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The Miraculous New York Times Bestseller

“A fascinating spiritual adventure. Rosemary Altea’s journey of self-discovery reminds us that our existence is more mysterious than any of us have dared to believe.”

—JAMES REDFIELD, Author of The Celestine Prophecy

and

A Remarkable True Story


“On national television, Rosemary Altea rendered Larry King speechless with a personal message from his long-dead mother; at a bookstore in San Francisco, she stunned a recent widow by announcing that the woman's late husband was standing right behind her. ‘He thanks you for the rose,’ Altea said. ‘I laid a rose in his coffin just before the burial…’ said the woman. ‘Now, how could you know that?’”

—Alix Madrigal, San Francisco Chronicle

ALL ACROSS AMERICA, PEOPLE HAVE BEEN STUNNED, MOVED, AND UPLIFTED BY ROSEMARY ALTEA. DISCOVER WHY IN…

THE EAGLE AND THE ROSE

“I walked through the front door of where Ms. Altea has been staying a skeptic, my purse empty of handkerchiefs and tissues. I walked out two and a half hours later, leaving dozens of sopping wet tissues behind…. Maybe I had become a believer.”

—Elaine Louie, New York Times

“People who believe the dead are always with us will be fascinated by THE EAGLE AND THE ROSE.”

—USA Today

“Inspiring and important…. A fascinating book which chronicles the life and work of a truly talented woman. Its messages of hope and love will help many people.”

—Brian Weiss, M.D., author of Many Lives, Many Masters

“A moving account. The author's simplicity and patent sincerity will warm the hearts of readers who reserve judgment in spiritualist phenomena. Here is the heroic story of Rosemary Altea's ‘blossoming’ into life and establishing centers where people can receive spiritual and psychic healings.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“I was completely captivated.”

—Willis Harman, president, Institute of Noetic Sciences and author of Global Mind Change

“Rosemary Altea's stunning account of the existence of life after death brings us right up to the frontier of evolutionary advancement. The message in THE EAGLE AND ROSE is multi-layered—serving our human needs for connection to loved ones and stimulating our spirit of adventure to cross the bridge between two planes of existence.”

—Carol Adrienne, coauthor of The Celestine Prophecy: An Experiential Guide

A Featured Alternate of Book-of-the-Month Club®


To my daughter Samantha.

First in my life, she is my light … my miracle

Do you love me, or do you not …

You told me once, and I forgot…
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We are not human beings having a spiritual experience.

We are spiritual beings having a human experience.

—Pierre Teilhard de Chardin


PART I

The Awakening


Peter

I was in Whitby, a coastal resort in the north of England. It was a warm summer night, and although it was quite late, the small holiday town was busy. Gangs of youths had been arriving since early summer, looking for work, and unable to find any, they had become a bit of a problem for the locals.

As I stood watching one such gang, a rowdy but good-natured lot, I was aware of a couple of police cars placed strategically along the main street, obviously on the alert in case of trouble. Although there wasn't much traffic, the lads were pushing each other into the road as the occasional car passed through.

One boy among them, the daredevil of the group, would leap out in front of every passing car, sometimes coming within inches of being hit, laughing and shouting at the poor motorist, with a catch-me-if-you-can attitude.

You might easily reach the conclusion that this boy had a death wish, or perhaps he believed that death only happened when one was old.

The police, not wishing to cause any more trouble than necessary, watched and waited, hoping the group would eventually get tired of their game and drift off home.

Heading toward the center of Whitby was Peter, who had just landed a job with a marine company. Overjoyed with the news, he had arranged to meet his sister and two friends for a celebratory dinner. The evening turned out to be a great success, but all too soon Peter and his friends were saying their good-byes. The three young men piled into Peter's little car and set off toward the town center.

Standing in the street, still watching this gang of high-spirited youths playing their game, dicing with death, I noted that with each escape they were becoming more rowdy and more careless.

As Peter's car approached, I saw the headlights, clear and bright, lighting up the street. The young and silly daredevil, waiting until the very last minute, leapt out into the road. I knew instinctively that he was about to get his death wish.

Peter realized too late what was happening and tried to spin the car away from the figure looming large in front of him. But the car hit the boy and sent him spinning onto the pavement, where he fell, his head crashing onto the hard surface. It was this blow, and not the impact of the car, that killed him.

