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What People Are Saying About


DEATH: Friend or Enemy?


In this instructive and illuminating book, the author explores many different life paths and journeys within the context of lessons learned and her deep understanding of the nature of death as transition to another realm as well as the context of multiple lives. The book is well researched and highly readable, while readers have the opportunity of gleaning significant insights that can shed light on their own current journeys.


David Lorimer, Global Ambassador and Programme Director, the Scientific and Medical Network Editor, Paradigm Explorer Chair, Galileo Commission


In Ann Merivale’s book DEATH: Friend or Enemy? Views from the Other Side, we need to suspend what we believe to be true and then look deeper. Therein lies the fable, the parable. Look deeper. Now you see the laws of heaven, the metaphysical. But don’t stop there. Yes, there it is! That mystical moment where the depths within you are revealed as truth. Ann’s book takes you on this journey, but it depends on how you open your eyes, and how willing you are to receive the gifts within the text that reveal the vastness of this wonderful work.


Stephen Paul Chong, educator, trainer, and author of The Afterlife: A Journey To


It is common to refer to the afterlife as the ‘great unknown’. Yet there have always been reports of these ‘death realms’, or bardos — those other realities beyond the physical — and now a growing number of discoverers and reporters confirm what the old texts have told. From near-death experiences, mediums, soul voyages in past lives, and shamanic work, there is a wealth of experience being brought back and shared that describes maps of spirit worlds; meetings with masters, guides, and spirits; and infinite possibilities. More than anything else, however, today’s explorers bring back stories, and Ann Merivale, as her previous books attest, is a great gatherer and teller of these tales, having the ability to voyage through the portals of imagination into what is known as the Akashic Records, where the patterns of Karma reveal each soul’s adventures and entanglements, losses and learnings across many lifetimes.


All her chapters show that death is not an enemy to be fought and avoided at all costs, but the natural portal of return to spirit, only seeming fearful when mind has been seduced into the illusion of matter as exclusive reality and has consequently forgotten the whole and greater nature of our self. Yes, there are ‘heavens’ and ‘hells’ of our own creation, as many environments as there are imaginations to create them, and the hell realm of one who has closed themselves to any care for others can seem a long torture, but light and beings of light are always close, and no-one can stay apart from their beauty forever. As Sofia Tolstoy says in her chapter, “If … you are already knowledgeable about spiritual matters … you will appreciate both that death is only a temporary separation and that there is invariably a good reason for it, whenever it occurs.”


Kris Misselbrook, Soul Voyager, Cathar Bonhomme, and Secretary of the Quakers in France
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This book is dedicated to my pioneer therapy teacher, Dr Roger Woolger (1944–2011). Many felt that he had died ‘prematurely’. I, however, feel sure that he is now being even better employed on the other side.
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Introduction


He [Shostakovich] liked to think that he wasn’t afraid of death. It was life he was afraid of, not death. He believed that people should think about death more often, and accustom themselves to the notion of it. Just letting it creep up on you unnoticed was not the best way to live. You should make yourself familiar with it. You should write about it: either in words or, in his case, music. It was his belief that if we thought about death earlier in our lives, we would make fewer mistakes.


 Not that he hadn’t made a lot of mistakes himself.


 And sometimes he thought that death was indeed the thing that terrified him the most.


Julian Barnes, The Noise of Time


In his book The Antidote: A Bracing Detox for the Self-Help Junkie the journalist Oliver Burkeman comments that “it may be hard to swallow the idea that we should spend more time contemplating death, but there are some powerful and pragmatic arguments for doing so”. He quotes, among others, Ernest Becker, an American born in 1924, who died in 1974 from cancer of the colon, a year before the publication of his ‘magnum opus’, The Denial of Death. As a very young man Becker came up against death firsthand while helping to liberate a Nazi concentration camp. This caused him to write about the human tendency to avoid facing up to the fatality of death and to overcome the haunting fear of it by denying its reality.


It’s partly the fear of death, now endemic in Western society and of course recently accentuated by Covid-19, that first gave me the idea of writing a book such as this in about 2015. ‘Coincidentally’, the notion came more or less simultaneously to Mark Young, my friend and practitioner who runs the Ripon Natural Health Centre, but at the time we were both busy with other things and consequently discussed the matter only briefly. So, now that I myself am well into my eighties and Mark is still extremely busy, I feel that we have little time left for dealing with such an important topic.


Buddhists, Hindus, indigenous people of, for instance, the Americas, Western Gnostics have all for thousands of years taken for granted that every soul has countless lives on Earth, so for them losing one life, however ‘prematurely’, obviously makes the loss appear less tragic than most present-day Westerners believe it to be. Christian teaching on the matter of reincarnation dates only from the Council of Constantinople in AD 553, at which, on account of the influence of Theodora (his by then late wife), the rather weak Emperor Justinian endeavoured to make a change. For she, not having liked the idea of returning to Earth as anything other than an empress, had been keen for the previously commonly held doctrine to be suppressed! Yet the suppression of belief in reincarnation was never totally successful, as there have always been movements of ‘Gnostics’, such as the Cathars, who retained this knowledge. (The Cathars’ beliefs, as you will see in Chapter 4, were distorted and their barbarous and unjust persecution is one of the great shames of the Church.)


How could we possibly learn all that we want or need to in just a single lifetime? And how otherwise could it be fair that some are born with the proverbial silver spoon in their mouths while others incarnate into dire poverty? I am personally convinced that anyone who cares to research these spiritual matters seriously enough will easily find sufficient proof to convince them that they themselves had many previous lives.


Nowadays, however, the Churches have much less influence on the Western world than they did for about a couple of thousand years. The desire for ‘scientific proof’ of everything has caused atheism or agnosticism to become increasingly common and therefore many people no longer believe in either the immortality of the soul or any sort of afterlife. In contrast, I myself was brought up strictly in the Catholic Church and it took me many years to ‘escape’ onto a path that, while retaining my admiration for Jesus, I see as more spiritual. Since its focus is supposed to be on ‘making it to Heaven’, it seems to me nonsensical that the Church teaches nothing at all about what happens when we die! And one of my big quibbles with all church funerals is the prayer “Grant him/her eternal rest”. (Can anyone seriously believe that someone such as Bruce Kent, the great activist for the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament (CND), who was still campaigning a month before his death at the age of 92, would be content to be just lazing around? And anyway doesn’t the notion of resting for the whole of the remains of eternity sound intensely boring?)


Unlike other Catholics of my acquaintance who like the idea of ‘mystery’, I have always wanted to know what might happen when I died and have fortunately over the last 30 years or so been able to make up for this lacuna in my religious education by a great deal of reading. This has been combined, too, with much experience of taking people who’ve come to me for Deep Memory Process, known as DMP (past-life regression therapy), through their deaths in previous lives and listening with interest to their stories. Here I hasten to add that I haven’t in this book made use of any of my clients’ individual experiences. It was in fact originally intended to be a work of fiction — my first (also my last, since this is my final book) — but now I feel that it might be up to you, the reader, to decide whether or not the book is totally fictitious.


