FATE magazine:  PSYCHIC FRONTIERS:  JANUARY 1995
3

PSYCHIC FRONTIERS

JANUARY 1995

DOWN UNDER AT THE TOP END

LOYD AUERBACH

In August of 1994, I was very fortunate to be able to travel to Australia and conduct some explorations of the psychic side of that continent.  Japan Television Workshop was producing yet another special about Japanese psychic Aiko Gibo, and the main location was to be the land "down under."  I was to be "point man" in helping to establish contacts there who could help us set up and carry out the show.


The natural thing to do was to contact my new friend Suzane Myles, a psychic I had met and gotten to know on her visit here to the US earlier in the year (see my column in the June 1994 issue of FATE).  


The main thrust of our visit to Australia was to visit with and do some psi experiments with some of the Aborigines.  I have had a long standing interest in that culture, as they appear to have integrated psi into their daily lives.  The Aboriginal way of life is over 50,000 years old, although more recently impacted (and in some cases displaced) by the intruding settlers to that continent.  I had prepared for my trip by reading as much as I could find on Aboriginal culture and beliefs (especially their Dreamtime beliefs), and was often surprised by anthropological accounts that included  examples and discussions of telepathy, clairvoyance, and anomalous healing.


I also was pointed to Marlo Morgan's magnificent book MUTANT MESSAGE DOWNUNDER, originally self published but out this past fall in hardcover from Simon & Schuster.  It should be noted that while Morgan played the story of her walkabout with the Aborigines as non-fiction in the self-published versions, the more recent edition is labeled a "novel."  However, whether she personally went on walkabout and witnessed all she did (including, again, telepathy and psychic healing), her story is not at odds with any of the actual non-fiction accounts of Aboriginal life.


It is also one of the most spiritual books I have ever read.  Once you read it (and I strongly suggest you do), you will have an excellent understanding not only of a culture that should be respected, but perhaps a better understanding of our connections to the Earth.


After much hard work, Suzane Myles was able to arrange for the Japanese TV crew and myself to go to Darwin in the Northern Territory (at the "top end" of Australia), where we would be able to head into Arnhem Land, the vast preserve owned by the Aborigines of that part of the continent.  This area, by the way, includes Kakadu National Park, where much of the CROCODILE DUNDEE films were shot (and yes, I saw a couple of crocs myself).


So, after several connecting flights from the West Coast, through Sydney to Darwin, I landed in the small city that was quite isolated from the rest of the country.


Our schedule there including shooting around the city, a little shopping, and having me moderate a short discussion between Mrs. Gibo and Suzane.  On the first day of shooting we also tried some field research.  


Suzane had arranged for us to visit Fannie Bay Gaol ("jail" in American).  The local prison was opened in 1883 and shut down (as an operating penal institution) in the late 70s.  While it was not officially "haunted," it had a reputation for odd "feelings" and for just being an unusual place to visit.  The gallows for the last two executions, which took place in 1952, was still up in its indoor location.


I got a chance to take a walk around take a few pictures and video with my own camera before walking the place with Mrs. Gibo and Suzane.  Several locations, especially the indoor gallows, gave me very odd feelings, though I initially wrote them off as due to the suggestion of the environment.  However, I learned that I wasn't the only one who felt a strangeness in many places there.


Walking the place with Suzane and Mrs. Gibo separately, we were all surprised to see that they both came up with some of the same sensations in the same locations, and even some descriptive information about former inmates in those locations.  In other words, Mrs. Gibo and Suzane were not able to listen in on each other's perceptions as we videotaped with each of our "subjects" separately.


There were a number of correspondences between the "readings" of Mrs. Gibo and Suzane in locations (including specific cells in the maximum security wings) and in descriptions of the inmates or the activities in those locations.  As far as we could tell, with the exception of the room with the gallows, there was nothing suggestive of the sensations or descriptions provided by them.


The room with the gallows was hard for either of our subjects to be in (and for myself, for that matter). It just plain felt bad, and Suzane got a bit ill after being in there for a couple of minutes.  Granted, the idea of a place of execution is very suggestive to begin with.


