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CONSCIOUS MEDIUMSHIP

Lecture given February, 1930

17 is essential to discover the sharing point—the common
denominator, as it were—of all spiritual research work,
from the individual point of view; and it seems to me to
be summed up in the word “Consciousness,” the
“Awareness” and understanding of what is happening
to us. It is also important to have clear in one’s mind
what one considers the normal, the sub-normal and the
super-normal.

The perfectly normal person is the one who is as
sensitive to receive spiritual as he is to receive physical
vibrations.

The super-normal are those who are more psychic
than sane.

The sub-normal are those who are merely sane, and
have no knowledge, as yet, of their spiritual side.

We all have the capacity for psychic development,
and it is as much a part of our spiritual selves as our
hands are of our physical bodies. We can use our hands
us Kreisler does, or Rodin did; or we can break dishes, or
pick oakum. Itis always the same instrument.

~ We have the capacity for Consciousness, but we are
ot naturally conscious beings. We do not know; we
~ wonder; we theorise; we disagree; and often we do not
are. Sometimes I feel that we have suffered, not for
Jive having eaten of the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge,
bt that she took such a ridiculously small bite.

‘Thus, granted our capacity, the next thing is the

hnique. I want, as shortly as possible, to tell you

1L
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how the knowledge of that technique was given;
how, step by step, it was slowly revealed to me that it
is possible to get in touch with one’s full Consciousness.

At first I thought it was impossible to pass on, in any
detail, the process. But I am aware of such an urge on
the “Other Side” to find normal people capable of
receiving and recording the knowledge, that this effort
to make public a private experience may be of value and
help to those who are travelling along the same road—
looking for a signpost.

Those of you who have read Listening In will remember
that outward intercourse with my brother ceased in
the third year after his death, except on very rare
occasions and at long intervals. For several years
afterwards I can recall nothing of any psychic interest.
I may have, occasionally, psychometrised various
obiects; and then, without any warning whatever (and
I must admit, without any conscious desire on my part)
the work started.

Looking back on these last five years, I can see so
clearly now the marvellous staff work on the “Other
Side.” Sometimes I had the feeling that it was in the
nature of an experiment with Them, and They were
faced with a great many difficulties. When I talk of
“They’ and ‘Them’ you will know that I am referring
to the delightful individuals on the “Other Side,” who
have been so infinitely patient, and so extraordinarily
clever, in the method by which They conveyed to my
mind the facts concerning the two spheres.

One of the first things they had to do was to find a
recorder, and special qualifications were needed for
that job. Infinite patience, a trained artist, an accurate
mind, and perfect friendship. These they found in
Madame Raoul-Duval, We met in September 1924.
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The following spring I went to stay with her in her
farmhouse up in the hills behind Cannes, surrounded by
olive-trees and vineyards; and there, out of the blue, the
work started.

I am going to take you straight from that starting-
point. Two normal people, out in the south of France
to enjoy themselves. I had notwritten, then, thelittle book.
Psychic phenomena were not in either of our mindsatall.

A great many years ago Madame R.-D. had lost a
friend, and, knowing my psychic gifts, asked if I would
try and get a message through. Ever since my brother
had used my head I had never tried automatic writing,
as I disliked that form of communication, for T could not
guarantee the individuality of the controller of the pencil;
and I refused.

One day, however, when we were sitting under the
ulives, having coffee after lunch, I happened to have
my writing-block near me. The sun was shining, I was
smoking a cigarette—it was all so sane, so normal.
A sudden impulse made me turn to her and say: “I don’t
mind trying now,” and, taking up block and pencil, I
‘waited. Suddenly the pencil started drawing a curious
little picture that conveyed nothing to me—little hillocks
‘with telegraph-poles at odd angles, disappearing into
the distance. That was all. I passed it over to Madame
)., saying: “This is for you, but I think it must be
snse.” But she recognized it at once. Years before
had gone to Algeria with this friend, and there, one
v, out in the desert, her friend had said, laughing:
W't it absurd to come right out to the Sahara and see
I those drunken-looking telegraph-posts!”
lbie convincing than any message was that little
g of an incident known to only two people and
1l by none,
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Directly after breakfast the next day I tried again,
and to my astonishment I was made to put down book
and pencil. I got up slowly and unhesitatingly started
gestures and pestures, Egyptian in character, in that I
never walked with my feet side by side, as we do, but
toe to heel, and all arm movements with stiff wrists,
outstretched hands and fingers rigid and close together.
I have never been to the East; but from what I have
seen of Egyptian bas-reliefs and drawings I thought it
was due to the craftsman’s perspective that one always
sees Egyptians portrayed walking lengthways. 1 found
it just as easy and quite as quick to walk this way. I
never made a mistake, nor hesitated, and I had to take
positions which are extremely difficult for a Westerner
to take.

