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Preface

Many of the words you are about to read were dictated to me by
beings that only I could see. Every day for several weeks I sat at my
computer, eyes half closed, occasionally glancing up at the image pinned
up above my desk. Then, for a space, I would type furiously, fingers
attempting to keep up with the words I was hearing. The beings who
communicated with me in this way called themselves the Sidhe, an ancient
name for the faery race of Ireland. I had and have no reason to disbelieve
them, since the evidence of my inner senses assured me they were as
real as I (presumably) am. What they had to say seems both fascinating
and even at times profound, and is certainly not the product of my own
imagination.

Some people will perceive this as a ‘channeled’ book, and may
well recall that, over the years, I have not always had positive things to
say about channeling. A great deal of the material produced through
this means still seems, to me, at best unreliable and at worst misleading.
For this reason alone I thought a great deal before I decided to set down
this account —let alone publish it. In the end it was a combination of two
things —friendly pressure from colleagues, together with the nature of
the material, what was actually being said, that persuaded me. Not that
I believe what is set down here to be any more important than
information contained in a dozen other books representing the words of
the faery races, but rather that what is contained here may well have
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value for others on the spiritual path. So, I have decided to tell the story
more or less as it happened, and without further explanation, leaving it
to the minds and hearts of those who read it to decide whether it has
any merit for them.

For obvious reasons I have changed names and locations, and
the frame for the words dictated to me by the Sidhe has been cast in the
form of a story to make it more readable. There is no site called
Gortnasheen in Ireland, though the place where the events described
here does exist.

I'should like to thank Keith Harris (not his real name) for inviting
me on what was to become the most exciting journey of my life. Also
thanks to Jeremy Berg at the Lorian Press for his willingness to take on
this project, to my wife Caitlin for asking the right questions at the right
time and to my friend David Spangler for adding to them.

But my deepest debt is to the people of the Sidhe, themselves,
who have so much to teach us still, even in the twenty-first century.

J.M. England and USA - 2003
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The phone was ringing as I came in from the rainy streets of
Oxford. I dropped my bag and hurried to pick up.

“Hello, John? This is Keith—Keith Harris. From Dublin. I think
I've got something that might interest you.”

I ran through the address book in my head and came up with a
match. Keith Harris was an archaeologist working for the Irish Heritage
Board. His specific responsibility was ancient monuments.

“Hello, Keith. Good to hear from you. What’s up?”

“It's a new site. Just west of Dungarrow. We’ve been digging
there for the past year. Found a few interesting things. Thought you
might like to come and do a piece on it.”

I make a living from the study of ancient history and traditions,
especially as these have to do with the native lands of Britain and Ireland..
I have taught these things in Britain and the United States, and have
written numerous books about them. This has led to some friendships
with archaeologists who keep an open mind on such matters. Keith was
one such, and more than once had brought me in to look at some
intriguing sites.

I thought hard, trying to remember anything I had heard about
places in the area Keith had named.

“It’s good of you to think of me, “ I said at last. “What can you
tell me about this place?”

“Nothing right now. I'd rather wait till you get here.”

“Sounds mysterious.”

“Not really. I just don’t want to commit myself till I'm sure. Are
you interested?”

“When would you want me to come out?”

“No special rush. As soon as it’s convenient.”

Ilooked at the calendar, which was, truth to tell, somewhat bare
at the moment. The day was the 6th of July, 1998.

“OK. TI'll be there on Friday.”

“Great. I'll meet you at the airport. See you in three days.”

He rang off and I put the phone down. An hour later, sitting at
my desk, I found myself thinking about the call, wondering just what
there was at this newly discovered site. A strange feeling came over me
as I did so. It was a kind I had felt before. Some people would call it a
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“psychic prickle.” I sometimes get it when I visit certain ancient sites. It
is as though the people who had lived there once were trying to speak to
me. Sometimes I even believed I heard voices, but generally I kept quiet
about this for obvious reasons. I had a “name” as an expert on historical
themes. Suggesting that I have psychic contact with people who have
been dead for several hundred years is not a good idea in my line of
work, and this has made me hesitate a good deal before publishing this
account.

But the “prickle” was there—like a cold finger across the nape
of my neck. I knew then that something was going to happen in Ireland.
I'had no idea then just what an enormous and irrevocable change it was
going to make to my life.

Three days later I got off the plane at Dublin airport and was
met by Keith Harris. He shook my hand warmly.

“Welcome to Ireland, John.”

Keith looked more like a farmer than an archaeologist. He was
short and stockily built with a face reddened by days spent in the open.
He was about sixty years of age but looked younger, his bright blue eyes
still full of youthful enthusiasm.

“Sorry about all the mystification,” he said as we walked to his
battered old car. “It’s just that there’s something about the site at
Gortnasheen that’s, well, different.”

That was the first time I heard the name. Even then, before I had
seen the place, I once again felt the “prickle” of a feeling I could not
account for with any usual reason. I said nothing at the time, preferring
to wait and allow events to unfold.

After this one remark Keith studiously avoided the topic of his
latest dig, preferring, as we drove out of the sprawl of Dublin and into
the rich green land to the west, to confine himself to general topics such
as what I had been doing since we had last met (at a very dull party
honoring a very dull colleague, we decided) almost three years before.
Of his own activities he spoke only of the excavations at other interesting
sites currently being carried out under the aegis of the Irish Heritage
Board. But though I listened, and responded as was appropriate, my
thoughts were all of Gortnasheen and what might be awaiting me there.
Somehow, though I could not have explained it if I had tried, I knew that
what I was going to find was far more than a tumble of rocks or an
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archaeological trench.
The drive from Dublin to the site took a little over two hours.

The landscape through which we traveled was mostly low lying, a richly
undulating carpet of green. It had been grey and overcast whenI arrived,
but as we motored west the sky began to clear and soon a watery sun
emerged. Keith commented on the fact that this was the first day it had
stopped raining for nearly a week (“It's not made our work any easier!”)
then fell silent as we drove the last few miles to the small village of
Dungarrow, the nearest habitation to the site of the dig.

Once there, Keith checked me into the local pub and suggested
we both get something to eat before going on to the site. I felt a sudden
reluctance on his part, as though, having brought me this far, he was
beginning to wonder if he had done the right thing.

Over a plate of fish and chips and a pint of the best ale, I decided
to tackle the subject head on.

“Tell me about the site,” I ventured.

Keith took another sip of beer, then set the glass down on the
table, perhaps just a bit too firmly. “If you don’t mind, I'd rather not say
anything until you’ve seen the place,” he said at last. As he did so I
thought his cheeks grew even redder than usual, and he was definitely
reluctant to look at me.

“Good grief, what have you got there, buried treasure?” I asked
lightly.

“What! No, nothing like that,” Keith said. Finally, he did meet
my eyes. “Look. I'm really sorry about all this. You must think I've lost
it. It'sjust that....” he hesitated, then finished in a rush. “Well, it’s a feeling,
nothing I can really explain. I just don’t want to feed in any preconceived
ideas....”

It was on the tip of my tongue to say that all the mystery was
doing just that, but I decided instead to keep silent.

Wefinished our lunch without further discussion, then got back
into Keith’s car and drove away from the village, following the winding
road until it became a track and, when even that petered out, a rutted
field. Finally, whenI thought thateither my body or Keith’s ancient vehicle
was going to give up the ghost, we came to a stop.

Keith sat for a moment before he turned off the engine. Then he
turned to me, his face serious.



“Look, I'm not at all sure why I brought you here,” he blurted.
“The truth is—and I know it’s going to sound daft—I dreamed about
you three nights in a row. I'd been trying to think of the best person to
come and look at what we found here, and quite honestly your name
wasn’t on the list. But after those dreams I started to think about
something you said to me ages ago—how some of these old sites seemed
more alive than others. At the time I didn't really understand what you
meant—in fact, I probably thought you were a bit mad. But there’s
something about this place... well, you’ll see for yourself in a moment...”
He trailed off, looking at me with more than a touch of desperation.

“Let’s go then, “I said, opening my door, not wanting to commit
myself to anything more. “You can tell me about the site as we go.” 1
had already peered out of the window across the field and could see
nothing.

Keith produced two pairs of Wellington boots and we set off
across the soft earth of the field.

“Most of what we’ve found inside is neolithic, dating from
around 2000 BC,” said Keith, with evident relief to be talking about
familiar territory. “But there’s also later material, from about 200 BC, the
time of the Celts. The current theory is that the site was in use for around
eight hundred years after that. But it’s definitely much older, at a guess
I'd say as much as four thousand years.”

“So, we're looking at a Stone Age site? One that was used by the
Celts some time after that?”

Keith nodded. “The real question is, used for what?” he added.

I stopped in mid stride. “You mean, you don’t know?” It was
such an odd statement from a leading archaeologist. Normally they were
so full of ideas and opinions as to the purpose of any site they were
working on.

Keith hesitated before he answered. “It’s not as simple as that.
On the face of it it’s a straightforward enough site. What concerns me
are the differences from the norm. But look, here we are, I'll leave it to
you to decide what you think.”

We turmned into another field, passing through a hedge. There
before us was what looked like a scattered pile of boulders, ranging in
size from massive to head sized. To the casual eye they appeared to be
no more than that, but I had visited enough such sites to recognize the
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unmistakable signs of human construction.

In fact the stones were not as scattered as they first appeared.
Rather they seemed to erupt from the ground, in places still half buried,
while others had fallen sideways out of what I now saw was a roughly
oblong mound. As we walked around it, I saw the indications of the
archaeological work that had been going on there: areas of turf stripped
back, a long trench about two feet wide and six feet deep running off at
right angles to the mound.

Then we came round to what I knew to be the western end of
themound, and I saw that between two particularly massive stones was
alow, oblong space opening into darkness. This was clearly the entrance.
It had been roped off and a roughly written sign hung from the line. The
sign read:

PRIVATE PROPERTY
KEEP OUT

Keith stepped forward and lifted the rope out of the way.

“What I want you to see is inside” he said. You'll find a torch on
the ledge just inside.”

As I stood in front of the entrance to the mound the feeling I
had experienced twice before returned—only this time it was twice as
strong. At that moment had a figure from any period of time but the
present stepped out of the mound, I would not have been at all surprised.
The sense of timeless energy emanating from the dark hole was such
that I actually thought I could not move at all. Then, just as suddenly as
it had come, the feeling passed. Crouching down, I peered into the hole.

A waft of cold air struck my face—something that might have
struck me as odd if I had been thinking about it —normally such sites
were not very deep or extensive underground and the chances of air
being trapped inside were slight. But, I confess that I was not thinking
about such things at all. I felt a rising tide of excitement as I inched
forward into the darkness, feeling rough stone on all sides and fumbling
for the ledge and the torch.

I found them easily enough and in a moment the wide, golden

6



beam of the torchlight stabbed through the darkness. It showed me a
narrow passage, walled and roofed with huge stone slabs. Ahead lay a
second opening, and once again I caught a whiff of cool damp air issuing
from within. There was insufficient room to stand, and I was forced to
crawl through into the chamber beyond.



Chaptcr Two

Gortnashccn

“We are the Sidhe.”
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n order for you to understand what happened next, what I
saw and felt, I have to take a moment to say something about what I
expected from such a place as this. Over a good part of Western Europe
there are a large number of ancient megalithic sites. These date from
Stone Age to Iron Age, that is, anything from around 4500 BC to 1500
BC and both earlier and later. They include the great stone circles or
“henges” like Avebury and Stonehenge in Berkshire, or Brodgar in the
Orkneys and Callanish in the Hebrides. In addition, there are the great
hill figures like the Long Man of Wilmington in Sussex or the White
Horse carved out of the chalk of the Marlborough Downs. There are
also numberless grave sites, many dating from ancient times but reused
in later ages—some for actual burial, others for ritual purposes. Thus,
sites such as Waylands Smithy in Wiltshire, or the justly famous
Newgrange in Ireland, despite being extensively excavated and written
about, remain as mysterious to us today as they perhaps always were.

Many of these places stand as silent testimony to astonishing
feats of engineering, the moving of vast stones and the unerring accuracy
with which they were sited. Often the sheer size and impenetrability of
the mindset thatbuilt them makes them seem daunting. And, of course,
they have prompted an equally bewildering number of theories that
attempt to “explain” their use and function. Everything from landing
markers foralienspace craft to complex astronomical observatories have
been put forward over the past few years, and though some of these
ideas have found partial acceptance among the academic community,
most have not. In effect, we know as little about the real uses of these
vast monuments as we do about the workings of the large percentage of
our brains that appear never to be used at all.

This, then, was the background I had in my mind as I entered
the site at Gortnasheen. Keith would probably have termed it a “passage
grave” and we could both have listed at least a hundred of these scattered
throughout Ireland and Scotland. Some had been discovered virtually
intact —many still with the bodies of those who had been interred there,
together with their often elaborate grave goods. Others—the most
mysterious—contained elaborate carvings on their inner walls: elaborate
spiraling patterns, zigzags, triangles and circles —the exact meaning of
which remained uncertain— though the obvious significance to the people
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who carved them was widely acknowledged.

This gives an idea of what I was expecting: a stone chamber of
maybe six to eight feet long and two or three feet wide, perhaps a carving
or two, maybe (depending on the stage of Keith’s work) a few scattered
bones.

I pushed myself forward down the narrow passage, half
crawling, half stooping, until I found the floor sloping away. At the same
time the ceiling rose sharply, until I was able to stand up. I swung the
torch around and had my first surprise of the day. The chamber must
have measured some ten feet in length, and the roof was at least seven
feet above me, allowing for the decline in the floor, which placed half
the structure below ground level. Then, as I flashed the torch round, I
had my second surprise —one of such magnitude that I gasped aloud.

I have mentioned that there were often carvings found on the
walls within such sites, but these are normally numbered in dozens. Here,
wherever I looked, there were carvings covering the walls in a riot of
spiraling, twisting designs, some interlinked, others standing alone.

I must confess that I felt more than a little weak at the knees at
that moment, and sat down rather more quickly than I had intended on
the packed earth floor. From this vantage point I saw that the carvings
continued right up into the roof where a corbelled dome, as fine as any
piece of church architecture undertaken several millennia after this one
had been created.

Then, as I swung the torch, my attention was drawn to a single
glyph, larger than the rest, which dominated the eastern end of the
chamber. For a moment I thought it actually glowed, and then realized
that it must have been lined with crystals, which caught and threw back
the light. (This was true. Later examination showed that hundreds of
tiny rock crystals had been embedded in the rock to emphasize the
importance of the carving.)

As I stared at the carving I felt again that strange prickling
sensation—this time as strongly as I have ever felt it. My vision seemed
to blur for a moment, and it seemed as though the image carved on the
stone wavered. Then everything jumped back into focus. I was still sitting
on the floor of the chamber, and glancing at my watch showed that only
a few seconds had elapsed —yet in that time I felt as though I had been
somewhere else for a lot longer. Just where that “somewhere else” might
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be I could not have said, but the feeling remained nonetheless.

I got up slowly and went across to examine the carving more
closely. Slowly, I traced it with my fingers like someone reading braille.
It was not an especially complex shape, a spiral of five coils with a
perpendicular line extending from the uppermost outer edge through
the centre and down below it. It seemed somehow familiar, and as I
discovered later, it was one of several such glyphs that have been
discovered at ancient sites in Ireland, Britain and (curiously) in the United
States.

I stood there for a few moments more, trying to assemble my
scattered thoughts and pin down exactly what it was that had made me
feel strange a moment before. But, try as I might, I could not recapture
the feeling, and it was also borme in upon me that Keith was waiting
outside to hear my reaction.

Not without some reluctance, I crouched down and once again
shuffled through the passageway. Outside the light seemed bright, though
the day remained overcast. I found Keith hovering expectantly, his face
an open question.

“You're right,” I said. “It’s astonishing, unique even. I've seen
almost nothing as fine as this for years.”

His face lit up at once and he began to talk faster than Thad ever
heard him. I don’t remember exactly what it was he said —details of the
discovery by a local man, his own excitement when he broke through
the entrance and found what lay within, telling me that I must see the
plans he had already made of the site.

We made our way back to his car and drove the few miles back
to Dungarrow. I think I was mostly silent as we went, and no matter
how I tried, I could not forget what I had seen, especially the larger
spiral carving that had glowed back at me as though lit with its own fire.

I remember looking through Keith’s detailed drawings, making
all the right noises, asking all the right questions. But, in reality, I wanted
to be on my own, to consider what I had seen without interruption.
Finally, I detached myself from Keith on the excuse of needing to make
some notes for the article he had invited me there to write. I made my
way up to my room and closed the door with a sigh of relief. I took out
my laptop and sat down at the rather rickety table by the window. But,
thoughIsatthere for an hour or more as the light slowly dimmed towards
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evening, I wrote no more than two or three sentences. My mind was
elsewhere, thinking of everything I had ever read about sites of the kind
I had just visited and especially of ancient glyphs like the one that had
so deeply affected me.

Eventually I went to bed, though I could not sleep at first, lying
for what seemed ages in the darkness, staring at the ceiling. Eventually I
did drift off, and it was some time after this that I had one of the most
powerful and disturbing dreams of my life. Reading it back now, it seems
bizarre, and I will not be at all surprised if most of the people who read
this account will think the author mad. And yet the dream, strange though
it was, is nothing to what was to follow.

I dreamed that I was back under the mound of Gortnasheen,
which seemed as if lit by flickering candlelight. I stood before the glyph,
which glowed as though lit from within, unable to tear my eyes from its
shape. Then slowly I became aware of a figure, standing off to one side.
At first it was only dim and shadowy, but slowly it took on a more solid
appearance— as a tall man dressed in archaic clothing of brown and green.
He had long hair bound loosely with a circlet of silver. He had fine,
delicate features that would have seemed feminine but for the strength
of the jaw and the intense black eyes that stared back at me from beneath
arched brows. It was, by any terms, one of the most beautiful faces I had
ever seen.

“Who are you?” I heard myself ask.

“Mg name is of no importance,” he replied. 4 have come to
you as a rcPrcscntativc of my Pcoplc.”

“Who are your people?”

“We are the Sidhe.” [pronounced Shee ]

“The Sidhe?”

« An ancient race of this land. |t is many hundreds of years
since | walked above the earth.”

“Why have you come?” I asked.

“Because the time is right. Because | have tl’uings to say
that should be heard by your Pcoplc. Before it is too late.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“You will,” he replied. “(o to the chamber again. | ook at
the carving. | shall come to you there.”

Then he was gone, and in the same moment I woke, sitting up in
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bed and staring at the fading pattern of the glyph that seemed to have
burned itself into my mind.

I turned on the bedside light and looked at the clock. It was
barely half past three and I had been asleep no more than two hours.
The dream seemed so real that I could not get it out of my head. Finally,
I took out my notebook and wrote down everything I could remember.
The last words of my strange visitor, his injunction to go to the chamber
and look at the carving again, made me uneasy, though I could not say
why. In particular, the name he had spoken, the Sidhe, as being the race
he represented, seemed familiar, though I could not remember exactly
where I had heard it before.

The whole episode seemed crazy. Indeed, looking at what I have
written here, it still seems so. Yet everything that followed stems from
this, from my first visit to Gortnasheen and the dream that night. The
battered old notebook is in front of me now, with the description of the
dream written in rather shaky handwriting. I still question it, as often as
I question all that followed; but the need to write it is stronger, and the
message seems as imperative to me now as when I first heard it.

