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SUBSCRIPTIONS 
Subscriptions for the year 2021 are due on January 1.  The rate is £10.00 waged 
and £7 unwaged or retired. Please send your subscriptions to our treasurer, 
Cherry Simpkin (see contact details on the inside front cover). It helps to keep 
down administrative costs if members pay by standing order so please consid-
er arranging to pay your subscription this way if you do not already do so. 
Standing Order forms may be obtained from the treasurer or can be download-
ed from the QFAS website at: 
http://www.quakerfellowshipforafterlifestudies.co.uk/contacts 
(scroll down to the bottom of the web page.) Membership is important if we 
are to continue to publicize the QFAS message. It is quite possible to access 
the website and attend conferences without being a member, but if the num-
ber of our members falls too low we shall not have sufficient funds to contin-
ue, and shall not be a credible group. Thank you for your support which is very 
much valued and needed.. 
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Dear Friends, 

The past few months have brought so many different emotions to the fore, it’s 
been hard to keep up! We have all responded to the pandemic crisis in our own 
ways, and some of the experiences of members are included in this issue. On 
Twitter I read someone’s comment that it is as though Gaia has sent all of us to 
our rooms to think about what we have done, and sometimes it does feel like 
that! 

The loss of Angela Howard on the eve of our virtual conference meant that she 
was at the forefront of our minds throughout the weekend. I can’t tell you how 
much I will miss her. There is an obituary in the pages following, and the trib-
utes which members paid to her during the conference before our AGM are 
available on the DVD of the conference (see the inside back cover of this mag-
azine).  

I hope this magazine finds you well, keeping safe and healthy. As we missed an 
edition, this is a bumper version,  (we’ll revert to the normal 28 pages for the 
next issue) and I hope you enjoy it. 

In friendship, 
Fee Berry 

 

QFAS NEWS 
One of the outcomes from our conference was the realization that a virtual 
conference could reach people who would not have been able to attend the 
Woodbrooke version. People prevented by mobility issues could be part of the 
event. As a result, the committee agreed to hold monthly online zoom events 
for members to meet up virtually. The first event is on October 17, and it is 
planned that these gatherings should be on the third Saturday of the month, 
every month. Contact Fee Berry (caliandris@gmail.com) if you would like to re-
ceive the link to participate͘ 
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ANGELA HOWARD 

Like many QFAS members, I first made contact with Angela Howard when I saw 
an advert in The Friend. I think we both regarded each other as an answer to 
our prayers! I was longing for a connection with people who would accept and 
understand my experiences, and she had been wanting someone to help with 
organizing the QFAS conference. 

It was the first of many conversations about life, the universe and everything. 
She was straight talking and direct about things, very open and understanding, 
and such an interesting person. 

When she had to stand down from the clerkship of QFAS, Angela sent me a 
message to put in Reaching Out and although it was overtaken by events be-
fore we could publish it, I thought I would  still include it here. 

“Unfortunately,” wrote Angela, “I have had to resign my clerkship of QFAS due 
to ill health—but in view of the fact that I’ve held it for 20 years this may not be 
a bad thing! I am delighted to say that Fee Berry has agreed to take over and I 
know she has the wholehearted support of the committee.  It has been a joy for 
me to see QFAS grow into the fellowship it is today, with around 170 members.  
We have held many conferences and regularly produce newsletters and latterly 
our magazine Reaching Out and now we have the anthology. This is a unique 
record of members’ experiences collected over 20 years, experiences they 
would not have felt free to write about without the support of the group. I 
know it will being comfort and reassurance to many and I hope everyone will 
do their best to publicise it.  With my love and best wishes, Angela Howard.” 

Angela was a birth-right Quaker, and for some people that means that they 
have never really confronted the questions which absorb the convinced Quak-
ers who arrive at meeting because they are driven by questions, but that wasn’t 
the case for Angela. She’d thought about and examined all aspects of her faith 
and beliefs, and it led in 2000 to the formation of QFAS.  She was active in her 
local meeting and served in many capacities there. 

Angela talked from time to time about her past – she worked as a physiothera-
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pist, and of course wrote about her life with her beloved husband Martin and 
after she lost him in her book, Only a Thought Away. She did not talk a lot 
about the chronic fatigue she had suffered from since she was a teenager, of-
ten having to go to bed feeling exhausted, and when you look at what she did 
in her life, it seems impossible to believe that she was struggling with that at 
the same time. 

She was involved in theatre productions, and of course wrote and starred in a 
series featuring her alter ego, Mabel Fawcett Dodds, Not Going Quietly.  She 
has fans all over the world who love her Mabel stories, and of course she pub-
lished her story book for oldies in 2019, also called Not Going Quietly.  I believe 
she worked to finish Mabel’s story with some final episodes, before she died. 

In terms of QFAS, Angela’s importance to our organization cannot be overstat-
ed.  She was a driving force in the foundation of the organization and she 
worked hard to obtain its current status as a recognized Quaker body. She 
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QFAS Virtual Conference 2020 

It became increasingly evident that the conference at Woodbrooke was going 
to be unsustainable as 2020 became gripped with the pandemic and its conse-
quences. Once Woodbrooke had cancelled the event, the committee discussed 
whether we could set up a virtual event to replace ...I wanted to say real-life, 
but of course, virtual events are real-life too!  

We were a bit anxious about our ability to run an online event, and indeed our 
initial practice runs were hilariously incompetent. One poor volunteer on the 
first occasion kept being banished to a discussion group on her own, while the 
rest of us were waiting for our links to join her, which never arrived. There was 
a lot of “do you see the icon on the bottom right?  Hover your mouse over it!” 
and “How can I hover my mouse over something I can’t see?” 

Nevertheless, we practised, and eventually got to grips with the technology. It 
wasn’t perfect, but it happened, and if you weren’t able to be there, you can 

worked very hard to gain acceptance and recognition of the need for our or-
ganization and she tirelessly worked behind the scenes, editing Reaching Out, 
sending out material to enquirers, organizing or helping to organize the confer-
ence and attracting people to serve on the committee. 

She corresponded and maintained contact with members, with other organiza-
tions and with people outside the organization and kept QFAS moving forward. 
With Ros Smith, she took on the job of compiling and editing the QFAS anthol-
ogy The Life that never Ends  which is a testament to their hard work and dedi-
cation.   

Her legacy is in her creative work in all areas of her life, and in QFAS she has 
created  a vibrant organization with healthy finances and a very clear mission to 
offer all those people in meetings who long to share their unusual experiences 
with other people, a place to feel at home.  

 Fee Berry 
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WHEN I LIVED WITH MY OTHER DADDY…. 

I mostly work as a family historian at the moment, researching family histories 
for other people, and writing personal and family histories on their behalf. Thus I 
made contact with Carol, who had been searching for her great-grandfather’s 
birth for years.  I found her great-grandfather for her (his name had been mis-
spelled) and she asked if we could keep in contact. Late on August 4, 2020, she 
asked me to check an entry she had added to her family tree. While we were 
chatting in messenger, she asked me out of nowhere if I believed in reincarna-
tion. I told her I did, and asked why she asked.  She said: 

“My grandson Jaxen who is 3 says he has lived before with another family. He 
had long hair, can’t remember his mom though said he used to talk different… 
he said he used to work with stone and in somewhere that made clocks. 

