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What people are saying about


A Mind Beyond Words


This remarkable book, sharing insights into our innate abilities to communicate with each other and other realms of sentience, beyond the limits of space and time, is a timely contribution to our collective and evolutionary potential and emergent journey.


Dr Jude Currivan, cosmologist, author, and co-founder of WholeWorld-View


***


A profound story of our intuitive capacity beyond our traditional five senses. A Mind Beyond Words is a wake-up call for us to see beyond the surface of our perceptions and judgments of others and ourselves.


Helané Wahbeh, ND, MCR, Director of Research, Institute of Noetic Sciences and President of Parapsychological Association


***


A Mind Beyond Words is a beautiful, touching and enlightening exposition of many of the deeper aspects of life. It gives the reader a tangible sense of levels of reality beyond the material, as well as our innate, natural abilities to access and express our full creative and spiritual potential. This very readable and insightful book is an uplifting guide for anyone who is passionate about exploring the truth about life, spirit and the nature of consciousness.


Pathik Strand, author of Flowering into Awareness: A Spiritual Manifesto for the 21st Century
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First Thoughts


A: I’m thinking.


J: Thinking is silent, but I’m picking up your thoughts. I’m writing with a black pen in a notebook.


A: I can’t see what you’re writing, but I’m picking up what you write.


J: Weird, isn’t it, this telepathy thing?


A: It feels pretty natural though.


J: Yes it does. 150 miles apart, no devices, yet we’re having a conversation. It does feel natural, but it’s, well, unconventional.


A: That’s why you’re writing a book about it.









Introduction


This is the story of one of my lives. I have two and they don’t mix.


The other life is pleasant enough, but not the kind that deserves to have a book written about it. I suppose I’ve gone out of my way to keep it as unremarkable as possible. By and large, I’ve managed to separate these two very different facets of my life quite effectively. What follows, then, will leave the mainstream relationships and experiences aside and focus more or less exclusively on this other, ‘secret’ life I’ve been caught up in for the past twenty-five years. Less than a dozen trusted friends have been aware of it. Now you are about to join them.


***


I often wondered, as an increasingly bizarre assortment of events followed one after another, whether we humans have free will, which certainly seems to be the case, or lives governed by some mysterious destiny which, given all those strange synchronicities and twists of fate we encounter, also seems quite plausible. It wasn’t until quite recently that a satisfactory answer, one that now seems patently obvious, was presented to me.


The answer came from Asher, who found it in what he refers to as The Realms. Just who Asher is, how we met and how he accesses and relays information to me from these Realms will, I hope, become clear as you read on. For now, though, so that I don’t have to resort to using inadequate phrases like ‘by a strange coincidence’ or ‘as if by chance’, let me share Ash’s explanation of how and why physical lives go the way they do. It’s presented, like the First Thoughts above, as I received it, in a telepathic discussion with him.


A: Lives are never random. Each individual has made a plan before starting their physical lifetime. In that planning stage, others have agreed to work with them. It’s something like choosing parts in a play. Some may decide to be helpful while others might agree to play the villains in order for the individual to have the life experiences they have chosen to work with. You were told by a channel that you and I had worked together in another life as teacher and pupil and decided to use that role again. That is accurate.


Our lives are not predetermined, though. We all have free choice at every point. This life, for example, might have worked out for either of us in several different ways. It still could.


Imagine making the initial plan for a lifetime as setting a destination on a car’s satellite navigation system. Subtle-light navigation, let’s call it ‘subt nav’, is a system built into the frequency of consciousness, or light, we bring with us into physical life. We have set up an intention for what we want to explore before we begin our journey. Just as sat nav is responsible for finding a route for you, but not for what you decide to do when you get there, so subtle-light navigation will gently direct you to the kind of situation you wanted to find, but will then leave you to gain experience from it in whatever way you choose.


J: So in a car, sat nav could get me to Brighton, but once there I could decide to shop, go on the pier or sit on the beach. You’re saying my ‘subt nav’ might guide me to the place/time where I could experience a chosen situation: a meeting, a sudden illness or a windfall, for example, but I would have absolute freedom to deal with it in any way.