I lay down again and after a while drifted off into a sound and
dreamless sleep. In the morning I reread what I had written and tried to
dismiss the whole thing. But the truth was, taken together with the
feelings I had experienced from the moment Keith Harris had phoned
me, the visit to the mound at Gortnasheen, and then the dream, it all
seemed somehow connected. In fact, the more I thought about the whole
thing, the more certain I became that there was something in all this that
I needed to fathom.

I washed and dressed and went downstairs in search of breakfast.
I found Keith already ensconced over a plate of bacon, eggs and tomato
and after ordering thesame, exchanged a few pleasantries. Finally, having
exhausted the topic of the weather, we fell silent for a while. At last,
Keith could stand it no longer. “Well?” he said, “What do you think?”

“It’s certainly a very interesting site,” I said cautiously.

“And....?”

“Well, I'm going to need to do a bit of reading and research
before I can write about it.”

“But you will write something?” He seemed oddly disappointed,
as though expecting me to say something else.”
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“I think so. Tell me...” T added, for the sake of something to say,
“Do you happen to know what the name of the site means?”

“Gortnasheen? Well, a fair translation would be Place of the
Fairies.

“The fairies?”

“Yes. You know, not those little tinselly-winged folk you read
about in children’s books—the real fairy race, the descendants of the
Celtic gods. The Sidhe.”

The word went through me like a hot knife, followed by a flood
of images and thoughts. How could I have forgotten! I had read enough
volumes of Celtic folklore and legend to know that Ireland was full of
stories of the fairy people, who were nothing like the usual images
invoked by the name. These fairies were tall and bright and powerful —
very like gods indeed—and the old Gaelic name for them was Sidhe.
They were a far cry from the mischievous dancers in circles beloved of
the Victorians. No Tinkerbells these folk, with their powerful magic and
unforgettable beauty and nobility. I remembered they were said to wear
shoes of bronze, and to possess vast treasure-houses stuffed with gold
and jewels. Sometimes wandering people would accidentally stumble
into one of their houses, which looked like mounds of earth on the outside
but were huge and full of wonders within. And time stretched and slipped
for such visitors, so that when they returned hundreds of years had
passed, though to them it seemed only a few.

Suddenly my dream made sense—or at least, a kind of crazy
sense.

My mouth must have been hanging open for a while, or maybe
my silence worried him, because Keith interrupted the flow of thoughts
by asking me if I was OK.

“Oh. Yes, “I said, “Just thinking.” I made an effort to focus. “I'd
like to go and take another look at the site. Maybe spend a bit of time
there on my own. If that’s OK?”

“Of course,” Keith said. He seemed relieved. “I have to go into
Dublin this moming. Why don't I let you off at the site and pick you up
later? You’ll have at least a few hours.”

So it was agreed, and I went to gather up my notebook. We
drove in silence out to the site and Keith waved a cheery farewell before
turning the car around and driving off in a cloud of exhaust fumes. I
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watched him go and turned to look at the mound. What on earth was I
doing here? Then I remembered the dream, and my strange visitor’s
injunction to me to return to the place. Well, I had done so. What would
happen next I had no idea, but I knew that I had to go inside the mound
if I wanted to find out.

Crawling in through the narrow entranceway, I again found the
torch set back in the niche. With it were two candles and a box of matches
that I decided to take with me. Part of me, I now realize, was already
determined to recreate the scene of my dream, right down to the flickering
candlelight.

Once inside I lit both candles and set them on the ground on
either side of the (as I found I now thought of it) Great Glyph. Then I
turned off the torch and sat in front of it, feeling faintly ridiculous.

What happened next I am still unsure about, though in retrospect
it is obvious enough. Perhaps I fell asleep. Perhaps I dreamed. But
whatever the truth (and ultimately it remains unimportant), I found
myself facing a shadowy figure that gradually became clearer until I
looked again into the eyes of the figure from my dream. This time he
seemed more solid somehow, as though my familiarity with his form
gave it greater definition. I saw that his long hair had a silvery tinge to
it—though his face was unlined. But to apportion an age in years to this
being was and is meaningless. He was both old and young, ageless and
timeless as all such messengers must be.

Neither then nor later did I feel any fear in his presence. This
may seem strange, since most of us (myself included) are not used to
talking with beings from another place. But from the first, the presence
of my visitor and the dialogues I had with him seemed absolutely natural.
I never once felt under any kind of threat. To the contrary, there was a
great feeling of friendship and companionship that always issued from
his presence. I make this response in answer to all who ask: how did you
know you could trust this being? I simply knew, right from the start,
that I could do so. It was a feeling that never went away.

“| am glad you have come,” he said. His voice, I noticed, was
light but resonant, as though he spoke from a place where there was a
kind of echo.

“I need to know more,” I answered. This seemed the best way
to go about it.
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A flash of a smile split his serious face. “Thatis what we I-voPccl,”
he said.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“| am one of the Sidhc, those whom you call the Fairg race.”

“Are you real?”

“That all clcpcnds on what you mean by real.”

“Can I touch you?”

“IF it will make it easier for you to believe in me.”

Ireached out with my not altogether steady fingers and touched
one slender hand where it rested at his waist. What did I feel? I still find
it hard to relate. It was as though I touched something that was both
present and not present, solid and yet not solid. His “flesh” —if flesh it
was—seemed cool to the touch, and somehow insubstantial. Yet it was
undoubtedly real, at least as I understood it. I saw what he meant by a
consideration of “what I meant by real.” This was something wholly
new to me. I had no criteria by which to measure it.

I withdrew my hand, trying not to do so too quickly, struggling
with my thoughts and impressions. When in doubt, I thought, ask a
question.

“Why have you chosen to speak to me?”

“Because it is time to do so. Pecause you will listen.
Bccausc we have much to tell your race while you can still hear us.”

“Not many people can these days,” I said.

“T hat is true, and it makes what we have to tell you all the
more urgent.”

“What shall I call you?” I asked.

“Namcs are too Powchul to be givcn so casilg. | would not
call you bg your name, yet we are spcal(ing, are we not?”

I nodded.

“\/crg well tl‘mcn, let usjust say that | am of the 5ic”1c and
you are of the human kind. T hat is sufficient to enable us to talk, is
it not?”

“Of course”, I said. “But—how shall we do this?”

9 suggest that | sPcak and you listen,” replied my visitor,

with a hint of a smile.
“May I take notes?”



“|f you so desire.”

And so he began what was to be the first of many
conversations—or perhaps monologues would be a better word, since I
seldom spoke except to ask for clarifying questions. I seldom wrote down
anything as I was too caught up in the words and thoughts that issued
from the lips of my communicator. I simply forgot, entranced by the
message from one world to another.

But I seldom forgot what he said, and indeed found it easy to
recall everything with a sharpness of memory that was quite foreign to
me. Nor did it seem appropriate to record any of his words electronically.
Indeed, I once tried to do so but without success. Though I murmured
his words into the microphone somewhat like a translator, the tape that
emerged was blank.

At the end of that first encounter within the mound, I asked if
we would continue our discussions, and if so, how. I knew that I could
not always return to the site, the future of which was, as with all such
excavations, uncertain. By way of answer my visitor from the Sidhe told
me to take a tracing of the Glyph, and later to make a fair copy. Once I
had done this, I need only fix it to a wall and sit before it in contemplation
and he would be able to make contact with me. When it came to the
writing of this book, and the possibility of its publication, I was for a
time uncertain about reproducing the Glyph. But my communicator
assured me that the more who saw it, the more there would be who
might experience for themselves the power of the Sidhe. To this end I
have included brief instructions at the end of this book to assist those
who might feel moved to do so, to enter this strange and wonderful
dialogue for themselves.

In the weeks that followed I was in almost daily contact with
the representative of the Sidhe. What follows is a record, largely from
accounts written at high speed at the end of each conversation, beginning
with that first time at Gortnasheen. I believe them to be largely accurate,
though I may occasionally have used words that my visitor did not. In
any case I am certain that the essence of what is recorded here reflects as
closely as possible the things that were said or meant. Occasionally there
is a certain amount of repetition, as there will be in any conversation, as
topics are diverged from and then returned to. I have resisted the
temptation to tidy these up, preferring to allow the patterns of the
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ongoing dialogue to come through as I heard it.

What emerged still seems to me astonishing. It is my hope that
others may find it as enlightening and inspiring as I have, even though
they may never have the grace to hear the measured words of the Sidhe
from the lips of one of their race.



Chaptcr Thrcc

Beginnings

“You must seek to become reconnected to
cvcrgtlwing.”
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t the beginning of that first conversation in the mound of
Gortnasheen I had more questions to ask of my visitor from the Sidhe
than at any other. How could I understand my communicator, since he
must certainly have spoken a language that was no longer widely
accessible and which I myself certainly did not understand? Could others
see him? Where did he come from? Other similar questions came to mind.

Some of these questions he turned aside politely with a shrug or
a few words only, until I learned that it was better to listen than to
question. He did, however, tell me that others could not, in general, see
him —at least unless he chose for them to do so, and that was a rare
event. I could understand him likewise because he wanted me to:
whatever language he actually spoke I heard it in everyday English. As
to his place of origin, I understood that was to be described later. To
begin with he wanted to tell me about his own people, the Sidhe, and
why they had chosen this moment to speak through me.

So, let me begin, as my visitor began, on the 11th July, 1998,
sometime around 11:00 a.m. within the mound of Gortnasheen.

“We are an ancient Pcoplc. Wc were here |ong before your
kind walked on this earth. We remember cvcrything and have seen
cvcrything that took Placc here for many thousands of your years.
We ourselves do not measure time as you do, so that for us time
passes s|ow|3. Wc do not spcak of our origins to anyone not of our
race; but it is certain that we cmcrgccl from the earth as you
3oursc|vcs did, though much sooner in the history of the world.

“For a |ong time we were alonc, save for the creatures who
shared the world with us. |n that time we lived above the earth, under
the sun and moon and stars, which we loved to look upon. Wc
dreamed and sang and told stories of the first dags. We seldom
mated and even less often gave birth, for we were and are a |ong-
lived Pcop|e and our numbers remained constant for many hundreds
of your years.

“Tl’mcn one clay we became aware of the Newcomers, strange
PCOPlc who lived mostly in caves or holes scraPccl from the earth.

Thcy were |argc and slow of movement and wit, and, as we swiFt|5r
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lcarncd, could be both savage and cruel. Thcg hunted the great
creatures with whom we shared the |anc|, and on one occasion tl'wcg
hunted us—bringing the first death to our Pcop|e in many ages.

« At first our leaders were of a mind to drive them out, even
to kill them (5cs, we knew t|'1cn, as now, how to ape the ways oFyour
race, even to the stage of ‘<i||ing). But others sPo|<c of moving from
the P|accs where these Ncwcomcrs dwelled into P|accs where thcg
would not come. And of erecting barriers thcg might not cross. | his
Po|ic5 won, and so we bcgan a Pattcrn of hiding that has become
second nature to us. [Few of your race have seen us since that time,
thouglﬁ we have continued to live side bg side with humankind. We
have watched you grow and seen that you have changcd very little
since the time of the Newcomers. Sill you love to kill and drive
each other out of P|accs you believe to be yours. You have
dcstrogcd many P|accs and many sPccics have been driven to
extinction or to its verge. And so we have hidden ourselves ever
dccpcr and further away from you.

“To bcgin with we lived in the wildest P|accs, far from the
tcrritorg of the Ncwcomcrs. But grac]ua”g thcg hunted further and
further and we were forced to withdraw ever dccPcr into the land.
At last we went below the earth, making caverns for ourselves, lit by
strange suns and moons. Wc became to you the Fcoplc of the
Ho”ow Hi”s, the ch“crs Bcncath the Mouncls, the Fairg Fcop|e,
the Litt|c Dar‘( Oncs, as you called us. But a|wa35 we were the
Sidhe.

“50 seldom were we seen that we became Part of your
mgtho|ogg. Things that you did not understand or could not Fu”g
see you banished to the dark corners oFyour minds, ca”ing us bogics
or bogcgmcn, making us into fearful things to Frightcn naughtg
children. but all the time we watched, we changcd but little, and
a|wags we waited for a sign that you might changc also, that you
might be wi”ing to see us, to spcak with us.

“Somc there have bccn, inrecent years as you measure time,
who have rccognizcd us and honored our difference. Some have
told the truth about us and have been labeled madmcn, their words
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too fantastic to be rcal, bg your wise men and women. Thosc who
spol«: of our existence have been laughcc] at and made to feel
Foolish, so that thcg fell silent. You should know that this will haPPen
to you also. Put, there are some who will listen, some who will hear
what we have to say. T hus | have chosen to sPcak with you, bc|icving
that 3ou'wil| listen and that others will listen to you. Record all that
| have to say and let others read it. Fcrhaps there will be time to
changc the course of your history and avert the disaster that is

coming upon Bou.”

At this point I tried to find out what exactly this disaster might
be, but my companion would speak of it no more at that time. I must
confess thathaving read all too often such predictions from beings outside
the normal sphere of life, I was doubtful, but my companion dismissed
my doubts.

“| do not say these things in order to Frightcn you into belief.
Tl'rc world will go on anyway. The qucstion is whether it does so
with or without your kind. T here are those among us who believe
you should be allowed to Pcrish, but othcrs, m35c|F among thcm,
believe otherwise. We believe that a new era may be about to dawn,
in which the Pcoplc of the Sidhe will come forth again and be seen
by all. |F that is to haPPcn, you must be Prcparcd for it, and thus |
sPcak to you of our historg and the message we would bring to you
all. | would sPcak no more of these things now, but we shall have

more to say of them in the time to come.”

At this point my companion fell silent and I began to question
him as to how our conversations were to continue. When he had explained
how this was to be, he took his leave of me abruptly, fading back into
the walls of the chamber. I sat for a long while after this, wondering if I
had really gone mad, if anything I had heard was true or not. I was to
wonder this many times in the days that followed. I have always had a
healthy distrust of what might be termed “channeled” literature; yet here

I was receiving material that was clearly intended to be shared among
others.
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Living at the beginning of the twenty-first century I have seen
an increase in this type of writing, and so much of it sounds the same
knell of doom for mankind which my naturally optimistic view finds
hard to accept. Indeed, I was several times to question my communicator
regarding the somewhat negative accent which some of his words had.
And yet I continued to “tune in” to my companion from the Sidhe, to
listen and record all that he had to say.

Why did I do this? Ultimately, I believe, because I felt that the
nature of what was being presented had a quality to it that was outside
anything I had come across before. If, as some will doubtless think, I
was simply talking with a subpersonality, some part of my own psyche,
then all I can say is that I wish I could always access that part of me,
since it seems so much wiser and more knowledgeable than my usual
self!

As time passed I became as familiar with his presence as I would
with any flesh and blood person, though I never ceased to be aware that
he was of another order. Also, I read everything I could find about the
fairy folk and their history, finding details that confirmed what my
communicator had told me. Eventually, I ceased to question the veracity
of his words and simply listened, advice that I offer to all who read this.
(See “Further Reading,” pp. 111)

Just how important it is to believe the origin of these words I
cannot say. The words themselves, and the ideas expressed, are what
matter. I have become convinced that our future development, even our
survival as a species, may depend upon this. Words I know that will
seem presumptuous or even deranged. For myself, I can only offer the
words of the Sidhe for all to read who wish to. Whether you choose to
believe or disbelieve is a matter for your own heart and mind.

Later on the same day that I had my first conversation with the
Sidhe, Keith returned from Dublin to pick me up. I said nothing of what
had occurred and it seemed that, having introduced me to the site, his
part in the matter had come to an end. There were no more veiled
references to “something unusual” about Gortnasheen, and the air of
slight unease or embarrassment that I had detected earlier seemed to
have vanished. I became convinced that the Sidhe had in some way
influenced him, and that it was this that resulted in his calling upon me
to visit the site before the more august journalists who would soon be
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reporting on the discovery. In another way, perhaps, he also sought a
kind of confirmation of his own half-understood feelings about the site.
That evening I was on a plane home. Once back in London I
settled down to write a perfectly straightforward account of the site and
its wondrous carvings. The whole episode at Gortnasheen might have
seemed like a dream, save for the enlarged image of the Glyph that was
pinned up in my study, where I could see it every day. That, and of course
the communications that flowed from the representative of the Sidhe.

Almost daily during the next few weeks (an astonishingly short
time considering all that I received) whenever other commitments
allowed, I would draw the curtains and, having lit a candle on either
side of the image, sit down before the Glyph. There my communicator
would appear, dimly at first, but with ever strengthening power, until I
could see him standing before me. Then, we would converse, and
afterwards I would write down an account of our conversation. It is
these conversations that form the content of the chapters that follow,
and that I have reproduced here with the minimum of comment. That
the experience changed me is beyond question, and I have occasionally
included something of what happened to me in the world while I was
receiving the communications. I do this not to make any special claims,
but merely to offer some kind of measure against which those who follow
the text and the ideas expressed here can decide for themselves.

My second conversation with the being of the Sidhe took place
at my home in Oxford. I had wondered if in fact I would be able to
receive anything, as we were not only no longer in the sacred chamber,
but away from the soil of Ireland, but I need not have worried. Apparently
the image of the Glyph was sufficient to form the link necessary, and my
visitor was present within minutes of my beginning to concentrate on it.

I began with a question. “You spoke of having observed us from
a very distant time. Can you say more about that?”

“lndeed. Foritis in part because of what we have seen that
we have chosen to sPcak with you at this time. You are about to
enter a new era, to cross a barrier of time that you have called the
Millennium. You look at this artificial moment as a 53ml:>o| of new
hoPc—as though the mere counting of divisions of time could bring

about a changc. In rca|it3, you are indeed upon the cdgc of a new
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bcginning, a new age in which you will dcvc|op and cl"langc N ways
that you cannot bcgin to understand. But it is not of these tl'!ings
that l wou|d sPcal(, but rat|'1cr oF t|'1c PrcParations tl-uat you can ma|<c
before such cl'mangcs may be cxPcricnccd.

“ sPcak of a new integration of things that you have |ong
since broken into small parts. Just as you have isolated 3oursclvc5
from the world around you, so you have isolated Hourscw from your
own inner selves. Your 5Pirit and heart and mind are separate within
you, some not even acknowlcdgcd. You must bring these severed
Parts togcthcr again iFgou are to prepare Hoursclvcs for the coming
changcs. As long as you continue to act as if you had a warring
tribe within you, you cannot be whole. Yet wholeness is what you
must aim for, otherwise you will continue to Fragmcnt until there is
nothing left but broken crumbs of your true selves.

“In the bcginning it was not alwags thus. Though when the
Ncwcomcrs arrived thcg were slow and brutal, 9ct thcg understood
that thcg were part of cvcrgthing, that every action thcg Pchormcd
in one P|acc had an effect in another. T hus the harmong of creation
was stable; every |iving thing was part of this balance, and while each
P|33cd its part that balance remained.

“But soon, tlwough it was much later as you reckon time,
things changcd. You changcd. You bcgan to Forgct that you were
part of the whole. lnstcad you saw 30ursc|vcs as a dominant sPccics.
From there it was but a short space to bc|icving 3oursc|vcs lords of
the earth, with dominion over others, csPccia”fj the animals whom
you now bcgan to dcstrog in greater and greater numbers. ]:_vcn
the Ncwcomcrs had ‘<nown that tl’»cg need ta|<c onlg what thcy
needed—for c|ot|'1ing, for food, and for shelter.

