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I would like to dedicate this book to all the great pioneers of spirit communication whose demonstrating and teaching brilliance has paved the way for so many of today’s workers!




By the same author


Spirited
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Introduction


Mankind, it is said, rarely escapes his or her destiny, but I must confess that, as far back as I can remember, I never wanted to escape mine. On the contrary, I have always been thrilled with my lot! Without wishing to sound pompous or, in any way, full of my own self-importance, I can only tell how it was – and is – for me.


From babyhood, when I discovered that I was able to come out of my body, take flight and float freely around our house and still be with my parents when they thought I was in my cot fast asleep, I always felt different, was always aware that I was seeing, hearing, feeling and sensing things that were beyond the ken, so to speak, of those who shared my life. But none of this troubled me. On the contrary, I took to the paranormal like the proverbial duck takes to water!


From that time onwards, my life contained some extraordinary out-of-body experiences and, as I progressed into childhood, there were several meetings with spirits, which incidentally never alarmed or scared me. Even at that young age, although I could not have put it into words, I felt I was a man of destiny; blessed to have been given such a gift. Convinced, though, that my schoolfriends would think I was an oddball – mad as a hatter – I soon learned to keep these other-worldly experiences to myself! From the age of sixteen, however, I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that I was destined to use my paranormal powers by becoming a medium, and I began this work by giving readings and conducting séances and healing sessions in halls, churches and people’s homes.


So it was that, determined to be the architect of my own good fortune and use the gifts I had been given, I served a long apprenticeship in these ways before becoming a full-time medium and teacher of psychic skills at colleges and spiritual centres all over Europe, and running regular seminars and workshops throughout the UK. It all seemed a far cry from being born in the East End of London in 1969, the son of a painter/decorator and a hairdresser, but I could not have had a happier time growing up in Canvey Island, Essex, and I was more than happy to be of service to the spirits and bring their messages to their loved ones.


In 2004, I was thrilled to discover that the transmission of my first television series, Street Psychic, had changed many people’s beliefs about the afterlife. For this programme, I was asked to walk the streets of different towns and cities in the UK – and in San Francisco – stopping astonished passers-by and inviting them to have an instant one-to-one reading. Then, after Street Psychic, I made several other TV programmes including Psychic School, The 3 Mediums with Derek Acorah and Colin Fry, Psychic Detective – and I also appeared on Colin’s TV programme, 6ixth Sense.


One way or another, the year 2004 was a pretty amazing year for me, one in which I was able to draw on all my psychic skills and mediumship. I enjoyed every moment of it. In particular, the ‘In High Spirits Tour 2004’ was one of the biggest undertakings of the year and one of the things that left a lasting impression on me. When I was finalising the dates for this show with my tour manager, Vivienne Foster, I remember thinking what a mammoth undertaking it was going to be, but I never fully realised the impact it would have on me. When I was offered this tour, I felt very excited and very humble. For a start, I could hardly believe that others thought I was worthy of being given such an opportunity, and I felt a massive weight of responsibility on my shoulders. The knowledge that so many thousands of people would be coming to see me and would be pinning their hopes on me bringing messages from their loved ones was very daunting, but that made me even more determined to be on form every single night so that I could be of service to them and the spirit world.


Although I believe myself to be one of the luckiest mediums in the world and I thoroughly appreciate all the opportunities and challenges my work brings me, I do not mind admitting that I do feel the pressure sometimes. If I have learned one thing in the past twelve months of touring, it is coming to the understanding that there is so much grief, pain and anguish in every town up and down the country, resulting in an immense need in the people I demonstrate for. Each night before I go on stage, I pray that I will be the best vehicle I can to bring messages through from the spirit world, a wondrous place of unlimited possibilities where those who have grown old and wizened are able to regain their looks and youth, where those who were sick and lame are made well and whole again, and where, one day, we will all be reunited with those we hold most dear.


