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Preface/Disclaimer

I will start with the obvious. I am a psychic and not a doctor. Medics have their own views about life on Earth. I have mine. This is a spiritual view of the world and not a medical one. I do not diagnose your condition. For that you need a medical practitioner. All I do is point out opportunities for change from the obvious routes. This book is about people and the fixes they get themselves into over unimaginable timescales. I use remedies as exempla, and that is all I do.

There is no legal disclaimer for past lives that I know of, so I have made this one up. I hereby declare that I have not invented or fabricated my own past lives here. They are true to me. Past lives may not be your most interesting subject matter, but they are mine. I may, and do, take some liberties with several famous personalities but that is only to show you, the reader, how your past lives evolve into who you may be today. My book is my own collection of prior incarnate memories. Anyone famous who takes part here has on some level agreed to be in this work. No psychic can access the Akashic without permission of the soul incarnate. That is a truth unknown to most. I am here to speak about you and how you may interact with others on a timescale beyond all imaginings. That is my mission.

These stories are true in spiritual terms although they may not appear correct from a human perspective. Karma heals and people fight. This book is about past lives and not about today’s roles we play, although it can be. There are real names in the text, and I hope their families will be delighted to hear how well their discarnate member, or indeed living grandpapa, is progressing. Everyone named within these covers is a fast tracker to Enlightenment. They are all healing entities. There will be some aspects of background knowledge which are taken from the Internet. I cannot, and will not, believe every last detail of my own script, for I am human just as you are. My spirit guide, Thor, has furnished me with some details, while others I have intuited from real-time clairvoyance and telepathic communications. Nothing is real here in the sense of being of Earth alone.

The world moves forward, and each time it moves facts change. That is why I use the Internet for a detailed understanding of someone’s prior existence. It helps me intuit how they may relate to the here and now. If, for example, I say an oboe concerto in D Major is the work that influenced the Beatles I may be wrong. It could have been that concerto in E Minor, the one that Vivaldi chose to give away and never appeared under his name. As it is, I have used the general term oboe concerto to get around pointless issues of respect to past life entities who bother me with finicky details of their past era moments. I try as hard as I can to intuit correctly. I am a details person, but some things are simply too complicated to go into this short book. Other facts are placed here for the benefit of historical accuracy. Not everyone understands Vivaldi’s dated times of entry and release, so I make that clear. I give his carnal years, a term which refers to when he was born and died. Supposedly, I add. As with William Shakespeare, who butted into the text with his correct birthday year, the Internet is not perfect either. I can, and do, disagree with my own research but only if I hear it correctly from another source. In my case, that means Thor, my dearly beloved spirit guide, who puts me right when I wander off the road of truth. Otherwise, I stick to the timeframe on the Internet.


Introduction

All the world’s a stage. Shakespeare wrote that. What that great man might have added, had he been psychic today, is that we all must play a role on the world heritage site called Britannia. That wording is strange I know for it refers to our Earth crust. It is a spiritual term. The area of the Earth plateau where we learn about life and love is known as Britannia. It simply is. Gaia and her Earth crust is none too happy with our play to date. That all the world’s a stage thing has got out of hand. We are not obeying the laws of nature any longer. Indeed, we’ve taken over the play. The world as we know it is a mess.

Gaia is a living entity. She doesn’t take too well to destruction. All those pneumatic drills and unnatural fertilisers. All her blooms are diminishing rapidly. Through time we have polluted Mother Earth to such an extent that she is now howling in anger. I’ll get them, she says. I’ll show them who’s boss. Get thee on thy feet Covid. I need thee to rampage around the land and cause havoc. That’ll wake them up. If I must die, so shall they. Well, that is unfair really. Gaia is a nice person. If you met her in the street, you would see the wisdom of her ways. This beloved Earth goddess is desperate to regain her position in everyone’s thoughts. Enough of those scientists in their laboratories, she is muttering. I want Earth to be respected. And I would agree with her commentary on that.

Within these covers you will discover a lot about reincarnation and how we all need to move forward with wisdom, compassion, and joy to make amends for our destructive path. The Earth is a healer. Not in the true sense but nevertheless she provides us with the right attributes to keep healthy. We have destroyed all that, or nearly, through pollution and materialism.

