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To lose a son is devastating but to receive such deep revelations from him from the other side was mind-blowing. He and I invite you to learn, dig deeply and heal yourselves as you share the experiences brought to you in this book.
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A Note from the Author


I have been used for healing on many levels for as long as I can remember. My training has come directly from the source of all that is, and has been intense, soul-searching and yet very rewarding. I continue to grow every day, as I yearn to understand in greater and greater detail, just what ‘we’ are all about.


My sole purpose in life is to enlighten as much as is possible at this time. Whilst on this quest, if others choose to cross my path and enlighten alongside me, I am more than happy to share my journey. It is of paramount importance for me to always remain true to the source of all that is. The more people who find me, the happier I become, living confidently in the knowledge that we are all increasing the amount of light on the planet every day.


I live on a beautiful farm in the Cotswolds, 110 acres in size—replete with a flock of breeding ewes, honeybees, one dog, some hens and a pussy cat—which I currently open as a retreat during the spring, summer and autumn months. People from all over the world come and enjoy the seclusion, tranquillity and peace that embrace the farm at all times. All guests receive natural healing and unconditional love while staying, either from me, Geoff, the farm itself, a volunteer or other guests. The farm definitely catapults those who are searching for their deepest truth into an acceleration process which is most beneficial, taking them ever faster on their journey.


My daughter has produced two wonderful grandchildren, a pigeon pair as they say, who I enjoy being with whenever I can. Charlie no longer works with me on the farm but trained some years ago in deep-tissue massage. He now assists the guests at the retreat to release the trauma trapped in their body after I have seen them and identified what emotion is causing the pain. This means that the recipient of both my and my son’s treatment can be a double level of healing for them and facilitate a much faster release. Geoff and I have been together since mid-2015 and his presence has enabled the farm to continue as a retreat long beyond my expectations and increasingly enhances the healing that happens here. We are a very close family and all the guests who visit are embraced in this ‘family’ as equals.


If you wish to visit or simply to discuss any aspect of this book, or if you think I might be able to help you in any way, please contact me through my website: www.cotswoldhealingretreat.co.uk where you can find my email address and phone number.






Foreword


‘In the beginning was light, and the light shineth in darkness, and the darkness comprehended it not.’


All that existed was ‘light’ or no-thing-ness. And yet, because of the light, darkness existed, darkness being the opposite of light and being the word used here to depict ‘that which the light didn’t know’. And so it came to pass that the two grew together, in equal measure.


Right from the beginning, light and its opposite grew through the cosmos from the Source, feeling its way along the journey, spreading through the universal system, knowing its contact with the Source and feeling a constant yearning to ‘push forward’ into the unknown.


It met planets on its travels and integrated with their masses, bringing consciousness into their systems in various ways. Each planet brought its own ‘teaching’, allowing the light more knowledge of itself as it ‘experienced’ itself each time.


∗∗∗


Much of the following writings were received from my beloved eldest son, Dom, who left this life on 2 July 2008. I gift these revelations to you, in order that you may understand as much as you can, thus helping to uncover and release your own unique ‘light’ back into our planet.






Introduction


Dom was born on 19 January 1981. He was a very sickly baby, spending many weeks in Great Ormond Street Hospital during his first year of life. He was allergic to many foods until he was 4 years old when he received a wonderful healing (as described fully in From Chrysalis to Butterfly, 2008) and from then on was almost always in good health. He was very active and independent as a child and extremely good-looking to boot, with white/blond hair and blue eyes.


From the age of 7 to about 12/13, he was bullied at school and never really had any friends. Dom’s love of tennis kept him happy, though he could also have been a county cricketer or county/national runner if he had wanted. He started to make friends properly at about the age of 15 and from then on he never looked back. At his funeral, I realised just how many close friends he had, and I think it was because he really took time to be with them, to contact them regularly, and was very good to them. I sensed that Dom was much happier as an adult than he had ever been as a child.


He had a wonderful three years of university life in Liverpool, studying law and being part of the Marine Corps. He was also a Wimbledon umpire through those years and achieved quite a high qualification before his career in the forces took over. ‘I want to do good in the world,’ he said of joining the Royal Marines. Right from his school days (when he never succumbed to the pressures of smoking) and beyond, he was never afraid to stand up and be counted for what he believed in.


