives than to mine, like the D-Day landings or the abdication of Edward VIII, even though we were almost the same age and these things had happened long before we were born. But his erudition and traditional manners were no barrier to his ability to entertain, make friends and socialise. He was always good company – beneath a serious exterior lurked a mischievous wit which never stayed hidden for long.

One day a few weeks after his passing, I was sitting in my drawing-room (as he would have called it) when I became aware of a presence. I had over twenty years of experience under my belt since the Pixie incident, and my concentration was no longer marred by doubt or surprise. I knew what was happening. I knew what to do. I knew it was friendly.

And I knew it was Nicholas.

I got up and sat down with pen and paper – ready. Word by word, phrase by phrase, I was dictated a letter from the “other side”. It was the first time I had ever received a message in letter format. How like him! Ever a fan of correct protocol, Nicholas hadn’t chosen to just casually tell me a few things like most people would: he’d chosen to do it properly. Above is a short excerpt from the first of four such communications, which give a glimpse into what life is really like beyond death – a question which had always interested him while he was alive. In fact, he’d always bemoaned the fact that mediums didn’t have more to say on this important subject.

His second letter, again addressed to “Ricardo”, his nickname for me, reads as follows:


Spoon Jetty

The Lake of Sorrow

27th March 2003

Dear Ricardo,

Life here is an unravelling adventure as though time is more densely filled with experience of different kinds. Change is quickened here by learning faster from simple things: the dance of a tiny fawn in the thicket, the stern hectoring of a dull theologian, the new light in my life – my mentor whom I call She Who Must Be Obeyed.

We eat occasionally, we drink even less, including fine wine which I can now sample. We never smoke, though we do taste tobacco and other plants. I am learning to write, paint a little and play something akin to a harmonium. Sometimes when I feel wretched I can see, over a distance of countless miles, theatrical productions from different realms including Othello and others, when I am permitted to do so. I have also seen a new cinematic production called Sands of Borrowed Time.

Tomorrow I shall depart this location for new pastures – literally and metaphorically – and soon I will have a glimpse of my guru. I do miss the small things so very much, but they tell me here that all things pass on and so must we.

My felicitations to all,

Nicholas



Actually Nicholas isn’t his real name. I’ve changed his name, and edited out some private details from his letters, so as to in no way bring unnecessary upset to those who were close to him.

This letter shows life after death to be not so very different from life before death – eating, drinking, learning, watching plays, etc. He’s not sitting around on a cloud, nor does he show any sign of having sprouted wings. This theme is also to be found in The Egyptian Book of the Dead, which as well as mentioning eating and drinking, also includes ploughing and reaping among the activities which go on, and talks of cities.

People do often change after death, but they don’t normally change that much. Priorities may shift, usually in a more spiritual direction – it is rare to hear of any genuine medium receiving a message about interest rates, soap operas, or the world cup, whereas it is common for discarnates (people who have passed on) to say that they feel much more at peace after death. And many who die do indeed become “guardian angels”, in the sense that they watch over people who are still alive. However, just because you die, doesn’t mean you become a saint or an all-knowing sage – nor does it mean that you enjoy the fruits of eternal bliss in a starry, nebulous heaven chatting to God whenever you wish to.

For me it was a revelation to discover the truth about life after death, which I did from the teachings of my guru, the great yoga Master and medium Dr George King, founder of The Aetherius Society. It is his knowledge and wisdom which have been the bedrock of my understanding of this subject, enhanced by my own personal experiences, which have confirmed what he taught me.

Orthodox ideas of heaven and hell had always baffled me. Have you ever met anyone who would really be suited to eternal “heaven”? How many people do you know who would even really like it? Grapes aren’t most people’s favourite food, and playing the harp isn’t most people’s favourite hobby. And just because someone is dead, it doesn’t mean they are going to want to start hanging out with choirs of angels singing in exultation and doing little else. I don’t know anyone who could stick it for a year let alone eternity!

And what about hell? Fiery lakes of boiling sulphur? Being prodded with pitchforks by nightmarish monsters like something out of a painting by Hieronymus Bosch? Have you ever met anyone so bad that they might deserve an eternity of pure suffering? I wouldn’t wish that on my worst enemy – so the idea that a benevolent God could do that to someone just for not believing in him is bizarre. The notion of an eternity of anything, especially of hell with no hope of redemption, sounds to me more like the twisted dream of an embittered tyrant, than the perfect justice of a loving Deity.

When it comes to thinking about life after death, generally people are not logical; in fact they turn away from logic with disdain, as though it is a useless, worldly hindrance to an understanding of the life hereafter. This, in my opinion, is a great shame.

Atheistic scientists who evangelise about the mortality of the human lot, claiming with an irrational certainty that all consciousness ceases when the heart stops beating, are missing something. Not only have they managed to completely repress the voice of intuition within them, which affirms that life does indeed continue after death; not only are they choosing to ignore the voluminous evidence supporting the idea of life after death – and communication with the deceased; but they are also ignoring basic logic.