Our karmic load is refined today to just one task. Wake up, Covid is nigh. That means you need to understand why the Earth shell, or crust, is in a poorly condition and how to change your ideas about the world. That is the real message behind the Covid call up above. Covid is a messenger boy. He brings fear, but he also brings a change of direction for humanity. If you understood the psychic aspect of life, it would all make sense. We are all wired up for psychic hearing just like me. There is no difference between us all, except for one thing. People have forgotten how to connect mostly. I will instruct you on how to become fully psychic later in the book. For now, our most important truth is that Covid has taken his place upon the world stage, and his acting is rather good. He is taking a standing ovation too. The world soul is pleased with his performance. All good so far.

The soul 

The soul is a subject few understand. You’ll get the picture of how the soul fits into the human existence as you read through the text. Every soul that has ever lived steps out onto the world stage sooner or later. They come to strut their stuff, as Sir Walter Raleigh might. Or they incarnate for the purpose of playwriting. Or maybe they were just very psychic and let it all roll out chaotically but naturally. That would be a Shakespearean actor in another era called David Garrick. His incarnate choice was to be a farmer, and not an actor in the least. But the soul and he disagreed for once, and he ended up on the stage after all. He is a footballer now. A very famous one too.

We all play many life roles and mostly they are to do with the physical. If you cannot perform on stage, then you perform on the ground. The Earth square as it is known. That is how a Shakespearean actor of great renown like Garrick finds his soul, or alter ego to be precise, performing on the football pitch later in his incarnational history. He returns in another guise. We all do.

Your soul is a tidy-minded little nerd. He’s bright enough but he doesn’t get it. He seems to think he’s in charge. Well, he is. Except for one thing. Freewill. I will talk a lot about freewill and its effect on society later. For now though I am discussing the soul and its impact on society. The soul doesn’t see life as you do. It has its own agenda, and that feeds into the life purpose you may choose before birth. That’s why I say the soul is not very bright, although it is. It interferes in choices. It can disagree with the will at the drop of a hat. That is why accidents occur. You make the best choice, and all goes to the wall. How did that happen, you say? Well, the soul disagreed with your status. It wanted something else to occur.

The soul will tell you through instinct to go somewhere. Your freewill, or intellect as it is known down here, may disagree. That’s not logical you may think. I’ll go over there instead. Wham, a bus hits you. It was nowhere in sight. That’s not fair, you may argue. Well, that is one situation of many. Life is complex. Theoretically, the soul will always lead you back to your appointed crossroads. You may take the right path this time and all is well. Your soul is pleased with you. That is called a gut instinct working correctly.

To recap here, your soul works through the gut, your intellect works on its own. The intellect has no spiritual capacity whatsoever. That is why freewill is important. It allows you to discuss Earth business without any guidance from afar. That is how we learn life’s lessons. We go out there, experience pain or hardship in some setting, and then we get real about our prospects on Earth and start to meditate. Then we reconnect with Source and understand that freewill alone is obviously not a good idea. Life on Earth is a combination of wholesome standards and economic gain. We need both in other words. Nothing is fair on Earth. As Shakespeare stated quite clearly, life is a playground where we enjoy, suffer and despair. After that, well, who knows. We go somewhere else.

What we have done collectively today is to allow one mass delusional purpose to take over. That is freewill in the making. We have chosen intellect over freedom of choice. An idea takes hold and then we all become propagated with untruths through media outlets. The intellect takes over and we all agree. Covid must be destroyed. Come what may, we will get the little blighter. He becomes a borstal candidate. That means that we have all turned Little Covid the bug into an abusive teenager who needs to be put in his place. We are in denial of the facts. He is a natural element to society. It is our gut awareness that needs reactivating on this one. Covid is entirely natural. It is our belligerent attitude that needs adjusting. We have raped and pillaged our way through nature for too long. Nature is merely reinstating her power salve. She will repeat her message until we get real about our plight. Nature is in a mess, and we must resolve this issue fast.

Covid is not a heroic medicine, nor is it a vaccination policy. It is a natural entity. We should not be allowing our bodies to be polluted through a scientific whim. The consequences could be severe through time. No one, not even the scientist in the street, understands the long-term effects of his drugging. We are not there yet. The future is unknown. Doctors have overmedicated the world for aeons, and they still haven’t learnt. We are holistic. We are not engines that need oil to work. No one should be drugging the entire world population unless it be sourced correctly. That means using Gaia’s framework, or healing capacity. Her herbs and shrubs are natural, and it is to them that we should look today. Nature’s healing capacity is huge, but we only listen to the scientist.

