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This book is for all the children in the world


who hear the whispers of their guardian angel.
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Introduction


By Aideen Byrne


 


Dear readers (and parents of readers),


Many of you will have come to this book having already read some or all of Lorna Byrne’s previous publications. You will have encountered me within those pages under a pseudonym: Megan, Lorna’s youngest child. Lorna asked me to write this introduction to her children’s book and to illustrate it. I’ll refer to Mam as Lorna throughout this introduction. I want to speak about Lorna in a way that reflects all of who she is, to me and to all of you. She told me that the angels, including my guardian angel, said that I would be the best person to do this because I grew up with a belief in my guardian angel. In a world that often mocks these things, Lorna gave me permission to believe.
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This is essentially the purpose of this book as well – to remind children that they have a guardian angel and to help them to stay connected to the spiritual side of themselves. Lorna has always been a wonderful spiritual resource and guide (as well as being my mam and all that encompasses) to me, and also to many people all around the world. I am grateful to share some of the wisdom I received from her as a child. I am particularly attached to the story of Suzy, which I heard many times growing up. Mam told me the story often as I asked her to repeatedly. I refer to Suzy as the Daisy Chain Girl.


These stories are for children who are spiritual, but also for those who are not. That is paramount. This book is to encourage children to experience the spiritual side of life. Any beliefs are secondary to that. So, whether you are reading this as someone who believes in angels or someone who likes to read about a magical world where children are not alone and have help every day, in every moment – welcome!


For both of us, it was important that through writing and illustrating these stories we connected to our childhood selves and created a book that spoke from that part of us. While these stories are fictional, they are inspired by real-life events. We hope that you see your childhood selves in them too. We didn’t want to create a book about children going on grand adventures (even though those are of course fun) but rather, something that is more reflective of real life. Each story is about children doing normal things with their guardian angel alongside them.


Both the title and the illustration on the cover draw from two real-life children. The title was inspired by a young boy who was a very special friend to Lorna and our whole family. Lorna first met this young boy at one of her events. He had read Angels in My Hair and had travelled with his parents from the hospital to Lorna’s event because he wanted to see her in person. Lorna noticed him immediately as he was clearly ill and had many medical supports in place. The angels told her not to draw attention to him, but Lorna couldn’t understand why the audience wasn’t paying more attention to this young boy. When it came to the question and answers portion of her talk, the boy stood up and said, ‘My guardian angel is my best friend.’ He had no qualms or hesitation when it came to admitting or declaring this – unlike many others in the audience. I know that in the future Lorna wants to share with you more about this special young boy, if she can. For now, we titled this book in his memory. I am glad he came into our lives, even for a short while, and I find solace that he is with God and all the angels and that he is at peace. As someone who has lost loved ones and believes they are at peace with God, and that sometimes they are around us, supporting us, I always feel that it is those left behind who I need the most sympathy. To Noah’s family and friends, I say we love you.


  The cover illustration draws on my childhood. If you have read any of Lorna’s books, you will know my father died when I was four years old. When Lorna was out working and my brothers and sister weren’t at home, Daddy (I never called him anything else and changing now would seem wrong) would look after me. After Daddy passed away, our neighbour spoke to Lorna about how she saw my father in the back garden pushing me on the swing at a time when he was terminally ill and had only a few days to live. This was a tremendous feat for someone so near death’s door. Lorna has told me that she knows the angels were helping him, including his guardian angel, so that he could get out of bed and push me on the swing. It felt right to me to pay homage to Daddy in this book, probably because I have thought so much about my childhood and spent many evenings speaking with Lorna about it. I was inspired to draw on this moment from my life because I think adults often see children as being without fear; that they have a


sense of being indestructible. I remember from my own childhood that this is not always the case. Our hope is that these stories will help you, the children, to be brave.
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Aideen – age 5 or so, on swing in back garden.


