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Editor’s Note
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The book that you hold in your hands is based on Vicky Wall’s 1990 autobiography, which she titled The Mirror and the Miracle, and which was published as The Miracle of Colour Healing: Aura-Soma Therapy as the Mirror of the Soul. To create this new edition, the editors returned to Vicky’s original manuscript while at the same time updating and amplifying the information to make the text as accessible as possible. The heart of the text represents Vicky Wall’s own unique presentation style, since we believe she can tell her own story better than anyone else. Some sections of her text, however, have been re-sequenced to increase understanding of the material. Part introductions, footnotes, appendices, and a glossary also have been added to supply missing information.

It is important to note at the outset that the Aura-Soma Color System has continued to evolve since Vicky’s passing (see the Epilogue for details). Vicky continually emphasized Aura-Soma’s gift for healing physical complaints, and this focus is evident throughout her story. Teachers and practitioners today, however, regard Aura-Soma primarily as a technique that helps modify consciousness and aids the growth of awareness, while acknowledging the healing consequences that are possible with this system. Claims made in the text of the system’s therapeutic value should be considered wholly the property of their author.



Putting Aura-Soma into Practice
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Aura-Soma is a non-intrusive soul therapy.*1 The Aura-Soma products are primarily tools for spiritual development and personal growth, tools to facilitate a growth in awareness and consciousness. The products are not intended to be used as a diagnosis or treatment of any disease, illness, or physical problem. Aura-Soma therefore does not make therapeutic claims for those products.

Students who have a health concern should consult a suitable health professional.



Foreword
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It gives me great pleasure to make this book available to a new generation of readers. To have known Vicky Wall and to have loved her enriched me beyond measure. I hope that your heart will be, as mine was, touched and uplifted by her presence in the pages that follow.

I was fortunate to spend the last seven years of Vicky’s life with her. By this I do not mean I was just a casual acquaintance, but rather her constant companion most waking hours seven days a week. By the time that we met, Vicky was registered as blind, she only had forty percent functional muscle within her heart, and she had late-onset diabetes. More apparent than any of these health concerns, however, was her incredible desire and energy to bring benefit to others. Rarely have I encountered a human being who had such a will to assist her fellow humans. As Vicky’s eyes and hands during those years, much of my role was to be of help to her—as she expressed it to me—to teach the baby that she had brought into the world to walk. This infant was called Aura-Soma. I believe it is an incredible offering from spirit to this world.

Vicky understood Aura-Soma to be God’s shop window, a window into the soul, and she viewed it through her own window of healing. Both she and her partner and closest friend, Margaret Cockbain, a pioneer herself in cranio-osteopathy, had been involved with healing throughout the whole of their professional lives. When confronted by the unanticipated arrival of the first dual-colored Equilibrium bottles, both Vicky and Margaret naturally asked themselves, “What is this for?” And they just as naturally answered, “For the healing of humankind.”

In a sense, their original intuitions were correct. While Aura-Soma has evolved from a gift that emphasized physical healing to a gift for helping to increase awareness and modify consciousness, today, more than twenty years later, we can clearly see that the Aura-Soma system is an offering of healing through aiding our awakening. We are at a point of transition between the ages; we live in a push-button age, expecting immediacy. With less opportunity to retreat to quietude to grow in consciousness, we have been offered the means to hasten our awakening. Aura-Soma is a tool relevant to our time brought into being through a remarkable blind woman who had clairvoyance from birth and who could see the energy of animate and inanimate things more clearly than most of us can see what is directly in front of us.

As you will see, Vicky identified me as her chosen successor. To her, that we would work together was certain from the beginning. I, on the other hand, felt a great sense of resistance at the beginning, preferring my established identity as a contemplative potter in the woods. So it was that I offered to assist her in spite of my known self, dragged forward by that less familiar part of myself that knew my destiny. True, the relationship that I had with Vicky was not easy, but even now makes sense. I think that it is said in the Course of Miracles: “Love brings up everything unlike itself for the purpose of healing.” My time spent with Vicky Wall certainly taught me what that expression really means.

In the end, Vicky’s vision struck a chord within me, and the harmony still resonates as the wonder of Aura-Soma reveals itself through me. It is now fourteen years since her passing, and it continues to be my sincere wish to manifest the vision that was there for Aura-Soma to come into being. I attempt within my own limitations to nurture her child. The baby that was handed to me gradually grows in recognition. To be writing this introduction is part of that process. To think that Vicky’s life story will again be available in the English language gives me great joy. Her spirit and what she brought forth live on.
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I would particularly like to thank Carol McKnight for her tremendous assistance in publishing this book. Her work has enabled us to return to Vicky’s original manuscript and present readers with a more cohesive text. I would also like to thank Jon Graham for his openness and understanding, and to thank Inner Traditions for making this volume possible. It has been a great disappointment over the last years that the works of Vicky Wall and other texts about Aura-Soma have been widely available in German and Japanese but not in English, Vicky’s mother tongue. Here in this volume, Aura-Soma and Vicky’s message become available again. It is with gratitude.

MIKE BOOTH

DEV AURA, TETFORD, 2005
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Vicky’s beloved father



Introduction
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I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly, because you tread on my dreams.

YEATS, THE COLLECTED POEMS OF W. B. YEATS

Tread softly, friends, for you tread upon the fabric of my life, the warp and the weft of it, the pattern woven from the beginning of time, the repeat performances, the inevitabilities preordained, the preamble toward the true purpose. Instantaneous physical blindness, my road to Damascus, brought forth the blinding revelation—the birth of Aura-Soma Equilibrium oils that were to heal and change the lives of so many, the truth shown through the mirror that made miracles possible.

