
A Life In Trance – Reader Sample: Chapter One: 
 

‘It’s what we do’ 
 
 

It’s 7.15pm. In direct contrast to my wife Amanda, who is sitting quietly with eyes closed, 
I am nervously pacing back and forth wringing my hands and occasionally biting my fingernails. 
We are in a small room at the rear of the building, one of many such rooms that we have frequented 
over the years. Many of them bear striking similarities; a small round table that has seen better 
days, nestling between a couple of old armchairs with antimacassars that once belonged in 
someone’s lounge. On the floral papered walls, framed pictures of former mediums and committee 
members who once served as we are now serving and in the corner a metal filing cabinet with 
some battered old hymn books and order of service sheets piled on top. Over the doorway is 
housed a single red lightbulb and on the floor, stand two metallic cones or ‘trumpets’ as they are 
known, both telltale signs of physical mediumship. 

I can hear the murmur of voices in the main room, interspersed with the occasional sound 
of laughter and I try to guess how many people have turned up to witness the demonstration. 
Trance mediumship doesn’t usually attract large numbers because for many, it doesn’t have the 
same entertainment value as an evening of ‘good old clairvoyance’ where the chances of getting a 
message from a loved one in the spirit world often seems to outweigh the opportunity to hear 
words of wisdom spoken directly from a spirit sage such as White Feather; something that has 
always niggled me. In the kitchen, which is always directly adjacent to the ‘mediums room’, two 
ladies are talking, and I can hear cutlery and teacups being moved in preparation for later. Amanda 
and I of course, were offered a pot of tea on arrival, although I seldom drink or consume anything 
before a demonstration because I am too focused on the task in hand. 

At 7.25pm. I can no longer contain myself and suggest to my wife that we wander out into 
the auditorium; this as opposed to the more formal type of evening when the medium makes their 
entrance at the behest of the chairperson, usually right on time at the start of the proceedings. As 
we walk towards the platform, faces look up and a hush descends upon us. There are perhaps 
thirty or so people scattered around the room and I instinctively look for anyone who could 
potentially cause a problem. Years of experience have taught me that very occasionally someone 
will come along to cause hassle. They are often of the opinion that they know more than the guide 
and are determined to prove the point whilst at the same time disproving the authenticity of the 
trance state itself. Although such individuals do not possess an instantly recognisable profile I can 
usually spot them a mile off, by the energy that they impart. At such times I subtly point them out 
to Amanda with the accompanying whispered advice, “Watch this one, they might be trouble!” 

When undertaking a trance demonstration, we seldom work from the platform itself, only 
doing so if there is no barrier between us and the audience. In some of the older church buildings 
there is often a rostrum with a wooden rail or curtain between the speaker and the congregation 
and if this is the case, we always insist on our two chairs being placed in front of the platform, 
putting us on the same level as the audience. Whilst not ideal for whoever might be seated at the 
back of the room, it does remove any obstacles placed between us and those present and allows 
for a more intimate connection. 

After a short introduction from the chairperson, Amanda and I begin our brief 
introductory talk. We deliberately dissuade our hosts from following any formal protocol and the 
hymns and prayers that are integral to most ‘divine’ services with Spiritualism are done away with. 
We prefer instead to adopt an informal approach, for very good reasons; we want people to know 
that we are normal people, like them. Humility is our watchword. Not for us, the stage-like 
approach adopted by some mediums, who appear to have been coached in their presentation style. 



We prefer the human touch and always emphasise that we are nothing special; just two honest 
souls doing their best to represent a power that is greater than us all. In addition, the ‘pre-amble’ 
as we refer to it, also gives those present the opportunity to witness my voice, vocabulary and 
phrasing as distinct to that of the guide. It gives them something to compare; my distinctly 
‘Brummie’ or Birmingham voice, as opposed to White Feather’s more eloquent tone. 

