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      “Thank you! This book is a welcome gift for disciples of Mary Magdalene and Jesus. Illuminating texts from the Fourth Gospel, Jack Angelo reveals the perspective of ‘the woman who knew the All’—Mary Magdalene herself. Here at last, flowing from Jesus’s seven miracles, are Magdalene’s wisdom teachings to guide the pilgrim soul on the Way of the Heart.”

      MARGARET STARBIRD, AUTHOR OF THE WOMAN WITH THE ALABASTER JAR 
AND MARY MAGDALENE, BRIDE IN EXILE

      “Jack Angelo has discovered a treasure chest to which the key has been lost for 2,000 years. In this important and fascinating book Mary Magdalene takes us into the eternal, living stream of her own consciousness and decodes for us the healing wisdom, hidden until now, in the part of the Fourth Gospel called ‘The Book of Signs.’ Angelo shows us how seven miracles of Jesus are intended to be a roadmap to transformation as the blessed couple both teach and model the way of total one-ness and heart-centered knowledge. Patriarchal blindness caused the message to be lost in part, but it still carries dynamic power to heal our planet and end the existential sickness that distorts much of Christian thinking. We come to realize that ‘the beginning is right now’ and creation is happening as we awaken to the words of Maryam, master teacher, beloved disciple, wife, and companion of Yeshua.”

      MARY T. BEBEN, AUTHOR OF
THE PLEIADIAN HOUSE OF INITIATION
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        Note to the Reader
      

      I have kept foreign words and technical notes to a minimum. Many of them will help you set off on the adventure of discovery. My suggestions for further reading also present a set of reference points from which you can begin your own explorations.

      New Testament quotations are from the Anglicized Edition of the New Revised Standard Version (NRSV) of the Bible, 1995. Old Testament quotations are inspired by the Jewish Publication Society translation of the Jewish Study Bible (JSB), 1999. Nag Hammadi Library references are from the revised edition of The Nag Hammadi Library, 1990.

      A number of languages are used in the book. When words in a language other than English are used, they will first appear in italics. The pronunciation guide in the glossary gives an approximate version of sounds and words. Languages are fun when approached as living expressions of the human race throughout time. Just investigating a few of the words in this book will take you down some exciting paths of discovery.
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        The Sacred, the Source,

and Other “Names” for God
      

      In this book there are a number of capitalized words that indicate aspects of the Source, such as Oneness, the Holy One, the Divine, Light, the All, Godsource, Sacred Unity, as well as “soul,” “spirit,” and “the sacred,” and “I AM.” I have chosen to use androgynous, gender-inclusive God-names. But there is no name or attribute that can begin to wholly describe the infinite, all-encompassing creative force that pervades all levels of being. We reach the limits of language, where no name or attribute can contain the Infinite. They can only hint at what is essentially dynamic. This is why, when the great shaman Moses asked for its Sacred Name, the Creator’s response was “ehyeh asher ehyeh,” which translates not simply as “I am what I am,” but simultaneously as “I will be what I will be” (Exodus 3:13–14), as Rabbi David Cooper pointed out by naming his book God Is a Verb. The all-encompassing creative force, I AM, is Life, a dynamic, ever-changing, process. This is what we are.

       

    

  
    
      PROLOGUE

      The great cave was reached after a trek through the ancient forest that covered the mountain slopes. We rounded a bend to begin the final climb up a series of stone steps that led to the walled entrance of the cave. Here, according to legend, a woman known to the world as Mary Magdalene spent the last years of her life after fleeing from Palestine. A few hundred years ago, pious Christian monks had sealed the original entrance to the cave by building a stone wall across its front, with an arched doorway flanked on either side by three stained-glass windows, to create a space like a small chapel. Outside in front was a life-size tableau of the Crucifixion complete with bleeding wounds and the distraught figure of Mary Magdalene at the foot of the Cross.