The horror of the accident written plainly on his pale countenance, Peter panicked. Putting his foot down hard on the accelerator, he sped out of the town center, making for the cliff road.

A police car chased after him, and as I followed Peter's car I could hear, quite clearly, his two pals yelling at him, begging him to stop.

Soon, bringing his car to a standstill, with the police car pulling up alongside, Peter scrambled out and began running up on to the cliff path.

His friends, desperate, shouted, “Peter, don't. Come back! Please, Peter, come back!”

I watched as this tall, good-looking young man, his blond hair standing out starkly in the night, raced along the cliff top, the policeman hot on his heels. His two pals, now sobbing uncontrollably, hung on to each other, helpless, frightened, and bewildered by the events that had taken place. But my attention was brought back to the two figures running along the cliff top, and I heard the policeman, breathless and tired, call out, “Please stop, lad, please.”

But Peter ran on. Suddenly, approaching a clump of bushes and too weary to run any farther, he dived behind them.

The young officer had seen Peter hiding and slowed his step. Cautiously he advanced toward the shrubbery and in a low, soft voice tried to persuade Peter to give himself up.

For a few seconds I thought he would succeed, as Peter stood up and made toward the policeman, but then the policeman took a step forward, and Peter shot back into the bushes.

There was a loud scream, and I saw the handsome young man with the blond hair topple and fall over the edge of the cliff.

His lean body seemed to hang in space for a brief second before it crashed onto the rocks below. The bushes that Peter had hidden behind had themselves been hiding the cliff edge.

The scene that I had witnessed with horror and shock now shifted in front of my eyes and became misty. Suddenly I was back in my study in Epworth, a small town in the north of England, where I lived, and the lady sitting before me was crying as I recounted all that I had seen.

The atmosphere in my little room was tense and filled with sadness, and I had begun to wonder what I could do to help my client cope with the awful burden she had to carry, when I heard his voice again. This time it was clear and sharp and directed at me. I turned to where I thought the voice had come from, and a young man chuckled. “Not over there, silly,” he said. “I'm over here, next to Gran. Can't you see me yet?”

I looked to where my client sat, a large, comfortable lady in her late sixties, but still I couldn't see him.

Laughing now, I said, “Come on, Peter, stop playing games. I haven't got time for them this afternoon.” Immediately I saw a handsome young man, slim and very fair, a delighted grin on his face, standing next to my client's chair.

Placing his hand on her shoulder, Peter said proudly, “This is my gran, you know. Isn't she lovely?”

When I repeated this comment to “Gran,” she burst into tears again and, sobbing, said over and over again, “Oh, Peter. Oh, Peter. Why did you have to leave me?”

Peter, completely unperturbed by this, said, “She keeps on saying that all the time, and she just won't stop crying. D'you think you could make her understand that I'm okay? Tell her that I am having a great time here, and that Gramps is with me now.”

Again I relayed the message that Peter had given, and, as I mentioned Gramps I saw a tall, stoutly built gentleman, who gave his name as Paul, and confirmed that he was indeed Peter's grandfather.

“I passed over just a year after Peter,” he told me. “I'd been having trouble with my heart, you know, and Peter's accident, or the shock of it, just finished me off.”

Well, of course, I didn't know and had to ask my client if she understood what Paul had said. She was able to verify that Paul was her husband and Peter her grandson, telling me how close they all had been and how she had felt, since Peter's accident, that the rest of the family had somehow drifted apart.

There were many things said that first memorable sitting, and my client confirmed with a nod of her head every detailed piece of evidence given.

Paul was keen to talk about the family business that he and his wife had built up together over the years and which was now being run by his two capable sons. He wanted his wife to let them know that he was still around and still taking an interest in things.

Occasionally, though, Peter and his grandfather would start up a conversation between themselves and I would have to remind them that they were supposed to be talking to me.

My impressions of Peter, after our first meeting, were that he is a very likable and intelligent young man with a tremendous zest for life. Full of fun and extremely quick-witted, he keeps me on my toes every time I meet him, which is quite often, as his gran has been back to see me quite a few times.

The one thing that strikes me, more than anything else, about this lovely young man is that he has an amazing capacity for expressing joy, and because he has such a positive attitude about life, he has adapted to his new mode of living remarkably well. The sun shines in my little study every time Peter comes through to talk to me, although there is one small shadow in his life.