When I started, Madame R.-D. tried to draw the
various positions that I was assuming; but she too was
included in it, and I, knowing unerringly the double
movements, went with her through the various
ceremonies. I did them with my eyes shut; but my
inner sight was so clear that I could walk from one end
of the room to the other, put Madame R.-D. in the
position she had to be in, never fumbling to find her
hand, never touching a piece of furniture, and using the
different things in the room for the proper setting. Often
I had to arrange the room beforehand: take things from
different parts of the house, never knowing to what use
I should put them; but all in due course were absorbed
into the harmony of the ceremony.

This occupied the early part of our mornings; and
every day I went through a different ceremony. For
six weeks I never repeated a single one.

In the afternoons I drew a free-hand design, drawing
lines across the page which unexpectedly formed a
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definite design. What was real drudgery was that I had
to go through, in single gestures, the morning’s ceremony,
picking out a definite line in the drawing that represented
the gesture I had just made, and marking it with a
strange sign. Thus we had the ceremony in the morning,
the shape of it in the afternoon, and a language; none of
which did we understand.
When we returned to Paris we were made to read
Budge’s Book of the Dead, and found we had gone through
_ the ceremony of the “Opening of the Mouth,” and much
more of the ritual concerning the eyes and the ears
than is contained in that book,

We had worked for six weeks. And it ended on Whit-
sunday of 1g925. I returned to England, bringing the
books of drawings and bieroglyphics with me, hoping
to find someone who could tell me what strange language
I had been transmitting. Instead of help I got plenty of
good advice to give up dangerous practices. One eminent
Egyptologist told me that ‘“some of the signs were
undoubtedly Egyptian in character, though none were

hieroglyphics.” I went to the British Museum and

nd traces of Sanskrit, Sumerian, etc., and was helped

1o the conclusion by a scientist interested in occultism,
that I had probably got down Atlantean characters,
fvom which all languages have sprung. There 1 left it.
Soon a conviction came to me that I had to make
pements to work during the coming year at stated
Intervals; Advent and Lent particularly, As the work
il to be recorded, and as we both lived in different
“untries, and as I was not a free agent, either domestic-
lly or economically, I thought it was going to be
seeedingly difficult to arrange. One cannot say: ““I feel
A going to have a psychic experience in November!”
Huit, it was the sort of work one could not talk about.
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However, it was arranged perfectly. And then we
went through the Hermetic Mysteries.

I had to get plasticine and wax, and model forms and
animals that are not on the earth to-day. These were
used in the ceremonies. We were made to read Meade’s
Thrice Greatest Hermes, of which I am ashamed to say I
was completely ignorant. I enjoyed modelling those
strange things; and it was difficult for Madame R.-D. to
have to watch me—she, who was longing to use her gifts.
In those days, when we were just starting, it was
very hard for her merely to record. But we both realised
that “They” could only use my ignorance: Her technical
knowledge might prevent her from doing the thing
“They” wanted in “Their” way. She would have
wanted to have done her best in ker way. For instance,
when I realised that the plasticine was developing into a
camel she longed to take it from me and make a proper
camel out of it. But I had to give it a strange head-dress,
with curiously-designed trappings, minutely marked
out with the aid of a hairpin, and distort it from the
anatomical point of view.

Every evening I modelled the necessary forms for the
next morning’s work.

