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Author’s note



I have been a clairvoyant for most of my life. I have never wanted to be anything else and I think myself lucky to do what others consider simply their job. Every time that I go to work it is a happy time for me and I can’t wait for my first client. I get to meet the most interesting people from all walks of life, some with funny stories but most have a sad tale to tell and I look forward to being able to help them by giving them messages of hope, love and joy.


This book is a small collection of some of those stories, some funny that will make you laugh, and some very sad that may make you cry. It will also introduce you to Star, my spirit guide, who has helped and guided me through some enormously difficult times and is my constant companion throughout my life. This is my first book and one that I hope you will enjoy.


My perception of what the tarot cards mean, or what the colours of the crystals do throughout this book, is exactly that, my perception. All clairvoyants have their own style of reading for clients – mine is a style that suits me and has worked well for me over the years. Because I read for such a diverse range of people, you never know, one of these stories may include you. If it does then enjoy my recollection of the story.


So if you’re ready for the ride, then let’s go, I promise you it’s going to be an interesting journey. — Jayne
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When Jayne met Jade


She was going to be late. I just knew it. So while everyone else rushed around getting ready, I tucked into a full fried breakfast. Now the bacon and eggs were sliding around in my stomach as I looked at the dozens of tea lights flickering around the studio in central London.


I was sitting in a red velvet Gothic chair edged with gold. It was supposed to add atmosphere, and make me look more like a medium, but to be honest, I didn’t care about all that. It was comfy, which was all that mattered.


Finally, two hours later than we’d arranged, a familiar face burst through the doors, her arms, and mouth, flapping.


‘So sorry, I couldn’t get out of my bed,’ Jackiey Budden said. ‘It wasn’t my fault. I went to bed late last night and just couldn’t sleep, then I didn’t hear the alarm.’ Her quick-fire words were ricocheting off the walls.


I smiled. Jackiey was just like I’d imagined – tiny, dinky even, except for that voice of hers – but much paler than she should be, and her eyes had dark circles beneath them. Grief made her look vulnerable, and she had all her barriers up. She didn’t trust anyone, I realized. She wasn’t prepared to let anyone in to see the sadness swirling beneath the loud exterior. But she needed to drop the act with me now. That was the only way I’d be able to put her in touch with the one person she wanted to hear from – her daughter, Jade Goody.


I’d never met the girl, but I’d seen her on TV and around town. She’d lived near me in Waltham Abbey, Essex, and I’d spotted her shopping or just walking down the street.


I wasn’t exactly star-struck – celebrities aren’t any different from the rest of us. Madonna could walk in and ask for a reading and I wouldn’t be bothered. She’s just a person like you and me at the end of the day.


Jackiey was still talking and I turned to Sam, the journalist from the Sun newspaper who had set up this meeting. Jackiey really wanted to connect with Jade.


‘I don’t think I’m going to be able to read her,’ I whispered to Sam. ‘She won’t let me in. I can tell.’


I needed Jackiey to be open so her energy could work with mine. It’s the same with anyone I’m doing a reading for – a closed-off mindset, as Jackiey had, makes a person impossible to read. And I knew that would be a disaster today, not for me but for Jackiey.


She wanted to hear from Jade, her only daughter who’d died from cervical cancer on 22 March, 2009, the year before, but she was going to be hard to convince. I wasn’t there to pass a test or prove myself. I know I can talk to Spirit, but some people need hard evidence, and Jackiey was one of them.


‘So, you going to put me in touch with my Jade then?’ she asked. There was a cynical tone to her voice, but I chose to ignore it. I should have been offended by her manner, but I knew it was all a front. She was upset really, and just wanted to talk to the daughter who’d been cruelly taken away from her so young. Her cynicism was a defence to stop herself getting hurt.


I pulled out a pack of Tarot cards as Jackiey sat in the velvet chair opposite mine. The lights were dimmed, and the studio looked cosy suddenly, with all the tea lights shimmering in front of us.


‘Shuffle the cards,’ I said as the camera recording light flicked to red. I tried to forget I was being filmed. I needed to focus on making a connection with Jackiey so I could talk to Jade. And already I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. I thought having to handle the Tarot cards would calm Jackiey down, but she was still talking nineteen to the dozen.


‘She’s scared,’ I realized. ‘She knows I can really talk to Jade and she doesn’t know how she’ll handle it.’