I was born in London, a seventh child of a seventh child. My father and his parents belonged to the Hasidim, a deeply religious sect involved in the mystical aspects of the Bible. My father was a master of the Kabbalah and the Zohar, and from his background he inherited a knowledge of the medicinal and healing qualities of living plants and natural methods of healing that he passed on to me. The happiness I shared with my father was, however, badly marred by the secret cruelty of a vindictive stepmother that resulted in my leaving home at the early age of sixteen.

Recurring mystical experiences throughout my childhood, unsought and frightening at the time because I did not understand them, involved spontaneous healings, realization of auric sight, and clairvoyance, which continued during the intervening years that led to wartime.*2

Wartime itself, with its affinity to injury and death, clearly showed a pattern to my auric sight, a spiritual survey. But the most eventful meeting that was to set me on my preordained path occurred in West Drayton, Middlesex, with Edward Horsley, M.P.S., an elderly pharmacist who was still practicing the arts of the apothecary where herbs hung and pill masses were handmade and dispensed at the pharmacy. Here, safely in the labyrinth of learning, I could re-discover and express the teaching of my father. Within this period, many little miracles of alchemy made their appearance. Once a shortage of ingredients and a mistake led, through inspiration, to a completely new formula that became a remarkable healing agent.

After the war and Mr. Horsley’s demise, I decided to train as a chiropodist,*3 where my hands could be used as a healing extension. My first practice was at the pharmacy. Then a Divine Nudge took me to Great Missenden in Buckinghamshire. It was during my years there that I suffered three near-death experiences from which I believe I was saved to serve.

Another disaster, my sudden loss of sight, removed me effectively from a now prosperous clinic and thrust me out and into an early retirement. But my road to Damascus brought me to a blinding revelation, the birth of Aura-Soma “Equilibrium” oils that were to heal and change the lives of so many and prove a mirror for the soul.

A unique facet of color therapy was thus evolved, embracing many living energies, a therapy that heals on all levels—physical, mental, and spiritual—and lends itself as an adjunct to many other therapies.†43

It quickly became obvious we needed a center where therapists, laymen, and teachers would be trained to go out worldwide. Miraculously, Dev Aura in Lincolnshire became our center, and students now come from all parts of the world eager to be pioneers in this New Aeon therapy.

It is noteworthy, I think, that the first New Aeon promise was given to Noah when the earth and its people were in danger of being destroyed by human folly. Today, many hearts tremble with fear under the threat of who may push the button and when. Nevertheless, there 
is always the promise of a new life with the coming of Christ, who spoke repeatedly of a Second Coming and a new age. Many wait for this, but I sincerely believe it is already here. The significance in the promise given to Noah is that never again will God allow the world to be destroyed. His covenant was depicted for the first time through the full spectrum of color in the formation of a rainbow:

I do set my bow in the cloud and it shall be for a token of a covenant between me and the earth.1

Also significant was the presence of the dove, the herald of peace and a new life. There is a stirring within the people, and those who are actively concerned with the saving of the earth and the healing of their fellows are now being drawn, magnetically as it were, from the four corners of the world, as was foretold, and are gathering together, healers all, from the three kingdoms. Drawn from the woods and the wilds and the recesses they come, from different levels, different planes. All are foregathering, a mighty army bringing not war, but peace. This is the heralding of the New Aeon, and in this time people must emerge.*4

Is it not of significance that the symbol of the rainbow has begun to appear everywhere, on clothing, toys, stationery?†44 Its use is diverse and widespread. Everywhere and anywhere the rainbow appears. Color consciousness has arrived, linking the covenant of the New Aeon with the first covenant given to Noah. How exciting! What an aeon to be living in! People, without any forethought, are moving toward and relating to color. It is the medium that the Divine is using to reach out to people. That is what Aura-Soma is for. It is the outreach toward the understanding, healing, and knowledge that within oneself and within the elements that are, there is a greater move: a circle outside a circle, a larger spectrum that we are all being drawn into, as it were, a vortex of color.

People frequently tell me that they are now seeing colors appearing, and every time they say that, my soul sings.

The New Aeon is here.

Each day, Aura-Soma reveals a new aspect of itself. It is an ever-growing work of beauty. This introduction is but a casting on of stitches.
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Devorah



 

When Vicky Wall brought forth the first Equilibrium bottle in 1983, she was sixty-six years old and believed that her life had been nothing less than preparation for Aura-Soma’s entrance. By any measure, that life had been difficult, encompassing not only the early loss of her mother and subsequent abuse by her stepmother, but also the loss of her beloved father (whose Hasidism forbade contact with his daughter once she moved into the gentile world) and the near-death experiences in her adulthood that resulted in early retirement and loss of physical sight.

Yet Vicky had also experienced rare gifts, not the least of which were the auric vision, capacity to heal, and clairvoyance that she accepted in her youth with some ambivalence. Too, she was loved by rare and generous souls who shared their wisdom and nurtured her desire to give herself to the healing arts: her father, steeped in the Kabbalah; the apothecary Edward Horsley, with whom she apprenticed; her colleague and companion Margaret Cockbain; and Phyllis Avery, Laura Fraser, and Mike and Claudia Booth—all of whom worked tirelessly to help Aura-Soma take wing. Vicky’s belief system—encompassing a trust in a divine plan waiting to unfold for the time when we are prepared to listen to guidance from the angelic realm—was especially conducive to optimism and the re-emergence of old wisdom.