I categorise myself as a clairsentient – somebody who is able to sense and feel the other world – and I have two main spirit guides who help me in my work. One is Zintar, who is a very ancient Tibetan monk. The other I simply know by his name, which is Star. I have never seen Star because, up until now, he has not chosen to show himself to me. Over the years I have only ever perceived him as a pure white light. These two spirits are wonderful heavenly beings who work with me – and through me – and help me to bring messages from the other world. They also, in some difficult-to-explain mystical way, look after me.


Whatever the coming years hold for me, whether it is more one-to-one readings in small venues or people’s homes, or tours and TV series, you can bet I will enjoy every single minute of it. One thing’s for sure, for as long as there are people out there who want to listen, I will be there, fulfilling my destiny and shouting the simple truth from the rooftops – a truth I have known since early childhood – ‘We cannot die. Physical death is just the next part of our fantastic journey!’


So, whatever your thoughts on the afterlife – and whether such considerations just touch you for a moment or change your entire outlook for the rest of your life – I would love to say: ‘Welcome to my world and the world of spirit – it’s okay to be a believer’ and you can feel proud to be a member of this ever-growing club.


What I find really fascinating about the new-found popularity and interest in the spirit world, is the opportunity it gives to us all to ponder on what knowing that we survive physical death does to our outlook on our day-to-day life and the way we handle the situations we find ourselves in. If we come to accept the existence of a spirit world because we have received – or witnessed – a fantastic message from a loved one, surely we must then accept that death is not the end of our life. And the natural progression of this is to accept that this life is just a minute part of our total infinite existence; and that when we die we leave behind all the embellishments that stand between us and our true selves. What we take with us, then, is the kernel of truth that lies at the heart of all faiths: that we are truly ‘chips’ off the divine block and, therefore, eternal.


One of the most satisfying moments in my work is when somebody approaches me and says: ‘When people lose a loved one, it feels like the end of the world. But through people like you, I now know we can reach back to them and know they are still around us, still looking out for us, and we are not alone.’ That, then, is what I believe my destiny is about – bringing people to this moment of truth. And if this book achieves anything, I would like it to be the knowledge that we can go forward with a spring in our step and a twinkle in our eye knowing that life is an eternal process – we cannot die – and we are always watched over and guided by somebody somewhere.


It just remains for me to add that while you are reading this book, you will doubtless find yourself confronted with some extraordinary events and happenings that I can only ask you to take on trust while you continue on this journey with me. Some things within the pages of this book will defy logic, some will not be immediately evident to everyone, some may create a rollercoaster of emotions for some and some may present a real challenge for others. But, whatever you experience as you read on, I am hoping that you will allow yourself to remain open-minded and aware that the experiences are mine and those of people I have met and read and demonstrated for.


They are experiences that have changed my life – and it is my dearest hope that reading about them will change your life, too; or, at the very least, set you upon your own spiritual quest. Sometimes we go through life as if we are only partially sighted, and it is only when we are prepared to expand our vision – and take other people’s experiences on trust – that our eyes are prised open wider and we can begin to reach out and touch and embrace eternity. I can hope for no better gift for you.


Tony Stockwell


Essex, 2005
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We are Eternal


I would like to begin this chapter by saying that all of my work to date, not only on TV but the years I have spent developing my gifts of mediumship, has made me believe one hundred per cent that we are eternal beings; and that this belief, which on many occasions has shaken me to my very core, has affected the way I view life and death, and relationships in this world and the next. I can’t remember a particular moment when this realisation came to me, when I embraced eternity for the very first time. I can only say that, as far back as I can remember, that conviction has always been with me. There was no great revelation, no thunder and lightning, just a calm quiet acceptance and certainty that we do not die, and that this moment now is but one stage in our existence.


Paranormal experiences must have come to me from a very early age because, even now, I can recall some extraordinary events that occurred during my childhood. The following is one example.


