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Author’s note

This book has taken me on a quest. While writing it I have visited South America, California, and India twice. It started in 1996 when I woke one morning with a very vivid dream and knew instantly that it was the plot for the first half of a novel. I wrote it down and waited. The following year I visited India to meet my daughter, who was living and working in Hong Kong. We travelled together and parts of this novel are based on our experiences, for we found ourselves in the place shown me in the dream.

For some years I had worked with guides, those evolved spirits who help us from the spirit world. Later angels approached me, asking me to introduce them to the world and write about them. Angels are very high frequency light beings, who are messengers and intermediaries from Source. My guide told me that the information for the second part of the book would come through someone . . .

Some time later my son came to visit me after a year in South America. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before or since; he sat on my sofa and suddenly information started to pour through him. He told me to get a pen and write it down as he could not access any more until I had written what he was given. He channelled the information about Machu Picchu and told me he could feel the presence of the angels as he did so.

Two weeks later I was told that I was shortly to undergo a higher Initiation, which would increase my light levels, and that I must not write until after the Initiation. After it I wrote A Little Light on the Spiritual Laws as this was promised.

When I started The Silent Stones, Anne Vintner, a psychic artist, drew a beautiful Inuit woman called Saska for me, who was to be my writing guide for a spiritual teaching novel. ‘Ah!’ I thought. ‘At last I can get on with it!’ I finished the first draft and was then deluged with work and did not touch it for months. When I picked it up again I became totally involved once more. It was almost finished. At two o’clock one morning angels surrounded my bed and woke me, filling me with a great feeling of joy and delight. They wanted me to write another book about angels, called Angel Inspiration. It was to be written immediately. They stayed with me day and night until it was finished and it was published a year before The Silent Stones.

I finally completed my novel. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Do use the symbols. They are very powerful.

With love,

Diana
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Chapter 1

Those in the know say that you either have a love affair with India or you hate her. Certainly it takes the rose-tinted glasses of infatuation to be aware of the heat, the dirt and flies, the beggars, the smell, the babbling incompetence and mindless inertia of the place and yet feel overwhelming excitement and love whenever you visit her. These factors are the cause of intense aversion in those who despise India, of which there are inevitably a few.

But the moment Marcus stepped on to the dust of India, he loved the country – with its crazy drive from Delhi airport in a raucously honking taxi, round bullock carts, rusty buses, little men in whitish clothes slowly riding their stately bicycles and suicidal buzzing rickshaws. Being part of this frenetic world on the move, set against a surreal yellow orange sunrise, brought a lightness to his tired body as surely as would the sparkling eyes of a fascinating woman.

Marcus went everywhere and saw everything around Delhi. Tall and broad-shouldered, he dwarfed the Indians, and often bumped into them, as he strode through the crowded streets. But as he apologised, the laughter in his grey eyes was so appealing that they instantly smiled back and forgave him. It was easy to respond to the good-looking, open young man. He was a doer, a restless soul, unstoppable when fired with enthusiasm, and passionately interested in people. He read them, sensed their needs and moods, loved talking to and finding out about them. He sat in cafés, chatting to tourists, travellers and Indians alike and relished the East.

Seven days after he arrived in India, in a triumph of bravado over common sense, Marcus squeezed into a recycled tin can of a bus with a crush of curry-sweating humanity. His bag was balanced on his knee and the corner of someone’s briefcase bruised his ribs as they jolted off to Rishikesh via Dehradun.

Dehradun! He savoured the name, rolling it deliciously over his tongue, while trying to close his ears to the constant honking of horns and to the loud and, to him, indescribably revolting, sound of spitting, which Indians feel is their passport to health. During the intermittent breaks he disembarked and stood with the men, a gesture of solidarity, communicating in pidgin English or sign language. Marcus thoroughly enjoyed the journey. The dust swirled as they passed through roadside villages of wooden shacks selling fruit and vegetables, and shops piled with colourful material, the tiny tailors hunched behind ancient sewing machines like the one his grandmother used.