 


I know many parents or loved ones of children have wanted Lorna to publish a children’s book for a long time. I’ve met many of those people. Speaking to them now, and to other adults in general, I want to say that this book is intended above all to remind any child who reads it that they have a guardian angel. Lorna has talked frequently about how all younger children can see angels, especially their guardian angel. I sometimes wonder how many ‘imaginary friends’ are really guardian angels. The way we live today chases that spirituality from children. But parents should not be afraid to let their children believe in their guardian angel as that belief should be there throughout their life, helping them – as it has been for me. As a child, I never questioned having a guardian angel. I remember playing with her. Perhaps this book can help children to remember and know the presence of their guardian angel. Maybe it will have a similar impact on adults as well. Spirituality brings a strength that life often requires us to draw on. Living – thriving – is easier when you’re not alone, when you are loved and supported.


Another thing I would like to draw your attention to is Lorna’s dyslexia. I am always in awe of how she has written so many beautiful books that are international bestsellers, despite her dyslexia and lack of schooling. In 1950s Ireland, dyslexia was not recognised, so instead, Lorna was considered ‘retarded’ and denied education from about the age of ten. If you take nothing else from this book, take the fact that it was written by a woman with a learning difficulty, someone who only had a few years of schooling. We know that there are often many barriers, both within and outside our control, to achieving our dreams, and living a life that is meaningful, brings us joy and is full of love. I hope this book helps you to see the light of hope that is in front of you.


I was very afraid of making myself vulnerable through writing this introduction and illustrating these stories. In the midst of writing this, I panicked. This was partly because I was juggling this as a side project to my full-time work, while in the middle of a pandemic, but also because of all the uncertainty that making a part of oneself public brings. But it was also due to the anxiety that making a part of oneself public brings. Lorna helped me to remember that there is purpose in putting my heart into this art – for the children. I remember being bullied. I remember being afraid to go on stage to dance. I know what it is like to be ill and isolated (an experience very different to Suzy’s and I try to count my blessings every day). I remember worrying about my mam, and the list of what I recognise and relate to within the pages of this children’s book goes on.


I never liked children’s stories. From a very young age I read adult books. Partly because of my reading ability, but also because I never saw myself reflected in children’s stories. I hope this book adds itself to what I hope will be a growing body of children’s stories that encourage, build up and draw on children’s real lives.


I wanted to depict the guardian angel of each child within this book with authenticity. I think mistakenly we often lend ourselves to seeing angels as those more traditional, holy depictions. I’m sure you know the type. But Lorna describes angels as taking on a human-like form for our comfort. I think when a child sees their guardian angel, it often appears like a human being but maybe with colourful clothes, interesting hair . . . perhaps wings for fun. Lorna has told me that the appearance of our guardian angels often reflects something we need. If we need to be strong (mentally or physically), our guardian angel might look like a warrior. If we need to connect more to our feminine or masculine side, our angel might reflect what we need most. Perhaps our guardian angel sometimes takes on a form that reminds us of what we need to accept – or to work on. I know Lorna says mine has a tendency to mimic pulling her hair out . . . and I know that is because I need to work on being present and not letting anxiety and panic take over on the more personally challenging days.


I hope that I was spiritually inspired, and that my heart is reflected in these images. I tried my best to visualise the guardian angel of each child in a truthful, real-to-life way and transcribe that essence into the illustrations. My art has always been something precious and for myself. I feel as if I am letting a fledging out for its first flight. I hope in its passing, it brings you joy.


 


Love,


Aideen
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Chapter 1


Grasshopper


Jacob was out in the orchard, talking to his guardian angel. As he shuffled the grass with his feet, all the grasshoppers hopped into the air, some landing on his hand and on his trousers. Jacob burst out laughing, while mimicking the grasshoppers and jumping through the grass and calling out to his guardian angel, ‘I love your name because I love grasshoppers as well.’


Jacob’s guardian angel whispered in his ear, ‘I love it when you call me Grasshopper, Jacob.’


At that moment the sun shone more brightly through the trees and onto the grass. Jacob stopped and looked at a grasshopper on his hand. Because the sun was shining in his eyes, Jacob had to squint but as he did so, he caught a glimpse of his guardian angel dressed in emerald green colours, giving a male appearance. Jacob turned the other way so he could open his eyes more fully, thinking he could then see his guardian angel more clearly, but just then, a cloud drifted in front of the sun. He was disappointed. He could no longer see anything of his guardian angel.


