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Introduction


by Guy Lyon Playfair


“There is no experience like first-hand experience,” says Gary Williams, “and I have had many of them.” In this lively and enjoyable book he shares many of them with the reader, whether they were positive, like his sittings with mediums Brian Hurst, Warren Smith, Albert Best and Alex Tanous and an encounter with a poltergeist, or negative, as in the case of a well-known couple who he describes as “blatant frauds”. He also has little time for fashionable TV “mediums” who somehow manage to keep going despite evidence of their fakery. I would advise any of these pretenders who come across Gary to run away and hide.


Good travel guides know their chosen areas. In this book, readers are in safe hands as they are guided through several of those mysterious regions often lumped together and labelled “paranormal”, from UFOs, ghosts and EVPs, (electronic voice phenomena), to precognitive dreams, predictions and reincarnation. Homage is paid to such members of the Hall of Fame psychical research as Leslie Flint, Edgar Cayce, and especially the author’s friend Alex Tanous. There are also chapters on astrology, which Gary practises, and religion, about which he has his reservations.


The book is as informative as it is enjoyable reading, and its author comes across as an honest seeker of truth who does his best to clarify an often misunderstood subject.


Guy Lyon Playfair


London, England


20 February, 2016





Preface


A writer needs a pretty good reason to introduce yet another book on the paranormal into today’s crowded market. Though there are many books about psychic subjects, and not a few about ghosts and hauntings not to mention a popular TV show in which amateur ghost hunters (who are really plumbers) try their best to discern some kind of haunting phenomenon where there may not be any; there are precious few books about psychic phenomena that force us to look at the world through a different lens. For if any of the things I say in this book are true then we must establish a new world view. New paradigms must be constructed that allow for the continuity of consciousness after physical death. This should not be too difficult because quantum physics is now establishing that there may be multiple dimensions beyond the physical one. My experiences with psychic phenomena point to the idea that there are indeed such dimensions.


My friends say I am secretive and devious. That such an individual should undertake a work of autobiography, albeit optimistically impersonal, must seem at least perverse and at best brazen. But therein may dwell a certain stimulus to titillation, if not to honourable intellectual exertion. The secretive person, you see, supposes himself on terms of such private and artful intimacy with the truth that he can thread his way without deceit but also without inexpedient disclosure through the narration of a story which is his own only to the extent that it reveals him utterly and honestly. This, of course, is the beauty of his predicament, and it may make for a certain aesthetic effect, setting the matter of contemplation apart from the means of its comprehension. Writers are regarded as privileged eccentrics.


In writing this book I felt it was time to take a fresh look at such subjects as ghosts, hauntings, poltergeists, flying saucers, out of body experiences, near death experiences and the prediction of the future, and probably more important than any of the others: the meaning of life.


My psychic journey began while I was a teenager in high school; while at the library I stumbled upon a book entitled The World of Psychic Phenomena by Florence S. Edsall. The book opened up a whole new world for me full of things to explore which were unexplained. I had no idea at that time that it would launch me on a journey that would last me the rest of my life. I have had enough “proof” to convince me of the reality of psychic phenomena but beyond that I believe I have been fortunate enough to grasp the meaning of these experiences beyond what they appear to be on the surface.


The communications from my father after his death have convinced me of the reality of life after death. When I wrote A Life Beyond Death in 1989 science was just on the cutting edge exploring the idea of multiple dimensions. Now it seems a comfortable fit for “where we go when we die”. We cannot visualize another world ruled by quite other laws, the reason being that we live in a specific world which has helped to shape our minds and establish our basic psychic conditions. However, there are indications that at least part of the psyche is not subject to the laws of space and time. Scientific proof of that has been provided by the well-known researcher J. B. Rhine in Durham, North Carolina at Duke University. Along with numerous cases of spontaneous foreknowledge, non-spatial perceptions, and so on – of which I have had numerous experiences in my own life – these experiments prove that the psyche at times functions outside of space and time, and therefore of causality also. This indicates that our conceptions of space and time are incomplete. A complete picture of the world would require the addition of still another dimension; only then could the totality of phenomena be given a unified explanation. Hence it is that the rationalists insist to this day that parapsychological experiences do not really exist; for their world-view stands or falls by this question. If such phenomena occur at all, the rationalistic picture of the universe is invalid, because it is incomplete. Then the possibility of an other-valued reality behind the phenomenal world becomes an inescapable problem, and we must face the fact that our world, with its time, space, and causality, relates to another order of things lying behind or beneath it, in which neither “here and there” nor “earlier and later” are of importance. Grasping these concepts, albeit abstract and uncomfortable, will help us to understand the possibility of life after death. If there were no life after death there would be no point in this life either. It would indeed be a shallow, meaningless existence.