“He said his other dad was there one time then he was dead and asleep. 

watch the DVD (see inside back cover). 

We had around 42 participants, some of whom dropped in for some of the ses-
sions, and two speakers: Jackie Weaver, who talked about her work as an ani-
mal psychic, and Dr Cal Cooper from Northampton University, who gave us an 
overview of his work.  As usual, this edition of Reaching Out will include a write-
up on Dr Cooper’s presentation, and one on Jackie Weaver’s work will appear in 
the next edition. 

We experimented with an idea which we had intended to try for the Wood-
brooke version of the conference: having subjects for the discussion groups. On 
the whole, the feedback on these was positive, and it is an idea we will use 
again going forward.  

Of course the news about Angela dominated our thoughts at the beginning of 
the conference and throughout. There were moving tributes to her at the AGM 
held at the end of the first day, and at the Meeting for Worship the following 
morning. We hope you enjoyed it if you attended., and would love to hear from 
you what you thought. 
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“Jaxen has asked Sarah [his mother] about 6 months ago to buy a big standing 
up clock for her living room, must mean a grandfather clock, I would think.” 

I started checking the names she had given me, and found there was actually a 
surprising amount of information for the family. The reason for this was the 
brother of her ancestor had written a book about his life. It was easy to find 
Carol’s direct ancestor, Mary Upjohn alias Case, who married the unusually 
named Darlow Mather, and through her the father of James Upjohn. (James was 
the brother who wrote the book.) I admit I worked long into the night, because 
I was so startled at what I discovered. Early next morning I sent her a message: 

“Hope this doesn't wake you up, but I found this, this morning and oh my good-
ness. Edward was the first of the Upjohn clock makers. He was self-taught 
(originally a stone-mason). He was a clock maker in Shaftesbury in 1723 and that 
year moved his family to the United States. He lived in Philadelphia and later in 
Charleston, NC. He returned to England in 1726 due to ill health and lived in 
Topsham where he taught the clock-making trade to his sons. He died in Exeter 
in 1764. (Ref: UPJOHN, A study in Ancestry. Richard U Light). 

“When I read that "originally a stone mason", after what you told me last night 
your grandson had said.…” 

I've been doing family history research 30 years, and I've never heard of a stone 
mason going into clock making. Usually occupations that needed an apprentice-
ship would be handed down from father to son, and you'd stick with the pro-
fession for the rest of your life. 

Carol later told me that she looks after her disabled uncle, and he has always 
been able to strip a watch down, clean it and repair it, untaught. When she has 
asked him about this he says that he has always been able to do it, and that he 
learned “before he was born”.  

The synchronicity involved in the disclosure of the child’s words, followed by an 
almost instantaneous finding of the information about his ancestor was quite 
stunning, quite apart from the possible experience of rebirth that it contains.. 

Fee Berry 
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QFAS REFLECTIONS ON LOCKDOWN  

Rhonda Riachi mentioned that the Scientific and Medical Network had asked 
their members for reflections on lockdown and that seemed like a very good 
idea, to solicit views that might offer something interesting to the readers of 
Reaching Out. I had shared already to the committee that lockdown had trans-
formed my feeling about the community which is around me, as the people of 
Market Rasen joined together to help everyone through the changing condi-
tions they found themselves  in.  Donations to the food banks in the town 
(shameful though it is that they are needed) meant that they were able to sup-
ply  some things which were in short supply elsewhere, including loo paper.  As 
someone remarked to me, “none of those  apocalyptic pandemic films under-
stood the important of loo paper, did they? “ 

Some reflections on Covid 19 Lockdown (as at mid July 2020) 

Lockdown for me has engendered various reactions – an initial sense of libera-
tion, succeeded by occasional bouts of lethargy, sadness as I missed my physical 
contact with friends and loved ones, and the stirrings of mourning as the weeks 
wore on and I started to realise that we would never return to the old normal 
convenience and ease of life before the pandemic, but to a new emerging nor-
mal which is starting to feel like a thinner, impoverished and more difficult way 
of life, where much that is cherished will not reappear.  

Why did the beginning of Lockdown feel like liberation to me ? All those excus-
es about why I couldn’t find time to paint the pictures I have long professed to 
want to do, had I the time, phone people and keep more in touch, get into the 
garden more and walk more, read, write and contemplate more, etc. suddenly 
blew away in a blast of government instruction, ordering total home confine-
ment bar four specific exemptions. 

Nothing to hide behind as suddenly our time stretched ahead of us… all the per-
sonal grooming and house maintenance services which punctuate our lives sud-
denly gone except for real emergencies, no services for hair, teeth, boilers, cars, 
cleaning, no one allowed to visit, no theatre, concerts, talks, meetings, nothing 
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permitted and open! and along with all that, a dramatic drop in Quaker duties 
apart from that of phone call oversight. One weekly well planned shop (by the 
time we thought of online delivery, there was no chance of getting onto any 
delivery list, as only our age qualified us for priority treatment). Suddenly I was 
face to face with a void and a challenge- here is time, lots of it, no distractions 
to hide behind, so was I going to make good on my professions, or was it all just 
empty talk, all mouth and trousers as Mum used to say.    

As my personal arrangements for the next six months disappeared (visits to and 
from friends, concerts, courses, U3A local classes and summer school, visits 
abroad, all of which needed cancelling), it seemed quite like a holiday at home, 
a wonderful sabbatical for rest and recreation… and I realised the extent to 
which we had been living perhaps too busy daily lives before, regulated by our 
familiar and welcome routines, Quaker commitments, and our various pleasura-
ble activities.  

To begin with, we actually did a full spring house clean which took up much of 
the first couple of weeks. We also continued with our initial daily 15-20 minutes 
Quiet Time, which felt delightfully unpressured as one of us read aloud and we 
reflected on the meaning for our own lives.  In this way we have read our way 
through Joel Goldsmith’s The Infinite Way, and Christopher Bache’s Lifecycles: 
Reincarnation and the Web of Life, using the more meditative approach of the 
lectio divina. There is a paradox here- the more confined the formal external life, 
bound by the structure and rules of the institution/government, the more op-
portunity perhaps for interior freedom of   thought and consciousness to blos-
som.   

Some time ago I had started a memoir of my family and my life, in order to try 
and see what patterns emerged, what it had all amounted to. I had made very 
slow progress despite, or perhaps because of, the wealth of material I had (lots 
of letters, old childhood minute black and white photos , documents, tape re-
cordings of some of my relatives). This was my golden opportunity to restart my 
project and I did grasp the nettle, rather reluctantly at first, and then increasing-
ly enthusiastically.  I played my tapes and started writing about my great grand-
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parents and the five great-aunts and uncles who had lived long enough to be 
part of my own life (there were 13 in all, of whom 11 survived into adulthood). At 
the same time, I started painting again, but always with one subject- their lives, 
my parents’ early life, and the early years of my life, and always with the focus 
on specific events and activities (inevitably as photos were rarely taken, and  
only of the most momentous and pleasurable aspects of peoples’ lives). The ac-
tivity of painting takes me into the people, recollection of the activity and the 
moment depicted, in an extraordinary way, a feeling, empathic as well as think-
ing, way, living history. 