“You in your newfound power l:;cgan to take more because
it was there to take. You sought to build great stocks of cvcrything,
Judging this as wealth. Soon you bcgan to take from the earth also,
stcaling the bright hidden tokens you ca”chcls, or the rich 3cl|ow
blood you call go|d—a|wags in the belief that the Posscssion of such

things madc 3OU eéveén more POWCFFUI.
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“|n fact that power was short-lived, and it has remained so
to this clay. Yet the [ arth has been ravagcd without cease, until it
is almost bereft of its richest Posscssions. F ven the very life-blood
of the world—that which you call uranium—has been taken out and

its true function twisted to create wcaPons.”

All of this was delivered without passion, though it might have
been seen as an indictment of humankind. At this point I asked a question
about the true purpose of uranium, and my companion answered as
follows:

“T he true use of this earth-blood is to kccp the temperature
and energy of the [ arth constant. By ta‘(ing so much of it from
within the world, this has become unbalanced. This is somcthing
that will rcquirc dca|ing with in time to come. |t is all part of the way
that your sPccics have fallen out of a]ignmcnt with the rest of your
world. By P|acing yoursc]vcs at the summit of creation, you have
lost siglﬁt of your true status.

“T hat, as | have said, is as an cqua| part of the web of all
tl'mings. You would be better to see 3oursc]vcs as allies of creation
rather than its rulers. Bg choosing to work in harmong with the
natural world—as once all |iving things did—gou could still redress
the balance.

“|F your life brushes against that of another creature, you
feel somcthing. |f you take the life of another creature, you feel
somcthing. |t is no great step to extend this to Fcch’ng somcthing
when you touch a rock or a tree, when you feel the energy of a river
or the sea.

“Many feel these things, 3et your race continua”g shut out
these Fcc|ings. Just as you attach devices to your horses so that
thcg can see onlg ahead, so you have done to 30ursc|vcs, |imiting
your vision until you can see nothing save that which is before you.
Only when you learn to remove the guards will you cxPcricncc true
vision. You must seek to become reconnected to cvcrytlﬁing and to

end tlﬂc scParation you |'1avc crcatcd For 3oursc|vc5.”
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Thoroughly intrigued by this, I asked how we might achieve
such a thing.

“T he answeris too complcx togiveina singlc moment. | here
are many things you can do to bring about a reconnection. Bcgin
by noticing the world around you. Bg tru]g |oo|<ing. E)}j sccing Past
the surface of tlwings to the level of SPirit.

“At the moment when you go out into nature you see on|3
the surface of things. Trccs, grass, water, Plants. Yet the rca]ity of
these things is far greater. Once you knew this. You can discover it
again if you tru]y wish. Next time you are outside look around you.
Try to see bcgond the surface into the true nature of the things
you see. Tl’uough you may find it difficult to do so at first, in time
you will bcgin to see more and more. IF you continue far cnough and
clccp|3 cnough you will even bcgin to communicate with the 5Pirit
within the things you are obscrving. ln truth you will cease to be
observers at all and become Part of the thing you are |oo|<ing at.

“T his is what the ancient bards of this land meant when thcy
spokc of having “been” a thing. T his was more than a Poctic image,
but a very real truth. T o tru]3 know a tl‘ming is to become one with it.
Just as to become one with it is to tru]y know it.

“When you do this you will bcgin to understand the true
nature of things and your own rc|ations|1iP to them. Fcrhaps tlﬂcn,
when P|ants and rocks and animals are no |ongcr soulless things,
you will cease to treat them as suc|'1, cease to take them and use
them as you have now for so many of your ages. |f you are tru|y
rcadg to enter a new era then you must discover how to make such
changcs to the way you view tl"lings. On|3 when you have done so
will you be tru]g liberated from the narrow Placc in which you have
Put 3oursc|vcs.

“« At present you arc_just as much Prisoncrs as if you were
tru|9 locked up within stone walls. T he walls of your Prison are not
ones that you can see with your eyes, but t|—1c3 can still be
rccognizcd. Oncc you have done that you can bcgin to deal with
the walls in your own time. But this will on|y bcgin to HaPPcn when
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you have taken the first steps towards acknowlcdging the rca|it9 of
your rc|ations|'|ip to cvcrgthing. Oncc that has happcncd then other
realizations will follow. Remember, you are part of the divine whole.
Onlg when you recognize this will you bcgin to move forward, and

to become what you are destined to be.”

At this point I began to grow tired. Although during the weeks
that followed I became used to the strange experience of listening to my
visitor, it never wholly ceased to have this effect. The effort of attending
to, and then of recording, the messages that came to me in this way took
more energy than I realized.

I have read since that others who have experienced this type of
communication have found fatiguing the effort of keeping the line of
communication open. At any rate, this concluded the first day of my
dialogue with the Sidhe.

At the end I felt bewildered, disbelieving even. After all I had
felt and experienced I was still aware that I had been sitting in my room,
staring at a drawing that somehow enabled me to both see and hear a
being who was neither of my own race nor kind, and who was not,
indeed, visible to anyone else. On the face of it, the whole thing was
ridiculous, and I came as near in that moment as I ever did thereafter to
abandoning the whole thing.

With hindsight, I am glad I did not. The experience of talking
with the Sidhe changed me in all kinds of ways—1I think for the better. It
certainly opened my eyes to things that I might never otherwise have
considered. It is my hope that the same thing will be true for those who
read this account, even if you never put into practice any of the teachings
offered here.



ChaPtcr ]=our

Reunion

“5Pirit is that which animates cvcrgthing.”
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he next day I was awake early and sat before the image of
the Great Glyph. Almost at once my visitor appeared before me, seeming
as solid and real as anyone I might meet in the street—though certainly
very different to look at! I began by asking what he had meant by the
“fragmentation of the self.” His answer was swift and detailed.

“Oncc every Part oFfjour bcing was who]c, each Part related
to the other, head to heart, heart to hand, hand to mind, mind to
soul. But, as time Passccl, you have scParatccl these things, these
asPccts oFyoursc|vcs, into many small Packagcs. Many now do not
even acknowlcdgc the presence of SPirit within cvcrgthing, even
within your own selves. DcsPitc the evidence that is dai|3 given to
you, you still turn away from such things as trivial or of little use.
Yet, the giFt of Spirit is a great one, forit not on|3 connects you to
cvergtl’uing c|sc, it connects you to 3oursc|F.

“How many of your kind are weary and listless? [How many
feel that thcy are sPcnding their time Fruitlcss]y and without reason?
We see many thousands who c]ailg give away the gif:t of life in order
to acquirc more and more Posscssions, without any real
undcrstanding of w|'13 tl’wcy do so. Thcg have become like machines,
enacting the same movements every day without undcrstanding or
Fccling. T his is due in part to the loss of 5Pirit, this state of un-

connectedness that you have created for 3our5c|vc5.”

I pointed out here that for many people spirit had a religious
connotation that they could not accept.

“Acknow|cc|ging the presence of Spirit does not rcquirc
the kind of belief you are rchrring to. T o those like ourselves who
have been here ]ongcr than man, your systems of belief are all as
one. Man\xj of the teachers you most revere have sPokcn of these
things, but they can still be seen as existing outside spcciFic
doctrines.

“Spirit is that which animates cvcrything. When you see a

FIB, or a fish, or a bird, it has life. IFHOU choose to see life as a series
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of reflexes, then of course you will not be able to perceive the actions
of SPirit in all things. Yet it is just this presence that tells us that a
thing has life. Jt is not the abi ity to think, or even to create, those
actions by which you set so great a store that defines what is alive.

“T he humblest creature contributes to the whole, thouglw it
may never spcak, or form a thought, or create angthing other than
more of its own kind. |t has life. |t possesses SPirit. In this it is no
diFFcrcnt From any one oF your ‘(incl, or From any stone or tree or
river. All possess life, and all possess 5Pirit. Lifeis Spirit, and
SPirit is life. 5urcl3 this is simP|c cnough to understand!”

A good deal of what my visitor had just said was familiar to me
in one form or another from my readings. I knew there was an essential
problem for many people who heard such things. I said: “Many are not
able to see what you call Spirit.”

“On|9 because t|—1c5 have cut themselves off from an
undcrstanding of what it means to be alive. You have become too
concerned with the process of what you see as life. You live for a
few brief years and then you are gone. |f you consider what you
were before or what you will be afterwards, it is on|3 to consider
whether your lot will be one of comfort or Punishmcnt.

“Evcn those who sPcal( of cn|ig|’1tcnmcnt, who try to
transcend the concern of all humanity with the tl'wings of the Hcsh,
still concern themselves with ideas of Pcr{:cction. Our cxPcricncc
of these tl‘wings is that there is no such thing as Pcrlccction. We
continue to evolve. [ ven the Sidhc, who grow so s]ow|5 comparcd
to humankind, even we do this. |n the last thousand years we have
changcd ]itt|c, but before that we underwent a number of changcs

that made us very different from what we were before.”

When I asked for more details of this my visitor shrugged his
shoulders.
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“|t is not as you would understand. T he changcs to which |
refer are not definable in your sPccch. Tl’wcy are not imProvcmcnts
or clcvcloPmcnts, but rather changcs in the way we relate to creation.

“Wc have found thatthe veils between the worlds have grown
thinner with time, and as thcg have changcd so has our sense of
awareness of the realms that are bcyonc] our normal senses. In time
we believe this will haPpcn to you also, but magbc not for many
hundreds of your years. We will watch this with intcrcst,Just as we

shall watch to see if you survive.”

“How can we help ourselves to develop in this way?” I asked
then.

“There are many ways to do this. Simply bg paying attention
you will learn more than you can by stud}jing the details of the
dimension in which you find Hoursc|vcs. You can learn much in this
way, but Far more can be achieved by stillness and attentiveness to
cvcrgthing. By recognizing its rc|ations|'1ip to cvcrgthing else as |
have said.

“As |ong as you continue to separate cvcrgtlﬁing into small
parts, you will understand less and less. As individua]s, I would say
that you should practice obscrving the true nature of cvcrgthing.
Do this bg sitting still and banisl’n’ng the many tl'uoughts that fill your
minds and distract you from tru|3 seeing and Fccling. T hat way you
will learn to reconnect. Once you are reconnected you will bcgin to

perceive the patterns within the whole.”
“And this will help us to restore our own inner unity?”

“Yes. As you bcgin to g|impsc the unity within cvcrything,
50 you will bcgin to perceive the unity you once had but have since
lost. T he unity of sPirit and mind, heart and head, soul and body
that will lead the way to dccpcr awareness of what you can be.

“First must come a recognition of SPirit, for from this flows

much else. 5Pirit is the centre around which all else revolves. Jt sends
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forth messages that are heard 55 the rest, and so gradua”y the
disharmony which is the soul-note of your bcing at this time will
become harmonized again. You will feel once more Part of the great
whole and become aware of much that has been lost to you through
the ages.

«|t may even be that you will be able to Pcrccivc us c|car|5
without need of such devices as the GIHPH T hat remains to be
seen, for there is a great deal of susPicion of those that are other
than yoursc|vcs.

“Now, | sense you, are growing tired. | et us continue at

another time.”

My visitor withdrew at once, leaving me with a sense of rising
excitement. If only a quarter of what he was saying was true, then
humanity as a species was about to enter the most exciting—and
challenging —age it had ever experienced! Despite my tiredness I could
not wait for the next session.

In fact it was to be several days before I got back to my study
and to the Great Glyph. Work took me elsewhere, but in all that time I
never ceased to think about the experience I was undergoing, and to
wonder at its meaning.

When I was finally able to continue my dialogue with the Sidhe,
I asked again about the need for reunification of the scattered being of
humanity. My visitor had this to say of the causes behind our failure to
be satisfied by anything:

“Thcrc never before has been a time when you have had
the oPPor‘tunity to follow whatever calls out to you. th it seems
that your lives are c]isaPPointing and dull. You are ever determined
to seek some new cntchrisc or diversion to raise your sPirits.
[ ntertainment has become a god to you, the most imPortant thing
in your |ivcs——3ct you are still dissatisfied at heart.

“This cmPtincss at the centre of your bcing is somcthing
that will on|3 be answered by rccstablislﬂing the unity of SPirit that

P|accs you once again near the hcart oF creation.
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« At present the restlessness and dissatisfaction you feel
are fueled bg a belief that your lives are without clccPcr meaning.
So you bemoan your lot and express your dissatisfaction bg ]onging
for ever more complcx adjuncts to |iving.

«Often your dissatisfaction with life is cxPrcsscd as anger,
and anger itself takes sl'waPc and form when it is so often uttered.
We see anger wa"<ing cvcrgwhcrc in your world, given shapc and
form by its constant renewal. IF you could learn to givc as much
attention and energy to less negative aspects ofgour life, you would
see immediate improvcmcnt in the way you feel.

“Fragmcntation of the spirit is at the heart of these Fcclings
you cxPcricncc. Because you are no |ongcr in touch with the many
asPccts o? 5oursc|F, the wor|d around you has |ost the Frcshncss it
once had.

“T he links between heart and mind, bodg and 5Pirit are
c]ccP|5 brokenin many oFgour kind. Jf you could onlg learn to reunite
these links, reestablish contact with your own sundered selves, the
world in which you live would once again shine forth in all its old

bcauty.”

I asked at once how we might do this.

“Mang things of which | have alrcaclg spokcn are imPortant
here. Inncr sti”ncss, greater attention to cvcrgtl'wing around you—
and within you. A\ sense of communion with the natural world and
the ancient harmong oFgour selves. Thcsc are all a Part of the way
in which Prima| harmong can be restored.

“You are used to t|'\in|<ing back to a Pcriod of great
disharmong, of chaos, from which you believe all life cmcrgcd; but
alrcadg there are those among you—scientists and thinkers—who
are bcginning to recognize the essential unity of all things. Once
this is understood by more of your kind, a changc will take P]acc
and you will bcgin to feel reconnected to the universe and to each

other and to both the visible and invisible worlds around you. T his
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will bring greater balance and a real sense of life that will banish the
grayness and dullness you feel.

“We neverlost sight of this dccP harmony of all |iving tl’n’ngs,
which are linked 133 the presence of SPirit in whatever way that may
manifest. T hese things of which | spcalc are given to you in order
that you may once again become aware of the true unity of all things—
of 3oursclvcs and the worlds around you, oF things both seen with
your eyes and tl‘mings seen bg your sPirit.

“\What more clear indication of the way you have rc|cgatcd
5Piritual matters to a level of disbelief or scorn than the response
received bg many of your greatest visionaries in recent times. [ ven
now, when the world around you teems with energy and when more
and more of yourrace are enabled to see these things with the eyes
of the Spirit, there is constant mockcry of such things.

“Bc aware that you, too, will receive such a response if you
choose to share these words with others. But if on|3 a few listen
and understand what we are saying, that will havcjustiFicd this
communication. WI"ICtl’]CF this will be cnough to bring about the

changc we hoPc to see is another matter. But we are hoPcFuL”

AsTlistened to this I became increasingly uncomfortable. While
I recognized the truth of what I was hearing, another aspect became
more and more pressing. As a father myself, I had become alarmed at
the direction in which I saw the young headed —towards what I could
only see as a time of greater and greater destructiveness. I wondered
what the Sidhe might have to say of this and what—if anything—we
should be saying to our children.

My communicant was silent for several moments after I asked
this. When he spoke again I seemed to detect certain unease in his tone
of voice— the only time I felt this in our conversations.

“T his is not an easy thing for us to answer. We rcProducc
on|3 rarc|3 and therefore do not encounter the Prob|cm of which
you sPca‘(. Yet | will say this: you are right to feel concern for the
future of your children, for there is indeed a negativity and

destructiveness about them that is very Powcr{:u|. |n part this is
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because you have failed to instruct them in the matters of SPirit, or
to encourage the needful respect for all living things.

4 am aware this is no easy thing, but it is important to show
your young that there is a greater mgstcrg than thcg know of at the
heart of the universe. T his is somctl‘wing that goes far dccPcr than
the ancient issues of generation, which we know has alwags P]agucd
you. Noris it sufficient to spcak to them of the beliefs you possess,
for the truths thcy seek are dccPcr than any systcm of which you
are aware.

“T here is a very real dangcr that many of the rising
generation will bring such a negative energy to their lives that a break
in the chain of bcing may occur. |f thcg are unaware, or disbelieve
the presence of SPirit, then how are their children to learn of these
things? |n two generations all respect for the dccPcr matters of life
could be cxpungcd. After this, there will be little chance for you to
find the Path to wholeness again.

“«As towhat you may say to your children now, | believe that
this can on19 be a qucstion of showing bg cxamp|e. | thcg see on|9
the dar‘(, destructive side of your natures now, how are thcy to
understand there is angthing else? th dcsPitc these things I have
said, there is still hopc. T here are many among your young who
Pcrccivc us (not onlg the very 3oung) and are aware of the greater
meaning of the world.

“I cannot say whether there are cnough of them to turn the
tide, but | do believe that if:your race is tomake the return to harmong
Possib]c thcy must do so at least in part bg showing the young the
true nature of life. |t may well be in the nature oFgour kind that many
will not hear what you say, but you must at least trg.

“bcyond t|’1is, the best you can do is to offer unconditional
love to your cl‘)ildrcn, and do not cxPcct more from them than thcg
can givc. Thcsc things may seem ovcrlg clear to you, but there are
many who do not rccognizc the need for such tl'n'ngs. Spcak, thcn,
oPcnIH of these matters. Do not seek to impose your ideas, but
rather to offer them as gifts to your children. Fcrhaps cnough will

listen and understand to turn the tide.”
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At this point I felt the conversation had come to an end, but
before the link was broken my companion continued.

“Thcrc is another matter, not unconnected to this qucstion
that | would sPea|< of. T his concerns the imPortancc of the
ancestors in your lives and in your future. T his may seem surPrising
to you, since for your kind the ancestors are in the past and have
no influence on your lives bcgond that of recollection and memory.

“Yet the ancient PcoP|c of these lands believed that the
influence of the ancestors became stronger as time Passcd, and this
is true now also. by ancestors I do not simply mean the fathers and
mothers, or the grandparcnts of each individual. Rather | refer to
the ancient wise ones who hold the memory of your race and kind,
and much wisdom besides.

«“T hink of it thus: that there is a great storehouse of
ancestral ‘(nowlcc]gc that is available for you to access whenever it
is needed. Much that | have told you is a|rcad3 known to your
ancestors and could have been accessed at any time in the Past
ages. Not all the ancestors have known incarnation as you would
understand it; rather thcg are Prcscnt in the Othcrwor]d as nodes
of energy around which have grown a shell of wisdom and
undcrstanding gcncratcd 133 your |iving sPiritual bcing.

“|f each and every one of your kind has learned somcthing
from the cxPcricncc of incarnation then all of this |<now|cdgc has
been stored in the essence of the ancestors. T here is indeed much
dccP tcaching rcgarc]ing this subjcct, which | will sPcak of again,
but for the momentlet Hoursclf become accustomed to the thought
that there are those in the Othcrwor|d to whom you have access
simP|3 bg tuning in to the Possibilit3 of their presence.