The subjects I am going to explore in this book are out of the ordinary. At moments it may seem as if I am asking you to believe in “six impossible things before breakfast”. But thankfully science is moving on. What would have been considered impossible one hundred years ago is commonplace today. One hundred years ago planes could not fly and as one scientist exclaimed, “I have examined Mr Edison’s invention and it is nothing but sheer trickery.” He was speaking of the phonograph. There were no meteorites because as Lavoiser said, “Everyone knows there are no stones in the sky.”


Great strides have been made in other new areas too. As physicist and UFO researcher Stanton Friedman says, “New discoveries in science are made by doing something different in an unconventional way.” When first invented who would have thought that the tape recorder would be used as a means to communicate with the dead. And yet Electronic Voice Phenomena have been established beyond any reasonable doubt and it is something any person can do on a home tape recorder.


Cracks are starting to appear in many formerly held scientific dogmas. It is becoming clear that the mind and the brain are not the same thing. This is difficult for some people to grasp inasmuch as most human beings are very tied up with their concepts of the physical body being the be-all and end-all of existence. But as psychologist William James said, “There is no pain in the world like the pain of a new idea.” The flying saucer phenomena which were once a subject of ridicule is now being forced to be taken seriously as governments other than the USA are coming forward with evidence that cannot be refuted. Whistle-blowers have admitted that they were forced to lie or participate in a cover-up concerning alien beings or crashed saucers.


The seeds that were planted 125 years ago with the founding of the Society for Psychical Research are just now beginning to bear fruit and open the door wide to proof of survival of death. The Leslie Flint direct voice recordings, of which there are thousands, are now on YouTube for everyone to listen to, bearing firsthand evidence of what happens to people when they die. Parapsychology holds it to be a scientifically valid proof of an afterlife when the dead manifest themselves – either as ghosts, or through a medium – and communicate things which they alone could possibly know. Still, there is doubt which can only be removed by further experimentation.


This book is designed for young people of all ages, by which I mean those whose imagination has not been stifled by the standard educational process. It is written for people who can still be awed by the way ants build their burrows, by the cold elegance of a snake, or the beauty of a flower. I am writing for people who can tolerate a temporary state of ambiguity, for those who can take change easily and are not afraid of handling wild ideas. Those who cannot tolerate change will drop out very quickly. Few scientists will read this book to the end. But I do hope that it will stimulate the thinking processes and implant some ideas into the minds of future scientists.


In this book, I am attempting to build a model of the universe that will satisfy the need for a comprehensive picture of “what our existence is all about”. In other words, a holistic model that encompasses not only the physical, observable universe that is our immediate environment and the distant universe observed by astronomers but also other realities as well. Most of us see the universe through a tiny window, which allows us to see just a single colour, or reality, out of the endless spectrum of realities. Viewing our universe through this tiny window forces us to see the world in a sequential form, that is, as events that follow each other in time. This is not necessarily so.


Little did I know that the book I read in the library fifty years ago would take me on a journey that would lead to experiences which few people, if any, have had. It has truly been a “walk on the wild side”.


Gary Williams


Marbella, Spain


4 May 2015





Chapter One


Carl Jung Opens the Door to the Psychic




What I have to tell about the hereafter, and about life after death, consists entirely of memories, of images in which I have lived and of the thoughts which have buffeted me. These memories in a way also underlie my works; for the latter are fundamentally nothing but attempts ever renewed, to give an answer to the question of the interplay between the “here” and the “hereafter”. Yet I have never written expressly about a life after death; for then I would have had to document my ideas, and I have no way of doing that. Be that as it may, I would like to state my ideas now.