I have become increasingly absorbed as a result in this aspect of my family his-
tory. I reflect on how different their lives were to mine, and how different my 
own immediate postwar childhood was to life here and now. Sometimes I feel 
so attracted to, and immersed in, long ago times and relationships, that I won-
der if I am in danger of wanting to return to them, to value theirs and my past 
more than the present moment, to escape from the present. Yet all I have 
learned and believe about the afterlife, successive incarnations and our being 
part of what is called the Oversoul, leads me to want to live in accordance with 
Bache’s statement:  

“If our past and present reach further than we once thought, this does not move 
us away from the present but paradoxically plunges us more deeply into it.  We 
represent the current operational focus of all the lives that have preceded us. 
Everything that has passed before leads up to us, and we are creating the fu-
ture.  The more we appreciate the breadth of our larger life, the more we are led 
to focus our attention on our present life as it is unfolding here and now “. 
( Bache, Lifecycles, chapter 4, The Oversoul, page 127).   

But now in my mid seventies, it feels the right time to look more inwardly and 
back to my ancestors, and extended as well as immediate family; to focus on my 
interior journey as well as on the immediacy of the unfolding life today. Perhaps 
it is all about balance and timeliness. .and trying to live in accordance with 
Thomas Kelly’s insight (QF&P 20.36) about the way life becomes naturally simpli-
fied when dominated by faithfulness to a few concerns. Alas, I am one of those 
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of whom he says “Too many of us have too many irons in the fire..distracted by 
our interest in a thousand and one good things,… and pulled and hauled breath-
lessly along ..(but)  the concern-oriented life is ordered and organised from with-
in.”   

Everyone’s experience of lockdown has been different. Mine has been cushioned 
by living in a beautiful part of the country, retired with no employment worries, 
in a comfortable house with a garden, a partner, and lots of interests. Others 
have not been so fortunate, perhaps struggling, in inadequate accommodation, 
without gardens, with money and job worries, perhaps with children to enter-
tain and educate ….and for whom Covid 19 and lockdown have been the last 
straw in terms of their mental health.  

I have been astonished at the enormous variation in the way Covid 19 is being 
viewed individually in terms of balancing the personal risk to oneself and ones 
loved ones from the virus, with the desire to continue to live as full and rich a 
life as possible while we are here.  All living involves risk, even if we kid ourselves 
most of the time that illness and death are not ever present possibilities.  Obvi-
ously, people with underlying conditions have been absolutely right to shield 
themselves from catching the virus by staying at home, and keeping in touch via 
the phone and the internet, with shopping brought in.  And continuing to do so. 
Obviously, it has been right for us all generally to obey the guidance and keep to 
the rules. This virus can also produce appalling symptoms, continuing after-
effects, and be mortal for a significant number, so there is a real basis for our 
fear, which is exacerbated by fear of the unknown and the unpredictability of its 
side effects. 

Having said all that, the fear and anxiety generated in some of us can seem dis-
proportionate, just as others on the other side of the risk continuum seemingly 
ignore sensible precautions for both themselves and others. I wonder whether 
we have been lulled into thinking that the past seventy five or so years of peace 
and plenty in our own country have annulled risk, whether we are now far more 
risk averse, and whether this applies to younger generations particularly ?  (Who 
seem particularly anxious to shield their older family members to the extent of 
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discouraging them from trying to pick up the threads of normality again ). Add 
to that the hidden but almost universal fear of death- (the medieval  timor mor-
tis conturbat me)- and you have a potent cocktail  of crippling fear and anxiety.  

There have been very many acts of kindness and thoughtfulness playing out 
locally and nationally, demonstrating that times of crisis and tragedy bring out 
much of the best of the human spirit, testifying to the strength of community.  
Globally, extempore shared internet offerings have given delight and respite to 
many, making us laugh, sing and play along with the music, sharing poetry, 
wonderful creativity generously pouring out, available to us all- those of us that 
is, who are able to take part, courtesy of the internet, computer and tablet. The 
division between the Haves and Have Nots has become ever more marked.    

So there is much that is positive coming out of lockdown. We may even see a 
realignment of values, with less consumerism and more emphasis on the im-
portance of family and friends, of love and kindness, sharing, living close to 
home, commuting less.  But also, much to mourn as lockdown has accelerated 
probably inevitable structural change but at a breathtakingly fast pace.  Many 
will find their jobs disappear, shops will close or never reopen, some peoples’ 
health will take a long time to recover and some have died.  A mixed bag, like 
life itself.    
Tina Day, July 2020 

     
THE GREEN FLASH 

The atmospheric conditions have to be perfect, the sky has to be clear.  There 
has to  be a smooth horizon too. 

The beach looks west, next stop North America with a stop over on the St Kilda 
group of islands if you wish. The day had been glorious, warm sun and clear 
skies.  Not even an aeroplane con trail, since at the time of writing there are few 
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planes flying and none flying above the Isle of Harris. 

Near to sunset I walked across the dunes to the beach and instead of going 
down the stone steps to the beach I waited higher up, at the top of the rocky 
headland.  As the sun went down the light shone across the calm, still sea.  At 
this angle wherever you walk, you walk in the light of the setting sun and it is 
very beautiful.  I stood in the light and waited, waited not for long, the sun dips 
quickly, the big red orb sinks below the horizon rapidly.  Large and deep red it 
was safe to look at the sun. I watched and waited.  I listened to the gentle lap 
of the waves as they broke and swished up the sand below me.  I breathed in 
the quiet and the peace and waited.  Soon there was just a golden arc above 
the edge of the sea.  Do not even blink or you might miss it.  I didn’t blink.  Held 
my breath.  And there it was!  Immediately upon disappearing there was the 
green flash, a green flash of light over in less than a second.  This is the second 
time in my long life that I have seen it and it never fails to delight me.   

Then with the sky a wash of colours, pinks and blue and gentle orange and the 
smooth sea blue-grey I descended to the beach and slowly roamed along it, 
feeling totally at peace. 

The green flash is symbolic to me; the earth is turning as usual and earth will 
heal herself if only humans give her a chance.  I walked home with a smile on 
my face.  Lockdown and the Covid-19 all seemed far away. 

Robin Goodman 
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DEATH AND THE UNKNOWN VIRUS 

You asked for some contributions for the next news letter on the Corona vi-
rus.  Well I do have a contribution, but not sure if it is what you had in 
mind.  When the virus was first announced I did go into a panic.  I then thought 
what am I afraid of?  Death and this unknown virus.  Well I decided to do 2 jour-
neys to tackle both.  The first one was to go and visit the virus and ask what it 
wanted at this particular time and the second was to visit ancestors and ask 
what it was like to be dead.  So here is the first one about the virus. 

My intention was to visit the virus and ask why it was here now.  I called the 
appropriate spirit to help me and the dragon turned up. 

