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  Chapter 1




  THE JOURNEY BEGINS




  It was the first of August 1990 and a beautiful sunny morning. The day had started the same as any other. There was nothing to indicate that it would be singularly different from the conservative pattern of each day – no prior warning that I was on the brink of events that would dramatically change my life forever.




  My life at that time epitomized the Ultimate Dream. On a superficial level it appeared perfect, for I was surrounded by everything our culture is taught to seek, everything we are conditioned to believe will bring happiness. The home where I sat gazing out of the windows was a glorious medieval manor house, surrounded by a water-filled moat. It had twenty rooms, many containing beautiful antique furniture.




  Outside, there was a heated swimming pool, a tennis lawn, formal grounds and an old, walled kitchen garden. A path through the orchard led to a small lake full of koi, and beyond this was our private woodland where a stream ran through – home to a pair of kingfishers – and wild deer wandered freely.




  Our three horses grazed all day in fenced paddocks. At night they resided in stables facing the square cobbled courtyard behind the house, just outside my back door.




  It was indeed a perfect setting. And at the end of the long graveled driveway the road gave fast access to major towns for marathon shopping trips and good restaurants.




  My husband was a very successful company director; we traveled first class, stayed in the best hotels around the world and had top-of-the-line cars. Our three children had been privately educated and were now grown. Although they often still came ‘home’ for meals and returned occasionally to live under our roof for short spells, they were for the most part independent.




  I had always been a stay-at-home mother who had given my family priority, so once the children left I was determined to find new interests and take advantage of my freedom. I was fit and considered myself of reasonable intelligence. Feeling the need to prove myself, I enrolled at the local flying school, overcame many fears, completed the training, passed the tests and gained a private pilot’s license. My belief in my ability to achieve what I set out to do was verified, but strangely this brought no sense of fulfillment.




  Now what? Here was the lifestyle I had dreamed of and strived for. I was living it! I should have been ecstatic, but I wasn’t; in fact I was unhappier than I had ever been in my life. There was an emptiness. I felt hollow and I couldn’t understand why.




  The last few months had been difficult. My marriage had been through a bad patch and my children all had personal problems. Previous to that, I had needed a mastectomy. These could have been factors in my unhappiness, but I wasn’t dwelling on them and felt they were problems that could be resolved.




  My sense of isolation and pain was welling up from somewhere deeper. Indeed pain and isolation had been my companions long before the onset of the current situation. The role of ‘corporate wife’ had never been one in which I felt comfortable – it was play-acting – and for years there had been a growing sense that I should be doing more with my life.




  But what?




  Dawning on me was the realization that material wealth did not guarantee happiness. The effort expended to achieve all of these trappings seemed pointless. Where was the joy? I loved my family deeply; I loved the animals in my care; but there seemed no purpose to my life. I had fulfilled my role as a wife and mother, and had proved I was still capable of embarking on other areas and being successful. But what now? What was I looking for? How could I fill this void?




  It was in these idyllic surroundings and in this frame of mind that I stood in front of the mirror that summer morning. Powerful events were about to commence, events that would irrevocably change my life. Unknown to me at the time, this moment was to be the start of a personal ‘shape-shift’. Mysticism does not restrict itself to fundamentalists or those searching for it. Sometimes it enters into the lives of those innocents who are totally unaware of other dimensions.




  It was 10.00am. My husband was at his office in London. The house was empty apart from me and the dogs. Earlier I had attended to the horses; I was now showered and in front of the mirror, putting on my make-up.




  This is where it becomes difficult to tell precisely what happened next. Metaphysical experiences have been deemed unacceptable in our society for so many years that the language for describing such happenings has long ago been lost.




  As I stood there, a ‘knowing’ that a burglary was going to take place later in the day came into my head. It shocked me with its clarity, for in that instant I was convinced it was my cousin’s house that was the target of the crime. I turned from the mirror, picked up a scrap of paper and a pen, and wrote, ‘Time is 10.00am. Joyce’s home will be burgled today.’