Carl Jung, Memories, Dreams, Reflections





I started out as a child. I came from a middle class southern Mason Dixon line Virginia family. My father was a newspaper advertising executive, my mother was a housewife. But underneath that veneer was the desire to break out all the time. My childhood was not filled with provocative psychic experiences. In fact, it wasn’t until high school that a milestone occurred in my life that became so memorable I have carried it with me all my life. My high school biology teacher, Elba Hubbard and her husband John started taking the class on a series of field trips. The purpose, no doubt, was to broaden our view of life. Our first field trip was to the zoo. I was particularly enchanted with the giraffes. With their long necks they seemed to be able to see further than any of us and for that reason I admired them.


Our second field trip was to a Spiritualist Church. For the unenlightened, Spiritualism is a religion founded on the principles that there is no death and that the dead can communicate with the living. The church was a modest frame building in an unassuming section of Norfolk, Virginia, the city in which I was born. The service we attended on a Sunday night consisted of the singing of some hymns, the reading of some Bible passages and a short sermon. Then the medium stood up and began delivering messages to people in the audience which we were assured came from our loved ones in the Spirit World. She went from one to another, passing messages to this person and that person until she finally came to me.


“I have a man here,” she said, “who died of cancer and he tells me he is your uncle.” My uncle, Lud Garthe, my father’s sister’s husband had indeed died of cancer the previous year. “He assures me that this is the first of many contacts and that you will go on to explore this subject with a much wider vision.” The evidential bit was that I only had one uncle and he had indeed died of cancer. The second part I could not validate but it indeed proved to be true considering I have spent the rest of my life investigating this subject.


Then, as we were going out the door of the church, we noticed a blackboard on which was written a notice. “Materialisation séance next Friday”. “Medium is Warren Smith”. Mrs Hubbard immediately signed us up. I had no idea what I was in for but as we were filling in the form a rather stout lad approached us and told us that we first must have attended a trumpet séance before we could attend the materialisation séance. I had no idea what a trumpet séance was and for that matter no idea what a materialisation séance was either. I later discovered that both were forms of something called physical mediumship in which a substance called ectoplasm is drawn from the medium while in a trance. This ectoplasm is then moulded into the form of a deceased loved one in the case of materialisation, or into a replica of the human voice box in the case of the trumpet séance, the trumpet being a cylindrical cone which is said to help amplify the sound.


At this point I should point out the fact that physical mediumship was rife with fraud and for this reason there are hardly any physical mediums around today. Leslie Flint, who I will speak of in a later chapter, was the last genuine direct voice medium. He died in 1994. The reason for so much fraud is simply that this type of mediumship usually takes place in darkness or in a red light, white light supposedly harming the mediumistic process.


In the first two decades of legitimate psychical research scandals involving physical mediumship were legion. The number of frauds in the field produced the unfortunate effect of suggesting that scientists who looked upon any form of psychic phenomena as genuine were indulging in wishful thinking.


In the latter part of the nineteenth century debunkers had a field-day exposing the Fox sisters in America who had produced raps by cracking their toes, and the Italian medium Eusapia Palladini in Britain who fooled no one. In her presence guitars played by themselves, bells rang and lights would appear. Her cheating was so clumsy that all but the most ardent Spiritualists denounced her. Even the notorious Douglas Home was called up and accused on more than one occasion of producing fraudulent phenomena. Home was supposed to have floated out of a second-storey building in London in the presence of witnesses, one of whom was Lord Adare. Later debunkers accused Home of having homosexual relations with Adare.


Then in 1880, Florence Cook was caught impersonating a spirit she called “Marie”. In the presence of not-so-clever sitters in the séance room, “Marie” walked around, seemingly lifelike in every respect. Too lifelike, in fact, for when she passed by the chair of Sir George Sitwell, father of Edith, he grabbed her and held on tight until someone could turn on the light. Then it was discovered that “Marie” was Florence Cook in her underwear. Similarly, in 1873, a man by the name of Volkman had grabbed Florence while she was pretending to materialise a figure who she called “Katie King”. Years later, through the influence of William Crookes, the discoverer of thallium, Florence was cleared. But the damage had been done. These preposterous scandals had the unfortunate effect of spreading the impression that most mediums were such frauds that no sane person would waste time on them.