Mark, my above-mentioned practitioner and friend, has always described me as a “storyteller” and it is indeed through stories that I decided to illustrate some of the numerous possible post-death scenarios that I’ve encountered and, through my many years of working in this field, sometimes written about. Certainly some of the characters whose tales I’ve recounted are fictional. The two women in Chapter 20, for instance, are loosely based on a couple of acquaintances that I had in the past, while those in Chapter 22 are entirely fictional. (I mention the latter since I wouldn’t want any reader who fancied having some DMP themselves to go chasing a Woolger graduate named Isobel in the Manchester area!) Many of the others, however, are well-known deceased personalities and that’s where it will be up to you to decide for yourselves whether or not I was simply letting my imagination run wild or whether I was actually channelling them. Some of the non-fictional characters came to me of their own accord, while with others I decided over a period of several years that I fancied writing about them.


With respect to the latter, following some brief shamanic training, I have over many years sometimes used a drumming CD to communicate with the other side, but I have no way of vouching that what has come through to me is a hundred per cent genuine. However, I don’t believe that veracity matters at all for the purposes of this book, as my aim is a general one of education about the afterlife.


In the cases of the famous characters, who should mostly be instantly recognisable, I’ve done a little bit of exploration of their actual lives while they were on Earth, but I should like to point out that, even if some genuine channelling has on occasion occurred, what has come through my figurative pen will inevitably be coloured firstly by my own special interests in the historical figure concerned and secondly by my knowledge of the sorts of things that can happen on the other side.


Returning for a moment to the Catholic Church, one thing for which one can give it credit is its custom of praying for departed souls. Like the Buddhists, whose tradition is to pray for somebody daily for 49 days after death, most Christians appreciate that prayers sent from Earth can help souls on their way. This is needed particularly when the person concerned fails to realise that they have died — a thing that can occur easily, for instance, in the case of a sudden accident. It’s sometimes said that generally, when people die, they find what they expected to find; for example, a Christian will meet Jesus, a Buddhist the Buddha, and so on. When it comes to atheists, however, they will usually find ‘nothing’ and it may take some time for them to be ‘woken up’ to the reality of life continuing on the other side. Fortunately they do all ‘wake up’ eventually, but prior knowledge can speed up the process, as can having people who care about them either praying for them while still on Earth or looking down and offering help from a higher level.


One thing that I haven’t attempted to touch upon is the different levels that exist on higher planes. These, it is commonly agreed, are seven in number and for those interested in the topic there are plenty of books available. Which of them one goes to in between incarnations depends upon one’s level of development. The stories I’m recounting here, however, are related not to that subject but rather to the soul concerned looking back upon their last life and deciding what they learn and what they still need to remedy.


An important point to make at this juncture is that, although it is generally believed among those who have studied such matters that ‘God’, or whatever name one cares to give Him/Her, decided at some point to split into countless numbers of different ‘souls’, these have not all had by any means the same number of lifetimes (either on Earth or elsewhere). Hence the terms ‘old soul’ and ‘young soul’ that are in common spiritual parlance. Since, however, we are all equal, the latter term is by no means derogatory. (As the renowned clairvoyant Edwin Courtenay commented to me many years ago: “We need the young souls around for their energy!”)


As an example: in Chapter 20, which has contrasting stories of two women who got stuck for a while after their physical deaths in what is known in Tibetan as the Bardo (between islands), Fiona is clearly an older soul than Beryl. Although she made mistakes in her lifetime (as we all do — otherwise we wouldn’t still need to be here), Fiona was, as a nurse by profession, well-educated and knowledgeable and consequently knew full well that she had died. Beryl, on the other hand (appropriately nicknamed ‘Mrs Misery’), was probably a much younger soul and so, since she’d had very little education and since Earth’s etheric body looks exactly the same as the physical one, she was unable to appreciate the fact that she had left her own physical body.


When one reads about near-death experiences (NDEs), as in the entirely fictional Chapter 15, the normal pattern appears to be that, upon leaving the body, the departing soul is whooshed through a tunnel towards the light, where he or she can meet the person (normally a spirit guide) who is best able to talk with him or her about what they’ve either learnt or should have learnt during the life that’s just ended. The usual pattern is then to discuss the available choices for what is to happen next. Obviously, in the case of NDEs, the choice was made to return to Earth — otherwise the person concerned wouldn’t have been able to recount the experience — but my personal experience of regression to previous deaths (both my own and those of numerous clients) differs little from the stories that I’ve read about NDEs.


I have a few recurring themes in the book. One of these is music, simply because it has been my own abiding passion this time round, but a particular question that has greatly interested me throughout my years of working as a therapist and counsellor is that of relationships. This is of course very often a thorny topic and for that very reason, solutions have to be found before we can clear all our karma and thus be able finally to return to the Source whence we originally came all those aeons ago. ‘Soul mate’ relationships come in here, as well as ‘thorny’ ones, and I have in all my writing adhered to the threefold definition given by Edgar Cayce (known as the ‘sleeping prophet’). These are firstly ‘twin souls’, who are literally two halves of the same being, since it’s thought that all souls divided into two right at the beginning and occasionally meet up again on Earth before becoming ready for the final reunion. (Such relationships can be either blissful or, again, ‘thorny’, depending upon the level of spiritual development.) Secondly, ‘companion soul mates’ (often the most comfortable), that is, people who’ve been together many times in varying relationships — spouses or siblings, for instance — and consequently know one another well. And thirdly, ‘karmic soul mates’, which involve people who come together in order to pay a debt. This could be something as drastic as one having previously killed the other, but even in such cases the partnership can be either contented or positively idyllic.


Another theme that intrigues me is that of genius and some of my characters have undoubtedly thus been labelled. So what makes a ‘genius’? Does it really make any sense to believe that a person can simply be born with a great gift for, say, music or art — especially if it’s not in their genes? Isn’t it much more logical to think that they must have honed the gift over many lifetimes? Another point here is that when we, for instance, listen to some truly beautiful music or read a wonderful piece of poetry, it can be easy for us to imagine that the person from whom it came was charming, delightful and so on, yet this is very clearly far from being always the case! Where there is light there must always be dark and while leaving readers to draw their own conclusions, I’d just like to point out that emerging de profundis (‘from the depths’) can lead to a kind of ecstasy.


I’ll now conclude by mentioning that I have personally always been terrified by the notion of scary rides and consequently never liked the idea of being whooshed through a tunnel! I was therefore delighted to hear from the distinguished shamanic practitioner Simon Buxton, in a workshop he led on the topic of ‘Death, Dying and the Beyond’, that one has a choice. He encouraged us to practise dying from time to time, saying that we could visualise how we would like to be transported to the other side. My choice was of a boat coming over a tranquil lake to collect me (hopefully containing one or two people dear to me who have already passed on). Hence my choice of cover image, with the rising sun symbolising the new life that lies ahead.
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A Spiritually Minded Nurse


In the Gita, the Lord has assured that the person who dies with the Pranava (Om) filling his last breath is sure to be liberated. The sound ‘Om’ will not help when the mind is flitting from one desire to another, weeping over the imminent departure from the world and at the outcome to come. In such a case, how can the sound help? The glory of Om has to be apprehended throughout life if it is to stand out before the mind at the moment of departure.