  This thought had arrived without warning or preconception. It wasn’t a subject I had been discussing; there had been no such occurrences around me; and this cousin was not a member of the extended family whom I saw very often.




  Then I became concerned. I was positive that the thought was real, and the need to warn her became an issue. But when exactly would the burglary happen? Could I prevent it? I sat down, staring at the words that were written on the notepaper. The intensity of ‘knowing’ was starting to ease and I went back to complete my make-up.




  I carried the knowledge of this predestined event around with me all day. Although I failed to do anything constructive about it, the message was at the forefront of my thoughts as the hours continued through their normal routine. That evening, I showed the scrap of paper to my husband and tried to convey the overwhelming awareness and sense of urgency that had accompanied the written thought. He listened, but was uninterested and with a shrug of the shoulders dismissed the notion.




  The next morning I was still puzzling over it, when the phone rang. I answered it and recognized the voice; it was Liz, my hairdresser, who came to my home every three weeks to attend to my hair.




  ‘I’m so sorry, Wendy,’ she said. ‘I was due to visit you this morning, but I won’t be able to come. My house was broken into last night and I have to remain in today as the police are coming back. But if you want to come over to my home, I’ll do your hair here.’




  I thanked her and agreed to do just that. She gave me her address and route directions, and I replaced the receiver. As I put the phone down, I stood there staring at it, feeling very confused. Then I looked at the clock and saw the time, and the hairs on my arms stood up – it was precisely 10.00am. It had been exactly this time yesterday that I had received that powerful intuition. The burglary had indeed happened, just as I had foreseen. The only difference was that I had misinterpreted the victim – it was my hairdresser, not my cousin. But in that instant it dawned on me that my cousin’s surname is Head.




  How strange! It seemed that I had picked up a definite message. But where had it come from? I was more puzzled than ever.




  It was about a twenty-minute drive to Liz’s home. As I neared the area, I suddenly felt odd – not unwell, but there was a definite change in awareness. It was a condition that I would become accustomed to in the weeks ahead and come to recognize as a shift in consciousness. Right now, I had to cope with vivid pictures flooding into my head.




  I pulled the car into the side of the road; the images were holding my attention, and they were so strong and distracting it was impossible to drive. It was as if a giant television set had been placed directly in front of my eyes, gripping my visual senses. The pictures appearing were clear, sharp and in full color. I saw a man and a child.




  The man had a gypsy-like appearance with swarthy skin and dark curly hair. He looked to be in his middle thirties; he was of average height and stockily built. My attention was drawn to his clothes: he was wearing a crumpled dark suit and what I felt was a dirty shirt, but at odds with the suit were the scruffy and wellworn trainers on his feet. There was a sense that a suit was not this man’s usual attire.




  The child was a young boy who in stark contrast was blond, fair-skinned and about three to four years old. I didn’t register what he was wearing, but a vivid red scratch on the left-hand side of his neck was discernible.




  The two were standing side by side on the pavement, looking at a house. As I continued to watch, the man took the child by the hand and walked quickly through the gateway and along the path by the side of the house. At a point before he reached the back of the building, he stopped, then bent over and picked the child up. There was a small transit window on the side of the house which was slightly ajar and through this gap the man pushed the child in, head first.




  I watched this action in amazement, sensing with an unquestionable certainty that I was watching a replay of the uninvited entry into Liz’s home. The picture faded. Blinking hard, I pulled out back into the stream of traffic and continued the short distance to my destination.




  When I arrived, Liz showed me through to the rear of the house and we walked into her conservatory. I had a lightheaded feeling, somewhat dreamlike.




  ‘We’ll do your hair here,’ she said.




  I sat down and commiserated with her at the invasion of her home.




  ‘Fortunately, there was no damage and they didn’t take much,’ she replied, sounding quite relieved. ‘They seem to have concentrated on our bedroom. Drawers were opened and had been looked through. They took some money and jewelry from my bedside table, but they also stole my husband’s passport. Now that has caused a problem as he was due to fly to America tomorrow.’




  She placed a towel around my shoulders, and as she did so, I glanced up.