However, on that Friday night in October 1966 I was unaware of any of these things and all I had to go on was what I was told. Namely that the medium would go into a trance and materialised spirits would appear. The room in which we sat was in fact brilliantly lit in a strong red light, so much so that it was possible to see everyone sitting in the room including their facial features. We sat in a circle around the room and I would estimate that there were about twenty people present. After a while the medium, Warren Smith, entered the room. He told us his name and then went straight to the far end of the room and sat in a chair behind some curtains which I later learned was called the cabinet. Then a woman came up and stood before us and gave some instructions. She said we were never to touch the materialisations unless permission was given to do so. Touching the materialisations was about the last thing I wanted to do, in fact getting out of the room was foremost on my mind. I was actually sitting in front of the only door in the room, the only way in and the only way out. I need also mention that the floor was solid concrete. There were no concealed trap doors in the floor as some debunkers have suggested years later. Fraud seemed impossible.


After a while we were told to sing. The explanation for this was that singing created power to build the ectoplasmic figures. And so we sang. The song we sang was “East side, West side, all the around the town, the sidewalks of New York”. We sang this song over and over for about twenty minutes until I began to see a smoky substance pour out from behind the curtain where the medium was sitting. This substance slowly but surely built up into the solid form of a woman. To avoid any possibility of misinterpretation let me emphatically state that this woman did not walk out from behind the curtains. There is no way it could have been rigged. And I was sitting in front of the only door. When the figure became totally solid the woman announced that her name was Firefly and that she was the medium’s Guide. The next thing she did was pull back the curtains to show us that the medium, Warren Smith, was slumped over in his chair, apparently asleep. She then proceeded to walk around the room and speak to every one of us saying she would do her best to try and bring our loved ones in Spirit. At that point I started thinking that there really wasn’t anyone who was dead who I wanted to see. Fifty years later it becomes clear that there is nothing frightening about speaking with someone who is deceased. The spookiness has derived from Hollywood movies where people sit around a table holding hands and someone muttering in a trance. This scenario was portrayed in the film Séance On a Wet Afternoon. My experience was nothing like this. As a matter of fact my experiences with psychic phenomena of all kinds over the years runs counter to what most people believe is true or would like to believe because they have done no research of their own on the subject and have had no first-hand experiences. But at sixteen years of age all I could think about was getting out of that room. This séance lasted well over three hours. During that time I saw little children materialise solid and run up to their parents who were sitting in the circle. Facial features were easily distinguishable. The most astonishing thing about this exhibition was the way that the materialised figures went away. They literally sank down and disappeared into the cement floor. This was an impossibility but it happened. Perhaps because of my age or perhaps because of the strangeness of the situation I was visibly frightened throughout the entire proceedings. In fact, I was so frightened that I had my eyes closed. I was dreading the moment when my turn would come and it finally came!


The cabinet attendant lady (the woman who was telling me all along not to be frightened) called me to the middle of the room. I stood in the middle of the room and waited and in about a minute my uncle, Lud Garthe, was standing there just as real as in life. This was too much. I nearly fainted dead away! I began a hasty retreat back to my chair. And he, like all the others, disappeared right down into the cement floor. But there was “more to come”, only this wasn’t the Tonight Show with Johnny Carson. I no sooner got back to my seat when I was called back and told that there was another person, a man who had only recently passed away who wanted to come and speak to me and this was a very important person. It was the medium’s Guide, Firefly, who told me this. Once again the smoky substance started to build up. Within minutes I recognized the features of a man who looked to be about seventy-five years old. The man came forward and took my hand and shook it. Then he said, “My name is Carl Jung. I am in your band.” What was this supposed to mean? “I am in your band”. What kind of band? “I am one of your guides,” he explained. “Each and every person on the earth has a guide or two and I am in your band of guides and helpers. Let me assure you that when you are older you will delve deeply into these mysteries of life and death and make many discoveries on your own. For now just know that I am around you.” I was dazed. I still found it hard to believe that this man was standing solid in front of me. So I took a piece of Wrigley’s chewing gum out of my coat pocket and handed it to him saying, “If you’re real, take this and crumple it up and hand it back to me,” which he did. I had that stick of chewing gum for three years. I had no idea who Carl Jung was. I had never heard of him. But when I went to school on Monday I went and got a book out of the library and saw his picture and it was that man! There is no way it could have been faked. Little did I know at the time of the Warren Smith séance that Carl Jung was deeply interested in life after death during his earth life and in fact was a Spiritualist so it is deeply convincing that he would associate himself with this subject. Carl Jung’s doctoral dissertation was not medical research but the investigation of a medium, Helene Preiswerk. His mother, Emile was born into a family that regularly practised Spiritualism, the daughter of a man who held weekly séances with his dead first wife who instructed young Emile to stand behind his chair to discourage ghosts. Jung showed a willingness to take Spiritualism seriously at this formative stage in his life and the early experiences with Helene Preiswerk suggest a credence of Spiritualism as possible evidence of the supernatural. The last chapter of his autobiography, Memories, Dreams, Reflections is entitled, “Life After Death”.