“And, on the matter of your children, you might well P|acc

them in the care of their ancestral guardians.”

“You mean, like guardian angels?” I asked.
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“Indccd, that would be as close as you could come to
undcrstanding this mystery at the moment. |F each child is Posscsscc]
of a guarclian from among the ancestors—and let me say again that
this does not need to be one of their own bloodline—then tl-xcy will
become more open to an undcrstancling of the presence of SPirit
in all tlﬁings, and will be Protcctcd to some extent from the
destructiveness of the age into which thcg are born.

°F or you also, whatever your age or generation, an
undcrstanding of the giFts offered to you by the ancestors is
imPortant. T hink of them as channels for an ancient wisdom that
transcends any spcciFic belief or tcaching. T his is the most 5imP|c
and 3ct the most Profound wisdom of all. From them you may learn
much, and like we of the Sidhe thcg are part of a continuing

movement towards reunification of SPirit in all.”

At the end of this conversation I felt an overwhelming urge to
go out for a walk. My mind was full of the words of the Sidhe, and I
wanted nothing more than to go out and share them with others. Yet, at
this stage, I knew this was not an option. A few days into the experience,
I was still filled with doubts and uncertainties. I thought again of the
words of my visitor, of his instruction to observe more and more in order
to silence the chattering thoughts that distract us so much as we go about
our daily lives.

My steps turned in the direction of my local park, an oasis of
green amongst the concrete and glass of Oxford. It was a favorite place
of mine to go when I was working on a new book or article. Here I could
resolve the ideas I was struggling to put into words. Nearly always I
would come back energized, ready to sit down at my desk and work for
several hours at a time.

As Iwalked I thought of what my communicator had said about
the original sense of community that existed between humans and the
natural world. I found myself looking at a particularly fine oak tree that
had brought me and others hours of shade from the heat of the summer
sun.

Today, I tried to see more deeply into the nature of this tree—
and was rewarded by a sense that I was looking not just at something
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with trunk, branches and leaves, but something that possessed a spirit
of its own. It’s not easy to describe this. The tree remained a tree; yet it
also became something more —a kind of link between two states of being,
two aspects of the world, human and plant.

Drawn by this feeling, I lay down beneath the branches of the
old oak, and, as I had done countless times before, stared up through
the branches at the patches of blue sky that showed through. As I did so
a sense of stillness and peace descended on me. The constant hum of
traffic noise faded away, leaving me with a sense of deep contentment. I
might have been anywhere in the world other than in the middle of a
busy city.

Perhaps I fell asleep for a time. But I became aware of the
presence of the representative of the Sidhe, not as a solid presence as
when I sat before the Glyph, but like a wind-borne spirit drifting lazily
through the park. No words were exchanged, yet it was as though a
ripple of response went through the earth itself, and certainly through
the tree. It seemed that some silent words had been spoken, which I
could not hear, but to which the world around me responded with delight.
Even more wondrous, I felt something in me respond also—not to the
being from the Sidhe, but to the other realm that surrounded and
interacted with mine. It was as though the growing things that were all
around me —trees, grass, flowers in their carefully tended beds, suddenly
became aware of me—and that I was listening, really looking, really
sensing their own unique signature. And they were glad, very glad
indeed, and sent back their own response by seeing me!

The sensation lasted maybe a moment only, and then I was back,
aware again of people passing, of the steady rumble of traffic, of a jumbo
jet passing over Oxford. But just for that moment I felt that my senses
had been extended outward, further than ever before. If this was what
the Sidhe meant by reconnecting with the web of creation, then I wanted
to experience it again, even to make it a permanent part of my rapport
with the world around me.

I walked home as full of wonder as when I had started, but now
with a new sense of purpose. I would indeed listen to the Sidhe, and
even if I was not always able to feel this certain of their truth, I would at
least give them the benefit of the doubt and do my best to follow the
wisdom they seemed so willing to share.
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Chaptcr Five

|ncarnation

“There are many ways in which the word

whcrc we c]wc“ and your worlcl are thc same.”
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My curiosity about my visitor grew stronger every day. By
now I had read more about the Celtic fairy race; but I found most of the

books either repetitive or vague. Some believed them to be no more
than a memory of an older race—perhaps the Picts who once lived in
the northern area of the island. Others — the majority it seemed —believed
the fairy folk to be no more than a projection of the human mind —much
like angels. Yet, here and there, I came across accounts like those collected
by the great folklorist W.Y. Evans-Wentz in his 1911 book, The Fairy Faith
In Ireland, which not only took the existence of the Sidhe seriously, but
also described beings not unlike my own visitor.

It was about this time that I decided, after lot of soul-searching,
to talk to an old friend about my experience. It was to be his prompting,
as well as a desire to know more, that led me to take the bull by the
horns and ask for more direct information about the Sidhe themselves.

David Spangler is a well known teacher and natural philosopher
whose lively and enquiring mind has often acted as a sounding board
for my wilder flights of fancy over the years. I felt that if anyone could
give me an unbiased, clearheaded response to the communications I was
receiving from the Sidhe, it was he.

I phoned him one evening, and after a brief exchange of news
launched into a fairly detailed account of the events at Gortnasheen and
all that had followed on from there. “Am I going crazy?” I asked when I
had poured it all out.

“Not a bit,” replied David. “This is fascinating. Can you send
me the stuff you’ve been getting?”

I agreed to do so, and posted a fat package of notes to my friend.
A few days later he called me.

“It's all extraordinary stuff all right. Reads pretty well too. I think
it's on the level.” He went on to express some doubts over the somewhat
negative aspects of the opening communication, but ended by saying
that he totally supported what I was doing and looked forward to reading
more.

After this I sent regular bulletins of my continuing dialogues,
receiving detailed and excited responses. After a while David began to
supply me with questions that helped to broaden the approach to my
communicator. Many of the most searching queries came from this source,
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and I am glad to acknowledge both the support and fellowship of my
friend throughout the experience of the Sidhe communications.

My own curiosity about this mysterious race that had chosen to
contact me began with a simple enough question: I wished to know more
about them, about their nature and being. The response I received was
so interesting that I spent several more days exploring the history of the
Sidhe. My visitor’s first response was guarded:

“Thcsc are not toPics that are easy to discuss. Wc are not
like you, clcsPitc the simi|arit5 in our outer appearance. As | said
before we were both of the earth as you were, but at some Point our
lives divcrgcd—gou might say that we “evolved” digcrcnﬂg. Not onlg
is this the case, but also we entered at a different Point in the
creation of the universe and thus we exist in a Para”c| state that is
also tangcntia] to your undcrstanding of the world.

“When | sPokc of our dwc”ing under the earth, of making
P|acc5 to dwell, | did not mean that we dwelled there in an actual
realm that was beneath the earth as you understand it. Ratl’wcr, ]
would see it as existing both in the realm where we have our bcing,
and in your realm at the same time. As though both Placcs occuPicd
the same space but were 5cParatcc| in some way.

“There are many ways in which the world where we dwell
and your world are the same. |n both there is rc|ations|'1iP to each
other that is intended to enable us to share the sPirit of the world,
to exPcricncc that which unites evergthing. Both your race and mine
cxPcricncc this, but diFFcrcntly. T hus we cxpcricncc time in a

different way, as | have a|rcac|5 mentioned.”

I found this hard to follow, and asked if he could define any of
these ideas in a broader way.

4 will try. Time is an essence in which we are contained. |tis
as real as any substance and Hct it has no substancc, no form that
we can rccognizc. I have a|rcadg referred to the fact that your
measurement of dags and hours is Purc|5 artiFiciaL and yetwe also

measure time, and recognize its nature, which is much more fluid than
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you rccognizc. |t can, for instance, flow both forward and backward
under certain circumstances. | his occurs on|3 when the right
PrcParations are made—a space must be cleared into which the
essence of time is cncouragcd to flow.

“In part this is wl'my we Pcrccivc time diFFcrcnt|3 from you. |t
appears to flow more 5|ow|3 in our world, tl‘mough in fact it is moving
at cxact|9 the same time as in your realm. Thisis a Paradox that | am
unable to cxPIain more Fu"g. Norisit necessary for you to know it
at the present time. |ndeed, it is far more imPortant for you to realize
that time has made you its slave in your world. IF you are to move on,
you must free 5oursclf from this tyranny. Remind 5oursc|{: dailg that
you are not the slave of time, that you can be free of it and that
when you do so it will bcgin to stretch. T his is not simP|3 a matter of
ceasing to count the divisions of time that are so much a part of
your lives; rather it is a matter of stepping outside of the stream,
watching it and bcing part of it yet no ]ongcr caugl’wt in its current.
This is not as hard as it may seem. With practice you can bcgin,
5|0w|3 at first, to step aside, to observe the flow of time. When you
are able to perceiveitasa fluid motion youmayeven learn to reverse

the flow as we have done for many of:gour agcs.”

My next question was one that David Spangler had asked: did
the Sidhe think of themselves as incarnated beings in the same way as
we think of ourselves?

“|F by incarnation you mean birth into the soliditg of the
wor]cl, then the answer is yes. thn I 5Pol<c of our coming from the
earth | meant that we cmcrgcd as did you from a state of ancient
bcing into what we may call life. | am uncertain of the exact process
bg which your race cmcrgccl and how it has cvolvccl—c]csPitc the
fact that we have observed you for many ages.

“Fcrhaps it is that we both dcvc|opcd but at different rates.
T here is also the idea that you possess of Iosing the origina| Puritg
of your creation and bccoming somehow lessened. T his did not

occur to us. WC areé NOw as we were |ong ago. OUF |<now|cc|gc O{:
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oursclvcs is the same dcsPitc the fact that we have evolved in other

ways.”
“You speak of knowledge; do you have a concept of intelligence?”

“IF | understand the qucstion corrcct|3, | would say that we
are the sum of what we know. Thc ‘<now|cdgc of the world and the
earth and the energies that flow through it defines us. Because we
are ancient we have had time to 5tud3 the things that move us
forward. Wc are not static even though we move 5|ow|3. Our minds
are subtle and quicl( but we step aside from this stream as from time,
scc‘(ing a|wa35 to dcvc|oP the marriage of sPirit with tlﬂought.

“Our evolution has been very different from yours. Where
you have followed the Pa’ch of the machines upon which you now
chcncI, we chose not to follow that Path but to spcnd our time
sccking to dcvc|oP other skills. Your race has called our abilitg
“magic,” but in truth it is no more magica| than angthing you have
achieved. |t is simplg a different way of working. T hus, when we
want to travel between one P|acc and another we have on13 to
dissolve our essence and reconstitute it where we wish to be. At
the same time we have never tru|3 left the P|acc where we were, we
simP|3 sent Part of our consciousness to that other P]acc.

«Our abi]itg to create a harmonious link with other aspects
of life gives us the abi]itg to do many tl’n’ngs that seem magical to
your kind. th you also could learn these tl’vings. Thcy are subtle
to be sure, but with time and Practicc thcg may be learned as any

skill may be learned.”
Again [ asked for a deeper definition of these ideas.

“Considcr for a moment, as | have alrcadg saicl, that
cvcrgthing has 5Pirit. You have Spirit. Stones have Spirit. The
very air has SPirit. T hus, if the sPirit within you can sPcak to the
sPirit within another, then you can create a link that enables you to

combine the two within one. |n this way you can bring about changcs

49



that are very subtle. You could, for cxamPlc, cl—wangc your form by
cstablishing a link with the sPirit of a creature.

“So long as it was wi”ing to sustain the cxchangc between
you, you wou|d become t|—1c creature and thc creature wou|d, in a
certain sense, become you. |t is a matter of overcoming otherness.
The idcntity which we all possess, Sidhe, animal, humankind, is onlg
a matter of outer form. T he rca|it5 of SPirit is much dccpcr and
more constant, since it does not rcquirc form of itself. This is the
imPortancc of rccstablishing contact between Boursc|vcs and the
spirit within cvcrgthing. Once you have reconnected your own

scattcrcd sc|vcs tl'n's s|'10u|c| be a natural outcome.”

“So you are saying that what we call “magic” is the manipulation
of spirit?”

“Not manipulation. We are all part of a process that has no
cnd—though | understand that this may be a difficult concept for
your kind, who see 5oursc|vcs as finite bcings. Part of the process
is to establish the dccpcst Possiblc link between all things, all
aspects of life.

“When this occurs, it occurs natura”g, and the cooPcration
between each aspect of 5Pirit is such that there is no maniPu|at|'on
involved. You might wish to raise a hcavy objcct such as a stone.
To do so you need the agreement of the stone and the Fc”owship
of the stone with your own sPirit. Togcthcr, in harmong, the stone
may then be moved. |n this sense all things that are incarnate are
part of the wholc—many among your kind have a|rcad5 rccognizccl
this, but have been unable to move to the next stage. Oncc the
undcrstanding of this rc|ationship is tru|3 in Placc, you must be rcadg
to move forward by aPP|5ing the ‘<now|edgc to your lives.”

“How can we do that?”

“| am aware that this is a difficult thing for you to grasp. Try
to think of cvcrgthing around you as sharing ina ]argcr state of
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bcing that is all inclusive. T his does not mean that you have no
individual rca]itg, any more than it means this for us. SimP15, it gives
us both access to a level of rca|it3 that is different from the one you
experience dailg. One of your wise men said that all form was illusion
and in some way he was rigl'wt. T|’1c outer shaPc assumed by all bcings
at the moment of incarnation is far more subtle than is gcncra”g
understood bg your race.

“T|’1u5, before you enter the world, you have alrcadg taken
on the form you will wear during your lifetime. This form continues
like an echo even after 5Pirit has returned to its Point of origin.
But this form is not the true nature of the bcing who inhabits it.
That passes on to other things.”

This was so exciting that I burst out with a question that I had
already intended to ask. Were the Sidhe talking about reincarnation?

“|n a certain sense tl’vat wou]d be the name you havc For what
| am rchrring to. [For us it is different, for we are so Iong—hvcd that
few of us have cxpcricnccd this. Yetwe believe that Spirit continues
when the cnvc]oPc of form is discarded. Some there are who have
returned to us and spokc more of these things. lndccd we are not
deathless, but death is simP|5 a small cl‘iangc in our rc|ations|1iP with
the world as we see it. So, in a certain sense, we do not know death,
mcrclﬂ the changc from one state to another.

“But there is much here that we do not understand. Wc are
not al|-l<nowing, we are simP|3 wise. We believe that our dcsting is
somehow linked with yours, but we do not know cxactly how. Mang
ages have Passccl and we have lived side bg side in the world with
scarcc|5 any contact. Your stories of us are strange and seem to
misrcPrcscnt us so that we are Frightcning. Yet some of our kind
have walked in your world, and those of your kind who are able to
see have visited us. T he reason | am spca‘dng to you now is because
we believe the time is aPProaching when you will Pcrccivc us around

you. |n that moment there will be a great shift in the flow of Spirit,
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so that it is vital that you understand us and somcthing of the nature

of the life we share.”

Some of the reading I had been doing prompted my next
question. “Since you speak of the visits by both species to the realm of
the other, I am curious about another aspect of the relationship that is
said to exist between us. I have heard stories about contracts made
between human and Sidhe, and how human men have loved Sidhe
women and vice versa. Is there truth in this and if so what is the nature
of such contracts?”

“Ccrtain|3 it is true that our sPccics have intcrminglcd from
time to time. |n part this is because both our spccics are subjcct to
the same kind of laws that result in a meeting of kind with kind. We,
too, know the pangs of love and have been drawn to your sPccics
on occasion. Wc believe very strong|3 that one of the reasons for
our existence here in this P]acc is to learn about |ovc, which we
believe is a very misunderstood Fcc|ing. |t is very needful that we
learn to love w|'10|c|'1cartcd]3, both as individuals and as a race.

“Wc have seen so much hatred in your wor|d, so much
su{:{:cring caused bg misguiclcd affection or the denial of love. Yet
we have bccnjudgcd bg you to be Passionlcss, cold, reserved. T his
is Far From the truth. Many of my PcoPlc have shared Iovc For ages
without stinting. Among humankind it seems that love has become
so Fragmcntcd into so many different channels that it has become
weakened. You spol(c of a contact and that indeed is one of the
central aspects of love. It establishes a bond that is dccpcr than
words, a boncl that shou|d endure and be honorcd dcsPitc the tests
that it must undcrgo.

“Do not think that because we are of another kind we do
not cxpcricncc these things in ways very much the same as you. T|’1c
purpose of love is to transcend the nature of human or 5idhc, to
enable us to restore the damagcd fibers of creation bg Prcscnting a
harmonious image before the rest of creation.

“This is one of the things | referred to when | said that it
was believed bg many among us that there is a time coming when
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there will be grcatcr communication between our two races. T|1is
may wc” bc one oF tl‘uc means by whicl‘u certain asPccts of t|'1<-:

disharmony within creation will be healed.”

This was a theme that had come up before. I decided to ask,
then and there, what we might do practically to bring about a healing of
this disharmony.

“Thcrc are many things. Onc of tlﬁcm, of which | have
alrcadg spokcn, is to heal the Fragmcntation within your own sPirits.
This will lead to a greater recognition of the natural harmong within
the universe, and this in turn will restore much of the damagc that
has been done to the very fabric of creation itself.

“T hink for a moment that when the universe as we each know
of it cmcrgcd, it was whole and comp|ctc, harmonious and sounding
a resonant note. [~ ach and every thing, every bcing and sPccics
uttered a sound that harmonized with each other. Thcg formed a
song that was more beautiful than we can imagine. But gradua”y,
notes of disl'warmong crept into the song. T here were those within
every sPccics, our own included, who became unable to recognize
the note thcg Produccd. Tl'wis led to greater and greater unbalance
and disharmong. Within the shapc of the universe many things came
into l:)cing then that added to this disharmong. It could be said that
one of the tasks of all species is to find their true note and sound it
once again.

“Thisisin part the imPortancc of love, for love is in all things,
whether rccognizcd or not, and where it dwells there is harmony of
5Pirit. If you were to sPcnd more time contcmPlating this harmong
you would be making a great step towards the state of which we
believe you capablc.

“E_ach dag you should SPCnd time considcring your own
note, the sound that would represent you if all things were seen as
music. W|'1cn you can utter that note Pchcctlg, then you 5oursc|F
will be Pchcct. |t does not matter if at first the note sounds crude

or even dissonant—in time it will cl'wangc and you will hear the sound
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as it was meant to be heard. thn all bcings utter their note
Pcrfscctb, then all of creation will once again be Pchcct. T his is the

second of the tcacl'wings we would offer 3ou.”

I thought about this for a moment. If all things had once existed
in a state of harmony, what then, forexample, was our proper relationship
to animals?

“|t is much dccPcr than you realize. Once you were much
closer to all other sPccics and understood them at a dccPcr level
than now. Thcg were your fellows, and when there was a need for
any spccics to give their life for the survival of the other that was
considered an appropriate thing. So,Just as a human hunter might
ask the spirit of the animal he hunted to give up its life so that he
might live, so might the sPirit of the animal ask the hunters sPirit to
give up his life in turn.

“Thus was the harmony of things maintained. Put in later
time this was Forgottcn by your race, who believed, as thcg still
believe, that thcy hada right to hunt animals to extinction. Curious]y,
it is those very creatures who have become guardians of the sPirit
realm. Often those of your kind who Pcrccivc the spirits Pcrccivc
them as animals. W|’1at tl"lcg do not understand is that the very
creatures thcg drove to extinction are chief among those who hold

the ways between the worlds.”

