DAVID THOMPSON Physical Séance WEDNESDAY 17th August 2011

A personal account by Christine Parkin

I attended David Thompson's séance at Jenny's on Wednesday night and was selected to be an examiner. Again, 40 plus attended, jewellery and shoes had to be removed and all sitters were searched (as far as I know), prior to entering the séance room. Christine Morgan went into the séance room with a small holdall bag about 7pm and the door closed behind her. The other two circle members followed her in. I guess this was to prepare the room?

We waited for 5 people who failed to show and this delayed proceedings somewhat though everyone seemed very relaxed about it. I would state at this point that the hosts, Ron and Jean Gilkes are, in my opinion, a wonderfully compassionate couple with genuine intentions and not hard-nosed entrepreneurs. It would be sad to think that they had been duped in any way.

David stressed the importance of the circle's precautionary measures to us in his pre-séance talk. He pointed to the back of his left hand and said that he had been "cauterized" by ectoplasm returning swiftly to his body when a female sitter in one of his séances had reacted badly and disturbed the materialised form. He added wryly that he would like to return to Australia to see his 6 year old daughter. We were left in no doubt of the potential danger he put himself in each time he sat for physical phenomena.

Christine's following talk ensured that each person understood the protocol; you must hold hands when she instructed, keep feet close to your chair, do not reach out and touch the materialised form, speak up when spoken to, to encourage our spirit communicators. She also explained that our loved one's voice may not sound as they did on the earth plane but this was because they were not as practised as the more regular spirit visitors.

I personally searched the cabinet, the chair, Christine and the other female circle member. I also ran the metal detector over David's body. It squealed when I went over the zips (also in the legs of his casual pants) but nowhere else. I did not check his trainers.

Christine showed me all the "toys" and removed the decorated trumpet from its bag, asking me not to touch it, but showing that there was nothing hidden inside. These were laid to the right of her chair on the floor.

David was duly strapped in to the chair, as you described, Roy. I checked the plastic ties and once in place, through the eyelets of the straps, the knot in the gag at the back of his head and through his cardigan from waist to neck, they were clipped with pliers by Christine and all the bits removed from the séance room. The pliers remained in the 2nd examiner's trouser pocket throughout the séance.

I commented that I wouldn't care to be strapped up like this. Those straps were pulled tight enough to indent the flesh through David's clothing. The gag was of a flimsy material, with holes in it but Christine said that he liked it. Could he have removed it from his mouth and then replaced it later on? Maybe.

Once the lights were out and we were all settled in the pitch blackness of the room, loud, rousing music played. We sang loudly, encouraged by the pre-séance guidance that the success of the séance largely depended upon the unbridled enthusiasm of the sitters. Those are my words.

My goodness we sang our hearts out!

William was first to make his appearance. I was the closest sitter to the cabinet (and the medium), with Christine on my right, holding my right hand with both of her hands for most of the séance. To my left was a lady I know, Sue Ellis, who was to receive a surprise visitor a little later on in the form of Gordon Higginson.

Meanwhile, William was introduced to me by Christine and he asked if he might touch me. I resisted the urge to ask, "where?" and he placed what felt like a large, warm hand on the top of my head. I duly informed the circle. For the next 10 or 15 minutes, William conducted a philosophical discussion prompted by questions from the sitters. Interestingly, one man told of the materialisation of hands and arms in a previous séance (I believe this was with Bill Meadows) and William said he wished he had seen it. There was an explanation of the different energy used and how it can affect the mind. 

I recognised the voice as being the same voice heard when David is in trance and channelling William.

Just in case I start to ramble... the recording of this séance will be made available via the circle's website in about 6 weeks' time, according to Christine. 

Quentin and Louis both made an appearance. Old Satchmo sang and shuffled on the plank of wood inches away from me. Quentin did quite a bit of swanning about, pooh poohing one man's claim to have met him when the man didn't remember what tipple he liked.

Little Timmy provided us with the most amazing flying trumpet display; the light streaming from the trumpet's fluorescent band, just as you described. We whooped and cheered little Timmy on.