Natural abilities over time 

Sometimes your soul will insist you repeat a stage of development until it is happy with your situation. Take Shakespeare. He needed to reassess his poetry from a new angle. That was his mission, or karmic ordeal. All those dactylic hexameters of Vergil were out. Iambic pentameters were in. That was Shakespeare exerting new powers over old methodology. As you may have intuited, Old Will was the reincarnation of Publius Vergilius. Today we know him as Vergil, author of the Aeneid. Shakespeare was reassessing his worth in the light of a new era. He came to shine a light brightly on humanity, and for that he used his playwright skills. Vergil helped him with all that. A few tweaks here and there, a new dialogue occasionally, maybe a different verse composition. That is how incarnations interrelate. They help each other in certain missions.

Today we need new lights aglow in the darkness of our Covid hour. That is me maybe pulling on Plato, my earlier incarnation. Like me he was a writer. I may use Marlowe too. He was an Elizabethan playwright, and it is through his connection that I can download personal information about his mate, Will Shakespeare. Not everyone can connect to a previously famous persona. It is not within their capacity, but I can. I do it mostly through soul acquisition. A technical term which means that I find someone at soul who knew that person in a prior lifetime and ask politely if they will allow me into their karmic space. That is how I write so truthfully about other people’s lives. I understand them from the soul disposition of their truth.

The gut and your creativity 

The psychic aspect of life is intuited by the gut. We have all heard of the gut instinct. It is bandied about daily. I just felt it in my gut, that sort of thing. Well, no, that is usually fear you are feeling near your stomach or solar plexus area. That is not a gut instinct per se, although it could be if a dangerous situation were about to occur. The gut allows you to create. It is near the sacrum, that creative energetic area called the gonads. The gut is fast asleep today. To be truthful here it has been overmedicated. Chemists and doctors in general are to blame. Medication hits the gut wall with aplomb. Ever since the earliest hour of chemistry, magicians have experimented with material doses. In those days it was the alchemists who did the damage. Today it is medical science that is at fault. Natural supplements, even aspirin for it hails from the willow bark, are fine in moderation, but not pure chemistry. That is evil. Chemists know not what they do. And I would include medical doctors in that brand of science. They are polluting everyone’s body in the same way. That allows nature to fall back and allow other bugs, more massive and dangerous, to take over. That is why I say to you that the medical fraternity have gone too far on Covid. If the entire world population takes a Covid vaccination who is left? Cross-pollination is vital on our planet. Just as in nature, we need to survive the rampage of new bugs and viruses. We can’t do that if our immune response is tweaked for one task only.

Your stage performance 

We all must perform on the world stage with Shakespearean intent. Take up a role and move forward with a laugh or two maybe. I’m not laughing out loud at old Puck though. I see his sentiments only too well. He is pointing out what we all should have observed, not just me today. The gods watch over us. They allow us all to make mistakes, and they have a laugh or two in the stalls of the theatre. Today I would suggest the entire world population is watching and waiting for Covid to be carried off stage on a stretcher. It won’t do. Covid is going nowhere. He is firmly taking a central role for a while at least, and the audience, our spirit guides, know that. They can see where it is all heading. Towards the pharmaceutical counter maybe.

Covid is a mild bug mostly. Allow yourself to heal naturally if you may. That would be Puck’s message not mine. I would say you need to get real about love and your future health options. Think about nature and its healing capacity.

If you are famous in one incarnation, then the tendency is to be famous in another too. Take Galen, that problem solver in olden years. He is heralded as a wonder boy of modern-day medicine, the first true doctor. Well, I knew him. He was a twat, but he did have a few brilliant ideas about humours. He understood emotion and its consequences. Today Galen is reincarnated as Prince Charles. That is why the prince bangs on about wholeness and so forth. He had an outstanding sense of the natural environment in that prior incarnation, and he brought that aspect through to his current incarnation.

That is how we all grow in stature. We perform, then we devolve through ego. Then we live once more and perchance to dream maybe, we coexist with our spiritual healing guide and get it right next time we visit the Earth and its finery. The ego devolves and our spiritual wellbeing improves. That is called incarnational growth.