In almost every book I had read about the fairy people it was
said that they lived in a dimension generally known as the Otherworld.
Now I asked if my visitor could say something more about the nature of
this place —always assuming that was where they indeed lived.

“Our realm is not the Othcrwor]d as you would understand
it. As | have said, it is c]osc|9 allied to your own realm. Tl'wc
Othcrwor]d is a P|acc where both races mag_journcg and where tl'wcg
have often minglcd in the past. |n a sense | am in the OthcrworH at
this moment, though l appear to be with you. This is Possib|c
because both P|accs occupy adjaccnt spaces and these two spaces
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OvcrIaP. At this moment your world and mine are touching and thus
you can see and hear me. Thc Pattcrn of the Glyph acts like a
magnet, Pu”ing the two worlds closer togcthcr so that both may be
Pcrccivcd.”

As I listened to this I began to wonder how our world looked to
the Sidhe. In answer to this question my visitor answered:

“«As both strange and familiar. |n some ways it is very like
our world, but cvcrgthing in your world seems less brighﬂg colored,
less rich with life, than in ours. T hus when | look at a tree or a stone
or a river in your wor|c|, | see somcthing that looks a little like these
things as thcg appear in our realm, but with the vita]ity taken from
them. T his was not a|wa35 so, but we have observed a “Fading” of
your realm through the ages.

“This is not because the rcalitg of tl'n'ngs in either world is
so very different, but rather it is that | see them through your eyes.
|ndeed it is one of the reasons that we come to you, in order that we
may Pcrccivc the world as it appears to you, and so better
understand you. But your perception is very clouded. |ndeed, one
of the things that we wish to teach you is to learn to Pcrccivc your

world as it truly is.”

I thought back to that day in the park and the wonderful
experience of feeling the essence of the tree. As though he could indeed
hear my thoughts, my visitor continued:

“|t is Part]y a matter of not trusting the first imPrcssions sent
to you bg your senses. IF you distrust thcsc, you are forced to look
again. |f you look again, you see more dccP|y. Each time you do
this you will see more. T here is a far greater range of color and
texture than you seem to be aware of. Tl’)c same is true of sound.
Yourears are cloggcd as are your eyes bg too many needless things.
Bg seeing and I'wcaring more, you see and hear less. This may seem
a Paradox of what I said about the need to see dccPcr, but in truth
it is not. |t is part of the whole.
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“« Just as you need to see more dccP'H’ so also do you need
to exclude the distracting falseness of certain images, certain
sounds. When your eyes and ears are full, what do you rca”g see or
hear? Thc same is true of all of the senses. You must trg to use all
your senses more sclcctivclg and more dccP|9. Wor‘( to exclude the
brash and futile things that clutter your life and you will bcgin once
more to aPPrcciatc the true nature of the world around you. This is
another Part of the restitution of your scattered selves. Thc senses,
too, are windows upon the sPirit. When thcg are tru|3 clear, you will

cxPcricncc cvcrgthing more clccP|5.”

This last statement triggered another question, one that had been
hovering near the front of my mind for several days. I said: “There’s a
theory I have heard about that the fairy people might be responsible for
the crop circle phenomena. Others have declared them to be fakes. Can
you comment on that?”

“These things that you refer to are not of Sidhe origin,
though we are ccrtain|9 aware of them. Esscntia”g, we believe thcg
have come into bcing sPontancous|3, and that thcg are an attcmPt
to enter into a kind of dia|oguc with you. Not cxactlg as we do now,
but in a broader sense. Some, indeed, have been made bg others
of your race out of a wish to be part of the inner imPu|sc that has
brought these things into bcing. Thcg are indeed g|3p|'15 much like

the one you are now working with.”

“I'm not sure I understand. How can these glyphs happen
spontaneously? Who is actually causing them?”

“Thcg are not caused by any one person or persons,
dcsPitc the ParticiPation of some among you. Kathcr thcg are an
cxPrcssion of the most ancient forces contained in the [ arth. You
might say thcg are the [ arth’s way of communicating with you. Thcg
are an attempt to express concepts in ways that you will understand

—hence thcy take forms that are familiar to you. It is once again a
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question of your consciousness interpreting what might otherwise
be seen as abstract. th thcg express dccP know|edgc, slwaPcs and
Pattcrns which are part of creation’s ancient Forming.

“Jt is too soon yet to see whether thcg will have the effect
that is hoPcd for. T oo many doubt them at the present time, or are
concerned with the method of their creation. Yet if you were to
draw out these SIHPhs and studg them as you have the SlﬂPh bg
which we are able to communicate, you would find that thcy could
open new dcpths of undcrstanding the natural world, and of the
mystery that slccps in the earth.”

“That is wonderful. Can you say more?”

«“T hink of it in this way. T he E arth on which you walk is
more ancient than any of us. Jt has existed for many ages and it will
almost ccrtain|9 exist when all other life is drained from it. T here
are great energies and forces hidden dccP within the land itself.
Some undcrstanding of this has been Posscsscd bg your race for
centuries—the simplcst level of |<now|cdgc enables you to farm and
harvest crops. th there are dccpcr levels that will on|9 be revealed
to you when you are able to enter into a dccPcr communion with all
life. Next time you are out in the natural world, try to p|acc 3oursc|F

into a more rcccptivc state, so that youcan be aware of these things.”

I put one more question, which though it seemed a minor one,
had been nagging at me for days. If the Sidhe had been on earth for so
much longer than us, and if the name by which they were known was in
the Gaelic language, what had they been called before that? Did they, in
fact, have a name for themselves? My visitor seemed amused.

“Wl']at avery human qucstion that is. Wc do indeed have a
name for ourselves—which | will not utter any more than my own name,
for neither is needed here. Wc chose to call ourselves bg the name
that we now use because it is of recent origin and one that still has
mcaning for your kind. |n the same way we make use of the C]|3P|1
though it was carved many ages before the race you call Cc]ts came
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to this land. |n each case the use oF these things is sanctioned bg

its Fami|iarit3 to you and your kind.”

This particular dialogue ended here, but I could not forget the
words of my visitor about the Earth’s latent energies.

Afew dayslater I went to visit friends in the depths of Wiltshire.
Pat and Tom Croom lived in a small house at the end of a long lane. On
every side was a mixture of fields and open pastureland. It was our habit
to go for digestive walks in theevening, usually in companionable silence,
and on this occasion as we ambled across the broad undulations of the
land I let my mind sink into a meditative state. From there I began to
think about the land beneath me, the nature of the earth on which I
walked, where generations of people had walked before me.

At first I felt nothing, then—my feet began to tingle! It was
exactly asthough every step I took called forth a response from the earth.
It was a very strange feeling, and I almost snapped back to a normal
state of perception. But with a little effort I retained my meditative state
and let my mind sink deeper into itself. I focused again on the earth and
this time felt what I can only describe as a sense of communion with the
land. I realized that every grain of soil, every stone and root beneath me
was somehow connected. Even as I walked by the side of my friends
along the barely visible track way in Wiltshire, I was simultaneously
walking on every other piece of earth within a radius of several miles! It
was a very odd feeling, and I realized also that if I could sustain it I
could probably extend the radius much further.

Beyond this, I suspected that if I was really practiced at this kind
of deep awareness, I would be able, somehow, to feel the presence of
those who had walked there before me: people and animals, everything
that was part of the web of creation. The earth where I walked was truly
part of something much bigger, that totality which ecologists such as
James Lovelock have called Gaia, after the Greek goddess, thereby
indicating that the planet itself is a living being —something that the
Sidhe seemed also to believe.

The experience probably lasted only a moment. Then I was back
in my normal state of consciousness. Tom pointed out a hovering kite
far above us and my contact with the earth shifted with my attention.
But the feeling remained with me—is with me now as I write. More
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completely than anything I had read about such things, this experience
taught me the reality of being part of the world I lived on. I do not think
I will ever walk again on the earth without being aware of the deep
connection that exists between it and us. I had learned another valuable
lesson from the Sidhe.



Chaptcr Six

Thc JoumC3

“You have within you the seeds of great
distinction and unutterable bcauty”
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At this stage I had begun to review the preceding
conversations, and to discuss them further with David Spangler. Some
of what my visitor from the Sidhe had said left me with a feeling of
negativity regarding their picture of humanity. One day, on a brief visit
to London, as I was sitting on a bus, I looked out of the window at the
whirlwind bustle of humanity thronging the streets. Everything seemed
atonce dirty and exhausted, and I found myself wondering why we had
bothered to propel ourselves so far along the evolutionary road if we
could manage nothing better than this. The feeling that overcame me
then was dark and disturbing. Generally I have what I can only describe
as fairly warm feelings towards my fellow men and women. Now I found
myself questioning that, looking at the inhabitants of the city as though
they were stamped with what the English prophetic poet William Blake
called, “marks of weal and marks of woe.”

When I got home that night I telephoned David and told him
what I had experienced.

“This is what I was concerned about when I said the
communications were a bit negative. So many of the things like this I've
read since the 1950s have expressed a similar sort of dissatisfaction. It's
very easy to see such things as an expression of the recipient’s own
feelings.”

“But I don't feel particularly dissatisfied with my life,” I
answered.

“I know that,” said David with a laugh. “Which is why I think
you should ask your communicator what he thinks about this.”

Theidea seemed a good one, and when I had rung offIsat down
at once before the Glyph and put this very question. I did so with some
hesitation, wondering what sort of answer I would get; but my visitor’s
response was measured, warm and informative.

“|tis ccrtainly not our wish to cause such Fcclings. As | said
when we first spokc togcthcr, we are an ancient race who has
observed you for many years. Wc have not a|wa35 liked what we
saw—yct for every act of darl(ncss, we have seen an act of |ig|'1t.

Through the making of music and the creation of art, as well as
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through acts of kindness and gcncrosity, you have exprcsscd a
fullness of SPirit that in every way cqua|s any we have seen.
“Thc main reason for our contacting you at this time is
bccausc we |"lave seen the Potcntia| you possess and l:)ecausc it
would give usjog to see that more Fu”g cxPrcsscd. It would indeed
not be wort|~15 of us if we were simp|3 to offer praise and assurance
that you had alrcady achieved all that you might. T his would be
false indeed and very far from the truth. You have within you the
seeds of great distinction and unutterable bcautg. Our fearis that
you will not achieve this unaided, and though we cannot (nor would
we wish) to imPosc our will upon you, we are able to offer guidancc

to |'1c|P you ta‘(c tl’vc next stcPs upon your road o{: dcvclopmcnt.”

“A number of writings have appeared whose authors claimed to
have received them from beings said to be superior to us,” I said, thinking
of the tidal wash of channeled books published in the past decade. “Many
were critical but had little by way of constructive answers to these things.”
My communicator’s reply was patient.

“T hat may be so. but | would not be here if | bore your kind
angthing but goodwi”. T here are indeed those among us who feel
ill disPoscd towards your race—who look with disfavor on your Path—
but many, such as I, believe that because we share the very nature
of creation, we are in a certain sense brethren. Qur evolution has
been different, and we have followed a different Pat|'1 from yours,
but we are in truth not so far removed from you. Ccrtainlg we do
not claim supcrioritg. Jtis 5imp|5 that we have moved further on a
different Path than you, and thus have received a different view of
things.

“MH own Fcc|ing towards your race is that of one who seeks
to hc|P you find the way to a fuller and dccpcr cxPrcssion of
incarnation. |n time, there may even be a reversal of roles—we f'nag
need your hclp. We are ccrtain|3 not Pcr‘Fect (Pcrhaps neither race

can ever bc); in our own way we seek to cvo]vcjust as do you. It is
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my belief that we shall do so mutua”g as two spccics who are both

on ajourncy.”
“How would you describe that journey?” I asked.

“|n the past—a time so distant that even we look upon it as
ancient—it was said that a da3 would come when we would be unable
to changc, and that this changc|ess state would become a burden
to us. We believe that time has now come. We have not evolved
significantb for many ages as you would number thcm—gct we feel
the need to do so.

“Your own race is also at a crossroad. You have come far
since the days when you were Ncwcomcrs to these shores—and
you have traveled so fast that you have become out of stcP with
the rest of creation. |t is as though you have left behind certain
aspccts of 3oursc|vcs and certain Parts that could be dcvclopcd
further. |n yourown |titimcgou have seena greatincrease ininterest
of spiritual matters—yet the effect of this has on|3 been to lose
focus—as though the very Plcnitudc of spiritua] Paths has weakened
your resolve to discover the things that remain hidden.

“Among the greatest gi{:ts we have observed in your race is
the desire to know and to cxP]orc. Tlﬁis hungcr has Propc"cd you
far along the Patl’x of the dag and the Pat|’1 of the night. chcc,
3ourjourncy is indeed one of cxP|oration, not only in time and space,
but in the dimensions of 5Pirit. If ]| said to you that our two races,
human and Sidhe, were on a Para||c| way, that ourjourncg was in

Pursuit of similar goa|s, how would you rcspond?”

Rather nonplussed, I answered that I could not see how this
might be, given the differences in our beings. He answered:

“Yet, is the disParit3 so great as you suggest? We may be
formed in a different way (for this is not tru|5 how | aPPcar) and our
nature may be different, but we are both scc‘(ing the same things—
the answer to our presence in this universe. You are not alone in

as‘(ing such qucstions. Wc, too, are concerned to know whg and
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how we are as we are—in this way we walk a similar Path, and it is one
on which the sharing gives a unique opportunity to learn--for both

of us!”

I was rather stunned by this. All1 could think to say was, “You
said you don’t look the way I see you. What do you look like?”

“| cannot tru|3 show you. Not because I do not wish to, but
because your senses are not attuned to see me as ] trulg am. Thus
when | aPPcarcd to you at First, | took the form that your kind have
often given us. It is as though you have a common Poo| of awareness
and Pcrception that presents you with certain Picturcs. Thus, if |
showed you my world you would see things that your dccPcr mind
told you to see. |t is the same for me. T his is itself of no imPortancc,
but it shows how careful we must both be in acccpting the messages
of our senses. [For instance, | wonder if we see you as you tru|3 are?
Migl’wt not my sense be as Programmcd as 3ours’.’ |t would be casy
to believe that our imPrcssion of your race is false, that we still
Pcrccivc you as you were, rather than as you are now.

“But | believe, as do many others of the Sic“'wc, that though
you have changcd, and most ProFound|g, you are yet unchangcd in
certain ways. Tl’)us we hoPc to encourage you to look more dccplg
at the Potcntial that is within you. If, in dirccting your attention to
this, it becomes necessary to touch upon matters that seem negative,
that is how it must be.”

At this point I felt as though I had been put firmly in my place.
But I also felt I had been answered and that the intentions of the Sidhe
were nothing but kindly towards us—even if they did see our
shortcomings with rather more insight than we were given. Certainly,
my visitor’s comments on our inability to see anything we were not
programmed to see seemed important, and I determined to follow this
up at a later time.

After this it was two days before I had a chance to tune in again
to my visitor from the Sidhe. When he appeared I began by asking a
question concerning the relationship between the fairy race and ourselves.
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Specifically, I asked how we were related, and if so whether there was
an aspect of the Sidhe within us and even an aspect of humanity within
the Sidhe.

“The rclationship between our two races is complcx. | have
said a|rcac|5 that we cmcrgcd first upon this Farth. T he
Newcomers, as we called you, came many thousands ofgcars after
us. At first we tried to sPcal( with you, but your response was either
(as now) not to see us, or to be afraid or angry. Thcrc are stories
still that sPcalc of deaths in both our races, arising from this first
meeting, but it is our belief that these were a result of
misundcrstandings rather than deliberate hostility.

«“T his is all so |ong ago that even we are not certain of it
anymore. Whatever the truth, we decided to avoid your kind, and
took to making ourselves less noticeable, until in the end you simp|3
Forgot about us for many hundreds of your years. [_atcr, we tried
again to make contact with your race as it evolved, but again we
were met |argc|y with fear and Hostihty (though there were those
who saw and acknowlcdgcd us), and so took to hicling. E_vcntua”y,
as | have told you, we withdrew beneath the carth, where we live
still. [_argc|5, we have never felt other than kindness towards your
spccics with whom we share the world as we do with other animal
life.

“Now, at certain times in this |ong historg of our two sPccics,
there have been those who chose to leave the state of bcing in which
we dwell and live with your kind. T hose who have done so have found
themselves growing old and meeting death as do you.

“In the same way, your kind have chosen to come and live in
our world, giving up your gi{:t of mortalitg to become one of us. We
have a]rcady mentioned that there has been love between our kind
and yours and that our blood has ming|cc|. For many years we were
uncertain that this could haPPcn, but in the end it was Provccl that
we indeed could mate, and there are those who share the blood of

one and the other race. Thc effect of this has been to allow us a
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window of undcrstanding upon your kind, and, we believe, a
rcciProca| effect with certain of you.

“T hose whom you call seers have been those who were
attuned to our nature and sPirit. It is our belief that with time and
wi||ingncss on both our parts we may each learn toknow one another
better. In this way, you may learn from us and we from you.

“DcsPitc our differences there are relational ties between
us; we are different families who occupy the same sphcrc of life,
even though not in the same way. You might say that we lived at a
different Phasc or pattern of bcing to each other, yet we believe
that we are constituted simi|arlg. Also, our reasons for incarnation

are not alwags dissimilar.”

Nothing I had heard so far had prepared me for this. I asked at
once if my visitor could say more about these things.

“l:rom what | undcrstand, our tasks are somewhat different.
For you, it is the comP|ction of a work that has evolved with you,
but which was present from the bcginning. Y ou will have heard many
times that the nature of this work has to do with Pchccting
9oursc|vcs. This is only Part|9 true. |ndeed, it would be a good tl'wing
for all the worlds if you could achieve this, but there is more to it
than that. l:or what you are also rcquircd to do is to Pcr{:cct your
rclationshiP with other states of bcing.

“You might consider these as the states that exist before
birth and after death—which are, incidcnta”y, different. You will have
heard that all |iving tl’vings Procccd towards a final goa|. T his is true,
but thcg do so at different rates. Tl'wus, we move more s|owly than
you, yetcovergreater distance as this is measured bg time and space.
Othcr orders of creation, P|ant5, animals, the mineral worlds, are
also cvo|ving.

“Onluj when you are able to bring your undcrstanding to
bear upon these other orc]crs, to Put 3oursc|F once again in harmong
with them, will your next stagc—and theirs—take Placc. This is the

reason it is so imPortant for you to become re-harmonized with the
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rest of creation. As |ong as you exist out of Phasc, there is damagc
to the great web cvcrywhcrc.

“We, too, feel this. The wounding of your world can be
dangcrous to our state of bcing also. For our worlds and our state
of bcing are connected through the heart of the great web of all
bcings and all worlds. Thc Placc thatyou callthe OthcrworH, where
both you and | stand in some sense at this moment, is a P|acc through
which all of creation flows. T hus, you migl'wt move from one world to
the other most casi|y without ever Icaving your own Placc. T his form
of travcling is easy cnough to master. A” you need is a glgph of
each of the P|accs to which you wou|djournc3—t|1cn, as you are
doing now, you can focus upon them and move from your world to
the other.”