For Peter's father, there is no life after death, and the tragedy of his son's passing stays, buried, deep within his heart. He rarely talks about his son, the pain is too deep, and Peter has told me that his father believes that “when you're dead, you're dead,” and nothing can ever change that fact.

Peter knows that to get his father to understand that he is still very much alive is not going to be easy. In fact, as Peter puts it, “It's going to take a hammer and chisel to get through my father's thick skull that there is such a thing as life after death.” Still, he insists he'll keep on trying.

Even as I have been writing Peter's story, I know that this wonderful and sensitive young man has been beside me, making sure that I get every detail right. Because he is the kind of young man who just refuses to admit defeat in all things, and also because for the last five minutes I haven't been able to shut him up, I am going to allow him to have the last word.

“Dad, I am here, honestly I am, and I love you, Peter xxx.”


The Beginning

When Peter's grandmother came to see me I had been working as a medium for several years. For me, Peter's story was not an unusual one. I had spoken often before to others in the spirit world, had heard many sad tales, witnessed the pain and heartache of the bereaved, and had observed their struggle to deal with their loss. I had experienced many other extraordinary things as well, including out-of-body travel, trance work, and the rescue of lost souls. But wait, I am getting too far ahead of myself. How did it begin … how far back must we go as I attempt to unfold the mystery that is my gift, my oh so precious gift?

According to my mother, I have been odd since I was a small child—so much so that she was at times convinced I would end up in the local mental hospital as a patient.

Her reasons for thinking this were, I suppose, quite valid. Having five other children—two boys and three girls—who were in her eyes quite normal, I must have seemed very different, and I know that she found me difficult to understand, and perhaps even more difficult to love. She had a quick temper and a cruel tongue, and because I was so unlike the others I was often made the scapegoat.

Her marriage to my father was a miserable and unhappy one, so there were always traumas or difficulties of one sort or another, and she would often vent her anger on me.

We lived in the Midlands, in the city of Leicester, in a small council house on the wrong side of town. This is where I was born and raised, a year after the Second World War ended, and where I grew up. From my early childhood, from the very beginnings of my life, I can remember seeing faces in the night, unrecognizable and terrifying. They appeared to loom out of the darkness and hover over me in what seemed then a very menacing way. I would hear voices muttering but never quite understand what they were saying. Sometimes the faces seemed so awful, and frighteningly large, in brilliant Technicolor, that I would cry out and my mother would once again have to deal with this awkward child.

My father, a demanding and unreasonable bully with a temper made worse by my mother's constant nagging and moaning, was a professional soldier who had been in the army most of his adult life. This meant that he was away from home for most of my childhood until I was eleven years old, returning only on weekends and holidays, leaving my mother to raise six children. Not an easy task for any mother, but ours had a job working nine A.M. to six P.M. in a factory, folding and packing carbon paper. Because of my mother's income, we were the only kids in our neighborhood who went on vacation every year. Our house displayed fitted carpets and brocade curtains. Very posh.

I can still remember “bath nights”—Sundays—before modern plumbing was installed. In the corner of the kitchen was a large copper boiler and just above it the dreaded pump. The “copper,” as it was called, had to be filled with water and heated. Then my mother would stand at the pump, working the handle up and down for what seemed like hours, until the bath upstairs was filled with hot water, after which she would haul me and my sisters in one at a time.

God forbid that any of us cried if she scrubbed too hard, which she often did in her frustration, because we would then feel her hand across our bare backsides. And boy, did my mother have hard hands! Tired out, and with patience exhausted by six children, my mother would feel relieved when she had bathed us and tucked us into bed and could put her feet up for what was left of the evening.

I am certain that we could have survived quite well on my father's salary, but my mother wanted to do more than just survive. Her home and our holidays kept her going, but everything has its price, and all the comfort in the world doesn't spell happiness.

I cannot remember ever sitting on my mother's knee or being loved in any way. My childhood memories do not include those of affection and warmth, only loneliness and rejection and fear, real fear. I was a timid and nervous child, never sure, never trusting, always needing. And there was one more thing, an added worry: Was I like my grandmother?