Freud and Jung were probably the most famous psychologists in history, so why me? This I cannot answer. I know it happened. I was there. On our way home from the séance my teacher tried her best to convince me that it was mass hallucination. She could not bring herself to believe in an afterlife. I felt sorry for her and still do to this day even though she and her husband are both long dead. Years later, when I was in my twenties, I went out to their house and discussed the incident. “Why would Carl Jung come to see you?” she asked. She believed that the only messages about life after death were the messages in the Bible and there was no point in looking further. My teacher was like the attitude of the SETI organization which ufologist Stanton Friedman calls Silly Effort to Investigate. The letters actually stand for Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence but I like Silly Effort to Investigate better. The organization is using radio telescopes to listen for messages from outer space. But as Stan points out the problem is that the aliens are already here so why would they be sending out messages? And why would they be using outdated technology such as radio signals? Just like my teacher who believed that any current evidence was impossible and that only information which was received two thousand years ago is valid. But as Stanton Friedman has pointed out one can only draw serious conclusions by doing research on your own. People who have done no research or only armchair research are not entitled to an opinion Friedman says. And I agree.


How can we get past the bias that if a person accepts these kinds of phenomena as valid he is also likely to believe in “six impossible things before breakfast” as Lewis Carroll writes in Alice Through the Looking Glass? I see nothing wrong with healthy scepticism. But there is a difference between being a sceptic and being a debunker. The debunker has such a bias against the subject that even in the face of undeniable evidence he would not admit to its truth. I do not believe that a sceptical attitude contributes in any way to blocking or inhibiting psychic phenomena. A particularly good example of this is found in the case of Sir Osbert Sitwell. Sitwell’s father was a well-known sceptic, and one of his escapades in “unmasking a medium” illustrates the point. His son tells how, just before the First World War, he and some brother officers went to see a famous palmist in London. The woman looked at their hands, and was obviously deeply disturbed. Sitwell went back to her when the others had gone, and asked her what the matter was. She told him: “I could see nothing in their hands.” A few months later, the war started, and these officers were dead.


I visited other Spiritualist churches following the Warren Smith séance but I never again was able to attend a materialisation séance. This kind of mediumship had declined drastically by the end of the 1960s. Probably the most famous materialisation medium was Ethel Post Parrish who held court at a Spiritualist camp called Camp Silver Belle. She became an extremely prominent American physical medium. Her phases of direct voice and materialisation attracted world-wide attention. In 1927 Ethel Post Parrish opened a church and established a school for Spiritualist ministers and the development of mediums in Miami, Florida. To escape the intense heat and humidity of Florida’s summers, in 1932 she opened a summer camp and school for mediumship in Ephrata, Pennsylvania. She named it Camp Silver Belle after her Indian guide. During her life she submitted to numerous tests to prove the truth of her mediumship. A series of infra-red photographs were taken at 50-second intervals of one of her séances which was witnessed by eighty-one people.


Another extremely well documented materialisation medium was Alec Harris from Wales. Harris moved to South Africa where he conducted the bulk of his séances and readings. Harris was known for his ability to materialise more than one figure at a time which many believed ruled out fraud. Spirit forms showed themselves in good red light and held sustained conversations, after having walked about ten feet from the cabinet. At one séance, thirty forms materialised during a two and a half hour séance. Harris never charged for his services, deriving his income from government work. A sitter named Alec Hewitt attended one of Harris’s séances. He hung his overcoat in the hall and came into the room. The door was locked and a table was placed against it to reassure Alec Hewitt that nobody could enter. As soon as the light was extinguished something was dropped into Mr. Hewitt’s lap. When the lights were eventually put on he found his keys in his lap. He was puzzled because he had left them in the pocket of his overcoat in the hall. Yet, there they were, transported through the locked and barricaded door. This left him with much to think about and no physical explanation to account for it.


