STATION ASTRAL

by
BESSIE CLARKE DROUET

P

Illustrated

G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS
NEW YORK :: LONDON

1932

Google



COPYRIGHT, 1932, BY BESSIE CLARKE DROUET

All rights reserved. This book, or parts thereof, must
not be reproduced in any form without permission.

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

Google



L Original from
D d b
e GODSI“? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



/zfv/: oA /Affwc
Srfsy

>

DEDICATED TO
MY FATHER AND MOTHER
WITH APPRECIATION
FOR THEIR CONTINUED
LOVE AND PROTECTION,
WHICH IS
DEMONSTRATED
TO ME DAILY

Go 8]@



L Original from
D d b
e GODSI“? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



My DeArR MRrs. DrRoUET:

It is a great source of satisfaction to me to see what
has resulted from our first casual meeting, four years
ago.

This is a beautiful book, and will certainly bring
happiness to many people.

You have compiled your material in a clear and
interesting manner. So many people approach Spiritu-
alism as though it were a problem to be solved—you
have demonstrated rather that it is the solution of all
other problems.

Cordially yours,

Bt ¥W<
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PROLOGUE

BOOK should have the same reason for existence
as an after dinner speech, be apropos, amusing,

an answer to some important question, or filled with
constructive ideas which can be easily applied.

Perhaps this résumé of my psychic experiences may
contain all the essentials, perhaps only a few, perhaps
only one. If one, I shall be amply repaid.

This, I do know, it contains the best answers that
I can give to the questions which have been asked of
me, hundreds of times, during the past four years,
“When and why did you first become interested in
Spiritism?” “How were you convinced?” “Will
you tell us about your experiences?”’ So, to save con-
stant repetition, and enable all interested friends to use
the material I find so helpful and necessary for per-
sonal equilibrium, general peace and happiness, I am
assembling in this book those experiences which have
proved to me that there is no death.

In order that my readers may realize, as I do, that
my convictions concerning the spirit communications
which have come to me in recent years, are partly due
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STATION ASTRAL

to the establishment of faith within me during my
childhood, and that my background, in other respects,
was no different from millions of others, let me intro-
duce a short recital of my conservative and seemingly
uneventful environment; uneventful, except as in every
life, moments, people, and happenings stand out from
the humdrum as points of development.

The daughter of an ambitious young physician and
an ideally poetic mother. The granddaughter, on the
maternal side, of a Protestant minister, of the old
school, preaching all which that entailed. With a grand-
mother, on the paternal side, who was the first woman
physician in Worcester County, Massachusetts, by re-
ligion a Seventh Day Adventist, with a faith which
would move mountains; my childhood was filled with
births and deaths, religion, and all the joys and horrors
‘of such. You can, no doubt, easily visualize what I
mean, as your days were probably the same.

When I was about the age of seven, the first great
event, which I can remember, happened; I experienced
my first lesson in faith and prayer, a lesson which has
remained with me through the years, proving of more
spiritual value than all my Sunday school lessons,
because it was a practical demonstration and I under-
stood it.

4
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PROLOGUE

In the historic old town of Portsmouth, New Hamp-
shire, my birthplace, lived a lovely little girl, the pos-
sessor of an old-fashioned wooden tricycle. Then, at
the age of seven, a tricycle was to be desired above all
else and her generosity made it more and more desir-
able. The natural consequence was that my always
generous and loving father was importuned, by me,
morning, noon, and night, that I might have one like my
chum’s; but father, though kind, was poor, and tri-
cycles in those days were luxuries. So dad said, “As
I cannot give you this present, why don’t you ask your
grandmother for it? I would like to give it to you, but
I cannot afford it.”

Happily, grandmother was coming soon for a visit,
and when she arrived my enthusiasm and descriptions
of the enchanting tricycle so interested her that we
visited the small town’s, to me extensive, hardware
store, and there stood a tricycle, the desire of my heart.
Imagine my grief when grandmother failed to be as
excited as I was, and we left the store without the gift.

Upon our arrival at home, my precious grandmother
took me upon her knee and explained to me that neither
she nor my father could afford to buy this toy for me;
that if it was right for me to have it, my Heavenly

5
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Father would give it to me, but I must ask Him with
love and faith in my soul.

Then she confided to me all the wonderful experi-
ences which she had had through faith and prayer, how
God, in His love and mercy, had answered her petitions,
how His love protected and guided us through all life’s
difficulties, that there were no problems too small to
bring to His notice, that He was, in reality, my Heav-
enly Father. As my earthly father was close to me, so
was my Spiritual Father. She also emphasized the joy
we were able to give this Heavenly Father by our
gratitude and appreciation of His everlasting kindness
and interest in us. I must never forget to always give
thanks in my prayers, for that was of the greatest
importance. Today I know she was teaching me one of
Nature’s greatest laws, the law of appreciation.

Have you ever heard a child pray? How many have
seen faith in their children’s eyes?

For months I prayed, never doubting, knowing I
should eventually receive. Always, when my mother
sent me for my afternoon nap, I would push my lounge
close to the window, that I might see the expressman,
should he bring the tricycle during my rest period, so
sure was I of its coming.