A: Exactly. For most people the ‘subt nav’ is extremely subtle. It guides through inspiration, gut feelings, whims, synchronicities and insights. You are gently nudged towards your goal.


J: It occurs to me that at times a vehicle’s sat nav is unaware of circumstances down here on the ground. It can’t differentiate a smooth route from the roads where residents tend to double park, or those that are full of potholes. Sometimes it tries to send you down a farm track!


A: True. Subt nav also takes little account of the trials and tribulations of everyday life. It knows you asked it to get you to a certain point, so that’s what it does. You always have the choice to override it, though, and take a different route.


J: That brings me to my next point, so to speak. What if I consistently ignore the subt nav’s promptings and head in a quite different direction?


A: It does what a vehicle’s sat nav would do in the same situation. It recalibrates and finds the next-best route. Both are very persistent!


***


Throughout the following pages, I’ve inserted helpful insights from Asher delivered in this way through our recent telepathic conversations. Unusual, I know, but this life of ours is a very unusual story.









Part I


Asher Watching









Chapter 1


Curious


Miss Robertson’s library: that was perhaps my first ‘subt nav’ nudge — my portal, if I wanted to lend an air of mystery to the whole proceedings. I don’t, of course. It’s quite mysterious enough without the need for any extra embellishment.


From earliest childhood, and rather to the consternation of my parents, I loved books. People would say things in books they wouldn’t dream of saying in real life. Books could transport me to places I hadn’t been able to imagine and drip new ideas into my developing mind.


At the age of eleven, when I had worked my way through most of our local library’s children’s section, I was drawn to meet Miss Robertson. We had recently moved house and she was a new neighbour who kindly invited our family around for afternoon tea. It quickly became clear, from the polite, friendly but rather stilted conversation, that she and my parents had very little in common. She was a slightly bohemian lady, while my parents were not at all of that persuasion. Searching for a topic of conversation, she turned to me and asked what my interests were. When I told her I enjoyed reading, she smiled and suggested that I might like to explore the room on the right at the top of her stairs.


Some time later — probably quite a long time — my mother called up the stairs to ask what I was doing. She had stiffened slightly at the word ‘explore’ and was clearly concerned that by this time I must surely have broken something; at the very least some law of etiquette. Etiquette mattered a great deal to my mother.


I, meanwhile, was happily perched on a stool in a room filled on all four sides with bookshelves. I was lost in the first volume I’d taken down: The Time Machine by H.G. Wells.


“Reading,” I called back. “It’s wonderful here.”


Miss Robertson intervened. “Bring the book down with you, Jessica. You’re welcome to borrow it if you’d like to finish it at home.”


As I arrived downstairs, she glanced approvingly at my choice.


“Treat that room as your private library,” she smiled. “When you’ve finished that book bring it back and you can choose another. Would you like that?”


***


That was how Miss Robertson’s taste in fiction became mine, a passion to study English Literature at school and beyond became inevitable, leading on to a career as a teacher, school librarian and head of English. And that would have been that, had I not, many years later, encountered a boy who rarely bothered to read a book, since he could absorb its contents simply by laying his hand on the front cover for a few moments. Many other events had to fall into place before that, though. First, our paths had to cross and I had to teach him to speak.


***


I was in my mid-thirties before the synchronicities really started to kick in. At that point I was married with three lovely kids and a pet rabbit, living in a dilapidated but interesting Victorian house, which we were doing up in our spare time. I had been on a career break for several years while my children were small and was now doing bits of supply teaching and thinking vaguely about returning to work.


I suppose if you’d pressed me for my favourite book back then I would probably have said either Kahlil Gibran’s The Prophet or Richard Bach’s Jonathan Livingstone Seagull, so you could say I had a leaning towards spiritual matters. I still enjoyed science fiction and supernatural tales. Perhaps the word that would best sum up thirty-five-year-old me is curious. There were things I was interested to know and understand. I was quite convinced that there were indeed more things in Heaven and earth than my current philosophy encompassed, but I wasn’t actively engaged in searching them out.


