




[image: image]






About the Author


In October 1999, Francesca Brown was diagnosed with ME and virtually bedridden for two years. However, in 2001 an angel appeared to her and helped to heal her illness. She made a full recovery and Francesca has been in daily contact with the angels ever since, and she continues to work with them as a conduit to those in need. She lives in Ireland and is married with two children. She is the author of My Whispering Angels (Hachette Books Ireland, 2009). The Voices of Angels is her second book.




THE VOICES OF ANGELS


Inspirational Stories and Divine Messages from
Ireland’s Angel Whisperer


[image: image]


[image: image]


www.hodder.co.uk




First published in Great Britain in 2011
An Hachette UK company


Copyright © Francesca Brown 2011


The right of Francesca Brown to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.


ISBN 978 1 444 73616 8


Hodder & Stoughton Ltd
338 Euston Road
London NW1 3BH


www.hodder.co.uk





To my two wonderful sons, Jason and Dwayne
for all their love and support.




For reasons of privacy and to protect identities, names and identifying details have been changed throughout.





Acknowledgements


I WOULD LIKE TO THANK THE STAFF OF HACHETTE Books Ireland for all their help and belief in me and the angels. Special thanks to Breda Purdue, MD, my editor Ciara Considine, and to Joanna, Ruth and Bernard for all their help and kindness.


I would also like to thank Ciara Foley and Fenella Bates of Hodder & Stoughton, Claire from PR and Peter McNulty.


I would like to take this opportunity to thank the O’Sullivan family from Shannon, County Clare. It is said that people come into our lives for a reason, and this is true. Thank you Don and Joanne for all your help and support. To Liam (Grandad) and Mary (Granny) for their friendship and kindness. To Joanne and Cathy for help with typing.


To a gifted lady, June Considine, for her help and guidance in putting this book together. Thank you.


I want to thank my beautiful team of angels and spirit guides who have inspired me to write this book. They have never let me down. I have been blessed to have them in my life. A special acknowledgement to the many people that I have met on my journey. Their kindness is astonishing and I appreciate their willingness to be always ready to help and support me.


I especially want to thank Fran. He is the love of my life and has always been there for me to understand my journey and support me every step of the way.


I am truly blessed.


Francesca


June 2011




Whispers


[image: image]


Deep in the centre of my being


I hear a voice



That lives deeply within me.


This voice is reaching out


Beyond a world of light


To touch the heart of everything



That lies within me.


It speaks softly so I may hear



The truth of love.


So that I may come to know


And to understand


That when I stand in this light



I will know my way home.


By Angel Jonathan


Channelled by Francesca Brown





Prologue
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TEN YEARS AGO, I WAS TOUCHED BY AN ANGEL and my world changed forever. I described that amazing journey in My Whispering Angels. Now, in The Voices of Angels, I hope you will return with me once again into that wondrous realm. I want to share with you the sights I have witnessed, the blessings I have received and the struggles that, sometimes, caused my footsteps to falter. But throughout every stage of this astonishing journey, I have been supported by the many angels who have revealed themselves to me.


I want you to hear their voices, feel their presence, understand the unconditional love that they offer you. I have included simple visualisation and meditation exercises to help you open channels of communication with your angels, along with powerful affirmations that have been channelled to me by my special guide, Angel Ann.


Through my intercession with Angel Ann, many pathways have opened up to me. Through her support, I have found myself communicating more and more with those spiritual souls who have passed into the world of light. They come to me with messages of comfort that I can bring to their loved ones who wait behind. I sense their presence in a profound way and am always humbled when I speak for them.


In the two wonderful years that have followed the publication of my first book, I have been invited to travel the length and breadth of Ireland to bring a deeper understanding of the power of angels to people. During all of this travelling, I have been accompanied by my husband Fran, who was once told by his angel that he would be my constant support. And this, indeed, has proved to be the case. I have given angel readings and workshops where people came to experience the power and simplicity of their own angels. I’ve also held angel evenings, where I interacted with a live audience. Many leave at the end of these evenings with comfort in their hearts and an understanding that our spirits live on long after we depart our earthly world.