Jackiey handed me back the cards and I laid them out in a simple formation that always works best for me, and I kept talking to Jackiey, trying to get her to open up to me. I couldn’t feel Jade with us.


Gradually, Jackiey began to relax and five minutes later, I sensed a slight change. She was beginning to trust me, and I wanted to try to connect with Jade’s spirit.


‘Do you have anything of hers?’ I asked, smiling, trying to put her at ease. Jackiey handed me a faded patterned hospital gown.


‘It’s what Jade wore at the end,’ she said, gruffly. ‘I haven’t washed it.’


I work by using people’s personal possessions. I can tune into spirits just by relaxing and asking them to come through, but psychometry – a form of extrasensory perception – gives a deeper connection. Objects hold on to memories, so if you physically touch something that belonged to the person with whom you want to connect, you can tune in to the spirit quicker and stronger than you might do otherwise. That’s because the object is surrounded by an energy field, where its history is stored, which I can read.


I held the soft cotton gown in my hands. Immediately, my nostrils flared. I waited, expecting to be assailed by the tang of disinfectant and cabbage, that horrible hospital smell that permeates everything, even an NHS gown that tied up the back. Instead, the studio was filled with a familiar, and lovely, aroma. I sniffed again, trying to put a name to the scent. Then I got it. Jo Malone Pomegranate Noir.


Jackiey was still talking but I was drinking in that scent. It was overwhelming, and then behind Jackiey’s right shoulder I sensed a beautiful energy coming forward. It was just a white glow at first, a shimmering image, and I couldn’t make out who it was. Then I heard an unmistakable voice.


‘Tell her to shut up,’ Jade said. ‘Otherwise she’ll never listen. You’ve got to be firm with her or she’ll go on all day.’


I wanted to giggle, but I was stunned at how I felt. Jade’s energy was so pure and kind. As I tuned in to her – still telling me to order her mum to shut up – I saw her clearly. She had a brown bob, and a massive grin. She was so pretty and looked healthy, not ill at all now.


‘Jade’s sorry for all the things in the past,’ I told Jackiey, passing on her daughter’s message word for word.


Jackiey shook her head.


‘Nah, that’s not my Jade,’ she said. I spoke again, telling her to listen and that Jade was telling her to be quiet.


‘Nah, she’d never say that,’ Jackiey said, dismissing me.


All of this was on camera. I wasn’t giving a personal reading just as a favour for Sam, the journalist who’d become a friend as well as a contact on the Sun. She was filming the reading, hoping to get a story from it – not that I really cared about that. I did readings for anyone who asked, and although Jackiey was trying to appear nonchalant and non-believing, I knew she was like any mum who’d lost a daughter. She missed her and wanted to know she was all right. More than anything, she wanted to be given hope that she would be with Jade again some day.


‘Jade’s here,’ I said, trying to talk across Jackiey. She didn’t look convinced. ‘Actually, she’s right behind you,’ I insisted. A look of total disbelief crossed Jackiey’s face.


Jade spoke clearly and told me something only she and her mother knew. It was so private, and shocking, that I didn’t want it to be picked up by the microphones, so I leant forward.


‘Listen to me,’ I told Jackiey. ‘Jade wants me to tell you this.’


I whispered the message in her ear, exactly as Jade had told it to me, and Jackiey stopped talking for once. She looked shaken. Then she clapped her hands to her face.


‘Oh my God. I can smell her.’


She was laughing and talking over me, but she was so happy Jade was here.


‘I can feel her,’ she cried. ‘I can smell her perfume.’


Jade looked so healthy and so young. She wasn’t skinny, like she was at the end of her life, but had some meat on her.


Jackiey listened after that and Jade had plenty to say. I liked hearing her, she was special. She had a sunny feel about her, but when she spoke about Jack Tweed, her husband, she became sad. She hadn’t believed all the allegations that he’d cheated on her while she was alive, but now that she was in Spirit she felt disappointed. Jade had been in love with Jack, but now she felt that maybe she’d only gone through the wedding to feel like she was a princess. She’d realized how ill she was and knew it was her last chance. I could feel her confusion. On one hand she’d planned the wedding because Jade loved Jack wholeheartedly but she wasn’t one hundred per cent behind his motives anymore.


‘She did love him wholeheartedly,’ I told Jackiey, ‘but she’s disappointed by all the headlines since she died. She doesn’t know what to believe any more.’