I never met my maternal grandmother, as she passed over when I was only six weeks old, nor have I ever “seen” or “spoken” to her in my capacity as a medium. She was only in her early fifties when one day she collapsed and died, apparently without warning. Her name was Eliza, and although I have never seen a photograph of her, I am told that I look very much like her. My mother was her only child, and from tales that I have been told, Eliza must have had a difficult time bringing her up. My mother was, as a child and as an adult, a very strong-willed and determined person.

But Eliza had another problem, one that must have seemed too great to overcome. She thought she was mad.

Grandmother Eliza used to hear voices whispering in her ear and all around her. Voices of people who weren't there. Voices, but no people. These voices would speak to her—and only her, for nobody else could hear them. So persistent were they, so clear, and so afraid did Eliza become, that she signed herself voluntarily into the local psychiatric hospital—The Towers, in the middle of Leicester.

How often she had treatment for her mental state I don't know. I do know that not only was Eliza convinced that she was on occasions mentally deranged, but my mother was of the same opinion.

Now, here I was, a young girl with what? A vivid imagination? Perhaps seeing faces or hearing voices was my way of getting attention, or could it be that in addition to my grandmother's features I had inherited her madness? Even as I write this passage I can still hear my mother's voice screaming at me—whenever she was frustrated because I hadn't perhaps behaved “normally,” or when I had done something that was, to her way of thinking, “strange”—“You'll end up like your grandma … in The Towers!”

Although this was said partly as a threat to make me “behave,” I think my mother believed I would indeed end up in this notorious mental hospital. Even as I grew older and learned not to tell people about the things I saw and heard, my mother's suspicions about my state of mind remained with me. The threat of madness was there, always in the back of my mind.

It is true that things said often enough, particularly in childhood, stay with you for the rest of your life, and my mother's words, “You'll end up like your grandma,” were to haunt me for a very long time. Whenever something strange or inexplicable happened, this specter of madness would rear its head. It was only my involvement with my church and my belief in God and in Jesus Christ that helped me hold on to my sanity. There were many times in my life that those dreaded fingers of fear would clutch my heart and squeeze tight, taking my breath and making me believe that I must surely be insane.

Growing up was torture, always being afraid, never daring to tell, and, naturally shy and sensitive, I grew timid and more nervous as the years passed.

At sixteen I fell in love. My John was twenty-two, gentle, loving, and a dream come true. We were engaged to be married on my seventeenth birthday. My father disliked him intensely and had thought in the beginning that as I was so young the relationship would fizzle out. It didn't. But then one year after we were engaged my father banned John from the house and made our lives together impossible.

John had been my protector, my strength. Now I was alone and afraid again. Afraid of my “gift,” afraid of my father, afraid of life.

I was nineteen years old when I met and married my husband, a man my father approved of. He seemed stable, secure. He told me the things I needed to hear—and he seemed also to be my best means of escape. I couldn't have been more wrong.

Still I hadn't told him or anyone of my gift, not even John, whom I had loved dearly, still loved; still I had explained to no one about my visions and voices, those voices that would come to me in the night.

Less than one week after I was married, I discovered my husband had taken a girlfriend to bed just two days before the wedding. That set the scene for the next fourteen years, and although there were some happy times, I knew that I had escaped one emotional prison for another.

In my early thirties, with a ten-year-old daughter, many things in my life had changed. I had been deserted—perhaps “abandoned” is more exact—by my husband, who believed that responsibilities were all right as long as they weren't his. Responsibilities included me, our daughter, the house, financial affairs, and so on.

In all those years, I had never spoken to him of my experiences with the spirit world, or of my fears concerning my sanity. I had worked so hard and for so long to live a “normal” life, to be a “normal” human being. I just wanted to “fit in,” to be like everyone else, and had I talked to him or anyone else of my gift, which to me at that time was not a gift but a curse, I would have been admitting to them that I was not normal at all, but some kind of freak. Many times while I was married I would wake in the night, shaking and terrified and needing the light on, having had yet another scary “nightmare,” but only one time in all the years that we were together did my husband witness more than this.