As the younger of two children growing up in Canvey Island, I had the smallest bedroom in the house, which was rather an unusual shape because part of the stairwell was situated within it. As this shape made it impossible to fit a wardrobe and a bed into the room, my dad, who could turn his hand to anything, constructed a bunk bed for me that had a little wooden ladder for climbing in and out of it, and a large storage cupboard underneath which could be used as a playden and somewhere to store my toys and other treasures. From about the age of six, often as I got into that bed, extraordinary things began to happen; and, bizarre though it may seem, I became desperate for my parents to buy me a red-and-gold beaded curtain that could be hung from the ceiling to act as a kind of exotic screen that would enclose my bunk bed, and enable me to peer through into the room. As I had never set eyes on such an object, this was an extraordinary obsession in itself and, if asked, I honestly could not have explained why I wanted such a thing. In the event, although I never actually acquired the screen, the image of it still existed in my mind’s eye when I was lying in bed and the sheets, covers and pillows also transformed themselves from cotton into a very exotic brightly-coloured silk material!


One day, when I awoke from a very deep sleep, I felt my bed rocking and, as I held on to both sides of the mattress to steady myself, the bed began to sway from side to side. I wasn’t in the least bit frightened. On the contrary, I remember closing my eyes and squealing with excitement as it suddenly dawned on me that I was sitting, like a young rajah or sultan, in a decorative carry-chair perched on the back of an elephant. Thrilled to bits, I felt myself being carried along a street somewhere in India that was bustling with half-naked people, who, as part of a procession, were accompanying me seated on top of the elephant. This imagery did not happen on only one occasion. It occurred several times when I was between the ages of six and nine and, each time, I found it so fascinating that I actually learned how to re-evoke this event when I climbed into my bunk bed.


I’ve never really tried to explain this childhood experience but, if pressed now, I would say that I was re-living an event from one of my previous lives – an event that had been so special and so exciting at the time that it had become indelibly imprinted on my memory.


Round about the same time, I remember having another paranormal experience in my bedroom which, on this occasion, took place in the playden that my dad had built for me under the bed. One night when I was lying in my bunk, I heard a voice calling my name. Now this, in itself, was nothing unusual. I often heard my name being called during my childhood and I often got on everybody’s nerves, my family’s and my friends’, by constantly going up to them and saying: ‘Yes? What do you want?’


‘Nothing,’ they would reply. ‘I didn’t call you.’


‘Well, somebody did,’ I would answer back, peeved.


On the name-calling occasion in my bedroom, though, I was aware that it was a voice I had never heard before, an unusual high-pitched, sing-song kind of voice that seemed to be coming from beneath my bed; and it was calling: ‘T-o-n-y … T-o-n-y …’


‘What do you want?’ I asked, peering over the edge of my bunk, and realising that the voice was definitely emanating from inside my playden. But the voice just continued, singsong fashion, to call my name.


Climbing out of bed and going down to ground level, I opened the door to my den and peered in. Although I could still hear the little voice whispering T-o-n-y, I couldn’t see a thing. I wasn’t frightened, though, and I didn’t even hesitate before I climbed inside. As I did so and as my eyes became accustomed to the gloom within, I saw the outline of a little boy, crouched in the far corner, who was of a similar age to me. His face, I noticed, was exceedingly dirty and his clothes really scruffy.


‘You look as if you’ve been dragged through a hedge backwards,’ I said, repeating something my mum was fond of saying.


‘’Ello mate,’ he said in what was definitely an East End London accent. ‘’Ow are yuh?’


‘Fine,’ I replied, thinking he sounded like a grown-up. ‘How are you?’


And there we sat, the little ragamuffin and me, like two little old men, exchanging the time of day and getting to know each other; and all the while I was trying to work out how and why he had come to be in my playden, my toy cupboard.


I can’t remember now how long we stayed there that first time or what we talked about, but I do remember him telling me his name was Arthur, and that, as he was an orphan and had had nowhere to lay his head, he had ‘died of the cold’.


‘Dyin’ was nice,’ he said. ‘Just like bein’ wrapped up in a lovely warm blanket.’