We flew over to China where it had started and we flew into a claustrophobic 
market place. “Why have you spread like you have “ I asked 

“Well as much as you like to think you are, you are not the only living beings on 
this planet”, the virus replied.  “We all have a place here and your lot created an 
environment where we could spread, so we did.  We don’t care if you live or die, 
we just need to keep adapting and surviving and you gave us a great opportuni-
ty which we gratefully took up.  Thank you. The trouble  is that you think in 
terms of what is bad or good for you personally instead of what is good for the 
planet as a whole.  We viruses are needed we are essential to the planet’s life 
forms.  You are not. We create environments  where life ends and begins.  Eve-
rything is rotted down by the bacteria and us viruses so new things can be re-
born, even the food that keeps you alive.  We do far more good than you hu-
mans, you need to thank us not find new ways to get rid of us.  If we disappear 
altogether so will you.  So just sit back and see where nature takes you.  Stop 
seeing me as the enemy, but as another living form living in harmony with eve-
rything else.  You will die one day whether it be tomorrow or years ahead.  You 
will never know when so why worry? You are all so out of harmony.” 

So that put me in my place.  I found it reassuring actually.  I am going to die of 
something one day and this is just another thing I could die from.  So I may as 
well get on with my life as I am not dead yet!!  Also that I am part of a planet 
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LOCKDOWN'S UNLIKELY LESSONS  

In early March, before lockdown, I wrote the following sonnet which I now 
look back on as mildly prescient.  Published locally, it was called  

'After Storm Dennis':  

The crocuses lie flattened from the  storm; 
our gardens cropped like  battlefields, the dead 
piled where their lines sharp-broken, purple spread 
on purple, shattered, every uniform 
mired in the mud, slight, tattered shapes, still warm, 
too early heralded spring, their earthly tread 
deemed light for mourning rites, no prayers are said 
over their passing.  Yet, as is the norm, 
I bend my head, but near, see, standing tall 
lords of their battles, sun-faced trumpeters, 
the daffodils; these the storm's not harmed at all! 
They stand, they wave, brisk, fragrant, they converse; 
they whisper:  life's still short, we'll dance it well, 
then pass, transformed, to fields of asphodel. 
 
Even if we survive, like the daffodils, the crisis has strongly reminded us of our 

and us humans don’t own it.  We are all just visiting. And life can be dangerous 
at times.  Hurricanes, earthquakes, lions, tigers, other viruses etc  It’s just na-
ture.  I have found I have wanted to connect to nature more since this. 

I am not sure if this is too out there for you. 

So life continues, in the new normal way.  The whole thing has made me re-
flect on what is important in life and I have made many changes which were 
long overdue. 

Lin Jacobs 
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mortality.  Most recently my wife and I have both suffered from a bad flu/cold,  
which tested 'negative', yet for a day or so, had seemed possible COVID-19.  

My position on the spiritual openings arising from lockdown  is perhaps unusual 
among Friends/Attenders, in that we rent, and have no private  garden.  Since 
we moved down here from London 2½ years ago, our constant touch with na-
ture has been maintained only through thrice daily walks with our dog, Penny.   
Our lockdown experience was not so much of being re-united with, as of being 
cut off from nature.  Our son, then staying with in-laws in the depths of Hamp-
shire, seeing her as a hazard, spirited Penny away to their glorious garden, and 
the company of three other dogs, and four adoring humans; and where the dog-
flap meant that she could come and go as she wished.  Extensive ancient woods 
are just ten minutes down a lane that is so little frequented that it might well 
be our in-laws' private fiefdom.  Dog Heaven. 

Our  life became comparatively grim; no Penny, no walks, our only non-virtual 
contact the angelic young couple who brought us provisions every Wednesday, 
now firm friends;  nowhere near as bad as for those we heard and saw on our 
TV screen, their situation so very much worse.  We agreed with an Oxford pro-
fessor. Lockdown was for us westerners a 'luxury'; one not afforded to the mass 
of the populations of Brazil, India, and Africa, for many of whom it was a death 
sentence, for most others a constant source of terror, deprivation, and sorrow.   

For us it was nevertheless a time of great challenge, and some sadness (we lost 
a good friend, as well as my wife's sister - neither  to the virus as such).  Also a 
time when the dog's absence  released me to pursue my writing.  This was in 
two main areas: poetry, and the book I was trying to finish after six years of 
study. 

Poetry first.  I was able with friends' help to break out of my comfort-zone as a 
mere sonneteer. Three of my best efforts, each in a different metre, were in-
spired by birds outside our windows: first, a mysterious bird heard at first dawn 
on the first day of summer; second, the pigeons which surround us and carry 
out their various rituals in full sight, and with all their variety of calls;  third, an 
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account of how we crept out before dawn one morning to experience the full 
glory of the dawn chorus, a truly mystical experience.  The following excerpt 
may suffice to convey a sense of it: 

And as we pick our way, so carefully go, 
a blackbird's song-burst, like a blinding flare, 
starts avian choirs that soon are chanting everywhere. 
 
 Blackbird, thrush, robin, others' songs unknown, 
plain preaching from the pigeons, crows, seagulls, 
thrilling  us startled mammals, us alone 
with these unseen birds, whose rioting syllables 
together welcome dawn, combining wills 
to common worship in this vault of trees. 
As at a distance this ensemble trills, 
above our heads, as crisp as a well-planned tease 
one blackbird's voice sings out, as fresh as the morning's breeze. 
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 Quite soon after writing the above I was in correspondence with Harvey Gill-
man, after we discovered a number of common interests, not the least of them 
writing poetry. I had recently read his Consider the Blackbird where he points 
out that God's voice is heard not just in the blackbird's beautiful singing, but 
equally through the raucous tones of seagulls. We started a most fruitful corre-
spondence and were able to help each other with our various poetic efforts, 
giving each other encouragement and criticism in equal measure.  Under other 
circumstances we would probably never have got to know each other so deep-
ly. Most welcome. 

Speak it in the Light, just published on Amazon/Kindle, is the third I have writ-
ten about a unique case of spirit-channelling.  I shall not repeat here in too much 
detail - I have written of it in Reaching Out, as in previous books - how in May 
2004 I had a series of visions, starting with a name I did not previously know, 
that of Azrael.   Researching it, I found it best known as the name of one of the 
four Archangels in Islam, the angel of death. My further searches turned up a 
website based in New Zealand, that I merely copied details of, but did not then 
study in any depth.  This was THE TEACHING, in which Azrael features strongly, 
along with other spirits, who was the very first to be mentioned by name in the 
records of twenty-eight years of channellings. Less the angel of death than of 
life after death, and of life here in the light of it. 

Studying the texts more closely, I found Azrael to be the highest of the 'Eternal 
Spirits', sitting as it were at the right hand of THE  LIGHT (so-called throughout 
The Teaching, one of many convergences with Friends), and that he incarnated 
as the Christ. His closest associated spirit herself also incarnated, most challeng-
ingly for the devout New Zealand families, (who were thoroughly Protestant!),  
as Christ's mother; but also (as some Christian 'heresies' too have proclaimed) 
even more controversially identified with the Holy Spirit.   

Only last year I started to re-attend Friends' Meetings after an absence of twen-
ty years.  While Kathleen Long, and the other members of her Circles never men-
tion, or have any knowledge of Friends (though Quakers have always had a 
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presence in New Zealand), I found  The Teaching astonishingly consistent with 
Quaker Truth.  Kath herself, though  originally known as 'The Pagan' (at a time 
when such terms in a largely Christian community were hardly endearingly be-
stowed), was, after recognising Azrael as the Christ,  induced to find support in 
conventional Christian Churches, and indeed to attend Church Services of some 
sort - though it is never specified quite which - except that they certainly did 
not include Quaker Meetings.   