I had arranged a small dinner for my husband's boss—they were in the fashion business—and a friend of mine, Susan, who made up the foursome. It was a simple affair, relaxed and easy. I had known Maxwell, my husband's employer, for some time, and this was not the first time he had been to our home. It was over coffee that he began to tell a story, unbidden by the rest of us, of how a few years earlier he had visited by chance a “spiritualist” church. He told how he had stood at the back of a small room filled with people, strangers he had never met before, and how a man at the front of the crowd had pointed him out and told Maxwell of his life and of his grandfather, and how he had revealed some of the more intimate details of Maxwell's life that no one there could possibly have known.

We listened, intrigued but skeptical of his story. Then he turned his attention to me. “Do you believe in life after death?” he asked.

Wary, but wanting without knowing it to talk, I said very carefully, “Yes, I do.”

“Do you believe that someone is watching over and protecting your three-year-old daughter?” Maxwell then asked.

Again, warily, I answered that I did, and when he asked me who I thought that this might be, I replied that it could possibly be my husband's grandfather who was taking care of my child.

With that he jumped up from the table and asked for a pack of cards. He took hold of my hand and led me into the sitting room, my husband and friend following, and told me that he could help me find out who my daughter's “guide” might be. Now I was nervous, but Maxwell was my husband's boss, a guest in my home, and I was naturally respectful toward him. I allowed him to continue with what I thought was his silly game.

He sat me do at one end of the sofa, and he sat opposite me at the other end. In one hand he held the pack of cards and in the other he held my husband's grandfather's wedding ring, which he had asked my husband for. As I watched, now quite intrigued, Maxwell cut the cards and placed the two halves of the pack facedown, side by side, and then he placed the wedding band between the cards and just in front.

“Now,” he said, glancing up at me, “I want you to concentrate hard on the ring. There will be on the top of these”—he tapped both piles of cards with his finger—“either a jack, a king, or a queen. The ring,” he continued, “will tell you which pile to choose, and if, when you have chosen, the top card is a king or a jack, you will know that it is a male spirit who watches over your daughter. If, on the other hand, I turn up a queen, well then, that will tell you that there is a female spirit, possibly a grandmother, who watches over your child. Concentrate on the ring,” he said again, “and it will show you which pile of cards to choose.”

I thought he was mad. I had never heard such rubbish. Did he really expect us to believe this, or was it a joke, an elaborate hoax, and I the unknowing “straight man”? Well, I thought, he's the boss, so just humor him. So it was with these thoughts that I looked at the ring.

Only seconds passed … and the ring moved. I blinked my eyes shut—imagination, I told myself—and opened my eyes again. Seconds passed and again the ring moved … or seemed to move, over to the left. This is ridiculous, I thought, angry with myself for getting caught up in Maxwell's drama. Then the ring moved again, and before I knew what was happening I was caught up in a drama all of my own. Something, some power, had seized hold of my body, and a huge weight seemed to be crushing down on me, pushing me down into the sofa. I was paralyzed, just couldn't move, couldn't escape this tremendous force, but my mind was screaming out in sheer terror. Slowly then, very slowly, it began … that creeping feeling I had had so many times before when, as a child and as an adult, I had lain terrified, unable to move, as some unseen force tried to pull my face away from me. I sat on the sofa, tears pouring down my face, unable to move, even to blink, trying desperately to lift my hands to my face to protect myself, screaming in my head, God help me, please someone help me!

My husband and our friend Susan had both leapt up from their chairs and rushed to help me even though I had uttered not one sound; they had watched as my face had drained completely of color, and my distress was obvious to them. Maxwell's arm shot out, his voice commanding that I not be touched.

I could see and hear all of this even as I sat, my terror mounting, as the terrible weight seemed to increase and push me down even farther. Maxwell's voice was coming across to me, quietly but insistent, trying to reassure me that I was all right, that he would help me … but the truth was that he was totally out of his depth. Nothing like this had ever happened to him before, but he remained calm, although my husband was yelling at Maxwell to “do something.” I was totally involved now with my own struggle as I tried yet again to lift my hands to my face, which seemed to be being peeled off like a mask. Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the force was gone. The pressure left me and my hands flew to my face. Now I was so scared that I really cried. Susan fetched me a drink, and slowly I forced myself to “feel” normal. Maxwell took me for a walk around the garden, and the fresh night air brought me round and I felt so much better. But when I went back indoors and everyone wanted to talk about what had happened, I was so scared that I just could not bring myself to tell them. Twice more during that same evening I momentarily had that awful creeping sensation, as if my face were slowly being peeled away, and I just burst into tears.

