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‘You Are Never Alone’




You are never alone …
Your guardian angel is right beside you
Always ready to help,
At the slightest need …
But first, you must believe …





Author unknown




  

    

  


Introduction:
Called by an Angel


We’ve never had to look far to find our angels.
Angels have never really been out of reach. We 
can always discover angels from the inside-out,
because it is the angel inside us who can point
the way to all our other angels.


Author unknown


Twenty-five years spent studying, researching and writing about the paranormal has taught me a lot of things. I know that life is a mystery and that things occur in this world for which there are no lasting explanations. I understand that an open mind may be the greatest virtue. I have also come to believe, without any doubt, that there are healing angels in our midst.


I believe that loved ones watch over us from the other side and that each one of us has a guardian angel who walks with us through the journey of our lives. I believe that our guardian angels can manifest their healing presence in countless different ways. In rare instances they may appear in their full-blown glory, complete with wings and halo, but more often than not they will appear in subtler, gentler ways: as a feather, a cloud, a gentle breeze, a compelling dream, a hug, a song, a mysterious scent, a vision, a flicker of light, an amazing coincidence, a flash of insight or an unseen yet very real presence that somehow instructs, comforts and protects us. They may also choose to manifest through other people who are consciously or unconsciously guided by those from a spiritual dimension. Last, but by no means least, they may appear or express themselves through the spirits of departed loved ones.


During the many years I’ve been gathering collections of reallife angel stories from people of all ages and backgrounds, I’ve discovered that even though all the stories are unique they all have one overriding theme in common and that is the theme of healing, whether that healing be physical, emotional or spiritual. I have also noticed that each angel story in itself can be a messenger of healing. This is because whenever moving and life-affirming stories are shared they work their healing magic on those who read or hear them, even if these people have not had an angel experience themselves, by reminding them that forces for love and goodness are at work in the world and that miracles really can, and do, happen.


Looking back I can see that almost from the very beginning this ‘healing angel’ theme was always there in the background, calling out to me, waiting for me to wake up, acknowledge and embrace it.


A wake-up call


About twelve or so years ago my health took a turn for the worse and I just couldn’t understand why. I felt as if I was falling apart. I was anxious and moody; it was difficult to concentrate. I was depressed one moment, agitated the next, perpetually tired and had mood swings like Jekyll and Hyde. Some days even walking up the stairs made me feel like crying. I was in my early thirties but I felt like I was in my late nineties.


After several months of feeling terrible I went to see my doctor, hoping for a cure; but this was to be the first of many visits. My doctor couldn’t figure out what was wrong with me beyond the sense of Who isn’t tired nowadays? Each time I saw him he told me to relax, get some rest and come back in a few months. And each time I did try to relax, but my health seemed to deteriorate even further. My husband was worried about me. I was worried about me. To make matters worse we’d been trying for a baby for more than a year with no success.


It took several years for me to finally be diagnosed with polycystic ovary syndrome, or PCOS, and to discover that the symptoms of this condition were making me feel tired and limiting my chances of getting pregnant. In the mid- to late 1990s there just wasn’t as much available information about polycystic ovaries as there is today, and I can still remember vividly the shot to my heart when an uninformed ultrasound technician told me that I might never be able to have children. When I went back to my doctor for advice and support he admitted that he knew very little about the condition and referred me to a gynaecologist who might be able to help. It took nearly five months for me to get that appointment and then many more months for me to receive proper advice and treatment. Looking back, those long and uncertain months were perhaps both the worst and the best of my life.


At the time, many of my friends were having kids and asking me when I was going to have them. This hadn’t bothered me before: I thought we had all the time in the world to have kids. After my diagnosis, though, those words from the ultrasound technician really scared me. I’d never been that maternal but I’d always thought I’d be able to have kids one day. Now that day might never come. I wasn’t sure if I could cope. I felt more insecure about myself than I had ever done. Some days I didn’t even want to be around people. I felt a failure as a wife and as a woman because my body couldn’t do what came naturally to other women. I felt like I was losing myself piece by piece every day. Even talking on the phone to friends became an ordeal. I had to pretend that everything would be okay, that I was fine, when in reality I was tearing myself up inside.


After several months of uncertainty and confusion I started to think I was losing my mind. I couldn’t find the strength that I had relied on for so many other low points in my life. Trying and failing to get pregnant and feeling constantly exhausted and unattractive because I was gaining weight and breaking out in spots (I didn’t know at the time that these are also common symptoms of polycystic ovaries) brought my faith in angels to an all-time low. I didn’t know if angels existed or not and I didn’t seem to care. All this wasn’t making me a stronger or more loving person. It did quite the opposite. I was a nightmare to be around.