The overriding message though, during the reading, was one of forgiveness. Jade wanted Jackiey to know she loved her, and didn’t care that she’d often had to be the parent in the relationship. When Jade was young Jackiey had lost the use of her arm in a motorbike crash and Jade had looked after her instead of the other way round. But the pair had an unbreakable bond, and it hadn’t been shattered by death. Jade was still there, showing her love, and looking out for her mother and her boys.


I was with Jackiey for two and a half hours and Jade was there for most of it. That showed how much she loved her mum – it would have taken so much energy for her to make herself visible for that length of time, yet she was bubbly and very honest throughout the reading. Jade accepted her passing quite easily. She knew her kids were safe with Jeff, her ex, and she was obsessive about their safety. Jackiey was living in Tenerife then, and the boys would go to stay with her.


‘Tell her to get a gate for the pool,’ Jade kept saying. ‘There’s a broken fence or no gate there, and they could wander into the pool when you’re not looking, Mum.’


Jackiey promised she would, especially as she was planning her wedding in Tenerife. Jade was happy she’d met a man she liked. She just wanted Jackiey to be happy, which she seemed to be now.


I could feel Jade drawing her energy back. ‘Tell her I love her,’ she said, and she was gone. I looked at Jackiey. The reading was over, and she was crying, but they were happy tears.


I was buzzing. I always am after a reading, especially when the connection is so strong. This time, it wasn’t just because I’d put a mother and daughter back in touch. Jade’s spirit was so powerful and so strong, it left me energized.


Jackiey was ecstatic at having spoken to Jade. ‘Thank you so much,’ she said, hugging me. She was a completely different woman from the one who’d walked into the studio a few hours earlier. Now she was crying and inviting me to her wedding. We swapped numbers and promised to be in touch, something I don’t usually do, but I really liked Jackiey. She’d been guarded only because she’d been hurt so much. Now she knew Jade was OK, she was so happy.


‘You’ve got to come to Tenerife. Jade would want you to,’ she said. I promised I would, but the wedding never happened.


It had been a long day, but after saying goodbye and driving home, I was still not tired at all. I’d liked Jade and was glad I’d helped her connect with Jackiey. Beforehand, I hadn’t been fussed about the ‘Big Brother’ star, now I was in awe. She wasn’t sad or bitter about the cancer, or having to leave her boys and mum behind. She was at peace, and proud of Jeff and her sons. She loved them so much, and Jackiey and I could feel it radiating off her.


So I wasn’t shocked when I got a text message from a friend the next day. ‘What are you doing on the front page of the Sun?’ she asked.


I stopped to buy a copy of the paper. ‘Jade says she loves Jack but he shows disrespect’, the headline screamed.


I smiled. I didn’t care that suddenly I was the clairvoyant the entire country was talking about. I was just the person who’d been able to connect two people who loved each other very much and weren’t going to let death get in the way of that love. Jade and Jackiey deserved that, and I was just happy to help. That’s what I’m here for. I learnt that at a very early age …
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Wishing on a star


My eyes snapped open. The room was dark and so cold I began to shiver, even though I’d wriggled so far under my duvet I could only just see out. What had woken me?


I looked towards the window, screwing up my eyes, trying to find the usual chink of light breaking through the gap in the yellow and brown curtains. But it must have been the middle of the night because the room I shared with my sister, Julie and baby brother Adam, was engulfed in a blanket of black. Trying not to be scared, I turned over and waited for sleep to come, but it had abandoned me and I lay there, listening.


It was quiet, except for the familiar creaking of the house we’d lived in since I was born. Then I realized someone was in the room. I didn’t see anyone at first, but I could feel that someone was there, not far from the end of the bottom bunk that I slept in.


I blinked, and caught a glimpse of a cloud of mist. Was it someone’s breath? I wanted to call out in case Mum or Dad had come in, but something stopped me. Peering into the gloom, I searched for a figure. The mist was gone and I saw sparkles exploding in the dark. Gold slivers of light shimmered and danced in the air. It looked just like a sparkler I’d held on Bonfire Night the year before, giggling as I’d used it to draw pretty orange pictures in the night sky.


‘I’m dreaming,’ I thought, but I was wide awake, and the light was getting nearer, the centre of it twinkling with blue and silver shards like crystals. I should have been afraid. My heart should have been lurching around in my chest, but as I stared, eyes wide in the dark, I smiled. The light was so beautiful, it made me want to clamber out of bed and dance under it. But I daren’t move. I was only five and didn’t want to wake up Mum and Dad.


