
Friends Fellowship of Healing 
22  nd   September, 2021  

Dear Friends

This week I come again with a heavy heart.  Again, I have prayed long and hard to find a different 
way to open our newsletter.

Two beautiful healing experiences have come my way in the last ten days that I would like to share 
with you.  Before I do, can we please hold our dear Mother Earth and all her creatures, landscapes 
and oceans in the light?  My heart is broken by the revitalisation of the nuclear arms race 
represented by AUKUS.  It seems particularly insulting given that the news broke so close to the 
UN International Day of Peace.  I hope many among us are participating in the Raising Peace 
Festival running from 16-26th of this month.

When human frailty overwhelms, as you know by now, nature is where I turn to experience the 
Source, to bask in those things which are eternal.

Last week I had the good fortune to go with a friend to one of the most spectacular lookouts in the 
Blue Mountains.  At Lincoln Rock, one has a 270 degree vista of wilderness.  In this place, human 
woes are put into perspective.  It was close to sunset, and the way the late rays of light fell through 
the valleys, for the first time in my life I witnessed a long green ray shining low from the horizon to 
the farthest escarpment on the opposite horizon.  

It was freezing on the escarpments and before the sun sank below the horizon we decided to 
relocate into a valley close by to shelter from the up-drafts.  As we drove away, we could see behind
us fiery reds, oranges and purples ignite in the sky as the last light faded.  By the time we reached 
our destination it was dark.  There is an established campsite in this valley and we lit a small 
campfire to hold a spontaneous smoking ceremony.  My heart, still broken by my friend’s recent 
death, welcomed the cleansing smoke of the gum leaves.  Sitting under the light of the stars and the 
moon, amidst towering giants of perfectly straight trunked gum trees, deep healing came.  I was 
able to weep and sing a song of belonging in an Indigenous language.  Sweet release was given and 
lightness of being put the pieces of my heart back together again.

A few days before this I had the privilege of attending a live meditation broadcast from India by a 
teacher from the sub-continent.  This is a teacher I have never met, and from what I had heard about
him, I was concerned that perhaps his tradition was a bit cult like.  As soon as I heard his voice, all 
my doubts vanished and I was transported back in time to the decade in which I followed the 
teachings of an Indian guru.  It was a time in my life of such powerful mystical experiences that I 
remember them as if they happened yesterday.

During the meditation ten days ago, it was one of those occasions in which time seems to loop back 
on itself.  It is as if I am released from the linear concept of time in the dominant paradigm and 
there is only Now.  Some of you have heard me speak of what I call my Aboriginal Dreaming.  Its 
hallmark feature is that there is only the present.  I have heard tell that there was no word for time 
before white people came to Australia.  My understanding is that “time” was experienced in 
overlapping cycles, a spiral if you will.  In that paradigm, spiritual dimensions are ever present, and 
the Ancestors speak to us constantly.



During this meditation I re-experienced my Whale Dreaming in which my neural pathways were re-
arranged.  I quickly sank so deep into the depths that I was aware of a distant heavenly flute 
wavering a subtle melody at the edges of my consciousness.  Beings of light surrounded me in a 
place of pure healing.  Just before the teacher spoke to bring us out of the mediation, I found myself
pranaamed1 at the guru’s feet, the symbol of the cosmic breath.  It such a sweet place of dwam2 that 
I did not want to bring myself out of it, back to “normal” consciousness.

Experiences such as these provide the bedrock of my faith.  No matter where life’s up and downs 
take me, nothing can undo the powerful impact of corporeal knowing that I belong – to the dirt, to 
the stars, to the oceans, the rocks, the valleys, the mountains, the sky.  Our being is inextricable 
from all that is.  Deep peace, beauty, wholeness and freedom are our birthright.  

Thank you for walking with me, Friends.

In deep peace,
Elspeth

1 Pranaam: "bending, bowing in front" or "prostration".  In cultural terms, it means "respectful salutation" or 
"reverential bowing" before another, usually elders or teachers or someone deeply respected such as a deity. 

2 Dwam: a state of semi-consciousness or reverie. 