Above all, though, I was tired. Tired of hoping and of that terrible feeling each month when another chance of getting pregnant vanished. I didn’t feel like me any more. I couldn’t get past feelings of failure and loss. All I could think was, ‘Why me?’


Friends told me to stay hopeful, as there was a lot that could be done for women who couldn’t get pregnant naturally, but in my mind I had already given up. A part of me believed this was some kind of punishment for my lack of maternal instinct. I’d never been one of those women who long to hold babies – in fact I’d always steered well clear of them. Come to think of it, I’d never even held a baby and being around children made me feel uncomfortable. I wasn’t natural. I clearly wasn’t meant to be a mother. I didn’t deserve children.


I wasn’t just hurting for myself. I was hurting for my husband, a loving and kind man who adored children and I couldn’t give them to him. Why had the angels given him a wife who couldn’t do this? He tried to stay strong and tell me he knew it would happen one day but I didn’t believe him. Not without major expensive medical miracles that we could not afford. We were not rich by any stretch. I often thought about leaving my husband so he would be able to try again with someone else.


One afternoon about a year after my diagnosis the no-baby blackness descended again. I had just had a course of fertility treatment and was once again in that two-week waiting period to see if the results were positive or negative. I’d been here so many times before I didn’t have the energy or the will to raise my hopes. I remember curling up on the sofa and trying to fall asleep so I could shut everyone and everything out, but just as I was nodding off the phone rang. I felt too heavy and tired to pick it up and just let it ring. It didn’t stop ringing. I put my head under my cushion, but the ringing wouldn’t stop.


Eventually, I stumbled over to pick the phone up, cursing myself for not switching the answerphone on that morning. I was greeted by the irritatingly friendly voice of a woman who called herself Suzanne. She said she had been given my number by my doctor and she belonged to an infertility-support network in my area. I felt sleepy and really didn’t want to speak to her, so I tried to hang up, but she was very insistent. She said she needed only a few minutes of my time and then she would vanish. She told me that she understood how difficult things must feel for me at the moment but that I needed to stay positive because stress and negative thinking could actually make it harder for me to conceive. She also said that she was sorry that I wasn’t pregnant right now but there were many other ways to mother apart from the biological. Then she told me that if I could relax and focus less on the idea of a baby and more on the feelings of love that a baby inspires everything would work out fine, whether I got pregnant or not. In the past year or so, since I’d been trying to get pregnant, countless people had given me unwanted advice; so all I could think about was getting her off the phone. I pretended to take down the details of her support group, pretended I was listening and then hung up.


As soon as I put the phone down, I heard this ringing tone in my ear. It puzzled me. It was so sharp and clear. I sat down and rubbed my ears but it still wouldn’t go away. It took a good few minutes to disappear and as soon as it did I felt some of the heaviness in my body and mind lift. It seemed like a bolt of electricity had gone through me. I can’t explain why but I felt more positive than I had ever done.


In what I can only describe as one of those brilliant ‘aha’ moments, it suddenly became obvious to me that my feelings of self-hatred were limiting my chances of getting pregnant; I wasn’t providing the soul of my future child with a welcome home. I had to find a way to conquer this, and I realized in that instant that the only way to do this was to think of a baby not so much as a right, but as a privilege. I had to understand that not having a child didn’t make me a failure or an incomplete person. I had to understand that there was a child within me who needed as much nurturing and love as any biological child I might have.


I wanted to speak to Suzanne again, to apologize for being so short with her and to ask for details of the meeting she’d mentioned. I made a call-back request but the number was not listed. I called my doctor to get her number or the number of her support network. Much to my surprise my doctor told me that he had never heard of Suzanne or her network and that he would never have given out contact details of his patients without their permission. I searched online and in my local library and no record of the network existed; none of my friends or my family had heard of it either. To all intents and purposes Suzanne didn’t exist.


To this day I don’t know who Suzanne was or how she got my number or even if I dreamed up the whole phone conversation. But looking back now I can see that she was a healing angel sent from heaven to guide and comfort me, because when I was at my lowest point her calm and wise words helped shift my perception in a miraculous way. The road I was heading down was a terribly dark and dangerous one and she quite literally gave me a wake-up call.


After that phone call I made the decision to not let my life and my future happiness revolve around whether or not I could have children, and as soon as I did so it was like a weight fell off my shoulders. I started to laugh again. I started to feel like me again. The relief was incredible.