“But how can we get to these glyphs? I understand how I found
the one that I am using to contact the Sidhe, but what of the others?”

“Thcsc will become available to you as you Push the barriers
that limit you further and further outward. At present, you can on|y
travel to the cdgc of the boundaries you have imPoscd upon
3oursclvcs, the blinders of which | 5Pol<c earlier. T hese can be
removed 133 what | would call drcaming awakc, by lctting go of your
grip upon the rcalitg that feeds your senses, and a”owing 3oursc”:

to move outward.”

I knew that I had read about something like this before. I racked
my brains fora moment and came up with what Ithought was an answer.
“This sounds a little like shamanic journeying?”

Yt is similar, in that the same area of the mind is accessed
when you undertake such travc|ing. |tis rca”y a matter of tuning out
the distraction of your senses and a”owing the imPrcssions of other
states of bcing to assert themselves. Faradoxica”y, this occurs when
you are more attuned to your innermost organs of sense. thn
you are connected to the circuitry of the wcb, then you are able to
enter that state in which you can move Frcc|3. With this will come
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access to the glgphs that lead between the worlds. With this also
can come great hca|ing for your race—and also for ours. Though
you may find it difficult to undcrstand, we also are damagcd.
“This is somcthing of which | may not 5Pca|< of in any detail,
since it concerns my race only. | sPcak of it now only to show you
that we do not see ourselves as suPcrior to you, but as comPanions

on a continuingjourncg.”

“When you speak of being damaged —is there nothing we can
do to help you?”

“|t may well be that there is. |t has been said among our
Pcoplc that those of another race and kind will be on hand to aid us
when we need it most. Also, itis well known among us that if all the
chains of evolution are linked again, and all orders of creation move
forward l'warmonious|3 as tl‘wcH are meant to, then the wounds in our
own bcing will be lessened or even healed forever. |t may well be
that your race are the ones spo‘«:n oF—tl’wough it seems to me that
we are still far from this time. [For the present, it is cnougl'w that we
5Pca‘< togcthcr in this way, and that we are able to show you some
of the ways in which you might |'1c|P your own dcvclopmcnt and thus
Pcrhaps, in time, hclp us. Do not Forgct that actions taken in your
own realm may well have effects far wider than you realize. |n the
chain of bcing all things are related, and even those not seen bg the

Pcrpctrators can bring dar‘(ncss to othcr worlds.”

I asked a question that had been intriguing me throughout this
exchange. It was this: “If I understand you correctly, we could have access
to other places as well as that where you dwell. Can you say more about
these places, and those who live there?”

“T here are indeed many other worlds. \We have visited them
often over the ages, and those who dwell there have visited us—and
doubtless you also. Thcsc worlds are, Pcrhaps, akin to different
states of bcing as much as to actual P|accs as you would understand
them. F_ach one has its own inner state of bcing, its own echo, as it
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were. | hese states can, in certain circumstances, become linked in
a way that Pcrmits dwellers in either P|acc to cross into the next
realm. |t has been revealed to us that creation is many laycrcd, and
that we may pass from one level to anothcr—though this is indeed
too simP|c since there is no sense of up or down in these P|accs.
T hus you may sPcak of c|imbing to another realm, or of dcsccncling,
but in truth it would be more accurate to say that we move between
these states of bcing, these Otherworlds, without ever moving at

all.»

I was in a state of some excitement by now, and could not help
asking if this kind of travel could take us even to the stars.

“|n the sense that those distant Placcs to which you refer
are in effect no distance at all, the answer is yes. T here are those
like ourselves who travel through the many colored |a5crs with ease,
for since there is no time in these dimensions, distance also ceases
to exist. | would be mislcacling you if | said that | do not Fu”y
understand these matters. Fcrhaps | should say that | do not
possess the words to cxplain it.

“|maginc if you will that mcrc|5 by wishing to do so you might
walk in worlds more distant, as you measure distance, than any world
upon which you have gazcd. Thisis why we have spokcn before to
you of the imPortancc of your imagination. This may become a
vehicle for infinite travel and PcrccPtion, once it is Fu”g awakened

and has been Propcrly trained.”

“This is incredibly exciting. How can we train ourselves to do
such things?”

“|t will take time. You must learn to free your consciousness,
to allow your imaginative Faculty to dcvc|oP far bcyoncl its present
state. | here are certain exercises that we will teach you. Thcg are
very simP|c, but very Powchu| and if used over a Pcriod of time will

bcgin to dcvclop that slccPing Faculty. At first you will think this of
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no grcat imPortancc, but | Promisc you that you will come to view

them with other eyes in time.”
“What are these exercises?”

“Onc we have given you a|rcad3—thc way to open your
awareness to other states of bcing. T he more this is Practiccd, the
greater will be the response from the world around you. As afurther
extension of this, | would say thisto you: pay attention to cvcrything
around you: to the Flig'wt of birds, the movement of clouds, the dance
of leaves in the air. | isten to the song of the wind, the murmur of
the river, the sounds made bg insects in the grass, bees on the wing,
the chatter of crows and the bar‘(ing of dogs. thrcvcr you are
and wherever you go, listen and look—and remember. For in these
things lie the pattern of all creation, of which you are a part. When
you can hear the sound of a buttcrﬁg oPcning its wings, then you
can hear the sounds ofgour own immortal bcing. Soon we shall offer
other skills to you. For the moment, it is imPortant that we continue
this c]ia|oguc Fur‘thcr, so that we have greater command of each

others lives and thoughts.”

At this point the session ended for that day. ButI wasleft with a
deep and overwhelming sense of excitement. I knew, however, that I
must somehow contain this, and putting thoughts of further exercises
firmly from my mind, returned to other questions that had come up
during the conversation and that I now noted for use the next day.



ClwaPtcr chcn

R elations

“We live in a world that is Paintcd by ourselves
to aPPcar as it seems most agreea |c to us.”?
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During the time when I had been gathering the information
from my contact within the Sidhe, I had also been reading about other
invisible or inner beings of this kind, including the nature spirits called
devas, whose role, many now believe, is to minister to the needs of the
Earth and to plant life in particular. At the beginning of the next session,
I asked if these beings were known to the Sidhe and what they could tell
me about them.

“Indccd, we do have ‘<now|cc|gc of these bcings. Our
undcrstanding isthat thcg are Projcctcd bg the bcings of the Plants
as caretakers who minister to them in ways that thcg cannot do for
themselves. |n fact, thcy are like images of the 5Piritua| rca|it3 of
each P|ant. When a P]ant is hca|tl13, it manifests a guardian and
thPcr to care for it. When it is diseased or dying, it cannot do so.
chcc the things that some among you have sPokcn oF, that when
there are these bcings in Placc the life of the Plant is extended
outward and it grows largcr or more Productivc|3. T rees, csPccia”3,
have more than one of these guardians—wc believe this is the origin
of the creatures called “drgads” in your ancient time. We |ong ago
established a harmonious connection with such bcings, who givc us
the giFts of fruit and herbs and other good things that are essential

to our survival.”

“You actually eat then?” I felt foolish as I said this, yet somehow
I had never imagined these rarefied beings actually taking in sustenance
in the same way as ourselves. I felt a ripple of amusement from my
visitor.

“OF course. Dld you imagine that we did not? We, too, cnjog
the fruits of the cartl'w, though we do not eat meat—a strange and
barbaric custom in many ways. We csPcciallg love to drink thcjuicc
of certain fruits—some of which grow on|3 in our lands. T here is
nothing to cqua| the Plcasurc of fruit received from the hands of a
guardian of the tree or bush in which such things grow. Yet we

rccluirc less sustenance of any kind than you. We are so constituted
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that a sma” amount oF any Food |asts muc|'1 longcr t|’1an s tl‘wc case

with your race.”

“When we last spoke you mentioned a multiplicity of worlds
and those that inhabit them. I have been wondering whether it might be
that the so-called ‘aliens’ we have heard so much about in recent times
may be related to the beings you are aware of. Could this be true?”

“As I said bcforc, there are many worlds of which we are
aware and to which we have from time to time traveled. T o us there
is no great distinction between one or another, though thcy are very
different in kind and those who inhabit them vary a great deal.

“T ousall are inhabitants OFSPirit, and Spirit itself chooses
to manifest in different ways. T here are ccrtain|3 those among these
other sPccics w|'10, like us, travel between the worlds and some must
have been seen bg your own kind. |t is PossiHc that these bcings
have been Pcrccivcd in a certain way that has stamPcd them all so
that all who followed the first-comers have been Pcrccivcd bg you
as similar in appearance.

“| mentioned that you seem to be able to see us on|3 in a
certain way, hence my borrowing the appearance you now Pcrccivc.
T his has to do with the training of your senses that | mentioned
before. Only when you have cast aside the Prcconccivcd images
will you see things c|car|3—and this also is true of your own world.

“Imaginc that you saw somcthing |ong ago that you named a
tree. |maginc now that this bcing no longcr looks angthing like what
you first saw. How can you shift your mind until you can see the
rcalitg of the bcing called “tree?” In the same way, if you were able
to Pcrccivc the rca|it5 of your own incarnation, you would Pcrccivc
Hoursclf in avery different way. FcrhaPs even your own outer image
would changc. T his would be seen as an cvo|utionar5 step. But
Pcrhaps you have a|rcad5 taken that stcP and are simP|5 unaware
of it

“If that is true, how can we begin to acknowledge such a

change?”
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“First|5, bg obscrvinggoursdvcs more closc|5. Bg this | mean
that you should be more open to the pattcrns that have been
emerging in your kind for the past hundred years. T his is shown by
the increased interest in all things of the SPin't, and the increasing
dissatisfaction (among mang) with the material Posscssions that have
become so imPortant to you.

“This Fccling is not accidental, but on|5 a part of the far
greater changcs that you are undcrgoing. You have bcgun to shrug
off many of the chains of PcrccPtion that have bound you, and the
eternal giFt of clucstioning, which is as imPortant as your desire to
cxplorc, has bcgun to come forth ever more stronglg.

“|n addition, many of your race have bcgun to sense things
bcyond the range of cvcryday Pcrccption. Many more such dcgrccs
of awareness are manifest in you now than Fi{:tg of your years ago. If

you observe Hoursclvcs ever more closclg, these abilities will grow.”
“But how can we do that?”

“You must have Paticncc. IF you sPcnd a little time every
dag sccl(ing to Picrcc the veils that surround you, rcaching out with
your senses to make contact with the web of bcing and with each
other, you will experience an ever-increasing response from Spirit
itself. C onsider that you are ho|ding a conversation at this moment
with a bcing you cannot see or hear—as such things arcjudgcd bg
your kind—gct you see me and hear me in another way. Fvenif, as |
am aware you occasiona”y thin‘(—gou are on|3 conversing with a part
of HourscW—cvcn if this were true, you are still |carning things that

are buried very dccp|3 in your awareness.”
“Are you part of me?”

“In a certain sense, yes. But only n as mucl’s that we are a”
Part of each other. 50 in my world there are those who seek to
make contact with that part of them which might be termed human.

But in another sense, we are quitc scParatc, and | am not an asPcEt

76



of your consciousness that has scParatcd itself from your ordinarg
self.

“A” that I am saying to you comes from the dccP well of our
wisclom, but it is also your wisdom as well—not simP|5 because we
choose to share it, but because you have Hoursc|vcs bcgun to access
it. T his is what | mean by recognizing that part of 5oursc|F that has
a|rcad5 moved on. Lct me rcPcat: sPcnd a few moments—as |ong as
you can sParc—sccking to transcend the bounds of what you would
call your earthly consciousness. | he results of this will be Fargrcatcr
than you might suppose.

“Bcgin bg making Hoursclfj as calm and still as Possib|c, then
imagine that you are unwraPPing lagcrs of undcrstanding that is no
longcr of use to Hou—s|ow|3 become aware of your eyes, of what
tl'wcg tru|3 see. Trg to focus upon tl'wings-— bcgin with the natural
world. Try tosee bcyond the surface of the earth and be aware of
what is happcning there. (Give some time to this every day for a
Pcriod of your wccks—PcrhaPs six or cight. At the end of this time
you will have bcgun to accustom your thoughts to oPcrating in this
way. AFtcr some time, the process will become second nature to
you, and you will see more with each d33 that passes.

“This is the next of the exercises we Promiscd to give you.
Fursuc it di|igcntly and you will soon notice the changcs that are
alrcady haPPcning. Kcmcmbcr that these things are not new, but
are part of your own evolution. We do not seek to intchcrc, simPlg
to remind you of the Possibih’tg you a|rcad3 possess. |tis the giFt of
our rclationship to each other that we are able to share in the great
giFt of life, and to hclP each other to move further into the web of
bcing.”

“You said that we might not actually look the way we think we
do. Can you tell me what we look like to you?”

“IF we rca”y attcmPt to see Past the form you have givcn
yoursclvcs, you appear somewhat as clouds of dense matter. But

in most instances we are content to see you as you appear to us
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when we communicate like this—which is |argc|5 as you see
9oursc|vc5, save for an additional qua|it9 oFgour energetic basis
which we are able to Pcrccivc since we are more closc|3 connected
to that asPcct of you than to any other.

“|t may well be that, indeed, neither you nor we have any
true form, but that what we Pcrccivc is the action of our senses
intcrprcting what is seen and felt within the 5Phcrc of our immediate
bcing. We live in a world that is Paintcc] by ourselves to appear as it
seems most agrccab|c to us. Is this after all not the same as the

creation of works of art?”

“This is an idea that I think would seem uncomfortable to many
of our race.”

“Fcrhaps. Yet if you are to make the next step in the chain
of bcing, you must at some Point escape the confines that the
appearance of things has Put upon you. Oncc you become usedto
such conccpts, a greater undcrstanding of the true nature of bcing
will gradua”y be revealed.

« Another way that you may bcgin this process —the fourth
of the tcchniqucs we Promiscd to teach you—is to train your
drcaming mind tojourncg into the P|accs between the worlds where
you may become aware of other states of bcing. T his will |1<-:|P you
to a clccPcr undcrstanding of your own state. You will have heard
before that all of your kind dream, and indeed that you can teach
Hoursc” to remember these dreams.

“t is also Possib|c to train your mind tojourncy tl'wrough
dream to other dimensions. Thus, when you prepare 3oursc|F for
slccP, imagine for a moment that you are in a great cavern, |argcr
than the Placc where we first met, and that there are many exits
from this P]acc. Allis lit with gcnt|e |ig|1t that illumines cvcrgthing 50
that there are no shadows. Choosc one of the exits from the cavern
and follow the passageway bcgonc] wherever it leads as you sink
into s|ccp. In many instances, you will see g|5phs carved at the

entrance to these tunnc|s—t|'1c3 are intended as reminders of where
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you go and oF thc P|acc to which cac|'1 tunnc| may lcad. Wc |'1avc
uscc] these ways for many ages to bcgin our ownJourncys.”

“Is this, then, a real place?”

“|t has a rca|it3 outside of the dream state, but its true value
is in the Placc between realities that you enter as you dream. T hink
of it as a way of conducting your imaginary self towards the next

step in the discovcry of your cvolutionary goa].”
“Am I to understand from this that you also dream?”

“We have alwags drcamcd, but learned long ago to make
use of this Facultg to take us where we wish to be. Thc drcaming
self is a true emanation of Spirit. All created things dream, and it is

in a sense their dreams that we Pcrccivc as Part our rca|it3.”

“Isn’t that the same as saying that all of life is a dream?”

“No. Rathcr, there are asPccts of what both you and we
call rca|it3 which are similar to the dream world to which we can travel
while s]ccping. T his aspect of rca|ity is a |:>|acc of great richness, as
though it were air rich in oxygen to breathe, which is beneficial.

“50, we are both able to grow and understand more dccplg
the true nature of the universe. |ndeed, the Sidhc slccP onlg bricﬂg,
and therefore we rarc|3 dream for |ong Pcriods. th when we do S0,
our dreams are directed towards sPcciFic goa|s.

“This is somcthing you, too, can learn to do. bg Praqticing
the entry into the cave—which has alwags been a Potcnt imagc for
you as we understand it—you will find that in time, you are able to

c]cvc|ol:> this Facu|t3 to a greater dcgrcc.”

“But what is the value of journeying to these other places, even
in sleep?”
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“T he value is that it will HcIP you to dcvc|oP the abilit9 to
see bcyoncl the narrow confines of your present consciousness.
As you become more aware of your Placc in the great web of all
things, so many of your present concerns will cease to have such a
hold over you. T hus you will be able to move onward in your
cvolutionary Phasc and rcjoin the harmony of the greater life. |n
addition to this, you will encounter other races who also have things
to teach 3ou—though this is ultimatc|3 less imPortant than your
reharmonization with the rest of creation.

“Nor, lest you should think this, will you encounter bcings
of greater strcngth who might wish to do you harm. |t is somcthing
that we have observed on our ownjourncgs, that on|3 those of similar
cvolutionar3 stage can encounter each other.

« Also, remember that in this dream state Physical events do
not occur. Your inner self can watch and learn and broaden its
awareness, but no harm can come to you from this. | say this now
because l am alrcacly aware that your next qucstion would have been
to do with this.”

The last words were delivered with a smile so warm that any
sting or sense of superiority was taken from them.  had only one further
question to ask at this point. It was this: “What you have just told me
suggests a governing set of principles that control the development of
creation. Does this seem to be the case from your observance?”

“There is ccrtain|3 a dcgrcc of organization in the universe.
Witl'wout that it would cease to be—or so we have believed for many
ages. We are not aware of any central PrinciPaL a bcing who might
be called a Creator, in this. But then, all such images are subjcctivc,
are thcy not?

“Wc each Pcrccivc the universe uniquc|3, but when we are
gathcrcd togcthcr we see what our united consciousness wishes to
see. Often then we give form to our seeing, and this in turn hardens

into an imagc that is Part of our consciousness from then onward.
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“Thus, as | mentioned before, it is our belief that we do not
a|wags see oursclvcs as we trulg are, but as we were chorc, our
consciousness bcing unable to move forward quickly cnough to
match the dcvc|opmcnt of SPirit. This remains a mystery, but it is
one that we believe may soon be understood bcttcr, bg both our

races.”

My communicant paused for a moment, and I thought our
dialogue over for that time. But he continued briefly.

“You may remember that | sPol(c of the imPortancc of
ancestral wisdom. T his is part of what | have been saying here. T he
way in which we Pcrccivc the universe is 5hapcd by the memory of
our ancestors—this isjust as much so with us as with you. Fcrhaps
even more so, since we do not record our history as you do,
Prc{:crring to rcmcmbcritdccp|3 within ourselves. Yet the ancestors,
both those who are of this P|anc and those who were never—as you
call it— incarnated, are a common source for rcmcmbcring all that
has shapcd us, all that has made us what we are.

“For you it is a matter of bccoming aware of all that has been
and of sensing all that will be. This may be difficult for you to
undcrstand, but if you turn inward upon your thoughts of the Past
and Futurc, o{: the shaPc oF time and the shaPc o{: the cosmos, I
believe you will see the truth of this.”

Ashe spoke, indeed as he began to fade from my sight, lhad an
experience that is still difficult to describe. It was as though I became
aware of a vast throng of other beings—not the Sidhe this time, but of
our own race, crowding round. I could not see them as well as I wished,
but there was a sense of people from many other times, all linked in
some way to each other—and to me.

