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Foreword





  By Dr. Laura Martignon, professor at the University of Education in Ludwigsburg and research associate at the Max Planck Institute for Educational Research.




  The book contains biographical accounts of the author’s life. These accounts are important, as they provide the background to his motivation. They also introduce the most pertinent topics in the book, but above all, they provide highly concrete examples of how these notions can be applied in everyday life.




  H. Jacob’s book is both a spiritual study and a scientific treatise. Indeed, the intention is obviously a spiritual one, yet his work adroitly overcomes a double challenge: that of bringing together and captivating the reader with esoteric leanings, the therapist, and also the scientist, each one respectively seeking explanations for phenomena that are still looked upon as enigmatic; and that of providing a text and vocabulary which are accessible to the layperson who is interested in spiritual development as well as informed scientific elements of interest to the scholarly specialist. His accounts allow a great many notions to be demystified and take the reader on a parallel journey filled with magic – the magic of Life!




  The author advocates humility as the highest virtue of the aspiring medium. The reader will see that the author is a great medium, one who is both humble and confident throughout the book. He writes with verve, tremendous precision and rigor. His claims are founded, and so should be taken very seriously.




  Readers of all levels, whether they wish to begin, consolidate or develop their practice, will be delighted with the practical exercises. Thus this is also a workbook. As a specialist in the study of education, I know a valuable teaching tool when I see one.




  This book is extremely clear and well-written. It is an excellent introduction to a field that is often amalgamated with esoteric activities or opinions. It shows us that modern humans need to take spiritual life more seriously than they do in their mad daily rush. It invites the reader to take a break, to meditate and even to pray.




  I am delighted to share this book with anyone who wishes to learn about the essence of life and to practice mediumship, as well as with my scientific colleagues. I confess that I am surprised to have found no research on the Hannes Jacob Syndrome up to now, nor any on the physical and psychic disorders that some sensitives can suffer from. I am happy and reassured to see that these disorders are not inevitable and that there are solutions. I am convinced that the innovative ideas presented in this book deserve to receive funding and attention from interested researchers in order to successfully carry out further studies.




  When I decided to read this book, it was first out of curiosity, but then it awakened two things in me: the desire to learn more and above all a real hope. Many people tend to separate the two lobes of the brain by attributing specific characteristics to each: intellect and thought to the left, intuition and creativity to the right. In a similar manner, we mistakenly tend to want to separate classical medicine from complementary medicine. I do not share that opinion. We must accept that the two lobes complete each other while retaining their own specificities. In the same way, we have to accept that whereas classical medicine and alternative medicine have their specific fields of application, they are nonetheless complementary.




  My hope springs from the style of writing in this book and from the way in which each subject is approached. If there is so little collaboration these days between the two fields, it is because there is still a tremendous lack of dialogue and listening on both sides. The solution to this deadlock and to this real barrier between these universes must be found. Indeed, at the level of the brain, the dialogues and exchanges between the hemispheres are continual, multiple, rich and infinite. The solution that will bring the two together lies not only in communication, meetings, or discussions but also in patience. Interpersonal communication is always the most powerful. May the disciplines that oppose each other today allow themselves to come together in this meeting that will lead them both down the path of knowledge. Humphrey Bogart would say, “This is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.”




  Laura Martignon, PhD
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Introduction





  In my acknowledgments, I have mentioned the living. Quite obviously, I also owe tremendous thanks to the spiritual world, and first of all to my guides Jonathan and White Feather who have influenced my writing and guided my pen.




  If you should come across any nonsense in this book, believe me it does not come from the spirit world; rather, it is due to my own ignorance. All my knowledge is based on what has happened to me and on what I have observed. Thus it is possible that there may be errors with regard to the absolute truth, if it exists, as well as omissions. If I have hurt anyone, I never meant to do so. Of course, since my only sources are my actions and experiences, I am therefore obliged to talk about myself as well, but that is not the intention of this book.




  Rest assured that beyond this statement and the confidence that you will see as you get to know me, I fully realize that there are multiple aspects of which I am not yet aware – but one has to start somewhere...




  I had first written a book on my pilgrimage to Venice. When I reread it today, I am yet again entranced by the magic of travel. When you want to save the world, people think you are crazy, and maybe you are... Yet it was that journey that triggered my faith. Afterwards, I kept a diary of my trips to Greece and the mysticism that accompanied them. Maybe one day they will be published as the account of an initiatory journey.




  What finally led me to compile my personal research and experience into this book is the tremendous amount of prejudice that is shown towards mediumship and healing, and also my wish to remedy the lack of information and clear up all the misunderstanding there is about these beautiful careers. Above all, the goal is to break down the preconceived idea that mediumship and healing are only old wives’ tales.