When my pregnancy test came back negative two weeks later I wasn’t nearly as upset or distressed as everyone had expected me to be, myself included. It wasn’t easy leaving self-pity and selfabsorption behind but slowly, day by day, I made tentative steps. I started first with practical things. I sorted out my diet by cutting out the junk food I had used as a source of comfort. I forced myself to go for at least thirty minutes’ brisk walking a day. I spent more time with the people I loved. I offered my services as a volunteer reading assistant at my local school and discovered once again that Suzanne had been right – there were other ways to bring children into your life. I began to understand, really understand, that there are many ways to ‘mother’ besides the biological.


I didn’t expect it, or even long for it, but my change of heart and mind did work a miracle. Three months later I could not believe my eyes when my pregnancy test was positive. Eight months later I gave birth to a beautiful baby boy and two years after that I was blessed again with a gorgeous baby girl. My children mean the world to me and always will, but facing the possibility of never being able to have them may have been the best thing to have happened to me. It helped me to understand that having children wasn’t ever going to make me feel complete. I could have dozens of kids and still feel empty inside if I didn’t believe in or love myself. It opened my mind to the idea that the angels hadn’t forgotten me and that I might just be worthy of their love and healing. They were simply waiting for me to stop drowning in doubt and self-pity and open my eyes and my heart to their love and light.


When I think back now to my angel wake-up call I truly believe I encountered an intersection between earthly experience and a higher realm. It was a supernatural moment. Previously, although I thought I believed in angels, deep down I still doubted whether they believed in me, because I had never actually heard, seen or felt their presence for myself, but after my angel phone call – as I like to think of it – my confidence grew and the veil between this life and the next gradually started to lift. It would take me a few more years to fully comprehend the wonder of it all, and I freely admit that much of what I am writing now is with the benefit of hindsight. Nonetheless I now believe that the clear voice that spoke to me on the phone that day was that of my guardian angel. I went on to have many other incredible healing-angel experiences, some of which were quite literally life saving and some of which I will share in this book; a book that I feel honoured but also destined to write.


A passion for miracles


The idea of angels has intrigued and inspired me for as long as I can remember, and not just because I’ve never been able to forget the moment when Clarence got his wings in It’s a Wonderful Life. I’ve always been in love with the idea because I was born into a family of psychics and spiritualists and from an early age I was encouraged by my mother, who saw and heard angels all her life, to believe in angels.


It’s only in the last ten years, though, that I have really begun to understand that, while I couldn’t see angels in the same way that my mother could, all along they were speaking to me through dreams, feelings and thoughts or the words or actions of other people, even if I didn’t realize it at the time. For example, when I was pregnant with my son and driving my car towards a busy junction, did my departed mother whisper in my ear and urge me to turn right instead of left? Had I turned left, as I had fully intended to before an angel called my name, I would almost certainly have died in a terrible road accident. Was it the love and guidance of an angel that gave me the strength to pull through bouts of depression and darkness, in my teens and again later in my early thirties? Did an angel save my eight-month-old son from falling down a flight of stairs?


It was a lifetime of dreaming come true then when I was given the opportunity to write this book about angel healing. I’d already written several books about angels and the psychic world, some of which went on to become bestsellers, and both my agent and my publisher agreed that this was the perfect project for me. Coming from a rigorous academic background I always prided myself on presenting the evidence for an afterlife in an objective way, but all that changed years ago when my mailbox started to bulge with miraculous stories of healing and transformation sent to me by people all over the world. Almost all of these contemporary accounts of angel experiences were so inspiring and positive that I felt compelled to collect them together in book form, and share them with a wider audience, along with some of my own experiences. I was losing my objectivity and very possibly the backing of the academic community that had nurtured my inquisitive mind, but I was gaining a sense of purpose.


The arrival of angels in my life a decade or so ago has been the miracle that has transformed it. I have fallen in love with the very idea of angels. They have energized my life and my writing because I know that the words I am writing are for everyone. It took a while for me to see the light; and, as you’ll see later, I’ve stumbled a lot and been plagued with so many doubts and fears on the way, but I now understand that I was being led on to this path from the very beginning.


I was meant to study, yearn for, look for and listen to angels. When I first started to write about angels I was nervous about how my work would be received, but the reaction has been overwhelmingly positive. And, as soon as I started asking people if they had any angel stories, over and over again I heard, ‘Yes, this is what happened to me,’ or, ‘I’d like to share my story, my experience of angels with you.’ I didn’t have to look far at all. The stories flew in my direction, and continue to do so every day, via email, or people I encounter at work, meet in bookshops or even when I visit the dentist, proving to me that angels are all around us and that in all corners of the globe ordinary people are being touched and healed by something or someone that is giving them incredible faith.