I realized that this was what I had felt on other occasions; when
I had visited certain ancient sites and felt what I described earlier as a
sense that I might almost hear the words of those who had lived there.
This time it was stronger than ever before. And I became aware of
something else —these were not simply the people of the past, but of the
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future also, of our own future.

I'm still not sure how I knew this, but even now, as I recall the
event, I can sense again the continuity of these beings. They were, as my
visitor had said, much more than ancestors of family or blood —they
were, in a sense The Ancestors, and they contained within them the
memory of everything that had ever occurred and ever would occur. I
have heard it said that time is circular, and I have no idea whether to
believe that or not, but if what I saw and felt on that day is true, there is
certainly a sense in which the past and the future—subjective states
anyway, as the Sidhe had reminded me before —are somehow connected.

Whatever the truth, I felt profoundly moved and changed by
that experience, and believe that wherever I go, whatever the shape or
direction of my life, I shall always be aware of the presence of these
beings who are so important to us now.



Chaptcr i ght

ComPanions

“« All creation sang its own song and in so doing

brought itself into bcing.”
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by this time I was bursting to try out the visualization
technique suggested by the Sidhe —that of programming my mind to a
waking dream in which I visited a cavern that was a nexus point between
the worlds.

A few hours after my last recorded conversation I decided to try
it for myself. I shut the door to my study; having first hung a “Do Not
Disturb” notice on it. My family is used to this when I am working. Then
I settled down in an upright chair (I wasn’t certain whether I was
supposed to actually fall asleep or not, but I didn’t want to encourage
it), and began to visualize a huge cavern with entrances and exits leading
off in all directions. I began to wonder what kind of glyphs I might see
there, and while I was still thinking about this I slipped from one state
of consciousness to another and found myself in the cavern —which was
truly vast—staring at an opening to one side of which was carved a
roughly diamond-shaped image that seemed to stand out from the wall.

As I looked at this I felt a curious sensation, as though I was
actually moving forward while at the same time remaining still. This
lasted for maybe a moment, but at the end I found myself in a different
place entirely!

A vast ocean lay before me, its waves lapping gently at my feet.
As I stared out, shading my eyes against a bright, though diffuse light, I
saw what looked like a small boat approaching across the calm surface
of the water. As it drew nearer I saw that standing in it was a woman of
great and unearthly beauty. I thought she looked a little like my Sidhe
visitor, but I soon stopped thinking at all as she held out her hand to me
and invited me to step into the boat. Of what happened next, I am still
unsure. The boat moved away from the shore and sped out across the
surface of the ocean. As it went the woman spoke with me. She talked of
my life—of which she seemed well informed—and of my hopes and
dreams for the future.

I must confess that I do not remember all that followed. Dim
flashes of memory returned to me afterwards of visiting an island of
great beauty and of walking there for a while, talking with the woman
from the boat. Then, at some point, we were once again on the ocean,
and in a while I was returned to where I had begun. A dark cave mouth
opened before me and to one side was carved the diamond pattern I had
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seen before. The rest of the journey is vague, but I remember waking to
find myself still seated in my chair, but filled with such a sense of
boundless well-being that I am at a loss for words to describe it. The
entire experience cannot have lasted more than fifteen or twenty minutes,
yet to me it felt like hours or even days. I felt curiously light afterwards,
and went for a walk in which I remember my feet seeming to glide across
the ground.

Since that time, fragments of my dream voyage have surfaced at
odd moments—once I stood before some shelves in a supermarket for
nearly five minutes, seeing myself leaning over the side of the boat and
looking down into clear water of unfathomable depths.

I have since been back to the cave again several times, and on
each have found myself caught up in a miraculous adventure that has
brought me a deeper awareness of myself and my world. This is not the
place to write of these things, but it is an indication of the power of the
Sidhe’s instruction.

When I next spoke to my visitor, a few days after, I mentioned
my experience and asked him if the place to which I had gone was known
to him, and indeed if the woman I had met was one of the Sidhe.

“This P|acc you describe is well known to us. We call it ‘the
shoreless sea’ because none that we know of has ever reached the
further side. We believe it to be a P|acc between the worlds, Pcrhaps
a little like the firmament of stars in which this world hangs. As for
the one whom you met there, she is not of our race, but again is
known to us. ln your terms of undcrstanding she might be called a
goddcss, but however she chooses to be seen, she is a bearer of
great wisdom—as you seem to have discovered alrcady. Mang others
like her await your encounter in the worlds bcyond this one. |
encourage you to cxP|orc them as Fu”g as you can. On|3

cn|ig|'1tcnmcnt can come of such vogagcs.”

“Is this what all gods and goddesses are then—bearers of
wisdom?”

“It is very much a matter of how each individual chooses to

see such bcings—and of how thcg choose to be seen bg you. | have
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said that we possess the abi|it3 to cl'wangc ourselves—these bcings
are older still than us and possess dccpcr abilities. When thcy
communicate, thcy, too, must draw to some extent upon the
information stored in the consciousness oFgour race, but sometimes
thcg are able to break this mould see note and appear as thcg trulg
wish to be seen. For those who see them in this way, it is a rare gift,

for thcy are of surPassing bcautH"’

“I am not certain how to ask this question, but I have noticed
that in almost every instance where beings of this kind are encountered —
indeed, those such as yourself —the information is nearly always pertinent
to us. Are you—are they —so interested in our ways?” My visitor smiled
at this.

“You are wonclcring if we are all a part of your own
consciousness since we seem to have so much ‘(now|cc]gc of you—
but you Forgct that we have studied your kind for many ages. Your
lives and your ways are of interest to us because of the way thcy
affect our own lives. | have said before that your actions can affect
us—even threaten us—though u|timatclg we believe that you will find
your way to a dccPcr undcrstanding.

“Thus there are many that are wi”ing to hclp 3ou—inc|uding
these older ones whom you call gods. Your kind has spent so much
time and concern over the nature of such bcings that thcg form a
largc part of your inner world.

“We long ago intcgratcd this kind of awareness of the nature
of creation into our own selves. |n some sense, you could say that
we have included the gocls within us, but this is a process that is too
hard for me to 5Pcal< of to you at this time. T he day will come when
you are able to understand these matters for 5oursc|vc5, and then
we shall spcak of them some more.

“In the meantime, one of the tl'n'ngs you must do is learn to
think in a new way—or Pcrl'waps | should say, in a more ancient way.
A |ong time ago your thought processes took a turn away from their

true course. You bcgan to Placc ideas in ranks so that tlwcy marched
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side by side as if thcy were soldiers. T his you called |ogic. But,
tru|3, you need to learn how to send your thougl‘rts out in every
direction at once, so that thcg relate to cvcrgthing rather than to
one or another aspcct of what you call reason. Rcason can be your
greatest enemy when it demands that you cease to be open to other
ways of thought. Tl'wus, your determination to cut 5oursch off from
the rest of the |iving world and become instead lost in the mechanisms
oFthings, has P|accd you farfrom the true Path oFyour advancement.
Only bg rcdirccting your conscious thought patterns into other
avenues of freedom will you bcgin to enter the proper state of bcing

that was a|ways your destined course.”

I felt more than a little overwhelmed by this, as well as by the
experience of my dream-journey. For this reason I cut short my dialogue
for that day, and once again work took me away from home —this time
on a conference trip to Finland. There, I enjoyed several walks by the
incomparable lakes and forests that crowd in around the city of Helsinki.
Although the experience was not as direct or powerful as my earlier
encounters with the natural world, it nevertheless served to reinforce
the ever increasing sense of connection I felt towards my own
environment.

This made me think again aboutthe Sidhe and their relationship
to their own world —and to ours. Despite the information I had already
received regarding their history and connection with our own species, I
still felt the need to go more deeply into this area. My visitor had referred
to various aspects of this topic throughout our time together, but I had
specific questions which I wanted to put.

So, when Ireturned home and had taken care of all the mail that
had piled up on my desk while I was away, I settled myself once again
before the Glyph pinned to my wall, and once my visitor had appeared,
asked if he could tell me more, in general, about the way of life of the
Sidhe and what, if any, beliefs they possessed.

“| will try to answer your qucstions, though these are |argc
toPics and Pcrhaps of less imPortancc than you suppose. As to

our way of ]ti, we are like you in that we spcnd much of our time
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stuclging the way in which the universe is constituted. We do not
have what you call scientists—for we have no science in the true
sense—but there are those who studg the cosmos and trg to
understand its workings. FcrhaPs it might be better to say that the
stuc]g of these matters is our science, and that a belief in the SPirit
that informs all is at the heart of our sPiritua|itH.

“At one time we Posscsscd a more comP|cx set of bclic{:s,
but these have become simPliFiccl over time, until now there is little
rcmaining bcyond these central concerns that | have mentioned.

“Oncc there were many tribes of our race with some
difference in appearance—you might think of them as subsPccics.
Thc existence of these gave rise to many of your stories about us,
and to a certain amount of confusion. T ales of Fairy folk, of dwarves,
gobhns, sPritcs and suchlike, derive from our presence within your
realm. As we withdrew further and dccPcr into the inner worlds, so
we gradua”g 5imPliFicd ourselves.

“This may be hard for you to understand, but it is as iFgour
own racial types became incrcasingly blurred until you aPPcarcd
outwarc“y as one Pcop|c—For us we are the Sidhc, yet we are also
many other bcings. We have been able, bg entering dccp|3 into the
matrix of creation, to reform ourselves, and to simPliFIj ourselves
gcnctica”g. T his has been done from within. |t has cncouragcd in
us a more singlc-mindcd attention to our inner selves. |t is |il<cly that
your race will follow this Path in time to come, though this may not

be for several thousand of your years.”
“You're saying that you changed your appearance from within?”

“|n effect, yes. Thatis whg, with the passage of time in your
world, the varieties of ourkind grew less and were seen less often. |t
is rare now to hear of anyone sccing a gnome or a gob|in unless
those to whom we reveal ourselves choose to see us in one of these
forms. C]cncrang, we appear as you see us now, though we can take

other forms a|so, as I have cxP|ainccl.”
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“What about the world in which you live? You said you could
not show it to me, but can you describe it?”

“\We live in a |iquic| world, a Placc of constant movement, a
P|acc of song. Much of our time is spent in the making of music—
though for us it is more serious than a Plcasant Pastimc, since it is
part of our creative process in more than an abstract fashion. We
have learned to create life through music, though our skills are limited
when comparcd with the great song that we believe brougl'wt forth

the universe.”

“I think I have heard of this before. What interests me, though,
is who you perceive as singing the song?”

“Not any one bcing, indeed not a number of bcings. It is
hard for me to describe this, but Pcrhaps one might say that all
creation sang its own song and in so doing brought itself into bcing?
| do not have the words to describe this further.”

“I'm fascinated by the notion that you live in a liquid world.
How is this possible within the context of the universe —at least as we
observe it?”

“You must remember that while we occupy the same space
as your race, it is not constituted in the same way. At an elemental
level our world is very different from yours, and we are able to exist
there in a different state of bcing and are sub_jcct to very different
laws than is your world. | did not mean that we live in water, but that
the formation of our world is constantly in a fluid motion. We do
have form, yetitisnota fixed form. T his is w|'13 we have changcd so
little over the ages, save to simPliFy ourselves yet more in terms of
character and tHPC' lt is also w|'13 we are able to pass through your
world at every level, Phgsica”y and spirituany, so that you are aware
of us both in the realm of the senses and in that of Spirit.”

I have to admit to some confusion at this point. As I struggled
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to record the answers to these questions, I became increasingly aware of
the strain felt both by my communicator and by myself as we sought to
maintain the contact.

It was as though, as we plunged deeper into the very nature and
consistency of the Sidhe, our contact weakened. I can only attribute this
either to my own lack of understanding (which gave rise to a good
amount of frustration) or to the fact that, at some level, the worlds of
Sidhe and human were like oil and water—they simply would not mix.

Feeling I could go no further with this I asked another question:
“Your name I know means People of Peace. Do you have anything to say
to us on how we might bring peace to our world?”

“| would say this to you. The true desire for peace must
come from a dccPcr well than that of simP|c need or of the wish of
one leader or tribe to become stronger than the other. Wc have
observed your wars and your peace many times down the ages and
none has ever seemed to be of endurance. You make war as casi|3
as you make |ovc, and you talk cnd|css|3 about the reasons for one
or i;lwc other.

“This may sound unclulg harsh, butitis simplg an observance.
| rcPcat that the need for peace must come from a clccPcr lcvc|,
from the Placc where SPirit holds sway over the ma‘(ing of choices.
It is our belief that iFyou were to convey this message to 3our1cac|crs
most would scoff at it. How many would be Prcparcd to meditate
and go inward to the Placc of the sPirit to meet and discuss the
terms of a settlement? Yet it is in this inner P|acc that such terms

should a|wa35 be made.”

Another question was already nudging at the edge of my mind
as I listened to this. When my communicator fell silent, I asked: “When
I hear you speak in this way it feels somehow different from other
conversations we have had. Sometimes I feel that, while you appear
always the same, in fact there is more than one of the Sidhe speaking to
me?” My visitor smiled at this:
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“There is a sense that you have been listcning to all the
Sidhc every time we havc communicatcd. Though we are SCParatc
bcings, we share in some ways a common area of thought. You migl—wt
say our consciousness is linkccl,Just as our two races are linked by
the Grcat ch. Tl'wus at times you have heard one of us sPcak and
at others another. th we are all one in some ways, singlc and many

at once.”
“Is that something that might happen to us?”

“It is Possiblc, though | believe your cvo|utionary thread is
sPinning digcrcntlg. Much that | have told you has been to do with
rc|ation5|1ip5 to each other, to the environment in which you have
your bcing, and to other races such as ourselves. |n a sense, you
are a|rcac|3 linked to cvcrﬂthing, and these links can on|3 become
stronger. But | do not believe that you will ever bcjoincd as we

are.”

I now put another of the questions that has been nagging at my
consciousness for some time: “You spoke before of the state of being
before birth and after death as different. Can you add to this?”

“| did indeed say that the states of bcing before and after
the Pcriod of life are different. T his is because thcg are a continuing
process. We each come from a Placc bcgond, enter this realm we
call the world, and chart from it to another P|acc.

“We havcjourncycd there and have seen all three P|accs.
Wc are also certain that there are further states, both before and
after those that we know of. Wc do not know what these are, but
many among us believe that there are a number of gates through
which we pass onward. Thc distance between the gates may be
great—or it may be small. th it is certain to us that we do not
progress bg rcPctition—thc process that you have termed
reincarnation—but bg a process that may well have no end. While

we are cngagcd UPOI”I thcjourncy, we |'1avc no seénse OF Wl’!CFC it
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leads—even though we may tell ourselves this for the sake of
reassurance, we cannot trulg know until we arrive.

“Such, at least, is how we have Pcrccivcd the process of
bcing that both your race and ours call life.

“We believe it is this that makes you fearful of the states
you call Past and Futurc, and that makes you reluctant to look at
the present with clear sight. “T his was once,’ you say; or T hat will
be so in the future.’ |F30u could but learn to say, ‘Tl'wis is how things
are, or, ‘| hus thcg stay still you would bcgin to invite both the
Past and the future into the Prcscnt, so that all would become a
seamless web.

“T he value of this is that the lessons and wisdom that are
and were and will be are all present now. T his is another of the
crucial things which you must understand if you are to advance

Propcr|3 towards your true state of bcing.”

Atthis point Ibegan to feel that my conversations withthe Sidhe
were coming to a close. I'm not sure how I knew this, for nothing had
been said, and I certainly felt that I had as many questions to ask asI had
had at the beginning. I decided to grasp the nettle and ask, “I sense that
our dialogue is reaching its conclusion. Is this true?”

“Indccc] yes. Thc ﬂuic]itg of our nature means tljat we shall
not be able to hold this link between ourworlds open formuch |ongcr.

“Howcvcr, we would wish to share one further means of
working on your consciousness before we 8o our ways. This
concerns the oPPortunitg to receive guidancc and instruction from
bcings like ourselves who have the abi|ity to walk with you far |ongcr
than us. Mang of your teachers a|rcad3 instruct you in such matters.
Wc would on|3 seek to reinforce these tcachings.

“| have sPol(cn before of the Grcat ch that connects all
life. |t is vital that you learn how to make contact with that form that
links us all. [ndeed, there are many bcings who live between the
worlds, and that can pass casi|9 between one and another.

“Many possess the abi|it3 to guidc otherraces, such as your
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own, into the realm of Spirit as it manifests elsewhere. When you
sit down and bcgin to attune goursch to the ch, either by way of
the C]Iyph or by whatever method you Prcf:cr for inner attunement,
soon you will bccomc aware that there are thosc Prcscnt who are
not quitc within sight, but who wish to become manifest. Thcg can
on|3 do so through the shiFting of your consciousness in the wa
that | have spokcn of a|rcad3. As your awareness shifts so thcg will
become more solid seeming, thouglw in fact thcy are like air to you
that has taken form as have | for a brief time.

“Somctimcs thcy may appear like animals, at others like
bcings you consider to be mythic. But you will recognize them from
their intent, which will be felt in your consciousness like a gcnt|c
heat that passes between you. Thcsc bcings mean on|9 good
towards you, and may not lie if asked their purpose. With them you
may travel to many P|accs within the Otherworld, which is, as you
measure space, almost without limit. Once you are aware of these
bcings you may bcgin the process of cxploring—as your nature will
dictate to Hou—and in uncovering more of the hidden links between
3oursc|vcs and the ch.

« Above all, | would say again what | have said throughout
these dialogucs: be reconnected to cvcrgthing, end the state of
Fragmcntation that exists within you and that is cvcrgwhcrc in your
world. Onlg when this has haPPcncd will you be PrcParcd to move
on, to seize the oPPortunitg to grow and dcvc|oP to the Point where
you can once again take your rightFu| P|acc in the greater whole.

“That is the heart of our message to your race. On|5 you

can achieve this goal.”

I needed to know one more thing before I said what I thought
was to be goodbye to the Sidhe. I asked: “At the beginning of these
conversations you mentioned a great disaster that might come upon us.
Can you say more about that?”

“The disaster that threatens your race is one of increasing

blindness. | do not mean that your eyes will cease to function, only
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that you will be less and less able to see the truth that surrounds
you.

“Evcrg part oFyour world is divided, Fragmcntcd, filled with
oPPosition against itself. E_vcry Fragmcnt strives with another for
somcthing thcy cannot reach—harmony. Yet, if your race learns to
reach bcyond these divisions, these oPPositcs, you will find that
there is a pattern of wholeness that is indivisible and allows no
Fragmcntation. You know this in 3oursc|vcs even tlﬂough you seldom
own it. | here is a dccp reservoir of oneness bcyond the divisive
way you live. Seek that and you will discover the clccp harmong
that exists in all creation.

“I have 5Po‘<cn often about the need to reestablish contact
with the harmong of the universe around you, to reconnect with
those Parts of your own inner self that you have ncglcctcd for many
ages. |F you do not do so there is a chance that your sPccics will
cease to dcvclop at all, and you will simp|3 become stuck in a
backwater from which you cannot escape.

“This is not the purpose of your incarnation, any more than
it is ours. We believe this can be averted, and we make no Prcdiction
of a dark tomorrow. |tis simP|5 our wish to alert you to the Possibihtg,
and to offer the ways of working that you have now received and
that we hoPc will aid you in restoring 5oursc|vcs to the harmong of
the ch. IF we are successful in this then we shall be content. |F
not, the sorrow we cxPcricncc will be that of fellow travelers who

see our comPanions bcing left behind.”