It may be helpful to know that while Vicky was registered legally blind by the end of her life, she retained some peripheral vision and the capacity to see shadows, some gray, and white. Further, as her everyday (or physical) sight decreased—first as a consequence of diabetes, then in the aftermath of a brain hemorrhage following a conjoint coronary—her auric vision grew, and she was able to see the colors of the Equilibrium bottles with the same acute sight.

Vicky’s given name was Doris Berne and her married name was Doris Wall. She referred to herself as a child as Devoralla, and “Devorah” here refers to her Eastern European origins, which were so important in shaping her worldview and her life.

Part 1 demonstrates the light and dark pieces of Vicky’s life fitting together inexplicably and inexorably to ready her for the birth of her “living jewels” and her hope in the New Aeon.
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Secrets

The day had held the promise of happiness and excitement. The twentieth of August 1926, my eighth birthday. I dressed quickly but carefully that morning in my school uniform—in those days navy blue knickers with a pocket, black drill gym-slip with belt, and a white shirt blouse above it. My whole being was colored with expectancy.

The morning did not fulfill its promise. The dark clouds of disillusionment and humiliation had foregathered. The cruel chant of the children, my black-robed friends, followed me and pierced my small heart. Tears of hurt and uncertainty trickled down my cheeks. Suddenly, I knew the bitterness of isolation.

It was lunchtime and a day on which I knew my beloved father would also be returning home. Unseeing, I ran full tilt into him as he entered the door. His warm hands that seemed to contain a quality of their own held and steadied me. I buried my head in his waist and felt a magical peace; the turbulence died down; the sobs subsided and dissolved into spasmodic, captured breath.

“What is it?” he asked gently.

Naming two of my particular friends, I told him that they had said that I was barmy and they would not play with me. For a second, I thought a flicker of a smile showed in his eyes, but I was certain I was quite wrong.

“What did you say to them?” he asked quietly.

More sobs of humiliation, then, “All I said was that they had pretty colors around them.”

His eyes contemplated me gravely.

“What colors do you see around me?” he queried.

Startled, I told him.

“Hmm,” he said, and now the smile had definitely come into his warm brown eyes.

“Would you like to know what colors Daddy sees around you?”

Suddenly, the sun shone and sanity slipped back into its rightful place. My dear father had identified with me and God was in His heaven once more.

“You see,” he explained, “it’s a gift we’ve both been given. I have it, you have it, and your grandfather had it. But the time has not yet come to say so, for the world is not ready. But the day will come when we will be able to do so, and then you will be able to speak up and they will not call you mad.”

He took my small hand in his and, as was his custom when about to leave me for a while, pressed a kiss into my palm, closing my tiny fingers around it gently.

“You know what Daddy always says: this is our secret. Nobody knows what you hold in your hand and no one can take it from you, just like the colors you and I know about. It is our secret.”

As an “old” soul, he would speak to me as to an understanding equal.

“You are,” he said, “an ancestral echo of an echo of an echo.”

At that time, the import was too great for me to grasp, but it was Father’s way of implanting into my receptive mind that which I would understand later when the time was right. Little was I to know that sixty years would have to elapse before my hand would be opened and the secret gift could be shared.


O, My Beloved Father

My mother had died tragically in the pneumonic flu epidemic of 1918, leaving me the seventh child of a seventh child. My father had tried desperately to save her by using hydrotherapy, wrapping her in a wet blanket, and lying beside her in a vain attempt to break the fever. But war and many children had taken their toll. Father’s heart was buried with his dear wife. Thankfully, he did manage to save my eldest sister when she, too, succumbed to influenza.

Father was now left with the responsibility of a practically newborn infant and a son just two years older, plus five other children climbing up the steps of time at intervals of only two or three years. In such a situation, there were only two courses open to him: employ a housekeeper or remarry. Reluctantly, he chose the latter.

My stepmother, of Polish origin, was short, ample in proportions, with expressive blue-gray eyes of a feline quality, changing in an instant from softness to a look of absolute cruelty, as would a cat when contemplating a suffering mouse. This look was to burn itself into my very being and to haunt my subsequent adolescent dreams for many years. That she loved her husband was not in dispute. She longed to bear his child, but she was barren. Still only a few months old, dependent entirely upon her, I believe I became the physical manifestation of a phantom pregnancy, and that in her mind I was the child she could not conceive. Apparently, even at that tender age, I bore a vague resemblance to my father, not my mother, thus helping her illusion. I have no recollection of any disharmony or trauma for the first two or three years, when I feel I was treated and regarded as her natural child. I was the only one of the seven children to call her Mummy. Respectfully, my brothers and sisters addressed her as Aunt. However, they could not accept her and resented her presence, since she had been brought into their lives just a few short months after the loss of their own dear mother, a mother who had truly loved them.

The relationship between the older children and their stepmother became very strained. My beloved father was kept in complete ignorance of the situation, out of their loyalty and love for him and in order not to disrupt his life. My stepmother was an excellent cook, the most competent of housekeepers, and she saw her husband’s needs as paramount. Under her iron rule, the house ran like clockwork, for she had a fixation about the home and possessions. It was no place for a child—books, toys, and playmates were never allowed to invade. She was fanatical in this, so it was not surprising that my brothers and sisters and I found we could not relate to her. One by one the older children left and went on their individual ways, leaving me without companionship in the unloving atmosphere of that pristine palace.