Helen Duncan was another famous materialisation medium. She practised in the 1930s and 1940s. She was tried under the Witchcraft Act and sent to prison. She used paper mache dolls suspended from coat hangers.


Following the Warren Smith séance in 1966 I was off seeking new psychic adventures. The name of Edgar Cayce loomed large in my search. Cayce (pronounced Kay-see) was an American psychic who possessed the ability to answer questions on subjects as varied as healing, reincarnation, wars, Atlantis and future events while in a trance. These answers came to be known as “life readings” and were delivered to individuals while Cayce was hypnotized. This ability gave him the nickname “The Sleeping Prophet”. Cayce founded a non-profit organization, the Association for Research and Enlightenment at 67th and Atlantic avenues in Virginia Beach, Virginia, less than twenty miles from where I was born. Cayce became a celebrity toward the end of his life. He believed that the publicity given to his prophecies overshadowed the more important parts of his work such as healing.


The original “life readings” of Edgar Cayce are preserved in a modern looking building that faces the ocean in Virginia Beach. I must have been about eighteen when I first went there, as I recall very well, I was told by my ex-biology teacher who I named “debunker Hubbard” that this was one I shouldn’t miss. I remember it vividly because it was the same month that I started a new job as a classical radio presenter on a radio station in Norfolk where the building turned out to be haunted. The day I went to the A.R.E it was a hot, humid August day in Virginia. Virginia Beach draws crowds of people in the summer. Half had come to be on the beach and the other half to visit the Edgar Cayce library. Everything is on file cards by subject heading. For example, if you wanted to know what Cayce had said about Atlantis you would find every reading that he ever gave that mentioned the subject. Cayce predicted that the ruins of Atlantis would be discovered in 1969. In that year, off the coast of Florida, the “Bimini Road” was discovered which many believe is part of the ruins of Atlantis. It is a series of stones which appear to be in the shape of a road and made by human hands.


While his predictions were startling, Cayce’s greatest contribution was in the readings which he gave to people to help them get well. Cayce had no medical training and remembered nothing when he came out of trance. The most amazing part, however, was that the person for whom he was giving the reading was usually not even present at the time it was given and, in fact, could be thousands of miles away. The only thing that Cayce required was the name of the person he was giving the reading for and the location of where that person was at that precise moment. After this information was given to him Cayce would pause for a moment and then say, “Yes, we have the body here,” and then go on to make some remark about what the person was doing at the time or some particular item of clothing that they happened to be wearing. Cayce’s medical advice was unorthodox and it wasn’t until after scores of people reported getting well that he began to take his own readings seriously. Cayce was devoutly religious, taught Sunday School to the end of his life and rejected many of the things that came through his own readings like reincarnation and comments about religion in general. I found the Cayce readings fascinating and returned again and again throughout the years to the A.R.E. It was in the library there that I met writer Jess Stearn, the author of Edgar Cayce: The Sleeping Prophet. Jess introduced me to actress Susan Strasberg. Susan’s father was Lee Strasberg who had found the Method Acting School in New York where Marilyn Monroe studied. Years later, over lunch in Los Angeles, Susan told me how she was certain that Marilyn was murdered, having received psychic communications from her. It was in that same library in Virginia Beach, that I did the bulk of my research for my book A Life Beyond Death. Toward the end of her life I brought my mother to the A.R.E to try to find a cure for her breathing disorder which had resulted from breathing in years of my father’s second-hand smoke. Psychic and healer Alex Tanous also had a try but it was too late.


Clairvoyants like Cayce, Nostradamus, and other names that loom large upon the scene are the well-known ones. But there have been others too. Gerard Croiset, a Dutch psychic, probably contributed more to psychical research in the way of precognition tests than anyone. Croiset would be told to pick a chair in a lecture hall where a lecture would be given weeks later. He would then describe the person who would come to sit in that chair. Hundreds of these tests were made and Croiset scored high; more about him in a later chapter. The late Joseph DeLouise of Chicago made his living predicting the Chicago stock market. When I went to see him in 1989 he lay down on the floor and went into a trance.