In following her example, I found a return to Friends for me the only option. 

Speak it in the Light is a close study of the fourth year in the delivery of The 
Teaching, one in which the earlier excitement of such a unique series of spiritual 
messages coming to a fairly ordinary New Zealand group of families, gave way 
to the reality of competing worldly concerns; not least in the 'right hand man' of 
the seer's decision not to prioritise his work on The Teaching, but to pursue the 
naval career for which he had been training since his youth; in which service 
(however controversially for Friends) he distinguished himself over thirty years,  
playing a key role in the legendary Battle of the River Plate, later as command-
er, Order of the Bath,  Director of mines and guns at the British Admiralty, and 
Chief of the NZ Navy in the early to mid-1960s. 

I return finally to Penny.  She returned from Hampshire with a serious wound on 
one of her back paws, apparently caused by something viciously sharp on one 
of the Hampshire beaches.  Our lives have changed from mere confinement, 
with all its opportunities, to that of ministering to a beloved and wounded ani-
mal, who bears the awful pain she must be experiencing with extraordinary lack 
of complaint, an example for us all.   

My final thought on lockdown is how challenging it has been, but how, at every 
turn, we were reminded how privileged our situation was; whether as humans, 
or mere sentient beings. 

James Gordon 
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COLOURS AND THE SPIRIT 
David Hay-Edie painted the wonderful sea picture which appears on the front 
cover of this edition of Reaching Out, and he wrote to explore the meanings of 
the colours he is feeling drawn to paint, and some ideas which had come to him 
after reading the QFAS anthology and Ros Smith's articles in the Friends Fellow-
ship of Healing magazine, Towards Wholeness (TW). 

In Rosalind’s two articles in TW, on Chakra Meditation she describes how differ-
ent colours are associated with the different chakras in the body - red, orange, 
yellow, green, blue and purple. In the QFAS anthology, on page 46, Joanna Har-
ris mentions that her deceased husband Roy, from the afterlife, spoke of the 
colours he was wrapped in, "not just a colour, but a vibration ...healing and revi-
talising". 

This strikes a chord with me. I have always painted as a hobby, and now in re-
tirement I paint even more. Lately I have felt the need to paint in bright colours 
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- a friend of mine who has known me for over 50 years says my paintings "get 
younger as I get older", maybe alluding to the brighter colours. I attach two re-
cent examples of my paintings, which at times resemble stained glass. (See 
above and below). 

White light is a composite of all the colours of the spectrum; truly a cosmic 
phenomenon. Quakers and many spiritual seekers use the metaphor of light 
frequently. So, it intrigues me that as I get nearer to my own journey to the af-
terlife, I feel the need to paint in just the colours of the chakras that Rosalind 
mentions. 
David Hay-Edie 
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A VERY WELCOME VISITATION 

Despite (or perhaps because of) 
the real sense of confidence I 
have that our inner lives continue 
to exist following our physical 
deaths – a confidence which has 
undoubtedly been developed, 
nuanced and strengthened during 
the nineteen years in which I have 
been an ever-grateful member of 
QFAS – I have never, as it hap-
pens, felt the need to consult a 
medium or attend a spiritualist 
meeting for possible news of any of those whom I have “loved long since and 
lost awhile”, conscious though I have often been of the benign and encouraging 
presences of many of them in my own unfolding life.  It was therefore a double 
delight to me to experience something last year which was entirely unplanned 
and unexpected.  It took place while I was attending an excellent course enti-
tled, “Developing the Sensitive within: Trusting your intuition” which was held at 
the beautiful ecumenical Ammerdown Centre in Somerset and was led by the 
remarkable Sue Brayne, a charismatic psychotherapist and warmly engaging 
workshop leader who is the author of several books, including, most recently, 
one entitled, Living Fully, Dying Consciously. 

Part-way through the course Sue told us that she had worked as a medium at 
different times during her life and that she was proposing to provide for us an 
opportunity to explore the possibility of our possessing gifts as mediums our-
selves. This session was to be entirely voluntary but most of us actually turned 
up and, when we did so, we were asked to find partners with whom to test out 
any insights we might be given as to there being any particular presence near 
the other person we were with. Some members of the group did, in fact “strike 
gold”, but my own partner and I both failed miserably at the task – which came 
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as no surprise to either of us!  

We were laughing together at our total ineptitude when Sue came up to see 
how we were doing and suddenly said to me, out of the blue, “You know, Jill, I 
see an uncle very close to you.” “Well”, I replied, “I had four uncles and was very 
fond of all of them.” “Does the letter T mean anything to you?”, asked Sue.  
“Yes, two of them had the surname Thomas,” said I. “What I also see,” Sue con-
tinued, “is a background of a very arid landscape.” “That,” I said, “could very well 
be Syria where my uncle Emrys Thomas, a doctor, worked with distinction as a 
medical missionary for over thirty years.” “Well,” said Sue finally, “he has a huge 
personality (very true, and a wonderful sense of humour to boot) and he’s 
blowing you kisses!” What a thrill! I had been very close to Emrys (who had no 
children of his own and whose wife sadly died over twenty years before he 
did), particularly towards the end of his life when I used to arrange for him to 
come down by plane from Edinburgh to stay with me for several days each 
year – organising, on the penultimate occasion, a large family party in celebra-
tion of his 95th birthday at which his own speech of acknowledgement was 
utterly superb. How marvellous it was to be reunited with him in spirit during 
this truly heart-warming little moment in Ammerdown, eighteen years after I 
had last seen him on earth. 

Jill Inskip 

Sue Brayne’s website is at http://suebrayne.co.uk and her email address is 
sue.brayne@gmail.com 

Emrys is shown on the opposite page with his wife, Peggy.  
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VOICES 

I was that age when you can ride a bike, but you’re not allowed on the road.  
(I’m not sure what I was doing being that young without a parent around! Just 
adventuring out on my own, I think)  I was cycling on the pavement on the right 
hand side of the London Road.  I would usually have to cross the London Road, 
and turn left into my road, and onto the left hand side pavement.    As I was 
waiting to cross the road, I saw a blue old square car parked on the left in my 
road.  The voice said  “go on the other side, Katherine”  I remember thinking, 
that’s silly why would I go onto the right hand side of my road, I never go to the 
right hand side, (my house is further up on the left).   I ignored the voice, and 
crossed the London Road, and continued up on the left hand side of my road.  
As I passed the blue car, there was a man with a hanky tied round his penis.  He 
said that he had banged himself and he needed me to help him tie a knot in the 
hanky.  It did look all black and blue, (it wasn’t erect).    I was at that age when 
you are learning to tie a double knot, and you tie one knot, then someone puts 
their finger on that knot, and you tie a second knot.  He asked me to put my 
finger on the first knot, whilst he tied the second knot.   And that was it, and I 
went on my way. 