  ‘That’s where they got in!’ I exclaimed, pointing to one of the small windows. I then proceeded to share with her what I had seen on my personal ‘television screen’.




  ‘Well, that’s very strange,’ she answered, ‘but no, I don’t think so. The police came after we got in last night and seemed to think it was two men and they had probably gained access through the front door.’




  I said no more, but I knew differently.




  A few minutes later, her husband Eric put his head around the door. ‘Liz? The fingerprint guy is here. He wants to check this room. Is it okay for him to come in?’




  ‘Do you mind, Wendy?’ she asked of me.




  I raised no objection and the detective entered. He nodded in our direction and then commenced dusting surfaces with his brush and powder. He soon became engrossed in his own task and Liz continued attending to my hair.




  Suddenly the detective looked across at us, and directing his question at Liz, said, ‘Excuse me; do you have any small children?’ Liz responded in the negative – she has no children of her own. He then asked, ‘Have there been any visiting recently?’




  After a few seconds’ thought, Liz volunteered, ‘Well, my niece was here last week, but she’s nearly twelve.’




  The detective shook his head. ‘No, that’s not it. Here, look at this.’ And he pointed at a pane of glass. There, plainly visible in the white dust, were several tiny handprints. What was astonishing was that they were all upside down.




  He stood holding his pot and brush, looking at the evidence. ‘That’s where the culprit gained access. A small child has been put through that little window above this large fixed pane. It looks as if someone outside must have held the child by the ankles until their hands reached the sill. Would you believe it!’




  Liz looked at him; her jaw dropped and her mouth opened. She called Eric in and said, ‘Wendy. Tell them what you’ve just told me.’




  I repeated the story, trying to make light of it. The logical part of my mind was hoping they wouldn’t think I was somehow implicated; there was also a hovering fear that I was being sucked into something way beyond my control.




  Eric stood quietly listening. ‘Well,’ he added, ‘that would explain why all the drawers of the tall chest in our bedroom were opened except for the two top ones!’




  The detective had also been listening intently. He conveyed his thanks, and without passing further comment tidied his utensils and departed.




  Soon afterwards, satisfied with my hairstyle, I was on my way home. What was happening? Where was this information coming from? The questions went round and round in my head. This sort of thing didn’t happen to people like me. I was an ‘everyday’ housewife, not some flowing-robed mystic.




  Before I had driven far, a repetition of the ‘wave’ of energy engulfed me. It felt similar to receiving a mild electric shock and it jumped my consciousness onto another level. Once again I started to ‘see’. This time it was a crone-like figure, clothed in black with a long, thin, ancient face and prominent hooked nose




  – the archetypal witch. It was a frightening sight and appeared directly in front of me, almost obliterating my vision.




  I slowed the car right down, pulled into the side, and mentally started demanding that the apparition leave. There was a strangely telepathic communication; I was insisting that it leave, but also agreeing that it could return if it waited until I got home. I also found myself making the strange action of repeatedly rolling my lower lip outwards and over.




  The vision cleared. Now that I could pay attention to the traffic, I continued my drive home. However, I remained very aware that the hag-like figure was lurking close by.




  I pulled up outside my house and leapt out of the car, fairly running for the door. Once inside the kitchen, I grabbed a sheet of paper and a pen, and as I sat down at the table it was as if an outside force had taken over my body. My hand started to write very quickly. For a few minutes this energy consumed me, like a fire ripping through me, before it suddenly departed. It was the strangest sensation – not as if it had burnt out, but rather as if I had been in the path of a tornado that had come from nowhere and swept me up, then dropped me as it moved on.




  My consciousness had returned to a normal level. I surveyed the paper in front of me: some of the writing was barely legible. I had been an instrument, for the words were not motivated or initiated by my mind and it was barely recognizable as my handwriting. I read what I had written.




  The first words were clear:




  sorrow




  argument




  Irish




  Underneath these was written:




  somebody still has the passport




  who has the passport




  can I get the passport




  Further down the page was:




  police will arrest for another offense




  he will have the passport on him




  few days




  The final words read:




  they only wanted the passport




  Around this last statement, the pen had drawn rings seven times.