  Indeed, I deeply regret the poor reputation that may often accompany the term “medium”, even if in many cases I understand the reason for this prejudice. Some people immediately disappear as soon as you say you are a medium, while others have a very whimsical idea of the profession and believe it has capacities that are far from realistic. The title of this book, Spirit Life & Science: Understanding Your Gifts of Healing and Mediumship, was expressly chosen because mediumship goes beyond just entering into contact with the spirit world; it encompasses a domain that is so much broader, which I hope you will discover with pleasure.




  In order to be as clear as possible in the different statements that I make in this book, it is impossible for me to speak about medical or mediumistic topics without having first clarified the terms as well as the different subjects relating to sensitivity in general. You will discover them as you read. By becoming familiar with the vocabulary used in the field and the basic facts about the various functions of the etheric body or mind, the subjects we will be discussing will be easier to assimilate.




  These terms are presented so that my students and readers can relate their practices to the medical consequences and thus better evaluate the importance of sensitivity in their own health as well as that of their patients.




  I have done my best to cover this vast subject and hope to dispel many misunderstandings, but above all I have put all my heart into this book in order to reveal the beauty of our mind and our very existence.




  




  Death




  Lift the veil of your despair




  Have mercy on our fate




  So that we can leave our ignorance behind




  And praise




  For all eternity




  Life








  Chapter 1




   Let’s call him John




  John was a close friend for some 20 years. He was a brilliant research scientist who morphed into a great clown as soon as he had had one drink. We played, ate, drank and went on holiday together every year… until the day I told him what I was going through in terms of healing and mediumship.




  He then warned all his friends and family to be wary around me, that I might be in a sect, or be a charlatan, or lead them down the path of delusion and disappointment.




  We never saw each other again.




  Of course it was an extremely painful experience, but it was also beneficial in that it forced me to look beyond it.




  How can you be angry with a blind person if he or she does not participate in a discussion on color or image depth?




  How can you judge a deaf person if he or she doesn’t coordinate his or her dance steps with yours?




  How can you be hurt by ignorance?




  Every person is surrounded with Johns; every person’s name is John; depending on the subject, I am John…




  Long live John!




  








  Chapter 2




   My introduction to mediumship




  My conscience and my entire mind was flying through different dimensions and eventually came down to Earth on a steppe. I then found myself above a black panther that was running through the grass and brush. Little by little, as he ran, our minds grew closer. Suddenly, they fused and I blended into him. I was now inside him; I sensed the universe surrounding me through his senses. Not only was I seeing through his eyes, but I felt the high grass and the thin twigs of the bushes whip across my muzzle and face.




  Another time, when meditating with the Guides, my view expanded and I found myself in the middle of a tropical forest. On a small pond, a fairy or goddess appeared – I have no other way to describe it. She was young, about 20 – if, however, it were possible to determine her age. A pearl necklace had been braided into her hair and her beauty was almost inhuman.




  “Who are you?” I asked.




  “A friend,” she said.




  I was going to address her as “Princess” but before I could say the word, she smiled at me and said, “Shiva.” Immediately afterwards her image disappeared, to be replaced by that of a large white swan: calm, majestic and peaceful.




  These experiences happened to me and therefore I know they were real. I can believe it as firmly as “two and two are four”. I am a Cartesian thinker.




  In a way, the longest experience occurred while I was meditating at home and happened over several mornings during a six-week period. When I was seated, I saw, two meters in front of me, a man with long brown hair, dressed in a long robe, both hands resting on the hilt of a large saber with the point on the ground. I ignored him despite his repeated appearances, telling myself it was only a mental projection.




  One day, however, I asked him somewhat humorously and with a touch of skepticism, “Who are you? Some sort of Jesus?” “No,” he replied, to my surprise. “I am Michael; you are working in my energy.” Taken aback, I asked him again, “Are you Michael the angel?” “Yes.” For a split second, symbolic wings appeared before my eyes, and then Michael disappeared.




  Our universe is made up of several dimensions of existence and consciousness. These different layers overlap and penetrate each other, existing together in the same place. Matter believes itself king; yet there is nothing more ephemeral. It is worked, shaped and destroyed at will by the elements of Nature. This process is true for the entire universe and man is subjected to the same rules. For me, accessing these other dimensions did not happen effortlessly from one day to the next.




  The first signs




  My path to mediumship began at the end of my adolescence, when I was about 17 or 18. I was first interested in chirology – the interpretation of the lines on the hand. By reading a lot and examining many hands, I was able, in a few years, to acquire a solid foundation in the subject: reading the lines on anyone’s hand can tell me a lot about that person, and most of it is accurate. I never do fortune-telling or palmistry.




  Shortly after, I was initiated by a gypsy woman into the art of water dowsing and the use of the pendulum. The results were also positive as soon as I began doing this. However, despite these auspicious beginnings, I quickly became aware that I was not mature enough yet to do any serious work. Indeed, I was not doing it for deep-seated reasons but to amuse myself. Moreover, I was asking questions about subjects that were none of my business, for example, the future of people I knew. I soon realized that it was not the right time for me to get further involved in such a serious subject. I therefore stopped using the pendulum, but I continued to read people’s hands at parties, though again for my sole amusement.