We also touch upon one or two important points to consider; not to be afraid to challenge 
the guide if the need arises and not to simply accept everything unless it feels right and resonates 
within. I also make the point that in the case of real trance mediumship, there should be no 
unnecessary posturing by the medium. Nor should there be any use of ‘Pidgeon English’ or 
mannerisms appertaining to the supposed earthly nationality of the guide. Most importantly I 
inform the audience that any spirit sage worth their salt, should be capable of answering any 
question put forth, without a moment’s hesitation; something that White Feather does superbly. 
The audience sit in quiet contemplation; a few heads nodding in agreement and I sense that we 
are gaining rapport – a quality so necessary for a successful evening. 
 After inquiring if there are any questions, we remind everyone to switch off their mobile 
devices and settle back, sending forth their love, for what should be an enjoyable evening. Amanda 
jokes, that if nothing happens, the audience should tell their family and friends that they have 
instead, been to the pub or the cinema! I add that we’ll be playing some gentle soothing music to 
help me enter the trance state – AC/DC or Led Zeppelin! These remarks seem to calm any nerves 
and draw a few chuckles amidst the expectation of what is to come. 
 It’s 7.50pm. With the lights dimmed, a stillness begins to descend and an inviting, warm, 
darkness envelopes me. Like an anaesthetic that numbs the senses, I swiftly drift off to another 
place, my consciousness morphing from its normal everyday awareness to an expanded and 
elevated one – that of the spirit guide known to me as White Feather. I surrender willingly as his 
love and reassuring presence enshrouds me and know, without doubt, that he is in complete 
control of all eventualities. I am the pupil and he, the master. The energy builds and Amanda 
senses that the sage has arrived, halting the soothing music with a flick of her finger. Upon this 
signal, the guide begins his opening address, his voice reaching out to the back of the room, 
characterized by his all too familiar oratory. 
 He speaks for almost twenty minutes, without hesitation; pausing here and there to 
emphasise a point or to allow the audience to assimilate what he has said. His philosophy - so 
often compared to other famous guides from ages past, is simple, yet profound. Most importantly, 
it is relevant to current times and although sometimes challenging, falls within the understanding 
of most of those present. As the teacher himself points out: 
 
“If what I say offends you, you are at liberty to reject it; put it like a book upon a shelf and let it 
gather dust. One day you may return to it and see that what it contains is the truth. For I seek to 
win you over, not by demanding your blind allegiance, but by appealing always to your reasoning 
capacity.” 
 

Who could argue with that? 
 
 At the conclusion of his talk, the guide turns to Amanda (to whom he refers as Sunflower – 
a name he lovingly bestowed upon her many years ago when speaking in a private sitting) and 
suggests that the audience might wish to ask him questions. Whilst acknowledging in a wonderfully 
self-effacing way that those present ‘look far more intelligent than me’, his invitation exudes the 
unshakable belief of one exquisitely equipped to deal with any question asked of him, regardless 
of its complexity. Indeed, he has an enviable record of never failing to respond – the hallmark of 
an evolved soul. 
 The audience questions come, slowly at first and then in a steady flow as hesitancy gives 
rise to confidence; born out of the confident manner of the guide’s replies. Without any hesitation 