They rattled past a young woman, her baby on her hip, a young child beside her, carrying a large laden basket on her head and leading a cow as she trudged through the dust. The rural Indian woman epitomised. He enjoyed the wafting aroma from the roadside chappati and curry makers. Crates of soft drinks were piled high outside shacks and everywhere shops were offering for sale more plastic buckets than he imagined an entire village could use in a year. Someone threw an orange peel out of the window but it was quickly gobbled up, for pigs, hens, cows, dogs, all wandered freely, walking dustbins. Single sex groups walked together and talked in clusters. Boys played together, girls helped mother. That was the way of it.

At Dehradun his new love affair with India suffered its first setback. He stepped from the bus into the fume-poisoned town, worse even than Bangkok. Gasping, he flinched, as if physically hit. The smell of traffic was so intensely concentrated that he could see the fumes rising like waves in the heat. With a handkerchief pressed over his nose, he had only one thought – to get a taxi out of the town to Rishikesh immediately.

Sitting back in the taxi, Marcus closed his eyes. Tired. Exhausted even. Defences down, he could no longer hold back the memories of the trauma he wanted to forget – the catalyst that led him to India. Pictures came back. His boss calling him into his office. The way he had innocently and eagerly responded, anticipating promotion to the Spanish desk because of his fluent Spanish. He had entered the office jubilantly. Then there was the humiliation and rage of being made redundant. It couldn’t happen to him. He was good at his work. Believed he was indispensable. Marcus felt devastated, his ego shattered. He had charged out of the office, flushed with anger. He had not realised how much his self-esteem and reason for being were tied up in his work until that fateful moment.

Later on his girlfriend had snaked her arms round him and whispered, ‘The eagle shot in full flight.’ And that was how it felt. At work he was in his power, conquering the world. The arrow of rejection struck from nowhere. He fell heavily.

A week later he discovered that his girlfriend was sleeping with his boss, the man responsible for the redundancy decision. The double betrayal and disillusion were devastating. Thousands of miles away in the hot taxi, he groaned aloud as he remembered. His heart thumped and his chest hurt. ‘Bastards,’ he thought, clenching his fists. ‘Bastards.’

The madness of his thoughts during the dark, unfocused weeks that followed the betrayal shook his core. Previously unknown feelings of hate, revenge and worthlessness thrust like a volcano from a place deep within and threatened to overwhelm him. Marcus, always friendly, and generous-hearted and understanding was presented with his shadow side and he did not like it. A sense of disorientation and plummeting confidence convinced him that he must change his life. Completely.

He was musing about it in the bar of his squash club when a girl he knew by sight struck up a conversation with him. She had just returned from holiday in India and painted a colourful and exciting picture of the country. As she rose to leave, swinging her squash bag over her shoulder, she laughed as she said, ‘When I came back from India I had found parts of myself I didn’t even know were missing. India does that to you.’

Marcus took an instant decision to travel there. From that moment everything fell into place as if unseen hands were fitting a jigsaw together with perfect synchronicity. He was beginning to learn that there is no chance or coincidence in life, that all is co-ordinated at another level. Until the betrayal and its consequences, he had always believed in chance, luck, an inhospitable universe and a punitive God who had to be placated. The latter was a legacy from his public school days, where daily affirmations that he was a miserable sinner had filtered into his subconscious mind. It might have done more harm were it not for his innate sense of self-worth.

A friend later postulated that for hundreds of years the Church had served the darkness by spreading a feeling of badness and guilt, which chained the human spirit. It was a revelation to Marcus, who saw the truth of this statement with blinding clarity and was determined to free himself from the grasping tentacles of other people’s beliefs.

An old friend of his, Caroline, persuaded him to see a highly recommended clairvoyant with her. She managed to make an appointment for them both on the day before his flight and he agreed to go with her, feeling dubious but intrigued. The pleasant, ordinary looking, elderly woman gave Caroline a reading, which amazed and delighted her.

‘How could you know all that about me?’ she asked in wonder after the session. ‘And will those things really happen?’

The clairvoyant laughed. ‘I have the gift and as for your second question, your future isn’t written in stone. I can only tell you your possible future, from which you can create your own life. What I have told you is a prediction based on the way you are heading now.’

Caroline glowed, determined to create the possibilities that had been presented to her.

It was Marcus’ turn. As the clairvoyant tuned into him she went pale. ‘You must go to India. Your destiny is calling.’ She started to breathe heavily, then opened her eyes suddenly. She looked shocked. Marcus noticed that the little hairs on the woman’s arms were standing up and he felt a shiver of apprehension run down his back.