Strange things, also, I had to do with light and
reflections and shadows. On one occasion I had to put
three electric lamps on the ground, at certain distances,
so that they cast my shadow on the wall three times, and
at three different heights. Then I had to do certain
gestures with the arms, and Madame R.-D. had to
stand a few paces away and do the same, so that twelve
arms and six heads were moving simultancously. It
gave me the most extraordinary feeling to see those
rhythmic shadows and to know it was only we two in the
room. For I had, first of all, to brush our hair straight
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up from our foreheads and the back of our heads, into

a cone shape; and to see those Buddha-like heads on the
wall, and to know they were really our own, was an
experience I shall never forget. One seemed to have a
threefold consciousness—our material selves of the
twentieth century; our Eastern shadows; and the mystic
understanding of what we were bringing into our

| consciousness,

Then there followed a piece of work which interested

me more than anything I had yet done. It was concrete.

We excavated a temple at Petra, and at the same time
went through the initiation of the neophyte and learnt

the secrets of the priests. It is not possible to give details

of any particular part of the work. I only want to record

. how it happened and the actual net result. When I say
‘excavated’ I must try and describe the means that
were employed. Daylight was essential, preferably the

- strongest sunlight; and secondly perfect quictness. Then
my mind seemed emptied of all transitory thoughts, and
slowly an idea developed, just like the developing of a
negative, until it stood out clear and detailed, and I
vould see and feel it with my mind.

The temple dated from a very early period in the
history of Petra, and it was dedicated to the knowledge
ol the Rose (at least, what I have been forced to express
s "The Rose’); the symbol was a circle faintly indented
i four places. The roof was marvellously carved inside
~ with this symbol; and outside, rather high up, it occurred
in. I got the feeling that this temple was small and
secret, but the source of true Knowledge. No blood
ever shed here. The service was entirely voluntary,
the priests had a wonderful understanding of the
ner Life, of which life here is the symbol, and the
tie Life the reality.
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In the excavating of the temple I started by being the
mason, sculptor, painter, and a host of different craftsmen,
who had all helped to build and beautify it. I was, in
turn, priest and neophyte. I paced certain dimensions,
30 many paces north, south, east and west.

It is extraordinarily difficult, when one is experiencing
a super-normal sensation, to find words vivid and vital
enough adequately to express it. To give you one
example: I knew suddenly one morning that I was out-
of-doors somewhere in the East, and I started pawing
and scratching the carpet of the room where I was
working; and I said, laughing, to Madame R.-D.: “I
feel exactly like a hen scratching the ground, only T am
out in the sun and my feet are bare, and the sand is
very hot.” I felt the sand covering my foot, and then
T knew it had touched the top of a stone urn—which I
excavated and held up. I felt the shape of it and knew
it had a dome-shaped cover to it which T took off, and
saw inside a dark, sticky substance, made of rather
revolting things mixed with serpent’s blood. And then
I knew that it was used by the priests for certain rituals
(which I got about three weeks later), but it was not
kept in the temple, as it contained unclean ingredients;
so was buried in the sand outside and only used
occasionally.

All the time one scemed to have had a super-conscious-
ness, not letting go of one’s sense of humour or one’s
critical faculty, or one’s ordinary senses of sight and hear-
ing. I would hear the telephone bell ring in the distance,
and yet be aware of the sensations of the neophyte under-
going certain mystic ceremonies. I can only compare it
to listening in to a B.B.C. programme, and being aware
at the same time of sounds from a different station, both
quite different, and neither cutting the other out,
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How enjoyable those weeks were! I was as thrilled
every morning as any archazologist could possibly be.
I never knew whether I would get a description of the
various inner temples which were kept for different
degrees of worshippers; designs of the statues, or the
revelation of priestly secrets. And it was only at the
end that I was told that the temple had existed at
Petra.

_ I also got a description of an Ark, and the indication
of where it now lies buried. That, too, was enthralling.
I found that the two figures on either side of it were
made of gold, pounded with precious stones—not stones
inset, but crushed into splinters and mixed with gold.
And I have never yet been able to find words to give a
really accurate impression of its perfectly beautiful design
and craftsmanship.

And then, from that work-which I loved, I was made

{0 go on quite different lines, which I frankly disliked.

