THIS IS A TRANSCRIPT OF A TYPICAL SESSION IN EXPERIMENT 2. F IS THE MEDIUM, SITTING ALONE. THE RED TEXT IS HER COMMENTS ON THE MEDIUMSHIP TRANSCRIPT, WRITTEN A FEW DAYS LATER.
THIS IS FOLLOWED BY THE TRANSCRIPT OF THE CONTROL (IMAGINATION) SESSION.

18.8.21     
MEDIUMSHIP
As I’m closing my eyes, and I’m tuning in, I’ve got the sense of an elderly man. The white hair is just fluff and on the side of his head. So familiar sort of face; it’s very pink skin, blue eyes. I think not big eyes, but kind eyes. And quite a symmetrical face. Longish face. Long nose. Not a bewildered look. The look of someone who has been seeking. ( this description would fit with my older cousin who, unknown to me had just died, seemingly that day. He died on 18.8.2021. I didn’t hear about this until the following day.)
 Could be a monk. Like another Brother Michael (Brother Michael was a lay monk). Think he’s telling me he’s an abbott. Got the words ‘forgive me father for I have sinned’. Like he’s got a knotted rope holding his, it’s a brown, it’s a brown tunic cloak. (not sure here whether I am thinking this, while trying to identify the elderly man, or whether I have got someone else here who I am identifying) . 
He’s connected with bees somehow. Beeswax. (I learnt the next day that this cousin had worked with bee-keeping as a teenager at an evacuation camp during the war). 
“I cant tell you,” he’s saying, “I can’t tell you how happy I am to be here.”  ( I am hearing these words internally. Not sure if this is clairaudience or claircognisance?)
Seems to be pulling a horse with him. He’s maybe connected with Iona. Just getting the names of various saints coming through, like St Cuthbert, Aidan and St Aidan. (Now I’m pretty sure this is my mind coming through, because I am trying to remember the name of St Columba of Iona, but I can’t remember his name. And I think I may be trying to fit the gentleman whose presence is here, with this Saint with whom I am familiar, and who had a connection with a horse.  I have a strong connection with Iona, and have been there. However, I learnt the next day, that my cousin not only led a life of real service, but he was also Catholic, and practising Christian all his life, and led a life of prayer, and took an active role in the church. This was largely unknown to me. It is very unusual in this side of my family, which is Jewish. Also that he had stayed on the Island Of Mull, next to Iona during his war service. There is a Cathedral on Iona.)
He’s just giving me a name ‘William’. (I am not sure if this is received clairaudiently (internally) or claircognisantly. The name just drops into my mind. ) 
I’m seeing somebody more modern. There was a gentleman, Bill, at the University. (I realise here that I am thinking, and trying to fit this information with people I know. Interestingly I discover the next day, that William/Bill was a close friend of my cousin, and died about ten years before him. My cousin spent time with him and visited him often before his death, and continued to befriend and spend time with Bill’s wife after his death).
I’m trying to put my mind aside and stop thinking about Bill.
I apologise. Mind getting in the way. Please help.
Tal Sarn  (I haven’t a clue why Tal Sarn came in. Is it a random thought drop-in.? I have recently been visiting family in Wales,, and Tal Sarn is a small village/Hamlet close to where my step-daughter lives.) That’s a place in Wales.
I’m asking him. ‘I don’t know who you are. Can you please introduce yourself, come closer, and tell me why you’re here, and about you?’
Said something about ” wallpaper”. (again I don’t know why this word dropped in. But interestingly the next day, reading his autobiography, I learned that he had enjoyed decorating the new house with his wife after their honeymoon, and there was an incident when some blackberry wine he was brewing exploded, ruining all their newly redecorated kitchen, covering all the walls with purple . However there is no mention of wallpaper specifically )
“Minions.”  (here again I am not sure if I am hearing this clairaudiently internally or claircognisance.)
This took me to Maid Marion. ( I felt at the time that this is a correction for the word minions. Interestingly I discovered the next day that my cousin C and his wife had worn Robin Hood and Maid Marion hats during their honeymoon. There was a picture of them in the hats in his autobiography ) 
I’m seeing like tents. Don’t know if it’s like in an army encampment, like in the time of the Crusades.
It’s almost like I’m hearing a news reel, ‘American forces in ---------Can’t tell if my imagination is painting it, but I have king Richard’s people in chainmail. Foot soldiers. Sort of showing me a man hanging from a tree, or from a wooden structure.
(there was a long gap here of 6 minutes)
Was going off into a sort of fantasy, then, something about doping dogs!  
I asked my guide spirit. ‘I want to be able to discern the difference between picking up things psychically from an environment, and from people around me, and tuning into or picking up telepathically from a dead person.’
I want to be able to tell the difference. How can I do this?
And the message that’s coming into my mind straightaway is that when you are with a dead person, you can ask them to show you things. And if they respond, then you will know.
I would like to ask ‘when I had the little boy, (reading with A’s husband), he was with a tall man I felt was a guide, with someone in spirit with him. Since the little boy was alive, was the guide giving me information?
(there was another long interval of 5 minutes)
Got the name ‘S----’ (this could be evidential, as S---- is the name of my oldest Aunt, longtime in spirit, and very family oriented and very fond of cousin C. But at this point I had no idea that C had died, or that the elderly man who was still present could be C. The idea had never occurred to me, until I received the sad news of his death the following day.)
I think that gentleman is still here. ‘Bill’. I’m asking ‘why are you here, Bill’.  (for some reason I’m using the name Bill, maybe for convenience, or maybe because that name had been given to me earlier.)
Hops into my head “church bells are ringing”.  Says “They’re ringing for dogs”. “This means please be at peace”.
Got words like “You’re constantly in my thoughts and prayers.”
My mind keeps coming in. He’s a custodian, and it’s strange that I cant think of the name. Abott of Iona. Columba. (Actually, the next day, when I hear the news of cousin Cs death, I think that the name Columba sounds a bit like C’s name. That is probably coincidental.)
I’m just going to say thankyou. Thankyou so much for your presence and for your love of animals.
“Ink well”. (this word just pops into my head) 
‘I wish I could tune into what you wish to say more. My mind. Perhaps you’ll come back. I  hope you will. I ask you, “Why are you saying ‘ink wells’?” ‘
“ I want you to write well”.
He keeps giving me Lindisfarne and the book of Kells. 
“You will work again”. 
“The choirs are singing.  Choristors  with lovely voices. Gloria. It is the love song to God.” (I discover the next day, that C had organised the local authority choir to sing the Hallelujah chorus at the Christmas service one year, He loved the choir)
He says ‘Pace, Pace’ 
And I just got Beatrix Potter.
“You must delve. Delve deep. Into the depths of unknowing. Of cabbages and Kings. 
And the shadows can play havoc with your soul.
Tune into the one light.
The mandala.
Gloria.
The soul song.
Be at peace.
Come back to Iona. That’s where you belong.”
Asking: ‘who belongs there?’
“You do.” 
‘Why?’
 “It’s your heritage.”
Keep getting ‘Pace, Peace.’
It’s the love song to God. “Rejoice and be fulfilled.”
‘Thankyou , thankyou dear Friend.’
Saying something like “As day is to night, so God is to the soul”
I’m saying: ‘Is the soul in darkness?’
“The soul is unrealised. Not in full consciousness. Full of shadows and shades.”
“Light up my darkness, light in my darkness.”
(At this point, I am feeling as if someone else has been speaking through me. I am not sure if I was channeling, or if I have another spirit apart from the elderly gentleman I call ‘Bill’ or whether it is another spiritual presence. But then I feel the presence of the elderly gentleman very strongly, and I can see him clearly)‘‘Thank you. Thank you my friend. I can still see you, feel your presence, and see you. Difficult to define your face. It has so many incarnations, I think. What is a face?’
“Blessings.”
‘Thankyou dear friend. Please come again. Not sure why I’m so reluctant, and also keen, to end. Not trusting. ‘
‘Give me something to know that I can trust the reality of your presence, please.’
Sort of seeing some medallion. Sense of a stag, a deer. (this is important and evidential. I saw a metal, round medallion, engraved, with intricate metal work, with a  pattern that looked like stag antlers, all out of focus. Medallion was on a chain, like a medal or mark of honour.)
‘O.K Thankyou. Please give me that sign.’ (I am thinking that this will be the sign he is going to give me. But I don’t really believe it will happen!)
I end the session at this point. It has lasted 55 minutes!
The next morning I receive an e-mail from a family member, the same age as me, telling me the sad news that an elder cousin C has just died, 18.8.91, which is the previous day. That is when this elderly gentleman suddenly appeared to me as I was tuning into spirit. This family member sent me a picture of cousin C, in which C was proudly wearing a metal medallion on  a length of ribbon round his neck, engraved with the insignia, which sported a lion and a stag with Antlers. He also sent me a copy of an autobiography that C had written for his children and grandchildren and great grandchildren, with all the details of his life.
I was so moved by this, realising that the elderly man who visited me yesterday may well have been cousin C, as he certainly fitted the description.  Over the next few days I read his autobiography, full of things I never knew about him. But it was apparent that he had indeed led a life of service to the community, and also to the church. And that he was a deeply religious man.
When he appeared, I could feel the kindness and the love and warmth and acceptance beaming from him, and I felt he was familiar, and I ought to know him. But I couldn’t recognise him. His kindly and affectionate presence remained with me throughout the session. I really felt he wanted to communicate. 