      The cool, dimly lit interior contrasted with the glare of the afternoon sun outside. The walls of the cave had been left as bare rock, here and there green with moss and algae. The gloom was relieved by light coming from a few candles so that I could just make out rows of pews and darkly painted statues set into the rocky wall. The western side of the cave was shrouded in darkness, while the best-lit central area, in front of the doorway, provided a place for pilgrims to stand and take in their surroundings. I had never been here before and yet, as I stood on the threshold, there was something strangely familiar about the place, as if some distant memory was being evoked. Though the cave was furnished like a chapel, it seemed the sort of place where bats might hang from the roof in clusters and where other strange nocturnal creatures could nestle in moist crevices. Perhaps, like the caves of the Dordogne, it had been known to the Neanderthal people, but any clues to its great age were somewhat overshadowed by the stone wall and stained glass that now enclosed it.

      Someone was playing a flute. I sat on a wooden pew, closed my eyes, and relaxed in the gentle atmosphere. Then, as the haunting sound of the flute began to fade, a face slowly appeared to my inner vision, the striking face of a woman with dark features and dark hair and eyes. To my surprise I felt a deep, dull ache over my heart that soon became a stabbing pain. A moment of panic. My heart was beating too fast. I was sweating. Had the exertion of climbing the mountain path been too much for me? Why now? Had I come all this way for this to happen? I rubbed my chest and tried to breathe more slowly and deeply, but instead of easing, the ache intensified. Is this what a heart attack feels like . . . could this really be my time to go? What should I do to help myself . . . and who was there in the party who would know what to do anyway? I tried to shake off these feelings, but my mind seemed gripped by thoughts of death.

      I do not hear voices, as they say, but over the years I have received impressions in the silence of my mind, some of which I interpret as voice. As I struggled with my discomfort, like an answer to my anxiety, I heard the voice of a woman: “This is the pain I felt when they crucified my lord.” Her voice was quiet, yet clear and strong, calm and reassuring. I was startled both by this voice and what it was saying. I had joined the party to experience the natural life of the mountain and its wild forest—the cave was to have been part of that experience.

      But thoughts came rushing in. Who was this? Was it Mary Magdalene speaking, and had she been here, in this cave, for nearly two thousand years? “Are you Mary Magdalene?” I asked, suddenly aware that I was quite calmly listening to her and conversing with her. Her voice had the trace of a smile in it. “Yes,” she said, “my name is Maryam.”

    

  
    
      INTRODUCTION

      RESTORING THE FEMININE 
ENERGY TO ITS 
RIGHTFUL PLACE

      This book has been written for those who feel or sense that all is sacred and that life and the world do not have to be like they seem to be—that we do not have to be like we seem to be. This is a revelation of your own heart that can be felt by anyone, anywhere, no matter what path in life you may be taking. We are more than what we seem to be—to ourselves as well as to others. Life and the world are more than what they seem to be—to ourselves as well as to others.

      At the time of my unsought encounter in a cave in Provence, I had been struggling with the implications posed above—where to find the “more”—and my own investigations into numerous spiritualities only brought up more questions. Following a lifelong shamanic path, I had rejected the idea that any satisfactory answers might be found within a religious context, least of all from some mythical figure of the past. However, because I was open to what some might call a “shamanic” experience, I was led to an unexpected message of discovery, coming from an entirely unexpected source: Mary Magdalene.

      In a dynamic message about the profound depths of healing—available right now to all levels of life, whether individual, local, or global—her counsel to us today is that it doesn’t matter whether you choose to follow the spirituality of your ancestors, your family, or your community or whether you choose a path that no one has ever taken before, as long as you follow the promptings of your heart. She says that if you really want to discover the promptings of your heart—who you are and why things are how they seem to be—you will need to embrace a new way of being that can be summed up as a heart-centered way of thinking, speaking, and acting.

      The Healing Wisdom of Mary Magdalene presents Mary Magdalene’s teachings on how to follow the heart-centered path: a process that she describes as crucial to human survival and to the well-being of the Earth family and our planet.

      
        MAKING DISCOVERIES

        Writers engage in research for a range of reasons, most of them linked with material for a book. Sometimes, though, they engage in research for its own sake, because it’s fun to wonder where the research will lead. After my unexpected encounter with Mary Magdalene, I wondered how to share with others what had happened or whether it was something that could not, perhaps should not, be shared. At the same time I felt a profound sense of responsibility, even a compulsion, not to keep my experience with her to myself. I decided to go with these feelings and began to research this enigmatic person because I knew so little about her. The more I found out, the more fascinated I became. A startling discovery emerged—the historical person we know as Mary Magdalene was a human aspect of a great spiritual being that, existing beyond time and space, is with us today.