‘I’m sorry. I can’t read for you.’ She spoke abruptly, with a nervous laugh. She gave him his money back, ignored his questions and protests, and hurried them out of the door.

Marcus was bemused. He tried to shrug her words off with a smile and a few dismissive words. But he could not ignore the tight knot in his stomach.

Caroline was trying to distract him by babbling on about her reading. Everything the woman had said to her about her past had been astonishingly accurate and she was delighted about the predictions for her future. Although Marcus tried valiantly to listen and respond he could not get the clairvoyant’s words out of his mind.

‘Damn the woman,’ he thought savagely, as he kicked a stone harder than he intended and heard it bouncing off a garden wall. ‘What the hell was that all about!’ The next day he set off for India and the wheel of fate started to turn.


Chapter 2

Rishikesh proved to be hot, dusty and swarming with so many people that the pigs could not keep up the waste disposal. Rotting fruit lay in the dirt, crawling with flies, and vendors shouted their wares. Small boys urinated against a dusty and ailing tree, dislodging the inevitable stream of climbing ants. The stench of the thick stew of humanity at close quarters, of rotting food, sweat and urine, of cooking spices and dung was overwhelming in the stifling heat.

Marcus was sticky and grimy. Sweat oozed from his pores, soaking his shirt to his back. Feeling suddenly dispirited, he slumped on to a rough cement step in a shady corner. Rickshaws, sounding like electric drills in competition, sped by. White-faced oxen stoically pulled heavy loads, as their emaciated owners sat on top. Brightly painted lorries belched fumes over him.

He watched people moving by: slender girls with long thick black braids, wearing colourful saris, laughing and chattering; ragged women, thin and grey; gaunt men, some busy, some idle; children, filthy or shining clean, all with big dark eyes. A one-legged cripple hopped with a crutch, a blind beggar whining as he was led along by his daughter. Hordes of people, all trying to eat and work and learn, to make friends and marriages, to have children and be happy, all specks of sand in a shifting desert – and he did not know one of them.

A sense of isolation gripped him. He was totally alone. He could die in an alien world and no one would know. He felt his tired mind leading him into an abyss and tried to pull his thoughts back.

‘Hi!’ broke in a cheerful English voice. ‘Have you just arrived?’

Beside him stood a slender young woman in blue trousers, T-shirt and sandals, a black bum bag round her waist, swinging a thin polythene bag of oranges.

Marcus brightened at this apparition of Western civilisation. ‘I’ve just come from Delhi on the bus.’

‘No wonder you look tired. Got anywhere to stay yet?’

‘Not yet. Got any recommendations?’

‘There’s a cheap smelly down there.’ She pointed down an alley of material shops, jostling with hardware stalls, bookshops and travel agents. ‘Or an expensive air con job on the hill.’

‘Anything in the middle?’ asked Marcus.

She screwed up her eyes in thought. ‘Not much here. We’re in Muni-ki-Reti, which is the next village. It’s nicer and quieter than here – but it’s mostly ashrams and they’re full.’ She paused. ‘We’re in a guest house run by a lovely Indian family. Proper beds, fans, own loo and Rima cooks local food if we want it.’

‘Any rooms free?’

‘Could be. A German guy left this morning.’

Marcus looked at her again. Shiny brown eyes, the colour of ripe chestnuts, short brown hair, curly at the ends, sharpish face with a straight nose and strong jaw. Interesting rather than beautiful, he decided.

‘Not my type,’ he thought. His type of women, or ex-type, he corrected himself quickly, was the blue-eyed baby doll – the flirtatious, dependent kind.

The girl introduced herself as Joanna in a natural, no-nonsense way, no hint of hidden messages. Just a direct, cheerful look. Marcus relaxed. She wasn’t after him. She was simply one traveller talking to another. She read his mind and laughed. The laugh transformed her face, making it uncommonly beautiful.

She continued, ‘I’m on holiday with my Mum at the moment.’

He was surprised. He had thought her highly independent. ‘With your Mum!’ he echoed.

‘I’ve been working and travelling in Asia. Now I’m on my way back to England, so Mum and I decided to meet in India for a holiday.’

