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      To all the beings of light who take this journey.

      May your Angels be always by your side.
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      Foreword

      In the autumn of 2001 I was working as a journalist in Dublin and very much looking forward to a two-month trip to Australia
         that I had been planning for some time. During the week before my departure, I received a phone call at my newspaper office
         from a man who asked me if I would be interested in doing a story on a psychic housewife from west Dublin who communicates
         with angels.
      

      To be honest, the last thing in the world I wanted to do was traipse up to some housewife’s front door and ask her about her
         experiences with angels, as the only thing on my mind was finalising details for my impending trip. I received the phone call
         on a Thursday afternoon and was due to depart for Australia the following Tuesday. But my news editor got to hear about the
         phone call and told me to go along and speak with the woman in the hope that we might get some kind of humorous human-interest
         piece on her.
      

      So, the next day I found myself outside a semi-detached house in a suburban estate in Blanchardstown in west Dublin. I knocked
         on the door and a rather large man with a shaven head opened it. He welcomed me and took me inside the house.
      

      ‘This is my wife, Francesca,’ he said, indicating a woman somewhere in her early forties I would guess.

      She held out her hand and I shook it, but I was aware that she wasn’t making eye contact with me. Instead she was gazing intently
         at the top of my head, with a quizzical look on her face.
      

      ‘Why do I see kangaroos jumping around your head?’ she asked. ‘And there’s the Sydney Opera House in the background. Have
         you just been to Australia or are you about to go.’
      

      I was stunned; very few people knew about my trip and I didn’t see any possible way that this woman, whom I had never set
         eyes on before, could have had any knowledge of it. My amazement must have shown clearly on my face because her husband shrugged,
         let out a laugh and said, ‘See, I told you she was psychic.’
      

      I really didn’t know what to make of what had just happened but I stayed with Francesca for the best part of two hours, during
         which time she told me things about a close relative of mine who had recently passed on in tragic circumstances and about
         incidents that had happened in my personal life, information that she couldn’t possibly have gleaned from any source I could
         think of.
      

      Following that dramatic meeting I got to know Francesca and her husband Francis very well and I wrote several articles for
         Sunday newspapers about her psychic abilities and relationship with angels. I have stayed in touch with Francesca over the
         years and spent several periods with her and Francis in their home in Spain. During that time I have witnessed her relationship
         with the angels become clearer and stronger as she delivers their message for anyone interested in hearing it.
      

      I became so intrigued and fascinated with Francesca’s life that I suggested she write this book, a project on which we have
         collaborated.
      

      Having worked with Francesca, I would like to say she is one of the most ordinary, down-to-earth and likeable people it has
         been my pleasure to meet.
      

      Niall Bourke

      Dublin, June 2009

   
      Introduction

      My name is Francesca Brown. I’m a 50-year-old housewife, married with two children. I suppose many people would describe me
         as an ‘angel therapist’ or practitioner.
      

      In truth, these titles don’t mean a lot to me but I do communicate with angels every day and I do consider them to be my best
         friends. Indeed, the most important day of my life was when a beautiful angel called Anne appeared to me in my bedroom in
         January 2000 and informed me that she was going to heal me of a debilitating illness that I had suffered with for almost two
         years. Just how she proceeded to do that is contained within the pages of this book.
      

      Prior to this I really had no knowledge of angels. I’d read and heard of people who had a connection to angels since their
         childhood and angels appear to have been with them since they were very young indeed. If we look at the history of mankind
         we see that angels came to Joan of Arc, to Daniel in the lions’ den, to Samson and to Mary the Mother of God. I’m not comparing
         myself to any of these but when I look at it now I have to say that, yes, they came to me too.
      

