
So now when I am asked to heal someone 
whose life trembles in the balance, I have 
a different understanding of the power of 
Reiki. Sometimes, when the person on the 
table is someone I love deeply, that can be 
challenging, but I no longer try to bend Reiki 
to my will, I let it do its thing. And sometimes 
that thing is a miraculous healing, with 
the person restored to life and health and 
happiness, and sometimes that thing is a 
miraculous death, where the journey is made 
gentle. I remember the words of Kahlil Gibran:
 
For what is it to die but to stand naked in the 
wind and to melt into the sun?
And what is it to cease breathing but to 
free the breath from its restless tides, 
that it may rise and expand and seek God 
unencumbered?
Only when you drink from the river of silence 
shall you indeed sing.
And when you have reached the mountain 
top, then you shall begin to climb.
And when the earth shall claim your limbs, 
then shall you truly dance.

Louisa Booth
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S ometimes we have the privilege of 
giving Reiki to someone who is on the 
way out. Not just out to the shops or to 

the cinema, but out to that other world.

When I was a young and green Reiki 
practitioner, my goal was always prevention. 
I didn’t want them going on, or going out. I 
wanted them to hang around a while longer, 
with me. My understanding of Reiki was that 
it could provide miracle cures, and that was 
what I wanted. 
 
I remember with profound gratitude my 
unknown teacher on the Reiki Helpline. She 
took my call for help for my uncle, gently but 
incredibly firmly, insisting first that he had 
to consent to receive Reiki (“He does! He 
does!”), and second that healing in its real 
sense doesn’t necessarily mean that the 
person is restored to life as we know it. She 
pointed out that healing can mean moving on, 
easing into the next world with comfort and 
dignity. She asked whether I was ready for 
that. Absolutely not. I raged, not on the phone 
– I was far too polite – but inwardly. What I 
wanted for my beloved uncle was a return  
to health. He’d been misdiagnosed  
and mistreated, and now, it seemed, we 
didn’t have long. Weeks. I spent those  
weeks sending Reiki, trying to avert the 
course of fate.
 
On the third Friday after diagnosis he was in 
terrible pain, thrashing around. My sister, who 
was with him, called me. “He’s in agony” 
she said, “it’s hard.” I sat and sent. I do not 
know where I went but I was away, linked in 
somewhere light and clear, unconscious of 
time and of my surroundings. I was wrenched 
back to this world, to the reality of southeast 
London, by a midnight phone call. My uncle 
had died. My sister described how the room 
had filled with light, how he began to breathe 
rather than gasp and how his pain ceased. 
At the end he was tranquil. As the helpline 
teacher said, healing comes in different ways.
 

Themany possibilities in life. It reminded me of 
a teaching I received many years ago. ‘The 
world is as you see it,’ or in simpler terms, 
‘energy follows thought’. 

Our schedule was really full but we had time 
to share Reiki, too. When Phyllis sent us off 
for a silent walk in the countryside, many of 
us were really grateful for the chance to be 
out in the sunshine. We were given maps 
and told to find a space to sit and really listen 
attentively to all the sounds around us.  As 
I walked up the hill I became aware of my 
breathing, and a cockerel crowing - a sound 
that was so familiar to a child brought up on 
a Somerset farm. I found a stile by a stream. 
Sitting by the water trying to filter all the 
sounds and impressions I was receiving I also 
became aware of a heightened awareness 
of my sense of smell and touch. An insect 
passing, the scent of moist earth. The sound 
of life itself. 

The water had a hypnotic quality. I could 
actually distinguish a medley of sound: 
babbling, tinkling, and splashing noises over a 
little waterfall merging together in a harmonic 
symphony, like a mystical orchestra under the 
trees. I thought of water sprites and woodland 
nymphs. The sound of a plane interrupted my 
reverie, and I found myself wondering about 
the people on board, about their journey, were 
they coming or going? It set me off on quite 
a deep train of thought about the nature of 
travel, the journeys we make and why we 
make them.

As we gathered again in the Rinzai Hall I 
noticed a real sense of oneness in the group. 
People seemed to be very contented, we all 
seemed to be in place of quiet reflection best 
expressed in this touching poem shared by 
Inge Hendriks

To all people here.
How I love your variety, 
your oneness in diversity. 
The sharing all our individual pieces
and therefore, making us remember  
our wholeness.
As in diversity we shine, as a radiant  
spear point
giving our unique spread of light 
as has been given to us 
by all men and women behind us, 
and who preceded us.
Reiki makes me hold truth in one hand 
and compassion to accept my struggle  
in the other. 
Therefore I am, as whole as one.

We created a group song together, each 
sounding their own notes. The inner music 
flowed and subsided like waves in the 
sea. One person who had suffered hearing 
problems was very clairvoyant and shared 
how she could see different colours like 
ribbons through the whole room while we 
were singing together.

On the last day, after all the hugs and 
goodbyes, my friend Margaret Rose and I 
did not really want to leave. While waiting for 
Anne we went out to stand under the trees 
and absorb the sweetness of the garden 
before the long journey home. There were 
two swings side by side on the lower lawn; 
it only took a glance, and in a flash we both 
jumped on them with childlike glee. I felt a 
huge sense of companionship as we swung 
back and forth in the gentle breeze, feeling 
safe, happy, and for me another moment of 
remembrance, of gratitude for this time  
of Sanctuary.

Tripuri Dunne
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