My brothers and sisters saw our father regularly, and they would return on the odd occasion. It was on one of those short stays that something happened that was to color and discolor the rest of my childhood. Sadly and ironically, it was the sister who loved me and had come to be with me who triggered the ill-fated sequence. Chatting to her, prattling on as a child can, I have no doubt my sentences were sprinkled liberally with “Mummy said” and “Mummy did,” for at that time my stepmother was a true mother figure to me.

Imagine my childish interest when I received this sudden burst of information from my sister: “She is not your mother, and you don’t have to do everything she says!”

The moment passed, but this little snippet of information had been absorbed.

Later that day, my stepmother and I found ourselves at odds over some minor controversy, some little tussle so well known to all mothers with willful offspring. I cannot remember what it was all about, but it obviously entailed my cooperation. We had reached the point of no return. At any moment I felt threatened with enforcement. Now hemmed in a corner, from the recess of recent memory my child’s mind suddenly produced what it felt was unanswerable. I looked at her defiantly, from the small height of nothing.

“You’re not my mother,” I said. “I don’t have to do anything you tell me.”

There was a long silence. The blue-gray eyes turned to steel and in that moment the gates of hell clanged behind me. From then on, everything changed. Her self-deception shattered; I became the whipping boy for all her frustrations, all resentments. The following years bring to mind the words of Elizabeth Barrett Browning: “For frequent tears have run the colours from my life.”1

I have no doubt that my stepmother, with her cruelty, had a purpose, and that it was a learning period for me. In later years, as I look back, I touch the real essence of her actions, and understanding brings forgiveness. As a small child, isolated from all companions, I cried secretly into my pillow each night, my only consolation the knowledge that my dear father would return home soon. He never failed to come bid me good night. My bedroom was adjacent to the dining room, and perhaps out of habit from my babyhood, doors were never shut, so that both my bedroom door and the dining room door would be ajar.

I would lie there entranced. I could observe the table from where I lay, with its napery gleaming white and its silver shining. The candlelight glowed warmly through the carafe of wine. The same ritual was observed each evening; my father and stepmother shared the meal and discussed the events of the day. Eagerly, I would watch the movements of my father’s hands as he prepared the pear he had for dessert every evening. I knew that the precious moment had arrived when he would enter my bedroom and present me (my tears long since dried) with the last succulent sliver of pear, before kissing me good night.

I have very little recollection of a doctor ever being called to the house. Father’s province appeared to be healing just as my stepmother’s occupation, and preoccupation, appeared to be the house. From early childhood Daddy saw to our every need and tended our various ailments. I was very prone to tonsillitis and at one time had quinsies (a throat ailment), and I would cry miserably with pain. To this day the acrid smell of hot vinegar brings vividly to mind the recollection of my father painstakingly folding brown paper, pouring vinegar between the folds, enfolding the whole within a linen handkerchief, and placing a hot iron over it all. The handkerchief would then be tied carefully around my throat, and in the morning I would find the pain was appeased. Years later I was to find the explanation for the success of this treatment, for this old method had its roots in ancient lore. Kraft paper in those days was milled from wood pulp with the full contents of its therapeutic bark, essences, and resins—the basis for many balsams—held in abeyance. These would have been released with the alcohol or acid content with heat, thus freeing the therapeutic essences. Then, one could actually see the wood fibers in the paper, unlike today, when paper is recycled from almost anything.

The whole week I would wait breathlessly for the weekend, for that was the time, the precious time, when my beloved father would take me with him on various expeditions. Men in that era were very much given to a strict routine and Father was no exception. He was a creature of habit, so I knew exactly where we would be going and what the day entailed.

The first call on a Saturday morning was certain to be to the barber—almost an unknown quantity today, but in those days men shaved and were shaved with a “cut-throat” razor. Father was a handsome man with beautifully expressive warm brown eyes that seemed to transfix the person he was conversing with. It had been said of him that when he looked at someone it was as if two candles would light in the altars of his eyes. His hands held their own quality, not large but beautifully shaped with nails that had been referred to as “filbert nails.” Broad-shouldered, slim-hipped, upright—never, I was told, did he put on an ounce of flesh to the day he passed away at eighty-five years of age. There was about his carriage something outstanding, a truly regal bearing, but he was, nevertheless, a humble and gentle man. I never heard him raise his voice; just a straight look sufficed. He dressed immaculately. He was fastidious and spotlessly clean in everything—a man who held his temple in respect. We children loved and respected him utterly.

The treatment my father subjected himself to at the barber’s consisted of a shave, hot towels, and very often a trim. I would sit patiently on the little wooden bench, completely absorbed in watching the performance, holding my breath when the hot towels enveloped Daddy’s face until only the pink tip of his nose was left to view. I was always a little perturbed that he would not be able to breathe, and was immensely relieved when the towels were unwound to reveal Daddy’s dear face unharmed. Then what appeared to me to be a small block of ice was rubbed on his face. Now I know that it was alum, which helped to close the pores and tighten the skin. Alum is used in many astringent lotions today.

From thence we would proceed to my father’s club, where once again I would be ensconced on a wooden seat, this time a high stool, and given into the care of what I presume was a porter or attendant. A bar of Nestlé’s chocolate would be purchased—there was no white chocolate for children in those days—and this was a great treat, which came my way only once a week. Father would place his large white handkerchief around my neck, that I might not mark my dress or my pantaloons. Then Father would disappear into the inner sanctum of the club, where women and children were never allowed. My child’s mind imagined my father taking part in all sorts of fascinating happenings therein. Later, my brother, who had been allowed to enter the sanctuary, informed me, with suitable male pride, that there they played chess!