Sathya Sai Baba


My name in my last life was Susie (short for Susan of course, which is what my parents always called me, but I always preferred the less formal-sounding nickname). I was born into a Conservative family of the landed gentry of North Yorkshire, that is, “with a silver spoon in my mouth”, as the saying goes, but the ‘silver spoon’ never suited me! In fact you could well say that I was born a rebel, but now that I’ve thankfully come Home again, I’ve been able to see clearly that that last incarnation was one that I myself had chosen as a challenge: to overcome the hurdles of wealth and C/conservatism (in both senses!) and find my true nature as someone who cared much more about helping people than about conserving the family name and fortune.


I had an older brother (Kenneth), born four years before me, who, fortunately from my parents’ point of view, was interested in following in their footsteps and he of course inherited the estate when my father died. I didn’t really have that much contact with my parents as a child, as we always had nannies and a cook and so on, and they were on the whole loving and caring towards the two of us. Since Kenneth was that much older, we didn’t play together very much and he, naturally, always preferred the company of other boys in the area. This didn’t bother me, as I was happy with my own company, loved being outside whenever the weather was nice enough and enjoyed reading; one thing that my parents did do was keep us well supplied with good children’s books. Thanks to a nanny of whom I was particularly fond, I learnt to read quite early and on dreary winter days nothing gave me greater pleasure than to be curled up with a book in front of a big roaring fire.


Another good thing about my childhood was that my family always kept dogs. Some of them were used for hunting — a thing that I always abhorred but would have been scolded for speaking my mind about — but there was always at least one pet dog that I loved dearly and who was my constant companion when I wasn’t at school. The primary school wasn’t very far from our estate. I was often taken there in a pony trap, which I loved, and I made good friends among my fellow pupils, always for some reason being very popular. I was a good student, too, but never hesitated to speak my mind when I saw fault in something that a teacher said. This caused me to be appreciated by the more self-confident teachers but irritating to others.


My family, like others in the area, was Anglican and church every Sunday morning was therefore obligatory. Though I did like some of the hymns, mostly I found the services rather boring and, as for the sermons, the older I grew, the less and less sense they made to me. “If this God they talk about,” I would say to myself, “really did create all of us and truly loves us, as the vicar claims, how could He condemn any of us to ‘eternal damnation’?” But it felt safer to keep my thoughts to myself and only many years later did I have the good fortune to stumble upon many books and spiritual journals which supported my own intuitive way of thinking.


When I reached the age of 11, I was — inevitably — despatched by my parents to boarding school. Kenneth was by then well ensconced at Rugby School and excelling in sport, but for me, as a “mere girl”, they didn’t fancy spending as much, since any education I received would “only be needed to equip me for being a good wife to a fellow member of the landed gentry”. (Upon leaving school I would of course have been expected to return home and go to lots of balls attended also by young, well-bred, eligible gentlemen!) I didn’t absolutely hate the minor girls’ boarding school that my parents chose and Anna, with whom I’d been quite good friends at the primary school, went to the same one, which helped both of us not to feel too lonely during the first term. I didn’t shine at sport but quite enjoyed badminton and sometimes, as part or all of a biology lesson (a subject that fascinated me anyway), we were taken on pleasant country walks searching for wildflowers and being taught the names of birds and trees (as though I didn’t know them all already!). So biology was one of the subjects I chose to do for A-level when I turned 16, along with maths and English. My grades were perfectly respectable and, encouraged by a particular teacher who understood me quite well, I looked into the question of training as a nurse as soon as I’d left school.


My parents, however, had quite other ideas. “Oh no, Susan dear! After the end of your final school summer holidays, it will be the start of the débutante season and you can stay with Aunt Grace in London, get presented to the Queen (what a thrill!) and attend some of the debs’ balls. Who knows? You might that way even meet a suitable man to marry and that could save us from having to put on so many balls here.”


“But Mama,” I protested, “I have no great desire either to meet the Queen or to find a husband — at least for the time being. I want to do something really useful with my life and nursing is surely a very respectable profession for a young woman?!”


The argument carried on for several weeks and I really had to dig my heels in, but determination won out in the end and I was finally permitted to apply to train in Manchester. (London, they said, would have been all right for a short time if I’d agreed to the débutante idea, but for a three-year nursing course the capital would have been too far away for them to keep a close eye on me! Incidentally, I was pleased when, in 1958, Queen Elizabeth II decided to abolish the deb tradition, as it seemed nonsensical to me, as well as a waste of public money! Unlike the rest of my family, I was never a great royalist, but I did have to admire Elizabeth for certain things she did and when Prince Philip crossed over in 2021, shortly before his hundredth birthday, he was greeted here with immense acclaim for all the very good things he’d done in that lifetime.)


I greatly enjoyed my time of training in Manchester, even though it was very hard work and I sometimes found the night shifts a trial, and I made some good friends. Early on, a particular friend I had, named Elizabeth, took me along to a meeting of a group of people with spiritual interests and there I was introduced, among other things, to the work of the prophet Edgar Cayce. This accorded with a great deal that I’d always felt intuitively, and it explained, for instance, why I had so often had moments of ‘déjà vu’ on going to new places and also why I felt that I had been born into the ‘wrong’ family. (“It was for your learning,” Malcolm, the leader of the group explained. “Escaping from that very narrow-minded environment will help you onto a more spiritual path and stand you in good stead for future lifetimes, if you need to have them.”)


Though I was never very keen to, I did dutifully go home about once a month, and very occasionally my parents came to visit me, sometimes staying overnight in a posh hotel fairly close to the hospital. Kenneth married Eve, the daughter of a nearby farmer, before I’d finished my studies and they took over the spare wing of our house, which suited everybody perfectly. Eve and I got on reasonably well but had absolutely nothing in common and once she’d got pregnant the first time she was too absorbed in her forthcoming new role to be bothered with seeing much of me. My mother would invariably ask me questions such as “Has a nice young doctor asked you out yet, Susan? Or do you and your friends sometimes go to dances? Now that Kenneth is well settled, your father and I are really looking forward to organising a wedding for our daughter!”


These questions irritated me so much (as though matrimony was the only important thing for a woman!) that on one occasion I plucked up the courage to reply “Oh no, Mother! I don’t think I’m destined to have a family this time round. I’ve probably had more than enough tedious lives of childbearing in the past!”


“What on earth do you mean by that, my girl?” she retorted. “You haven’t suddenly become a Buddhist or something, have you? You’re surely well aware that we Christians know that we all only have one life! That’s one of the reasons why it’s so important to find the right man while you’re still young. Spinsterhood would be a dreadful fate!”


“Not if one’s doing something worthwhile and fulfilling,” I replied. “What would have happened to you last year, when you had to go into hospital for your hysterectomy, if there hadn’t been any nurses to look after you?”


My mother just gave me a despairing look and then I said “I think I’d better go and give Sally a walk. She must miss me while I’m away.”


I missed the dogs, too, of course in Manchester, but there was nothing to be done about that — at least for the time being.


Once I’d qualified, I worked happily in Manchester for some years, still enjoying the friendship and support of fellow spiritual seekers. I was transfixed by Yogananda’s Autobiography of a Yogi and also became very interested in other great Indian Masters, such as Vivekananda. Once, my friend Elizabeth suggested I go on holiday to India with her; I gave it some serious thought, but somehow felt that I had no need to go there. “I feel that I know it sufficiently already,” I told her. “Perhaps I’ve had many previous lifetimes there.”