      I’d heard of angels, of course, but I’d never really paid them that much attention. I suppose I thought that they were just
         a lovely notion – something you found in religious literature or the Bible. Prior to my experience with Angel Anne I would
         have considered anyone who thought they could communicate with angels to be, quite frankly, insane. I was an ordinary housewife
         from Dublin struggling to do the best I could for my family. I never had any interest in the spirit world, nor was I particularly
         religious. As a matter of fact I knew a few friends who were interested in things like tarot cards, fortune tellers and mediums
         but I could never really muster any great enthusiasm for any of it.
      

      However, since the year 2000, when Angel Anne first introduced herself to me, my life has changed totally and utterly. I have
         spent practically every day in communication with angels. They have delivered a variety of messages to me in a number of different
         forms that aim to help people with fundamental problems confronting them regarding human existence. Problems concerning how
         we as ordinary people can access and gain greater knowledge of those areas that we all yearn to understand – love, beauty,
         truth and the existence of God.
      

      One of the angels’ central messages is that God loves all of us equally. More importantly, that God’s love is available equally
         to all of us, in fact it is already contained within us all – we are literally one with God; there is no separation between
         us and our Creator, there never could be and there never has been. The angels help us to unlock the belief that we are in
         some way separate from God.
      

      It is my hope that this book will help people to come closer to a simple truth that I have come to know and understand: that
         God already exists within us. They can do this by listening to what the angels have to say directly to humanity. The angels
         realise that an illusion exists whereby human beings feel alone and separate from the source of what they really are – God.
         They also realise that this illusion is extremely real and very strongly held in place by our human minds. The good news is
         that the angels also know how to dismantle that illusion and this, in part, is what this book is about.
      

      To this day I still have no real understanding of why the angels picked me to communicate with, but I do know this – if I
         can communicate with the angels, then so can anyone if they really want to. It’s very hard to describe in words what having
         an angel or angels in your life is like. You may encounter many fantastic or even miraculous happenings. Or you may not. My
         own experience of angels is that they are wondrous beings of light and at the same time they are always a very subtle and
         gentle thing to behold.
      

      Angels are a conduit between heaven and earth; they are messengers – God’s messengers. They can help you with guidance, with
         wisdom, with your health and with your relationships with other people. Whatever your potential, wherever your journey takes
         you, you need only honestly open your heart to the angels and a new way of living and learning will result.
      

      I’ve come to learn that angels cannot live your life for you but they are always present guiding and directing you; whether
         you realise it or not makes no difference. I believe angels are part of a timeless knowledge stored very deep inside each
         and every one of us; there they stand, just waiting to be awakened by you and to help you to remember that which you have
         forgotten but which is still there in your subconscious mind.
      

      To make a connection with your angel is to return to that wondrous state that we all enjoyed when we were very young. It’s
         a state of innocence and of purity but we’ve managed to cover over it with all the concerns of adulthood and modern living.
         I believe that somewhere deep within our subconscious minds we still retain that sheer sense of joy that we encountered as
         very young children as we stared out at our parents from our cot and gurgled with happiness for no particular reason.
      

      In fact, I believe that even now, as people are reading these words, there is something in the back of their minds that still
         recognises the state I am talking about, that state of oneness with the source of everything. And what a wonder it is when
         we re-find that loving state within ourselves. I know that joyous state can be regained. One of the angels’ main functions is to help human beings to return to their natural state; it is a state of
         pure being; a state of complete joy; a state of oneness with God.
      

      This book is not intended to be a sort of angel manual – it’s not an easy three-step guide to contacting your angels, although
         hopefully it will genuinely help people to make that initial contact with their own angel if that is what they desire. Rather,
         this book is my own story, the story of a woman from Dublin who, when she was very ill, suddenly and for no apparent reason
         made a wondrous connection with the angels. Making that connection has resulted in an amazing journey, not only for me but
         for my husband Fran and my two sons, Jason and Dwayne. Time has not and cannot diminish that connection; in fact, it has grown
         stronger and stronger as time has moved on.
      

      This book is a record of the last nine years, since I started my journey with the angels. It’s been a truly incredible time
         and I hope you enjoy the story.
      