Marcus smiled. That seemed nearer the mark. Joanna darted off suddenly to pick up a stick dropped by a woman so emaciated and frail that she looked as if she could hardly walk, even with support. Joanna restored the stick with such a radiant smile that the old lady shuffled on with a straighter back.

The girl glanced across the road and said quickly, ‘There’s the rickshaw. Come on. If you want to see our place I’ll show you the way.’ She ducked round a coconut stall, avoided a mangy dog lying in the dust, waved away a hideously deformed beggar and jumped into a waiting rickshaw, without so much as a backward glance. Marcus followed, intrigued and energised by this self-assured, slightly abrasive, cheerful enigma of a young woman.

As he climbed into the rickshaw behind her, she explained, ‘It’s a rickshaw bus. Set price two rupees. It waits until it’s full.’ She pointed to faded pictures of Srdi Sai Baba, Krishna, Maharishi and Jesus Christ hanging on the windscreen amidst garlands of flowers and laughed lightly. ‘Oh good, we’re protected. All options covered.’

To the driver she said with a wide smile, ‘Good rickshaw – very safe.’

He laughed uproariously, uneven teeth flashing white in his dark face and repeated, ‘Sai Baba, Krishna, Maharishi and Jesus Christ,’ touching each picture respectfully with a dirty finger.

Joanna grinned back. ‘Very good journey.’

During this brief exchange at least eight Indians had squeezed into the space designed for six, so with the mandatory strident blare of horns, they headed for Muni-ki-Reti.


Chapter 3

Marcus’ spirits soared when he saw the guest house, set high up on the hillside and approached by a steep track. Beyond iron gates the garden was carefully tended. Well-watered, fat-leafed shrubs burst with glossy vitality. Elegant trees and swathes of purple bougainvillaea graced the white marble steps to the raised veranda.

The house was pure white and decorated simply with tracery patterns, the veranda floors tiled in black and white marble. It reminded him of a Mediterranean villa.

Joanna laughed at his wide-eyed surprise. ‘Unexpected, isn’t it?’ she acknowledged. ‘Here’s Rima. She’s Raj’s wife. He owns the guest house and she runs it. She’s a wonderful cook.’

A small and slender Indian lady in a pale pink and blue sari appeared and welcomed them with the traditional hands-together position. ‘Namaska,’ she greeted.

Joanna responded easily in the same way and Marcus hastily followed suit. ‘It means “I honour the Divine in you”,’ Joanna told him later. ‘It’s wonderful, isn’t it? In some parts of India they say, “Namaste”.’

Marcus could not help wondering how it would affect the City if its pin-striped materialists honoured the Divine in each other when they met. He grinned as he shared the delicious thought with Joanna and she laughed.

‘Be the first to do it and see what happens,’ she dared.

Rima had a room for Marcus and so, two hours later, showered, rested and once more feeling nurtured by a benign universe, he appeared for dinner and met Joanna’s mother Helen for the first time.

She was smaller than he had expected, hair short with hints of grey, similar brown eyes to Joanna’s, darker if anything, and set in a softer face. When they were introduced he had the most disconcerting impression that she looked through him for a fraction of a second before she smiled warmly and greeted him in a friendly tone. He immediately felt at ease, as if he had been checked and approved. It was odd but not unpleasant.

Their conversation was normal, even banal, as they discussed the weather, their travels and the usual superficial trivia passing as Western greeting ritual. Joanna had a keen eye for the ridiculous. ‘You’ll never guess what I saw this afternoon,’ she giggled suddenly. ‘A mangy puppy ran under a rickshaw and a huge German lady – and when I say huge I really mean it – stepped in front of it with her hand up like this.’ She pantomimed an imperious hand gesture. ‘She was pretty quick I must say. Then she crawled under the rickshaw, bottom in the air and emerged holding the poor little puppy at arms’ length by the scruff of its neck. I saw her marching down the road, arm fully extended in front of her, with the puppy dangling like a snotty tissue. Goodness knows where she was taking it. I just saw her disappearing followed by a crowd of small boys.’

Everyone laughed and relaxed. Warm air scented with blossoms wafted through the open window. A dog barked somewhere in the distance.

Marcus’ mind moved on. ‘I must say it’s nice to be away from the beggars.’

‘Do they bother you?’ Joanna asked.