“I expect you have,” she replied. “Never mind, I dare say Angela will be happy to accompany me.”


In due course I somehow got drawn to the capital. “I think there will be even more opportunities there,” I explained to my by now only mildly protesting family. Kenneth and Eve were engrossed in their own young family of two and still on the spot should our parents be taken seriously ill, so I felt quite free to get a job wherever I pleased. A good one came up straight away, at Guy’s Hospital, and there I felt I learnt a great deal, but when further new horizons called I took up a post in a convalescent home, where I could live in rather than always having to find a small flat to rent.


One of the first friends I made in the home was a fellow nurse named Gwen and we soon found ourselves to be on the same wavelength spiritually. After a few months of working there I happened to buy a raffle ticket and the result was that, to my surprise and delight, I won a baby pig! I knew well from my upbringing on a Yorkshire estate that pigs were not only friendly but also highly intelligent, so I felt that Harry, as I instantly named him, could be a good substitute for owning a dog. I brought him home in my car to the nursing home from the farm where he’d been born and there he quickly made friends with the patients, who were more than happy to have him wandering at will into their rooms. There were always plenty of scraps in the kitchens to keep him satisfied, but sadly, once he’d grown really big, I was summoned to the principal’s office, where I was told “I’m very sorry, Miss Diggle, but that pig of yours is just going to have to go now.” I was heartbroken, but when I phoned the farmer from whom I’d got Harry, he kindly agreed to come and take him back in his van. He settled happily there among other piggy friends but always seemed delighted to see me again when I went to visit on my days off.


My parents, whom I did always continue to visit fairly regularly, both died when I was in my early sixties and I inherited quite a lot of money. I didn’t really feel that I needed it, my salary always having covered my needs quite comfortably, but on the other hand I rather fancied retiring to somewhere much more rural and so finally buying a house of my own seemed sensible. Gwen was more or less the same age as me but was planning on retiring to the outskirts of London, where she had family. She was, however, more than happy to travel around the countryside with me when we were both free. Although I was a dutiful aunt, never failing to send Christmas and birthday presents to my nephew and niece, I felt no desire to retire to Yorkshire, where I didn’t feel I belonged, and Kenneth and Eve’s way of life and their values differed so strongly from mine. So Gwen and I concentrated our house hunting further south, realising as we did so that prices fell as one went further west. One fine day, having gravitated towards south Shropshire, whose hills were a great attraction, I fell in love with England’s smallest town, Bishops Castle.


At around this time, too, we became founder members of a spiritually minded group of people that we decided to name ‘Amadea’. The idea behind it matched our ideals perfectly: it was to form a sort of ‘alternative retirement home’, where the younger members would look after the older ones and then be looked after themselves later when their needs became greater. All the other members fancied living in Devon and so yearly meetings were held there for a while. I didn’t really know Devon, but warmer climes certainly had their appeal and anyway the thing that appealed to me most was the ethos behind it all. At one of the meetings in Devon I made friends with a couple named Ann and David, both in their late sixties, who lived in East Yorkshire where he was a professor at Hull University. Together the whole group looked at a few properties that were for sale in Devon, but one of the problems with the idea was that, while some members fancied living in a big house totally as a community, others preferred the notion of continuing to have greater independence, with a group of much smaller abodes all centred on a larger house. Another problem was that, everyone being non-materialistic and spiritually focused, whenever a property came on the market, the cash for it couldn’t be raised until most people involved had sold their own homes.


Nobody got totally dispirited with the ideal, but, while nothing definitive was happening, I returned to Bishops Castle and fell in love with a house that had just come up for sale. It was totally unsuitable for an older person, having three floors with a somewhat rickety staircase, but it had a small garden (ideal for a small dog!) and so I just went ahead and bought it anyway. I retired at 70, moved there as soon as was feasible and soon acquired a darling little whippet, whom I named Lucy. The townspeople were all very friendly and I was soon made to feel that I belonged and got involved in various worthwhile activities. Gwen found herself a pleasant place to move to, but we kept in close touch and visited one another regularly. The Amadea meetings continued as well, even though no progress was made, but I suddenly heard that a piece of land had been purchased at the very end of my street by someone who wanted to build an eco-hamlet.


So I went and talked to this individual, invested several thousand pounds in the project, and put something about it into the Amadea newsletter. This was in the year 2000 and when my friend Ann read this, she was keen to get involved because she knew that she would soon be inheriting some money from the sale of a Somerset estate previously owned by her grandparents and then two maiden aunts, of whom the younger one had just died. So she and David rushed down to Bishops Castle, where I put them up for a couple of nights, and they had a good talk with the man administering the eco-hamlet project. (I’ll call him Wayne.) He encouraged them to buy a plot, saying that they could employ their own architects and that they couldn’t possibly lose out since the land was likely to double in value.


Anyway, to cut a long story short, the whole thing dragged on for four years. This didn’t at first bother my friends too much, since David had yet to retire, and they made many more weekend visits, all of which made them increasingly sure that they fancied living out the rest of their days in Shropshire. They always brought their Cavalier King Charles spaniel with them, too, which delighted Lucy and me, and sometimes they met there with the two architects they’d chosen, whose ideas were in total alignment with their own. Another thing that happened was that I developed both cancer and problems with my eyes, but I don’t care to dwell on any of that, since so many people of similar age to mine then had even worse afflictions.


By the spring of 2004, however, the crunch came for my friends, as David had by then retired and there was still no real progress with the eco-hamlet development. Wayne (who had himself done a tiny bit of architectural training) had just decided that he wanted to design most of the houses himself. The last straw came when he informed Ann and David that he was sacking their architects because their latest design didn’t conform precisely to his requirements. That was when Ann commented that the ‘eco-hamlet’ had turned into an ‘ego-hamlet’ and they decided to pull out. (Fortunately they didn’t lose out financially, as Wayne didn’t dare to deviate from his initial assurance about the land doubling in price! Other interested people pulled out, too, at that point and I asked for my money back and donated it to other causes dear to my heart.)


With their money now safely in the bank, and retaining a good friendship with their bitterly disappointed architects, Ann and David then gave themselves a week to decide on another part of Shropshire in which to live. They very quickly settled on Ludlow, which had, as they said, various advantages over Bishops Castle, such as a railway station.


I myself saw no reason for leaving my lovely house, and the three of us kept very much in touch. They bought a copy of the AA book of 50 Walks in Shropshire and whenever one of these walks took them anywhere in my vicinity, they would drop in, either with or without notice. I loved having visitors and always kept my fridge and larder well stocked, so that I could produce a meal at any time. I also always had a good stock of dog biscuits, even after my beloved Lucy had died, and everybody around me had insisted that, on account of my deteriorating health and poor eyesight, there was no way that I should replace her. Whenever Ann and I met, we always conversed on spiritual subjects and at one point I confided to her that I felt quite ready to go at any moment.