   
      1

      A Glimpse of Heaven

      I was born in the Rotunda Hospital in Dublin on 19 October 1958. My parents, John and Alice Gibbs, originally lived in the
         north Dublin suburb of Cabra before the family moved to nearby Finglas.
      

      We were a normal working-class family I suppose. My father worked as a bus driver for Dublin Bus and my mother also worked
         part-time at different jobs. I had four brothers and sisters: Michael, Mark, Elaine and Jackie. I would say I had a relatively
         happy childhood. We never had a lot of money, but that wasn’t very remarkable in itself, as nobody seemed to have a lot in
         those days.
      

      I still have happy memories of long summer days spent at the seaside town of Rush on the north Dublin coastline, about 12
         miles from our home. My dad had an old Morris Minor car and he would fill it up with as many of us as he could fit in and
         drive us all out to Rush. Then he would turn the car around and go back to Finglas and collect our neighbours, the Fitzpatricks,
         and their children and drive all the way back to Rush again. That was very typical of the times – neighbours seemed to be
         far friendlier and closer to each other than perhaps they are today.
      

      We lived near the River Tolka in Dublin and that was a constant source of fun and adventure for all the kids of the neighbourhood.
         I remember swimming in the river during the summer so it must have been a lot cleaner than it is today. There were also a
         great many fields around Finglas when I was growing up; they are all gone now – replaced with housing estates. We’d often
         play till ten o’clock in the evening before my mother would call us back to our house.
      

      Childhood gangs were important back then; everyone was in some kind of a gang, whether it was myself and a few girlfriends
         or my brothers who had their own gangs, and of course us girls were never allowed into any of the boys’ gangs.
      

      I can still recall the name of our local sweet shop on Cardiffsbridge Road in Finglas. It was called Morris’s, owned by a
         man named Marty Morris. Every Friday evening, when my dad would come home from work, he’d give us a shilling and we would
         descend on Mr Morris’s shop to buy sweets and crisps. An even bigger treat was on the occasional Friday when my elder brother
         Michael would be given the money to go to our local chip shop and buy fish and chips. If I stop and let my mind wander back
         I can still recall how good a smoked cod and chips tasted to us kids all that time ago – although we never got to eat a whole
         one.
      

      Another thing that caused my siblings and I untold excitement was a trip to the local cinema. There was a cinema in Finglas
         when I was young and on Saturday afternoons between three and six they showed two films and maybe some cartoons. We’d walk
         down to the cinema; my brother Michael would be in charge and I can still remember the sheer joy and excitement of watching
         a western or a war film on the big screen. It was as if you were actually there in the trenches when a German soldier got
         shot or an American cavalryman got an Indian’s arrow through his chest. I believe one of the first films I saw in the cinema
         was called The Russians are Coming.
      

      It’s remarkable the impressions that stay with you from your childhood, especially the happy memories. I still vividly recall
         being taken by my parents at Christmas time to the pantomime in St Francis Xavier Hall on Dublin’s Quays. The Widow Twanky
         and the Ugly Sisters seem as real in my mind’s eye today as they did when we screamed at the top of our lungs, ‘He’s behind
         you!’ all those years ago.
      

      Looking back on it now, I can always remember a certain presence in my life. I don’t know how best to describe it: it was
         a subtle feeling yet a very definite feeling. I knew I was being watched over. I’d often sense it when I was alone; it just
         felt as if there was someone else there, although I couldn’t see anyone. At different times in my young life – perhaps I was
         having a hard time at school, or maybe there wasn’t a lot of money around and my parents were worried about providing for
         the family – I’d have this sense that things were going to be alright. In fact it was more than a sense – I knew things were
         going to be alright. I would gather my brothers and sisters around me and tell them not to worry: we were being looked after.
      