In the early 1990’s, I was in Scotland for Grandpa’s funeral.  I was on my own 
with Grannie in the bungalow.  I took a walk in the woods, at the back of the 
house, whilst it was snowing, and there was ice on the ground.  I thought I’d 
follow a track which would lead back to Grannie’s house.  The track got smaller 
and smaller, and it was starting to get dark, and I put my foot in an icy puddle! I 
was sure that the track would lead back home.  The voice said “Go back the 
way you came, Katherine”.  Luckily, this time I listened, and went back the way I 
came and returned home safely. 

Whilst at university, I went to see ‘Bridges of Maddison County’ in the cinema, 
in the afternoon, on my own.  It was an impulse decision, the cinema was on 
the walk home from the bus stop.  I cried my eyes out, real big sobs, at the end-
ing!  I thought this was the saddest, most heart wrenching movie I’d ever seen.  
I was still crying in the street as I went home, and the voice said:  “It’s not a 
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matter of life or death, Katherine”!  I love this one, the voice is never judgemen-
tal, there was no hit of humour in this one, but I did smile, and I thanked the 
voice for giving me a bit of perspective! 

2001/2.  I was in my lounge in Dalton Square flat, Lancaster, and I heard a faint 
voice said ‘Sit down, I want to talk to you, Katherine’.  I sat down on the sofa 
and listened.  The voice, much clearer, said ‘You have to be your own authority, 
Katherine’.     I am only recently learning how to do this. 

2005. I was half listening to Melvin Bragg, ‘In Our Time’ on the radio, and then I 
heard the words “I love you, Katherine”.  It was almost like the words were com-
ing from the radio, because I couldn’ hear Melvin Bragg’s voice at the same 
time. 

I was walking around a local graveyard, and I stood in front of the grave of 
T.Highton, a RAF wireless operator, killed in WW2, aged 19.   I was thinking 
about the horrors of his situation, and being so young.  I heard  ‘It’ll be alright, 
Katherine’.  It could have been a younger male voice, than what I’m used to, but 
I’m not sure. 

2008.   Whilst plucking my eyebrows in the bathroom mirror, I heard  “ ..ies got 
cancer.”   It was like I had caught the tail end of the words.   I said out loud: ‘well 
that’s not fair, tell me again.’  I waited and tried to listen.  I couldn’t get any-
thing.  I said ‘how can you say something like that and not tell me the name?’  I 
was very worried, I thought about my father-in-law ‘Charlies got cancer’, my 
boss ‘Hilary’s got cancer’, my husband, Tony…  Should I tell these people?  How 
can I?  What kind of rollercoaster would that set in motion?     

They were female voices, it was like there was a group of them, higher pitched 
voices than I’ve heard before. 

I realised a while later it was Sandy – my friend’s dog.  It was good to know that 
dogs are thought of too.    When I found out Sandy had cancer, it felt like some-
thing ‘clicked’ and I knew Sandy was the topic of the message I had half heard.   
I felt awful that I’d missed this piece of information. 
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I’ve had a couple of ‘visions’ or ‘flashes’ too.  Around mid 2000s, there was a rape 
in Lancaster. I was coming out of the local newsagent and I ‘saw’ a man with 
blond hair and large eyes standing at the newspapers, reading.  ‘knew’ he was 
the rapist.   As I stepped on to the pavement, I decided I should go back and get 
a proper look at the man. The man standing there had brown hair and a beard, 
and he looked at me strangely as I was staring at him. 

I returned to the pavement and was a bit confused. This was the first time I had 
experienced something like this.   

It’s like putting your head in a bowl of water. Your senses go fuzzy. You can be 
standing there, your eyes are open, but your eyes aren’t seeing what is actually 
there, but you are seeing images, like when you see things in a dream.  And the 
experience feels as real as a dream does.  I don’t know what my eyes looked like 
at the time, if someone was looking at me.  I’m sure it was over in a second. 

Shortly after I saw the front page of the local newspaper, saying that the rapist 
had been caught. There was an artist’s impression of the man, but it wasn’t the 
blond haired man I ‘saw’. The man in the picture had short black hair.  I thought 
that my vision was just ‘one of those things’ and wasn’t correct.  On the other 
hand, what if my vision was correct?  I thought I should go to the Police and tell 
them that they need to be looking for someone else.  I told a close friend of 
what had happened, and she was supportive but very unsure! I was plucking up 
the courage, which took a few days, working out what to say to the Police, 
when, luckily, I saw the front page of the newspaper again, this time, with the 
artist’s impression of the right man. His eyes were smaller, but it was him.  (I 
thought maybe that drugs or the act had widened his eyes.) 

When my husband and I got married, we bought our current house. I was stand-
ing at the back door, from the kitchen to the garden, and I got a flash of a medi-
um sized dog, with a lovely, quite long and wavy, dark coat running from the 
patio paving into the kitchen, passed where I was standing. I thought it was 
interesting, and didn’t think any more about it. We did get a puppy a year later. 
We picked her up from a farm, for free.. The cocker spaniel house male had mat-
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ed with the female 
working collie sheep-
dog, and the farmer 
was giving away the 
puppies.  (We had 
seen the advert in a 
local vets when we 
took our cat for injec-
tions)  So, we had no 
choice over the breed 
of dog.    

8 years later, I was 
standing on the back 
kitchen door, looking into the garden, and Bracken the dog, ran into the kitch-
en. It was exactly the same picture that I had been given in the ‘flash’ before we 
had even thought about getting a dog.   It is great to know, again, that dogs are 
included in these experiences. 

In the early 2000s I joined a meditation group, which had a healing focus.  We 
met, weekly, in the Friend’s Meeting House in Lancaster. I wanted to learn more 
about this side of life, and to see if I could find out more about my experiences.   
After a few months, we did an exercise to meet our guardian angels.  Looking 
back, I must have assumed that my voices were that of some kind of guardian 
angel, or a dead relative, perhaps, I didn’t have any strong opinions.   

I am not a great meditator, I find it really difficult, and I end up getting really 
wound up and frustrated with it all.  It seems to have the opposite result in me, 
than it should!    

For this guided mediation, we were told that we may be given clues to the 
name or identity of our guardian angel.  On this occasion, I was able to relax and 
I saw a wooden fence.  In my head I repeated the word ‘wooden, wooden’, and 
then something clicked and I said ‘ oh, Woden…’  I felt a massive rush in my 
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Elizabeth Angas profile: Born to heal 

In the first in a series of profiles of QFAS committee members, Reaching Out inter-
views Elizabeth Angas. It’s hard to condense a whole life and many experiences 
into a short article like this, and so we concentrated on the things that had 
brought Elizabeth to Quakers and to QFAS, and some of her experiences of spirit. 

I came to Quakers following my near-death experience (NDE) in 1979, via the Peace 
Pledge Union, who told me about the Society.  I had learned during that experi-

head of golden light, like being ‘whooshed’ upwards, a long way upwards.  I 
thought I was going to faint.. I had to come out of the experience.  I don’t know 
what would have happened if I had been more experienced and stayed with 
what was happening.   

I sat there, a bit bemused.   As a child I had been fascinated by a library book 
about the Norse Gods. I got this book out of the library every time – I would 
have to return it, get it stamped and I would take it out again straightaway.  The 
thing is, I always knew the ‘top god’ as Odin, never Woden.  I thought Woden 
was an incorrect spelling. So, I think was a clue to me, that this didn’t come from 
my subconscious, as I think I would have unconsciously chosen ‘Odin’?   But how 
does a spirit give a clue to the name ‘Odin’, maybe ‘wooden, wooden, woden’ 
was just a bit easier to communicate!  Does anyone have any information on 
what names are given to guardian angels? 