But it was the other correspondences that interested me.


While the historical record is incomplete as to the descriptive information provided about a few of the inmates (what they felt, how sick they were, what they did in prison, etc.), and while we could not prove that any of the inmates described had actually been there, it was the correspondences between what Suzane and Mrs. Gibo picked up that were the most interesting.  Something   in the environment caused the two of them to note the same locations an describe some of the same sensations, events, and people.  And whatever it was was not visible to the eye or the camera.


The next day saw us attending a workshop where Suzane spoke to a large group about her psi experiences.  Mrs. Gibo and I were guests at the lunch-time seminar, and thoroughly enjoyed what Suzane presented and demonstrated.  However, it was the evening of that day that we really got into the thick of things.


We headed out to a park on the other side of Darwin Harbor where an Aboriginal dance troupe had been retained to conduct a sunset Corroborree for us.  While the small group of Aboriginals were hired, the dances they did were all authentic, the troupe itself started by Aboriginals as a way to keep younger members of their group interested in the traditional story-telling dances.  The television group hired them so as to be certain to video-tape one of the more visual aspects of Aboriginal life.


The group painted themselves with natural clay, as a way, I was told, to tie them to the Earth and to the Dreaming.  Then, with one member of the group on clack sticks, and the other on the digeridoo (that long wooden tube that provides the deep thrumming sounds so associated with the Aborigines), we were treated to several interesting (though brief) dances, each of which represented some lesson from the Dreamtime.


By the way, for those of you into using drumming to get into an altered state of consciousness, I highly recommend Aboriginal music.  The low sonic tones of the digeridoo seem to affect the brain even faster than drums (and more relaxing, too).  A number of tapes and CDs of native Australian music can be found at a good music store.  In addition, the music of the Aboriginal rock group Yothu Yindi makes use of the digeridoo and other Aboriginal instruments, and their CDs include traditional music as well as rock.


The next day, our trip to the Outback began as our group (four 4-wheel drive vehicles) headed to Arnhem Land, the vast preserve of land owned and governed by the Aborigines of the Northern Territory.  Several hours later, after crossing a river and driving over miles of dirt roads through some of the most magnificent scenery I have ever seen, we pulled into Oenpelli, the capital of Arnhem Land where the governing body of the area, the Gunbalanya Community Council meets.  


We met with Moses Mangiru, the Council President, and were taken to the local art center by our guides, Shirley Collins (owner of the Raintree Aboriginal Art Gallery in Darwin) and Dorothy Bennett (who consults on Aboriginal art and who has had a decades-long relationship with the Aborigines).  The Injalak Arts and Crafts Center is a place for local artists to create their works which are then offered for sale at the center and all over Australia, the proceeds to further the Aborigines.


Aboriginal art, with its legacy of over 50,000 years of rock paintings, is truly amazing.  As I watched the artists I got the sense that there was some of the Dreamtime being put into the intricate images.  I decided that the art would play a central role in the experiments with Mrs. Gibo.


We were introduced to Thompson Yulitjirri, one of the artists who was also the "traditional owner" (more like a guardian) of the site we would be visiting the next day.  After that, we headed out to get some video of the surrounding area, and then stopped at one of the rock painting sites (Ubirr) so we could get a taste of the extensive history of the Aboriginal culture.


The next day, we conducted our experiments.


We headed into Oenpelli to pick up Thompson and then headed just outside the small town.  With a backdrop of a vast green and brown plain, with waterholes (billabongs) servicing a herd of wild horses and many birds, and rocky hills off in the distance, I asked Mrs. Gibo to try a bit of remote viewing.


Thompson was asked to point to the direction of Nimbuhwhey, the site where we would be conducting the rest of the experiments.  He pointed and then, when asked, told us it would take us about 1-2 hours to drive there.  