  The flow




  It was only on a day in the early 1990s, as I was meditating in a very simple manner in which one fills one’s body with energy, that I felt a new and very powerful sensation in my body. I felt as though a switch had been flipped and a flow had started. I immediately knew that it was there to heal people, or to help me to heal them. After this discovery, and without telling anyone, I trained myself in various exercises in conscious energy in an attempt to master the new energy within me. I would transfer energy from one hand to the other, or I would hold my hand over a flame for as long as I could without burning myself. This went on for some time, until the day I started treating my close relatives and the neighboring farmer’s cows. It was then that the first results appeared. Since then, I have never once stopped working with this energy.




  My vision expands – The perception of energy




  One morning, although I had not been thinking of anything in particular, I woke up with a different vision. I could see a light, luminous rain falling through the places in which I found myself. At first this seemed strange to me and I was concerned I might be having problems with my eyes. Later, I understood it was just natural energy, which some call Prana, others Chi, and yet others “universal energy”, depending on which of the many different cultures it appears in. This energy surrounds us and flows through us all; it feeds us and plays an essential role in our existence. This perception has stayed with me; I see this golden light in the air, fields, rooms or around plants and people. It looks a lot like the very light rain that appeared in the dream I will describe later. This light is the energy that is around us and in us. I do not know all the possibilities this energy has to offer, but one thing is sure, and that is that the flow from my hands helps me heal people. I know that this energy is good for me because I can see it and feel it through my senses and not through religious beliefs.




  I then discovered that I was capable of distance healing, although I had not yet begun any training or courses. This new resource also often allowed me to obtain, intuitively and without being able to explain why, sufficient information about what the other person was suffering from. Yet alas, to this day I still make frequent mistakes when it comes to making personal decisions, simply because as soon as my mental acuity is implicated, the answer is provided by my intellect and not my spirit.




  The machine project




  For years, I devoted myself completely to marketing. I was in charge of the promotion and sales of consumer goods such as winter sports equipment for important international events like the world ski championships or the winter Olympic Games. This said, little by little my career orientation changed, leading me to become involved in benevolent endeavors with a different meaning. I therefore cannot refrain from mentioning a great dream of mine, a philanthropic project that was dear to my heart.




  Thus, along with my main activities, I put my heart and soul into developing an exciting and highly ambitious advertising project. It involved producing a machine that was capable of tracing advertising content in the grass grown on sports fields, the kind on which soccer, American football, cricket or rugby is played. This machine was supposed to move the blades of grass in different directions to cause the messages to appear, without any addition of color. These gigantic grassy spaces have enormous advertising potential with extremely large financial means at stake (nine-figure amounts and higher). However, I had little interest in the latter aspect except for how the financial income would be used for projects with an ethical, humanitarian or ecological scope. I was planning to create “the five-star foundation” with as its logo a star with five branches, each representing a philanthropic field: humanitarian, nutrition, education, wildlife conservation and the protection of natural resources.




  That’s what made me tick at the time: this machine’s potential for communication… I tried everything to convince financial institutions, directors of sports associations, politicians – even to contact the Swiss federal representatives – to support me in this endeavor. I needed their help, not only to produce the machine but also for it to be politically accepted on the playing fields. I only planned to approach FIFA and the big sports federations after I had obtained the advertising agencies’ support as well as the status of NGO (Non-Governmental Organization). I did not want to risk any leaks before I had the completed project well in hand. However, although I searched for several years, I found neither adequate support nor any investor who was ready to put up several hundred thousand Swiss francs and then watch the profits be donated to charitable activities, a sector which by definition does not make a profit. Given the corruption scandals of which FIFA is currently the object, such a project would allow them to redeem themselves in the public’s eyes.




  Knowledgeable people are aware that “billions are just lying around in this way” and that all you have to do is simply to bend down and pick them up.




  Yet, one night I became convinced that I was actually going to be able to carry out this project that was so important to me. While I was sitting in my living room, I saw over my partner’s shoulder an advert for “MEXX” that caught my eye. It showed a black man hugging a white woman. This image immediately made me think of Benetton, the director of the fashion house. One of the advertisements for this brand of clothing shows a white horse being bred to a black horse. The long collaboration between Luciano Benetton and the nonconformist publicity agent, Oliviero Toscani, is still remembered today. If the first images were pretty, colorful ones depicting children from many races, united and smiling, the later campaigns took a different tack to deliver strong messages about extremely delicate subjects like war or the death penalty, with images that were more and more provocative and even shocking in some people’s opinions. I was therefore convinced that Luciano Benetton was the man I was looking for, the one who would be willing to place advertising at the service of humanitarian and ecological causes.