Angels are part of everything that is within us. They are the keepers of our souls, the keepers of our light. They are the voices within us, the spiritual beam that opens our hearts and minds to the amazing world around us. They do not live our lives for us, but they are there at all times to give us the advice we need, along with their compassion and empathy. They teach us that we are worthy of all that is within us and they help us to look upon our lives as a precious gift. To know an angel is to know God, and they will be there in their splendour to take us back once again into a world of light when God eventually welcomes us home.


Those gentle, beautiful spirits of light exist far beyond our worldly cares – but they know us better than we know ourselves. They motivate and encourage us to be the best at whatever we choose to do. They do not judge us for the mistakes we make but help us to believe that no matter what challenges we face, they will always support us. They help us to understand that we all have a purpose to our lives. Even in times of negativity and unhappiness, change is always possible if we have the courage to seek it, and to ask for their help.


Angels have been my mentors, as well as my friends, but my journey with them might never have happened. There was a time when I smiled at the idea that such heavenly beings actually existed – or that they could influence the pattern of our lives. I listened politely to people, including my own sister Elaine, who expressed their own belief in angels and their understanding of this spiritual realm. I dismissed such stories, despite the fact that within my own life, some extraordinary manifestations had occurred when I was younger. Now, when I look back, I wonder how I could have been oblivious to their presence. Were my ears blocked to the sound of their voices calling out to me? Was the pace of my mind so fast that I was unable to stop and think, my eyes so blind I could not see their glory surrounding me? But that was ten years ago, a time when I was blissfully unaware that my life was about to change utterly.
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The Wind of Change



A strong wind blows and carries the voices of angels.



They will cocoon me and show me the next step on my way.



They will encourage me to look beyond anything I have ever known.



My heart opens, like a butterfly, to their words.


WHEN MY JOURNEY WITH THE ANGELS BEGAN, I was a home-maker and mother. I loved power-walking and other energetic activities. I enjoyed being outdoors, the feel of the wind against my skin, my mind and body working in harmony as the miles built up and my thoughts slowed down until all my concentration was focused on the road ahead. I played squash with my friends and enjoyed regular games of pitch and putt. Overall, I was active, engaged and in control of my health.


I was an ordinary housewife leading an ordinary life until, suddenly, my energy began to slip away. I became tired all the time. When I visited friends for dinner, I fell asleep before the meal was over and Fran, my husband, had to take me home. I got up in the morning and wanted to go back to bed within an hour. The simple household chores that I normally did without even thinking about them were beyond me. I could no longer take part in any of the family activities that I had always enjoyed with Fran and my teenage sons, Jason and Dwayne. At the time, Fran was working as a taxi driver. When he returned home from a shift, he had to overcome his own tiredness and cook for himself and our sons. When the boys returned from school in the late afternoon, I was usually in bed or resting on the sofa, unable to do anything other than greet them. My muscles, particularly the muscles in my legs, ached with an unbearable intensity whenever I tried to move.


I tried to cope, not to give way to depression. For the first time, my body had taken over my mind – despite my keep-fit regimes and the energy I had always relied on to bring me through each busy day, it had betrayed me. I attended specialists and they carried out numerous medical tests. Each one came back negative, including one for multiple sclerosis, which my doctor was ninety-nine per cent convinced would be positive.


I lay in bed all day, raging against this overwhelming lethargy, the feeling that my body had become a dead weight. On one hand, I was relieved that my tests were negative but they added to my worry that my illness would never be diagnosed, never cured.


My doctor suggested I was suffering from stress. What stress? Until this happened, I had been content with my life. I had a warm circle of friends and an active social life. I had had the occasional ups and downs, like everyone else, but there was nothing I couldn’t handle, nothing that should bring about the exhaustion that was practically turning me into a bed-bound invalid. My life was closing down around me and I was helpless to prevent it happening.


In the end, after much investigation, I was diagnosed with myalgic encephalomyelitis (better known as ME or Chronic Fatigue Syndrome). I had little knowledge of the disease and expected my specialist to prescribe medication to treat the condition. I was in despair when he told me there was no known treatment. He was unable to put a time limit on my illness, but believed it could take as long as seven years before I showed signs of recovery.