I didn’t know where else to look for answers, until I saw the Voices at Edinburgh 
show!   I couldn’t stay for the whole show, but I was so pleased to hear that 
there are others out there with similar experiences.    

I am, finally, following Woden’s advice, and ‘being my own authority’, so I am 
embracing the amazing experiences I’ve had, and looking to find others who 
have similar experiences. 

Katherine Young 
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ence that I should be a healer.  I was quite indignant because I had trained as a 
nurse, I was a qualified midwife, and I’d worked as a health visitor, so I thought I 
was a healer.  I didn’t understand at that time that healing was more than just 
looking after people who were sick. 

After my NDE though, I went to Bristol Cancer Healing Centre, which runs 
courses for nurses and doctors to become healers. I applied to that and learned 
a lot about contact healing, non-contact healing, and it was a different world.  
Doctors and nurses weren’t taught anything about how to pray for patients or 
give them a healing touch.  

I found out about the Friends Fellowship of Healing (FFH) and joined, feeling 
that this was my true mission in life, as I had learned during my NDE. I’m now on 
the committee for FFH and I teach healers and I am a mentor for them. 

I heard about QFAS and applied to join even before it was set up properly.  I 
told Angela (Howard) about everything.  I had a numbered list of the things that 
happened during my NDE and Angela helped to turn it into an article. I hadn’t 
heard the term near-death experience when I had mine, but I recognized that 
was what it was once I did, as it had all the features, the tunnel etc. 

I was a member of the Church of England and had been to a convent school as 
a boarder and so I believed in the afterlife before I had that experience.  In fact, 
I’d been having strange experiences since I was four years old, and was still puz-
zled by them.  

I have written a lot about my experiences, in Reaching Out and for the Church-
es’ Fellowship for Psychical and Spiritual Studies (CFPSS). At one stage, I did 
psychosynthesis training and relived my birth. It was traumatic, because I had 
been born with the cord wrapped around my neck. Usually a midwife will be 
able to pull the cord over the baby’s head to release it, but in my case the cord 
was wrapped too tightly and she had to cut it, thus cutting me off from the 
oxygen I needed.  I had to be resuscitated twice, and reliving that event was 
not a comfortable experience.   

I later related that entrance into the world with my death in a previous life, 
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when I had been a herbalist and healer and had been hanged as a witch. I seem 
to have left that life with a noose around my neck and entered this one with 
the cord around my neck, like a hangover from the previous life. I have a condi-
tion called dyscalculia, which is possibly the result of oxygen starvation at birth.  
It made qualifying to train as a nurse that bit more difficult, as I had to qualify in 
maths before I could start, and it took me several goes to do it. 

I’m not proud of anything in particular - I’m not sure pride is a good thing – but 
one very worthwhile part of my work came during the IRA bombing campaign 
in England.  I would “see” where bombs were planned or planted and phone the 
police. On one occasion there was an event at Olympia and I saw a big flower 
pot and saw someone planting a bomb there. I was able to tell them exactly 
where it was, and they found it. 

There were other occasions when I didn’t get enough information.  I saw a 
bandstand somewhere, and horses and soldiers, but I didn’t know enough to 
stop that one. It could be quite upsetting to ring and then not be believed, or 
even be treated as though I were a terrorist.   

My other work has been in rescuing souls who have been killed in earthquakes 
but do not realise they are dead.  In 2011, I woke one Sunday with a conviction 
that there was going to be an earthquake on the Tuesday, and I saw it all in 
advance.  I knew it was New Zealand because I saw kiwi fruits everywhere.  I 
knew a spire was going to come toppling down because I saw a reference to 
something George Fox said about steeple houses. 

I was suddenly in the middle of the night transported to the earthquake site 
and was dealing with people who didn’t know they were dead, and needed to 
know that. I was supposed to be the person who connected these people who 
didn’t know they were dead. I’m a member of CFPSS and there are other mem-
bers there who also do this work. 

I don’t always get a warning, I suddenly find myself in an earthquake zone, deal-
ing with people who have died. 

What I love about QFAS is that you are believed, you are accepted, and have a 
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group who believe you.  The worst thing is not to be believed and even to have 
people think you are mad.  Angela was instrumental in reassuring me and mak-
ing me feel that I wasn’t mad.  

The book that convinced me most was Testimony of Light by Helen Greaves.  It 
was written by a nun, and the book was transmitted by telepathy from a friend 
who had gone to heaven. She explains what heaven is like.  (The book is availa-
ble as a free PDF online, and as a paperback on Amazon and in bookshops.) 

As I wrote in my article about becoming a healer, I try not to say “I am a healer” 
because, of course, we are all only conduits (or channels) for the healing and 
creative power of the Holy Spirit.  The healing which comes via us, is from that 
Divine Source.  Also, we are all meant to be healers (ie it is not special to me) 
and so we were all born to heal. 

BOOK REVIEW: LSD AND THE MIND OF THE UNIVERSE: DIAMONDS FROM 
HEAVEN 

by Christopher M Bache, Park Street Press, Rochester Vermont, 2019 (from 
around £12.99) 

Long ago, when I first read Christopher Bache’s book Lifecycles: Reincarnation 
and the Web of Life (Paragon, 1991), I wondered how he could sound so authori-
tative as he described the dynamics of rebirth and explored its ramifications 
and such concepts as Karma, the Oversoul, and the Web of Life.  It is one of my 
most valued, knowledgeable, scholarly books ; but where did it come from, this 
powerful synthesis of such a cogent, convincing world view of life and its 
meaning ? 

 Well, now I know.  It turns out that between 1979 and 1999, Chris took high dos-
age LSD 73 times, in a series of highly planned, structured sessions, “in order to 
explore my mind and the mind of the universe as deeply and systematically as I 
could”.  This book is the result. There was just one snag; taking LSD, together 
with similar substances, was made illegal in the USA in 1970, and it is only very 
recently (2014 onwards), that the climate has changed sufficiently to permit 
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legally sanctioned research and enable  ”psychedelics (to return) to respectable 
scientific and intellectual inquiry” ( Introduction).  Retirement from the universi-
ty has also helped him to come clean about his use of LSD throughout his aca-
demic career, but some readers may have reservations about the use of a psy-
chedelic substance to explore deeper dimensions of consciousness.  It did ra-
ther put me off. I only persisted in ordering the book because I have such a high 
regard for the author’s previous work. Yet, as he points out, from time immemo-
rial people have ingested substances like LSD which amplify consciousness and 
open them to the spiritual dimension of existence, such ceremonies being  re-
garded as sacred ways of reconnecting to the universe.  

The Introduction is a highly personal account of why “a large part of (Chris’s) life 
had to go underground”, as his life split into two parts: his public life as a uni-
versity professor, and his personal life in which he  undertook  an intense inner 
journey  in a circle of secrecy lasting twenty years.  And the book also has two 
titles, an outer and an inner. LSD and the Mind of the Universe is the outer, 
what the book is “about”- exploration of the universe through careful LSD ses-
sions. Diamonds from Heaven is the inner title, the innermost essence, “for at 
the centre of the mind of the universe, one enters the infinite clear light of Dia-
mond Luminosity” (Introduction).    