his words of wisdom flow through me, interspersed with moments of humour and the occasional 
pause to add emphasis to a particular point being made. White Feather is not only a wise counsel 
and philosopher, he is also an accomplished orator and loves nothing more than to phrase his 
answers in a manner that befits their importance. His replies generate new questions based around 
something that he has highlighted, quite deliberately, as a way of helping to expand peoples’ 
understanding. Science becomes immersed with the esoteric as left and right brain concepts merge 
and the complex is cleverly reduced to the simple, through the guide’s use of metaphor, analogy 
and personal experience. He converses for well over an hour, with Amanda fielding the questions 
as multiple hands rise up, asking to be chosen. 
 Where am ‘I’ in all of this? I do not know. I never have. The voice, although modified in 
timbre, style and delivery and still bearing some familiar characteristics, is definitely not mine and 
the phrasing and choice of words is certainly of a quality beyond my own. As for my personality 
and individual sense of self, that is not present when White Feather assumes control of my 
consciousness. It is as though ‘I’ have been moved aside as he takes over, rather like closing one 
computer program and opening another more advanced one. I often joke in our preamble that I 
would like to be taken off to somewhere exotic or to the ‘spirit halls of learning’, but I never seem 
to have any recollection of this, or indeed of anything. I believe that someone once asked the guide 
where I am taken to, but even then, he would not disclose anything, saying that it might interfere 
with the control process through unnecessary focusing on my behalf; thus blocking the 
attunement. Despite my apparent absence when in the trance state, it is never total, nor could it 
be. Mediumship requires a combination of guide and instrument and is a shared responsibility 
based upon trust from both sides. The spirit helper needs the medium, whose mental, spiritual, 
emotional and physical constitution must be suitable, whilst the medium is nothing without the 
input of the spirit controllers and would only be able to function ‘psychically’ instead of ‘spiritually’. 
This is why trance is such a highly evolved form of mediumistic communication, perhaps more so 
than any other. 
 Although each person is unique, a good trance medium is typically able to surrender their 
own mentality to that of the spirit guide whilst in the attuned state. They possess little in the way 
of ego and humility is for them, second nature. For me, it is a case of feeling supremely honoured 
to be able to facilitate the flow of such noble truth into the world; rather like the bottle, were it to 
have intelligence, might feel blessed to hold the essence of a great vintage long after the wine has 
been consumed. 
 Both time and space, which I have come to understand, are constructs of the mind, have 
little or no meaning for me when under spirit control. An hour of trance-time can seem like only 
a few minutes to me, wherever ‘me’ is and spatial awareness is also different in the sense that there 
is often a feeling of being in another part of the room, even above the audience. Sometimes the 
voice of the questioner – which is always heard because the guide utilises some aspects of my body 
such as hearing, voice and upper limbs, also appears to emanate from a different part of the room 
than where they are actually seated. There is though, because of the very nature of mediumship 
and the processes involved, an impact on the ‘physical’ body. Amanda will often ask the guide if 
he is comfortable continuing to operate through me or whether I am tired, to which he usually 
responds with ‘I will take just two or three more questions as the energy of the medium is declining’ 
or some such remark. We always comply with his wishes, as to do otherwise could have 
implications for my health and wellbeing. It astonishes me how little is understood about the 
intricacies of trance, even within Spiritualism. I’ve heard various comments over the years, ranging 
from the ridiculous to downright dangerous, some from those who, quite frankly should know 
better; but more of these later. 
 It’s 9.05pm. Sunflower calls the guide to time and he duly thanks the audience for their 
contribution to the proceedings, bidding them farewell whilst looking forward to the next time 
their paths cross with his. At this point, I start to feel a reconnection with ‘me’, the person. The 
personality of White Feather leaves, to be replaced by my own and I sense the atmosphere of the 



room as I return to my normal waking state. After a minute or so I rub my eyes, not wanting to 
open them and be subjected to the bright lights once again (even though they have been dimmed 
for the entirety of the demonstration). I look up, somewhat dazed to see the same sea of faces 
looking back at me, many with warm smiles, suggestive of an enjoyable evening. Amanda hands 
me a glass of water that I consume like a man who has gone a week without drinking. She tops it 
up again and I continue to sip as she turns to the audience to thank them whilst suggesting that 
we’d be happy to chat should they so desire it; an offer that is always taken up by an enthusiastic 
few. The chairperson thanks us for our evening’s work, giving a special mention to the guide for 
delivering his wisdom and we are presented with tea and chocolate biscuits (if we’re lucky!) whilst 
people begin to browse our books, engage one or other of us in deep conversation (something I 
often find a little difficult directly after being in a trance state for over an hour) or simply shake 
our hands and say ‘thank you’.   
 Although I have no immediate recollection of what has transpired over the last hour or so, 
snippets of conversation trigger a vague awareness in my mind, something that I know will be 
compounded on the journey home as my wife recalls special moments from the evening. As she 
tells me what the guide said in response to a particular question, or how skilfully he dealt with a 
certain controversial topic, I find myself nodding in agreement with his deep knowledge and the 
familiarity of his wise council. It’s dark now and raining hard. The journey back home necessitates 
negotiating closed motorways and numerous diversions down narrow country roads in unfamiliar 
places. I am tired and have to concentrate hard, my left-brain consciousness working overtime as 
we swerve this way and that along endless winding lanes. Yet there is a comforting sense of a job 
well done, not in an egotistical sense, but in the knowing that we have, in some small way assisted 
the connection of a greater love and intelligence in its selfless desire to serve humanity; this, above 
all else is our reward. 
 Yet it wasn’t always this way. 
 