        It is well-known that Jesus offered the world a revolutionary message of unity and equality, urging human beings to abandon the hatred and violence of the fear-based approach to life and embrace the heart-centered approach. History tells us that, to a large extent, his message has been ignored or considered impossible in practice. Less well known is the research of the last half-century revealing how Mary Magdalene and Jesus came to Earth together to deliver the revolutionary message and to demonstrate it through their own lives. The political process of turning Jesus into a god allowed the explosive core of their message to be overlooked, even ignored, and the role of Mary Magdalene to be erased. This book will reveal the explosive core of what continues to be a revolutionary message.

        If we accept the story of Jesus the Jewish shaman-prophet, as described within mainstream Christianity, we might surmise that Mary Magdalene would have continued teaching her spiritual partner’s message after his death. The evidence of discoveries made in the last century suggests that she did. Translations of formerly unknown Gnostic and Christian texts present a Mary Magdalene who was a gifted visionary teacher, best qualified to lead the Jesus movement after his death. Though these few fragments about her survive, her life as a spiritual master remains a mystery. Where, then, are the rest of her teachings? It would seem that, if they do exist, most have either been skillfully sabotaged or carefully kept secret. The Healing Wisdom of Mary Magdalene addresses the reasons for the former and the exciting evidence for the latter.

        I believe that I have discovered a coherent body of her teachings hidden in one of the canonical gospels and that these are directly linked to the message that she and Jesus proclaimed. One of the many surprises about her teachings is their timeless quality, making them even more relevant to us today than they might have been to the people of two thousand years ago. In this book the healing wisdom of her teachings about the heart-centered approach to life is presented for the first time.

        There is scholarly opinion that Mary Magdalene was the author of the Fourth Gospel, not a person named John. My own research indicates that the Fourth Gospel has both housed and protected some of her teachings. The sequence of events that led to the creation of the initially unnamed Fourth Gospel may well have gone as follows. In common with Semitic teachers of the time, Mary Magdalene taught orally, using a dramatic story form to encode her spiritual lessons. As a reaction to the pressures of the times, and in order to preserve her teachings, the decision was made to write them down. When members of the movement, such as Peter and Andrew, broke away from Mary Magdalene’s leadership, they took with them a copy of the written version of her teachings. These were later edited and redacted to form a gospel that conformed to the dogma of the new Christian religion. This gospel presents a series of episodes in the life of Jesus as a background to his radical spiritual message.

      

      
        THE GOSPEL OF SIGNS

        However, even in its current gospel form, Mary Magdalene’s teachings will be revealed to anyone who is prepared to live with the text, absorb its atmosphere, and feel its gentle wisdom. Scholars have named the first eleven chapters of the Fourth Gospel the “Gospel of Signs” because the text describes seven miracles of Jesus as “signs.” Using a time-honored method of holistic, intuitive investigation, I discovered that the episodic stories in the Gospel of Signs are deliberately multilayered and that their apparent simplicity conceals a startling secret: the seven miracles are in fact signs pointing to seven key steps to personal transformation and healing.

        The levels of meaning within Mary Magdalene’s Teaching Story would have proved an exhilarating inspiration to members of her community, helping them to experience the energetic presence of the shaman-prophet Jesus in their journey of transformation. For example, the Story describes the shamanic healing of a blind person when Jesus spits on clay dirt and smears the paste over the blind man’s eyes. The deeper meaning of this “sign” is about perceiving with the “eyes of the heart” to become aware of the profound connection between our individual healing and the healing of the world. Chapter 15, “Sign Six” fleshes out and celebrates this pivotal episode.