Life, however, often has unexpected things awaiting one around the corner and — obviously before my time had actually come — I developed Alzheimer’s. This didn’t really bother me because my memory went and so I forgot (among other things!) that I was supposed to be dying. But it did bother my family and close friends and so my brother got together with Gwen and one or two people in Bishops Castle and, since Bishops Castle was too small to have a nursing home, they decided to get me moved into a nice one in Ludlow. I had plenty of visitors there (including Ann and David of course) and they always found that I didn’t know where I was. I had, however, retained my innate hospitable instincts and so I would always say such things as “How lovely to see you! Do put the kettle on and there are biscuits in the tin.” Ann, who is someone who always likes to find reasons for things, felt (quite rightly, as I can now see from my new perspective over here) that, since I wasn’t yet leaving my body, my new purpose was to give the carers someone obliging to look after. She reckoned that I made a pleasant contrast to the many cantankerous patients who made their lives difficult!


One day when Ann and David came to call, they gave me the sad news that their dog, Apu, had died and they brought me a nice photo of him lying on my knee in their house. (Incidentally, for the benefit of any sceptics who thought it likely that people with Alzheimer’s wouldn’t always tell the truth, I kept pinned to my wardrobe in the nursing home a photo of my pig Harry walking with me down a London street!) Before getting themselves another dog, they decided to pay a long-awaited trip to Australia and New Zealand, so I didn’t see them again for a good couple of months. Nobody who came to visit was ever quite sure whether I would recognise them, but as soon as Ann and David arrived back, I asked about their trip and when they were going to get another dog.


After that my body really started to pack it in more seriously and, as often happens when one is nearing the end, I tended fairly regularly to float in and out of it, often meeting with loved ones who had gone on before and were waiting to greet me. These dear ones of course sometimes included dogs that I had owned and loved and when such meetings occurred it wasn’t always easy for me to know which plane I was on. So, once when Ann and David visited, saying that they hadn’t yet begun seriously to hunt for another dog, I told them that I had 14 and they could go and choose one. Then, the next time they came, I asked “Did you go and have a look at those dogs?” This made them feel sure that I was nearing the end, but at that point they were about to go off on holiday to their beloved Geneva (which was where they had originally met).


I did in fact cross over while they were away. It was wonderful! I slipped away so easily and painlessly, and the 14 dogs that I’d owned at various stages of my life were indeed among those awaiting me. Ann was sorry to have missed my funeral, but (as Gwen assured her!) it wouldn’t have been at all to her taste. Kenneth organised the whole thing and I myself didn’t hang around for long, as it was very conventional Conservative Anglican, which I found distinctly boring. But since funerals are designed more for the living than for the dead, that really didn’t bother me and at least the service was held in the Bishops Castle church, of which I was rather fond. Then they took my ashes up to Yorkshire and buried them under one of my favourite trees — the one that I used to love climbing when I was about eight. I thought that was rather a nice idea! I can’t see much point in tombstones, unless relatives feel they need them as a focus on which to put flowers when they want to commemorate an anniversary or something.


Well, that’s an account of my most recent lifetime on Earth. Now I thought you might be interested to hear a bit of what I’ve been up to since. As I just said, leaving that rather sick body was no problem at all. I simply slipped out painlessly and was immediately greeted by my guardian angel (whom I instantly recognised) and he carried me in his arms to a wonderful warm light, which was bright without being dazzling to my tired eyes. There was quite a crowd awaiting me and Lucy, together with some of the dogs that my family had owned, ran up and started licking me excitedly. I could see my parents and grandparents in the background, but the first person to speak to me was my main guide, whose name I prefer to keep to myself, but I knew him to be a very old friend. His greeting was very encouraging. He started by saying: “Blessings on you, Susie. It’s great to have you back here again and I’m sure you can feel quite proud of yourself for all your attainments this time round! You’ll no doubt be tired now after those unpleasant physical ailments and a good rest awaits you, but first of all I’d like you to meet a few more people and have a little discussion about how you achieved your purpose.”


“I’m not sure that I like to use the word ‘proud’,” I replied. “It implies some self-satisfaction, when all I really did was what I felt called to do.”


“Trust you to be modest!” he said. “Anyway, my dear, I’m happy to inform you that you’ve now completed your karma on Earth and so higher realms await you, if you so wish. The choice will be yours. If you remember, the only reason you needed to go back was on account of one karmic debt that you had to your parents from a fairly recent previous life. You were in the same sort of challenging situation as this time, when they didn’t share your values, but that time you dealt with it by abandoning them as soon as you could and didn’t get in touch even when they were dying. As Susan, however, you were always very loyal and they did appreciate your visits, even though they never fully came to terms with the life you, so rightly, chose for yourself. Here they come now to greet you.”


“Hullo, Susan. Welcome! Let’s have a hug,” said my mother.


“Yes, hullo, Susan dear,” said my father, always more formal and less able to show his affection. “We’ve been watching how you were getting on ever since we came back here and I have to say that we’ve both ended up feeling very proud of you for doing what we can now see was the best thing for a heart as big as yours. We’re now learning that wealth and stature are much less important in life than really helping others and so, when we reincarnate, we shall do so into rather less privileged circumstances.”


“Good for you!” I replied. “Now let me greet all the grandparents. I particularly appreciated Grandpa Diggle teaching me how to train a dog. The two of us had some affinity there; and as for Grandma, I never forgot her Victoria sponge cakes!”


“Yes, my cakes were indeed renowned as the best in the vicinity. It’s really lovely to see you again.”


“Oh, look who’s coming now!” exclaimed my father.


“It’s Harry, my darling Harry! How lovely to see you! How are you doing over here?”


It’s easier to understand piggy language on the higher planes than it is on Earth and in any case, as I’d quickly remembered, we all communicate by telepathy, so language is never a barrier. Harry told me that he’d been having a whale of a time playing with the dogs and he commented: “You see, we animals all get on fine over here. We never fight or eat one another, but live in harmony, sometimes greeting our human friends when they cross over, and waiting until it’s time to reincarnate in a different form. I rather fancy being a horse next time.”


“I’m sure you’d make an excellent horse,” I replied, “but now I think my guide wants me to move on, so we can talk more another time, when I’ve finished my convalescence in a heavenly hospital.”


“Yes, Susie,” my guide interjected, “the heavenly hospital awaits you, but just before I accompany you there, I have another nice surprise for you: here comes Peter, your twin soul, fairly freshly arrived from Australia.”


“Hullo, Susie, my dearest other half! I haven’t been waiting for you for very long, since my last life came to an end just a few months ago in Earth time. I was watching over you in the nursing home, appreciating the love and kindness that you were spreading there and hoping that you weren’t going to suffer too much as your life was ending.”


“No, Peter, most of the physical discomfort was over by the time I was leaving Bishops Castle and at the end I was sometimes given morphine, which helped considerably. But how wonderful to see you again! Are we going to stay together for a while now?”


“Yes, we can certainly do that — we even now have the option of fusing completely before returning to the Source as a single entity — but I dare say you’ll fancy staying a bit closer to Earth for a while, maybe serving as a guide to someone dear to you.”


“Yes, I think I’d like to be a guide to my niece Josie, to whom I always felt quite close. But what have you been up to since we were last together?”


“Well, do you remember that we agreed to incarnate on different continents, where we could each complete our karma? I’ve just had a life in Australia, where I was also born into a family that didn’t share my ideals. They were in fact rather racist, despising Aboriginals, and that triggered me into resolving a small karmic debt, incurred when I’d failed adequately to defend an Aboriginal who got attacked by a white man. I spent a lot of my life working among various Aboriginal communities, became very interested in their art and worked quite hard to promote it, organising exhibitions and so on.”