The glamour of the past was still on me, and I was

tuken, most reluctantly, into the future. I had to design

_ an aecroplane which would be driven—not by petrol—but

iy the contact of a ray of Light of inexhaustible energy,

~which as yet had no focusing power on the earth. I

valled it the ‘Magenta Ray,” as that was the nearest

description of the colour that I could get. Not being a

hanic, and hating machinery, my heart was not in

Ahis work. But it had to be done.

I approached two scientists after it was finished, as I
nted to pass it on. One could not touch it, as he was
i Government service, and his time was not his own.
I¢ said he thought I was a hundred years ahead of my
a¢; but added that if he had seen a wireless apparatus
iy years ago he could not have touched it either;
il lie s now a great wireless expert. The other man was
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interested when I showed it to him, but suffered from
a reaction afterwards to the thought that knowledge
of any worth could come through psychic channels.

The temple at Petra had ended my work on bygone
civilizations; the ‘Magenta Ray’ started my work on
abstract propositions; these were followed by an intensely
interesting six weeks in the spring of 1927.

Before we left Paris for the south I knew we had to
buy some modelling clay for Madame R.-D. to use: a
small quantity, but I did not know for what it was
wanted. Down into the glorious sunshine we went,
and Madame R.-D. was told to model a head, rather
smaller than life-size, and two hollowed-out sections of
the same head, divided down the middle. The clay that
we took down was exactly enough for the purpose.

Every day I was instructed in the functioning power of
the brain, for ultimate healing purposes: exactly what
part of the brain controlled the bones, blood, nerves and
emotional processes. We were given the technique of
healing, but both of us were perfectly aware that we
had not yet the power to use the knowledge.

Then followed instructions for developing our indi-
vidual consciousness, and I was made aware of what I
can only call “The Christian Initiation.” I realised
that Christ was Conscious Man: that He knew, scien-
tifically, how to apply the laws of this world to the service
of mankind. His miracles were not haphazard evidences
of a sporadic power, but a scientific application of His
knowledge. He knew what He was doing. I was con-
vinced that understanding and controlling the elements,
walking on water, disappearing into space, transmuting
His physical atoms in three days, were examples—not of
His Divinity—but of His perfect Manhood: the highest
expression of life in matter that the world had ever

CONSCIOUS MEDIUMSHIP 21

seen, It is the perfect equilibrium of earth (magical)
and spiritual forces.

I was made to understand, without a fragment of
doubt in my own mind, that to reach the ultimate
understanding and fulfilment of Life one must follow
the Christ line of teaching. The old philosophers will
take one far, the Magic Circle will take one deeper
and farther, but the Christ was the spiral—height,
depth and interpenetration; that was the Truth I had
to apprehend before I was ready for further
instruction.

In the spring of 1928 I definitely started on the
Clonscious development, i.e. getting in touch with one’s
Conscious Body. The human body is not a conscious
entity. We know nothing instinctively of its intricate
works; we depend on doctors for special information
about our own property.

The first step towards making a contact with our
Llonsciousness is through breathing. Conscious breathing
s exactly the opposite to physical breathing. It is up
el down (instead of in and out) starting from the solar
lexus.  When it was first revealed to me, I thought:
¢y want me to do an up and down breath in one
ath, and I can’t.” But by degrees I understood.
Hiose of you who have read Listening In will remember
Wt my brother found conditions in the next sphere
mpletely reversed, that what was inside here was
J ¢ there, and vice versa. I had not fully understood
the time, but now it was made clear. Our bodies,
there, are composed of particles of Light, instead of
us our flesh is here. Light is as concrete in a world
e of different conditions of Light as Matter is
te in a physical world.

i our Light bodies there are no internal organs,
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Breath goes up and down instead of in and out. I had
to ‘think’ my breath from my solar plexus to my feet,
and straight up to the invisible point of a triangle, the
base of which rested on each palm of my hand. The
intake of breath had to be thought down to my feet, the
expulsion forced up.  We were given exercises until
conscious breathing became as easy as ordinary breathing,
and we immediately felt certajn results,