In time my father emerged and my face would be wiped clean of any trace of chocolate. Now I knew my joy was to commence. We always took the same route past a very high-class fruiterer, where we would stop for purchases. They sold fresh pineapple in long slices from a huge glistening glass jar, and, no doubt mindful of a child’s thirst, my father would allow me a slice of this delicious delicacy. I would watch fascinated while the selected slice was removed from the jar and suspended at the end of a long two-pronged fork, and I prayed that none of the precious piece would drop off in the maneuver. This had happened once and Daddy, a stickler for good manners, had insisted that I accept the remainder without murmur. The sun was shining brilliantly, but this day was different. With my small hand holding fast to Daddy’s, to my horror, we walked on by. The sun went in for me; Daddy had forgotten. My head drooped but I made no sound. Suddenly, a few paces farther on, the feet stopped and turned. We were going back. Obviously, Father had been preoccupied. All the colors came back into my world and the sun shone as brightly as ever.

I stood and consumed the dripping pineapple with great relish. While I waited, Father would select certain fruits from the shop, picking them out very carefully for himself. I never saw any exchange of money, and at that age, five or six years old, the world of accounts was unknown to me. I would gaze admiringly at my father and I would think, My father is God, for it appeared to me that he could take whatever he wanted. When Father read to me from the Bible, “All the fruits of the earth are His,”2 I truly believed that this was the proof positive.

And so to the park. It was a huge park in the midst of London, north of the Thames. Father’s work obviously decreed that we should live in this vicinity and I loved it, for whatever or wherever it was, there was warm humanity at its humblest.

Victoria Park held so many fascinations, so much to intrigue a small child interested in everything that moved or breathed. All the fauna and flora were there. Tame deer would approach, seeking titbits. Daddy always made sure of an adequate supply of food scraps cut into neat little chunks and carried in a white linen bag—no paper bags for him. He appeared to know each deer by name, and they seemed to hold no fear at all of him. We would walk on, saying a solemn “Good morning” to the parrots in the parrot house. They were birds of which I was rather frightened, with their hooked beaks and raucous voices.

As we approached the pond, I would stop, fascinated, watching the barefoot children, their boots flung around their necks, wading in the water, holding little jam jars and homemade nets, trying to capture the rainbow-colored sticklebacks. I was never allowed the luxury, as I saw it, of joining them. Father was well aware of the dangers of bare feet on broken glass, and, in fact, he had assisted on more than one occasion in tending an injured child. He forbade me ever to enter the pond. As the little fish moved in the confines of the jam jar, I was charmed by the light irradiating them, but sorrow would enter my heart when I noticed that one or two of them, from either shock or mishandling, floated upside down when approaching death. Thereafter, I had no real desire to capture them.

Father was absolutely in tune with the animal and flower kingdoms, and all the while we walked he would point out the many varieties of wildflowers that abounded there.

“Which one,” he asked, “do you think would do poor Daddy’s hand any good?”

Of course, there was no bad hand, but I would trot eagerly around the herbs and flowers, feeling which one would be of help to my beloved father. Thus he taught me to open myself to an instinct within me, an instinct that he obviously had already. I found it exciting when my father explained the herbs and flowers to me, as somehow there appeared to be a love for them pouring out of him, and he seemed to have an intimate knowledge of their healing properties. I was never allowed to pick even one stem.

“Unless,” he said, “you have a need for it. You must never waste a life.”

This thought was all very real to me, and I remember my great sadness when I watched bluebells being torn from their homes with the sap, their life blood, pouring from them, only to find them later strewn on the wayside, bereft, forlorn, left like wasted life on a battlefield.

These days of growing up with my father were all my young hungry heart longed for. Through him I was made aware of all the natural forces of the seen and the unseen, linked to what some call the unnatural. We seemed to be linked with foreknowledge that as a child I recognized and accepted without understanding, as no doubt my father had been linked with his father, and his father, and his father. One had a feeling of a long chain stretching back and into eternity and the infinite. Many inexplicable incidents and healings took place, which my child’s mind acknowledged without comprehension. But now, with the repeat pattern through my life with others, realization dawns.




The Third Eye Opens

As was customary in those days, children were seen and not heard, and the saying “Early to bed and early to rise” was certainly very much in practice. Such a routine within our household was rigidly adhered to, for the homecoming of my father each evening entailed much advance preparation, such that of a winter’s evening, four o’clock was the usual time of incarceration for me within the confines of my bedroom.

The whole day, however disastrous, always held the promise of the return of my beloved father—even the knowledge of his presence in the house, the comforting sound of his deep husky voice heard distinctly through the open doorway, seemed to bring healing for all the unhappiness I felt for misunderstandings and misfortune that had befallen me that day. The meal my father and stepmother took together in the dining room was started at seven o’clock precisely, and the hours between four and when he would come to my room, usually bearing with him his serviette on which lay the last small sliver of pear, were hours of expectancy. Nothing would have induced sleep until my father’s appearance.

Lying there in the dusk, prior to the lamplighter arriving to light the gas lamp directly outside my bedroom window, strange visions would float into my consciousness. This sensation occurred at regular intervals throughout my childhood and has continued throughout my life. I would find myself singing softly strange cadences and still stranger words, the meaning and the sound of which seemed to have no real relation to the world about me. Yet, mysteriously, it was as if I were using a language long since used and to which I could relate naturally.