18.8.21

THIS IS THE TRANSCRIPT OF THE CONTROL SESSION IN EXPERIMENT 2

CONTROL (imagination)

I'm just imagining beggar in Arabic called Joseph.

I can see his very dark face, like a prune.

It's very wrinkled and he's a very saturnine sort of character.

May live in a very small, encampment at present on the edges of the Negev.

And camped near a well.

They have two camels.

And they have 10 goats.

The goats are nannys with Kids. Five of them. I have one billy around.

His name is Ishtaka.

Telling me he's very worried.

His friend, a nomad, showed him the way

To collect water that night from the dew.

Dew in the desert collects at night.

You have to get up early in the morning to collect it before it dries out.

His says there must be a better way.

There are lots of prickly prickly fruits, you have to be careful in cutting them open.

The children of those nomads

 have a glass for concentrating the sun's rays to make fire to cook their food.

That I'm imagining the people, I'm imagining doing dances a bit like a dream sequence again.

Buccaneer type that looks like Andy.

I've got a woman called Dolores.

She came from South America. She says, she's now living on Bali. She's making silkscreen and fabrics.

Dolores has a sister, Maria.

Between them, they run the business, Maria makes dyes, Dolores prints bales of



a fine cotton.

She grumbles She gets a fraction of the price that the high class boutiques sell the products for

Mainly in Manila.

She says there's a shop in Los Angeles.

Philippa Oldings.

She's a trance, medium.

I see her with blonde hair. Tied back in a ponytail. She loves wearing Jade earrings and rings made of jade with three other rings dangling from them.

And the Jade passes through her ears as a complete piece.

Dolores and her sister are here 

on holiday.

Country and western style festival.

Dolores plays the guitar.

Maria plays a trombone.

And a cleaner Sebastopol, who has a cat called Donald. Donald, follows him everywhere.

He cleans the train station in Moscow.

And the carriages in the train.

Okay, I'm going to stop there. 
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