This was the lowest point in my life. I was trapped within the four walls of my bedroom and the memories of happier times with my family seemed to belong to another era. Little did I realise that this sad episode would foreshadow a new life, one that would open my heart and my mind to the presence of angels and their wonderful, restorative powers of healing.


Since that time, I’ve travelled a long and astonishing journey with the angels, but in those days, alone and confined to my bed, I thought I was going crazy when, one afternoon, an extraordinary manifestation took place before my eyes. The atmosphere in the room began to change. I didn’t understand what was happening and simply assumed I was drifting off to sleep. But my eyes were open and so I figured I was day dreaming when human figures, men and women, gradually appeared in front of me. They seemed to emerge from a haze and, as they became more clearly defined, I could make out their features and the clothes they were wearing. I recognised the long, ruffled skirts worn by the women as a style from the Victorian era. Their elegant jackets emphasised their tiny waists and some of them wore bonnets. All the men wore high hats and fitted jackets. I was convinced my imagination was working overtime – I couldn’t think what else it could be. I blinked hard, convinced they would have disappeared when I reopened my eyes. Instead, I was able to see them more clearly, although they appeared to be oblivious to me and their surroundings. My own surroundings seemed to dissolve, and it was as if I was suspended between two worlds. They walked up and down my bedroom in an unhurried way and never once glanced in my direction. My rational mind refused to accept the evidence of my eyes. I hoped desperately that I was dreaming, one of those dreams which you recognise as a dream yet you are unable to wake from it. The only alternative was that I was going crazy.


I was not on any medication so this was not a hallucinatory reaction to drugs. I was terrified yet compelled to watch, afraid to move in case I drew their attention to me. I had no idea how long this manifestation lasted, but gradually it faded and I once again became aware of my surroundings. I was still sitting up in bed, wide awake and mesmerised. I did not mention what had happened to my family. I could imagine their disbelief and Fran’s concern that my illness was finally affecting my mind.


The figures returned the following day and the day after that. On the third day, a man in a black coat stopped by my bed, looked straight at me and said, ‘You’re not going to lie there for the rest of your life, are you?’


My terror increased. Now I was hearing voices. On another occasion, a second man with a grey beard and dressed in working clothes stopped and said, ‘Is it really that bad?’ He smiled and walked on past me.


I finally confided in Fran. He was sure I was hallucinating and, as I had guessed, this added greatly to his worry about my condition. Around the same time, my doctor, who knew nothing about these manifestations, suggested that I go to a support group that met once a week in the hospital I attended. He believed it would be good for me to mix with other patients, especially as some of them also suffered with ME. Fran managed to help me to the hospital, where I met the group of patients. We formed a circle and our group leader, who was a psychologist, asked us to introduce ourselves. I smiled at a young girl sitting opposite me and, as I did so, the words ‘Her father is an alcoholic’ flashed into my mind. It seemed as if a voice had just spoken into my ear.


At that same moment, the girl introduced herself and, as she elaborated on her personal life, I was astonished to discover that her father was indeed an alcoholic. While I was trying to adjust to this information, I noticed colours beginning to form around each person in the circle. Some were a dull grey or brown and they clung to people’s heads and shoulders. Others were bright red, blue and gold and seemed to spark off each individual’s body. When the session ended, and Fran had settled me back into the car, I began to weep. Now, more than ever, I believed I was losing my mind.


Those figures from another era never manifested again but, shortly afterwards, on one unforgettable day, I heard the voice of an angel for the first time. I was lying in my bed, feeling particularly drained and exhausted, when I became aware of a pale blue mist forming before me. I heard a voice, clear as a bell, telling me not to be frightened.


‘I’m here to help you,’ the voice said.


‘Who are you?’ I asked.


‘I’m a healing angel,’ was the reply. ‘I’m going to help you to get better.’