Always there was a recurring vision. Suddenly, the room would become diffused with light and I would be aware of a tall, lean woman, gaunt and painfully emaciated, beside whom walked an equally emaciated hound, its ribs showing starkly, the evidence of starvation clearly written on both faces. But there was an air of infinite breeding and dignity about them; their nobility shone through. Even as a small child at the age of three, I felt no fear, no apprehension, as night after night they came, passed through, and wended on. Although my child’s warm heart bemoaned their state, something within me knew that this was a situation they had chosen deliberately. It was a path they had meant to tread. This vision occurred and reoccurred throughout the major part of my life until one day, in yet another vision, the explanation was revealed. From that time on, they went to their eternal rest, only to return again in their real role in this life, thus enabling me to understand the full impact of that which I had been experiencing.

This was my first acquaintance with regression—an acknowledgment of the past relating to the present.




Healing

Cecilia was my classmate. We were inseparable at school. We sat together, chose each other’s company at playtime, and walked home together. Most children would invite their friends home to play, or to tea, but I rarely accepted an invitation from anyone, as I knew that I could not reciprocate owing to the strict regimen of my stepmother. She did not allow playmates in the house for fear of the home being disturbed.

The bell had rung, releasing us for the few precious minutes of hilarious freedom on our way home. Satchels were grabbed, hats smacked on heads, and the chatting would begin. Cecilia and I, aged about eleven, felt very superior. We, of course, did not engage in idle chatter. Instead, arm in arm, we would saunter off, putting the world and its inhabitants to rights.

Cecilia, born of Irish parents and no doubt named after the patron saint of musicians, was a gentle, dreamy little soul whose lovely blue, black-lashed Irish eyes often held a distant foreknowing look, completely unrelated to this world. We seemed in perfect tune, both acutely aware of the beautiful things in life. Even at that age, the poetry in our souls was being expressed. But make no error; we were normal healthy children who were perfectly capable of all the usual pranks that youngsters indulge in on occasion. I think our backgrounds, although very different, ran along the same disciplinary lines.

As we strolled home together that afternoon, I was startled when Cecilia stopped abruptly.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said. “I was supposed to call in on my aunt. Mother worries about her. Auntie’s got something wrong and has to stay in bed all the time. Will you come with me? I shan’t be long.”

I looked at her, a little alarmed. “Don’t forget, Cecilia, if I don’t get home in time for tea, there’ll be trouble. How long will you be?”

I knew I would be severely reprimanded if I were late. Like all meals in our household, teatime was rigid. Cecilia glanced at me sideways. Full well she knew her friend and her weaknesses.

“My aunt always gives me a lovely piece of fruitcake when I go,” she murmured slyly.

Now she had indeed touched a vulnerable spot, and knew it. Although our household had plentiful and good food, fruitcake for tea was a rarity. Bread and butter, lettuce, and cheese were our usual fare, as sweet things were not greatly encouraged.

“All right,” I said weakly, “but promise you won’t be long.”

From the knob in the center of the front door dangled a piece of cord, which apparently one had to pull to gain entry, having first announced one’s arrival by a call through the letter box. When I think of today with all its hazards, I shudder, but in those days such an arrangement worked simply and safely. Ceremony completed, we entered the bedroom. Spotlessly clean, sparse in fittings, for the only furniture apart from one chair and a dressing table was the large double bed, its big brass knobs shining brightly. My bosom pal, with the familiarity of friendship, proceeded to seat herself upon the solitary chair.

“Hello,” I said shyly to the recumbent figure in bed, and stood, for I saw no alternative. The woman pale, thin, and drawn, smiled weakly up at me. Her eyes fixed upon mine.

“Come and sit here, dear,” she said, faintly, patting the bed. I had been taught that one should never sit on a sick person’s bed, but there was no choice. She reached out her hand to draw me nearer, and somehow did not relinquish my fingers. Cecilia, gazing hungrily at the huge fruitcake sitting in splendor on a doily-covered plate on the dressing table, asked rather pointedly, “Would you like some tea, Aunt? Shall I cut you a piece of cake?”

Again the warm smile. “Thank you, dear, and cut a piece for yourself and your little friend.”

Still she did not release my hand, and I found it a little awkward to cope one-handed with the hunk of delicious fruitcake that had been passed to me on a plate. However, love will find a way, and it found its path straight to my mouth, not a crumb dropped. I politely answered all the usual questions: “What’s your name? Are you in Cecilia’s class?” and so on. Then I started to worry that I might be late home. My hand was tingling, a most peculiar sensation, and although I was anxious to depart, it seemed almost as if I would be unable to remove my hand even were I to try. This sort of experience would occur again and again throughout my life, whenever I came into contact with one who needed healing. Never was it a conscious act, and only once was it done by request. At last the tingling ceased and I moved my hand away gently.

“Must go,” I said. “Thank you for the lovely cake.” I almost ran out of the room. Cecilia said her good-byes and hastened after me.

“Smashing bit of cake, wasn’t it?” was her first comment—nothing about her aunt, yet I knew Cecilia loved her aunt.

I was late and, as I had dreaded, was made to suffer for it. I vowed silently never to be caught like that again. Three times after that I was invited to visit Cecilia’s aunt, but with the memory of the punishment still comparatively fresh in my mind, I declined the invitations. The fourth week Cecilia cornered me.