Apart from that remark, all our conversations were pretty straightforward and that continued to be the case when he reappeared on four other occasions before disappearing again from my life. Right up until now, his presence in my playden remains a bit of a riddle and I don’t know why he sought me out. Maybe it was simply because he knew that I would be able to hear and see him, and wanting somebody of his own age to play with was sufficient reason for him to put in those appearances. He is certainly not somebody who has, as yet, crossed my path again, so I am inclined to believe that, although he is part of my soul group, we may not meet again in this lifetime and we may have to wait a while longer before we are reunited.


One very curious thing about those meetings, though, is that, although my mum always sent me off to bed freshly bathed and squeaky-clean, there was always a shock in store for her in the morning. Each time after my ragamuffin spirit had put in one of his appearances, she would look at my face and exclaim in horrified tones: ‘What on earth have you been doing with yourself? How did you get such a dirty face?’


When, having shrugged my shoulders, I stood on my tiptoes to look in the mirror, I could see what she meant. My face was that of a street urchin’s or chimney-sweep’s boy, every bit as grubby as my little visitor’s had been!


Once we accept that life is eternal, our existence is turned upside down. We view everything in a different long-term, as opposed to short-term, way and at a very profound level this affects how we choose to live each day, how we interact with others, how we treat our family, colleagues, neighbours and strangers, and how we deal with joy and sorrow, gain and loss, grief and mourning. Everything – and I do mean everything – takes on a whole new meaning. This is because there is a wealth of difference between believing we only need to look after number one and make the best of this life of ‘three score years and ten’, and realising that all the joys and the sorrows do not end there; that there is more – and yet more – to come; and that how we live and how we treat others has a far-reaching effect on the whole!


Embracing eternity is rather like looking at a vast vista of plains and valleys, hills and mountains, on and beyond, as far as the eye can see. Some things we see close-up, others at a distance, and others, however much we may strain our eyes, are out of vision. But not being able to see the whole vista, on demand, all at once, does not mean it is not there or does not exist. It simply means we have to make an effort, take the first step and start walking if we want to see the rest!


The beauty of reflecting on these things today is that there are now so many opportunities available to increase our knowledge of other-worldly matters! There is no doubt, for example, that over the past couple of years the work of mediums and psychics has spread from churches and halls into our homes. And, largely thanks to LIVINGtv in the UK, with its programmes like 6ixth Sense and Street Psychic, and also the hugely popular American shows Crossing Over with John Edward and Beyond with James Van Praagh, now so many more people on the planet who are lucky enough to have access to a television can now see mediums at work on almost a daily basis.


The traditional image, then, of a medium sitting at a table in a dimly lit room, calling out in a spooky voice, ‘Is there anybody there?’ in the hope that a spirit will respond, is one that you are now only likely to come across in old black-and-white classic films. Today, far from this being the case, mediums can communicate with spirits while standing on stage within the blinding arc of a spotlight, or by being beamed by TV satellite to millions around the world.


Television, then, has introduced the possibility that there is life after death, and that we are able to communicate with our loved ones, to many people who would not have dreamed of going to a Spiritualist meeting. Today, however, they can reflect on questions such as ‘Is it really possible to communicate with loved ones after they have passed over?’ without even getting out of their armchairs!


I must add, though, that while I am delighted to be working on television, I am equally happy demonstrating mediumship in people’s homes and working in Spiritualist churches and development groups. In other words I am only too happy to try to lift the veil between our world and the next anywhere.


Although television has brought mediumship into the spotlight and attracted the attention of a new generation, it is important to remember it is not just there for entertainment. Communicating with the spirit world is one of the foundations of the Spiritualist religion and for many people it is not just a belief, it is a way of life. It is about bringing evidence from those we love who have gone home before us that we survive death; and that all the great teachers and philosophers – and their work – remain forever available for us to share in the amazing insights they have to offer on the purpose of our existence. It is truly wonderful to appreciate that no learning is lost and that all the great teachings can still enhance our lives in the moment now.