‘I never thought of you as a boy with long yellow hair,’ Jacob said to Grasshopper, as he stood in the orchard in the long grass. He put his hand to his mouth and gave a little giggle of excitement.


Jacob’s guardian angel said to him, ‘Angels are neither boys nor girls, but I knew you would love me to look like a boy.’


Jacob said, ‘Yes, thank you for allowing me to see you, Grasshopper.’


‘You’re welcome,’ said Jacob’s guardian angel. ‘Your mother is calling you and your little sister is awake.’


‘Oh shucks,’ Jacob said in disappointment. ‘I thought I would have a little bit more time on my own.’


‘You are never on your own Jacob. I’m always with you.’


‘I know, Grasshopper,’ said Jacob, ‘and at least you don’t keep on pestering me like my little sister does.’


‘Be nice to your little sister Rebecca,’ Jacob’s guardian angel whispered in his ear.


‘I’m always nice to her. I love her so much, but she is just such a pest. She wants everything that belongs to me,’ Jacob replied.


Jacob’s guardian angel whispered in his ear again, ‘Your mum is calling.’


Jacob ran through the long grass, out of the orchard and through the gate. ‘Stop and lock the gate,’ his guardian angel said. ‘You must keep your little sister safe.’


‘Thank you,’ Jacob replied in a little whisper, before locking the gate and running into the house.


[image: clip0003]


Jacob was only just through the door when his little sister screamed at him, ‘Where have you been? I have really missed you, Jacob,’ and she gave him a big hug, saying again, ‘I really missed you!’


Jacob thought to himself he better not tell his little sister Rebecca, that he had been out in the orchard, talking with his guardian angel Grasshopper. Instead, he took a little piece of Lego out of his pocket and said he had been playing with it on the fence. Rebecca reached up to grab it out of his hand. He held it up as high as he could and said, ‘No, it’s mine. You go and play with your Lego.’ But she gave Jacob that look with her big smile and those pretty eyes and said to her big brother, ‘Please, please!’ He gave in and gave the Lego toy to her. He loved to see her happy and laughing.


Another day, Jacob took some coloured pencils and paper and sat down at the kitchen table. He started to draw a picture – something he loved to do. But as soon as Rebecca saw him doing that, she came over to the table and straight away climbed up onto the chair. She insisted on having Jacob’s pencils and the piece of paper he was drawing on. Their mummy came over and said, ‘Rebecca, use your own pencil and paper.’


But she insisted, starting to scream, ‘No, I want Jacob’s. His is better than mine.’


Their mummy said to Jacob, ‘Just for a little bit of peace, would you give your drawing and pencils to Rebecca and you can have hers?’


He looked at her with a sad face and said, ‘Mum, it’s not fair.’


At the same time, his guardian angel whispered in his ear and said, ‘Do what your mum said.’


So, Jacob gave Rebecca the picture he was drawing and his pencils. He took the blank page his mum had given Rebecca, and her pencils. Then he watched as she scribbled all over his drawing.
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Rebecca drawing on Miley’s picture, with Jacob and his guardian angel beside her.


His guardian angel whispered in his ear, ‘She loves you, Jacob. You are her big brother and she wants to do everything you do. She wants to be just like you.’


He spoke to his guardian angel in his mind as he started to draw another picture: ‘I wish Rebecca didn’t want everything of mine and to be like me.’


A few minutes later, his little sister insisted on having his new picture too. She wanted to draw on the same piece of paper Jacob was drawing on. Jacob jumped down off the chair, waving the picture he had just drawn in the air, shouting at his little sister, ‘If you want my picture, you have to catch me!’


Rebecca jumped down off her chair and ran after Jacob laughing and saying, ‘I will catch you!’


Jacob ran into the front room and hid under a blanket on the couch. The drawing was sticking out from under the blanket. Rebecca jumped on top of him, grabbing the drawing and running out the door and up the


stairs. Jacob jumped up and ran after her. The two of them were both screaming and laughing – having great fun.


Later that night, when Jacob was in bed and saying his prayers with his mummy, he asked her if he could have a few minutes to draw a picture before going to sleep. ‘Yes, ten minutes,’ she said, and then left the room.