“My aunt has been asking why you don’t come to see her. She’s very upset about it.”

I weakened and I went. The same sequence of events occurred. I held her hand, the tingling started. Then I left and the same punishment was meted out for being late home. At the next invitation even the temptation of the excellent cake failed to attract me. The following week, however, Cecilia could not contain herself. She was literally hopping up and down with excitement.

“You must come. I’ve got something to show you!”

“What is it?”

“A secret,” she replied enigmatically. What psychology! I went.

This time there was no string hanging from the front doorknob. Cecilia knocked, and lo and behold, her aunt stood there, much taller than I had imagined, much thinner, too. But there she stood, smiling broadly.

“Come in, my dear,” she said. “I’ve been waiting to thank you.”

She embraced me warmly, and I felt vaguely disturbed. Thank me for what and why was she walking? We had tea together, but by now I was fidgeting, shifting from one foot to the other, anxious to be off.

“I can see you are in a hurry,” said Cecilia’s aunt, “and I don’t want to get you into trouble. Just wanted you to know that you healed me, and I am forever grateful.”

I thought she was quite mad, and couldn’t get away quickly enough. Somewhere in my being there was a stirring, a fear of the unknown, a reluctance to think any more about it. After that visit I was quite adamant. I never went back.




Auric Flight

My Cecilia left this world for the angels at the tender age of thirteen, having lost her battle against tuberculosis. My first sighting of the “auric flight” was with her, whom I visited when she was very ill. Of the seriousness of her illness I knew nothing. It was during one of these visits, shortly before she was recalled, that I noticed the change in her colors and their movement away from their normal position. It was something I saw while momentarily detached, as if in a dream, mistaken by some as daydreaming. Something inside was hurting.

In Cecilia’s case, the colors on the periphery were golden with blue coming in, and with a diffusion of soft, gentle pink. I believe she was a gift to the angels, a message of love on earth. She died two days later. I mourned the passing of my dear friend, but have met her so many times since that it is as if there were no parting. Before she went, Cecilia told me that her aunt, bedridden for many years, had had a visitation a few months before my visits, informing her that a child would be sent to heal her.

These incidents were all unsought, untaught, and against my active will. The time was not sympathetic to such happenings. I could not and did not discuss them for fear of ridicule.




Who Are You?

After the confrontation with my stepmother, things gradually deteriorated, and I found myself occupying much the same position as my brothers and sisters, but with an important difference. While they had constituted an intrusion on my stepmother’s life with my father, my part had gone much deeper, for she had truly lived in the thought of motherhood with me, and the shattering of that illusion had brought forth hate, venom, and physical violence.

The pattern continued, becoming unbearable until it was time for me to depart. I left home at the age of sixteen, taking nothing but the clothes I was wearing, and stepped into a world hitherto unknown.

Unsought Glimpses

It was a warm, sunny day with the faint promise of autumn. The trees and foliage around gleamed in the haze. I sat on the park bench, drank in the air, and felt the peace that is given when one seeks to identify with nature. I had drifted away into my own thoughts and space, so was somewhat jolted when a voice close beside me said, “Do you mind if I sit down?”

I found myself looking into the rather haggard face of a woman of around forty. I must confess the intrusion upon my privacy was not exactly welcome. Nevertheless, I exchanged the usual pleasantries with her. Suddenly, she leaned forward, looked intently at me, and said, “You’re clairvoyant, aren’t you?”

Startled and astonished, I stared back at her. Clairvoyant? Terminology, “boxes,” “brackets,” were not things that I had ever discussed. My father and I knew ourselves only as we were, without any complications of labels. What we gave came naturally, unbidden and unsought. What we were was. It was the first time I had been faced with the questions “Who are you? What are you?” to which there can be only one answer—the answer that has always been given and can only ever be given: I am what I am.

Part of me wished suddenly to move away, feeling threatened. I gathered my thoughts quickly, for still the woman was watching me intently, waiting. Then, perhaps sensing that she had been a little too abrupt with her question, for I was very young, she said speedily, “I only live over the road. Would you care for a cup of tea and a piece of cake, perhaps?”

It seems that the devil’s bait has appeared in the guise of fruitcake and tea throughout my life, for on many occasions when an incident occurred unsought and unbidden, fruitcake was the final drawing power—the penalty of ever-hungry youth.

The tea was lovely and warm and the cake fulfilled its promise. Relaxed, I prepared to say my thank-you and depart.

“Help me,” the woman said suddenly. “You could. I am very unhappy and worried.”

Her words assailed my ears, and in spite of my instinctive recoil, I heard to my astonishment my own voice uttering words I would never have thought to hear.

“That which you are doing is wrong. You are having an affair with a young man who is tied up with your family. It is not right. No good will come from it.”

As the words left my lips, I could have wished them withdrawn. What on earth possessed me to say that? Her eyes watching mine brimmed over.

“You’re right,” she said. “It’s my son’s friend. We are having an association. He is living here. My son is unhappy and wants to leave home. I’m torn between the two, but feel unable to break it.”

Said I, “It will be broken for you.”

I rose from my chair, making politely for the door. Inwardly, I was very disturbed. As I was crossing the room, the door burst open and a big, burly figure stood framed there.

“It’s he,” she said in a whisper. “Could you have a word with him?”

