Meeting with Eugene Halliday

Usually I had a weekly meeting at Parklands, always at 11a.m

to which I greatly looked forward.  Not living far way, it was a short drive. The entrance to the house was off the main Dunham Road. I parked outside the front door leaving room for other cars to pass.  It was a busy place. Out of the car and up the steps.  The house had an imposing entrance.  I rang the bell and waited   Shortly, a friendly face appeared at the door.  Maybe Zero, Sal or Jess.  After a brief chat, I would be shown into the Adam room, which was quite splendid.  Polished mahogany, a marble fireplace and Italian tapestries.  Two large wing chairs and a settee.

I would sit on the settee and wait.  My mind fluctuated between what was discussed last time and what I had brought this time, and an attempt to empty the mind.

I knew when Eugene was on his way by the sound of uneven steps coming down the main staircase into the hall or the humming of a tune.  Suddenly, a hand appeared round the edge of the door.  It might be Eugene himself or there might be a delay, if he was talking to some one.  A face with a quizzical look appeared as he slowly handled himself into view.  The face always looked keenly at you, at the same time with warmth.  His appearance was of a tall thin man.  His clothes hung on him, as though some one  had placed them there deliberately.  Always  well dressed and of a pleasing appearance.  With an artistic  touch.  The  left side weak and shaking, the right side firm and strong.  When sitting down the right hand rested on the tremulous left hand, both indicated great sensitivity and strength.  Lob sided when he stood up and walked, which he seemed to do with some difficulty.  He kept his balance sometimes by putting his arm round your shoulder and walking alongside.  Or he managed alone.  The idea of using a walking stick was unthinkable.  He moved from one side to the other as he entered the room, a firm handshake followed.  It was quite reassuring.

  Initially he sat in the wing chair and the look said, “What will we talk about this morning?”  To start with, we talked about every day matters, leading to other subjects.  If you had a problem,  he knew by his observation of you, if you wished to speak about it.  Later he sat next to me on the settee and one felt enfolded by his personality.  I always had with me a pen and notebook.  Eventually the writing and drawing would commence.  The only words to describe it were deft and expositional.  From the most  simple shape, to which would be added drawings, language, hidden meanings, reversals, side tracks and comments on diverse persons and institutions.  Nothing was sacred, everything interlinked in some way.

The understanding was great and full of acumen, usually but not always, expressed in mild tones.  When the occasion demanded, he never left you in doubt.

He once said to me about himself, “If you scratch the surface, underneath is the accumulated stuff of my ancestors ready and waiting to come out.

The meeting times were prearranged but if at the end of the time and he was in the middle of an explanation, he would continue until it was fully explained and clarified.

A tap on the door would indicate the arrival of the next “agent” as he called us.

We would walk out of the room to the front door, hand on my shoulder.

Typically a brief look outside and the matters talked about for the last two hours summed up in a sentence or two for me to think about in the interval.  A parting handshake and I would leave feeling mightily uplifted.

“So many talents and used to the full”  His epitaph

Bernard Lawrence

SOME APHORISMS BY EUGENE HALLIDAY

· We are ill because we lack oneness.

· The therapy for fear is always to let go and expand.

·  Matter is rotatory behaviour of energy.

· God is the act of will of a supremely intelligent and sensitive being.

· Eternity is simultaneous power.

· All human protoplasm comes from the same source.

· Your are self precipitated and you have to like it.

· Make yourself conscious of your emotive response.

· What you don’t experience, you don’t know about.

· Contemplation is a special kind of Nowness.

· Defend the absent person.

· Without the sharks there would be no fast swimmers.