Likewise, mediumship is not something that has come into existence in recent years. It has been around forever! Many people, for example, regard Jesus as one of the greatest mediums who was in touch with this world and the next, and able to practise spiritual healing and channel through to us one of the most life-enhancing philosophies of all time. Not only did he believe in Spirit, he lived it.


Since that time, there have been many pioneering mediums who have dedicated their lives to a higher purpose and who have paved the way for mediums, such as myself, Colin Fry, and John Edward to work in public arenas and, on the whole, to be accepted.


Many of the great mediums of times gone by have inspired me in my work. Among these are Doris Stokes, Estelle Roberts, Minnie Harrison and Gordon Higginson to name but a few. All were brave pioneers who extended the boundaries of our work, raised the quality of mediumship and proved beyond any doubt that we can connect with the spirit world – that it is as real as you and me, and that death is just like stepping into the next room.


The actual lifting of the veil between the two worlds, though, is not always easy. There is, I have discovered over the years, a muzziness around the earth’s atmosphere which is created by mankind’s madness: the terrible materialism that exists in so many places, the frenetic pace at which so many of us have chosen to live, and the dreadful acts of violence and grief that are daily occurrences in our world. But when we make the effort to rise above all this and listen to each other and blend with the other world, it is as if we create a ray of light that can penetrate and shine through the veil of darkness that divides us; and when those in the other world glimpse that light, which may only last a couple of minutes, they are able to tune into that energy and break through the veil and communicate with us.


At such times, we mediums mainly draw on the gift of clairvoyance, clairaudience or clairsentience, or maybe a combination of all of these, to help us communicate with the spirit world. These three words – clairvoyance, clairaudience and clairsentience – which originate in the French language, mean clear seeing, clear hearing and clear sensing. The clairvoyant faculty allows a medium to see images and symbols; clairaudience allows him or her to hear sounds and the words of the spirits, such as a person’s name being spoken; and clairsentience allows us to sense – feel – the spirits’ presence. Sometimes clairsentience is more like clair-knowing. The information is just there in your mind. You know it to be true, but you have no knowledge of how it got there. You know, for example, how old a person was when they passed, the circumstances of their passing, and who they now wish to connect with.


It is not enough, however, just to see clairvoyantly, hear clairaudiently or sense clairsentiently. We also have to interpret what we are seeing, hearing and feeling. The work of a medium, then, is exactly what the word itself implies: to act as an intermediary – an intermediary between those who have passed on and those who are still in this world.


Many mediums claim that one of the gifts – clairvoyance, clairaudience or clairsentience – is predominant in their work, and they describe themselves either as a clairvoyant, clairaudient or clairsentient. I am lucky. Although I am predominantly a clairsentient, I am actually blessed by being able to draw on all three.


The way I experience spirit communication is, initially, by receiving an almost overwhelming sense of the presence of the other world. Then, in a moment, I can feel whether it is the spirit of a man or woman or child who has come alongside me and is trying to connect with me. Information then begins to come through. I can then, for example, feel the age the person was when they passed. I also know if they passed with a medical condition and if they are now looking for a loved one somewhere within the audience. At times, all these impressions come to me in a flash and sometimes they are accompanied by a clear visual image. I can see, for example, the colour of the person’s eyes, or the colour of a lady’s dress, or the favourite shade of nail varnish that she used throughout her life. Then, on a good day, I am also able to hear words, just as clearly from the other world as I can from the living world. Usually it is a name of a person or a place name. In other words, I can feel, see and hear the spirit, who is connecting with me from the other side, in order to communicate with a loved one on this side.