‘Well, yes,’ he confessed. ‘If I don’t give them anything I feel terrible. If I do they either ask for more or grab the money without any thanks, so I feel annoyed.’

Joanna nodded. ‘I know.’

‘They’re so persistent,’ Marcus complained. ‘Yesterday I was pursued by two totally relentless women with babies. I felt so awful.’

Helen and Joanna murmured sympathetically.

Joanna sighed, remembering some of the dreadful sights she had seen on the streets, and continued, ‘It helps to understand it’s their karma.’

Marcus took her up. ‘What exactly is karma? I keep hearing the word bandied about and I know it’s cause and effect but I don’t really understand it.’

Helen answered, ‘The theory is that every soul is on a journey. While you are on Earth you are accountable for your thoughts, words and actions, for they all have consequences. Consequences are karma. What Joanna means is that karma runs from lifetime to lifetime. So if you die with unresolved issues with people or you’ve done more bad things than good, your soul wants to come back and try to make amends.’

‘Give me an example,’ suggested Marcus.

‘Well, it works in lots of ways. If you’ve been unkind to someone, you will inevitably meet them again in a later life and have an opportunity to be kind. Or at the other end of the scale, if you were a mercenary who butchered a lot of people, as your soul evolved it might want you to reincarnate as a surgeon to repay your debt to humanity.’

Marcus nodded. It made sense.

‘Different religions have slightly different beliefs but basically all believe that there is a spiritual working-out for everything over lifetimes.’

‘What about Christianity? Why don’t they believe in karma then?’ asked Marcus, intrigued.

‘Oh, but they do. “As ye sow so shall ye reap!” Early Christians believed in reincarnation and therefore in karma. There is a body of evidence that Emperor Justinian wrote reincarnation out of the Bible at Constantinople in AD553. Later it was declared a heresy.’

Marcus was fascinated, ‘Why should the Christian Church have wanted to do that?’

Helen’s dark eyes were flashing. ‘We’re back to control by the Church. If you believe in reincarnation, you are in charge of your destiny. You want to connect with your own soul to understand the purpose of your journey in life. You then must listen to your own voice of conscience – in other words to the God within – to decide what is right for you. The Church wanted their priests to have the power to tell people what to believe and do.

‘When they deleted reincarnation from the Bible they stopped people from understanding that there is a spiritual working-out to everything, so they took away people’s incentive to aim for the noble and good. The half-truths they preached did not resonate with people and caused unrest. That’s when they started to preach hell fire and damnation to keep their flocks doing as they were told.’

Marcus observed that Helen spoke with indignation and a sense of frustration. ‘It’s interesting,’ he said. ‘I’ve never understood why one person seems to be good and yet they have terrible calamities in their lives and someone else gets away with everything. Life often seems pointless or unjust.’

‘Of course it’s confusing,’ nodded Helen. ‘But when you take the long-term view over lifetimes, it all falls into place.’

‘There is another aspect to it,’ Joanna put in. ‘Toddlers need very safe boundaries. Unevolved souls who have only had a few experiences on Earth are toddler souls. Just like toddlers, they need to feel safe and so they try to restrict and control others. For instance, they congregate in fundamentalist religions, where they are told exactly what to do and can be totally fanatical in protecting the dogma.’

Marcus frowned with concentration as he grasped this concept.

‘And teenagers tend to cause more hurt and damage than more mature people, don’t they?’ Marcus nodded, remembering a holiday project he’d done as a student, working with teenage tearaways.

Joanna continued, ‘Teenage souls have had more experiences on Earth but they still lack wisdom. They often incarnate into countries and situations where they can run riot. There are plenty of teenage souls right now in places like Africa, where there is unrest. Or they chase after the material life, become very rich and use the money to subjugate others. Like toddler souls, they tend to create a lot of karma for themselves.’

‘I see,’ said Marcus.

‘So less-evolved souls tend to get into karmic debt. As they evolve over lifetimes into more mature souls their higher selves want to repay the debt.’

‘No one gets away with anything spiritually,’ reminded Helen.

‘So very often people who are good and wise have difficult lives. They are mature souls repaying karma they earned before they evolved.’

‘I see,’ Marcus repeated.

