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“I see myself in Alabama. I feel the breeze and the warmth. I see the Chapel. I hear the different sounds. I revel in the softness of the place. I see myself sitting in the training with Edwene. Confident. Open. Grateful. Inspired. Relaxed. Changing. Evolving. Making friends. Expanding my horizons. Releasing the deepest of old wounds and dedicating the healing to the planet. Coming completely into my maximum potential. Putting the finishing touches to the presentation of my life’s work.”


Journal entry March 2001





My meditation teacher used to say that if you wanted to learn to be a good carpenter, you should go and apprentice yourself to a Master. He advised us to follow the same principles in seeking spiritual guidance. Prosperity, money, debt have been the bane of my life for years, and when I met Edwene Gaines last year, I knew she was the teacher for me. Her claim is straightforward and candid: “My name is Edwene Gaines. I want you to know that I am a woman of power and I have taken one hundred per cent responsibility for raising the abundance consciousness of planet earth.” She is not kidding. Her capacity to manifest is awesome and one year she grossed nine million. How spirit and matter inter-link - how an idea finds itself from the non-physical realm of possibility into the world of material actuality - is her speciality.





Her recommendations are simple and can be summarised in two short lists:


The Spiritual Principles of Abundance:


God is our Source - therefore:


I am required to forgive everyone all of the time


I am required to set clear cut, tangible goals


I am required to seek, find and ‘get on’ my divine purpose





In setting ‘clear cut, tangible goals’ the steps are these:


State your intention (be very specific)


‘How’ is none of your business


Ask for a divine idea


ACT on it





Goal setting subdivides into a 12 step programme, neatly reflecting the addiction-breaking nature of this work. Failure, poverty and fear are the addictions we are breaking. 





The point I am making is that I had to apply each and every one of these to bridge the gap between deciding that I was going to do this training in Alabama this spring, come hell or high water - and actually bringing it to pass. I set my intention and a friend suggested I set up a series of fund-raising workshops and ask for contributions to my adventure in lieu of conventional presents for my 50th birthday in March. I wrote a letter to all my friends and another suggested Sainsbury’s as a good account for the job. I sought fund- raising advice from three local wizards. 





The magic began with a letter from a friend: “I enclose the following magnets for your use: a $1 bill given to us nearly 2 years ago by a stranger from Idaho…I recently found it and put it behind my desk. …Time it went home…..I enclose £6 which has been on a top shelf next to an angel…it was the scrap proceeds from our Peugeot 205 which gave us nearly 14 years of good service….The car registration was D107 NYC, which always felt like a reference to a flight to New York City. The car’s nickname was The Big Apple.” The $1 I made up to ten and sent it to Alabama saying: “Here’s my deposit. I’m coming - I don’t know how, but how is none of my business, and I am coming. Count me in.” Edwene replied with an email: 





“My prayers are with you! I believe in you. Good work, dear heart! To encourage you and to affirm your faith, I would like to offer you 10% off the Master Prosperity Teacher Training.” 





(a sizeable reduction off a hefty fee). This sort of thing is known in the prosperity field as a ‘demonstration’. 





A man walked into my first workshop and said “Did you know that BA are doing a special offer at the moment?” I didn’t and I’m tuned in enough to know when I’m being given a divine idea. This particular one resulted in a ticket to Atlanta which was £200 less than the fare quoted to Chattanooga, Tennessee. That in turn resulted in my being put in touch with a friend of a friend and getting to stay in her absolutely sumptuous apartment in Atlanta while I de-jetlagged the first day, being wined and dined American style, linking up with another course member to share car hire and then, treat of treats, getting to be able to visit the birthplace and tomb of Martin Luther King in the three hour gap I had before my return plane. This included having the first-ever experience of being the only white person on the bus returning to the train link-up.





An anonymous donor, offered me air miles; I wrote to all course participants to ask who might like to share a car and a southern Californian lady of Navaho origin replied, assuring me that I was her demonstration (the answer to her prayer) and offering to put the car hire on her credit card to be settled up when we collected the car from the airport. The events of the last few years in my life have separated me from my credit card. The woman running the B&B I chose intuitively from the list we were sent said: “Oh, Edwene’s people are so sweet - I’ll hold the room for you.” Dave and Claudia turned out to be absolute gems. He is a retired dentist from the Bay Area, and they both have a highly developed sense of humour as their souvenir photo demonstrates.