The situation had developed rapidly, and I was being thrown into a dimension I had not consciously met before. There seemed to be a compulsion going beyond the repulsion that I felt. It was as if there was a purpose fulfilling itself in spite of my resistance. I must confess to being frightened. I found myself praying silently and started to throw a circle of protection around myself. But it was too late, for I found myself being ushered into the next room and the door closing firmly behind the man—in actual fact, a young man of about twenty years—and me. He leaned toward me, scanning my face anxiously.

“What can you tell me?” he demanded.

Oh, I would have had done with it all. But again, that which comes, came forth, and I heard once more a voice that did not even seem to sound like my own, saying, “You are involved in bad things. It is not good.”

“What things?” he asked, looking closely at me.

“Money,” I replied.

“Money!” he repeated sharply. “What money?”

“Bad money,” I responded. “A lot of money,” for suddenly the figure of five hundred pounds flashed into my mind. I stated it. He made no comment. The voice beyond the voice continued. “You will have it, but you will not have it.”

As the words were spoken, the inanity of the utterance struck me. What nonsense had I said? You have it, you do not have it. I felt that before I was probably murdered on the spot, I had better make my retreat.

“Can you tell me any more?” he asked, pale now and with a desperate note in his voice.

“No,” I replied firmly, though inwardly feeling far from firm. “I really must go.”

Reluctantly, he opened the door for me and I beat a very hasty retreat. The atmosphere within the flat had held a frightening aspect, for I had felt through my inner awareness the disharmony and evil vibrations there. Hurriedly, I retraced my steps across the road and into the park, where I gulped in the fresh air and waited for sanity and security to come back into my being.

This was the first time that an incident of this ilk had ever occurred to me, but it was a type of experience that gained momentum as I matured. Always unsought, I received on occasion not only glimpses of the future, but also glimpses of the past, reoccurring again and again in everyday meetings, ever increasing, and always unspoken. It was not an area in which I felt I had to dwell continually, but that the use of this particular faculty should be used only to help when it had a purpose. Never have I used it as an entertainment.

A week or two later, scanning the local newspaper, I read that the park pavilion had been broken into and the stock of cigarettes taken. The robbery had taken place about two days prior to my encounter with the woman and her boyfriend. The report went on to tell that a man had been caught in the act of selling the cigarettes to a receiver, that five hundred pounds had been recovered, and that the man had been sentenced to six months’ imprisonment. Thus was the association effectively broken, as foretold. I can assure you that I did not go into the park ever again and eventually moved on.

A Golden Halo

One day, late in 1939,*5 the telephone rang and the excited voice of a friend greeted me.

“Vicky, good news!” The voice was almost singing with joy. “Mum’s home and the doctor has told us the operation was successful and that she will probably outlive her children.” She laughed delightedly. Her mother was seventy, and she herself forty. She was from a large family, very close-knit, all of whom were devoted to the widowed mother who had had a struggle to bring them up. “Come on over,” she continued, “and drink to her continued health with us. We are all here.”

“Right,” I said, “I’ll be straight round.”

Selecting the flowers took a little time. Instinctively, I chose golden ones combined with the deep violet-blue of the iris. They snuggled into a bed of green lacelike fern, and I asked that they be wrapped in magenta paper. It was many years later that I was to realize the meaning of my choice. I hastened to the house. The small bedroom seemed to be overflowing; the whole family had assembled. The strain of waiting during the long hours of the operation had disappeared from their faces. Their mother was home, and apparently healed. A drink was put in my hand and we lifted our glasses in unison. Never a drinker, I put the glass to my lips and joined them. With beaming faces they gazed fondly down on their mother in the big white bed. They seemed unable to keep their hands away from her, an imaginary hair brushed back from her face, a nonexistent crease smoothed from her immaculate counterpane, the already ample pillows plumped up—it was indeed a time of rejoicing.

I was standing at the foot of the bed, the only vacant place, since she was completely surrounded by the circle of love. I smiled at her and she returned my smile a trifle wearily, understandable with all the excitement around her. As her gaze wandered again toward her beloved children, my eyes dropped to the hands lying above the sheets. Part of me suddenly detached, for there before me I saw her aura beginning to move slowly up and outward to the left of her body. A golden glow had appeared on the periphery with muted blue above, while the aura left in the body had suddenly voided and paled to nothingness. Horror-stricken, I watched this happening, for I had seen it before. I glanced away, desperately telling myself that it was imagination. I lifted my eyes to her face, seeking reassurance. Even as I gazed, the face altered and I was looking into a death mask. Someone was speaking to me.

“Isn’t she wonderful?” the voice said. The smile I tried to sustain froze on my face. I answered as well as I could and made my departure.

Early the next morning, the telephone rang again. Brokenly, the voice came over. “I must let you know, Vicky, that dear Mother had a relapse during the night and we lost her.” The voice was choked, almost inarticulate. “She was wonderful, wasn’t she? She looked so well and happy. You thought so too, didn’t you?” I cannot remember exactly what I said, but I replaced the receiver and felt sorrow for the suffering of those left behind. The mother had been a saintly soul, and I know now that the gold I was seeing was the sign of spiritual advancement, the halo of a life spent in sacrifice.




OEBPS/images/9781594776465_001.jpg
Aura-Soma

Self-Discovery through Color

VICKY WALL

“§
%, Ay
Healing Arts Press
Rochester, Vermont





OEBPS/images/9781594776465_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781594776465_cvi.jpg
Aura-Soma

Self-Discovery through Color
Vicky Wall





OEBPS/images/9781594776465_004.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781594776465_003.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781594776465_005.jpg