  [image: chpt_fig_001]


    Logo of the “Champions League”: the image is very clear despite a poorly-kept playing field. Imagine what Coca-Cola would pay to see its logo shown to an audience of millions. We really would have GREEN COKE then…




  
The dream





  That same night, I had a very strange dream, a sort of waking dream that was to play an essential role in the rest of my career. I was sitting in a clearing and a voice was speaking to me, without my being able to see where it was coming from. This voice was saying, “Luciano Benetton.” Luciano brings to mind “Luce”, the light, and Benetton, the “bon ton” (literally “good tone” in French). Immediately after that, I saw golden light raining down, and in that clearing, bathed in this soft luminosity, I was happy and deeply touched. What was happening was right and meaningful. I then woke up in the middle of the night, remembering each detail of this strange and beautiful dream. The voice seemed to remain with me in the bedroom. At that moment, I knew that the only thing to do was to go and see Mr. Benetton to persuade him to participate in my project.




  The next day, I decided to call Luciano Benetton. The lady who answered the phone made it clear that Mr. Benetton did not know me and asked why I was calling. I told her I wanted to tell the CEO directly, but she rudely replied that this was not possible and that I had to write to him. “You know, madam,” I said to her, “some things cannot be written either as a fax or a letter.”




  Having said this, and after thinking about it, I nevertheless decided to send a fax which essentially said, “I’d like to speak with you about a very important matter, which will take only ten minutes…” These few sentences were accompanied by three letters of recommendation: one from the international charity Caritas, one from WWF International and one from the Banque Alternative, attesting to the pertinence of my project and assuring Mr. Benetton that he would be able to listen to what I had to say with all due confidence. Two days later, having heard nothing in return, I called again. The same person replied, “We have received your fax, but the way you presented it, it is of no use to us.” And she hung up on me.




  I was a little upset; I did not know what to do. Then a sign came to me from heaven, without my having to look for it. I knew there was a way… a way; and then everything clicked into place – I would walk to Venice, because an investment of one or two months’ hiking in order to get Benetton to sit down and listen to my project for ten minutes seemed to me to be quite fair.




  Now that I knew I would be walking to Venice, and to train myself in the patience I would need on the journey, I created a special painting on which I wrote, in tiny letters and an incalculable number of times, the statement that came to me and which read, “If patience were not tested, it would not be patience.”




  To finish the exercise in a meditative state, I washed each of the leaves of my houseplants with warm water. And there are a lot of leaves…




 You want to test my faith?




 You have to find it first!




 Where does faith begin?




 Where does stubbornness end?




 Hope and despair,




 Hand in hand




 Believing




 Is believing to the very end




 If God does not exist




 He at least exists in me.




  
Venice





  Thus I left on 5 February 1997. It was raining cats and dogs that morning, but I had set a rule that forbade me to take any form of public transport.




  For the entire 800km hike across Switzerland and over the snow-covered Alps, then across northern Italy all the way to Venice, I suffered right from the first day from sharp pains in my feet and joints. It wasn’t because of the blisters, because after the nineteenth blister, I had stopped counting. At any time, conscious of and surrounded by that magnificent bright rain, my faith carried me despite all my aches and pains. At times it took everything I had to get back on my feet after a rest.




  And yet, during that long 800km walk, those 40 days of solitude, and despite the physical agony, my perceptions grew sharper. I heard that voice which, for weeks, had seemed to come from my own thoughts. It became clearer and clearer, correcting me if I took the wrong road, providing philosophical and instructive food for thought. That voice even told me when the hotel I had chosen would be closed that day. That voice was never wrong.




  At one point, after playing the Devil’s advocate many times, I finally had to accept that the voice was not coming from my head, but from the spirit world. When I had got past Verona and came to a small village, I sat down under a tree in San Benedetto square and the voice said:




 Life is like a card game:




 Your past deals them,




 The player does his best




 But whatever happens in the end




 All the cards will again be




 In the hands of the Great Spirit.




  After exactly 40 days’ walk, I arrived at the Benetton offices, where I was very poorly received. I was not even allowed to sit down on the grass outside his company building:




  “Proprieta private,” they said as they kicked me out. I left hastily, shocked because I had been so sure of myself, of having been sent by the Light. Afterwards I stopped in front of a large statue of Jesus, and asked him what “all this foolishness” meant. No answer, just a beatific smile.




  Strangely enough, that very same night, I was surprised to catch myself singing in the shower. I was in a good mood, as if everything were all right. But after I had returned by train to Neuchâtel, I was overcome with depression. I feared all these signs were the result of some sort of psychosis. The voice became weaker; the vision, on the other hand, became clearer and clearer.




  One morning at about two o’clock I got out of bed to use the toilet. As I was going back to my room, I came upon a Native American in the middle of my hallway!!! Complete with his feather headdress and his regalia with the hair pipe breastplate! There he was, unmoving and peaceful. He was as he was when alive, he was alive! Even today I do not understand my reaction: rather than bowing down, or kneeling or breaking down with emotion, my only thought was: “Ah, so that’s him? That’s how my guide looks?” and I went back to bed. Imagine my shame the next day!