“How very interesting! I look forward to hearing much more about it. But right now I understand that a hospital bed awaits me.”


“It does indeed, my dearest. Relax, enjoy the healing and I’ll see you anon.”


The beautiful hospital truly was a wonderful experience. Drugs were unheard of in it and I was treated with aromatherapy, coloured light and much more. Once I felt myself again and as though I was in the fullness of youth, Peter arrived the moment I thought of him and we nattered endlessly about our different experiences and did a lot of travelling and exploring different realms. From time to time my thoughts turned back to Earth and the friends I’d left behind there. One of these was Ann, whose first book I’d enjoyed reading before I became too unwell. It was on the subject of some of her own previous lives, demonstrating how healing for the present life could come through Deep Memory Process, otherwise known as regression therapy. Since returning here I’ve watched the progress with further books of hers coming out. So now I feel immensely privileged to be the first contributor to this, her final book!


I’ll just end, however, with a little word of warning. The lifetime that I’ve recounted was, I feel, a happy and fulfilling one, but that, as you of course know only too well, is far from always being the case, so you had better grit your teeth for some of what will ensue. But do, please, persevere with the reading because it’s important to have a fairly full picture of the innumerable possibilities that can await those who come to the end of their lives. My hope is that readers will learn from some of what they find herein and thus avoid making the same mistakes. So, blessings on you all and maybe we’ll meet up at some point. Because it must be remembered that whether rich or poor, sick or healthy, loving or unloving, we are all one!
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An Indian Beggar


Whenever you can, try to be of service to all you meet. Keep in your heart that you are your brother’s or sister’s keeper; never their judge. Be as happy as you can one day at a time. Remember that wealth will not bring you happiness. It can only bring you a more comfortable life. You must discover happiness in whatever situation you find yourself. For happiness comes from within, in knowing who you are.


Aron Abrahamsen, Holiday in Heaven


(Aron, who had worked with Edgar Cayce, told the author in a past-life reading that she had come this time “partly as a writer — to disseminate information on the spiritual life”.)


My name in my last life was Meena, and I was born into an extremely poor family on the outskirts of Puttaparthi in Andhra Pradesh, the birthplace of the great avatar Sathya Sai Baba. Despite His almost constant presence in the area, however, and the wonderful things that happened there continually (and still are happening), I had the most miserable life imaginable. I was one of five children. My oldest brother managed to get away to Bangalore (now known officially as Bengaluru), where he eventually obtained a job as a rickshaw driver, but he barely ever earned enough even to support his wife and two children, let alone have a spare rupee for his birth family. He visited only once in a blue moon and had no interest in getting glimpses of Sai Baba. (“Well, what has he ever done for us?” he would ask.)


When I was born, the third in the family, my mother was so malnourished that she had difficulty in breastfeeding me, so I’m told that as a baby I often cried relentlessly with hunger. We never had a proper abode — just a sort of makeshift tent, which gave only minimal protection from sun, rain and wind — and so the whole family often suffered intensely, especially during the summer, when there were never very many people around anyway to beg from, and during the monsoons. When the summer heat was at its worst, Sai Baba normally went to his ashram in Whitefield, on the outskirts of Bangalore, or up into the mountains at Kodai Kanal, and the devotees would follow Him. That was of course up until 24 April 2011 when He was still in His body. Since His departure, which naturally brought an enormous amount of grief, people have still come to Puttaparthi in their thousands. These are not only the long-time devotees, who want to worship at his Samadhi (the huge marble tomb in the Sai Kulwant Hall, where He always appeared twice daily, sometimes giving discourses), but also others who’ve come to hear of Him in one of various ways. Sometimes it’s because of Him having appeared to them in a dream, telling them to come, and then they had to find out who He was! (Here I’d better explain that I didn’t know any of these things while I was alive; it’s only since I died in 2021 that I’ve been able to look back down to see what’s going on.)


My father, who’d never been able to be of any use to us, died when I was only 10, and my mother was by then too weak to go out onto the streets herself, so it was up to us four children to do all the begging. My brother Raju died at 15, so then we were just three girls and none of us was strong or healthy. Members of the thronging crowds, who came from every corner of the globe to see Sai Baba, from time to time of course gave us food, and occasionally rags and/or blankets, but — especially during the season when there were few visitors — we often had to resort to combing through rubbish tips for tiny morsels that were just about edible. We never had a single rupee between us, the main reason being that Sai Baba’s instructions to the devotees were not to give money to beggars. He had various social, medical and educational projects going in the area and it was to those that the visitors were encouraged to give money.


With few exceptions, I spent all day every day sitting on the pavement outside the high wall of the ashram, often holding out my hand hopefully. My sisters did more or less the same, in different spots of the village. We usually did best at festival times, when an abundance of food was served and there were huge numbers of devotees around, many of whom were generous to the beggars. They spoke many different languages, but very few knew even a single word of Telugu, so little communication was possible. I could, however, often tell from the conversations of passers-by when something exciting had happened inside the Hall, such as a healing or the manifestation of a ring, medallion or japamala. I yearned for such a gift myself, as I’d heard enough to know that, whatever it was, it would be sure to bring blessings on whoever received it. Occasionally Sai Baba Himself would be driven past and whenever that happened He would always wave or even wind down the window and give me a smile. That smile was quite indescribable; it was the only thing in the world that gave me the tiniest inkling of what Love could be. I yearned, too, for some of His vibhuti (the ash that He manifested so often for so many people and whose healing powers were immense).


As I got older I developed a disease in my hands, which I now know is called Dupuytren’s contracture. It tends to be hereditary and my grandfather had also had it for a few years before he died. It causes the fingers to contract, especially those furthest from the thumb, and eventually, opening the hand fully becomes impossible. I was doubly unfortunate in that I got it in both my hands, and that hindered me in many simple tasks, such as washing my few clothes in the Chitravatri River. One day while I was sitting in my usual post, a European woman walked past and when I held out my two hands to her, she looked at them and gave a sort of jolt. Then I noticed that she had the same problem with her left hand! (What I discovered only after I’d died was that her disfigurement wasn’t Dupuytren’s but had been caused by breaking her wrist — something very unusual.) Anyway, she looked at me with great compassion and I could sort of hear her thinking “Goodness, that woman’s disability is even greater than mine, poor thing!” Then she went away and came back shortly with some bananas to give me. I did have a bit of difficulty peeling bananas but could just about manage it and they are a good thing to have when one is very hungry; that same woman subsequently came back several times during her stay to give me more. Compassion is such an important thing to feel and Sai Baba was of course the epitome of it.


Change came with the onset of the Covid-19 coronavirus around the beginning of 2020. It soon became so widespread that the ashram had to be closed to visitors and one of the accommodation blocks was rapidly turned into a Covid ward. I had to admire those volunteers who took up care of their own accord, some of them postponing their flights home to their different countries in order to do so. The drastic reduction of people on the streets of Puttaparthi hit my family very hard indeed and my mother died in no time. At one point my older brother did return home just briefly, bringing with him some bagfuls of out-of-date tinned food (along with a tin opener) that he’d managed to wheedle out of a few shopkeepers in Bangalore. Before a year had passed one of my sisters died from Covid and I myself caught it not long after. I had never known good health, but the suffering the virus caused me was unbelievable! One day a kind white woman who heard me coughing in the street, doubled up in pain, went back into the ashram to fetch a friend and between the two of them they carried me into N1, the block normally reserved for Europeans but which was now being used as a Covid ward. They brought me water frequently, but I was quite unable to eat.