Dom and I were incredibly close and he always told everyone how much he loved his mum (I found this out after he died). He would come to me in times of need and often for healing and advice. His trust of me was second to none. We went on holiday together and loved doing all sorts of things together. I think all of this set the stage for what has happened since he died.


As he lay dying in June 2008, I bravely asked the universe if I could learn and grow as much as possible from the experience.


‘Show me healing in its deepest form,’ I prayed, little knowing what I was really asking.


This moment proved to be the start of a journey that would take the rest of my life to complete and be of enormous planetary significance.


After my son died, I was told I would receive a gift. When he started to transmit revelations that clearly and simply explained how our planet had evolved, I knew I was receiving that gift. I was bowled over that I should be entrusted with such deep and amazing knowledge. I had never really delved into the source of our creation before, always being more concerned with the here and now. The revelations came as a complete surprise to me. I did not know I was being prepared for work that would help alter and heal the balance of our planet in such a profound way.


After receiving the first few revelations, I began sharing my new-found knowledge with appropriate guests coming to the retreat, learning, at the same time, how to communicate it, when to communicate it and which parts to communicate. It was completely exhausting for me to continually repeat and explain all that I knew and it often took several hearings before my listeners actually grasped enough of what I was trying to convey, to allow them to truly benefit.


The Butterfly Spreads its Wings was my first attempt to put everything into words. However, the world as we know it was changing so rapidly that, one year later, I had to rewrite the book, renaming it A Memory Returned, incorporating all the extra knowledge I had received throughout 2011, culminating in my extraordinary experiences in Peru during the October of that year. I could not have foreseen how important my trip to Peru was to be. In fact, I’m glad I didn’t or I wouldn’t have been able to do what I had to do, with such ease and clarity. This third edition of A Memory Returned, coming 13 years after the second, is as updated as I can make it at this moment in time and has much more potential to bring deep insight and understanding than was possible in 2011.


On a more personal level, if you are wishing to heal in the deepest possible way, these writings will certainly speed you along your path. I have tried to be as accurate as possible, thus bringing as much enlightenment to the world as I can. This new edition is a lot clearer and has so much more information that it is well worth a read, even if you have studied the second edition many times. I have not felt it necessary to expand too much on the era before individual consciousness as my book, The Alpha and the Omega, first published in April 2023, covers all that is necessary to know there.


Before you begin, ask to learn all that you can as you read and you will benefit to the maximum.


Jesus once said, ‘It is easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God.’ The following revelations help us understand just what Jesus meant and how we ourselves can pass through the ‘eye of the needle’ that he was talking about. It doesn’t happen overnight. We have to be aware of the eye before we can start to move through it. Some people think they can take their baggage through. They try every which way to do so. But, of course, in the end, we all have to realise that it just won’t go. The only way through the eye is to strip ourselves of all that (we think) we are and trust in our heart; we are one with the all. Then, and only then, can we slide back through to that place where wisdom, love and peace reside within us.


‘Then all these gifts will be added unto you … Alleluia.’






1
Balance Explained


Dom enjoyed rock climbing. In August 2008, he was due to embark on a mountain leaders’ course as part of his training with the Royal Marines. He had already begun the course the previous year, but, after only one month’s training, he had tripped on rough ground and broken his arm. Therefore, he had been forced to delay the course for 11 months. He decided to have another attempt because the qualifications it would give him would allow him to train other marines to climb and could also be of use in a future civilian career.


In the early summer of 2008, Dom decided to go and do some practice climbs, trying to get himself back into the swing of climbing before the new course began. He took off one sunny Sunday, accompanied by his younger brother, Charlie and his girlfriend, Eileen. He chose a very picturesque spot, near the Devon coast, six miles from Plymouth. After deliberating on the best place to ascend, he began his climb and reached his first destination safely, a ledge about 65 metres above the ground. But, as he started to abseil back down to ground level, something happened and he fell. He landed on extremely rocky terrain, crashing his head on some sharp rocks and falling very quickly unconscious.


He survived in hospital for 10 days, but never regained consciousness before he died. The following is an account of what happened between my son and me during those final days.