      I always loved the outdoors and I can remember having this great affinity with the sky and the starry heavens from a very
         young age. I just adored staring up into the vast universe and gazing in wonder at the sheer size and majesty of it all. I
         loved to gaze up and let it overwhelm me to the point that I felt I was insignificant and somehow had become a part of the
         stars as they twinkled and shone their amazingly gentle light down on me. I don’t know if people thought I was odd; perhaps
         they did.
      

      I can still recall looking up at the sky one lovely summer’s evening. I was out in one of the fields close to our house and
         it had just got dark and the stars had begun to peep out. As I gazed up at the heavens I had this strange sense that up there
         was where I really came from, where I really belonged. I felt as if I had been dropped down here on earth and I had left someone
         or something that I really loved behind me up there in the sky. I remember feeling that I had something to do down here on
         earth and when I was finished I would return to the stars, return to my real home. As I gazed up I said out loud, ‘If you’re
         still up there then come and get me when I’m finished and ready to go home; please don’t forget about me.’ I can still remember
         that summer’s evening as if it was yesterday.
      

      I recall this strong sense of being looked over all through all my childhood. Often, when lying in bed before I dropped off
         to sleep, I’d feel a sense that there were many friends around me, really strong, good friends, although my sisters were the
         only ones with me in my bedroom.
      

      One evening I had an encounter that I will never forget. Now I know you have to be very cautious about the memories and experiences
         of a very young child, but this incident made such an impression on me that it lodged in my mind and has stayed firmly with
         me to this day. I had just drifted off to sleep but something made me wake up again. As I looked straight ahead I could see
         three figures standing in front of my bed. They stood there, looking down on me. There were two older people, a woman and
         a man, and also a younger man. They were dressed in what looked to me like rather old clothes. But it was their presence that
         totally captivated me. The moment I saw them I wasn’t in the slightest bit afraid; there was a sense of great peace about
         them, a very gentle, warm feeling of peace and security. I felt the urge to jump out of bed and greet them, to hug them, the
         same as you would if your favourite auntie had just walked into the room and you were delighted to see her.
      

      The three figures just stood there looking at me. I could feel they really cared about me – they really loved me. I eventually
         asked them who they were. The woman answered, ‘I am Mary. This is my husband Joseph and this is our son Jesus. Don’t be afraid,
         we are here to look after you.’ What was strange was the sensation I had as she was talking. I realised that I knew the people
         were exactly who the woman said they were, even before she finished speaking. She didn’t say anything else and I don’t remember
         whether they took their leave of me or I fell asleep. What I do remember is waking the next morning, jumping out of bed and
         frantically looking around my room to see if they were anywhere to be found. I even looked under the bed. My sisters must
         have thought I had gone completely mad. I never forgot that night or the feeling of peace, love and security that I experienced
         while my three visitors were present.
      

      I feel that what happened to me that night was my first conscious experience of the love of God. I wasn’t left afterwards
         with any great devotion or even a great interest in Jesus, Mary and Joseph. I would often see images of them in religious
         books or when in church at Mass with my parents, but they meant nothing to me. I would also hear their names being mentioned
         by my school teachers and a local parish priest would come and talk to us each month on religious matters and often mention
         them, but none of that had any real effect on me. I didn’t identify with any of it. What did affect me was the way I felt
         while in their presence; that is what stayed with me. I feel that same love and security now as I write these words; it doesn’t
         go away.
      

      Looking back now, I would say that experience sustained me for many years to come. No matter how hard things got I was always
         able to fall back on it although I never met those three wondrous figures again. I wasn’t ever able to tell anyone what I
         had seen or experienced on that night in my bedroom, I just instinctively knew not to mention it to anyone. I knew they wouldn’t
         understand. I felt in a way that I had been given that experience to strengthen me and to help my brothers and sisters.
      