‘But you don’t look like an angel,’ I told this apparition. From my childhood, I had carried an image of angels in my mind. They had human features, magnificent wings and radiated a golden light. Was it possible that this pale-blue light was really a divine messenger? Instinctively, I believed she was. My fear disappeared. I listened intently to her words. I must have faith in my recovery, she said. I would get better. As her wondrous blue energy faded, I was filled with hope. I trusted the words she had uttered and longed for her to return.


About a week passed before she appeared again. As I watched and welcomed her divine presence, the blue light transformed into an angel figure that I could identity with my childhood beliefs. She was tall, I guess about six feet in height, and she had a pair of glorious wings. She stood at the foot of my bed and radiated an exquisite energy. I felt ecstatic as I stared at her and knew that I was witnessing something far beyond my understanding. She advised me to start eating certain foods that would aid my recovery. These included honey, kiwi fruit, raisins and currants. I must stop eating white bread because my yeast intake was adding to my health problems.


Fran was mystified when I sent him off with a different shopping list to the usual one. He bought the required foods and I added them to my meals. I began to eat wholemeal bread, even though I had never liked it, and upped my intake of water. I had to leave out potatoes and red meat, but that was not difficult because my appetite had also suffered and I had mainly been existing on bowls of soup.


When my angel appeared again, it was late one evening. She performed a healing ritual, moving her wing to my forehead, my throat and just above my stomach. Each place she indicated to me seemed to come alive with energy.


‘These are your energy centres,’ she said and advised me to bring my attention to them as often as I could.


In my first book, My Whispering Angels, I describe this extraordinary healing process in detail and the amazing journey that followed with this wondrous angel, whom I call Angel Ann.


In time, she advised me to leave my bed and walk to my front gate. What she was suggesting seemed impossible. I had not been downstairs unaided for months. But my trust in her was so great that I decided to try. Fran supported me and we completed the journey together. He continued to help me to take those difficult steps every day and go a little bit farther. Each time I completed this journey, I felt stronger and more positive that I would get my health back.


Then, one joyous day, I was able to walk alone. Nearly eighteen months had passed since I had first been diagnosed with ME. Finally, I could see a new future opening up for me. Little did I realise that this was only the beginning of a transformation that was to change the path of my life forever, and in ways I could never have imagined.


Looking back I can trace a pattern that formed long before I heard the voices of angels. It goes right back to my childhood when, in the innocence of those days, I sought to understand the mystery of a loving and compassionate God.
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First Confession



My child, many times you have journeyed with me.



Each time I took you to an understanding of who you are.



But you turned in a direction that took you away from me.



You felt lost and alone. Yet your life was always filled with the essence of my love and light. Still you walked away, dismissing those feelings that were stirring within you.


The voice of Who Am I?



MY MOTHER, ALICE GIBBS, GAVE BIRTH TO ME IN the Rotunda Hospital in Dublin on 19 October 1958. I was christened Penelope and grew up in Finglas on the northside of Dublin. John, my father, worked as a bus driver and we belonged to a working-class community, close-knit and always looking out for each other.


My childhood memories are happy ones. In those days, Finglas still bore the hallmarks of a country village and I remember the freedom of fields and rivers, shady woodlands and long summer evenings at play with my brothers, Michael and Mark, and my sisters, Elaine and Jackie. We lived close to the Tolka River and this flow of water gave us endless hours of fun. We bought fishing rods in the local shops and filled our jars with pinkeens. Once we were released from school, we made a beeline for the fields. We ran, we played, skipped and danced, and believed those days would never end. When we discovered an orchard, we did what all kids do when they come upon a treasure – we filled our jumpers with apples. Needless to say, we were chased by the irate owner but this only made the adventure all the more exciting. Unfortunately, by the time we reached the safety of the lane, most of our forbidden fruit had fallen from our jumpers to the ground.


I was seven years old when I made my First Communion. I enjoyed the fuss over my Communion dress and the shopping trips to buy all the accessories to go with it. When the day arrived, I visited my relations. They gave me presents and money, and, for that one special day, all their attention was fixed on me. Most of all, I longed for the ultimate reward, the receiving of the sacrament of Communion.