The protocol Chris followed was unusual in its high dosage and regular inges-
tion, and resulted in “an ever deepening spiral of initiation into the uni-
verse” (Introduction).  Through it, he experienced the collective consciousness 
of our species, and ultimately, via experiencing many deaths and rebirths, and 
much suffering, the Domain of Diamond Luminosity, the centre of the Mind of 
the Universe.  Progressively deeper states of consciousness led to experiencing 
progressively cosmic deeper levels of reality. It is a journey from which he might 
never have been able to return; many have not, from merely dipping a toe in 
these waters. Fortunately, he counsels against others following the path he 
took, advising a gentler approach. As a pioneer he took great risks.     

I find it difficult to summarise what actually took place in the sessions. I found it 
painful, exhilarating, awful, awesome, troubling, difficult to read, I was often 
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struggling to comprehend what was going on and what it meant. Outside 
Space/Time, the core of his vision is that humanity is coming into a time of 
Great Awakening, (p.209) ; but for there to be a Great Awakening, there must 
first take place a Great Death and the twenty first century will be such a time, 
involving  tremendous human suffering. Our world crumbles and falls apart.  It 
was terrible to experience humanity’s coming collapse, but redemptive to ex-
perience the rebirth that followed” (p.226, The Birth of the New Human”).  Ses-
sion 55, the Great Awakening, is ultimately optimistic for our species, in seeing 
the birth of a new order of future human, with a deeper divine awareness and 
the emergence of soul awareness; we grow out of egoic awareness and into an 
abiding sense of Oneness. 

I  know that books about humanity’s future, warning apocalyptically of our im-
minent global eco and social collapse, tend to be ten a penny these days, but 
this is – well, different. You must make up your own mind.  

David Lorimer, of the Scientific and Medical Network, is quoted as saying of this 
book “Chris Bache is an intrepid psychonaut whose 20 year odyssey has yielded 
an extraordinary harvest of luminous insights into the deeper structure of reali-
ty and the underlying dynamics of human existence. Prepare to be amazed, en-
ergised, purged, shattered, illuminated, and reborn by penetrating to the heart 
of this stunning revelation for our times”.   I can’t put it better than that. This is a 
book to ponder and re read and find new levels of meaning and understanding 
each time.   

Tina Day, August 2020 
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2020 CONFERENCE: CALLUM COOPER 

Callum Cooper is a chartered psychologist with the British Psychological Socie-
ty, and a Fellow of the Higher Education Academy, holding postgraduate de-
grees in psychology, social science research and education from the University 
of Northampton and Sheffield Hallam University.  He has a long time association 
with the University of Northampton, and is based there as a lecturer in psychol-
ogy, delivery classes and conducting research of Death and Bereavement, Posi-
tive Psychology, Human Sexual Behaviour, Parapsychology and Research Meth-
ods.. He has won many awards for his work and is a council member for the So-
ciety for Psychical Research as well as a professional member of the Parapsycho-
logical Association. 

Dr Cooper’s initial  list of QFAS-style interests read like a wish list for future 
QFAS talks, encompassing  psi, including ESP, precognition, telekinesis; mind out 
of body, or after bodily death; religious and peak experiences; dream precogni-
tion and remote viewing; after-death communications, near-death experiences, 
induced after death communications and mediumship. 

On a very comprehensive rundown of the subjects which fed into those main 
headings, he talked about the history of parapsychology and some of the re-
search which had been done historically, as well as briefly touching on the ways 
in which technology has introduced other subjects such as electronic voice phe-
nomena.  

Dr Cooper has been very clever in his approach to the paranormal side of be-
reavement and recovery, by studying the effect which after death communica-
tion has on people’s health and wellbeing. Avoiding the whole question of 
whether such things can or do happen, assuming that people are reporting their 
experiences accurately, and looking at the impact that such experiences have 
on the people who have them, has lifted his research away from the skeptics 
who seem to spend time debunking all such research, while allowing him to 
continue to study these experiences. 

He doesn’t like the labels supernatural or paranormal because he believes these 
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things to be common and normal. 

We may hope that this approach leads to 
more openness and acceptance of after 
death communication and the bereaved 
person’s experience of it.  As he explained, 
research into those subjects has been go-
ing on for a very long time, although Than-
atology, or the scientific study of death 
and the losses brought about as a result of 
it, did not appear in text books until the 
1950s. 

The first examination of this phenomenon, 
which is relatively common, was that of Dr 
William Dewi Rees who published a study 
in 1971 about the “hallucinations of widow-
hood” in the British Medical Journal. He talked to 293 widows and widowers 
about their experiences following the deaths of their spouses and roughly half 
– 47% - believed they had been in momentary contact with them since their 
deaths.   

Dr Cooper talked about a number of examples of after-death communication, 
explaining that sometimes it isn’t immediately obvious who the message or 
appearance is for.  One example he gave was the experience of Julian Burton in 
1980, when his mother appeared to him after her death.  His sister, who had 
been very close to her mother, was upset that their mother had appeared to 
him and not to her. However, the vision of his mother had appeared in a beauti-
ful blue dress, and he asked his sister about the dress, as he didn’t recall it.  

She then realised that the dress in question was one which her mother had 
tried on in her presence, but had decided not to buy, and that only she knew 
about that, and therefore the message was also for her. Inspired by this experi-
ence with his mother, Burton went back to finish his doctorate and to begin to 
study the subject of contact with the dead. 
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We were left feeling we had just begun a very profitable conversation when the 
hour passed in a flash. Dr Cooper has said that he or some of his colleagues 
would be willing to talk to us again, and we hope that we may be able to run a 
one-day conference in the spring or invite one of them to talk to us during one 
of our virtual gatherings. You may wish to look at Callum Cooper’s website at 
callumecooper.com and look at his books, which are available on Amazon, in-
cluding his most famous book, Telephone Calls from the Dead. 

Fee Berry 

LIGHT FROM ELSEWHERE 

Are you open to new light, from whatever source it may come? Do you ap-
proach new ideas with discernment? - Advices and Queries 

I came across The Joseph Communications in a magazine about five years ago. 

The reviewer said if you read only one spiritual work in your life, let it be this 

one.  Your life after Death (there are now eight books). I couldn’t resist. Being 

the intrepid  seeker that I am I was still looking for answers to the big existential 

questions—why are we here, is there an afterlife, if so what’s it like and what 

about reincarnation and karma? What is the big picture? Joseph contributed 

more pieces to my jigsaw answering many of my questions in an accessible, 

spiritual but non-religious way. I was beginning to get glimpses of a wider reali-

ty, spiritual physics and philosophy not incompatible with Quakerism. 

The God within is a constant presence of Light and, if I want to fulfil my mission 

as a soul, I have to spread that light outwards. 

Join spiritual Activists Worldwide 

holding our planet in the light. 

Mondays, Wednesdays and Fri-

days, 9am, 1pm, 5pm 9pm for 15 

minutes.  More powerful  

together! 

Pat Gundrey 
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