  In a little over twenty-four hours my life had been turned upside down. It was all quite bizarre. This energy which enveloped me – the closest word I could find to describe it – left me feeling as if I was being plugged into a power source, but a power that defied description. I went to the mirror and stared into it, not sure what I was expecting to see: the reflected image looked no different from the one I normally saw. However, I found myself looking deeply into my eyes. For a split second, there was a depth I had never been aware of before; for a fleeting moment I felt that I knew everything, that everything made sense and had a purpose.




  Calling the dogs, I walked out into the garden. Many times, when there were problems to solve and emotional wounds to heal, I would turn to the animals. A meander through sunlit fields with the dogs, or a ride on my horse in the wind and rain, would always ease the pain and clear my vision. But today I was provided with no answers, only more questions.




  Somehow I was being used. My physical body was providing a channel for someone or something. I was beginning to accept this, yet somehow there was no fear and I realized that at no time had I totally refused to comply – maybe refusal wasn’t an option. Bewildering as it all was, I stood in awe.




  I returned to the house. Several times I read through what had been written, then I picked up the phone and called Liz. I didn’t go into detail about what had occurred; I simply referred to it as ‘a thought’ and recommended that she call the detective handling the investigation and suggest to him that it might have been solely the passport the thieves were after and that the culprit might possibly be Irish.




  ‘Well, Wendy,’ she said, ‘it didn’t occur to me until after you had left, but almost surely you were right about the child. And the fingerprints would seem to confirm it. This would explain about the drawers. There’s a tall chest in my bedroom, and all of the drawers had been opened except the top two. That could be the reason; a small child wouldn’t have been able to reach that high. It’s all so horrid – not just the upset of having your home violated but the inconvenience of it all. Eric has an American passport so he’s had to travel up to London to try and sort it out at the embassy. Please let me know if anything else transpires.’




  It was in a dreamlike state that I turned my attention to more mundane matters. My body moved into automatic as I prepared the evening meal, whilst the day’s events continued to course through my head. I was anxious for my husband to return, as I desperately need to share all of this with someone else. His occupation as CEO of a multinational company was intense and stressful, but he was intelligent and capable. However, what he would make of this was anybody’s guess. How do you apply logic to such a phenomenon?




  Barry had barely got through the door before I started to describe the day’s events. I followed him around as he changed out of his suit and poured himself a drink. He looked at me quizzically. ‘Calm down,’ he said. ‘Just wait and see if it happens again.’




  Although this wasn’t what I wanted to hear, it was probably sound advice. At that point in our lives, we were absorbed in the physical realm. We were both very materialistic and great consumers. Any suggestion that a non-physical realm existed would have been met with incredulity and dismissed out of hand. Even so, being told to calm down was an instruction difficult to maintain, for I felt like a coiled spring. I urgently needed someone to explain what was going on.




  No explanation was forthcoming. I felt quite helpless as there was not a thing I could do. Who do you phone?




  However, before the evening ended, Barry was to witness a bout of this spontaneous outburst of abnormal behavior. This time, I sensed a shift in the energy of the room; I felt it arrive before it actually touched me.




  We were sitting in the study, peacefully watching TV, when I shouted, ‘It’s coming again!’ and jumped to my feet.




  ‘Sit down!’ Barry commanded. ‘And calm down! What is it?’ He was very angry. For him, being out of control is almost a crime.




  ‘The energy – it’s happening again!’ I shouted.




  This time, there was a witness, an observer of what was happening. But trying to describe the sensation I was experiencing was impossible. My body was vibrating and my head was filling with images that claimed priority. I turned my attention to the pictures that were forming. As I received them, I verbalized the scenes. Again I was experiencing the inexplicable: vivid, moving pictures were filling my head.




  I was seeing, as clearly as if he had been standing in the room, a close male friend of ours named David. He was looking very distressed. Then I saw a hospital – to be precise, I saw a large building that I knew was a hospital. Next I was aware of Catherine, his wife – that she was very ill. I felt a great sense of urgency.