The twinkling came closer, and then I saw her – a young woman just inches away from my bunk. I wasn’t scared. She was young – much older than I was, but not more than 16 or 17 – and so pretty I knew she wouldn’t hurt me. Her big, brown eyes gazed into mine, and a sheath of shiny dark hair, parted in the middle, hung straight down past her shoulders.


Her face was kind, but she wasn’t smiling. She was staring at me, and I stared back, both of us fascinated with the other. A kaleidoscope of light radiated out of her, making her shine. Being in the glow of that light made me happy. It was like being under the sun – her energy warmed me to the bones – and I couldn’t help smiling.


Now she was so near I could see what was making the room sparkle. She was wearing a headband and in the middle was a blazing five-pointed pentagram, which was the source of the gold, silver and blue light that shimmered all around her. Her name came to me as soon as I worked out what the device looked like: Star. She said it without speaking, but I already knew it was her name.


‘Don’t be afraid,’ a gentle voice said. I knew it was her, but she hadn’t spoken aloud. I could hear her, even though she wasn’t talking. It was crazy, but I could hear her thoughts.


‘Be strong,’ she said. ‘You’ll need all your strength in the future.’ I frowned, puzzled. What did she mean?


She didn’t answer but reached out to touch me. I waited for the soft feel of her skin on my arm, but instead a pulse of electricity gave me goosebumps as she took my hand.


I had so many questions tangled on my tongue. Who was she? What did she want? They all melted away, though, as I looked at Star. She made all my fears vanish with her presence, she was so calm and serene, and in her plain brown dress she looked so elegant. Just being near her made me feel warm and happy, as though that sparkling glow from her headband was seeping into me somehow. Was happiness contagious, like chickenpox? If it was, I wanted to catch it.


It wasn’t that I was unhappy. I was the second youngest of eight children, and was close to all my siblings, and to Mum and Dad. But I was the quiet one. I was shy and awkward, and lived in my own little world. ‘Away with the fairies,’ Mum would say. Was that what Star was, I wondered – a fairy?


She was still holding my hand, and I fell asleep like that. When I awoke the next morning, I knew it hadn’t been a dream. Star was too real. But I didn’t question her visit. I was only little. I believed in Father Christmas and the Tooth Fairy. How was I supposed to know that not every little girl saw someone like Star in the middle of the night? I didn’t think it was odd, and mentioned it to Mum the following day after school.


‘What did you see?’ she asked as I sat helping her make belt loops for the ladies’ suits she was sewing. Her head bobbed up and down, nodding, when I described Star.


‘She was beautiful,’ I said. ‘She held my hand, but it didn’t feel like holding yours. She wasn’t like us, she looked like a sparkler.’


I thought Mum might laugh at me. She stopped sewing, her needle hovering in midair.


‘She’s your spirit guide,’ she said matter-of-factly. ‘Everyone has one, but not many people get to meet theirs. You’re a lucky girl.’ Mum explained that spirit guides keep us connected with the spirit realm and guide our spiritual development. Spirit guides can be people who have lived on earth or, like angels, higher beings who have never been human. Spirit guides bring through those who have passed, so we can communicate with them and pass on messages to those they have left behind.


I was mesmerised by all this and mum spent over an hour with me that day just explaining it all in a way I would understand.


I smiled, pleased. I did feel lucky, seeing Star.


‘Do you want to come somewhere special with me on Friday night?’ Mum asked.


I nodded, glad she hadn’t told me off for talking to strangers in my room in the middle of the night.


‘I’ll take you to the Spiritualist Church,’ Mum promised. I nodded, even more confused. What did Star have to do with church? But I didn’t ask any more questions, because Mum was busy. I finished helping with the sewing and went off to play.


At the end of the week, wearing my best dress and with my long, mousy hair gleaming because Mum had brushed it so much, I skipped out of our three-bed terraced house in Loughton, Essex.


‘We’ll take the car,’ Mum said.


She’d been crippled by polio since she was a baby, and sometimes needed two crutches to get about. The Spiritualist Church was too far for her to walk, so I clambered into our blue mini and stared out of the window, feeling excited, as we drove along.


‘Here we are,’ Mum said, pulling up outside Lopping Hall in town. It was a big, brick Victorian house.