The next nudge: an old friend phoned one day. She worked in a local school which had a specialist unit for children with speech and language difficulties. She had called to tell me they had a supply teaching post going within the special unit, which would suit me. She was oddly insistent. To this day I can remember her voice on the phone urging and badgering me to contact the head teacher at once. She knew, she told me, that I was the right person for this post and anyway, it was only until the end of term…


The truth was, no one else would take it. None of the agency staff or regular supply teachers felt comfortable about trying to teach a bunch of children with little or no spoken language. I have to admit I was hesitant myself. How on earth would I be able to communicate with them, far less deliver the National Curriculum? But then (back to my books) somewhere hidden away in my mind was a memory of reading a biography of Anne Sullivan, Helen Keller’s brilliant teacher and mentor. The part where she’d finally managed to get through to the furious and isolated deaf-blind girl, by repeatedly splashing water on her and finger spelling the word ‘water’ on her hand until Helen made the connection between the two events and understood that she could learn to communicate, had inspired and moved me profoundly. The ‘subt nav’ was at its most persistent and so, rather nervously, I found myself making an appointment to go and visit.


Unsurprisingly, given the circumstances, I got the job. I found myself working with ten little five- to seven-year-olds with all sorts of problems relating to speaking, understanding and using language. Fascinating! It opened up a whole new world to me; so much more to be curious about.


I met a small girl who answered questions clearly and fluently, but rather strangely at times. She had, it turned out, more-or-less memorised her entire collection of Disney films and used roughly relevant extracts from them as ‘scripts’ for her spoken language, covering almost perfectly for her own massive difficulties in putting words together.


There was the diplomat’s son who had been taken around the world since birth, always cared for by local nannies who chatted and cooed away to him in their own languages. He had reached the age of seven with a cluster of words from various points on the globe and no way of communicating with anyone.


One obviously intelligent little boy was capable only of making vowel sounds. I’ll never forget the shock of hearing him read aloud with such perfect intonation, enjoyment and delight that it was clear he understood every word and even the subtlest of jokes, despite only being able to vocalise something like, ‘Ee e i-oo uh e-ee oo.’


By the end of the first week I was enchanted. I’d found my perfect job.


What had started as a three-week temporary contract somehow kept extending to become a longer and longer placement and I happily stayed on, and on.


Eventually a day came when I was invited into the head’s study after school. She was sitting with the county advisor for speech and language, a wise and perceptive lady who had been tremendously helpful to me during my time with the class. They informed me that the injured teacher I’d been covering for had decided to take early retirement, meaning that the job would now be available as a permanent post.


Eagerly, I asked whether I could apply. By now I had over a term of experience and felt I was beginning to understand how to help these little people develop academically and with their other challenges. The short answer was ‘no’, although the head assured me that I’d be most welcome to continue as a supply teacher until they found a permanent replacement with suitable qualifications. This specialist post, she explained, needed someone who, as well as having teaching experience, held an additional diploma or degree in speech and language development.


Then the head teacher turned to the county advisor (I’d wondered why she was there!) and they exchanged smiles. She asked whether I would be interested in completing a part-time diploma course while continuing to work in the unit. If so, the permanent job would be mine upon successful completion of the course.


I barely stopped to think. I loved this job. Three children of my own, a full-time job and a distance-learning course? Of course I could do it! There and then I agreed to enrol. This seemed to be the outcome both ladies had been hoping for. Another of my nudges, perhaps…


Much hard work and a few years later I’d received my diploma and enjoyed the experience so much that I’d gone on to study for a postgraduate degree in the subject. I was placed in charge of the whole unit: two classes, each of ten children and with a massive waiting list and had discovered a great deal about how children learn to speak and use language and what to do when, for whatever reason, that doesn’t work out well. I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that this was where I belonged.


***


‘When the student is ready, the teacher will appear’, or so the saying goes. For me the reverse was true. The teacher was almost ready, so the student decided this would be the right time to put in an appearance.