  This Native American, whose name was “White Feather” (as I later learnt), apparently did not hold it against me, because he is still present today during my treatments and continues to teach me. On the other hand, after the night he appeared, he never again appeared to me in his full form, but more subjectively, that is to say, inside my bubble, in the same way that I feel the energy from Michael, from my other guides or the way that I can see the deceased.




 








  Chapter 3




   Mental mediumship in everyday life




   My late friend Rina




   On 26 October 1999, I woke up as usual at 5:00 or 5:30 in the morning to do my three or four hours of daily meditation. While I was in deep meditation, Rina, a friend of mine who had died of cancer about three years previously, came to me. She had left her husband, Steve, and her son, Robin, who was at the time about eleven years old. In those three years she had already paid me a few friendly visits from the other world; but this time, our exchange was of a different nature. Rina began the conversation by saying, “Robin, my son, is feeling abandoned.” When I asked her what I could do, her reply was simple and direct: “Talk to Steve.” I was quite astonished at this request and unsure whether I had clearly understood, so I asked her to give me a sign, as described in Meditation with the Guides, The question, and which is found in the corresponding chapter and which would signify that the message had been correctly understood: “Show me an unusual object that I will come across or see today.” And in the very same second, Rina showed me a toy, a red fire truck. I then replied to her, “All right, Rina, if I see a red fire truck today I will go and talk to Steve, but not otherwise.” She simply said, “Thank you.” That was all; the energy then dissipated and I continued my meditation.




  At noon already, my daughter brought me her little red wooden truck so that I could glue the wheel back on.




  I jumped slightly, but quickly composed myself. It was not the sign I was waiting for; Rina had spoken to me of a red fire truck and not another truck. Though I paid attention, I saw nothing the whole day, neither in town nor in a window, nor anywhere else. That evening, I switched on the television. There was a film with Michelle Pfeiffer, a Hollywood production with a happy ending. Suddenly I exclaimed, “The truck! The fire truck!” Michelle Pfeiffer’s son, who was sitting on some stairs, was indeed holding a toy in his lap, which was none other than a red fire truck! At that moment, I knew I had correctly understood what Rina had told me; I was truly touched, even overwhelmed.




  I thought it over for a few days, but the most difficult thing was to muster the courage to contact Steve. When I decided to do it, his new girlfriend told me where I could reach him. The following Sunday, I went to his workplace, where he was very busy. I briefly suggested we make an appointment to discuss an important matter. Though we only were acquaintances, he accepted without question to meet the day after next, on Tuesday. At that moment I sent a thought out to Rina: “You’ll be there, you won’t let me down.” The second I thought that, I felt a sort of energy run through me, like a pleasantly warm shiver. I had just grasped that she was already there and would be on Tuesday as well.




  That day, just before the appointment, I asked Rina what I should say to Steve. She replied, “Just tell him to pay more attention to Robin; that’s enough.”




  When the time came for the meeting, I was more nervous than ever. When Steve got there, though I had already been to the men’s room twice, I excused myself to go again. After that, I asked him how Robin was. “He’s doing fine, really well.” His answer did not allow me to beat around the bush and I plunged straight in: “Listen, Steve, I’m a medium. I don’t know everything but something important has taken place with Rina. She came to visit me.” I told him about the message about Robin and I also mentioned the test with the fire truck. Steve looked at me with big eyes and answered simply, “You know, you’re right. For a while now, I’ve been worried about Robin’s behavior: he comes home from school and shuts himself in his room, all alone in the dark. He doesn’t talk to me anymore. When I ask him if he wants to do something with me, he refuses. Since his reaction makes me angry, I don’t insist and I leave him alone. We haven’t had a talk in a long time and I don’t have the courage to bring it up with him any longer.” At the end of this talk, I told him that he could take it as he wished, but that his late wife was asking him to pay attention to his son.




  The time we spent together in the café was a very powerful one and when we left a strong bond had been created between us, an understanding that went beyond what had been said. When I saw Steve again sometime later, I understood that the commitment he had made to be more attentive to his son had been successful. “We’ve sorted things out,” he told me. “Robin’s taken an interest in life again. I’ve got my boy back and now we have a fantastic relationship.”




  With this experience, I started to understand the reason for all the years of work, why I had learnt to communicate with the other world. Now things were falling into place and I could be useful to the people around me.




  The day after seeing Steve, while meditating, my inner voice spoke to me and brought me back to that wonderful dream about the clearing, the one that had led me to go to Venice. I had a sort of epiphany and I finally understood the real meaning of what I had heard in that clearing: the journey had been the path to my initiation. Luciano = light; Benetton = the “bon ton”, the “good tone”. I work in the light and the tone, the sound is that of the other dimension which is more beneficial. There is no real link with this Luciano Benetton. It was just a metaphor. If I had not believed in my dream, endured agonizing pain, and been dead tired, I would not be where I am today. The interpretation I made at the time could not have been more mistaken, and after all these events I am writing this book today… The joy I felt at that moment! How great it was! Believing means believing to the very end. He who believes until the end shall cease to believe, for he will know!