Why should consciousness cease after the death of the physical body? Science doesn’t even fully understand what consciousness is, so how can any scientist claim to know what happens to it? Things don’t just vanish, or go through an unrecognisable degree of change for no reason. And death of the physical body is no reason for consciousness to vanish or go through an unrecognisable degree of change: consciousness does not require a physical body – a fact backed up by research.

And what does consciousness do? It experiences life. And in so doing it gains understanding of life. Different people need, and deserve, different experiences. A selfless humanitarian, who has sacrificed the peace and tranquillity of a mountain monastery in order to help the starving masses, deserves to experience great spiritual joy and peace. A vicious murderer, on the other hand, needs to understand the pain his actions have caused others – for his own sake rather than for the sake of his victims. This is a natural law, every bit as logical, and impersonal, as gravity. It is a law far removed from our feeble concept of law – a law which is completely fair, and absolutely exact. It is called the Law of Karma. In Buddhism this is equated to the Newton’s third law of motion which states that every action has an equal and opposite reaction. In Christianity it is simply described as the fact that: “…whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” (Galatians 6.7). So-called “negative” karma is not there to punish, but to teach, as indeed is “positive” karma.

Metaphysicians have for thousands of years talked of other planes of existence attached to this earth – integral to the earth, but operating on different frequencies of vibration. This is similar to the concept of “lokas” in Hindu philosophy. Unless you are clairvoyant, you can’t see these “planes”, or “realms”, while you are alive, but when you pass on, this is where you go. And when you are there, the realm you are on will seem every bit as real to you as this realm seems to you now. Although we may talk about “leaving the ‘physical’ body when we die”, what we really mean is that we are leaving one kind of physicality for another, because all these realms are physical, it’s just that they are physical at different frequencies.

There are six realms which are “higher” than the one we’re on now (level one), and four realms which are “lower” (“high” and “low” in terms of frequency of vibration). This is where the simplistic orthodox idea of heaven and hell comes from. The “higher” vibratory levels are “heavens”, the “lower” ones are “hells” – though some of the other realms are in many ways not all that different from certain places on this realm.

Note that it is not the whim of an autocratic overlord which determines which realm we go to. The choice is ours. It is our own consciousness, our own need for experience, based on our past thought and action – it is, in a word, our karma.

We go to where we best fit in, to the realm which vibrates on a similar level to our own consciousness, to the place where we can best learn the lessons we need to learn. So the vicious murderer will go “down” to a lower realm, and the self-sacrificing humanitarian will go “up” to a higher realm. If someone were to be on the wrong realm, even if it was a higher realm, it could be quite cruel, even just on an emotional level – never mind from an evolutionary point of view – because so much of what was familiar to them would be absent. It would be like taking an average family man from London and putting him in a Buddhist monastery in Bhutan. The transition from this realm can be hard enough as it is, even without people ending up where they don’t belong, as we can see in these letters.

While receiving Nicholas’s next letter, I could not only feel his presence, but I could see him, clairvoyantly, as a strong mental image, looking very much alive – a world away from the stereotypical idea of a grim, pale, translucent spectre. He was wearing a smart dark blue jacket buttoned across, almost like a uniform, with a round collar. He seemed altogether better.


The House by the Waterside

17th May 2003

Dear Ricardo,

This will be my last letter to you in this form, because I know how busy you are and I too have other new-found duties. I am learning so much so fast that it boggles the mind, but it certainly inspires you on to higher things. This is my new home and I love it. From here I travel wheresoever I choose, within reason. Certain times are set aside for learning through study, or from a particular teacher of which there are several in this region…

[…]

Now to my friend and teacher. His name is Baba [which means “father” and is a common name for a guru] to those of us who hang on his every word. He is a mine of knowledge, wisdom, insights and useful nuggets of information. He is exactly what I have been searching for. I also receive counsel, albeit uncompromising and stern as it often is, from She Who Must Be Obeyed. I will not reveal her identity because she does not permit it. But overall I am happy, settled and know exactly what I have to do.

God bless you dear Richard – my love as ever,

Nicholas



What a difference! In the previous letter he is OK, but clearly having a few problems adjusting, whereas here he is unambiguously upbeat.

We begin to see a gradual progression, as Nicholas settles in and gets used to his new life. Had he had a clearer sense of what life after death was really like, and of his own karmic pattern, even if only in the last few days of his life, I have little doubt that he would have found his transition easier. I believe that She Who Must Be Obeyed, mentioned above, is in fact someone who helped Nicholas during his transition. She could either be one of those who specialise in helping people to settle in to their new realm, or it could be that she chose to help him because she had a particular interest in him, or connection with him.

He was a spiritual person, who understood yoga philosophy, so imagine what problems a complete non-believer who dies suddenly may have. I hope very much that this book, in giving readers a greater appreciation of life after death, may help people, when the time comes, to move on in a natural, gentle way that is less hampered by the fear and confusion which confronts so many in our secular age at this crucial time. Generally a deceased person will go to a “realm of waiting” for a period of time before settling in their new abode. Nicholas’s letters gave me new insights into how this process of transition can take place.