The Elizabethan townscape is full of mystery. We all love our Elizabethan moment on TV, all those dashing men in colourful silks and satins strutting around the court. Well, they were rough cloth in the main. There were no sweatshops in India then, only goodly souls who sewed up slits in the padding and made them appear pompous and grand. That is the play Shakespeare alludes to when he suggests that we all live on a stage. He might have said live thou a goodly existence unless thy soul be destroyed by pollution. That could be today too, although he may have used it as a method of mentioning sanitation methods in the streets in his own era. London was alive with bugs and horrible germs in that time space. We have them today too. They are called Covid one, two, three, four, five, six and so on. Bugs proliferate. What we really need to do now is clean up our girth, or inner self-worth, and get real about who is doing what. Get real about your health and how to look after it. By doing that we all benefit. The bug dies down as our immune response improves and our inert sense of being becomes sentient once more.



Chapter 1 


The Illusory Field


Shakespeare, Lennon, and the healing platform 


Illusion is everywhere. Take the sun. That is an illusion, for it shines and glimmers and yet it never allows anyone to see it fully. It is too bright for that. So, you could say that it is not there, for its exterior rays are all that are visible. Then there is the moon. Well, that is solid you say. I can see it in the night. It is strong and powerful. Those lunar rays are powerful for sure, but they are nothing like as dangerous as the ones that flare from Saturn. They are the real boys in town right now. Those Saturnian flames are high above the world’s atmosphere, and they affect every aspect of our dire condition. Let’s take Jupiter. Well, perhaps not. I’d be here all day if I were to pronounce on every light energy in the sky. Moreover, you might disbelieve me.


You were listening to start with weren’t you, but now you’re beginning to wonder. Am I wasting my time here, or could it be true? That would be your questioning by now. There are universal truths that none of us believe, and there are others which are pure common sense, so they are accepted. I can’t guide you on that. You must decide where to draw the line. This is a book of questions. I tempt you and then you fall into disbelief. The world has become a mercenary dwelling. No one understands the psychic unless they be psychic. I can’t place you inside my head. What I can do though is heal your concerns about Covid. Well, I can give you a few guidelines. That is all.


As you progress through the text you will pick up a new understanding of life. It’s about karma and reincarnation. Both these misunderstood areas of the psychic undermine our ability to heal. That is true. What may not be so easy is to believe in the past in general. Who we, or I for that matter, have been in past eras. Our past personas are various. Some are famous, others not so. I’m going to keep with the famous ones for now. They are more fun because they are big characters mostly. They shine away in our auric field. The big names mean something. They are there in the history books.


William Shakespeare, poet and playwright, 1564–1616 AD 


I’m going to start with Shakespeare. Not because he was me or indeed anyone I know. Instead, I am going to look at his styling of certain words and show you how he worked for the spiritual realms as they are called upstairs. He’s fun, he’s cool and he’s most definitely relevant to this book. He pops up all over the first chapter here as well as the introduction, so if you haven’t read that yet please do. It’s relevant. I’m not going to argue over dates, but Will is telling me he was baptised at two, so maybe he is a little older than people make out at a certain time. I don’t know. I was just told that.


That is how clairaudience works. They tell you things and insist you put them down. My book is littered with wording I would not choose, but they say it’s important, so I write it out in spiritual speak. That means I take a sentence from the Spirit Salve and repeat it verbatim. You’ll find plenty of weirdly styled wording, and that is because, as I have just said, I repeat what I hear. I don’t make it up.


You will find that I digress often. It’s because I like to inform you about matters connected to Shakespeare or other playwrights for that matter. They all connect up somewhere along the line. For a start they share a grouping. It’s called the Playwright Soul. That ethereal venture imposed on society for the purpose of brightening up everyone’s day. Everyone needs a laugh now and then. It’s important for mankind’s cheer. That was written into the Earth contract when it was new. We need light-hearted laughter down here. It’s going to be hard work, they might have added. And it is. Life is difficult for everyone down on the Earth plane.


Shakespearian intent was wit. Vergilian idealism was cosmos or the greater good. Bach wanted to be alone in his thoughts. He was soulful. Churchill came to heal society through warfare. They are all one thread. What I mean by thread is that each persona here is part of a greater whole. If I link into any of them, I will find the others turning up in the story one way or another. They are connected past lives. There are other connections too, like Dido, the prophetess of doom within the Aeneid series. She was an incarnate on Earth long before Vergil wrote her story. She knew another of Shakespeare’s past personas, this time a dark-skinned young man. He was the inspiration for Othello, one of Will’s greatest tragedies. Will’s choice of a black hero is unusual in that era. He pulled out that thread and thought, wow, what a winner. He’ll be the talk of the town. And he has been. It’s a great play and a popular subject matter for theorists ever since.