      

      
        MASCULINE AND FEMININE

        We are living in a period of rapid change. Many people are creating new forms of spirituality that feel comfortable and resonate for them. It is no coincidence that women are in the vanguard of this evolutionary movement. Since my encounter with Mary Magdalene in 1988, I have been running Earth-based retreats and workshops in healing and personal transformation. In every one of them, women outnumbered the men by at least two to one. It seemed to me that women, far more than men, were responding to the growing feminine force bringing about changes in energy and consciousness, especially through feminine expressions of spirituality, ritual, and ceremony. There is also evidence that men are being stirred by the feminine force and are awakening to it.

        All subtle energy healers know that human beings, regardless of gender, operate with two essential energy streams, known as the “feminine” and the “masculine.” From an energetic point of view, human life has been out of balance for a few thousand years through the domination of a patriarchal masculine energy. The evidence suggests that, if unchecked, the ongoing manifestation of the masculine will accelerate the destruction of lives, whole communities and natural environments, and the rate of exploitation of finite resources, leading to disaster for all on planet Earth.

        Mary Magdalene teaches that the state of imbalance is our problem; thus the healing of our relationship with the Earth and Nature depends on healing our relationship with ourselves and each other. To begin the healing process, the feminine energy has to be restored to its rightful place and brought into balance with the masculine. This is a process that has, in fact, been slowly taking place for centuries as women in different societies and cultures have fought for recognition, emancipation, and equality. Today, the growing surge in the feminine energy force is far more evident worldwide with the struggle to make balance and harmony a reality. Along with these struggles, human beings are also becoming aware of, and seeking to communicate with, spiritual manifestations of the feminine to help bring about the necessary energetic changes. As a powerful embodiment of the feminine force, the spiritual teacher we call Mary Magdalene is continuing to penetrate human consciousness and signs of her spiritual presence are already challenging the imbalances that have been perpetuated and accepted in every society.

        The Healing Wisdom of Mary Magdalene has been a pilgrimage for me as well as a voyage of discovery. The book will take you on a similar journey. In Part One I describe a literary version of an archaeological dig as I set about my search for Mary Magdalene, the teacher and mystic. The search took me through a fascinating labyrinth of sacred texts to provide a rich portrayal that contrasted with the strangely limited portrait of her in the Christian New Testament.

        Part Two prepares you for the core of the transformative sacred journey through the Seven Signs. In Part Three you will explore the Signs starting with a current biblical text and reaching the profound revelations that each Sign holds. I use the term “transformative” with a proviso: the teachings have to be practiced. Mary Magdalene warns that simply reading about them will not bring about changes in your consciousness or your life: regular practice will.

      

      
        ACHIEVING TWENTY-FIRST-CENTURY CONSCIOUSNESS

        The people of the world are realizing, at last, that great spiritual masters come here for all of us. No religion, race, or culture owns them. For important soul reasons, each one of them chooses to be born into a certain place and at a certain time. Thus, their lives and teachings reflect the times and places in which they lived as physical beings. But this should not blind us to the reality that their teachings belong to all of us, not to a specific religious group, race, or culture. True spiritual masters may be recognized as those whose teachings resonate with all times and all places.

        Mary Magdalene is one such spiritual master. However, it is essential not to focus on the historical person who lived in the Middle East two millennia ago. You will not get any closer to your sacred self by agonizing about who she was, whether she was married or bore children, and where she ended up, for she transcends personhood. This being is better thought of as a powerful, loving, spiritual force that can be called upon in our time to help us solve the problems caused by our sense of separation from each other, and our disconnection from the sacred.

        It is a joyful fact that mysteries hidden for nearly two thousand years still have the power to speak to all human beings and address the state of the world today. The voice is loud and clear. The Healing Wisdom of Mary Magdalene unlocks the hidden mysteries of Mary Magdalene’s Teaching Story to gift us all—irrespective of religion, spiritual outlook, ethnicity, gender, or sexuality—with the guidance and healing wisdom to achieve the consciousness that arises in the heart alone.

        Mary Magdalene has been aware of this book from the time I first began to dream about it many years ago. In the final chapter she updates the teachings revealed by each Sign, giving further power to their contemporary relevance.

        This is what I am going to share with you.