Without getting out of bed, Jacob reached under it and pulled out a box. He lifted the lid and took out some colouring pencils and paper. He drew a picture of his little sister and himself splashing in puddles of water with their wellies on. He had almost finished when his guardian angel whispered in his ear, ‘You better put your drawing away now. It’s time to go to sleep.’


Without hesitation, Jacob did what his guardian angel said and put his drawing back in his box. He slid the box as far as possible under his bed. This is where he kept all his special things that he did not want his little sister to get her hands on.


Just before he went to sleep, he thanked his guardian angel, and just as his eyes were closing, he said, ‘I have the best sister in the world.’










Chapter 2


A Garden Tea Party


One sunny day, Jacob said to his mummy, ‘You said we could have a garden tea party on the next warm and sunny day.’


She looked at him and said, ‘The garden’s not big enough.’


Jacob said, ‘Mummy, but we could have a garden tea party out on the green.’


Of course, as soon as little Rebecca heard her brother talking about a party, she started to shout, ‘Please, Mummy! Please, Mummy!’ Their mum gave in and said, ‘Okay, this afternoon, but first of all, you have to help me tidy up the house.’


They both looked at their mummy and said, ‘Do we have to?’


‘Yes, if you want a garden tea party out on the green,’ she replied.


‘Okay. Where will we start?’ asked Jacob, and his mum said, ‘In the front room where all your toys are. Sort them all out and tidy them up.’


‘Okay,’ they said, and off they ran.


It was going on twelve o’clock. The sun was shining really brightly in the sky. It was nice and warm. Jacob said to his mummy, ‘Do you think it’s getting near time for us to have our tea party out on the green?’


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Let’s gather up all the things. We need a big blanket, fruit and some nice goodies. You get them out of the cupboard.’


Rebecca ran to help as well. ‘We’ll have them ready!’ shouted Jacob.


Their mummy was making some sandwiches when Rebecca said to her mummy, ‘Can I ask my friend next door, Mary, to come to the tea party?’


‘Could Peter come too?’ said Jacob.


Their mummy nodded and said, ‘Yes.’


So, Jacob took Rebecca’s hand and they went next door. They knocked on the front door and asked if Mary could come to the tea party. ‘Yes,’ her mummy said.


‘We will be going out onto the green in a few minutes,’ said Jacob.


Mary was all excited too.


Jacob walked down the road a little further and knocked on another door and asked his friend, Peter, to join them as well. Peter was also delighted to be invited.


A few minutes later, Jacob, Rebecca and their mummy, as well as Mary and Peter, walked over to the green with the blanket. It was full of goodies. As their mummy spread out the blanket on the grass, Jacob and Rebecca sat down. Other parents appeared on the green with their blankets of goodies. It ended up being a big garden party on the local green of their housing estate.
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Soon all the children were playing games. There were a few tears at times when someone fell, but it always only ended up being a tiny little scratch They even got their mums and dads to join in, racing and jumping with skipping ropes. Others had hula hoops. Sometimes the children laughed as they watched their parents trying to play the games. Some of the parents looked especially funny when they tried to use the hula hoops. Other parents even said they could jump much higher than the children, but that never happened. The children were better at playing all of the games, even tag chasing, running away from the mothers and fathers, who could never seem to catch them. There was lots of laughter.


All the parents wore themselves out, some saying they had to take a break. Some sat down on the blankets and chatted.


At the end everybody had shared their food with everyone else and there wasn’t a sandwich or a piece of fruit or any goody left over. Everything had been eaten.


Once the party had finished, everybody started to clean up. The parents folded up the blankets and the children put all the cups and sweet papers into the baskets. They left the green spotless. There weren’t even any crumbs left for the birds.


‘We will all have to do this again the next time it’s nice and warm,’ Jacob and Rebecca’s mummy said to some of the other parents as they were packing up.


All the parents agreed and so did the children, jumping for joy.


As Jacob and Rebecca walked back to their house with their mummy, Rebecca was already asking, ‘Can we do it again tomorrow?’


‘Not for a couple of weeks,’ said her mummy. ‘I’ll talk to some of the parents and see when it will suit them.’