  Looking for my roots




  My origins are Greek, and I was lucky to have been adopted by a wonderful family in Appenzell who took me out of the orphanage. One day, I grew interested in my roots and what they may have been. It was not at all to complete something I felt was lacking in my life in Appenzell, but simply the need to learn about where I came from. The story I am about to tell would be worthy of its own book; I will therefore try to be concise.




  In 2000, I took my courage in both hands and began my research. Soon after I had made my first inquiries, the Greek officials informed me that my birth mother was living in Switzerland. But in Switzerland the residential police showed me documents that proved she had returned to Greece. Nevertheless, I had her name and her parents’ names. The story could have stopped there… yet it did not! As I continued my quest, first in the Peloponnesus, then elsewhere in the Greek islands, I let myself be guided by my intuition. I spoke to many people to see whether my mother’s name was familiar. My psychiatrist friend Aspasia, a lovely and distinguished silver-haired lady of 72 years, went with me. Greece is a vast country. And yet, during one of my solitary strolls, I was led to a man in a shop in Delphi. As I passed by this boutique, it was as if I had been pushed inside, though there was neither any wind nor anyone near me. Yorgos, the owner of the shop, took an interest in my fate. After one or two bottles of Metaxa – a Greek brandy – had been drunk while I explained my story and how far I had come in my research, he promised in an alcoholic fog to find my mother. Of course, I did not believe him. I went back to Switzerland empty-handed and continued my own search.




  Two years later, I went back to Greece because a certain Mr. Rieder from the Valais had given me the names of two possible towns in which my mother might be living, which he had located using a pendulum. One of these was Arachova, near Delphi. Aspasia went with me again. My Greek friend and I had questioned countless numbers of people but we had not obtained any satisfactory answers. I went back to Delphi to visit my drinking friend Yorgos. The latter did not welcome me with open arms – quite the opposite: he was angry. I was totally shaken. “Don’t you recognize me?” I asked him. “Oh yes, I recognize you! I did everything I could to find your family and I have succeeded. You, however, have not even called me once!” he replied. After several months’ work and more than 80 telephone calls, Yorgos had indeed found my family. We quickly made peace and he promised Aspasia he would give her my family’s phone number, which he did not have on hand. There were five days left before my flight back to Switzerland, so I looked at the map of Greece to see where I could have a holiday and I saw the words “Cape Sounio”, a place below Keratea, a good hour’s drive from Athens. The word “Sounio” made me think of “sunshine” and at the same time I saw a sun in front of my third eye. So I went there and stayed at the Aegeon Hotel. But Aspasia had advised me to go to Mykonos, Santorin, Naxos or even elsewhere. Though it had never happened before, we got into an argument over where I should go, because I stuck to my decision. She said there was nothing to see in Sounio except for Poseidon’s temple and visiting it would only take one hour. It made no difference to me; I had to go to Cape Sounio. At the Aegeon Hotel, I was welcomed like a son by Simeon, the owner, though I did not even know him. I spent hours with the old man, telling my long story and drinking Metaxa, until he would fall asleep at the table! The next day, he took me to meet his brother Koukos, owner of the restaurant just up the road from the hotel, at Poseidon’s temple. I had no idea why Simeon wanted me to meet his brother. His hotel had rooms for 200 guests and was full of tourists. So why me? Koukos asked me to sit down and served me a free drink while he talked business with his brother. Each time I tried to ask him about my family, to find out if he knew the name “Athanassopoulos”, he had to get back to the business at hand and I could not decently interrupt while he was talking to his brother, so I was unable to ask him the question I was dying so much to ask.
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    The Aegeon Hotel, below Poseidon’s temple
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      Poseidon’s temple




  I finally went back to Switzerland. In the meantime, Yorgos had given Aspasia my uncle’s phone number. I say my uncle’s number, because I learned my birth mother had passed away! My friend called him for me, spoke to him in Greek and then told me my uncles were expecting me with joy.




  Two weeks later, I was back in Greece, in Keratea, the town in which they lived. They welcomed me home like a prodigal son. With my arrival, it was like part of their beloved sister, who had died tragically, had come back to them. Before I met them, I had sent photos and documents proving my Greek identity. When I told my uncles that a few weeks’ earlier I had stayed at the Aegeon Hotel in Sounio, only 20 minutes away, they both shouted at the same time, “Simon and Koukos are our closest friends!” They immediately got out a lot of photos of their two friends. It was really crazy! Greece is such a big country! When I was staying in Sounio, if Simeon had not fallen asleep after having drunk too much and if Koukos had not been so busy, my uncles and I would have already been able to meet!




  Through two different approaches and at two different times, I had found my family: once with Yorgos’ help and once through the two brothers. Simply thanks to my intuition which had been led by my ancestors, with no help from the authorities, with no administrative paperwork…




  Many months later, my deceased mother appeared to me for the first time. I asked her why she had not told me she had died much earlier, and she replied, “If I had told you, you wouldn’t have gone looking for me, and I wouldn’t have been able to guide you to your relatives!”