∗∗∗


When I entered the intensive care unit where Dom was lying, a few hours after his accident, I realised immediately that he wasn’t in his body. His body was lying on a bed, heavily drugged to stop him moving, so I said to the Dom I could feel floating swiftly up and down the room: ‘Dom, this is your body. It isn’t a joke. You are actually looking at your own body. Go back in and see for yourself.’ I felt him stop abruptly in his tracks and a massive shock ran through him. I heard his thoughts: ‘Oh no, that can’t be right.’ So I said, ‘Yes, Dom. Go back in your body and have a look at the truth for yourself.’ I felt him slide back into his body. After a short while, I left the room, to give him time to come to terms with the situation.


The next time I visited Dom, he was safely back in his body and was taking on full recognition of what had happened. I knew I could not communicate with him at this point so I decided to leave him until he was ready to contact me.


Sometime later—I forget which part of the hospital I was in—I felt Dom around me again. He wanted to discuss everything with me, which was quite natural to him when he was in trouble. He knew I could hear him because we had already communicated. We discussed the damage to his brain and the general physical state of his body. We talked about whether he could pull his body back from this situation in a way that would enable him to live a future life with some sort of meaning. Having talked over every aspect, he then went off to consider it all and to see how he could go about healing himself.


Meanwhile, his girlfriend Eileen and I were offering his body healing, the doctors were keeping him stable with drugs and all that could be done to give him the best chance of recovery, including further surgery, was being done.


Over the next few days, I made it clear to Dom that he would only receive full healing if he truthfully faced himself, faults and all. We discussed, in detail, the main issues that troubled him in this life and he managed to face them all full on and accept them for what they were. He accepted he had not handled them correctly and promised never to run away from them again. We faced character difficulties he had and how he could put them right. These things were not achieved quickly. It took a lot of trust on his part and a lot of admission. But it was not a new process. Dom and I had done many mini sessions like this in the past, but never before at such a deep level and with such intense sincerity. Dom knew he had to lay himself completely bare if he was to have any chance of survival.


By the time the doctors had decided to try and bring Dom round, he felt ready to attempt a return to life. Over the next day or so, his physical condition swung back and forth precariously and, eventually, due to an infection, the doctors had to fully sedate him again.


I found myself back in communication with Dom. We discussed the possibility of him giving his life totally into the service of God. This might mean he could carry on as a Royal Marine … but it might not. It might mean that he could live at his beloved farm again one day … but it might not. It might mean he could keep his current girlfriend … but it might not. But giving his life to God and relinquishing all his earthly desires would mean that the highest good for humanity would be achieved, and Dom decided that whatever the cost to himself, this was what he wanted.


A little while later, when I was sitting at Dom’s bedside, I said to the nurse, ‘It would take a miracle to help him now, wouldn’t it?’ She nodded slowly. As I sat there, I prayed as I had never prayed before. I asked God to show me healing in its deepest form. After a while, I felt healing energy circulating in the quietness of the room. It surrounded Dom and I sensed its power.


After that, I went upstairs to the hospital chapel. The atmosphere inside was overwhelmingly powerful. I can only attempt to describe it as thick, almost tangible, and as I walked further into the chapel I felt I might faint at any moment. I looked up at the plain wooden cross above the altar and became aware that, in that very moment, Dom was giving his life to God in an ‘unconditional’ way. I plonked myself unsteadily onto a chair in front of the cross as tears streamed down my face. I felt so incredibly proud of Dom. It was a moment like no other. I sat in silence and shared his private experience in awe. No one came in to disturb us.


I don’t know how long I sat in the chapel for but, after a while, I felt the heavy atmosphere clear a little and I managed to get up shakily and make my way back downstairs to Dom’s unit. My emotions were swinging like billy-o at this point. Sometimes I felt Dom was definitely going to live and sometimes I felt his body was too damaged and he was gone. But, at all times, I continued to pray for the highest good to happen, whatever it might be.


Shortly after this, the doctors told us they had controlled the infection in Dom’s body and had decided to have another go at pulling him back into consciousness. I connected with Dom and felt he was willing to give life another go. As I sensed him slipping back into his body, I left him to it.


But the battle to heal his body had become too great by this time. A lot of his vital organs had started packing up and I think Dom realised he was too damaged to have any decent future quality of life. After a further 24 hours, the doctors suggested turning the ventilators off and Dom died peacefully an hour later.