Jacob asked, ‘Can I take my bike out and go for a cycle around the estate?’


His mummy said, ‘In a few minutes. You have to first clean out the basket and Rebecca has to help you.’


Jacob and Rebecca looked up at their mummy and gave a sigh.


Their mummy said, ‘Well, if you ever want to have another garden tea party out on the green with all the other families, you have to do your share as well – which you have done so far, but it’s not finished yet. I need the basket cleaned out.’


‘Okay,’ Jacob and Rebecca said at the same time, with big smiles on their faces. They took the basket from their mummy, put it on the kitchen table and took all the sweet papers out, putting them in the bin. Then they took out the reusable cups to clean. There was a little diluted orange juice left in the bottle, so Jacob asked his mummy if they could share it. ‘Yes,’ she said.


A few minutes later, they put the basket away and said to their mummy, ‘All done.’


Their mummy said, ‘You can go out to play now.’


The two of them ran out to play a few minutes later.


After a while Jacob and Rebecca came back into the house and into the kitchen to where their mummy was starting to prepare dinner. ‘It’s raining,’ said Jacob.


Their mummy said, ‘Don’t be complaining about the rain. We need it. It hasn’t rained for a few days.’


Jacob said, ‘I wish it wouldn’t rain.’


Jacob’s mummy turned to him and explained, ‘If it didn’t rain, there would be no food. The crops wouldn’t grow. The animals would have no grass to eat. There would be no fruit on the trees. Everything would wither and die. We need rain and you, Jacob, need water to drink. Water is in all the drinks that we have and if it didn’t rain, what would the fish do?’


Jacob said, ‘Oh yes, I forgot. But sometimes, Mummy, it seems to rain an awful lot.’


‘I know,’ said his mummy, ‘but it didn’t rain when we were having our garden tea party out on the green.’


Jacob smiled and said, ‘Yes,’ and he went back into the front room, walked over to the window and gazed out, watching the rain falling from the clouds. The sky had darkened just before it started to rain, and now it didn’t look as if the rain was going to stop any time soon. Jacob said to his guardian angel, in his mind, ‘How right my mummy is all the time.’


Grasshopper whispered in his ear, ‘You should always listen to your mummy and dad and do what they tell you. Your mummy is right about the rain. Everything needs water.’


Jacob spoke back silently to his guardian angel, ‘Thank you, Grasshopper.’ Just then his little sister ran over to him and asked what he was looking at. Jacob said, ‘I’m just looking at the rain.’


‘It’s making everything wet!’ said Rebecca, and she started to laugh before saying, ‘I would love to go out and play in the rain.’


Jacob looked at her and said, ‘Well, Mummy wouldn’t allow you because you could get a cold and all your clothes would get wet.’


‘It would be like getting into a bath with all my clothes on, Jacob.’ She burst out laughing again as they gazed out the window.


Then they saw their dad pull up in the car outside the door. They shouted to their mummy, ‘Dad’s home!’


Jacob ran to the front door and opened it. Their dad was standing there dripping wet. He said to Jacob and Rebecca, ‘I’m soaking coming that little distance from the car to the door. Thank you for having the door open. I would have gotten wetter if I had to put the key in the door and turn the lock.’


Rebecca put her hand out the door and felt some of the drops of rain on her hand and she giggled.


‘Close the door now,’ said her dad.


Rebecca closed the door and helped her dad lock it. He gave the two of them a big hug.


Mummy said, ‘You’re home early.’


‘The boss said I could go home early as I have to start work at six in the morning.’


Their mummy said, ‘Well, dinner won’t be ready for a while yet.’
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‘Great,’ said Rebecca. ‘So we can play then.’


Mummy said, ‘Don’t wear your dad out. Remember, he has to be in work at six in the morning.’


‘Okay, just a few little games,’ said Rebecca.


‘All right,’ said their dad and the three of them went into the front room to play some games on the floor.


Sometime later, their mummy called for the three of them to set the table. The children moaned as they wanted to continue playing, but their dad said, ‘We better obey the boss.’


Jacob got up and ran into the kitchen, followed by his little sister and their dad. They started to set the table and two minutes later, they were all sitting down and having dinner.
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