  And now I have a brother, a sister, uncles and cousins who have become part of the family I already had. I see my Greek family every year, and every time it is a genuine pleasure to explore my roots while I fish for octopus.




  The story of the search for my roots proves that mediumship can be integrated into everyday life. It shows that our dear ones can help us and how much they still love us from wherever they are, just one frequency away, in the blink of an eye!




 








  Chapter 4




   Philosophical approaches




   Thought




  “In the beginning was the word.”




  Thus begins the Book of John in the Bible.




  Yet, every word, every gesture, every plant, every animal or every man, every creation no matter how refined and subtle it is, originates, shall we say, with a first thought. Consequently, at the beginning was a thought.




  Thought is at the origin of everything. It is thought that creates, transforms, and destroys. Wanting to know whether it is thought or information which is emitted first is like asking whether the chicken or the egg came first. In quantum physics, according to current understanding, Dr. Robert Lanza of Wake Forest University in North Carolina in the United States explains that neither time nor space exists, which is why the debate on which came first is senseless. In reality, things are much simpler. Each thought is the beginning and the end of everything. A thought generates another thought, which in turn generates another, according to the process of auto-production. It is what people call God.




  Who am I?




  God does not influence the happiness or the misfortune of human beings. Indeed, the latter punish themselves for their acts. Each act, be it positive or negative, is registered in our being. In other words, humans choose the experiences they want to live through in function of the level of evolution of their souls/spirits in order to learn to have faith and compassion in certain circumstances. Therefore the greatest gift that God could give to humans is not that of the condition of our birth or our lives, but truly that of our free will. The latter’s role is to direct us like a captain sails his ship. Depending on how we use it – to serve our own ego or to promote faith and compassion – our free will helps us to leave the cycle of dualities and reincarnations, thus allowing us to dissolve into the Great Spirit, the Pure Conscience, therefore the Essence.




  The terms “soul” and “spirit” can be found in all religions. Some of them assimilate the spirit with a disincarnated state and the soul with an incarnated state. Others, like the Buddhists, consider the soul as an illusion, as the nucleus of the ego. Thus in Buddhism, the soul does not exist. I myself believe that in our culture, the soul is a metaphor which designates our divine essence. This viewpoint suggests that all our souls are identical but that spirit and body are obviously not.




  Who am I, me? What is that? My body, my cells, change trillions of times per second; am I my body? At what precise time in this permanent change will I be my body? [Source: SN Goenka, Buddhist teacher.] My spirit travels through time, through lives, changes with each thought… Am I my spirit? At what precise time in this permanent change will I be my spirit? I cannot be my body; it is constantly changing. I cannot be my spirit; it is constantly changing.




  “I” do not exist; “me” is an illusion as is “mine” or “my”. An object, a person, cannot be “mine”, even if I think I own it. Everything has an appearance for a fraction of a fraction of an instant… Who am I? What am I? Where does my conscience come from? Where does that Light come from? That Light which is so bright that it goes through my eyes, yet without blinding me. Where does this all-encompassing peace come from? This peace that is beyond my body, beyond my spirit. Why doesn’t it change like my body and my spirit?




  Where does this Love come from, the Love that fills my heart to exploding? This unconditional, pure love.




  Because “I” am this light, this peace, this love. At all moments, through eternity! That is all I am!




  I am a sponge in the ocean and the ocean is in the sponge. My body is in my spirit; my spirit is in my body. The sponge dissolves, but not the ocean. My spirit is in its essence; the essence is in my spirit. The spirit dissolves in the essence, like the sponge dissolves in the ocean. The essence, like the ocean, does not dissolve. I am the essence.




  Why do we love our children more than those of other parents? Why do we love our children more if they behave as we expect them to do? Love does not imply desire or greed. So why do we think that to desire is to love? The relationships between parents and children, between lovers, between friends, should be exempt of greed in order to be truly Love.




  Where does the illusion stop, if it is not in the essence?




  Without the spirit, man could not think; his “thought” would be mere information, only a mechanism transported by neurons and limited to matter alone. Each thought is impregnated with particles of energy. Together these particles construct information. Outside of matter, there is no information without energy. In other words, any form of energy contains the information derived from thought.




  This is the essential principle to understanding that the spirit exists. We have a spirit and the spirit is all around us. Not only is it capable of communicating with its environment and outside of it, but it is also connected with each thought. In return, each thought acts on the spirit. A simple remark such as, “You look nice today,” or “You look tired,” modifies our spirit, our energy field, and our body. Thoughts can be produced by the person himself or be felt by physical or energetic information.




  Physical information is received and processed by the five senses. Energetic information is received via the spirit, often called the “sixth sense” or “extrasensory perception”. Energetic information is processed by the brain. The result is sent to the intellect.