My husband, Maxwell, and Susan had all been witness to an unexplainable and paranormal experience. They had all noticed that the temperature had dropped and the atmosphere in the room had changed dramatically during the hour that this event had taken place. The next morning Susan called to see if I was okay and told me how strange I had looked and how scared she had been; but apart from that one time neither she, Maxwell, nor my husband ever mentioned the incident again. It was brushed away, too difficult to deal with, too scary to contemplate, and the possibilities of what “it” might have been, oh no … no one in his right mind would ever want to consider.

And of course, it could just be that I was more than a little crazy, more like Grandma Eliza, than I dared think. When would it be my turn … when would they take me for treatment … when would my inherited madness be discovered? Never, I resolved, never; so I too swept the incident away, along with all the others that I had had over the years. It was just a game that had gone badly wrong, and I was never to talk about it again … until much later—much, much later, several years, in fact. And it was even later still when I came to understand what it had all meant.

After fourteen years of my husband's womanizing and continual financial messes, I was driven to seek a divorce. Not being able to understand that I had simply had enough of a one-sided marriage, he swore that he would see me starve before he paid me a penny to support either me or Samantha, our daughter.

He very nearly succeeded … but not quite. We didn't starve, but it was no thanks to him.

There are many kinds of loneliness in the world, but living with someone and being lonely is for me the worst kind. To lie in bed next to somebody and not be able to reach out and touch that person, not to talk or share the little things in life, seems a worse fate than having no one at all.

One day I came home to find him gone, and the money with him. All that was left of this tattered relationship was a string of debts and a ten-year-old child. The debts took years to settle and caused me much worry and heartache, but it was worth it just to be free at last. Although at one time I must have loved this man, to be rid of the weight of unrest and insecurity caused by his lying and cheating was wonderful.

My now ex-husband kept his word about not supporting us, and neither my daughter nor I have seen or heard from him since that time.

But I am the lucky one. Samantha and I have a very special and close relationship, and there is a tremendous feeling of love and affection between us. If I had to go through the pain and sadness of that time again in order to have my daughter, I would do it gladly.

So living now in the north of England, where I had moved with my husband some five or so years earlier, I found life was by no means easy. I was an emotional wreck, everything seemingly in tatters around my feet, and struggling financially. On top of all that, my visions, voices, and strange sensations, which had followed me through my life, started to become more vivid and to occur more frequently than before. I was once sitting alone in the living room at home, reading a book, when I looked up to see a man sitting opposite me on the settee. He didn't say a word, just stared at me intently. I heard myself talking to him, quite naturally, and remember thinking later that I must be mad. I knew that he was what some would call a ghost, even though he looked just like you or me and not as one would imagine a ghost to look. No wispy bits around the edges, not a bit pale or illuminated, just very ordinary. I knew with that telling instinct born to me that he was of another world, not because of his looks, but because of a recognition I find impossible to describe, the recognition of a soul free of earthly restrictions, of a soul born free.

Another time I woke up in bed to find two strangers, men of the spirit world but so real they could have been burglars, standing just inside the bedroom door. Again, not a word was said; they just looked at me. I scrambled up, struggling in my terror for the bedside lamp, which I switched on. When I looked back they were gone, and I was left shaking and alone.

My terrible fear of the dark stems from my childhood experiences. I still remember how I would hide underneath the bedclothes, sweating and trembling with fear, to escape from those awful faces. My mother refused to give in to what she considered to be my overactive imagination, and never did she allow me the comfort of a light. I was never to recognize those faces; never to know if they were the same or different each time; never to recognize the voices, whispering, calling; never to understand what was being said or what they wanted. I could only pray that they would go away. After I left home I always slept with a light to comfort me.

This particular night, when my two “visitors” came, the landing light was on and the bedroom door was ajar. But instead of the light giving me a feeling of security and comfort, it seemed to add a ghostly glow to the whole scene, and I was really scared. I remember scrambling around in the direction of the bedside table, trying to locate the lamp, which I knew was there … somewhere. When I eventually found it and switched it on, the men had disappeared and I was left all alone, wondering, Was it a dream? In my heart of hearts I knew that it had been much too real, that I hadn't been dreaming. I lay awake for the rest of the night, terrified that “they” might be back—and what then?