‘It’s not much like a church,’ I thought, climbing up the front step to a huge wooden door, flanked by pillars. Inside, a grand staircase led to the top floor. I ran up it, ahead of Mum, and waited at the top. Then she led me into a large room with plastic chairs arranged in rows.


‘You’ll have to whisper if you want to ask me anything,’ Mum said. ‘Just listen.’ I nodded, my nose wrinkling at the overpowering musty smell in the room.


‘Stay here, love,’ Mum continued. ‘I’m just going for healing.’ I nodded, too busy watching all the people filing into the room and sitting down to wonder what she meant. They were all old. I was the only child present.


Mum limped forward to sit in front of a spiritualist healer, while I plonked myself in the chair behind her, my legs swinging, unable to touch the floor.


‘Would you like a biscuit?’ a woman asked and I nodded. She handed me a chocolate digestive and I sat happily munching it as the spiritualist healer placed her hands on top of Mum’s head. As she did so, I got a kind of warm, fluttering feeling in my tummy. I stared at the healer and could see a glow of white all around her, a few inches off her body. She looked like the boy off the Ready Brek advert, who was surrounded by a radiant glow after eating the cereal, but hers was the brightest white. The light was pouring out of her hands into Mum, who had a dark green aura around her. It was like watching a kaleidoscope of colours merging and playing as the healer focused on Mum. I loved watching the white change to baby blue, then green and back again.


Half an hour passed, and I grew bored. There was nothing to do, except watch Mum, eyes closed, relaxing under the fingertips of the woman with healing hands. Then I heard Star speaking. I glanced around but I couldn’t see her.


‘Where are you?’ I hissed. She answered straightaway.


‘You’ll be fine,’ she said. ‘Just watch and learn.’


So I paid attention as if I was in lessons at school, which I’d only just started. She didn’t say it, but somehow I knew this was just as important as the words and numbers Miss tried to teach us. I was beginning to understand that Star was my teacher, too, and wanted to help me. I just wasn’t sure what she was teaching me yet.


Her healing finished, Mum came to sit down beside me. She looked relaxed.


‘Are you OK, love?’ she asked, and I nodded.


The room was almost full now and a man went up on to the stage to give something Mum explained was called an address. It was a lot of boring stuff to me, long words that I couldn’t understand. But the woman who came on afterwards looked interesting. She stood on the stage, absolutely still, for a few minutes, concentrating.


‘She’s going to give messages from the spirit world,’ Mum whispered, but she didn’t need to tell me. Even though I’d never been here before, and knew nothing about spirits, I could already see a shimmering queue of people behind the lady on stage. They looked just like any other queue of old people I would see when I went with Mum to the post office or the shops. The only difference was that these were translucent, their bodies and faces a swirl of white as if they were sculpted out of mist, or cotton wool. They were dressed in their best clothes, and the women had their hair done, and they were all smiling and patiently waiting their turn.


Glancing at the man at the head of the queue, I heard the name Fred. It popped straight into my head, his voice loud and clear, just like Star’s had been. Seconds later, the medium on stage said his name – Fred.


‘He needs to tell his wife he loves her,’ she said as a picture of a bunch of lilies popped into my mind. ‘He’s showing me a bouquet of flowers,’ the clairvoyant announced. ‘It’s a message of love.’


Nothing she said was a surprise. I was one step ahead of her. I could see, feel and smell everything that was going to happen. It happened with the next spirit and the one after that. Before the medium could tell the audience, I would get the same message from the old people in the queue. It wasn’t scary, it was like playing a game. I didn’t understand why only the medium and I saw the old people, though.


‘I got those messages from those old people, too,’ I told Mum on the way home.


I wondered if I was going to be in trouble, if she’d think I was lying. But she nodded.


‘You’re a very special girl,’ she said. ‘Did you enjoy yourself?’


I nodded, and noticed how much better she seemed now she’d had healing. I could see she wasn’t in as much pain. I was glad. I didn’t like to see her hurting.


I went with Mum to the Spiritualist Church every Friday night after that. At school, I played with my friends but never mentioned my spirit guide, Star, or the old people I saw at Lopping Hall. No one had told me to keep them a secret, but I understood they might think I was fibbing or, worse, weird. So I kept it to myself.


I was happy. I’d help Mum sew, and play with my brothers and sisters in the field opposite our house. They were a noisy bunch, and since we had three cats and two Great Danes, Ben and Sheba, our home was chaotic.