  The whole episode lasted, as before, less than a couple of minutes but was of overwhelming intensity. Like a cyclone moving through, it had momentarily sucked me in, and as it passed on, normality once more returned. ‘Curiouser and curiouser’. I knew without question that the scene that had been shown to me was at that very moment being enacted elsewhere in the country, but there was nothing else I could do to throw any more light on this latest excursion into the metaphysical.




  It had been a mysterious but exhausting day. With a certain reluctance I went to bed, but before long I was once more awake. As I lay there, I was aware that something had awoken me. Then I heard it.




  It was a voice in my head, saying, ‘Wake up!’ It was an androgynous voice, and the two words were conveyed as an order. ‘Wake up. Wake up now!’ it repeated.




  My senses were alerted. I propped myself up in bed and, still feeling half asleep, reached out my hand and put on the bedside light. The instruction continued further: ‘Switch on the television.’




  Without questioning, I did so. As the television sprang to life I focused my eyes on the screen. There were mutterings and objections from the other side of the bed, but the voice that only I was hearing overruled them.




  The commercial break that intersperses each show was in full flow. An advert for an insurance company was flashing through a series of potential household accidents, focusing on faulty electrical appliances; it concluded by showing a large light bulb exploding. Somehow I was aware that there was a connection with my youngest son. There was no concern on my part, however; I knew there was no need to worry. Even though my sleep had been disturbed, it was nothing serious.




  I switched off the TV, put out the light and attempted to return to sleep, but my head was buzzing with thoughts.




  My background was Irish Catholic but I had long ago given up going to mass or attending any Christian church, for the patriarchal beliefs of all Western religions were at odds with my feelings that God did not harbor preferences. My education had been at convent schools where the nuns had used fear as a means of instilling discipline and keeping control – again something that I instinctively felt was not advocated by a Higher Power.




  I held on to a belief in guardian angels, in a non-human figure that watches over each of us. Perhaps this stemmed from an early memory of a picture that used to hang in my grandmother’s house. It showed a child reaching out over a perilous ledge to pick a flower; by her side was a luminous being, with powerful white-feathered wings, standing as protection, ready to catch her should she fall. Maybe these communications were emanating from such beings, but as yet I had seen none.




  Another order came. The voice said, ‘Write it down!’




  There was no way of ignoring it so I put the light back on, picked up a pen and paper, and wrote down the details of the advertisement I had watched. I noted the time and added it: ‘1.20am’. The voice seemed to have gone now and I was free to return to sleep.




  Morning dawned and I entered the day with a mixture of anticipation and apprehension. The abnormal happenings started as soon as I picked up the newspaper: the knowledge of every major story contained within it flashed through my head before I had even glanced at the front page. I hurriedly flipped through; it was all there. This was an incredible sensation. How did I know all of this? And how could I possibly expect anyone to believe me and accept it? The day had only just started and already I had to face a bagful of mixed emotions.




  As soon as I had a moment to myself, I sat down at the kitchen table with the dogs lying at my feet and wrote down every detail of these extraordinary happenings. I recorded the date and times, and the difficulty of finding words to accurately describe the intensity of both the physical and emotional sensations I was experiencing. I even wrote down what the weather was like and what I was eating, for there was a deep-down fear that if the situation escalated I might be considered mentally unbalanced, in which case this would be a record for the doctor.




  I questioned whether the cause was menopausal. Did I have a tumor in my head? Was I going mad? The biggest question of all was, Why me? It was frightening, for I knew I was walking a fine line between what our culture defines as sanity and insanity. I was aware that I was balancing precariously somewhere inbetween.




  Two telephone calls later in the day convinced me that I was not mentally deranged, but that some outside force was directing me, a force completely beyond my comprehension. The first call was from me to my youngest son, Daniel. He was living away from home in his first attempt at independence, sharing a house with three of his contemporaries. Without preliminaries, I went straight to the point.




  ‘Dan, did you have an accident last night?’ I asked.




  ‘No, Mum,’ he said, immediately on the defensive before a questioning mother.