Many times I have been awakened in the early morning hours, experiencing a sensation I can only describe as a feeling of having two faces—as if I were wearing a mask that someone, or something, was attempting to pry from my face. The physical sensations are so real as to make my face seem misplaced or lopsided. Always I was left shaking and terrified.

From childhood to adulthood I lived with uncertainty, never knowing when the shadows would loom close or if they would overtake me. No matter how much I tried to understand what was happening to me, I was confused. No matter how much I then tried to ignore these strange visitations and happenings, I couldn't.

I grew up in two worlds, one a world of ghosts and specters, as real as I was, the other a world where what was real was always something you could explain, or touch or see and show others so that they too could see. One world was terrifying, the other cruel and unhappy.

I can remember as a child my mother saying, about herself, quite often and usually from sheer frustration, “I must be going mad!” I know that many people, including myself, have used the same expression either in jest or frustration or perhaps for some other reason. One thing I found during this strange and lonely period of my life was this: If you genuinely believed, as I did, that you really were cracking up, that your mental state was such that someone might just turn up to “put you away,” that you were in fact “going crazy,” you didn't tell a soul!

I was now thirty-four years old, and from the first time I can remember I had been “haunted.” Real or not real, debate as you will, I was caught up in a dimension of life that exceeded that which was considered by most as normal. Afraid and alone in my confusions, misunderstood and misunderstanding, my reality was different from that of anyone I knew, my judgments clouded and my sanity definitely in question.

Now on top of all else, my husband had disappeared. Apart from my youngest sister, my family was totally nonsupportive as I struggled to raise my daughter. My state benefit was low, and I was forced for a while to work part-time behind a bar, where I had to ward off the constant and unwanted attentions of the lecherous landlord until I could not stand it any longer and left.

With a very limited education, having left school at age fifteen to work in a ladies’ dress shop, I had no job qualifications and no time to go back to school or train for anything. The year was 1980, my daughter was now ten years old, and I was not yet divorced, as no one could find my husband. I was separated and “crazy” … most definitely, to my mind, crazy.

I found myself becoming more and more introverted, hiding my true self from everyone. I put on an act to fool people and pretended that I was quite happy and “normal,” but the strain of this soon began to show. I stopped going out of the house, even to the village shops. When I had to buy food I would go to the nearest town where nobody knew me, and that way I didn't have to put on any false smiles or pretend that everything was all right. It wasn't. I became a virtual recluse. Only two things were important to me. One was that my daughter remain happy and secure. I felt that she needed to see me as strong and stable, and it took all of my efforts to give her that security. Second, I was determined no one would separate us, take my daughter from me.

I had been on my own for a few months when one day a friend who had been watching me going steadily downhill decided to take action. She phoned and said, “You are coming out with me tonight. There is someone local advertising a talk on tarot cards. Not just a talk, but a demonstration as well.”

I told her that I wasn't going, but she insisted that I was, and because she is a very forceful and somewhat bossy lady, I knew it was pointless to argue with her. I simply said, “I'm not going,” and put down the phone.

At seven o'clock that evening a knock came at the door, and there she was. Pushing her way into the house, she declared, “You've stayed in long enough, and I'm not leaving without you.”

Luckily, although I didn't think so at the time, Samantha was staying overnight with one of her friends, so I had no reason or excuse not to go out. I felt a tremendous resentment at Jean's intrusion into my life, but at the same time an odd sense of relief that I wasn't going to spend the evening alone.

Still, I was reluctant to face the world or to meet people I didn't know and to whom I might have to speak. They might sense that I was strange. As I have already said, someone who believes that they are going mad tries to appear quite normal and is frightened in case anyone suspects otherwise.

So here I was, going to a stranger's house and having to mix with people whom I had never met before. Any thoughts as to what sort of evening it was to be never crossed my mind. Only one thing was important, and this was that they—these strangers—mustn't learn the truth about me.

All the way in the car I sat silent and brooding, feeling that this private little world I had built up for myself so carefully over the last few months was being invaded. Eventually we pulled up in front of a small white cottage, standing alone in what at first seemed like acres of a no-man's-land. Having driven down some long rutted country lanes, which were really no more than dirt tracks, to find ourselves in this wilderness was a bit of a surprise, not at all what I had expected.