Some months later, returning home from school one
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afternoon, my brother said, “Come out into the stable
a moment.” And there, dear reader, stood the desire
of my heart, not the old-fashioned tricycle of the hard-
ware store, but a beautiful, shining, rubber-tired, wire-
wheeled, red velvet-cushioned tricycle!

This was the first fundamental lesson of my life, the
direct answer to a child’s prayer. I knew who had sent
this beautiful gift to me, and no one ever tried to
change my belief, in fact, they encouraged it by telling
me it was through God’s love for little children that
He had made it possible for father to get this for me,
that He had heard my prayers, and it had made Him
very happy to see me so persistent in my faith.

Through all the years which have followed, many
strong indications of the great Intelligence which
dominates creation have demonstrated to me the power
of prayer and faith. For now, we know that thoughts
are things, positive things, which work for good or
evil; that prayer is one of the strongest vibrations
filling this universe, a universe pulsating with vibra-
tions, and that faith brings certainty.

Many of my readers, I feel, can trace the founda-
tions of their years of development and happiness to an
event similar to this, or even a simpler lesson.
Nothing, through all these years, has made so lasting
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an impression upon me, until recently; and, as my
grandmother, after forty-one years upon the astral
plane, told me, “It has brought you all your blessings.”
I have made mention of this incident that you may re-
alize that faith in God, and in my beloved parents, was
so rooted within me, that when, in later years, they
came back speaking great truths, I believed it was the
eternal truth they brought to me. Their undying love
made it impossible to withhold from me the surprise,
comfort, and hope they had experienced. They could
not let me face, as they had, so-called death, without
the new knowledge which had come to them, in their
transition, that there is no death. What was more
natural ? Was it not simply a continuation of their pro-
tection and affection?

There were many lessons and events following my
childish experience, but that was my first practical,
definite experiment with prayer, and it was answered.
What more proof was necessary for me that God was
good? It did not matter whether God personified a
glorified man, or an Intelligence. To me He was a lov-
ing, understanding Personality.

There followed years of happy times, girlhood, art
school, marriage, friends, lots of work, more play, a

perfectly normal mental and physical development, a
8
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few griefs, and a few separations, but the latter so
early in life that understanding was limited. There re-
mained the horror of the grave, the vision of a dead
face in a casket, the hollow sound of earth on a wooden
box, the tender assurance of parents that there was a
day of resurrection, that the graves would give up their
dead, that I should see again the beloved faces of
grandmother and grandfather, but that they must lie
sleeping until that day. And my faith carried me on
again, trusting it was all so, for surely God, in His
goodness, would let me hear once more those loved
voices. Does not the Bible say we shall all be reunited
on the Resurrection Morn?

And so I journeyed on, and fate held oniy pleasant
paths before me, and unconsciously I rejoiced, refus-
ing to think of the time when I might be without the
dear ones still so close to me, but growing daily older,
and more dependent upon our strength.

All the happiness accorded to me in childhood found
its outlet in my maturity; the love, with which my par-
ents had surrounded my baby days and youth,
bloomed radiantly for their evening of life; and, al-
though there are for all of us regrets for the omis-
sions, there is still great comfort in the thought that
there were also the commissions.

9
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There is no over-developed sense of duty in any one.
There is never too much that we can do for those who
have suffered for us, especially, “She,” who goes down
into the shadow that we may be born.

It was not duty which bound me to my parents, it
was, and still is, affection, love without price or re-
striction.

It is in the vibrations of love that memory lives on.
It is that vibration of love and sympathetic understand-
ing which brings into our lives all hope, all inspiration,
all peace.

My reason for speaking so emphatically is because
I have been given the proof of the power of love, its
unending interest and its untiring strength in helping
us to understand what we have considered the great
mystery of life, here on this planet, and the life which
continues beyond the grave. And this is where I come
to the point of answering the questions so often asked
of me,

10
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CHAPTER 1
WHY AND HOW?

LTHOUGH my mother had been an invalid for
Aseveral years, her passing in June, 1928, came as
a great shock to us, especially to me, as I was alone
with her when she passed away. My helplessness to
aid her, together with the definiteness of death, over-
came me emotionally, rocking me to my very founda-
tions.

I felt T could not let her go, but strange to say, she
seemed to be continually near me. I sensed her presence
so clearly.

The protective spirit within us is aroused at the
sight of another’s grief as these devastating separations
wring our hearts; consequently, my one thought was to
keep my aged father from dwelling too much upon his
loss. Before I had time to indulge my own grief, some-
thing happened which interested me so intensely, that
the energies which I might have expended in grieving
memories, were directed into channels which eventually
proved of constructive value to the dear one so re-
cently departed from our sight.

I1
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STATION ASTRAL

As I was returning home one afternoon, with my
father, I remarked, “I feel I want to write something.”
“What do you mean, write something?” he asked. “I
do not know, but we shall see,” I replied. Then, just
as if I were being instructed, I took a piece of writing
paper and a pencil, and seating myself at a small table,
held the pencil firmly in my hand, letting my hand rest
lightly upon the paper, without allowing my arm or
elbow to touch it.