  ‘Are you sure?’ I persisted, continuing my line of inquiry. ‘Nothing major – perhaps just an accident in the house?’




  ‘Well, there was something,’ he admitted. ‘We were watching TV and the reception wasn’t very good, so while the commercials were on, Tony had a fiddle with the electrics. I didn’t touch it.’ (Having grown up as the youngest of three, he was well-practiced at covering his quarters.) ‘I went into the kitchen,’ he continued, ‘and was getting a bottle of milk out of the fridge when there was a huge bang and all the electrics blew. I dropped the bottle of milk, which smashed, making a bit of a mess… but nobody was hurt and we sorted it out. Is that what you’re talking about?’ I carried on listening while this young man voiced his priorities. ‘It was a shame because now the TV isn’t working any more and we were watching a good film that I didn’t get to see the end of.’




  As an afterthought, I posed another question. ‘What time did all this happen?’




  ‘Oh, late,’ he muttered. ‘Must have been getting on for 1.30am.’




  Sons invariably grow up accepting that mothers often mysteriously seem to know what they are up to, and Daniel seemed happy to let the subject drop. After hearing that he would be over to see me later in the day, I said goodbye. However, before I had even moved from the spot, I rang him back.




  ‘Be careful as you drive out from your parking place,’ I told him. Something from the episode in the night was registering and there was a feeling he would break the headlight of his car.




  Later that afternoon, he turned up and volunteered to help out for a couple of hours; with a place the size of ours there was always a lot to do. Even through the summer, on chilly days we would have a big log fire, so I sent him down into one of the barns where the dead tree branches from our woodland were stacked, and he set about chopping some wood.




  A short while later, he came looking for me. ‘Sorry, Mum,’ he said. ‘Had a bit of an accident. One of the pieces of wood that I chopped somehow flew across, ricocheted up, and smashed the big light in the barn.’




  I was amazed. It was not one hundred percent correct but the prediction was close enough and made me very happy.




  The second surprise came shortly afterwards: an incoming phone call from Barry.




  ‘You’re never going to believe this,’ I heard him say, ‘but I’ve just spoken to David.’ (This was the friend I had ‘seen’ in the vision the previous evening.) He continued, ‘He called to tell me about Catherine. Apparently yesterday, while they were at their home in Devon, she was in dreadful pain. He called the doctor who immediately rushed her off to hospital for an emergency operation. She had an ectopic pregnancy – all very scary – and they operated in the evening. Thankfully all is well now. The worst is over and she’s expected to make a full recovery.’




  This confirmation of my clairvoyance from the previous evening was wonderfully reassuring, but again raised endless questions.




  Throughout the following days, similar notions would randomly, but daily, enter my head, always fractionally preceded by the familiar shift in awareness as the only warning. They simply arrived and interrupted whatever I was doing. Sometimes they came as dreams but with an extra vividness; I would remember these with clarity as I woke up, knowing they were somehow special.




  One such dream was of two planes colliding. The larger plane made an emergency safe landing, but the smaller plane had been clipped on the wing and crashed, killing both occupants. The terrain was shown to me in detail, along with the wreckage and part of the registration letters. On television the following day, this accident was reported; the news showed film of the debris and focused on the call-sign letters on the damaged body of the craft which were identical to those I had recorded from my dream.




  Another time, I was again awoken in the night by the insistent voice in my head saying, ‘Wake up, wake up!’




  I really didn’t want to and bizarrely I answered it: ‘I am awake’, to which the response was, ‘Wake up properly. Sit up and put the light on.’




  I struggled to open my eyes, but sat up and swung my legs over the side of the bed. This time there was no surge of energy and no instruction to switch on the television. I looked around the room. It was my bedroom, no different from how it always had been. On semi-automatic, I picked up the pad and pen and wrote the time: ‘3.30am’.




  What am I doing? I thought. What am I supposed to write down? I sat there, knowing I had been awoken to do something. But what? This one I had to work out for myself. There was an innate ‘knowing’ that there was something to do and there was no point in rolling back into bed.