      

    

  
    
      
        
          PART ONE
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            Discovering Mary Magdalene the Teacher
          

        

      

    

  
    
      1

      A CHILDHOOD VISION

      Bristol 1941. Bombs are falling on the countryside where we live. Luftwaffe planes are attacking the city, raining down incendiary devices and high explosives. They are aiming for the docks, the railways, and the aircraft factories. We have lost our house and everything in it. The world is at war. I later learn that “the Good Friday raids” killed a thousand people and injured thousands more.

      The wail of a siren still takes me back to being carried in my mother’s arms to a garden shelter. I can feel my mother’s panic, smell her sweat, hear her panting for breath. My nostrils are clogged with dust and the smell of destruction. I look up into the dark indigo sky and see the searchlights, like giant fingers of light, pointing out the dark shapes of the bombers with their deadly cargo, and stars in their hundreds. I hear the dreadful hum of engines overhead and the boom-boom of antiaircraft guns below them. The air crackles with the sound of explosions and breaking glass, with distant shouts and screams. There is panic and despair. Why isn’t my dad here to help us?

      On such a night I have a dream. The scene is a sandy beach with palm trees at either end, gently sloping down to the calm blue waters of the sea. The sun shines in a clear blue sky. At the water’s edge is a long line of men, women, and children, all holding hands and looking out to sea. They are completely naked and their light brown skin glows in the sunlight. I awake with a profound feeling of delight, though I have never seen a beach, a palm tree, or the sea, and I have never seen a brown person, let alone a naked one. I am two years old.

      We all have dreams. Sometimes our dreams are in vivid color and they remain with us for a lifetime. These visionary dreams are given to us as memorable communications directly from the soul. We may get the message immediately, but it can also take many years for us to discover what we have been shown.

      Like most infants, when I was two I was more soul-child than Earth-child, still in touch with the sacred aspect of my being. But there was hardship, suffering, and anxiety as the world around me was disintegrating. In contrast the beach vision was showing me a quite different world. In it people are together in harmony—the Earth and sea are at peace. There is an atmosphere of warmth, color, serenity, safety, and love. There is joy in union with one another and with the environment. I was taken to a place within myself where this reality was always affirmed, a place of love and light in the middle of my chest that I now call the “Heart Space.” This was my safe place to retreat to.

      Like a soothing balm to the painful reality of life at the time, the beach vision showed me that the world in conflict should not be like that. Life should be like the beach scene, which I had sensed as a beautiful feeling. Over the years I came to understand that the “beautiful feeling” was about the deep harmony of oneness. I have found myself measuring life experience against that sense of oneness, that beautiful feeling, that childhood vision of the beach.

    

  
    
      2

      THE VOICE IN THE CAVE

      I bless my mother for introducing me, at a very young age, to books. The best of them could be read aloud and often began with the words “once upon a time.” This magical phrase promised an intriguing tale with strong characters and enough surreal elements to arouse my curiosity. They also promised a satisfying conclusion with the words “and they all lived happily ever after,” a simple formula that allowed the characters to go on living in my imagination in a future filled with cheerful expectation. Stories describe and illuminate our lives; some have the power to draw us in so that we feel like characters in the story itself.

      
        A CAVE ENCOUNTER IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE

        Once upon a time I was earning a precarious living as a writer and seeking inspiration. In the spring of 1988, I was sitting in a café at my usual table by the communal notice board. As my coffee cooled, I glanced up to survey what had been posted. Among the ads for Hopi ear candle therapy and a washing machine going cheap, a small blue sheet caught my eye, announcing an “Essene Seminar with Sir George Trevelyan.” It proposed two weeks at a “delightful Center in Provence.” I calculated that I could just about afford the cost, along with the airfare to Marseille. I knew very little about the Essenes or Sir George Trevelyan, but as I reread the list of subjects that would be covered during the two weeks, into my mind came my beach vision. I could not fathom why this should be so and dismissed the image; after all it wasn’t advertised as a beach holiday with nude beach frolics. I told myself that I deserved an intriguing, and possibly relaxing, holiday in the South of France, and it could be just the inspiration that the writer in me so desperately needed.