My death came quickly and was such a relief. I shot through a tunnel like lightning and fell straight into the arms of Sathya Sai Baba!


“You’ve suffered enough, my dear Meena,” He said, “and have in this lifetime that’s just ended paid off a big karmic debt incurred a couple of centuries ago.”


“How on earth did you know my name?” was all I could think of to say.


“I know the names of all My children,” came the simple reply. “Now would you like to greet your parents, your deceased brother and sister and then go on to watch a film of the life that induced your recent suffering?”


“Yes please,” was all I could think of to say next and then those four members of my family appeared instantly.


“It’s lovely to have you join us, Meena,” they all said more or less in unison. “And don’t worry about the film. We’ve all seen ours already and they all showed each of us in a very poor light, but we were all treated with great compassion and understanding. The only judgement made here is by ourselves and there has scarcely ever been a soul on Earth who hasn’t done evil things in the past. That’s how we all learn over time — a long, long time!”


Then Sai Baba returned momentarily. “Now, Meena,” He said, “it’s time for one of your guides to take you to the hall where the Akashic Records are kept. It’s a vast library in which books are stored that give every soul’s entire past-life history. In your case, however, since you are illiterate, a film has been made specially so that you can watch it on a screen and hear voices rather than having to read it. You will no doubt find it shocking and hard to believe that the main character, a wealthy raj named Vijay, who lived in an enormous palace in the north of India, is really you, but probably memories of that lifetime will gradually come back to you. This will enable you to appreciate the reasons why Meena had to undergo such suffering. But never fear: you’ve now paid off that karmic debt and there won’t be any reason for you not to have a much more comfortable life next time.”


Hardly had He finished speaking when a beautiful woman appeared, who introduced herself as Shivani. “I was your grandmother in a lifetime you had a long time ago and we had a very close bond,” she said. “I’ve had no reason to incarnate again recently and so I’ve been watching over you. Now are you ready for me to escort you to the ‘cinema’? Don’t worry about the scenes that you find distressing. Just resolve never to behave in such a way again.”


“OK, I’m ready now. I’ll be glad when it’s over!”


“When it’s over, your etheric body will be able to have a nice long rest. Then, once you feel fully recovered from the Covid, which came on top of a lifetime spent in a very weak body, you’ll be in a position to make some good decisions for the future. Just follow me.”


I followed Shivani for what seemed like mile after mile of breathtakingly beautiful scenery. I was indeed very tired, yet we travelled completely effortlessly, just floating, as it were, and in due course I espied an enormous building decorated with wonderfully carved pillars. We went inside and there I was overwhelmed by what I saw: people dressed in an array of the most dazzling colours imaginable, some of which I’d never seen before (and we Indians go in for colour, even though I myself as Meena had never possessed anything but drab rags). After a short time a charming-looking older man called us over, saying: “You must be Meena. I heard that you were on your way. We’ve prepared a film of your life as Vijay, which caused you to be reborn into very poor circumstances. Are you ready to watch it?”


“Yes, I am.”


“Well, sit down, both of you, in these comfortable chairs and I’ll ask Ananda to start it off for you.”


Then a screen suddenly appeared out of nowhere in front of our eyes and the first scene was of an enormous, very beautiful palace, which did indeed look familiar to me. Then I heard an angry voice exclaiming: “Don’t you remember that I ordered you to expel all the beggars in my domain? I’ve just been trying to have a pleasant walk in my rose garden and passed no fewer than three of them!”


“I’m sorry,” said a manservant who walked out into the palatial hall of the building. “I did order them to go, but getting back in doesn’t pose a problem for them. I think they must feel that, since you’re obviously extremely wealthy, you should be able to spare them a little food at least.”


“Well, in that case, I command you instantly to have a big strong gate with a good lock put at the entrance to the grounds. And if that doesn’t suffice, we’ll just have to get the walls built even higher. These people are the scum of the Earth and I simply cannot bear the sight of them!”


By this time the Raj himself had appeared on the scene. He was corpulent, middle-aged and dressed in the very finest robes.


“Now, when you’ve given my orders about the gate, send my concubine Priya to me. She was very unsatisfactory last night and so, if she doesn’t do better today, I shall have no choice but to dismiss her.”


“Where could she go if you did that?” protested the manservant. “She came from a very poor family, as you know, and I’m sure they couldn’t afford to welcome her back.”


“Well, that’s her problem, not mine. I just desire women to give me pleasure and so, if they cease to do so, I have no choice but to dismiss them.”


“But Priya is a lovely young woman and very helpful. She takes a great deal of trouble looking after your second wife’s two young children, especially when she’s unwell, which, as you must know, she has been a great deal recently.”


“My second wife? I don’t have much to do with her at the moment. I prefer both my first and third wives, but neither of those is either as beautiful or as seductive as most of my concubines. Now, mind your own business and do those two things I bade you straight away.”


The manservant left the hall. The scene then moved to a bedroom into which the Raj Vijay entered and there he sat down in a very large, well-cushioned chair. Before very much longer an extremely attractive young woman with long, ebony, braided hair entered the room and said: “You sent for me, my lord?”


“Indeed I did. Your performance last night was very unsatisfactory and now I want to give you one last chance to remain in my household. Come back here at nine o’clock this evening dressed in flimsy chiffon and we’ll see what happens.”


“I’m sorry if I displeased you, but I was very tired from looking after your wife Ishani’s two boys all day. They have a great deal of energy and you know that Ishani is very unwell at the moment. I’m very concerned about her. Have you sent for a doctor? This city has some very good ones.”


“I can’t be bothered with doctors. It’s her fault if she hasn’t been looking after herself properly. What do I care? Anyway those boys are nothing but a nuisance at the moment!”


“Do you not feel any paternal love, then?”


“Paternal love? I have no interest in any sort of love that doesn’t involve sexual satisfaction!”


“In that case I have no desire ever to sleep with you again. If none of your wives satisfy you, you’d better just send for another of your concubines.”


“Right — you’re out on your neck. And immediately! I’ll call for one of my drivers to dump you in the middle of the city.”


“What could I do for employment in the middle of the city? And who will look after those boys of yours tomorrow?”


“Neither of those questions is any concern of mine!”


At this point in the film I burst into tears and implored them to pause it. “I think I’ve seen enough now,” I said. “And I do remember being that dreadful man and am mortally ashamed of all his actions. How can I obtain forgiveness?”


“You are forgiven already, Meena dear. The only reason for showing you some of that film was so that you could see the reasons for your having agreed to live the life of a beggar. Now all you have to do is appreciate that you’ve learnt the lesson and paid off the bulk of your karma. You still just have a few small debts to pay, such as fathering those two sons again and really caring for them. You will also need to come back for a new, caring relationship with Priya, but those things can be done in future lifetimes. Right now the main thing you need to do is rest and get your health back.”