Vergil and me 


Vergil and I go way back. I did him at school. He was hard work, but he got me a place at Liverpool to study Latin. I turned it down, but I could have gone on to become a classicist. I have Vergil to thank for that. He pointed out the text for me when the interviewer pulled the complete works of Vergil off the shelf. Here, find me an example of that interesting Latinism you just mentioned. Well, the book fell open at exactly the right page. A miracle. I thought she’d caught me out on that one, but no, there it was staring at me. I couldn’t believe it. The exact style of wording I had just spouted on about enthusiastically. That is called a connection at soul. We all have them. Moments of miracle when the strange, rare and peculiar happens. We get lucky.


Chemicals and me 


Shakespeare knew how to woo the crowds. Global corporates do something similar. It’s called magnetism. You create a product, such as a play, call it something special, Covid vac maybe and then you put on a show. I have not mixed my messages, but I am telling two tales at once. One about Covid and another about Shakespearian intent. It’s called being psychic in the round. There I go again. Alluding to the Globe Theatre, the one that Shakespeare built for his theatre performances. Illusion is everywhere. It always has been. Some of us understand it, and some do not.


The literal aspects of the world, or Asperger types, are in the main the science crowd. They take wording so literally that it’s a bore. A chemist will see his concoction literally or materially. He does not see it as a focal point for mass delusional heresy in a world of Christianity for example. He just sees his special mix on its own merits. He takes his pay packet and goes home. Or like me, he might be idiot enough to trial someone else’s special potions and drop down dead. That was me in a prior incarnation as Galen’s assistant. He was experimenting. It was unfortunate to say the least. I died, sighed with relief, and said never again shall I help out old Galen. He was a prat if ever there was one.


Reincarnation helps us all to understand why some people regard doctors as a horror story ready to be unveiled. We think we may be poisoned by them. Well, I was, so maybe that accounts for some of my concerns over Covid drugs and so on. Others will take their medication gladly for they see their dear old doctor as a saviour. Some will pronounce him a crook and others a quack. That would be my gran, Ethel Snow. She loathed doctors, wouldn’t have them in the house. Get out, don’t come here. That would be an edited version of Grandma Ethel’s wording. She really did not enjoy their company at all. As for me, I tolerate them, but I can’t say I’m too pleased when they send me letters inviting me for tests and so on. I didn’t ask to be poked and prodded, and to be honest here I am perfectly healthy. Why bother. I use homeopathic medicines if I am out of balance. As I said, Galen created that fear within me. He killed me off with drugs. That was the end of my play in ancient times. I had to start all over.


Any moment in history can give you dread of proceeding down a certain pathway. It’s called astral fear. If you have been poisoned by a doctor, then you may revert to type. Become an artist or maybe a playwright. That way you can write your truth from a clearer perspective than most. Take Agatha Christie, that author of poisons galore. Who knows how she came to enjoy all those death scenarios? One thing is for sure though. The answers will be tucked away somewhere within her auric field.


Reincarnation 


An incarnate on Earth has many lifetimes to explore multiple cultures, and today I am listening in to Old Will about the Elizabethan era. Before, I was tuned into Galen. Or Prince Charles of Wales as he is known today. The two are the same. Galen sits under Charles’ hat brow. What I mean is that the Prince of Wales, to give him his proper title, is thinking about life in a similar manner as Galen would. That is because Galen is influencing his thoughts. That is all. We all do that. It is called considering life in the way a prior incarnate might.


The reincarnation theory is for the loner in the street. Take the Anglican clergy, or even a monk in white orders. They can’t get their head around eternity. It’s not in the Bible. Eternity means forever more. Well, that is recycling to me or reincarnation. Going round and round. That is an eternal situation. Going upstairs and staying there forevermore is not eternity. It is remaining in bliss and doing nothing in particular. It sounds rather boring to me. A few fluffy clouds and a harp to while away the time. There is no purpose to that state. Whims of Eden I would call their way of doing stuff. They spout forth about an idyll to come. It sounds good but there is no substance to it.


What would a doctor think about all this, you ask. He’s a sensible chap. Too sensible I would suggest. He’d say, albeit in a kindly fashion, that perhaps I was hearing voices. Hmm, a bit suspect, haul her off to the secure unit. And by the way take these pills. They’re called antipsychotics. Just something to calm you down a little bit. That would be his calling card. A drug prescription and an enforced residency somewhere.