I was told later that this place, called the Turbary, was a sort of nature reserve, which accounted for the air of desolation and lack of buildings.

Jean and I were met at the door by Irene and Paul Denham, a retired couple who owned the place. She was in her mid-fifties, short and dark, quite attractive; he was in his sixties, taller and quite distinguished looking. The Denhams invited us in and introduced us to what seemed to me quite a crowd of people. There were actually only about a dozen other guests, but the room in which we had all been seated was quite small and therefore seemed overcrowded.

I was placed on the only empty chair left in the room, next to a small table, behind which was seated a slim, dark young man perhaps in his late twenties. I guessed he was the speaker. Because I was seated next to him, I felt quite conspicuous and can remember pushing myself back as far as I could go onto the chair in an effort to make myself seem smaller.

There was a lot of small talk going on, everyone chatting to each other; a very friendly atmosphere was being created, and some there were obviously excited and intrigued by what was about to be discussed.

Now at that time I knew nothing about tarot cards other than that they had little pictures on them and that some people believed in using them to tell the future. I don't know much more than that even now, except that it is a subject I prefer to leave alone and something I now would advise others to be very careful and critical of. It is not the cards that I am wary of, but the ability of the reader.

Eventually the speaker, whose name was John, was introduced to us all, and the demonstration began. First he gave a talk, explaining how long tarot cards had been in use and the meanings of the pictures. Each card, he said, was different, and although a card placed on its own had one meaning, putting it with a few others in the pack could completely change the interpretation. Basically what happens is that a few cards are placed face up on the table, in a certain pattern. Someone adept at understanding the cards can then, by interpreting them “correctly,” gain a certain knowledge concerning the person being read.

Now if you will remember, I had not been at all happy about going out and was not really in the right frame of mind to listen to all this. I was too busy trying to stay inconspicuous. So most of what this young man was saying went over my head.

Then he told us he was going to give a demonstration, and he began, one by one and quite slowly, to lay down the cards, face up, on the table in front of him. Because I was seated so close to him, it was impossible not to watch. I could see every card as it was placed, and my eyes became riveted to the table.

The strange but now familiar feeling began to creep over me that I was not myself, and I could do nothing but accept it. I knew for certain, sensed, that those cards were being dealt out for me. More than that, I knew exactly what they meant. They told of my life as it was now. Of the confusion and pain.

Suddenly, almost as if he were reading my mind, John turned to me and, looking straight into my eyes, said: “These cards have been laid out for you.”

I sat there, amazed, not daring to say a word, and I believed that he knew that I was crazy. But these were my thoughts, not his. He then turned back to the rest of the group and continued his explanation of the demonstration. I could feel panic rising inside me and thought, He's going to tell them—he's going to tell them about me. But he didn't, he didn't say a word, and soon after he ended his talk and sat down.

We were then told that after a cup of tea a group discussion was to follow. All I could think of was that I must get home, get out of there, before John let the cat out of the bag. Jean, of course, would have none of it.

“We're staying,” she said. “Don't be such a wet blanket.”

As soon as the teacups were cleared away, Paul Denham, the host, brought the group to order. He suggested that perhaps there were people present who had themselves been for a tarot reading.

“Or maybe,” he said, “there is someone here who has firsthand experience of the paranormal?”

Of course, there is always someone in a group like this who has perhaps seen a ghost, or knows someone who has. In no time at all people began recounting stories, either their own or one a friend had told them. Everyone seemed to have something to say on the subject. Tarot cards were forgotten, as one by one tales of ghosts, ghouls, and things that go bump in the night took over.

You may now be thinking that I must have felt more at home, but you would be mistaken. Sitting there, listening intently to all that was being said, only made me draw more into my shell. I think I felt more isolated because it was becoming obvious that these people, although ready to accept that strange things did indeed occur, had met with very limited experiences; mine had begun to take over my life.

I said nothing at all, willing the proceedings to end. Then, without preamble, during a lull in the conversation, Paul Denham said: “We haven't heard anything yet from the young lady sitting next to John. Rosemary, isn't it? Tell us about your experiences.”

OEBPS/images/EagleandtheRos-cover.jpg
The Miraculous New York Times Bedstseller
OVER HALF A MILLION COPIES IN PRINT

THE EAGLE
THE JS

ROSEMARY ALTEA

of atruly ta






