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So where do I even start with this story? Well if this were a fairy tale it would start with “Once upon a time”. But this isn’t a fairy tale, neither a story. This is real life, to some, a real life ghost story.  If you haven’t guessed by now, I am a Psychic Medium. Some of the stories I will share with you, may send chills up and down your spine. Others may bring a tear to your eye. Either way, by the time you reach the end of this book, you will possibly view life and death in a whole new way.

By now most of us will have experienced the pain of loss. Whether one of our parents, a child, a sibling, a friend or our beloved family pet. The pain of this loss can last years and that’s OK.. My years working as a therapist, saw all manner of client walk through my door and so many of them had suffered the loss of a loved one. A husband or wife who had been married for sixty years, a mother whose son went out and never came home again. Regardless of their kind of loss they all had one thing in common. Family members telling them to get over it and live their lives. I always had such a negative reaction to this and I would tell them just that. I mean how can you put a time limit on grief? I’m sorry but you can’t. There is no limit to the grief some of us experience, so why limit our time to mourn those we have lost?

Now having this view on this particular issue for a good few years, would later come in quite handy, as you will see as we go along. But as I said, where does one even begin this story. At the beginning of course.

I grew up in a moderately religious family. The common belief was that when you died, you either went to Heaven or Hell, depending on how you spent your time here on earth. We were taught these beliefs in school and Sunday school. It became a huge part of our upbringing in the eighties and nineties. As small children we were all mostly afraid of the dark, of the monsters under our beds. Our parents would convince us that there was no such thing, that the monsters didn’t exist, yet we knew.

Now being me, and weirdly so, I was never actually scared of the dark. I was more terrified of what was IN the dark. And yes, there was ALWAYS something in the dark. A shadow standing in the corner, a movement out the corner of my eye, a cold breeze brushing up against my skin. They were always there. Most nights I would sleep in my brothers room as it was always quiet in there. But this couldn’t last forever. Now for those who have read my previous book, will know that my weirdness really kicked in when I was about thirteen years old. I started to have dreams that would ultimately, come true. As a child these things were confusing to me and definitely scary. But these things don’t exist right? Yeah you’d think that.  

So let me tell you about how it all started.
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Dreams Do Come True

As I have mentioned earlier, I was born with this gift, or my weirdness (as I fondly refer to it). I have so many stories I should write a book about it! Oh wait... Now when I reached puberty, things really started to take shape. As mentioned, I started to have incredibly vivid dreams. They would play out like a scene from a movie. So much detail, names, places and events. But having been raised the way I was, I mostly kept quiet about all these things. I had no one to talk to about it either as my friends thought I was strange and called me names. I spent so much time on my own in school and not by choice either. I would run excitedly from class to meet my friends only to have them mostly run away and hide from me. So I spent a good amount of break time sitting alone, eating my peanut butter and jam sandwich my mom had made. Trying hard to swallow both the thick peanut butter and my tears. But things changed, and eventually I made some friends who actually enjoyed my weird, as I did hide it now.

The first dreams I had were a few weeks before my fourteenth birthday. In the dream it was a Thursday night. It was cold outside, as it was winter. There was a knock at the door and when I went to open it, the cousin of our neighbour, called Philip, was standing there. He asked me if we had a soccer ball for them as they were having a party and were bored. I told them that no we didn’t have one as our dog had destroyed it a few days before. I woke up the next day vaguely remembering this dream that had no plot it seemed.

The next evening I got into bed and fell asleep. And the dream was back. Starting exactly the same as the night before. Only this time Philip told us that we should come over to the party as it is kinda boring and will be cool if we came over. And BOOM!! I was awake again.

On the third night, yip you guessed it. The dream started the same and kept going. This time I carried on to ask my mom if we could go over and was told to be home by 9pm as I was grounded due to having a bad report card and my dad would be mad if he got home and we were out. Damn!!!! Awake again!!!

The fourth night, well yes blah blah blah. But this time, this time we went next door. I noticed all the adults sitting and laughing, having a good time. We walked through the kitchen and out the back door. There were other teenagers there all hanging around looking painfully bored. I went and sat on the only available space, next to a guy who seemed kinda shy. But maybe it was just awkward thirteen year old me. We started to talk and he told me his name was James* and one day when he left school he wanted to join the police force. And awake!!!

That was the last of the dreams. I was left feeling so lost and with sooooo many questions. But that was it. No more dreams. One evening in May, I had just gotten out the bath and was freezing my ass off. There was a knock at the door. I went to open it and would you believe. Philip was standing there. He asked us if we had a rugby ball. My brother told him no we had a soccer ball but the dog had destroyed it a few days earlier. He then asks us if we would like to go the party next door as it was so boring and would be cool if we could go. I went and asked my mom and she said, be home by 9pm. At this point I still hadn’t realised what was going on. We hurriedly got dressed and headed to the neighbours house. Walking in we greeted everyone and proceeded out the kitchen door.

As we came around the corner, there was James*, sitting exactly where he had in my dream and it was as if a bucket of ice had been thrown at me. I walked straight up to him and said hello James*, and then went on to tell him that he wanted to be a cop when he left school. He laughed and asked his friend why he was talking about him. The only difference to the scene is that instead of becoming a cop, he wanted to join the army, which he eventually did after leaving school. So what started as a weird dream a few weeks ago, led me to meeting someone who would be in my life for years to come. And yes when we went our separate ways, I knew it was coming as I started to have dreams about that too.

A few months went by, without much excitement really. Just going through the motions of high school, boys, friends and family. Id have the odd dream of being somewhere, and the next thing I would be there, but nothing major. Just random little dreams about nothing in particular that would leave me with a sense of de ja vu more than anything else. Life went on as normal. Until I turned sixteen.

Life as a sixteen year old had its moments to say the least. I had been crushing on a guy, John*, for ages. He was just the hottest thing ever So I was on cloud nine when he finally asked me out. We dated for months and it was awesome. I would get into trouble with the teachers as he would scratch my name into the tables, but it was worth it in my young mind. We were thick as thieves and spent every possibly moment together while at school. Then one day he had pulled away from me, rather suddenly too. I didn’t understand what on earth had happened. Anyway, as happens, we broke up. It wasn’t until two weeks after though, that I found out what had happened. A friend of his had been walking home from school and had been killed in a hit and run. This was such a tragic turn of events that no one could have predicted. Or so I thought. A few nights before the sudden mood change, I had a dream. John* and I were standing on a piece of land somewhere. There were so many kids running all over the place. Suddenly a boy came running up to us, terrified and screamed that John’s* friend had taken a grenade away from a group of little kids and it had gone off in his hand. We ran to where this took place, and as we got there, a red car drove past us slowly and I watched as it disappeared in the distance. Turns out the car involved in the hit and run was red. They never did find the driver. For years to come I carried guilt with me. I always thought if I had just said something, maybe it could have been prevented. Little did I know that twenty years later, John* and I would sit opposite each other and I would tell him about the guilt I had carried for so long. And little did I know that we would lose John shortly after that too. Even though I’d had a feeling about it, it still wasn’t a dream so I chose to ignore it. I shouldn’t have.
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