  The spirit is in contact with all the thoughts. It is an intelligent memory, interactive, which exceeds by far the operations of the human body. This physical body is already itself an indescribable miracle of creation and divine essence, of origin and eternity. The lack of voluntary interaction between thoughts and the spirit is one of the major elements in human ignorance. It is the reflection of our evolutionary state. Thoughts are registered in our being by every thought. A simple and purely intellectual thought is registered in our being at any moment, in every situation. The “Great Thought” perceived by the spirit and translated by our higher conscience is only registered in silence.




  Who am I again?




  In my personal introspection, the question of the totality, or the aspect of a soul or spirit, is a recurring one. Does my incarnated spirit represent everything I am, or just a small part of it? If we consider our bodies as a glass and our spirit as the contents of that glass, all of the information collected throughout an entire life would be represented by the liquid in the glass, the water. All this water contains information. If we take a drop of that water, it would contain the same amount of information as the total amount of the water. Given this hypothesis, it may be that my incarnated spirit or the deceased person with whom I am in contact is only a fraction of the total of what we are.




  This question on the aspect of the totality or the fraction that we might be also comes up when the subject of soul mates arises. What are soul mates? Are they just another aspect of me which is having that experience at that time, while I am having others and we find each other by chance or by destiny? Silver Birch, the entity that is channeled by Maurice Barbanell, spoke of a diamond cut according to different facets and said that each being was only a facet of the diamond. Ever since I heard that statement, it has been on my mind. One guide, other than my guide Jonathan, also mentioned these aspects of the personality. Jonathan has also shared his view of things related to aspect or totality [see the corresponding chapter]. I do not have the absolute proof to establish the aspect or the totality of our incarnated being. In my professional work I have not come face to face with this irrefutable proof. Aside from that, in my teaching, I do not know how to introduce the subject well, given that I do not base it on supposition or hypothesis. On the other hand, any philosophy surrounding this theme is always welcome. Quantum physics could provide some ideas and answers, supposing that an atom can be in several places at once.




   There, where Nothing leans forward




  There




  Where he takes All in his arms




  There




  Where both unite in tender kisses




  There




  My love




  Lives the moment




  In his books on “Water Memory”, Masaru Emoto does a fine job of representing thought, its registration and thus its memory. To show how thought influences water, he affixed a label with a word or sentence to a Petri dish filled with water. Then he placed the water in a freezer for three hours at -25°C. During that time, the water was impregnated with the word or sentence. After removing the dishes, Emoto examined the crystals that had formed. In general, water that had been exposed to words like “you disgust me” formed incomplete crystals or ones that were distorted like diarrhea. On the other hand, water that had been exposed to words like “love” or “peace” formed crystals that looked like splendid snowflakes. As usual, when the scientific world has to deal with pioneering assumptions or ones that upset established schemas, some scientists oppose the results. In fact, the experience was repeated several times, and the results obtained – the images – were only similar and not identical! When you look at the number of photos, the crystals cannot leave you unmoved. Since the scientific world did not validate his work, Emoto described it as an art and not as a science.




  Thought alone modifies our scope and our conscience. Calming, meditative thoughts allow us to see through the fog caused by the emotions of greed and aversion. Our conscience leads us to personal success and, more essentially, to peace. If we are at peace, we perceive our true nature and the nature of all things more and more clearly, which is to say, in the end, that thought brings us to our essence; to the Great Spirit.




 








  Chapter 5




   Karma – Cause and effect






   

   The past is written in the present




 So much future depends on so little present




 The present is everything




 And the only moment we can influence.









  According to the Buddhist and Hindu teachings on the continuity of life in the afterlife, and especially with respect to reincarnation, personal thought is registered.




  The Sanskrit word “karma” simply means “cause and effect”. In the Western world, “karma” is especially used to designate negative causes or effects. This very idea is false! Karma can be good or bad, and even neutral. Indeed, it is simply an event or a chain of events that lead to effects, a sort of logical series. We have the ability to grasp the causes and effects in our present life. Yet we can hardly believe that some aspects of a past life can have effects on our present one.




  Karma can be described in several ways. Sogyal Rinpoche, author of The Tibetan Book on Living and Dying, describes karma as a pile of playing dice. Each of the dice represents a different entity. Though each is different they are connected and dependent on each other in a logical manner. A candle flame is a good example of karma’s cause and effect relation. Where we think we see only one flame, it is in fact millions of flames in succession, each one depending on the one before it. The information that is us resonates with some of the other information but not all of it. When we die, the spirit that is us leaves its charnel envelope with all the information it contains. By reincarnating, the spirit still contains all the information that has not been dissolved. The dissolution of this information can take place from birth to death, in order to get out of the cycle of reincarnation and become only essence. The Tibetan Buddhists call this process “bardo”. This is why karma is a series of logical events organized by our own thought and our stored memory. God does not place anything we encounter in our path. He is not responsible for our destinies either. Our information resonates with people and situations. Like a magnet attracted to a piece of iron or the negative pole of another magnet. My convictions are forged by my personal experiences; they have completely convinced me that reincarnation really takes place!
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