But before I could do that, I had to make my First Confession. In school, we practised the routine of entering the confession box. One word seemed to be on everyone’s lips. Sin. Our teacher talked a lot about the need to confess our sins; so did my parents, and anyone else who knew what was going to take place within the next few days. This puzzled me. From what I could gather, when the big day arrived and the priest gave me penance and absolution, I would be in a state of grace, cleansed of all my sins. Then, and only then, could I receive the blessed sacrament into my soul.


I became increasingly upset over the idea of telling a priest that I had committed sins. How could I, a small child of seven, have sins to confess? We were all children of a loving God. So we had been taught. So how could my soul be black from the weight of all my wrongdoings? This question kept bothering me, even as I was drawn along in the inevitable direction of the confession box.


I remember sitting in the church with my classmates. We were serious, scared and silent as, one by one, we entered the confessional. The questions were still going round in my head when my turn came. Inside the confessional, a red light was shining. As soon as I knelt down, a little hatch was pulled across. A deep voice asked me to confess my sins. I recognised the priest from Sunday mass. The sight of this familiar face helped me to gather my courage. He would understand my confusion.


‘I’ve no sins, Father,’ I said. ‘I’m only a little girl. How can I have any sins?’


Without waiting for a reply, I hurried from the confession box and returned to my seat. I heard a door opening and, looking over my shoulder, I realised that the priest had followed me. He did not look particularly pleased as he approached my teacher. They had a short conversation, their eyes fixed on me the whole time. I was frightened but defiant, still prepared to argue my case. The priest returned to the confessional to continue his duties and my teacher sat beside me. She was a gentle person and I was very fond of her. She looked at me strangely and explained that I must confess my sins. She said we were all sinners and that it was important that my soul was cleansed for my First Holy Communion. After a lot of persuasion, I finally agreed to confess something bad. I thought back to a row I’d had with Patricia, my best friend. I’d called her a ‘bitch’. I knew this was a word that should never be used under any circumstances and so it seemed to fit into the category of ‘Sin’.


‘Halleluiah,’ said my teacher. ‘At last we have a sin.’


So back I went, armed with my sin, and confessed it. My penance was three Our Fathers and three Hail Marys. I had to ask God’s forgiveness and promise never to repeat that word again, or do anything else that would offend God. I’ve often wondered if God felt I dishonoured Him by trying to refuse the grace of absolution – or did He understand my instinctive belief that He was an embracing, loving deity who saw the goodness and the purity of children, rather than their misdeeds.


A few days later, I made my First Communion. This was joyful and celebratory. I felt grown-up and thrilled that I would receive this sacrament every time I went to mass. My memory of those two occasions, and my contrasting reactions to them, has always remained with me. Memories can stay with us for a reason, and it is only later in life, when we can articulate the confusions of our childhoods, that we understand the part they played in our development. With the hindsight of all that has happened to me since, I wonder if I was being prepared, at some childish, subconscious level, for the visitation of my angels and the beliefs I hold today.


While I argued about the rights and wrongs of the confessional, I never doubted the presence of angels. I grew up believing in my guardian angel, but without understanding the true nature of her existence.


The Catholic Church in which I was raised was quite strict, and it was considered wrong to question your faith. My parents followed the dictates of their Church by attending mass on Sundays, but their attitude to religion was relaxed. At home, a love of God was not drilled into us through a fear of damnation – but that approach was instilled into us in school. The catechism we learned had little in it about love and compassion. Instead of leading me to God as I grew older, it led me farther away from Him. I did not appreciate or understand – as I do today – that He lived within me. Instead, I saw Him as a stern authority figure, a separate entity who was observing my sins from some distant sphere. If I questioned this approach or tried to understand the mystery of my religion, I was accused of dishonouring my faith. Instead of my childhood curiosity being recognised as a desire to grow closer to God, I was reprimanded, and told that I must not question the workings of the Divine Ordinance.