Then we were taught something about Sound. Sound
is the creative force, “In the beginning was the Word,
and the Word was with God, and the Word was God,”
Now, the Word is a sound, and just as a good musician
can, through the medium of his instrument, transmit
melodious sounds, but does not create them, so we,
through the medium of Matter, can transmit God, but
cannot create Him,

It is recorded that the walls of Jericho were shattered
through the agency of sound. A glass can be broken by

sound. You can create and destroy:; You can remove
mountains by Fajth and Knowledge. In the old civiliza-

And then with Sound and Breath came Colour—a
vital forcc. In the next sphere, amongst its many
activities and broperties it includes travelling. Here, if
We want to go to any Pparticular destination, we have to
find out which station provides a train to take us there.
In the next world we have to find out which Colour wil]
take us where we want to 80. Tomake a contact with this
earth we must take the trouble to find out on which line
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of Colour to experiment. It does not come instinctively;
we have to learn,

Colour has its Opposite—as Light hag Darkness. There
is a neutra] quality attending Colour, an interyal between,
keeping colours inviolably intact, This opposite is also
a condition of Creation, 2 constructive medium—
elastic, supple, colourless—a material from which Form
is shaped by Thought. We use bricks or concrete or
wood to build a house, The fundamental material for
construction in the next world js this supple medium—
the complement of Colour,

Colour is that element of the Conscious Body which
corresponds to the blood in physical man. At the same
time, Colour is outside Man as earth is outside him,
although his physical body is made up of earth,

In this world, two halves make a whole. In the next,
two opposites make a whole. In Matter you cannot
Square the circle; in Light you can, Once, in a vivid
blue light, I saw—for one disintegrating second—a
sapphire circle perfectly squared. And I wasted many
sheets of paper trying to transmit i,

All that I heard of Colour was outside the radius ef
Time. T was taught nothing of its rate of vibration, but
a greater understanding of its functioning powers. It

Colour, Sound and Breath, that the Conscious and the
Physical bodies become one, and we KNOW. And
your knowledge no man taketh from you.

Conscious mediumship is a very gradual process, and
it depends entirely on the individual what progress is
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would be cured of 2 loathsome disease., He was
for an expensive and sensational cure,

In all psychic work one does definitely hope for the

sensational result—the event which will prove, once for
all, to the sceptic that such things are trye,

prepared
But Conscious.

The only thing that conscious knowledge costs is the
effort to acquire it Often the transmitter may be in

the next sphere and the receiver here. We have
this world, to get spo

; and there is as much detail and organisation
for peace and harmony on the “Other Side” as there
is for commerce and Prosperity here. If the necessary
conditions are pot fulfilled then the results are
unsatisfactory,

To those of you who wish to develop your ‘aware-
ness,” do not say to yourself: “T am neot psychic—it is no
good for me,” By that attitude of mind you are com-
bility of communication, It
¢an never be forced on anyone. If you want jt enough,
it is there. And if you hold yourself ‘aware,” you are
bound to receive some M.vanmmmouzlﬂrccmr probably
not an obvious one,

From the beginning I was taken by surprise,

None
of us have identically the s

ame lives from the material

us will have identically the
same conscious development, Do not give up all your

time to it, Develop every gift that you have on the
human side; artistic, business, literature, agriculture,
whatever it may be. Your spiritual development must