      I left school when I was sixteen and went to work in a big factory that manufactured cigarettes on the south side of Dublin
         city. I liked the work and made many friends in the factory from big Dublin working-class areas like Ballyfermot, Crumlin
         and Inchicore. At the weekends we’d do the usual things teenage girls did – go dancing and hope to meet some nice boys. Later
         on, I began to take the occasional drink and a big group of us would all meet up in certain pubs before we’d head on out to
         a disco in the city centre. They were happy times and I am still friends today with some of the girls I used to work with
         back then.
      

      I met my husband Fran when I was twenty-one. It was on a Halloween night, 31 October 1979, and a group of us had decided we
         would all go to a fancy dress party being held in a hotel in Howth on the north side of Dublin. Fran was there, dressed in
         a massive gorilla suit and I was dressed as a footballer. Things didn’t really get off to a great start between the pair of
         us because a few of my friends happened to be smoking at the table next to where Fran and his friends where sitting. One of
         Fran’s friends turned and asked the girls if they would mind putting out their cigarettes as it was annoying him. Now this
         was a very long time before smoking in social settings was frowned upon, so he was quickly told that if he didn’t like it
         he could always move to another table. So, to show solidarity with their friend, Fran and all the other young men at the table
         got up and moved away. This didn’t bother us girls one bit; rather, we saw it as a small victory for women’s rights – all
         a bit juvenile, but then we were all very young.
      

      It wasn’t long before Fran came back over to our table and asked me up to dance. I was delighted, although I didn’t let him
         know it. I really liked Fran from the moment I first spoke to him; he made me laugh, he was gentle and kind and I remember
         saying to myself that night, ‘This guy has a good heart and I can trust him.’
      

      Physically, he was an impressive sight: broad shoulders and very well built, about six feet in height with blond hair. I remember
         thinking to myself that he must play a lot of football because he looked so fit. We hit it off straight away and decided we
         would meet up the next weekend. There’s a traditional place for young couples to meet in the centre of Dublin known as Clery’s
         Clock – Clery’s being a well-known department store in the city centre.
      

      At 8pm there I was, standing under Clery’s Clock. I stood and I stood, but there was no sign of Fran. After what seemed like
         an eternity, but was perhaps fifteen minutes, I decided to call it a day and put the whole thing down to experience – a bad
         experience. I returned home muttering not very nice things about Fran and about men in general. After I’d been home perhaps
         an hour, our next-door neighbour knocked on our door to say there was a phone call for me. We didn’t have a phone in those
         days and we would often use our neighbours’ phone. I’d forgotten that I’d given Fran the number. He apologised profusely and
         explained that he was serving with the Irish Army and had been called away on an army exercise that he couldn’t get out of.
      

      When I decided that he had suffered enough I agreed to make another date for the following weekend. Almost immediately I tumbled
         head over heels in love with Fran and what followed was a six-week whirlwind romance, during which we had a wonderful time
         together going to the cinema and theatre or just out walking together. I felt ecstatically happy when I was with Fran and
         even though we had only known each other a matter of weeks we both knew we were meant for each other and we quickly became
         engaged.
      

      I remember my mother’s first question was ‘Are you pregnant?’ when I told her I was going to marry Fran. I assured her that
         wasn’t the case but Fran and I knew we would both have a long hard road ahead of us and we’d have to save very hard before
         we could actually afford to get married.
      

      Once I got to know Fran I realised that I was wrong about him playing a lot of football; it wasn’t football that had him looking
         so fit, it was amateur boxing. I also learned something straight away – I had better get to like watching the sport of boxing
         because Fran was a very good boxer and he fought practically every week.
      

      He boxed for the Transport Boxing Club in Dublin’s north inner city and also for the Irish Army, and he took his training
         very seriously. Most Friday nights he had a boxing match in a sports arena called the National Stadium on the south side of
         Dublin. I remember the sheer fright I got when I first saw him have a really rough fight; he was covered in blood and his
         eye was swollen. What was really remarkable was just how quickly he could recover from a fight: the next day he would be looking
         almost normal again. He often explained to me that if you were really fit you could recover from almost anything.
      