Dad said, “What are you trying to do, automatic
writing ?” “What is automatic writing?”’ I inquired in
surprise. “Well,”” he continued, “I used to hear people
say they could do it, they imagined that the spirits
of dead people came back to this earth and wrote
letters for them, but I knew better then, and I know bet-
ter now. Dead people do not come back until the Judg-
ment Day. Once you are dead, you are dead. Haven’t I
been a doctor all my life? Wouldn’t I know whether or
not there was any life left after death? There is not,
and I think you had better not bother your head about
these things.”

Nevertheless, I continued to sit very quietly, and,
to my amazement, after a few moments, my hand began
to move, making circles faster and faster upon the
paper, and when, a few seconds later the movement

12
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WHY AND HOW?

stopped, I found what purported to be a message from
my darling mother. The message was not in her hand-
writing, but the signature, “Mother,” was.

This, her first message to us, said, “I am alive.
Grandma Clarke is helping me to understand that I am
alive. It is all so strange. I did not know that we do
not die. Everything seems like a dream. T will try to
write for you again. Pray for me. Mother.”

What could this be? It seemed to me as if there was
some power or force concentrated upon my forearm,
for when the message had been signed, that power
seemed released, and nothing more came. Needless to
say, I was intensely interested, and made up my mind
I would try it again, when father was not around.

Although I was impressed, father was not. He ex-
plained that it was all the result of the nervous ten-
sion that I had been under for the past few years,
and that my very recent grief tended to cause just such
an expression. He strongly advised against continuing
the experiment.

Even if 1 had wanted to please father, and think no
more of this message, something kept it in my mind,
for every few days I would have the strongest desire
to try writing, which I did, and said nothing for quite
a while.

I3
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But I was getting such vital messages. Mother was
telling me of the people she was seeing, of those who
were helping her to develop, so she could function.
Then she would write of people of whom I had never
heard, so I would say, casually to father, “Who was
Mrs. S.?” and he would say, “Oh, she lived in Ports-
mouth, but she died before you were born. How did you
happen to ask about her?” I would simply smile, and
say, “‘Oh, nothing, never mind now.”

Mother would send messages through me to my
brother; one day she wrote, “Your brother has been
trying to hear from me directly. He calls me all the
time, but as yet I have not spoken to him.” My brother,
by the way, for several years had claimed to be clair-
audient, that means, hearing interiorily, communications
inaudible to any one else. We had never taken his asser-
tions seriously, in fact, we seldom mentioned them;
father and mother and I had been rather sorry for
him, and had tried not to let him see how we felt about
it. Now, when mother wrote that my brother was try-
ing to talk with her, I thought, “I wonder if he was
right, and we were wrong?”’ So, after mother’s writ-
ing was finished, I went to the telephone and called
my brother, saying, “Have you had any communica-
tions from mother, clairaudiently?” “No,” said he,

14
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“but I have been calling her to come and talk to me,
but as yet she has not spoken.”

One morning, I remember so well, she was writing,
and suddenly the words came, “Your father will be
with me before the flowers bloom again.” It was Oc-
tober, and father seemed very well and strong, and of
course I could not believe it. I did not believe anything
I had received. I couldn’t. I was sure it had some-
thing to do with myself, although it seemed not. It
was too good to be true, and I was very loath to believe
anything that was contrary to what I had been taught
all my life.

Nevertheless, I continued to receive these messages
and they were growing more and more interesting.
Sometimes they would come from other people; I re-
member how surprised I was when grandma wrote
telling me about my mother, and saying they would
eventually prove to me the truth of these communica-
tions.

One day a strange lady controlled my hand. After
writing some personal things, she wrote trying to prove
her identity, by saying, “You have never been in my
town house. If you ever dine there, look under the
dining room table. There are two foot stools there; I
placed them there twenty-five years ago.” Some months

I5
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later we dined at her husband’s home in the city. Mr.
Drouét, seated at the wife’s place at table, remarked
to me, “There is a hassock under my foot.” Looking at
my host, I asked, “Have you a hassock under your
foot?” and he said, “Yes, my wife placed these foot-
stools here twenty-five years ago.” There were many
remarks which seemed evidential, but somehow I
could not accept them as conclusive proof.

During this period, there was a great deal of kind-
ness shown to me by my father and Mr. Drouét;
although they rather laughed at me. I think they were
worried about my sense of values, but thought, in time,
my interest would lessen.

However, this state of affairs continued through
the summer. During that period I had another peculiar
desire to do some new work. Although I had been a
painter a good many years, I had never felt the desire
to model in clay, but now I wanted to do that very
thing. Consequently, I purchased some material and
did a bas-relief of father’s head.

Perhaps we can skip lightly over the summer, nothing
especially new developed. I continued to receive descrip-
tions of the life around my mother, but I didn’t take
much stock in what I was receiving. Probably I should
have dropped the matter right there, if, upon my re-
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