‘So bad luck is really bad karma and good luck is the return of karmic credit,’ Helen added. Marcus thought for a moment. The concept made sense to him. ‘But why would anyone want to reincarnate as a beggar?’ he persisted.

‘Millions of reasons,’ replied Helen. ‘As many reasons as souls who reincarnate as beggars. It isn’t always possible to know why a soul would choose a particular experience. But for instance, if in one life someone was very rich and wouldn’t help others who were less fortunate, the next time round their soul might want to experience poverty. Or say you refused to take responsibility for your life and always let others look after you, you might choose to experience having to fend for yourself.’

Marcus looked at Helen. ‘It sounds as if you believe in reincarnation?’

She smiled. ‘Absolutely. I believe our higher self makes many important choices before we are born.’

‘What sort of choices?’

‘Your family, place of birth, time and date of birth, as well as certain people and circumstances you encounter during life.’

Marcus thought about his family and pondered. Helen answered his thought. ‘We often have karma to resolve with members of our family. That’s one reason our soul chooses them. They represent the lessons we are trying to learn.’

‘Even abusive parents?’ Marcus was incredulous, remembering some of the abused teenagers he had worked with.

‘Especially those!’ Helen started to explain but Marcus, finding this inconceivable, had involuntarily crossed his arms. She recognised the shut-down signal and paused. Then she added gently. ‘I believe our parents launch us on our life mission. They offer us the perfect opportunities we need to direct us towards what we came to Earth to accomplish. That’s why one of our life tasks is to embrace the best qualities of both our parents and overcome their worst ones.’

Marcus fell silent as he considered this. He liked to evaluate all possibilities. Joanna leant forward, ‘Remember it is the soul that chooses, not the personality.’

He nodded. ‘Is there a way round karma?’

‘Yes. By giving unconditional love. Basically we accrue karma by withholding love. Take the example of beggars again. If you give money to a beggar with real love – I’m not talking about sentimental or emotional stuff, cosmic love, I suppose – just accepting them as they are, that cancels out some of their karma and yours.’

‘But how do you do that?’

‘If you give anything, meet their eyes. That’s looking into their soul. Try to see the divine in them and smile. When you do that you send a charge of love energy to them that dissolves some karma.’

Joanna could see this was hard for Marcus to digest. She reiterated, ‘It’s true, Marcus. Try it. It makes a whole lot of difference. But you may have to practise.’

Marcus shrugged, almost stunned into silence. ‘Why do souls come to Earth in the first place?’

Helen replied, ‘If you were a mountaineer, what would be your greatest goal?’

‘To conquer Everest, I suppose.’

The older woman nodded. ‘And a spiritual warrior wants to master Earth. You see, this planet is not just a haphazard lump of rock in space. It is a mystery school and one of the most difficult ones in the universe. Your spirit enters a physical body to learn lessons about emotions, relationships, sexuality, money and many other things. Your lessons are orchestrated by the universe and presented to you in the form of people and situations, which come into your life. Testing times are like exams. You have to get through them to progress.’

A million questions entered Marcus’ mind but before he could formulate one into words, Helen said kindly, ‘Your left shoulder and neck look very stiff and your lower back is really painful. Would you . . .’

Marcus was shocked. ‘How do you know?’

Joanna laughed. ‘Mum knows lots of things, Marcus, without your having to say.’

Helen continued smoothly, ‘On a physical level you can blame carrying your bag. But there are always mental and emotional factors. Would you like me to give you some healing? It may help.’

‘Yes please,’ said Marcus, without a second’s hesitation. ‘I’ve heard of healing, of course, but I’ve never tried it. Are you a healer then?’

‘Put it this way,’ Helen told him. ‘Joanna and I are both channels for healing energy.’

She rose and stood behind him, stilling her mind. Heat filled her hands and as she placed them on Marcus’ shoulders, he felt a warm current flowing through him. A sense of calm and peace, such as he had never before experienced, filled him. He found himself relaxing, deeper and deeper.

When she had finished, the pain had melted away on every level.

‘You’ll sleep well,’ Helen told him when he thanked her.

‘One more question, please.’ He frowned, remembering the clairvoyant’s reaction. ‘Have I got a destiny?’

‘Of course,’ she replied. ‘A major one. That’s why you’re here. And you’re about to find out what it is.’
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