      We had to save very hard in order to get married and secure a deposit for a house. One of the ways we made it happen was by
         Fran opting to serve with the Irish Army in the Lebanon for six months. Off he went and I remember it being a very lonely
         time and missing him dreadfully. In terms of making money it worked and when he returned we did get married, in September
         1981. I was twenty-three and soon after our wedding we moved into our first home in Deanstown Road, Finglas – across the road
         from where my mother and father lived.
      

      I’d always wanted to have a little boy to love and look after, so you can imagine my delight and joy when Fran and I were
         blessed with two sons, Jason and Dwayne. I had Jason when I was twenty-five, after two years of marriage, and Dwayne followed
         two years later. When I say that our two little boys were full of energy I’m not joking; there never seemed to be enough hours
         in the day for them to run around the house or to kick a football. They could, and regularly did, wear me out, but I loved
         every minute of it.
      

      It was a particularly happy period in my life. Things seemed to be working out just as I had imagined and hoped that they
         would: I had found myself a man I truly loved, married him and now I had two wonderful little boys to care for.
      

      We also had a large group of friends, many of whom we had known since we were in our teens and we would meet regularly, mostly
         on Wednesday and Sunday nights, in a small pub we all loved in Cabra, north Dublin. The children coming along didn’t seem
         to interfere with our social life at all; most of our friends also had young kids and in those days we always seemed to be
         able to arrange for babysitters. It was easier back then to get someone you could trust to look after the kids, and you wouldn’t
         have to pay them the earth to do it.
      

      You can imagine our horror when, at the age of two, Jason developed a serious medical condition known as Perthes disease (Legg-Calvé-Perthes
         syndrome). The disease attacks the ball part of the ball-and-socket hip joint, which gradually weakens and dies from a lack
         of blood supply. It was my mother who first noticed that he was dragging his leg a little and appeared to be in some discomfort.
         At first we thought that it might be the new pair of shoes that we had just bought him but we soon realised that it was not.
         We took Jason to Temple Street Children’s Hospital in central Dublin where they took X-rays and put his leg into traction
         for two weeks to see if that would correct the problem. When it didn’t they decided they would have to operate and insert
         pins into his hip. It was a particularly difficult time for me as I had just given birth to Dwayne, whom I had to leave in
         the care of my mother as Fran and I looked after Jason.
      

      After his operation they had to sedate Jason to keep him quiet and his leg and hip were in traction for over six weeks. When
         he did eventually come home he was in a wheelchair and later on he had to wear a brace in order to keep his bad leg up from
         the ground. We joked that he looked a little like ‘Long John Silver’. A worry that we had at the time was that the doctors
         told us that there was a possibility that the condition might spread to Jason’s other leg. There was also a possibility that
         he might be left with a permanent limp so we were monitoring him very closely and we were very worried.
      

      The whole series of events surrounding the birth of Dwayne and Jason getting ill had begun to really take its toll on me.
         I remember our district nurse calling in to see me one day and telling me I looked so exhausted that I should have a home-help
         for two days a week until I got back on my feet again. I accepted this offer gratefully and the lady turned out to be really
         adorable and a great help to me at that difficult time.
      

      Our neighbours and friends from around Finglas very kindly put together a collection to send Jason to Lourdes. Fran went with
         Jason on the trip to keep costs down and I stayed at home with Dwayne. Jason and Fran had a wonderful time in Lourdes. I remember
         thinking at the time that the whole operation and recovery period had seemed to break Jason’s spirit somewhat and he didn’t
         seem to be the same child he was before the operation. But the trip away had done him the world of good. I had never forgotten
         the experience that I had had in my bedroom all those years before and I prayed to Our Lady to remember her promise to me
         that she would look after me. I asked her, if possible, to intercede on behalf of Jason so that he might make a full recovery.
         I was praying very hard while they were both in Lourdes and my prayers were answered. Jason did in time recover completely,
         although it was a very long process and we were back and forth with him to Temple Street Hospital for check-ups until he was
         fourteen years old.
      

