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Introduction

			This book was written from the heart – a journey through grief, healing, and rediscovery.

			After losing my daughter Charley, the world fell silent. Through time, colour, and love, I learned that loss can also reveal a deeper light – one that never fades, only changes form.

			This story is for every parent who has loved beyond measure, for every soul learning to breathe again, and for everyone searching for hope in the quiet.

			
About the Author

			Jacqui Lowe / Lowrie lives in Fife, Scotland, where she and her husband John share their message of love, hope, and healthy living through their brand Look That’s Amore.

			Charley’s Light is her first book – written from the heart, in memory of her daughter Charley.

			
The Gift of Knowing

			From a young age, I carried a quiet sense that there was more to this world than what we could see.

			I would get feelings about things before they happened – a sudden knowing that would rise inside me like a whisper. Sometimes it came as a dream, other times as a thought that wouldn’t leave me. I couldn’t explain it, but it was always there.

			At the time, I didn’t understand what it meant. I was just a little girl who felt life more deeply than others seemed to. I noticed patterns in the world – moments that connected like pieces of a puzzle. I would sense when change was coming, or when someone needed comfort before they even spoke.

			As I grew older, I began to see that those feelings weren’t random. They were small signs – gentle lessons sent ahead of time, helping me prepare for a life that would ask a lot of strength from me.

			Sometimes those signs came before sadness, sometimes before joy. They didn’t stop what was to come, but they gave me a strange peace – a knowing that even when things hurt, there was a reason hidden somewhere inside it all.

			Looking back now, I realise those early premonitions were the universe’s way of preparing me for Charley – for the miracle, the lessons, and the love that she would bring. They taught me to trust my intuition, to listen to the quiet voice inside that says, “You are being guided.”

			I believe that from the very beginning, the light that would one day shine through Charley was already finding its way to me. The signs were little sparks leading me to her – to the purpose that would define my life.

			
Charley’s Light

			Created with Love & Hope
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			In loving memory of Charley – created with love by Jacqui Lowe /Lowrie

			I am writing this because I was blessed to have my precious angel for 20 beautiful years. When I was told she would not live for even one week, I refused to give up. I fought through every ounce of my being, believing that love could overcome what others said was impossible.

			This story is a message of hope – that no matter what you are told, love can give you strength to keep going. It can carry you through the darkest moments and remind you that miracles do happen.

			My journey was not easy, but it was filled with purpose, faith, and a love so strong it changed everything. I share this story to remind others that even when life seems unbearable, your love, courage, and determination can create light where there once was only pain.

			I am writing this book to help others see that no matter how hard life becomes, you can rise again. Through faith, kindness, and the power of love, we can all find a way to heal, rebuild, and shine a light for those who need it most.

			
A Path Guided by Spirit

			Before you reach 17/17, I want to share the truth of how I survived everything that tried to break me.

			Through every loss, every shattering moment, every night I cried into the darkness, I walked a path guided not by medicine, but by spirit. I never took antidepressants. I never took sleeping tablets. Instead, I trusted the healing God placed within me – the strength of my mind, the wisdom of my body, and the light of my spirit.

			I listened to my intuition, to the guidance that whispered softly when the world felt loud. I followed the signs that appeared when I needed them most – little messages from the universe reminding me I wasn’t alone.

			And with my precious Charley, I followed this same sacred path. She never received medication. Her comfort, her peace, her moments of calm came through hands-on healing, through the energy that flowed between us, through the love that never needed words.

			Often, I felt angels around us – in the stillness, in the warmth, in the moments that made no sense except through faith. Charley was surrounded by light, a light I could feel as strongly as I felt her heartbeat. I know she was guided, protected, and held by something bigger than this world.

			Our journey together was not just physical. It was spiritual. It was soul to soul – a connection beyond anything this earth could ever explain.

			This page is here as a reminder: Healing doesn’t always come from medicine. Sometimes it comes from spirit, from angelic protection, from the signs we receive, and from the unconditional love that continues even after a heartbeat stops.

			

			Charley’s light is still here. Guiding. Healing. Loving.

			

			Chapter 1

			
The Soft Whisper of 1717

			There are moments in life when the world grows quiet, and something gentle touches your heart – a feeling, a memory, or a sign you can’t quite explain. For me, numbers have always carried these whispers. They appear softly, never forcing themselves, just offering comfort when I’m ready to hear them.

			1717 was one of those whispers.

			When my wee brother became unwell, we had a tender conversation that I didn’t know would stay with me forever. He apologized, not loudly, just softly, from a place deep inside him for not always being there for Charley and for me. He said, almost like he was being guided, “Look, Jacqui… 1717.”

			At that moment, I didn’t understand. It felt like a puzzle piece waiting patiently for the right moment to fall into place.

			But the universe has its own timing.

			On the 17th of September, the day he passed away – exactly five years after Charley – the meaning settled quietly into my heart. 1717 wasn’t just a number.

			It was a message.

			A bridge between this world and the next.