I knew that the process Dom and I had been through while he was lying unconscious had completed most of the objectives he had preset for this life. The content of our discussions had accelerated his progress so much that he had died quite spiritually grown. I felt terrific joy for him in that, because we had achieved the ‘greater plan’ if not the human desire!


∗∗∗


The day after Dom’s funeral, I was lying outside in a long chair and must have momentarily dropped off to sleep. I remember dreaming I was squatting on the edge of a small ledge with my face to the rock face and my back to the elements. I then felt my feet slip, first the left one and then the right, very specifically in that order. I thought I was falling and I woke up with a huge start. I knew immediately that Dom had been trying to show me how he fell. I rushed into the kitchen where Eileen was busy cooking and asked her what position she had last seen Dom in when he had been on the ledge. She said, ‘Squatting.’ So I had my confirmation. I was only later to realise the significance of this little incident.




I had the overwhelming feeling that it had not been on Dom’s blueprint that he was to die at this time. I suppose I kept asking the question, ‘Why? Why did it happen?’ I felt a desperate need to know why I had lost the son I had never suspected I would lose. I had been told these were to be my last children many years ago and that I would be able to enjoy them to the full. What had happened? What had changed and how could it? My mind never stopped. Many people visiting the retreat had their own ideas about it and told me it was his time to go. I didn’t believe them. It simply didn’t feel right to me.


∗∗∗


Some nine months later, Dom’s girlfriend, Eileen, came to stay with me the night before the inquest. She reluctantly showed me the last picture she had ever taken of Dom. It was taken 20 minutes before he fell. She didn’t like it and she wasn’t sure why. I took one look at the photo and I was flabbergasted. It showed Dom and Eileen close together. The energy around Eileen looked vibrant and alive. The energy around Dom looked dark and closed. It was horribly apparent and when I pointed it out to Eileen she knew immediately what I meant. I said to her, ‘He had already gone!’


We both then knew that, at that point in time, his death was already known, at some level. The picture did not look like Dom at all. I felt I never wanted to see it again.


The day of the inquest dawned and little did I know what an astonishing day it would prove to be. We arrived in Plymouth to find the Royal Marines parading around the town, having just come back from a tour in Afghanistan. As we approached the courtroom in the centre of the town, the Marines seemed to be everywhere, playing their band music and marching in long columns with crowds lining the streets, clapping and cheering. It was nothing to do with us, of course, but, at the same time, it felt like it was everything to do with us.




There was a Royal Marine mountain expert at the inquest who was drafted in by the court to give his opinion on how the accident had happened. Charlie and Eileen had to give evidence as to what they had witnessed on the day. It was to be the first full account of the accident the rest of the family had ever heard.


It transpired that the Royal Marine expert, from the evidence showing on the ground at the scene of the accident, thought Dom had safely climbed up the rock face, being belayed by Charlie. When he reached the top, he put his two anchor points in, ran the rope between the points and tied a knot. At this point, he called to Charlie that he was safe.


He busied himself up on the ledge for a while and the expert explained that, at that stage, Dom would have probably realised he couldn’t abseil down because of the knot, so he would have tried to undo it. He said that it looked as if Dom had slipped at that point—the anchor points had failed to hold him and he had fallen. Both points were found on the ground. It was evident to the Royal Marine expert that Dom had not put his anchor points in with a 50–50 weighting. He had put them in unevenly, which was why they had not held his weight and saved his life. A verdict of accidental death was given.


After the inquest, we, the family, decided to go and visit the spot where Dom had fallen. We climbed over some very rough terrain to the scene of the accident. I looked at the sharp rocks at the foot of the cliff, wondering which one had dealt the fatal blow. Then I glanced up at the ledge from which Dom had fallen and, to my amazement, I could see him waving and smiling down at me from the top. He spoke clearly: ‘This is the last thing I remember, mum. I don’t remember being on the ground.’ These were very comforting words for a troubled and grieving mother! He also let me know he had been extremely happy in his last moments.


I looked up again at the ledge to which Dom had climbed. I could just make out where his anchor points would have been. I suddenly realised there was no way that Dom could have fallen from that ledge. There was a tree growing out from the centre and it would have caught him or at least made quite a noise of breaking branches as he fell past it, which neither his brother nor Eileen had heard. My glance slid to a foot below the ledge where there was a long crack in the rock running almost parallel to the ledge but on a distinct slant. The slant ran across the rock face, the left side lower than the right.