Mum was a seamstress for Jaeger and Dad was a paint sprayer. My parents didn’t have much money, but what they lacked in cash, they made up with love. My clothes were my sisters’ hand-me-downs but I never went short of laughter. Even though Mum had had her right shoulder removed and her legs were gnarled by the polio, she was quick to smile. Pain hadn’t sapped her energy, or her determination.


‘You have a gift,’ she told me after one night at the Spiritualist Church, but for me it was natural. I could see these old people as easily as I could see Mum and my own reflection. Even when Mum gently explained that the people I saw at the Spiritualist Church has passed, I wasn’t scared. I was lucky. I could see ghosts, and I liked hearing their messages. I loved watching the people who received a message from one of the old people. They would clap their hands together, laugh and sometimes cry, but they were always glad to hear from their relative or friend. So it was a good thing, being able to see and hear them as well as my spirit guide.


Star would visit me most nights and take me off flying to exotic places. I’d take her hand and suddenly I’d be yanked out of my bed, and I’d be zooming across countries and landmarks I’d only ever seen on television. It was always exciting and new. I’d wake up in my bed, but I could smell the desert or the mountain air from our travels.


I didn’t tell anyone, not even Mum. She might think I had just had a vivid dream, or possessed an over-active imagination. But these were more than dreams. They were so real, I was able to taste the salty sea spray and feel the wind pulling at my hair. So I loved going to bed, eager to know where Star would take me on my next adventure.


She visited me in class one day. I’d just picked up my glass of milk and joined the circle of my friends sitting in front of our teacher for story time. I was quiet at school, and never got into trouble. Listening to the story, my eyes began to droop. One moment I was hearing about Little Red Riding Hood, the next I was clutching Star’s outstretched hand.


‘You need to be stronger,’ she told me, pulling so hard at my wrist I was hoiked out of my body and soared upwards. Holding on to her hand, I was flying above my classmates, so high I could touch the ceiling. I glanced down at my teacher, still reading the story, and the girls and boys, listening attentively. I could see myself, dozing in the corner, my eyes closed. It felt weird to be watching myself, knowing I was in two places at once.


I was having an out-of-body experience, and had been astral travelling for weeks, but right now it just felt like fun. I didn’t question my own or Star’s abilities. It felt normal to be with her, playing ring-o-ring-o-roses above my class, giggling and spinning until my loose hair flew behind me and my eyes watered.


‘Jayne!’ The teacher shouted my name so loud I was jolted back into my body.


‘Home time,’ she snapped as I blinked, trying to focus. I felt fuzzy and tired, and was terrified she’d realize what had happened and tell me off.


‘Sorry, Miss,’ I mumbled, vowing never to fall asleep in class again.


‘No more visits at school,’ I scolded Star when she came to see me the next night. I didn’t want my teacher to tell my mum I wasn’t paying attention.


My parents took education seriously and wouldn’t have been happy if they thought I wasn’t doing my best. I didn’t want Mum to think the Spiritualist Church or Star were getting in the way of school, so I worked extra hard, practising my writing and my times tables. It was only at night that I could relax, knowing that Star would visit, bringing different people to meet me from the spirit world. They were swirls of colour at first, who would gradually shift into focus and become people, young and old.


‘You’re going to see the world,’ Star would tell me. ‘You’ll be someone special.’


I’d shrug, a bit embarrassed. I didn’t feel special. I was just average. What could I do? But over the months since we’d met, Star was helping me. She wanted me to listen to my inner voice, the one connected to Spirit. I needed to fine-tune it so I could hear everyone who needed to talk to me. I heard her voice – it was soft, like a piano tinkle, but her words were serious, driving me on to take in everything she was saying.


I accepted the spirits she brought to see me, listened to my intuition when they spoke. They didn’t talk out loud. I heard them in my mind, and in my feelings. Star was teaching me to listen to my inner voice, so I could pick up every meaning in their messages, and talk to them when I wanted to, not just when they chose. It’s like when you’re thinking about a friend and wishing that person would call and suddenly the phone rings and it’s your buddy. That’s how the spirits talked to me. I’d sense what they wanted to say, and as I practised with Star, it became easier and easier, until I didn’t have to concentrate at all. I could just understand without even trying.