Every day of the six month preparation was a firewalk. I wobbled often but toppled never. As the time approached, three trustworthy friends lent me the outstanding balance I needed to complete my mission and the day after I returned to Britain, I was offered a job which will ‘easily and effortlessly’ (the precise words I used in my affirmation) repay the loans. One of the affirmations you will meet if you enter this wonderful world of prosperity is: “My income increases whether I am working, playing or sleeping” (Edwene delights in pointing out that nowhere in the New Testament does Jesus say “Thou shalt work.” And certainly not at some job you loathe to pay bills you feel obliged to meet). As it transpired my new little job is a caring job which quite literally involves being paid to sleep!





The day arrived and I was washed with wonder and gratitude as we lifted from the Gatwick runway, heading westwards. I could have kissed the carpet as I alighted at Atlanta.





Edwene’s centre had exactly the atmosphere that I had envisaged in my visualisation. This work capitalises on the simultaneous nature of time. You envisage the ‘future’ which is already present, realising that ‘God is my Substance’ (my essence is actually composed of that divine substance, therefore that which I seek is already seeking me) and - draw it to you. We walked up the winding gravel trail from the capacious car park, as the lights were being wired in. The finishing touches to Edwene’s 20 year old dream were being set in place as the 27 students arrived from all over the US to begin the Master Prosperity Teacher Training. A bubble machine played on the deck, beckoning joy, lightheartedness, child-likeness as we approached. 





We entered the tranquil, elegant, simple and beautiful meeting room, with a shrine to Kuan Yin (Chinese embodiment of mercy and compassion in female form), and desks with lighted candles awaiting our arrival. Welcome and introduction over, each of us was presented with a garland of orchids, flown specially from Hawaii for the occasion and within minutes with a 'goody bag’ of pencils, erasers, sharpeners, toy $100 bills, bouncing balls, yo-yos - all decorated with US money denominations - truly a millionaire’s trawl bag.





The students came from a wide cross section of experience and ethnic origins, with me being the only European. We included a minister, a former Captain in the US navy, a couple of (unpretentious and friendly) millionaires, a teacher, a computer sales wizard. Although all but me had been involved in one of the new wave Christian churches that abound in America, Edwene’s personality and teaching style reaches across all boundaries of nationality or religious persuasion. She is the most glamorous and irreverent Minister you are ever likely to meet, saying that she gave up her conventional ministry, because she “Tired of weddings, funerals and chicken dinners….” She prefers to teach in her unique way, touring many days of the year across the US. Her own training has included firewalking, and falling out of a second storey window into the arms of supporters below. She plans to try walking on broken glass next.





During the preparation for the firewalk which always forms part of this training, she asked us, “What’s the worst that could happen?” “We could die,” I proffered hastily. Maiming, severe burning and so on followed rapidly from my fellow students. “Unless you can make all that OK,” Edwene pointed out, “you won’t be able to do this.” 





The days began with prayers in the chapel, before the Grail stained glass window and another Kuan Yin shrine. Music was followed by praying. And, boy can that lady pray! This is not the mealy mouthed, held back prayer of the churches of our childhood. Edwene’s Baptist background (though now transcended) colours her full throated, whole hearted, total body prayer. When she says Amen, you know it’s gonna happen!





After the chapel gathering we were launched into classwork - an in depth study of the principles which guide Edwene’s life and which lie behind her extraordinary ability to manifest. Every evening we had assignments and often at lunch time, too: imaging our ideal life in as much colourful detail as possible, setting goals with very specific deadlines, learning to enlist energy and support for our projects, being initiated into Edwene’s streamlined approach to marketing and promotion. Our training culminated with each of us being asked to give a seven minute presentation, dressed to the nines and recorded on video, with Edwene introducing each of us, as if to a capacity audience at the Albert Hall.





On the final evening I walked on fire for the second time in my life, and again, for the second time, I was not burned. When I rejoined the circle of chanters, I asked: “Can I walk on fire again, and not be burned?” I received the response, “Yes, but you don’t need to, you need to return to England now and work your list”. And so it is, back on the Isle of Glass, I find myself preparing to turn my three hour mini workshop into a six hour presentation�, and, like my teacher before me, take it out on the road in an attempt to bring some alleviation to the Capricornian caution which dogs this conservative isle.


�PAGE  �2�


