In addition to it being extremely helpful for the transitioner to have an understanding of what life after death is really like, it is also possible for someone to smooth their own transition from this realm to the next by spending the last moments of their life mentally preparing themselves for what is to come. The idea that what happens to a person just prior to death can affect what happens afterwards is reflected – albeit in very different ways – in various cultures around the world.

In the Hindu classic, the Bhagavad Gita, Sri Krishna tells Arjuna that one achieves that state of being which is in one’s mind as one leaves the body. In China, there was a practice of shaving the head of someone on the brink of death, trimming their nails, and seating them upright. This was regarded as having a positive influence on the soul’s departure from the body.

In the Buddhist Bardo Thödol, or The Tibetan Book of the Dead, as it is commonly known in the West, there is detailed instruction on how to treat the dying. A guru reads over and over again a certain short piece of text from the book in the ear of the person dying, then, when the person is literally on the brink of death, they are turned onto their right side, the arteries on both sides of their throat are pressed, and they are prevented from sleeping, since it is regarded as vital that they be awake in order to be fully aware of the transition as it occurs. More reading follows, advising the transitioner on what is going on, and how their mind should be focused. It is thought it takes three and a half to four days for the transitioner to completely detach from their physical body. It is possible for a priest known as a hpho-bo (pronounced pho-o) to shorten this period, but even so, the transitioner will not realise that this detachment has taken place until the three and a half to four days are up.

In Roman Catholicism we find the practice of the “anointing of the sick”, formerly known as “extreme unction”, or “the last rites”, which is when someone who is terminally ill confesses to a priest, is given absolution and is then anointed with consecrated oil just prior to death. For Medieval Christians those last few breaths were especially important, since they believed that there were demons lurking nearby, waiting to grab an emerging soul at the point of transition.

I wouldn’t practise any of these near-death rituals myself, but nevertheless I believe that they are more than just tradition or superstition: they appear to be indicative of a latent appreciation of how important it is to pass on with a degree of awareness of what is to come.

In Nicholas’s last missive, which wasn’t given in a normal letter format, perhaps indicating his detachment from the conventions of this realm, he not only seems happy where he is, but even goes as far as to be critical of our realm. I felt this marked the completion of his transition to the realm he was meant to settle on.


6th January 2004

I am now domiciled in a community of European and Himalayan peoples all of whom share a consuming passion for spiritual wisdom, including myself. I have had to become multilingual which is far and away an easier proposition in this realm of thought than it would be on your turgid plane where people move so interminably slowly. Long-distance communication is very easy here, especially at certain times such as early evening and early morning.



Here we get a glimpse of the fact that the after-death realms are much “finer”, or “subtler”, than this one. Things tend to happen faster and more easily. This is because thought has much more power on the other realms than on this one. Magic is a much less fantastical concept. Life, on the higher realms at least, is much less limited than it is here. In fact, not only do most people look more alive after they die, but they also feel more alive.

But this physical realm is still the most important to be on. Here everyone is thrown together – in the same century both Hitler and Mother Teresa inhabited the physical realm. Although this realm is more “turgid”, as Nicholas puts it – in fact because it is more turgid – this is where the greatest challenges lie, in terms of personal development and helping others, and, consequently this is the realm where, as a general rule you can make the most difference. So, just as the need for experience pulls us from this world to the next, it also takes us back again from the next world to this one. Just prior to birth, our soul chooses the environment and parents we are to be born to in order to gain the experiences we need and deserve. This is a complex matter. It is certainly not a case that all good people are born to wonderful parents, or that all bad people are born into terrible poverty. Someone with a lot of very good karma, may choose to be born into a difficult situation in order to learn some tough lessons very quickly, whereas a much less evolved person may be born to great luxury because they have somehow earned this opportunity, but the lesson they actually need to learn is detachment from materialism.

And so we pass from life to life, spending some time on the after-death realms between lives, always learning, and, if we make the right decisions, always progressing. How quickly we progress depends on us – depends on how much effort we put into learning the Divine Laws and putting them into action throughout our lives. Eventually, when all the lessons we need to learn have been fully learnt, we escape reincarnation and move on to higher things.





CHAPTER 2

Channelling

“The voice of the dead was a living voice to me”

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

I wasn’t born psychic. I was perfectly ordinary as a child, which was in some ways fortunate for me, as many psychic children find it very hard growing up in an unpsychic world – met by confusion, condescension, and sometimes downright lies at every turn, as well-meaning adults try to do the “right thing” in helping them to snap out of their “fantasies”.

It wasn’t until I had found The Aetherius Society, and practised the techniques taught by Dr George King, for a few years, that my psychic abilities began to awaken. That’s why I know that everyone can develop psychic abilities in one way or another.

Back in 1976, when I was only 23, I used to give spiritual healing at The Aetherius Society’s Healing Sanctuary in London. One day a patient who was a well-known medium came for a healing treatment. In fact, she was so highly skilled that she could sit down at a piano and play excellent, improvised music by channelling a musician – when she herself had very limited musical ability. As soon as you saw her it was clear that she was a successful, well-known person – a smartly dressed woman in her early sixties, accompanied by a man of similar age.

I greeted her and we sat down. Before I had a chance to start talking to her about the healing treatment she was about to receive, she
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