It seeped into every part of my life then. I couldn’t shut it off. I hadn’t learnt how to, even though Star kept my spiritual lessons going all the time. There was just so much to take in, but my intuition was becoming stronger. I was only skinny, and I thought I’d topple over if I tried to resist the very real, magnetic pull I felt to help someone who needed it. I’d know just by looking, and I couldn’t ignore it. So I’d go and sit with the girl who was being bullied, or play bulldog with the boy who was being hit by his drunken dad.


I never said anything about the messages I received, but just tried to help in my own little way. I wanted to make the person feel better. Sometimes it was hard not to say the wrong thing accidentally, though, especially if I didn’t know that what I was seeing or feeling was a spirit message.


‘Your nan really loves you,’ I blurted out to a girl in class one day. ‘She wants to bake more cakes for you.’


My classmate burst into tears and told me her nan had passed away the night before. That made me wary of saying what I felt, but mostly it was impossible to ignore.


‘Fancy going for a walk?’ Mum asked one Sunday. She was going to take the dogs over to High Beach, in Epping Forest, before lunch, and so I tagged along with her. I was 10 now, and as soon as we got out of the car, and I spotted a church nearby, I sensed Star was there. I didn’t even need to see her any more, our bond was so strong.


‘You’ll need to be very strong soon,’ she told me as I headed into the graveyard while Mum watched the dogs. ‘Something is coming that will really test you.’


I looked around, scared, but she didn’t mean right now.


‘It’s in the future,’ she said. ‘But you will need all the strength you’ve got.’


I stopped. A girl was watching me from the corner of the graveyard. I’d just seen her come from around the back of the church, her blonde curls bobbing. I knew immediately she was a spirit. Her face was beautiful but too pale, and her blue eyes were like chips of ice. She wore a white dress, white tights and white shoes.


‘Do you want to play?’ she asked, darting between the headstones. I nodded, but grew tired after a bit, so we sat on the grass looking at each other. She told me her name was Rosie, and she looked a similar age to me.


‘I’m so happy,’ she said. ‘No one usually sees me, so they never play with me.’ I smiled back, glad I’d come.


‘See you next Sunday?’ I said, when Mum called me back to the car.


Rosie was always waiting when I turned up. Every week I took dollies and toys to play with her. Mum never questioned me. She’d sit on a bench, having a flask of tea, watching the dogs scamper off into the woods, while I’d catch up with my newfound friend.


‘I’m here with my mum,’ Rosie said one day, and I nodded, feeling her sadness. I expected her to point out her headstone but she never did. I don’t think she was aware that she’d passed over. Rosie was nine and liked having another little girl to play with.


Maybe it was because of my friendship with Rosie, or my lessons with Star, but my connection with Spirit was getting stronger and stronger. I could see an aura surrounding most people now, and loved watching the sparkling rainbow of colours around children and babies. I think maybe I always had seen them, but they’d been faint. I never questioned that everyone had a colourful aura, and thought everyone could see them. Everyone could see that people’s eyes were different colours, so why wouldn’t they see the beautiful hues surrounding people?


I didn’t understand how special my gift was. How could I? All the mediums at the Spiritualist Church could see auras and spirits, so why would I stand out? It was as normal for me to watch clairvoyants pass on messages from the dead as it was for most people to watch ‘Coronation Street’. I just accepted it as part of life, something that would always be there as I grew up to be an athlete or a nurse.


And then one day, not long after I met Rosie, Mum and I went to the Spiritualist Church and watched a man give a psychometry demonstration. He used people’s possessions, such as a watch or a ring, to pick up messages from Spirit and details about the owner. Now I know that touching such an item gives the medium something tangible to work with, and we all know that objects pick up the energy of the people who wear them. That’s why some items of jewellery or clothes are considered lucky. On that day, I watched this man reel off message after message, without missing a beat. He knew incredible details and gave names, which were always spot on. He had my full attention. I was impressed. He was far more detailed than anyone I’d ever seen before. ‘I want to be able to do that,’ I thought. People were crying and clapping at the end of his session because it had been so amazing.


‘Can we go and talk to him?’ I begged Mum and rushed over. He asked if I could talk to Spirit. When I nodded, he handed me a watch. I jolted, the energy coming off it was so strong. It was the difference between watching a TV in black and white and then in colour with 3-D. I could see, smell and feel the owner, a beautiful young woman with red hair. I didn’t have to think hard. Instantly, I knew her name was Susan and that she had a very strange message that she was saying over and over: ‘I miss the plant pot that was by the window.’ It made no sense to me, but the man looked shocked.
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