Just around the time I’d started on my diploma course, a lady across town from where I worked was expecting her first child. It was a difficult birth and although he was an extremely bright little boy and very well cared for, his language skills did not develop as expected. There were problems with the muscles in his mouth, meaning that many speech sounds were hard or impossible for him to produce. In addition to that, though, he struggled to grasp the whole nature of verbal communication.


Asher, the little boy in question of course, tried his best to please adults but made little attempt to engage with other children. The advisory teacher who assessed him in his primary school observed him sitting at a table with other four- and five-year-olds. They were colouring pictures and using a shared pot of crayons. As she watched, the boy slammed his fist down hard on the table and glared at his peers. The other children stiffened and appeared terrified. He then jabbed his finger towards a red crayon on the other side of the table. When a frightened child passed it to him, he wordlessly snatched it and resumed his colouring.


He was, obviously, a prime candidate for one of the places in our unit.


The subtle-light navigation system had done its job; we were destined to meet.









Chapter 2


The Tests


In the five years before arriving in my class, Asher was frustrated and often angry. He simply couldn’t comprehend this world he had been dragged into. He could not understand the behaviour or motives of other people, especially the ones his age. They made no sense to him.


He knew, with absolute and unshakeable certainty, that someone was supposed to be there to help.


They’d made that agreement.


He remembered!


He knew it would be a female. She would work with him. She would help him make sense of all this and aid his communication. He assumed she would be one of the ‘helpful’ people in his life: mother, aunt, nursery assistant? He searched for her constantly and by the age of four, as he sat alone on a bench in the day nursery, watching miserably as the other children went about their shouting and chattering, playing and squabbling, he had started to fear that there had been some dreadful mistake and that she was never going to appear.


He was, though, a deep thinker and a strategist. Despite being a small child with multiple challenges, he set about searching for this elusive helper in a highly original way.


***


Obviously, I knew nothing of that when he arrived in my classroom on a bright, crisp January morning. All I knew was that he had spent four terms in a mainstream school where he hadn’t, as his parents and teachers had hoped he would, picked up spoken language or socialisation skills, despite being academically above average. Having read all the paperwork, in which the words ‘strong willed’ and ‘manipulative’ appeared fairly often, I was expecting a challenge from this six-year-old and was somewhat surprised, or perhaps lulled into a false sense of security, when he gave me a friendly grin and made a creditable attempt to greet me by name.


Asher, it became apparent over the ensuing weeks, was a child with a formidable intellect, an enhanced sensitivity which made many ‘normal’ sounds, tastes or smells difficult for him to cope with and a gift for strategy bordering on brilliance. (He was to become the school chess champion at seven, thrashing talented eleven-year-old opponents, and me, with consummate ease.) He was quite a large child for his age with eyes that missed nothing, a smile that could have melted through concrete and barely any comprehensible spoken language.


While he would spend endless hours contemplating life and the cosmos, watching Star Trek and devising codes and cyphers, he was baffled by everyday life. He couldn’t read facial expressions or tones of voice. He could follow only the simplest of verbal instructions and idiom or sarcasm were lost on him completely.


Yes, of course there was a raft of medical and psychological labels attached to him, then and later, but from my perspective as his teacher, they were of little value. Dys-this and that-ism merely implied limitations. I was far more interested in what each child could do, with the right help and motivation. All our pupils had a complex mix of strengths and challenges and our policy was to read, then put the paperwork aside, watch very carefully, start from where each child was and do all we could to unlock their full potential.


The conditions for learning were favourable: just ten children to a class. As well as myself and a full-time, highly experienced learning support assistant, there was a speech and language therapist who joined us several days each week, so the adult to child ratio was excellent. Having been used to working alone in tough inner city schools with packed classes, control and discipline were certainly the least of my problems here. At least, that had always been the case…


Now, just a few weeks after the start of the term, there came another almost imperceptible nudge. This one was about to set my other, secret, life in motion.