        With the mountains of the Luberon to the south, the study center nestled on a hillside of orange soil terraced with olive and almond trees. The theme of the seminar was a view of Essene spirituality with its grounding in Nature and the seasons; but this theme soon expanded to range from the Cathars and Bogomils to the poetry of Wordsworth. Then came the announcement that there was to be a trip to the ancient mountain cave of Sainte Baume. Most of us agreed that this would be a welcome change from indoor lectures.

        The day before the trip, I came across a little guide book saying that, once a place for pilgrimage to ancient fertility goddesses, a Christian tradition has it that after fleeing from Palestine, Mary Magdalene found sanctuary in the Sainte Baume cave where she spent the last years of her life meditating and teaching. To present a balanced view, or perhaps as a deterrent to the gullible, the text continued: “However, various authorities have questioned whether the Magdalene ever came to Gaul, and, if she did, whether she would have chosen such a huge and draughty cave in which to settle.” With both these views in mind, I looked forward with expectation to the following day.

        During our trek through the forest to reach our destination, Sir George enthused about the cave and the good memories it held for him. He recalled how, on a previous visit, he had “seen” an image of Pan. This was a delightful surprise, for he was very fond of Pan as a nature divinity and always wondered if he would see him again at Sainte Baume. These remarks created excitement in the group, and we began to wonder what experiences we might have.

        We rounded a bend to begin the final climb up a series of stone steps that led to the cave. A few hundred years ago, Dominican monks built a stone wall across the original entrance, with an arched doorway flanked on either side by three stained-glass windows, creating a small chapel. In front was a life-size, vivid tableau of the Crucifixion including the distraught figure of Mary Magdalene at the foot of the Cross.

        The interior was dim and cool, a contrast to the bright outdoors. The cave had the furnishings of a chapel, but with an earthy feeling as well, alive with nature. In the light of a few candles, I stood on the threshold. I had never been there, yet the place seemed to evoke a deep memory.

        I sat on a wooden pew, closed my eyes, and waited. I was looking forward to a possible sighting of Pan, the ancient guardian-spirit of Nature. Suddenly I heard the haunting sound of a flute. The pipes of Pan! I couldn’t resist opening an eye. There, in front of the altar stood a Japanese tourist playing a shakuhachi flute. Chuckling at my skepticism, I closed my eyes and the next moment was startled to see a smiling greenish-brown face that shone with a golden light. So Pan really did appear in this cave. “Are you Pan?” I asked, mentally. Instead of an answer, the face continued to grin at me for a few more moments and then began to fade.

        I rested in the haunting sound of the flute. But as I was musing on this, the face of Pan was replaced by the face of a young woman with dark features and dark hair and eyes. Then came a dull ache in my chest that quickly transformed to a stabbing pain. Panic flooded me. “Jack collapsed and died in the Grotto of Sainte Baume. He had lived in France but had never visited Provence before,” I imagined the obituary to read. I was gripped with fear and thoughts of death.

        As I struggled with these sensations, I heard her voice: “This is the pain I felt when they crucified my lord.” Immediately, my mind was awash with questions. Who was this? Was it Mary Magdalene speaking, and had she been there for nearly 2,000 years? “Are you Mary Magdalene?” I asked, aware that I was calmly listening to her and conversing with her. I could hear the smile in her voice. “Yes,” she said, “my name is Maryam.” I found out later that Maryam was her original Aramaic name and that in the Semitic culture of the time, “my lord” was the normal way of describing a husband, in fact, the modern Hebrew word for husband, ba’al, also translates as “lord.”

      

      
        MARYAM’S MESSAGE

        When contact is made with a spirit being, the mind is often confused, desperately trying to make sense of what is happening. I wanted to keep calm and yet remain open. Meanwhile, a more parental voice was urging me to remember where I was and at all costs be polite. So containing my excitement, I found myself asking: “Is there anything you wish to tell me?” Straight away she said,

        You are all Christs, or Christs in the making. It is only your clouded vision that prevents you from seeing that you are all beings of light. It does not matter if no one believes what you say, but I want you to tell the others that Jesus, the Master, is walking among you right now. . . The pain you feel is my pain. I cannot let you feel all of the pain because you could not bear it. It is my signal to you that it is Mary Magdalene whom you sense. . . . You can call on me any time to help you and I will use this signal to assure you that I am close. It cannot hurt you, it is just my signal.