States of mind 


What I am saying here is that some things are goodly, or perceived so, as with the Covid vaccination scheme worldwide, and other things are crass like I can channel Shakespeare. So, which is correct? I would say neither. You have to take your instinct and run with it. The clearer your thoughts are, the better your intuition. It is known as self-confidence with a green tag.


The psychic side of the world has collapsed completely today through drugs mainly, but in the Elizabethan era there were still many intuitive souls about. Shakespeare was one such human. He knew all the facts. He simply did not explain them correctly within his plays.


As You Like It is not Will’s most obviously psychic play. That would be A Midsummer Night’s Dream. And yet it is the best worded for that purpose. All the world’s a stage is just one psychic quotation from that worthy pen. How can one person be so witty, truthful, and forever memorable, you ask me? Well, he couldn’t. There are limits to being a genius, even for Shakespeare. He was a country lad. No particular education that would make him stand out from the crowd. Like me, he heard every word of his plays through clairaudience.


Shakespeare was a very psychic soul. He understood the universe in all its wonder. Just as Dido and Aeneas gazed at the cosmos in their rural retreat so did Theseus wonder at the great sky. It is not the script but the wonder at all things ethereal which remains the same. Publius and Will both had a mission to set the town ablaze with thought patterns. They both incarnated for the same reason. To show the world how well we might be if only we could reach for the stars and perceive the world and its wonder correctly.


Authors may express different opinions, but they all think. That is called wonder to me. They think it all through before doing something like setting word to paper. They must otherwise those words would at best be lost to posterity through lacklustre wording, or maybe they would never get written in the first place. They might philosophise for too long and then die pen in hand. That was me. I died with another play on my lips. Not Marlowe this time, but Aristophanes, the Greek playwright from classical Athens. You must finish your work if society is to see your purpose.


I will make one short diversion of thought here. It is about Purcell, that noted operatic composer. He wrote a grand play about Dido and Aeneas. It was about him really. He had incarnated hot from Carthage and wished to relieve his guilt at a misconception. He never committed suicide, he died of poisonous gases. Purcell had been Dido, Queen of Carthage. When an author decides on subject matter there is always a reason. The grand opera Purcell composed is full of mystery and hidden meanings. That was Purcell sounding out his fantasies about Dido and her North African race. I am not saying Purcell was psychic. He was not. But he was doing what we all do, which is to enjoy an era he felt connected with. In this case it was to connect to Dido, the beautiful queen of Perge. Carthage is a later name for the same place.


Shakespearean cant 


Most writings on spirituality are not taken seriously, so you have to play-act. Like me. I take a few celebrities and joke around, but the meaning is real enough. That was Will too. He dotted his plays with allusions to spirituality but never said anything particularly pointed. I would say Old Will was cheering on society from the sidelines because he could see how dark Elizabethan England had become. He was rousing the old whiskers to twitch and stir, think on’t, that kind of thing. Get the old grey matter shifting and move forward.


The seven stages of man in As You Like It reference the equinox and its timing. We feel differently at different times of the year. He was linking into his Celtic heritage when he spoke about the lunar year. He alludes to lights in the skies. These are the energy centres or chakra systems which connect us to eternity. They come in different colours too. An orange may suggest energetic worth, the blue how to speak your truth maybe. Everything in Shakespearian lingo has a spiritual meaning. It’s all there if you know what to look for.


Old Will understood the world and its inheritance well. He knew it all. He was a farmer’s son after all. He was a countryman at heart, and he understood the local ley lines like the back of his hand. I would call Shakespeare a Luna in homeopathic terms. He understood the moon energies brilliantly and he wrote his plays at specific times of the year when he could link into his best wiring. He understood the night owl and the elm tree too. There wasn’t much you could teach Old Will about life in the round. He was an all singing all dancing caterpillar of a guy. All aglow with enthusiasm to teach the world his knowledge, but his transformation moment never occurred. He kept banging out the blockbuster plays without going for the jugular with a nuanced play around karmic debt.


Shakespeare knew how to woo the crowds in his theatre. He gave them cheer, but he also gave them something more important. He gave them hope through his innuendos about fairy land, all aglow in the darkness of the Reformation. Religious turmoil was out there on the streets in the Elizabethan era. Old Will had the public at heart when he wrote about magic and so on. It cheered them up in their darkest hour. That sounded rather Churchillian didn’t it. Well, it would. Shakespeare was Sir Winston in a previous life form. Churchill sourced some of his best lines from Shakespeare. He knew them instantly. They were there within his auric field, or glow, hanging around for him to use once more.
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