It was nothing I could put my finger on. They were a delightful bunch of children and I prepared each lesson with my usual attention to detail, taking their needs, abilities and interests into account. Somehow, though, I found myself becoming increasingly frustrated. Simply moving around the classroom was difficult. Some child was always under my feet, yet always with a perfectly valid reason for being there. Vital items of equipment, which I knew I had laid out ready before taking my lunch break, would inexplicably go missing, only to be found eventually in some ridiculous place by a sharp-eyed child. Listening skills were hugely important, but often now during storytime I’d notice most of the class giggling or mumbling under their breath. In short, a large proportion of my lessons were not going well. It was almost as if someone was sabotaging them.


Slowly, an unlikely but inevitable truth began to dawn. It seemed to have something to do with the new boy: Asher.


I decided to pay him closer attention.


I had a maths lesson planned one day and decided it would provide the perfect chance to watch him. We were doing mental addition, a subject he loved and excelled at. I was writing a number on the board, asking a child to add another number to it and then recording the answer until we reached 100.


There he sat, paying close attention. A few minutes into the lesson, this happened:


“Paul, what’s 23 add 8?” I asked.


“31,” replied Paul.


I wrote the answer on the board. Asher looked puzzled. “No, it 32,” he said, making good use of the few speech sounds at his disposal.


“23 and 8 is 31, Asher,” I smiled.


“But you said 23 add 9,” he responded. “That 32.”


He maintained the poker face — not the slightest smirk curling around his lips. Perhaps he’d made an honest mistake and misheard me. Perhaps not. I pretended to look flustered and apologised, changing the number on the board. Still no hint of a triumphant smile. I was watching very carefully.


We kept going. He would ignore the short easy sums, but when one of the older children was asked to do a more complicated calculation, he would seize his chance. Two or three times more he played a similar trick. I realised why I had been finding lessons so difficult recently. How often had he done such things? More importantly, why? He was an industrious little boy, apparently keen to do well and his work was always of a high standard. Was he bored? Was I not stretching him enough academically?


I kept watching for the rest of the week. Yes, he was the one who was constantly tripping me up, wherever I needed to be in the classroom. He was invariably the one who ‘found’ the key object that had disappeared before a lesson. He was the one who muttered some little catchphrase to the others as they sat on the carpet at storytime, waiting for it to spread and take hold amongst the rest, then sitting back and looking faintly surprised as I remonstrated with my unruly class. He was the one drip-feeding misinformation and confusion into so many of my lessons. A six-year-old with a statement of special educational needs had been able to wreck a fair proportion of my classes and waste huge amounts of our time without breaking into a sweat!


When I was absolutely certain, I took him aside one afternoon.


“Asher,” I asked, as calmly as I could, “why are you playing these mind games on me?”


This time, I noticed, his mask slipped slightly.


There was a definite glint of excitement as he breathlessly asked, “What do ‘mind game’ mean?”


“The little tricks you play on me in the classroom,” I replied. “All those ways you have of messing up the lessons.”


He gave a huge gasp of delight and his eyes were shining. “So it YOU!” he exclaimed. He smiled happily and added quietly, “I thought it wa’ you!”


As I sat, completely spellbound, he used the little intelligible language he had to explain the ‘tests’. He told me how he had devised them by ‘thinking’, then tried them out on various people in his life, waiting to find the one who recognised what he was doing. I found myself in the unusual position of being congratulated by a six-year-old child on my achievement — and feeling inexplicably proud!


No, I wasn’t exasperated, angry or upset. It never crossed my mind to tell him off or punish him. More than anything, I was in awe of his Machiavellian skills. I’d had many years of teaching experience and met some fascinating children, but nothing had prepared me for Asher. I stared into his eyes and wondered.


Of course he knew that something special had happened. He had been planning it for years.


Did I?


I think at some level I recognised it too. I certainly realised that something very unusual and extraordinary had passed between us and I was excited to work with Asher, to get to know him better and to see what would happen next.


***


Half a lifetime later for me, and almost a whole lifetime for him, we are still in touch. As the story unfolds, I hope it will become clear, if it hasn’t already, that Asher was, and still is, a highly unusual and fascinating young person.
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