  On the duvet lay part of a newspaper, a page where Barry had abandoned a half-completed crossword. There was a small picture of Madonna – not the Virgin Mary but the pop star. Next to where I had written the time, I added, ‘A picture of Madonna. Looks like Marilyn Monroe.’




  Still sitting there, feeling like a schoolchild unable to complete her homework, I wrote a few more words: ‘3.40am: Is this a lesson? Am I being dumb?’, then found myself underlying the word ‘dumb’.




  The notes continued: ‘4.00am: Went down to the kitchen to make a cup of tea.’ On returning to the bedroom, I added another cryptic sentence: ‘Will be in the news soon.’ And yet a few more words: ‘Just have to say goodbye.’




  It dawned on me that this was something to do with Marilyn Monroe, whom some called ‘the dumb blonde’, but I could get nothing positive so simply added the time and a final sentence: ‘4.30am: The precise time is important.’ I then fell back to sleep.




  My first thoughts on waking were on trying to justify how I had spent sixty minutes in the early hours puzzling out why the name of a long-dead film star was preventing me from sleeping. Before I did anything else that morning, I started to search through our reference and biography books. I soon found what I was looking for.




  Today was the anniversary of Marilyn Monroe’s demise. This discovery gave me goose bumps, but it was when I read the biography section of that day’s Daily Telegraph that I was stunned. The article not only stated that this was the twenty-eighth anniversary of her passing but added that the doctors had noted her death as occurring sometime between 3.30am and 4.30am – exactly the hour I had been awake.




  But why had I been woken up to note this? It was quite fascinating but impossible to understand, and it also seemed rather pointless.




  Mentally I was walking a tightrope; to onlookers nothing about me had changed. Somehow I was coping with routine domestic chores and social events, but it was like existing in two realities, for in my head I was living twenty-four hours ahead of the rest of the world. This ability to see into the future was disturbing, because constantly I was being shown very painful scenes.




  One instance was of a man drowning while trying to retrieve his dog from a water-filled quarry. This time, I recorded the name of the small market town where he lived, which was not many miles away, and the breed of the dog. Twenty-four hours later, our local paper corroborated this fact and gave further details of this sad event.




  The understanding that I was unable to prevent or change anything was hard to handle. Although thankfully I was never shown anything of this nature that related directly to family or friends, it was still emotionally distressing. It was a lonely and frightening time. I kept these continuing incidents to myself, sharing them with no one, and there dwelt within me a constant awareness of the narrow line I was walking and of the need to keep my life in balance. I had learned very quickly that dimensions existed beyond my normal perception and learned also to keep quiet about this new discovery.




  Chapter 2




  CHAIN OF CONNECTIONS




  A greater understanding of these mystic realms, and a sense of compatibility with them, would, for me, remain in the distant future. For the present, the ‘voice’ was constantly with me and even more drama was yet to unfurl. I found myself in an unbelievable situation as events concerning the burglary started to gather speed and the connection with Liz was reinforced.




  Less than a week had passed since the commencement of these inexplicable happenings. The day had gone by without any input – but I felt ‘strange’. It was like standing out on the plains feeling the wind increase and watching the storm clouds gather around me. There was a sense of power collecting.




  I climbed into bed that night half-expecting another input from the unseen power source. My senses felt on red alert. Barry was watching the remainder of a television program as he sat in bed. I put my book aside and snuggled down ready for sleep, but it was not to be. This time it was not the voice in my head but communication via the TV.




  I tried to ignore it. This couldn’t be right – the television talking to me! I tried to block it, but the intrusion persisted. Something was happening. The word ‘what’ was drawing my attention. It seemed as if every sentence spoken contained this word. There were statements such as, ‘What did you do?’ ‘What time is it coming?’ Then: ‘WHAT’S on?’ The television appeared to increase in volume each time this particular word was used.




  Then the ‘energy’ arrived; it brought with it a mental compulsion that pushed me on. Even though I was very tired, I dragged my body from the edge of slumber and headed downstairs.