An incident that will illustrate clairaudience occurred just a few weeks ago. Having been invited to take a small seminar in Sweden, I left home very early to catch a plane from Stansted Airport. I’m never at my best first thing and, as I’d also been working flat-out for several weeks, I kept my eyes firmly closed in the taxi on the way to the airport so that I would not have to enter into conversation with the taxi driver. Needless to say, the flight was delayed and by the time I took my seat on the plane, I was feeling, along with all the other passengers, very tired and frayed at the edges. Then, just as I slipped into a comfortable doze, I was awakened by one of the cabin crew asking me if I wanted anything from the trolley. ‘Twenty-four hours’ sleep!’ was my first thought, but I settled for a cup of tea!


Moments later, as I sat there sipping the tea, an incredible transformation came over me. Outside the window, the sun was just rising and God, the creator, was at his/her best, painting all the clouds pink and rimming them with an orange or purple glow. Filled with awe at the sheer beauty of creation, I became increasingly refreshed and elated as I witnessed the coming of the new dawn.


‘Dawn! That’s my name,’ a lady’s voice said from the seat alongside me. But when I looked round, there wasn’t a lady, just a middle-aged man reading a newspaper.


‘He’s my husband,’ the voice announced, proudly. ‘His name is Roger.’


In my elated state, it took a moment for me to realise what was going on. I was receiving clairaudience from the spirit world. She was speaking, I could hear her and, what’s more I was hearing the voice even clearer than I had heard other voices of late.


As my heart began to race from fear of spoiling the connection, I said gently and silently under my breath: ‘Okay, Dawn, I can hear you, can you hear me?’


For a moment there was no reply and I thought I had lost her, but then the voice repeated: ‘That’s my Roger. Please tell him I’m here’.


Now that was a tall order! I am used to bringing messages to people from the spirit world, but I do not usually approach complete strangers and tell them things they may not want to hear, things that may scare or alarm them. But Dawn’s voice was so insistent, I felt I had to do something.


Turning to the man at my side, I said, hoping he would not notice I was wearing a watch: ‘Could you possibly tell me the time, please?’


His response, having consulted his watch, was to tell me the time without making any eye contact whatsoever.


‘What now?’ I thought, as Dawn began to urge me on again.


‘Have you been to Sweden before?’ I asked politely.


‘A couple of times,’ he replied equally politely, not looking up from his paper.


‘How do you feel about flying?’


I knew I was behaving like an irritating fly and that all he wanted to do was to sit there quietly and read.


‘I’d rather drive,’ he replied. ‘But flying’s a lot faster.’


Just as I was wondering where we could go from there, he folded up his newspaper in a resigned kind of way and, turning to me, said: ‘My name’s …’


I held my breath.


‘Roger. What’s yours?’


‘Tony,’ I replied, trying not to sound too stunned that he had said Roger!


After we had chatted for a while, I asked him what he did for a living, then he asked me what I did.


‘I’m a medium,’ I replied, looking him straight in the eye.


‘Oh, Lord!’ he said smirking and looking at me as if I had just landed from Mars. ‘I don’t believe in any of that, I’m afraid. You’re not going to tell me you can see someone, other than yourself, sitting with me, are you?’


With Dawn’s voice still resounding in my ear, I took a deep breath and said: ‘D’ you know a lady in the other world named Dawn?’


As the smirk on his face crumpled and faded, I knew that the replacement expression on his face was one that I would never forget.


‘That’s my wife’s name,’ he gasped. ‘She died two weeks ago. I don’t understand. I’ve never seen you before. You couldn’t have known that?’


‘I can hear her voice,’ I said quietly. ‘She’s here with us in the plane and, if you will allow me, I can tell you what she’s saying.’


He was obviously shaken and somewhat reluctant to agree, but he nodded just the same.


Closing my eyes, I focused on Dawn, then repeated what I heard: ‘She’s saying: “Send my love to Sarah and Ben and tell them I will always love them. Tell them …”’


Before I could finish the sentence, Roger broke down in tears.


‘Sarah and Ben are our children,’ he sobbed.


Dawn then told me her mother’s and her brother’s name and left a simple loving message for both of them. Just as I thought she was moving away from us, she added: ‘Tell Roger I know he has my gloves in his pocket.’