      The evening that Jesus, Mary and Joseph appeared to me in my bedroom had left an indelible impression with me and there were
         many times when I wished I was able to share it with other people, but I felt I couldn’t. I sensed that people just wouldn’t
         understand me. Looking back with hindsight, that experience had left me with a sense of compassion for other people that has
         stayed with me right through my life. When I say compassion I’m not sure it’s the right word – for example, if I was watching
         television and something came on the news about some horrible crime or atrocity someone had committed I always felt I could
         see both sides of the situation. When others would see it as being very black or white, I would encounter that same sense
         of love and security I had felt on the night when I experienced the visitation, and I would somehow know that this was the
         right way to look at the situation – that this sense of love I felt was what is behind all people, whether they are considered
         to be good or bad by others. But I couldn’t really share the experience with anyone, and when I did try and express this sense
         of compassion that was running through me I would receive funny looks or someone would make a comment, so I just kept quiet.
      

      However, it wasn’t the only spiritual experience that happened to me that I couldn’t explain and felt it best to keep to myself.
         It was September 1993, and my father had become ill with cancer and had been very sick for the past year. I was standing in
         the kitchen of my house in Deanstown Road when I got the very strong impression that there was someone behind me, so I looked
         around but there was nobody there. However, the kitchen door was open and I could see out into our front room. I knew there
         was someone or something in the front room; I can’t explain it, I just had this very strong sense of something being present
         in the room. Although I was apprehensive I began to walk towards the door; it was as if I was being drawn to it. As I got
         to the door I could see a light emanating from around the corner, so I walked into the room and looked to my left. What I
         saw was a truly amazing sight.
      

      There was what I would describe as a shaft or column of light, perhaps six feet high, in the corner of the room. It was a
         brilliant white light and it glowed and shimmered but didn’t move from the corner. Strangely enough I didn’t feel frightened
         now. Then suddenly three words flashed into my mind – ‘Angel of Death’. Now I felt frightened. For some reason I didn’t think
         of my father but rather of my own family, and I said, ‘I hope you’re not here for my husband or any of my children.’ Then
         I heard a voice in my head say, ‘I’m here for your father; his time to pass to the light is approaching fast but do not be
         afraid.’ Then the light just faded away. I knew my dad was very ill and he wasn’t expected to survive for very long but it
         was still shocking news. I felt tears begin to well up in my eyes and again I was left with the strong feeling I couldn’t
         confide in anybody about what I had seen or been told.
      

      My dad died on 21 October 1993. As the family, relations and friends gathered in my parents’ house I had a strong urge to
         go across the road to my own home to be alone. As I entered my front room I knew the same presence that I had encountered
         five weeks previously was again present in the room. Sure enough, as I came into the front room and looked to the same corner
         of the room, there was the same light that I had encountered previously. It was brilliant and stunning as when I first saw
         it and as I looked at it I seemed to lose all fear again, and then I heard the same voice in my head, ‘Don’t be afraid, your
         father is now with his loved ones, he is happy and being looked after.’ As the voice was speaking I had a wonderful feeling
         of release and of deep peace. I felt so grateful to know that my dad was with his loved ones and was being cared for. But
         then I sensed that the light was about to depart. ‘Please don’t go,’ I blurted out. ‘Please stay with me here for a while.
         I need you.’ There was a still silence and then the voice spoke again. ‘I have to go, my job here is done.’ ‘But will I ever
         see you again?’ I asked. ‘Please don’t leave me by myself.’ ‘You won’t see me again for a long time but you will see many
         more like me before too long,’ came the reply and then the light just vanished. I was left alone in my house. A great many
         emotions were running through me. I felt alone and bewildered, but there was also a sense of relief of knowing that my dad
         was safe in the arms of the Lord and I gave thanks for that.
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