  ‘Where are you off to now?’ an exasperated voice called after me from the bedroom. I couldn’t reply because I didn’t know.




  As I walked down the stairs, into my head came the knowledge that I was being given more details for Liz. I made for the study, picked up the telephone listing book and thumbed through the pages, turning rapidly until I stopped at the Ws. My finger ran down the page as if it was being guided. Watson, Watts… At these names it stopped, so I wrote down both. There came the feeling that I must ring Liz and give her one of these names – that was the message. It was too late at night now, but at the very instant that I knew I must do so in the morning, the ‘energy’ vanished. I returned to bed.




  The following morning, I was definitely wobbling. A feeling of having a ‘split personality’ was washing over me in waves and it required tremendous effort to complete the simplest of tasks. I was walking with a foot in two worlds: one in the physical and the other somewhere in space. Despite being anxious to relay the previous night’s message, I was conscious of the need to maintain my balance and therefore forced myself to attend to domestic duties. There was a realization that it was imperative to ground myself by keeping my focus on mundane matters.




  Yet the temptation to seek out a closer affinity with this nonphysical and mysterious world was strong. I pushed myself along until late morning, when I finally contacted Liz.




  We exchanged pleasantries and then I laughingly said, ‘Liz, our conversations are becoming increasingly odd, but something else has happened and I know I had to phone you again. I think maybe I’ve been given the name and address of someone connected with you. I imagine it’s something to do with the burglary. It’s up to you what you do with the information; my part is purely to pass it on to you. The name is Watson…’ Before I could complete the sentence, there was an audible gasp at the other end of the line, then silence. Liz was not a woman normally lost for words. After a moment, I heard her emotion-filled voice.




  ‘I don’t think this is anything to do with the break-in,’ she said quietly. ‘There was a very special man in my life. He died last year. Today I was feeling very upset, because I was with him when he died and this is the first anniversary of his death. His surname was Watson, but I always called him “Whattie”.’




  This was certainly not a secret I had been privy to. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and I gave a little shiver. My initiation into this world of magic had so far mostly concerned the realms of the living, but now it was communication from the dead. How could this be?




  I had been directed to that name. This was certainly beyond what could be classed as a coincidence. As Carl Jung says, when he writes of how events shift from coincidence to synchronicity, ‘Their unthinkability increases until they can no longer be regarded as pure chance but for a lack of a causal explanation have to be thought of as meaningful arrangements.’




  The message proffered to Liz had been received with gratitude, for somehow it gave her comfort and alleviated her feeling of loneliness. Belief in the continuance of life in whatever form has been a source of comfort to many bereaved people since time began, and the information that had been sent via me gave credence to this belief. The spin-off also gave me the ‘feel good’ factor.




  The rest of the day I directed towards my family and animals. I deliberately kept myself busy, leaving no time to brood, for my consciousness was still not at its usual level. My senses were heightened and my perceptions uniquely sharp. Everything I touched was sending a hundred sensations through my body. Every color had a multitude of hues; my senses were delivering smells and sounds I’d never before encountered.




  In fact the world around me had become a place of awesome beauty. It was as if I had spent my life up to that point in a fogbound enclosure and now the fog had cleared. In the afternoon, as I drove down a suburban road – one that I regularly used – everything was so bright and intense that it was like a paint box picture. The white window frames of the houses were marked against a sky that was an amazing shade of glorious solid blue, and the red postbox stood out like a sentry. All was amazing. It was breathtaking – totally indescribable.




  Then the switch went off, and all was back to normal. Unwittingly I had gained entry for a brief period into the spiritual sphere that is the goal of all esoteric and occult adventurers, but as I cleared the evening meal, my senses returned to their previous level of reporting. It felt as if someone had put the lights out. A sense of loss encircled me, a pain of deprivation. Compensation came, however, in the form of thankfulness for the afternoon and optimism that it could happen again: two emotions that were life rafts to cling on to.




  So another day on this new and exciting journey came to a close. The night passed uneventfully. The pad by the side of the bed remained unused and I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved or disappointed. I was ignorant of the fact that this was the lull before the storm.
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