Here my communicant paused for amoment, and I felt his regard
for me like a warm glance. Then he said:

“«Until the dag when we greet you at the gates to our world,
| bid you farewell.”

With that he was gone, and my dialogues with the Sidhe ended,
almost as abruptly as they had begun. I sat for a time staring at the
Great Glyph, wondering why I suddenly felt sad and lonely, as though a
dear friend had left me for good. I could scarcely believe that only a
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little more than a month had passed since I had first crawled into the
mound of Gortnasheen and begun a new chapter in my life. Already I
felt the many changes wrought in me by the communications I had
received. My attitude to the world in which I lived was changed forever.
Never again could I walk in the woods, or by the sea or even in the dusty
streets of a city without being aware of the greater life that surrounded
me.

I'had, also, a new feeling of certainty and optimism about the
future of my own race. After who knew how many thousands of years,
we had made fresh contact with a race who had been here on this Earth
far longer than us, and who still retained the wisdom and understanding
of life that we had largely forgotten or neglected in the rush to develop
ourselves. The Sidhe knew better than this, saw beyond the narrow
windows of our world to a place of infinite beauty and vitality where,
with but a few simple actions, and some very small steps, we also could
be.



Chaptcr Nine

Thc Grcatcr Harmony

“ln truth you will cease to be observers at all
and become Part of the thing Yyou are |oo|<ing
at.”
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Because of the nature of the communications from the Sidhe,
I felt it necessary to record the exercises that my visitor passed on to me
just as they were received —that is, often as part of a continuing dialogue.
However, from the point of view of the reader, I thought it might be
helpful to have them written out clearly and simply as separate entities
in themselves. Hence, in this final chapter, I have extracted these specific
teachings —six in all, including the use of the Great Glyph—that follow
here set out for everyday use.

My communicator made it clear that it was a sustained and
consistent use of these techniques that would bear fruit, and having
worked with them now for some time, I can vouch for the changes they
have begun to make in me —especially in the way I perceive the universe
around me and of which I am a part.

Whether the use of these exercises can bring about the kind of
evolutionary step described by the Sidhe is another matter, and one that
only time will tell. But I present the core teachings of the Sidhe here for
use by anyone and everyone, and in a sincere belief that they can only
benefit us in the long run.

All six exercises are extremely simple in themselves. Yet, like
many such things, they are also profound and can lead to the most
extraordinary experiences. Only the use of these teachings can verify
one way or the other the truth of what the Sidhe told me. Again, as with
the dialogues reproduced above, it is up to the reader whether or not
they find within them, as I most certainly have, access to a vital inner
reality that touches everywhere on the world in which we live.
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EXERCISE 1: THE GREAT GLYPH

It was made clear to me from the start that the use of the Great
Glyph was not for me alone. Others could use it and were to be
encouraged to do so. As withtherest of the Sidhe material, I was hesitant
at first regarding the validity of offering this method of communication
to the world. But again and again, my communicator assured me that no
harm would come to those who used it, while knowledge of the kind I
had myself received would be offered to those who sought such gifts
with a true desire for self-fulfillment. “T o those who aPF’roaCl" these
matters simP|5 from idle curiositg or with uncertain motives, nothing
will come of their use of the Glﬂ P|'1,” my communicator stated when I
asked about this.

Here, then, appears the Glyph exactly as I copied it from the
chamber of Gortnasheen (redrawn for this book). It is suggested that
you photocopy it or cut out the one on page 116, perhaps blowing it up
if necessary, and pin it to a wall where you can see it easily from a
comfortable chair. If you desire you might light two candles, placing
one on either side of the picture. Then, seating yourself in your chair,
study the Glyph for a while, allowing it to sink into your mind while
stilling your thoughts. When you feel ready and sufficiently relaxed, close
your eyes and follow wherever the Glyph leads. This may take a few
attempts before you get anything, but persevere, especially if you are
unused to meditation. It is a good idea to have a pen and paper ready to
write down anything that comes to you. It is also worthwhile stating
here that whatever you see or hear may bear little resemblance to my
own communications. My understanding of the Sidhe’s words give me
to believe that each and every person perceives and understands things
differently. So, if you find yourself speaking to a being who looks and
sounds different from the being described by me, don’t think this is an
indication of failure. Keep working with the images that arise and follow
where they lead.
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EXERCISE 2: OPENING TO AWARENESS

So much of what my visitor had to say was concerned with new
ways of looking, of really seeing. Implicit is the understanding that if we
take the trouble to look past the surface of things, we shall see a great
deal more. Such, at least, was my own experience when walking in a
London park. Among the many statements, not really exercises in
themselves, that my visitor made to me, the one that follows seems a
perfect introduction to the second exercise.

“At the moment when you go out into nature, you see only
the surface of things. Trccs, grass, water, P|ants. th the rcalitg of
these things is Fargrcatcr. Once you knew this. You can discover it
again, if you tru]y wish. Next time you are outsidc, look around you.
Trlj to see bcgond the surface into the true nature of the things
before you. Though you may find it difficult to do so at first, in time
you will bcgin to see more and more. |F30u continue far cnougl‘i and
dccP|3 cnouglﬂ you will even bcgin to communicate with the sPirit
within the things you are obscr\/ing. |n truth, you will cease to be
observers at a”, and become Part of the thing you are ]oo‘(ing at.

“Bcgin bg mal(ing 3oursc|F as calm and still as PossiHc, then
imagine that you are unwrapping |aycrs of undcrstanding that are
no ]ongcr of use to 3ou—s|ow|5 become aware of your eyes, of what
thcy tru|9 see. Trg to focus upon things—bcgin with the natural
world. Trg to see bcgond the surface of the earth and be aware of
what is haPPcning there. (Give some time to this every c]ag for a
Pcriocl of your wccks—pcrhaps six or cight. At the end of this time
you will have bcgun to accustom your thoughts to oPcrating in this
way. After some time, the process will become second nature to

you and you wi” see more with cach day that Passcs.”
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EXERCISE 3: PAYING ATTENTION

There is no doubt that everything my visitor from the Sidhe had
to say related in one way or another to observing and attending to the
world around us. In this third instruction— (hardly an exercise so much
as an instruction to see everything in a particular way) this theme, when
I followed it, came to the forefront and brought with it a deep sense of
belonging to the universe.

“Fag attention to cvcrytlwing around you: to the F|ight of
birds, the movement of clouds, and the dance of leaves in the air.
Listcn to the song of the wind, the murmur of the river, the sounds
made by insects in the grass, bees on the wing, the chatter of crows
and the barking of dogs. Wherever you are and wherever you go,
listen and look—and remember. [For in these things lies the pattern
of all creation, of which you are a part. When you can hear the
sound of a l:;uttcnqy oPcningits wings, then you can hear the sounds

of your own immortal bcing.”



EXERCISE 4: DREAM JOURNEYS

The Sidhe several times spoke of the need for us to train our
minds to enter states of being in which we could see more clearly. One
of these was what he called, “Dreaming Awake,” in which the sleeper
(or maybe the day-dreamer?) programmed himself or herself to visit a
certain place. The accompanying image of the cave is one that I have
already found to be extremely powerful, as described in Chapter 7.

en you prepare yourselr ror sleep, imagine tor a momen
“Wh you prep Yy If £ | P> 4 f t
that you are ina great cavern, |argcr than that at the Placc where we
first met, and that there are many exits from this Placc. Allis lit with
gcnt|c light that illumines evcrgthing so that there are no shadows.
Choosc one of the exits from the cavern and follow the passageway
bcgond wherever it leads as you sink into slccP. |n many instances,
you will see glyphs carved at the entrance to these tunnc|s—t|1c3
are intended as Pointcrs of where you may choose to go and
indicators oF the P|acc to which each tunnel may lead. Wc have used

thCSC wags FOI’ mang agcs to bcgin our OWn_jOUI’I’lC!jS.”



EXERCISE 5: THE NOTE OF PERFECTION

The Sidhe often seemed to speak in terms of harmony and sound,
so that it was scarcely surprising to find that a particular emphasis was
placed upon the idea of sounding a true note. Having tried this a number
of times myself, I can vouch for the extraordinary enlivening effect that
this simple action has upon those who perform it. Though I am by no
means musical, | have found that after the first few toneless attempts, a
far sweeter sound emerges—and with it a steadily growing sense of
personal strength and self-awareness.

“Each day you should spcnd time considcring your own
note, the sound that would represent you if all things were seen as
music. thn you can utter that note Pcrpcctly, then you 3our5c|{:
will be Perfcct. |t does not matter if at first the note sounds crude
or even dissonant—in time it will changc and you will hear the sound
as it was meant to be heard. When all bcings utter their note
Pchcctly, then all of creation will once again be Pchcct.”



EXERCISE 6: COMPANIONS ON THE JOURNEY

The final exercise given to me by the Sidhe seemed, in its own
way, to hold out a promise of more discoveries. If, as my visitor has
said, there are truly others out there who are willing to help us on our
own journey, then an exciting future lies before us.

«Sit down and bcgin to attune 3oursch to the Web, either
by way of the C]Iyph or bg whatever method of inner attunement
you are used to. SOOH you will become aware that there are those
present who are not quitc within sight but who wish to become
manifest. Thcg can onlg do so through the shifting of your
consciousness in the way that | have a|rcad5 sPokcn to you about.
As your awareness shifts, so the bcings will become more solid
seeming (though in fact thcy are like air to you, which has taken
form as have |, for a brief time).

“Sometimes thcy may appear like animals, at others like
bcings you consider to be mythic. But you will recognize them from
their intent, which will be felt in your consciousness like a gcnt|c
heat that passes between you. Thcsc bcings mean on|5 gooc]
towards you, and may not lie if asked their purpose. With them you
may travel to many Placcs within the Otherworld, which is, as you
measure space, almost without limit. Once you are aware of these
bcings you may bcgin the process of cxP|oring—as your nature will
dictate to you—and in uncovering more of the hidden links between

Hoursc|vcs and the ch.”
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Each of these six exercises has a great deal to offer, especially if
followed for a period of several weeks. Slowly and steadily, you will
begin to feel changes within you. Of one thing I am certain: the world
will become a very different place to you as the mysterious and beautiful
teachings of the Sidhe are revealed.



Fostscript

I have not returned to the mound of Gortnasheen since that
fateful day in 1998. Curiously, I have yet to learn of any media attention
to the site. Keith Harris’s own careful report has yet to appear in print,
and I have seen no other published accounts of the discovery, or details
of any subsequent excavation of the site after my own visit.

All of this has led me, more than once, to question my own
experience there. Did I dream the whole thing? I do not think so. I have
the presence of the Great Glyph pinned up above my desk as I write. I
have the solid evidence of my senses, and my memories of my visitor
are as vivid as ever.

Yet I wonder if, were I to go back to the mound, I would find the
Glyph itself still carved on the wall, or whether it may have simply melted
away once I had copied it. Ultimately, perhaps, it does not matter.

The Glyph has performed its function in linking me to the Sidhe.
It is my belief that it will soon allow others to make that same link. I
hope the message of the Sidhe will generate other questions in those
who read this account—as many perhaps as those of my own that
remained unanswered at the end of my dialogues with my visitor. And,
I believe, answers will be forthcoming. I intend, one day, to make the
return journey to Gortnasheen myself, in search of those answers.

Who knows what will happen if I do. Perhaps nothing. Perhaps
everything. That is something that remains to be seen.
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Further Kcacling

There is an extensive literature dealing with the history of the
Sidhe and the many otherworldly beings that throng the lives and folk
traditions of the people of Ireland. Many are obscure and contradictory —
and many are contradicted by some of the statements made by the Sidhe
in this book. I include the following brief list of books for the benefit of
those who would like to know more—always with the understanding
that the information thus gleaned will not always seem to equate with
that received by myself in the preceding pages.

Coghlan, Ronan Handbook of Fairies Capal Bann Publishing, 1998
Keightley, Thomas The Fairy Mythology Wildwood House, 1981
Matthews, C. & J. The Fairy Tale Reader Aquarian Press, 1993
Matthews, J. The Secret Lives of Elves and Faeries Godsfield Press,
2005

Narvaez, Peter The Good People University Press of Kentucky, 1997
Spence, Lewis The Fairy Tradition in Britain Rider& Co, 1948
Spence, Lewis British Fairy Origins Aquarian Press, 1981

Stewart, R.]. The Living World of Faery Gothic Image Publishing, 1995
Stewart, R. J. Robert Kirk: Walker Between Worlds Element Books,
1990

Wentz, W.Y., Evans-Wentz, W. Y. The Fairy Faith in Celtic Countries,
Oxford University Press, 1911

Yeats, W.B. Irish Fairy & Folk-Tales, Walter Scott, 1893
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About the Author

John Matthews has written and compiled over sixty books on
the Arthurian Legends, Wisdom and Grail Studies, as well as numerous
short stories and a volume of poetry. He has devoted much of the past
thirty years to the study of Arthurian Traditions and myth in general.
His best known and most widely read works are The Grail, Quest for
Eternal Life, The Arthurian Tarot (devised with his wife Caitlin) and The
Winter Solstice, which won the Benjamin Franklin Award for 1999. He
was recently guest editor of the journal Arthuriana and his book Celtic
Warrior Chiefs was a New York Public Library recommended title for

young people.
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John has been involved in a number of media projects, as both
an advisor and contributor, including the big budget movie King Arthur,
produced by Jerry Bruckheimer and directed by Antoine Fuqua, due for
release in 2004, on which he acted as an historical advisor. Much in
demand as a speaker both in Europe and the United States, he has taught
at (among others) the Temenos Academy in London, St Hilda's College,
Oxford, and at the New York Open Centre, and at the University of
Seattle in Washington. He has also worked in collaboration with the
Joseph Campbell Foundation, with whom he continues to retain contact.

He is currently working on several new projects, including a
study of Merlin. His eagerly awaited edition of Thomas Malory’s
masterpiece Le Mort D’ Arthur appeared in 2002, and this year saw the
publication of his history of wizards and a major divinatory pack, “The
Green Man Tree Oracle.” For more information visit Hallowgquest.org.uk

Contact Details

The Foundation for Inspirational and Oracular Studies or FiOS,
founded by Caitlin & John Matthews and Felicity Wombwell, is dedicated
to shamanism and the oral and sacred arts. Each year the most inspiring
exponents of living sacred traditions give practical courses. FiOS also
offers a progressive program of shamanic training worldwide. For more
details of events and courses, write to Caitlin Matthews at BCM
Hallowgquest, London WCIN. 3XX, United Kingdom. Membership of FiOS
is currently (in 2004) £25 a year, giving members four issues of the
Hallowquest Newsletter and discounts on special events. Send a sterling
cheque for £25 (within UK) payable to Felicity Wombwell to the address
above: overseas subscribers, please send a sterling bank draft for £35.

Hallowquest Newsletter: For details of forthcoming books and
courses with Caitlin & John Matthews, send for their quarterly newsletter.
Current subscription: £8 or 15 Euros (UK) or £16/$25 (World). Send
sterling cheque payable to Caitlin Matthews or U.S. dollar bills (no foreign
cheques please) to Caitlin Matthews, BCM Hallowquest, London WCIN
3XX, U.K. Alternatively, please see their website at

www.Hallowquest.org.uk
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About the Publisher

The Lorian Association is a not-for-profit educational
organization. Its work istohelp people bring the joy, healing, and blessing
of their personal spirituality into their everyday lives. This spirituality
unfolds out of their unique lives and relationships to Spirit, by whatever
name or in whatever form that Spirit is recognized.

The Association offers several avenues for spiritual learning,
development and participation. It has available a full range of face-to-
face and online workshops and classes as well as long-term training
programs for those interested in deepening into their unique, sovereign
Self and Spirit.

Lorian Publishing is pleased to bring you a growing collection
of books and other inspirational materials. The two books shown on the
opposite page and the Great Glyph silver charm are available directly
through the Lorian Association and selected bookstores. In addition
David Spangler’s card deck and manual of manifestation will be available
July, 2004 and Dorothy Maclean’s Wisdoms by September, 2004.



Thc Story Tree

David Spangler

Over the years David has created several inspirational stories
for family and friends. They are now available to everyone. Each
embodies his unique spiritual insight and humanity. They are mostly of
Christmas themes but are good to read anytime. They range from magical
to mystical, science fiction to fantasy. It includes original illustrations.
All ages will enjoy this wonderful collection.

$15.00 - 216 pages

Seeds of Inspiration
Deva Flower Messages
Dorothy Maclean

This lovely book chronicles Dorothy’s connection with the
intelligence of nature. It brings together for the first time most of her
flower messages. These are truly Seeds of Inspiration. It includes several
black and white flower illustrations created specifically for this book.

$15.00 - 120 pages with introduction

(ireat Glyph silver charm

These silver charms are a wonderful way to be reminded of the
wisdom of the Sidhe and our connection with them. They are
approximately three quarters of an inch in diameter.

$12.00

To order send the appropriate amount for the item(s) plus $2.00
shipping and packaging (media rate) per item to our address.

For more information, go to www.lorian.org, write to: The Lorian
Association, P.O. Box 1368, Issaquah, WA 98027 or email info@lorian.org.
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“This Book gives a fascinating account of a connection with the Otherworld.
It is an encouragement for all of us to change our ways and expand more
deeply into the immediate world around us and into the universe, thereby
helping ourselves and the planet. It has the touch of reality that gives true
meaning to it.”
Dorothy Maclean
Author of To Hear the Angels Sing, To Honor the Earth, Seeds of Inspiration and
others

“I recommend this book highly to anyone wishing to explore contact with
the living faery realm. This is not a whimsical or fantastical book, but a valid
account based on one man'’s actual experience. Furthermore, it comes from a
scholar and author deeply rooted in Celtic and Arthurian tradition, who is
able to make firm and positive connections with the ancestral traditions of the
West, thus we can trust that he is not inventing “Celtic” material, as so many
modern writers do for sentimental or commercial reasons, to our detriment
and confusion.

‘When I read this text, I am reminded of the accounts from the great masters
of our tradition, such as AE or Fiona Macleod, or W B Yeats, not (of course)
because John Matthews has mimicked these in any way, but because he is
tapping into the same deep sources of faery communion that the y discovered,
more than one hundred years ago. Therefore I recommend this book both for
its unique and original content and for its harmonious place within an enduring
tradition of faery spirituality in thv Western consciousness. Read it! Be inspired
by it! Then go and do likewise.

R J Stewart 2004
Author of The Living World of Faery, Power Within the Land, Earthlight and others
www.dreampower.com

“John Matthews combines a life of scholarship with an extraordinary
familiarity with the inner and spiritual worlds that make up the non-physical |
side of our world’s ecology. Nowhere is this combination so well dl\phl\{d as ‘
in this book, which also showcases his talents as a writer and teller of tales. ‘
I'his creates a work that is filled with a unique wisdom that is readily accessible
to any reader. I cannot recommend it highly enough. |
David Spangler
Author of Blessing: The Art and the Practice, The Story Tree, Apprenticed to
Spirit and others

ISBN 0-936878-05-3

5 0
The Lorian Association
PO Box 1368
[ssaquah, WA 98027

www.lorian.org
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