			It told me he had been with us all along, even during the times life pulled us apart. And more than that… it told me he is with Charley now, holding her gently in the spiritual world the way he couldn’t in this one.

			Where Love Goes, Light Follows

			After that realization, something inside me softened. Grief had been sitting heavy in my chest for so long – thick, sharp, and lonely. The message of 1717 didn’t arrive with weight, it arrived like a light touch on the shoulder, a reminder, a reassurance, a feeling that love was still moving all around me, even when I couldn’t see it.

			In the days that followed, I found myself noticing the number everywhere – on receipts, clocks, phone screens, tiny places no one would expect. It felt like a quiet hello from the two souls I love beyond this world. Not loud. Not dramatic. Just gentle. Present. Constant.

			Grief teaches you many things.

			One of the softest lessons is that those we love never truly leave. Their love stays woven into you.

			Their energy lingers. Their guidance whispers.

			And when your heart is open – even a little – the universe finds its way to show you they’re still with you.

			1717 became that language for me.

			It told me that Charley is wrapped in the purest light, watched over, cared for, and surrounded by the kind of love only the spiritual world can give.

			It told me my wee brother found her – that he stepped into her world with the same love he carried in this one.

			That thought brought me a peace I hadn’t felt in years.

			Because as a mother, the deepest ache comes from wondering if your child is safe.

			If they’re held.

			If they’re comforted. If they’re loved.

			And through that simple, sacred number… I felt the answer. Charley isn’t alone.

			And neither am I.

			The Gentle Reminder

			Now, whenever I see 1717, I pause. I breathe.

			I allow that soft comfort to settle in.

			To me, it means:

			We’re here. We’re together. We’re looking after each other.

			It means that love travels – across time, across worlds, across the veil.

			It means that the bonds we create in this life continue in the next.

			1717 became a soft thread woven through my story – a reminder that the universe speaks, the angels guide, and love continues in ways we can’t always explain but can always feel.

			And every time it appears, I know:

			My brother and my daughter are walking beside me in their own quiet, heavenly way, holding me with a love that never ends.

			

			Chapter 2

			
A Father’s Goodbye

			The day before my dad passed, everything felt fragile, like the world was balancing on a thin line. He had been rushed to hospital, coughing up blood, and although I told him I wasn’t scared… inside, I was terrified. I didn’t want him to see my fear. I wanted him to feel safe, held, and protected the way he had once protected me.

			We talked quietly, softly, with the kind of honesty that only comes when you know time is running short. He looked at me and said, almost with a half-smile, that he had always been a good-looking man – and he didn’t want me caring for him in a way that took away his dignity. He wanted to leave this world the way he had lived: proud, private, and strong.

			When he was discharged and I drove him home, he cuddled me before getting out of the car. It was a long hug, the kind you don’t realize is a goodbye until later. He told me he loved me so much. I didn’t know it would be the last hug he ever gave me.

			Early the next morning, the 2nd of April 2012, my phone rang. It was my dad. His voice was soft, almost peaceful. He told me how proud he was that I was his daughter. How much he loved me. How much I meant to him.

			Then the call cut out.

			I ran to charge my phone, hands shaking, desperate to hear him again. When it rang, I answered instantly – it wasn’t his voice. It was someone telling me that my dad was gone.

			For years, I carried a quiet belief that my dad chose his moment. I believe he took the morphine himself so he could leave with the dignity he cherished. It felt like his final act of strength, his final act of love.

			And now, when I look back through the understanding of 1717 – through all the messages, timings and spiritual threads – I can see it clearly:

			

			My intuition was being guided. My soul was being prepared.

			And my dad was reaching out, even before he left this world.

			A father’s love, wrapped in dignity.

			A goodbye that was really a thank you.

			And a message that has stayed with me ever since: “I’m proud of you.”

			

			Chapter 3

			
The Feeling Before the Knowing

			There are moments in life when your soul feels something long before your mind understands it. I’ve learned that these quiet warnings, these strange sensations, and these sudden waves of emotion are not accidents – they are messages. Soft alerts from the universe. Gentle nudges from the angels. And sometimes, they are the first whispers that someone you love is preparing to leave.

			My big brother had been struggling for a while, though he tried to hide it behind his strength. We used to go for long walks with his dog in the evenings, and I would notice – the breathlessness, the way he slowed down at certain parts of the path, the way he brushed it off when I begged him to get checked.

			I knew something wasn’t right.

			On the Friday night before he passed – on the 8th November 2013 – I was driving to Dunfermline with Charley in the back seat. Out of nowhere, a strange, overwhelming feeling swept through me. A fear. A panic. A sudden thought that didn’t feel like my own:

			“If I died right now… what would happen to Charley?” 

			It came like a shock wave through my chest.

			On Sunday 10th November, 2013, I went to see my big brother. I told him what I had felt, the panic, the fear, the heaviness. He looked at me and said quietly, “That’s how I was feeling.” He didn’t open up further.