I attended Sunday mass and coped as best I could with the boredom of a long-drawn-out service. The prayers and the ritual did not bring me closer to God. I no longer wanted to know Him. My thoughts were elsewhere as I waited for an appropriate moment to slip from the Church. I was confused and drifting farther away from my faith yet, somehow, deep within me, I knew I had to find Him in my own way. But it would take me many years and a long painful journey to discover the answer to my questions – and to understand the true significance of God and the angels in my life.
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Awakening to Angels



As we journey onwards with our spirit, we find a connection to the many things around us. Our spirit contains our lives, our purpose and our journey on this earth.



When we merge with the spirit and believe that a source stands with us, we will achieve great things.



We will not doubt ourselves. We will be confident and strong.



We will have no fear for we know in our hearts that we are beautiful human beings with the capability to change.


ON THE AFTERNOON THAT THE PEOPLE FROM another era moved around my bedroom, I had absolutely no idea what was happening. My fear that I was having a nervous breakdown was very real. All the elements were there: my lack of energy, the dread that I would not get better for years, if ever, my sense of helplessness and a belief that my life no longer counted for anything. I struggled constantly against severe depression and there were days when all I wanted to do was pull the duvet over my head to shut out the world. But even if I had done so, my visitors would have made their presence known to me. Such manifestations, as I would later discover, are no respecters of walls, duvets or the subconscious mind.


I now understand that I was witnessing my first glimpse into the psychic realm. This phenomena is often a comfort to people who have just lost a loved one. It is not uncommon for them to actually feel such a presence around them for some time after he or she has passed on, and there can be occasional sightings of the departed person, or some other significant but mystifying sign that does not connect to our rational way of thinking. Over the years, I have come to know and understand this realm intimately and how to work within its sphere in a positive way.


As I gradually grew stronger, with the encouragement of my healing angel, I walked a little farther every day and experienced the intense joy of being back on my feet. I settled back again into a normal routine. Simple family activities that I had taken for granted until I could no longer participate in them gave me the greatest joy. But, of course, my life was never going to be normal again, at least not in a way that it had been.


I was still in communication with Angel Ann, who was now materialising several times a week. Gradually, my fears disappeared, as did any lingering doubts about the existence of the angels. I realised I was embarking on an amazing spiritual journey and I was open to Angel Ann’s guidance. I could see her clearly each time she came and I loved to look at her; so tall and sleek with her beautiful wings open wide. I spoke internally to her and her voice was soft and reassuring when she answered me. She taught me how to channel. At first, I had no idea what she meant by this, but she explained that I must be able to connect with the realm of angels and the spirit world whenever it was necessary. This concept was so astonishing to me and I felt overwhelmed by such responsibility. Opening myself to the presence of angels had been an intense and fulfilling experience, but everything had happened so fast that I felt as if I was being buffeted by these psychic encounters. Angel Ann’s manifestations were wonderful, but afterwards I found it difficult to return to the reality of my everyday life. I needed to be grounded and in control of these remarkable occurrences.


I learned two important exercises that benefitted me during these early days: grounding and releasing. By practising these exercises on a daily basis, I was able to look at different areas of my life where I needed help. One such area was a fear that I was not worthy to communicate with the realm of angels. Perhaps the voices I was hearing were not those of angels but were manifested by my own imagination. I was being asked to take an enormous step from my own world where there are rational explanations for everything. In accepting this world of spirit and mystery, I had to abandon everything I had been conditioned to believe. I could embrace this new experience with absolute faith – or use my free will and walk away.


I did not want to walk away. My mind yearned to embrace everything that was opening before me, and those periods of deep meditation centred my mind. Angel Ann taught me the importance of releasing any emotional, physical or mental blocks that could prevent me hearing her voice and the voices of angels who came to help me with specific information.


As my life began to change, I grew anxious for the company of people who would understand what I was experiencing. I joined a meditation class where we discussed channelling and its impact on our work. Suddenly, in the middle of a discussion, I felt compelled to lean towards the woman sitting opposite me and ask her if she had a brother called Eamon. When she said she did, I gave her a short, precise message about an illness that was affecting him. She was surprised that I should have such personal information but agreed that what I had told her was correct. I had heard the voice of Angel Ann relaying this information quite distinctly to me. The leader of the meditation group seemed surprised by the preciseness of the message and asked how long I had been open to channelling such knowledge from the angels.
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