The days of the great mediums such as Douglas Home, Eusapia Palladino, Leonore Piper seemed to be at an end by the time of the Second World War. There were still many remarkable mediums, Mrs. Osborne Leonard, Rudi Schneider, but their achievements were not all that spectacular. In the cynical and disillusioned frame of mind of the time, exposures and denunciations received far more publicity than successful experiments with mediums. After a series of experiments with the Austrian medium Rudi Schneider, investigator Harry Price denounced him in a Sunday newspaper instead of simply making an unfavourable report to the Society for Psychical Research. And when Helen Duncan was charged with cheating and fined ten pounds, Price wrote a book attacking her. In due course, Price himself would be denounced for trickery in his most famous investigation, the haunting of Borley Rectory.


Writer Colin Wilson tells the story of his invitation to attend a materialisation séance at the home of medium Rita Goold in the 1980s. I first heard about Rita Goold from trance medium Ray Smith in Gibraltar while I was writing A Life Beyond Death. She was purported to be able to materialise spirits in solid form, the same as Warren Smith and Ethel Post Parrish. When I telephoned Goold I asked her if she had been tested. “But this has all been done”, Goold retorted, “I have even been to the Palace.” When I asked her what palace, she replied Buckingham Palace. I told her as interesting as that might be, witnessing one of her sittings wearing night vision goggles would make more of an impression on me. At this point she put down the phone.


I have always agreed with the philosophy of the late Alex Tanous who insisted that mediums, psychics and clairvoyants submit to stringent tests. Alex himself was tested in hundreds of out-of-body trials at the American Society for Psychical Research in New York. As far as I know Rita Goold was never formally tested in a laboratory although Professor Archie Roy and Tony Cornell, both members of the Society for Psychical Research attended one of her séances and came away with mixed feelings. Colin Wilson had no mixed feelings, however, in recalling his sitting with Rita Goold. Unlike my experience in 1966 with medium Warren Smith that took place in strong red light, Goold worked in total darkness:




I asked “Helen Duncan”, one of the purported spirits, if she could explain the nature of poltergeists. “I will explain,” said “Helen” magisterially. But she did not explain. Instead she told us that poltergeists had never harmed anyone, and that there was no need to be afraid of them. For the next quarter of an hour she rambled on, saying nothing in particular, certainly nothing about the nature of poltergeists. It became clear that either she knew nothing about poltergeists, or preferred to keep it to herself.


I was told that Sir Oliver Lodge’s son Raymond usually appeared at their séances so I asked whether I might meet him. Eventually, after more conversation, Raymond arrived, and introduced himself to me. It was at this point that my vague doubts began to become insistent. This “Raymond” spoke in a rather slow voice, with an upper-class accent, and a slightly feminine intonation, like Ella Sheilds as “Burlington Bertie”.


I asked him if it was true that spirits could see in the dark, and he confirmed this. So I asked if he could tell me what expression I was wearing on my face at the moment. I pulled a horribly distorted face and thrust out my lips. “You mean if you’ve got your mouth open or something?” And quite suddenly, I knew beyond all doubt that “Raymond” could not see in the dark. I said yes, that was what I meant. “Raymond” replied promptly that he didn’t do that anymore. Why not? I asked, and he explained that it convinced no one. “But it would convince me,” I told him. “For example, if you could tell me how many fingers I am now holding up.” I held up two fingers. If he could tell me how many fingers I was holding up, I would accept that he was a spirit. If not, I wouldn’t. He couldn’t.