When I passed this message on, Roger clicked open his seat belt, stumbled to his feet, reached in the overhead luggage compartment and pulled out his jacket. The moment he sat down again, he put his hand in his left pocket and, sobbing quietly, pulled out a pair of small black leather gloves.


He remained deep in thought for the rest of the journey, but I didn’t interrupt him. Without asking, I could tell that he was feeling much calmer and much more at ease within himself. He didn’t speak again until the plane had touched down and taxied to a standstill then, turning to me, he said: ‘What can I say? What can I say other than thank you – and bless you!’


‘That’s more than enough,’ I replied, smiling.


I have had many similar experiences, but that clairaudient connection, when the voice was so clear, still stands out in my mind. I am more used to feeling or seeing the spirits, so to hear Dawn’s voice that clearly was a very special blessing. Maybe my mind had been lifted to another level by the incredible beauty of the new dawn; or maybe Dawn was just very determined to get through to Roger. Either way that connection, spontaneous and simple as it was, left me feeling on top of the world and honoured to be chosen for the work that I do.


Like every other living person, of course, we mediums cannot spend all our time feeling on top of the world! We also have to live and function in everyday life, but by attending development classes and seminars we have learned a unique and wonderful knack of raising and shifting our energy and awareness, so that we are able to lift the veil between the two worlds and communicate with the spirit world. Being sensitive to others and to your surroundings is obviously an essential aspect of mediumship. And, in the early days, as our sensitivity becomes more and more heightened through the work, it is very important to ensure that things do not get out of proportion or perspective. One fatal mistake is if the medium’s ego comes into play and the belief creeps in that the messenger is more important than the message. Nothing blunts the sensitivities quicker than this! Likewise, no human being, however much they love their work, can work twenty-four hours a day. Learning to switch off and earth oneself by doing ordinary everyday things, such as watering the garden and walking the dog, is vital.


Mediums, if they are to give of their best, need to accept at an early stage that they are ordinary people who are blessed with an extraordinary gift; and that like everybody else, who gets the measure of their activities wrong and overdoes things, they can suffer burn-out. This is a sad state of affairs because if you are feeling below par, out of sorts, tired and stressed, the messages from the spirits are less clear, or even distorted. Burn-out is rather like forgetting to charge your mobile phone and then discovering it is running on a low battery just when you need it most!


There was an occasion during the summer of 2005, for example, when I experienced this. At the time I was very busy demonstrating in theatres up and down the country for my ‘Best of British Mediumship’ tour while, at the same time, filming two new television series – Legend Detectives for the Discovery Channel and Psychic Detective for LIVINGtv.


The latter programme, which involved some emotionally draining shoots, was particularly challenging. On one occasion, after I had been investigating the last moments of a murdered boy’s life in order to help bring some closure for his parents, I clearly overtaxed my energies. On the drive home at the end of the day’s filming, I suddenly felt drained to the point of exhaustion and, as my body began to tremble uncontrollably, I burst into tears. It was some moments before I realised I was suffering from burn-out. Fortunately, I have an excellent support network in my family and friends, who are always there to take care of me and to remind me that life is for living as well as for working. These are the moments when the simple things in life restore me to full health and vigour and allow me to continue with the work I so love doing.


The person or people I am reading for also play an important role in my work. If they are very sceptical or on the defensive and constantly putting up barriers, this can take its toll and be off-putting. If, on the other hand, they are willing to be open-minded and unbiased, a medium with the help of the spirits can merge this world and the next, and demonstrate that our loved ones have survived death and that their unique personality and individuality remain intact.


As for us mediums, when communication flows freely through us from the spirit world, we quite naturally experience an intense high, which sometimes can be followed by an equally intense low. In my experience, though, my energies are soon replenished and I never remain feeling low for long. After all, what could be better than using the gift of mediumship I have been given to bring comfort and hope to those who are in the depths of despair that bereavement can bring. Each time I see the light creeping back into a person’s eyes and see their spirits begin to lift as they receive a life-enhancing confirmation that their loved one lives on and there is life after death, my heart soars. Then I am more than ready for another day in my chosen work.