        She then gave me her blessing.

        I sensed that Maryam knew how the word “Christ” jarred with me as a non-Christian. But at the same moment, I realized that, for her, names and titles did not matter and my challenge was not to focus on them. She had carefully chosen the word favored by the church. I knew that in Greek a khristos was an “anointed one.” Maryam was telling me that we are all born anointed—with an inner messiah—while most of us are immersed in the process of awakening to this fact. So the title was not exclusive to Jesus . . . even though he was walking among us. Then what was the significance of being anointed, I wondered. I would carry out her request, though it might prove difficult or even offensive to some of the group.

        I had the feeling that time was running out, that this “conversation” might end as quickly as it had begun. What an opportunity! Reeling with the thought that I was “talking” to Mary Magdalene, my mind flooded with questions. Which were the most important? What did I need to know? So the most banal question came out first: “Is the story about you and Joseph of Arimathea coming to France and living in this cave true?” Her voice seemed to smile again, calming me and slowing me down. She would not be drawn. She continued,

        I am here. I can be wherever people need me to be. It does not matter whether the story is true or not. Look behind the words. See the force behind the story. You can call on me any time to help you and I will use this signal to assure you that I am close. It cannot hurt you. It is my signal to you that it is I, Mary Magdalene, whom you sense . . . I am going now . . . It is time for you to go too.

        I became conscious of the group members shifting about, moving off. Her voice was still there, reassuring me: “Call upon me when you wish. You know what my signal will be.” And then . . . nothing, only space where she used to be. It was too soon for me to go. I sat in the pew feeling stunned. Maryam was there, speaking to me. Why me? I needed time to readjust. Pain would be her signal. Was that like the pain I had felt as a small child when the world around me was being destroyed? She was feeling the pain of the world then, and she is still feeling the pain of the world now. My thoughts were interrupted by a hand on my shoulder. The group was leaving. Near the door to the outside, there was a stone bowl set into the wall, filled with sanctified water into which pilgrims could dip their fingers and bless themselves. I saw it for the first time as if it had been put there to aid my exit. It struck me that I had been in another kind of womb and that I was emerging once again into the light. I looked again at the bizarre iconography of torture and death: the passionate figure of Mary Magdalene and the bleeding Jesus. Immediately, my own forceps birth, via my mother’s blood-smeared legs, confronted me: I could smell the scent of blood and pain. The next day was Good Friday.

        Later that evening the group assembled and we were invited to share our experiences of the trip to Sainte Baume. My cave experience was received with polite silence. Back in my room I wrote up the day in my journal. On rereading the account I was gripped by an overwhelming sense that Maryam was asking me to do something, but I had no idea what that something might be.

        I never heard from any of the group whether my account had any effect on them or not. The rest of the seminar passed very quickly. I was aware of lectures, aware of George Trevelyan’s sonorous voice as he recited poetry by Wordsworth and Thomas Traherne, and again when he read the Essene meditations for the day. But behind George’s voice was the voice of Maryam, and behind his carefully chosen words, her words became lines of poetry, the music of the evening circle dances and the song of the cicadas.

        The flight from Marseille back to the UK was delayed for an hour. I sat in the waiting area and gazed around at the airport surroundings, the groups of people on their way to different destinations. I listened to the announcements delivered in French and English. It all seemed a very different world from where I had recently been staying. Who here would want to know about Mary Magdalene, La Madeleine, let alone believe that she talked to pilgrims in a Provençal cave? I glanced up at the moving announcement board. It now displayed the phrase: “What do you need to know?” In my mind I told myself: I need to know about you, Maryam. I know virtually nothing. I’m going to find out who you are, why you gave me that message, and what—if anything—your message means.
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      LOOKING BEHIND THE WORDS

      When we look back at some of the problems that have come our way, especially those which cause distress and anxiety, we can see how they often lead us onto a new path in life.

      
        DISCOVERING DISTANT HEALING

        Three years before my encounter with Mary Magdalene, I was suffering with severe back trouble and my editor had put me in touch with a well-known healer, Dennis Barrett, who happened to live in Bristol. As I made my way to his home, a memory flooded back of greeting my father off the train on his return from the war and being lifted up into his arms.