He swore a few times just to the right of me, lower down than the other voices, asking Christine to tell us who he was. Then he asked if there was a Helen? Yes, there was. He brought her father forward... I heard the footsteps walk past in front of me towards the furthest corner of the room where Helen was seated. His voice sounded muffled but he mentioned family names and Helen was happy to chat back with him. When he walked back to the cabinet, he stopped in front of me, asking Christine to give Helen a hug for him. "She's a good girl," he muffled. 

I was close enough to hear the soft swish of the curtain being pulled each time an entrance or exit was made.

Next, Uncle Charlie for Sue. Two Sues. Both with an Uncle Charlie. Neither knew much about their Uncle Charlie it seemed. Little Timmy gruffly said that he knew which one. I could hear the schlurping sound of ectoplasm (?) each time it built and retreated. This noise emanated from the floor and upwards to the height of a man and down to the floor as quickly as pouring a jug of liquid. Could David really do that? 

Uncle Charlie stuttered, again muffled, and Sue encouraged him. Yes, the ring. Yes, she would get it fixed. "You're doing so well, Uncle Charlie..." then, as quick as you like, the distinctive schlurping down to the floor and then up again, followed by the unmistakable voice of Gordon Higginson. Clear, distinct and precise. Now, I have never met Gordon but have listened to many recordings of his lectures. It certainly sounded like Gordon!

Sue's hand gripped mine even tighter as Gordon appeared to lean forward and (inches away from me) told Sue that she must not leave the SNU. "You won't leave, will you?" he coaxed, "The SNU needs people like you." Her voice had dropped to a whisper by now but she managed to breathe a promise to her ethereal mentor that she wouldn't leave. "Tell Mavis I was here, won't you?" he added before he schlurped away.

I did wonder why Mae, the black lady from the deep South, bothered to materialise when all she quite comically offered was, "It sho is!" several times in a very shrill, but unfeminine-sounding voice. 

William closed the proceedings. Christine instructed the playing of the coming out song and we knew our long-awaited, much-anticipated séance was coming to an end. What a great time we'd all had. Hadn't we been thoroughly entertained for the last 90 minutes or so? Didn't we all really want to believe that David Thompson is indeed the most marvellous physical medium and hadn't we been privvy to share this moment in time with him?

Like all those who recognise the heightened sense of compassion that such an evening can evoke, we raised our voices once more whether we knew the words or not. 

I was soon aware of something passing in front of me. Not steps heard upon the plank of wood. There was a smell I didn't recognise and a gentle but strong movement of air. I whispered to Christine about the smell and that something was passing in front of us. She suggested the smell was cigarettes (not at all like cigarettes, I thought) and said that I would hear the chair being put down....

Moments later, the light was gradually allowed back into the room to reveal a trussed up David, sat in the chair as before, right in the middle of the séance room, some 12 feet away from the cabinet. Yes, his cardigan was on back to front, still tightly bound and gagged with trimmed plastic ties insitu. I checked everything was as it had been prior to the lights going out. 

IF David Thompson had performed all those marvellous impersonations and produced that wonderful flying trumpet display he would firstly have had to free himself of the bonds and move the chair out from within the cabinet. My sceptical mind would suggest that this would best be done while we were singing very loudly for the first 10 minutes. During the session, he would do quite a lot of walking about, soft-shoe shuffling and singing, make loads of schlurping sounds with his mouth at floor level and up to 6 feet in nano seconds.... (the mind boggles!)... somehow getting back into the chair and all his restraining straps, oh, switching the cardigan around first, re-gag himself, ready for lights on. I estimate at the most 10 minutes from William's last words to the reveal.

This would require a lot of physical effort from David.

Such exertion would show in the pallor of someone's skin, some redness, maybe even a few beads of sweat?

I was at David Thompson's side as quickly as Christine and can tell you that there were no such tell-tale signs. He was relaxed, dopey and trussed up as tightly as when I had checked those bonds prior to the séance.

Of course, we come back to the bone of contention raised by so many, including myself: nobody actually SAW anything, except the light trail of the trumpet. 

Was I entertained? Most certainly. The round trip was 300 miles from the south coast and when I arrived home, tired, at 3:30am I still thought the effort was worth it but, you know, any doubt could be so easily eradicated.

We could wear night-vision goggles. What about it, David?

[image: image1][image: image2][image: image3]
Page 3 of 3