My brain started to turn crazy somersaults. It became abundantly clear to me that Dom had started to abseil down the cliff face, realised the knot was stopping him, and put his feet in the convenient crack to take his weight and balance himself while he tried to undo the knot. Of course, the exact angle of the crack would mean that most of his weight was on his left foot! My brain tracked back to the dream I had had the day after the funeral. So that was why I had felt my left foot slide first and the right foot afterwards! My gaze was riveted on the crack in my sudden comprehension.


My mind moved on … The anchor points that should have held him were not placed in a balanced way and therefore did not hold him when his weight suddenly required it. I felt incredibly sick. I knew I had come as close as anyone could, to knowing what had happened and why. Dom had given me such a distinct clue in the dream, the day after the funeral. And the anchor points were a huge sign that Dom was not balanced in his life. The opinion of the Royal Marine expert was given as a confirmation of this fact.


Hence, it was with utter dismay that I realised Dom had been functioning from a very vulnerable position. The tough life tests he had experienced during the last two years had pushed him beyond a level he could cope with. Therefore, he had been living on the vulnerable side of his pivot point for the last few months but none of us had known it. I knew, of course, that he was being pushed very, very hard but I thought I would be able to help him gently over the coming years. I did not understand that once we are functioning on the vulnerable side of our pivot point, our survival is dependent on the will of the collective consciousness.




If you are wondering what a decent young man like Dom could have been doing to become so vulnerable, I will explain:


Two years previously, Dom had had a short friendship with a young lady of a similar age. It was nothing too serious; they just went out, on and off, for a few months. She had previously been married and she told Dom that she couldn’t have children. He, being a rather naive sort, believed her and took a silly risk by having unprotected sex. It didn’t take Dom too long to realise she was not the one for him and he told her he didn’t want to date anymore. Shortly afterwards, he left for a tour in Afghanistan feeling he was free to go his own way and so was she.


Little did he know that she was already pregnant. I will not go into any detail about what happened between them except to say that the situation being as it was, and my naive son being such a sensitive and trusting soul, the ensuing financial battle blew his mind into a terrible place. He became suicidal.


Although I was very upset for my son, like any mother would be, I thought I had plenty of time to help him accept the consequences of his former ‘reckless’ actions. I thought I could one day help him accept that the baby was his and that he had a responsibility towards his son. I was convinced that if I could persuade the young lady to leave Dom alone for a while, he would calm down and I could help them both to see the situation in a more reasonable light. I had written to her explaining this but had not had a reply.


At this time, Dom was coming home nearly every weekend. I knew it was because he needed refuge from what was going on and I didn’t question him, feeling his home should rightly be the sanctuary he sought. However, he was obviously very bitter and was saying some pretty harsh things. He didn’t mean them, of course, but he was at the time receiving phone calls from the baby’s mother during the night, and when he picked up the phone he could hear the one year old screaming on the other end of the line. The lady was also hounding him at his flat on a regular basis. The more she hounded him, the angrier he became. He wouldn’t willingly talk about it to any of us in the family. He was shutting us, and the situation, out.


∗∗∗


Around the end of April that same year (about two months before Dom had his accident), I had felt an energetic change around the farm. I had also been told by the universe that my deceased mother had to go and do another job (in the spirit world) and I was informed I would have a temporary guide. This guide turned out to be a novice and I thought, at the time, that I was being used to give her an opportunity to work with someone like me.


Everything in my diary began to empty. I had just opened the retreat and was starting to take bookings. Suddenly, no more bookings came in. I just had a few inquiries that came to nothing. My own personal diary became empty too. I found myself wandering around the farm saying to the universe, ‘Well, OK. I’m here if you need me but I accept it if you don’t.’ I was beginning to think I wasn’t going to run a retreat after all! However, that seemed very strange, after all the work and finance that had gone into it. There was a kind of hush around me, and I didn’t know why.


On 22 June 2008, Dom fell. It was immediately apparent to me why my life had come to a standstill. It was also clear that the universe had known from the end of April that Dom would not now swing back to the safe side of his pivot point. His thoughts and actions had crossed a fatal line. He was vulnerable! My mother had withdrawn from me in order to prepare, as much as she could, for the upcoming event.
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