        After a few sessions Dennis encouraged me to investigate the world of hands-on healing and to take up healing myself. He gave no clue as to how to get started as a healer, assuring me that it would happen when the time was right. His only piece of advice was: “If you don’t like people, don’t bother to try healing.”

        Soon after that, on a writing trip to Italy, I stayed in a large family home. The house was quiet as I lay awake planning my research. Suddenly a rasping sound broke the silence. Grandfather was coughing. On and on he coughed until the coughs changed to groans and cries of desperation. The rest of the house remained still. No one went to his aid. Perhaps the family slept through it because they were already used to these harrowing sounds and they felt powerless to bring him any form of relief. I wanted to help him and felt impressed to hold my hands out in his direction to send some healing. To my surprise my palms and fingertips began tingling as I mentally asked for help to be sent to the old man. The next moment his coughing stopped abruptly. The house returned to silence and I dropped off to sleep.

        In the small hours of the next night, the old man began to cough again, hardly able to pause for breath. I stretched out my hands and asked for help to come to him, and again his coughing stopped. As the week went on, the grandfather’s coughing began to ease, and on my last night it, had almost disappeared. This was my first venture into distant healing. Unlike traditional hands-on healing where the healer is present with the subject, in distant healing the healer sends out healing energy, or a prayer for healing, to the subject who is at some distance from the healer. The great advantage of this form of healing is that the subject can be a person, an animal, a plant, an environment, or even a situation, and they can be at any distance.

        On my return to Wales, I had plenty of opportunities to practice distant healing and to see if it actually produced positive results. On many occasions results extended beyond healing people of conditions to changing situations for the better. I kept a working journal and built up a useful database of practice that gave me an excellent grounding and understanding when I began to work “hands-on.” Two years later I was in the cave at Sainte Baume.

        At school I had dreams of becoming an artist, but my parents wanted me to study science. On leaving school I had no idea what to do with my qualifications. I spent a few years learning how to farm before becoming a teacher. Much later my encounter with Mary Magdalene was a turning point: from then on I felt driven to study subtle energy medicine and hands-on healing. However, I could see little hope of earning a living from either healing practice or its studies.

        Out of the blue my editor called to say that the publishing house wanted someone to write the biography of Dennis Barrett the healer, and that my experiences and friendship with him made me the ideal candidate for the project. During a series of interviews, I asked Dennis how healing worked. “With love,” he said. “It comes from the source of love, goes through me and into the patient. It’s love that does the healing.” This definition may sound naive, but at the time it sounded reasonable to me that love could heal, and after years of research and experience, I find that Dennis’s definition still holds true. Just as Dennis described them, my experience is that healing energies come from the Source of energy—the Oneness that some people call God. Dennis was delighted with his story The Healing Spirit. People continue to borrow the book from their local library twenty years later, and I still hear from readers all over the world.

      

      
        YOUR HEALING POWER

        Now that I was writing about healing, including my own experience, it seemed time to look at how the healing power of love actually worked. I began to look more deeply into the mechanics and meaning of healing. My years at school studying the sciences trained me to be skeptical and to look at outcomes and the reason for them. I saw that there were plenty of books about different aspects of healing: subtle energies (those that travel faster than the speed of light), energy fields, subtle energy centers (chakras), the power of intention, the origin of healing energies, and so on, but all this information was not available under one cover. I decided to combine the different facets of healing with my own experience to create one book, as a handbook for healers and anyone interested in the subject. This book was Your Healing Power. It has since become an international healing classic, published in the United States as Hands-On Healing.

        Your Healing Power is addressed to as wide an audience as possible, avoiding claims that because it is a spiritual discipline, it is linked to a particular religion. It is salutary to recall that whoever we are, the spirituality of our distant ancestors was shamanic and that shamanism is the basis of all spiritual streams. The shaman, of either gender, is able to demonstrate to the group or tribe a genuine connection with—and a profound understanding of—the sacred, the source of healing, and the source of healing energies. Archaeological evidence suggests that this has been so during at least the 100,000 years of human history.
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