Thanks, then, to the huge exposure given to the paranormal by today’s media, we are now living in a time when it is much more acceptable to be a believer, and okay to tell our friends we have consulted a medium. We will certainly not get the strange glances our parents, grandparents and great grandparents would doubtless have encountered had they been so open about their visits to those ‘spooky people who talk to the dead’. In their day there were even many instances of psychics and mediums being jailed for using their gifts.


In the history of Spiritualism, for example, we have our very own martyr. Her name was Helen Duncan and she was described as a Scottish Spiritualist Materialisation medium – and a housewife – through whose body ectoplasm flowed and formed itself into human figures which could walk and talk and greet their living relatives with the kind of intimate information that was known only within their families.


A renowned psychic, Helen found herself caught up in the centre of a Second World War legal battle, which ended with her conviction for a crime under Britain’s ancient Witchcraft Act.


All this came about when, during a séance, Helen informed a mother that her young sailor son was dead.


‘No – no,’ the lady protested. ‘My son is alive.’


Helen then materialised the form of a sailor with the name HMS Barham on his cap, and the boy appeared and told his mother that he had ‘gone down the day before on HMS Bar ham’.


Later, when the grief-stricken mother contacted the War Office and told them she had information that HMS Barham had gone down with all hands lost, Helen found herself in serious trouble.


Having initially denied that HMS Barham had been sunk, the English government had Helen arrested as a spy. Then, when her information was proven to be correct, she was charged as a witch and jailed for nine months. It was only because of this case that the Witchcraft Act was repealed and mediums were allowed to act as freely and openly as they do today.


Since those days Helen, who died in 1956, has been remembered as the ‘victim of the last witch trial’ and as a ‘martyr for Spiritualism’. The British Society of Paranormal Studies, which refers to her as a ‘beacon of light that lets her honour and leadership shine through a fog of doubts and fears’, has embarked on legal efforts to have her granted a posthumous pardon.


The change in the acceptance of psychics and mediums since Helen’s days has been absolutely incredible and, even as a psychic I can say, ‘I didn’t see that coming!’


Personally I have never been one to bother myself with the sceptics of this world. As far as I am concerned that’s their path and this is mine. If they don’t believe in the work I do – and think we are all charlatans – who am I to challenge or attempt to change their opinion?


Having said that, nobody is more delighted than I am when somebody who has arrived in a stroppy, belligerent mood, goes away a changed person or, at least, a person who has been given food for thought. Thanks to the spirits, this has often been the case: the offering of a loved one’s name when the person has been least expecting it or the mention of a particularly intimate characteristic or event, known only to the family, can shake the ground beneath their feet!


These days, however, whenever I come face-to-face with a particularly difficult sceptic who would not, in his or her words, change their views for ‘all the tea in China’, I take comfort in the following paragraphs that Roy Stemman, a writer and journalist who has specialised in the field of the paranormal for over forty years, wrote about me in his book Spirit Communication:


It is Tony Stockwell’s approach that, in my opinion, has been the most refreshing and evidential … I attended one of his demonstrations at the New Theatre in Oxford in May 2004, and was impressed on several counts. Although there were more females than males in the audience – which is also typical of Spiritualist churches – their ages ranged from teens to eighties. Very few, I suspect, knew where the nearest Spiritualist church was or had even considered visiting it; but the prospect of communicating with the next world in the comfort of a modern theatre was irresistible … Sharing the platform with Stockwell was a video camera pointed at the audience. When he singled out an individual to receive a spirit message, the camera zoomed in and the image it captured was displayed on a large screen behind the medium. The recipients were also handed a microphone so that everyone in the theatre could hear their responses. It’s a far cry from the early days of Spiritualism and will not be to everyone’s liking, but it is certainly breathing new life into the gift of mediumship and opening minds to the possibility of spirit communication.
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