I asked Mrs. Gibo to focus on the location and to draw what she could.  She closed her eyes for a moment and drew a tower-like structure which she identified as rock, capped by a large boulder.  Next to it, a second tower of stone, though a bit shorter.  She then drew a baramundi fish (in the style of the Aborigines) and a stylized frog.  I found the fish not terribly unique (as rock paintings of such fish were all over), but the frog seemed very unique.


In the meantime, Suzane Myles, at my request, was out of camera range (and out of eyesight of Mrs. Gibo) and drew her own perceptions of a cave which Thompson had alerted us to.  Her impressions were more of tools and sticks and other things littering the floor of the cave.  However, she had also picked up on the frog.


We headed off to the site, and it was close to a two-hour drive, much of it through the bush past tall termite mounds and wild horses.  As we got near the rock tor, we stopped to get a long shot with the camera.  I asked Mrs. Gibo to bring out the picture, and we were treated to a near perfect match.  Mrs. Gibo's "hit" became even more obvious when we arrived at the spectacular location.


The heavy population of flies notwithstanding, the Nimbuhwhey had an amazing feel to it, and everyone was ecstatic about Mrs. Gibo's success so far.  I asked Thompson about the cave and any paintings, and during our conversation, he verified that there was "baramundi dreaming and frog dreaming there."


The "dreamings" represent mythic spiritual elements, as do sites like Nimbuhwhey.  Apparently Mrs. Gibo (and Suzane) had a hit where the image of the frog was concerned.


Our final experiments involved Thompson's artwork.  I had selected and brought with us a piece of his art from the Injalak Center, kept wrapped up and away from everyone else.  Mrs. Gibo, myself, and one camera crew marched around one side of the tor, leaving behind Thompson, Dorothy (who would help with any translation where Thompson's English was lacking), and another crew.


Mrs. Gibo was asked to try to draw what Thompson was focusing on, and then to tell us a bit about the story, the myth behind the drawing.


A bit later, and before feedback on the first picture, Thompson was asked to start an original painting and to tell about its elements and story.  At the same time, Mrs. Gibo was to draw what Thompson was drawing, and again to try to describe some of the elements in the painting.


At a specified time, we gathered up Mrs. Gibo's drawings and my notes and headed to see how she had done.  As we walked back, I asked her how she thought she had done.  She wasn't happy with her performance, because "the Aborigines think so differently from me." She believed she had missed the mark.


With the first picture (which I had seen, but whose story I did not know), Mrs. Gibo learned she wasn't that far off.  She had the general structures of the first painting and much of the backstory and myth (which was the more interesting to me).


With the second, she correctly drew what Thompson had started, though placement of the elements of the picture was out of perspective. The more interesting factor was that Thompson had not yet finished the picture, though he had told its story so Dorothy was able to verify that Mrs. Gibo drew the uncompleted painting.  In other words, while Mrs. Gibo had drawn more than Thompson, he had described the story and its elements, which were all in Mrs. Gibo's drawing.


So much for Mrs. Gibo's lack of faith in information transfer with people who think "so differently" from her.


For me, the kicker came when the Japanese coordinator asked Thompson how well he thought Mrs. Gibo had done, and he responded with a mere "Good.  Pretty good."


As I learned from a Thompson a few moments later, he wasn't overwhelmed (as the TV crew would have liked) because so many of his people could do the same or better.


After the session, my time in Australia was closing out fast, as I had to get back to the United States.  Dorothy and Shirley drove me to a nearby Uranium Mine, where a one-engine Cessna was waiting to pick me up at the airstrip to fly me back to Darwin.  The rest of the group was staying in the Outback for a couple more days to do more scenic shoots.


Flying back over Arnhem Land in the small aircraft, I was able to reflect back on my short trip.  The Aborigines, their art, their music, and their seeming acceptance of psi as quite normal was all much food for thought and left me with one thing on my mind.


I've got to go back there and do more work with the Aborigines.  


We in the field of parapsychology have much to learn from indigenous peoples around the world.  The Aborigines, with their ancient history and wisdom so tied to co-existing with the Earth, have more than a bit to teach us all about how we are connected to each other and to the planet we live on.