			I left my brother’s house and started walking back to my home, as we only stayed a couple of streets apart. As I was walking, I heard my phone making a pinging sound. I laughed to myself, thinking my brother would be asking me to give him a life on the game we always played together on our mobiles – Candy Crush.

			Once I got into my house, I completely forgot about the pinging.

			

			Later, when I got into bed, about ten minutes passed before something strange happened. I suddenly felt a sharp pull on my big toe. It wasn’t gentle – it was sore. It felt exactly like someone had tugged on my toe to wake me from the inside.

			The moment it happened, I knew. Seconds later, the phone rang.

			The voice on the other end told me he was gone.

			These were not coincidences.

			They were connections – the same kind of spiritual threads that later showed themselves through 1717.

			The breathlessness. The fear.

			The tug on my toe – his final goodbye.

			The universe doesn’t shout. It whispers.

			Sometimes the whisper feels like a tug on your toe in the dark – shows signs that a soul you love is slipping into the light.

			

			Chapter 4

			
Where the Light Lives

			There are some things in life that cannot be explained by the mind, only understood by the soul. From the moment Charley came into my world, I knew there was something deeper guiding us, something beyond what we can see.

			Signs From Charley

			Lights flickering when I spoke her name. Feathers appearing.

			Warmth around me.

			A calm breath on nights I cried myself to sleep. I knew it was Charley.

			The Universe Speaks in Numbers 17.

			1717.

			Charley passed on the 17th.

			My wee brother passed on the 17th. He said “1717” before he died.

			These weren’t coincidences. They were threads.

			Connections between worlds.

			The Presence You Can Feel Without Seeing

			Sometimes I feel them – not with my eyes, but with something deeper.

			Charley. My dad.

			My brothers.

			The tug on my toe. The last phone call. The message of 1717.

			A Mother’s Intuition, a Woman’s Knowing I always knew before I knew.

			My soul was being prepared.

			

			Where Love Goes, Light Follows

			Charley walks with me in her light. My dad walks with me in his strength.

			My brothers walk with me in their messages.

			They didn’t leave. They transformed.

			That is where the light lives.

			

			Chapter 5

			
Listen to Your Inner Voice

			There were moments in my life when something inside me whispered before anything happened. A knowing. A sense. A quiet truth that came long before the world caught up.

			I didn’t understand it at the time.

			I just knew I felt things deeply – sometimes too deeply – and I didn’t know why. I sensed danger before it came. I sensed loss before it happened. I sensed love before I met it.

			For years, I doubted myself.

			I thought maybe I was overthinking, maybe too emotional, maybe imagining it.

			The truth is, my inner voice had always been my compass. When my dad passed, I felt it before the phone rang.

			When my brother was struggling, I felt his breathlessness before he ever said a word.

			On the night he tugged my toe, I knew someone was trying to reach me.

			And when I saw the purple vortex on my floor, I knew something was shifting in our lives.

			Before the black circle appeared in the sky, my soul already felt the warning.

			And then, later, with Charley…

			I felt things I couldn’t explain – things that made sense only in hindsight.

			My inner voice wasn’t there to scare me. It was there to guide me.

			To prepare me.

			To soften the blow.

			

			To remind me I was never walking alone.

			I know now that intuition is love speaking to us gently. It is the language of the soul.

			It is the echo of those who walk beside us – even when we can’t see them.

			Listening to my inner voice didn’t stop the hard things from happening…

			but it helped me survive them.

			And it helped me recognise the miracles when they came.

			That same voice still guides me today – through grief, through rebuilding, through creating Trusted Breaks, and through building Look That’s Amore with love.

			Your inner voice is the part of you that knows before knowing. It is the quiet truth in your chest, the one that whispers:

			“You are being guided.” “You are safe.”

			“You are not alone.”

			And every time I listen to it – I hear Charley

			

			Chapter 6

			
A Hard Beginning
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			From the age of four, my childhood was marked by pain and fear. I grew up in a home where there was abuse of every kind – emotional, mental, and physical. I was a terrified little girl who no one believed.

			I used to pray for God’s help, lying in my bed each night, hoping for safety that never came. I felt invisible, trapped, and alone.

			I was sent away to relatives where the abuse continued, and I was silenced through fear. For years, I carried that secret, believing I had no voice and no worth.

			Even when one of my abusers died, I thought the pain would finally stop – but it didn’t. The years that followed brought more cruelty, bullying, and humiliation. I was tormented at school, my hair cut off, and my spirit almost broken.

			But somehow, even then, I kept a tiny spark of hope alive inside me – the same spark that would one day grow into strength, love, and faith. It was that same strength that later helped me become the mother I needed to be for Charley.

			

			Chapter 7

			
The Beginning of Light

			A day I will never forget – the 1st of February 1996.

			I went to the hospital for a scan after suffering seven miscarriages previously. I was lying on the table when the radiographer handed me a picture of the scan. I looked at it and said, “What’s wrong with my baby’s right eye?” She looked at me and said she didn’t understand. I asked her to call the doctor, and soon there were a number of medical professionals gathered around me.
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