2
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add to the fulness of life and must never Mos.mn“ MBMWMMM
But do not try to take any short cut t Scmm 2 thir
on; that is utterly useless; there is no valu :n_ﬂ.“
”M“mm .: comes direct into your own nm.smmmuﬂmm“r e
standing. And record everything, even if y
nc%ﬂwﬂ:ﬁ”“ be physically fit—harmony l%wm mﬂzwosmw._
’s being. If one is nervous, run down, definitely ill,
M”M mnwm M&nn little headway. The WM_UN EMmﬁiﬁ.,uM&HM
the head clear, the nerves qnmmxn&. Itis .w N?M vircles
instrument: if the battery is run down
The nonm_mmn”“mﬂ“ﬂ”." I find ideal for working mb. are:
QNMWMFMMMQ quiet; in the hot mcnsz..n]ﬂrn r:EHMMMWw”M
the many earth sounds. The most wo de
_uo.o.m_ w:“ come through under those n.wa&:no:m.
M““me wmwwnmnnnm that none are really nmmnn:&.u for M
rwﬁo“mﬁr& in every sort of room, in Emﬁw ahm.n“,“.”.
It is not the material conditions t m.; matter,
Woﬁnﬂ. iritual. It is the condition of one’s EE@ Emﬂ.w
- o..%—. he taking and stretching of the mind, ti
. \ M makes a contact and the wboi_wmmn can
833%?% mwo That, to me, is the oumn:.amy difference
ﬁw”tmamoqmmnn and conscious Enn_mcn:mr%.& Hm— HMM_““M
you allow your physical body to be E.ME Eﬂm P
entities making a material contact; in oo:mnm ki e s
ship the mind is developed to M.; mnmm”.”nnn” Hmmmom iy
it can make a contact with sp .
””wn” sphere. The &m“,nun:n% vnnsﬂn”ﬂm _.Mummﬁu _NMMH M_cwn.”ﬁnnm.
It is not a physical condition, o
i it is absolutely safe. No one on
N:Onmrnnmmwmmmﬁhwo was not s,o-.w.im for the _Mﬁ”“_“
development of the r:nymﬂ no:mnpccm:nu”m MOMH R
you along that particular line. You are taught,
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dramatically, o recognise the right from the wrong
impulse. Twice I was tempted to obey an Impulse which

magical effect. The second time I Jost consciousness THE WORSHIP OF LICHT

and felt very ill. The third time I stopped instantly,

recognizing the difference between the spiritual and the Lecture given on January 26th, 1933,

material; and though I was tested at Intervals, I always lted of ‘ihe
knew. That occurred when I was doing the old cere- ALL the knowledge that I have accumu wm e e
monies; and [ was very grateful for the severity of the worship of exterior Light I rw.ﬁ unnﬂﬁwm t a.un:m ek
test. For, of course, I should have been of no use if 1 wychometrising of stones standing on anciant _m,.w nmmSoo..
could not distinguish between the real and the false. f— Avebury, Stonehenge, and stone circles on Dar

That is the danger of trance mediumship: when you Mnd in different parts of Umcow;rmﬁn. Other mqﬂ.umw %N_.H.

| #hips I have come across in Brittany and Yorks ire; mf“r

want, this evening, to concentrate on the worship of the

i n and the Stars.

ﬁn.”__wﬂwn_”o& by my handling a tiny little stone mmm:.n.

{ Into my hands by a friend with whom I was lunching.

i friend has travelled all over the world, in nvn remote

of the earth, and she told me that nwﬁ tiny mm.m:.n

| Leen given to her by an archzologist in gﬂcwm
had told her that he knew it to ,Un so old as to .

e from the historical point of view. She mwmn it
e to hold, asking if I could get mnwm_.::m out o M

el it, and almost at once I was in a vast un m.?

tave, not dark, but with an iridescent meta _“o

ming from the walls. The cave was as light

. f a
Of all the great initiates, HE is the only One Who light, but the emanation from the walls oy

i ind that I
demonstrated to an incredulous world that there is ng \llerent substance of rm.rﬁ from any _Hns w1
. 0 | called it metallic light. Then I saw

people and that they had large square
ane were very short of stature. Their .nwnm
Ll give out light, in the same way that a dog’s om.
¥ shine in the dark. Then, quite m:nEn:H.ua

the Sun was their Devil. They were terrified

a7

use of your consciousness you can have no guarantee of
who is going to make that use of you.

I'am not sentimenta] about the conditions of the ‘next’
world: T am intensely interested in them; but, for al of
us, it is this world that matters. It is our ‘job’ to under-
stand the marvelloys powers lying dormant i humanity,

All that I have been taught is for the purpose of making
us better citizens here, for raising the level of the human
race—the development of the Soul and the Body. To
do that I had to Start at the very beginning; and |

He transmuted His Body and He consciously knew
how to do it. The facts have survived two thousan
years. The Faith has been kept alive, The Knowledge
has scarcely yet been tapped.