Shivani then escorted me to a beautiful hospital, explaining to me as we went that it was the etheric double of the Sri Sathya Sai Super Speciality Hospital, designed by two English architects and situated close to the Puttaparthi airport. I told her that I had indeed heard of it and believed that it specialised in both eye and heart problems; also that all the treatment performed there was free, unlike in other hospitals in India. She replied: “Yes, you’re quite right. All the Sathya Sai hospitals on Earth give free treatment, but here on this plane money doesn’t exist anyway, so there would be no question of payment. Also, the methods of treatment are further advanced than those at present used on Earth. You see, blueprints for everything are conceived first on higher planes and then, once their efficacy has been established, they are gradually transmitted to Earth by reincarnating souls who have learnt them here while in between lifetimes. Also, some of the healing methods used here, such as crystals and colour, were practised thousands of years ago in places such as Atlantis and Egypt. Nowadays there are many people on Earth who are dissatisfied with some of the aspects of Western medicine and choosing to return to more natural things, but it is a slow process as people aren’t always open to learning. Homoeopathy, for instance, has in recent years been given a bad press in parts of Europe and consequently some of its great benefits — and, I hasten to add, its complete lack of side-effects — are, sadly, ignored. You will be given a chance to sample all of that and you will also be fed plenty of delicious, nutritious food — something that poor Meena missed out on completely. (Of course Vijay, the Raj of whom you’ve just been reminded, did over-indulge in everything, including food, so she has now paid off that piece of karma.) Now we’ve arrived, so I’ll ask one of the nurses to find you a nice, comfortable bed. Your family will also be able to visit you during your stay here.”


“That will be nice!”


“Yes, indeed. Now I’ll bid you farewell for the time being and return to collect you when you’ve made a good recovery.”


My stay in that wonderful hospital, with members of my birth family dropping in from time to time, was a truly marvellous experience. I was fed and cared for so well and none of the treatment I received caused me any pain at all. After what felt like a few weeks in Earth time, Shivani came back and rejoiced at how well I looked. “Now that you’ve got some strength and have been fattened up a bit,” she said, “it’s time for you to shed your etheric body and carry on for a while in your mental body. Your etheric body will simply disintegrate but, having been made so much healthier, it won’t leave severe scars on your soul. Besides, your sincere repentance about that lifetime as the selfish Raj will help your spiritual development enormously. So what do you fancy doing next? Would you like, for instance, to take a guided tour of some of the realms to which you now have a ‘passport’ and then think seriously about the nature of your next incarnation?”


“That sounds a lovely idea,” I replied, “but what do you mean by ‘passport’? Am I not free now to go anywhere I please, since travel here is done so easily?”


“It’s not quite as simple as that. You see, where souls can go in between incarnations depends upon their level of development. It’s only very advanced souls who can be granted entry to the highest realms. But don’t let that worry you! You have plenty of time at your disposal and will be able to attend lots of interesting classes to increase your learning. There is a plethora of first-class teachers here, many of whom were very big names while they were on Earth, and some of them will welcome you so long as you make it clear that you will be a serious student.”


“That I shall certainly be; as Meena in Puttaparthi I had of course no education at all and I should love to extend her very limited horizons.”


“Of course, let’s set off on a tour straight away. Which continent or country would you like to begin with?”


“I think I’d like to start with a tour of Europe. So many Europeans used to walk past me and many of them seemed to be more caring than a lot of the Indians.”


“That’s probably because in India beggars tend to be just part of the scenery, whereas in most parts of Europe, which is wealthier, they come as more of a shock and people find seeing so many of them very upsetting. Shall we start with Britain, which forced its language onto India as well as stealing a great deal of our wealth?”


“Why not? But I’m sorry to hear that! I thought many Indians were glad to have English as a lingua franca, when we have so many different ones that inter-state communication can be difficult. Also, wasn’t it good that the British built a railway system in our great country? I remember that from the Raj’s life, of course, not my most recent one.”


“That’s like saying that it’s good if you have a workman come to your house to do something for you and he takes away all your belongings, but leaves his ladder behind!”


“I see your point, but yes, I’d certainly like to see something of England. I’ve heard that it’s very green and lush compared with India.”


“That is indeed true, but we might as well start with London and a few of its most famous sights. By the way, you’ll have to appreciate that, though we’ll be able to see all the people we pass in the streets, they won’t be able to see us. Also, you’ll find that we can walk straight through them, as well as through doors and walls, which can feel strange until you’ve got used to it.”


Strange it certainly was, but quite wondrous to see all those magnificent buildings and, when we left the city for the countryside, I was struck dumb by its beauty. From London and its surrounds we went first westwards, where the scenery became more undulating and even more attractive, and then flew across the Channel and down the River Seine to Paris, which I really loved. As we travelled I said to Shivani: “You know, while I was in hospital I reflected on what I might like to happen in my next incarnation and it occurred to me that I’d like to marry Priya, have her as my sole wife and treat her very well to make up for throwing her out before. Besides being very beautiful, she’s a really good and caring person and would doubtless make a good mother. Ah, that’s a thought! We could even have those two sons, whom the Raj treated so badly as a father. She already has a strong bond with them and in that way I could kill two karmic birds with one stone.”


“What a good idea! As a matter of fact, I had anticipated it, so I made some enquiries and found out that Priya is incarnate at the moment. She’s very near the end of quite a long, very worthwhile life in which she worked as a nurse in Sri Lanka. I’m sure she’d be glad to meet you again and learn how you’ve reformed. Did you know that it was possible for the incarnate to meet up at night with people who are discarnate?”


“No, I didn’t. How can that happen?”


“Well you see, during our spells in physical bodies on Earth, we tend to leave our bodies when we’re asleep. It’s useful because, although we don’t remember anything about it when we wake up, it helps us to keep in touch with Home. So if, prior to her death, you’d like to talk with Priya about how you’d like your next incarnation to be with her, you’ll only need to think about her very strongly and then she’ll come.”


“How lovely! I’ll start doing that straight away.”


“Yes, you could begin making a plan tonight and then, while she’s finishing off her present life, you could use the waiting time profitably by attending classes.”


“I’d love that and I’ll tell you what I think I’d like the two of us to do during an incarnation in which she would be my only wife: I’d like us to work together in Puttaparthi on one of the many projects that Sai Baba instigated there. We wouldn’t necessarily have to be born there; we could discuss it and decide jointly where we’d most like to incarnate.”


“That’s right. People go from all over the world to be of use in the Puttaparthi area. You might even fancy qualifying as, for instance, a doctor who could serve for a time in the Super Speciality Hospital.”


“I certainly like that idea! Thank you very much, Shivani, for your advice and guidance.”


“It’s my pleasure. But now we need to part for the time being, as I have other duties to which I’m being called. I could take you straight away to a class in some sort of medicine, but would you like to take a look at one other country en route?”


“How about Italy? The Raj always fancied seeing Rome!”


“Rome it shall be and after that I’ll introduce you to Dr Reddy, who is right now giving classes in cardiology.”


“That sounds very interesting. I’m beginning to get really excited!”


“Yes, I’m sure you’ll do well and will be very happy. So I’ll shortly be bidding you farewell for the time being, but we shall undoubtedly meet again.”
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