But there was none of this fakery in the Warren Smith séance which I attended as a teenager. It was not held in the dark, and I could see everyone in the room including the medium in the cabinet. It was impossible for the medium to be parading around pretending to be a materialised spirit. I am reminded of Alexander Hero, the fictitious investigator from the Society for Psychical Research in Paul Gallico’s novel, The Hand of Mary Constable. Hero attends a materialisation séance in which the deceased daughter of a prominent scientist is supposed to be able to materialise. The young girl asks “Daddy” to give her some secret information that he is working on for the government. Hero suspects that the proceedings are fake. Using the alias of Peter Fairweather, Hero attends a séance in which the medium, Mrs Bessmer, asks to be tied up, supposedly to avoid fraud. Gallico writes in The Hand of Mary Constable:




The assistant rose and went to the cabinet with Mrs Bessmer, where, from behind one of the curtains she produced a length of heavy clothesline cord, some twenty feet of it. Mrs Bessmer sat in the chair by the table, and little Woodmanston bound her to it by the legs, arms, and chest, winding and rewinding the rope about her lumpy figure, stopping only to fashion an intricate knot, then continuing until the last foot of cord was exhausted and she was trussed up like a mummy. He returned to his chair next to Peter Fairweather, glowing with satisfaction and pride. “There,” he said. “No doubts, eh?”


Alexander Hero chortled within himself and thought: Thirty seconds and you’ll be out of there. If I tied you, Mother dear, you would never budge in a month of Sundays. Hero, of course, would have used a spool of thread, that anathema of the fake medium. For with the bit of strain applied, or struggle to evade, the thread would snap and with it the proof. No mediums Hero had ever known would permit themselves to be bound by the wrists or thumbs with ordinary sewing cotton.





I had a similar experience to Colin Wilson’s when I attended a series of direct voice séances in Doncaster in 1988 with the medium Sandy Meakin Jones just prior to the publication of my book A Life Beyond Death. The publishers were interested in my bringing out another book right away, and the subject I was most interested in at the time was a type of physical mediumship called direct voice, or more accurately, independent direct voice. In this type of mediumship the lifelike voice of the spirit communicator is heard in mid-space about five feet from the medium’s head. The actual physical larynx of the medium is not used. Probably the most famous of the direct voice mediums was Leslie Flint who died in 1994. But by the time my book had come out Flint had retired. I wrote to him several times and had no reply. It became obvious that door was closed.


It was at about this time that I read a series of articles in Psychic News about a new medium who possessed the rare gift of direct voice. Her name was Sandy Meakin Jones. I wrote to her asking for tapes of her séances. She sent them in due course and the voices sounded convincing. One of the communicators was said to be Charles de Gaulle. This worried me because whenever famous people appear there is always the doubt of fraud. Sandy told me she was not practising her mediumship for money and invited me to come to England and attend a series of séances.


As in the case of any type of physical phenomena, it is necessary to be present in order to make a valid judgement. I recalled the reluctance of the Society for Psychical Research to dispatch investigators to Brazil in 1890 to investigate Carlos Mirabelli who was said to levitate in the presence of reliable witnesses and to be able to produce materialised figures in broad daylight. The obvious step would have been for psychical researchers to undertake an investigation, but they were otherwise occupied (with the investigation of Mina Crandon, a Boston medium) and had no funds for such an enterprise. Nothing was done.


I went to England and met the medium in August 1988 and held fourteen séances with her. The séances were held in total darkness, the voices produced through an ectoplasmic voice box which is extraneous from the medium. The medium did not go into trance. I witnessed numerous conversations between the medium and the communicators.


The medium was then forty-five years old. She told me that she had exhibited psychic gifts from the age of two and she discovered that she could see and hear people whom others could not.


“I was discouraged from talking about it,” she told me, “and I always kept it to myself. Somehow, though, I knew there would be a turning point in my life where this would come into focus.”


The turning point came in 1980, following the death of her husband. After visiting a medium who told her to go to a Spiritualist church, she attended an open circle in 1982. “I was told by a lovely old lady there, Mary Hughes, that I had this ability.”


Unable to locate either a medium or a development circle with whom she felt comfortable, Sandy began to sit alone for development and succeeded in demonstrating a considerable amount of clairvoyant and clairaudient ability. In 1985, while meditating, she began to receive the information about a room with nothing in it but two chairs. On the appointed day Sandy and I drove to York and we sat in the blacked-out room. I played no music. Within minutes of switching off the light a deep masculine voice was heard in the centre of the room which soon identified itself as Black Cloud, one of the medium’s guides. At this point I covered Sandy’s mouth with my hand. The voice kept on speaking. So at this point I knew that a paranormal voice, totally independent from the medium, was speaking in mid-space in my blacked-out bedroom. The next question would be “Who was speaking?”
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