All of us at times, even those who seem to have it all, cannot escape feelings of emptiness, a longing for something more than the day-to-day reality of our lives. Sometimes this feeling is like yearning for a warm and comforting place we can call our home, a place where there is no fear, tears or loneliness and where there is only love. Our rational minds can’t see this place, but our hearts can feel it and sense that it may have something to do with paradise, nirvana, heaven or whatever name we want to give it. As we continue our inner search for hope and peace, our spirits long to find a piece of this heaven on earth.


The good news is that more and more ordinary people from all over the world are finding their own glimpses of heaven – and, as this book will make crystal clear, miracles are far more common than most of us think they are.


Here to stay


I’m often asked what an angel is and my answer is always the same: angels represent all that is good. They are spiritual creatures and forces of light and they love us for who we are and want the best for us. Religion doesn’t come into it because everyone, regardless of belief system as well as age, colour or creed, has the potential to connect with angels in their own unique way. Neither are angels a so-called New Age phenomenon or a fad. They have been with us since the beginning of time – even longer – and they are here to stay.


There are some people who have the extraordinary ability to actually see angels or the spirits of those who have passed, but I must point out that this is very rare. I certainly don’t have this ability. It is much more common – and my angel phone call eleven years ago falls into this category – to experience a flash of profound insight or inspiration that somehow changes everything for the better. Also common are meaningful dreams, amazing coincidences, subtle signs (such as the appearance of a white feather at significant times or moments), familiar scents or sounds or simple but unexpected feelings of warmth, comfort and support during times of crisis. And sometimes angels will appear in animals or children or in the unexpected kindness of strangers or the spirits of departed loved ones. The possibilities for goodness to manifest itself in this life and offer tantalizing glimpses of the next are endless.


Right now, at this moment in time, people all over the world seem to be awakening to the presence of angels, as I discovered first hand when I started writing about angels. I received letters and emails from people all over the world, all firm in their belief that angelic intervention on earth is not only possible but actually happens every day. The key word here is belief.


There will always be sceptics who say that angels exist only in a person’s imagination. I used to try to convince these people in a rational way that angels are real. I would tell them that angel stories have been recorded since the dawn of time in almost every culture. I would point to the huge number of angel stories I have collected as ‘evidence’. In a court of law a witness statement is taken as evidence. But it soon became clear to me that as long as a person’s heart and mind is closed to belief in angels, there is nothing that I, or anyone else, can say to make any difference. It is all a matter of faith and to those who have faith in angels –because they are in tune with the message of healing love and hope that angels bring, or because their lives have been touched in some way by angels – no explanation is necessary. Nothing will ever have the power and the strength of their belief that angels walk among us.


As I write this book angels are indeed everywhere. They are making their presence felt in the world as never before. There are television programmes, internet sites, books, newsletters, magazines and angel memorabilia. Publishers are noticing that interest in angels is increasing in a major way. Perhaps this rising interest in the topic of angels is the real key to understanding the significance of the year 2012: maybe we will not see the end of the world but will instead see the dawn of a new era in which limiting concepts about angels will disappear. Today angels are finally allowing us to know them on their own terms. They are emerging from religious strongholds and breaking through into public consciousness and the homes and hearts of people all over the world.


The re-emergence of angels has never been more critical. Sadly, time has not always brought us wisdom and compassion and the modern world remains one of pain, injustice and suffering. There have been incredible advances but these haven’t stopped things going terribly wrong with humanity. Images of emaciated children, polluted landscapes and a world bombarded with violence and terror are screened into our homes every day. We urgently need to know that there is love, hope and goodness in the world and that the forces of goodness are strong enough to defeat the sorrow, injustice and pain we see around us. Using the experiences of ordinary people as beacons of hope, angels are now emerging as our messengers of love and healing by reminding us that the goodness we have forgotten still exists. They are guiding us to a new beginning, a new dawn. They are making themselves known to us through the voices of ordinary people with extraordinary, easily recognizable stories to tell, because we are crying out for them. And, the more we listen to and trust and believe in them, the closer to earth the angels will fly, bringing with them their pure, unselfish and healing love.


About this book


Having been for many years now in the fortunate position of reading and collecting angel stories, it has become crystal clear to me that you don’t need to be an angel whisperer, clairvoyant, psychic or medium to see or hear angels. All you need is an open mind and a trusting heart. It took me too many long years to realize this essential truth, and in Chapter One you’ll see that in my early adult life I tried perhaps harder than most to be ‘psychic’.


Being born into a family of psychics and spiritualists meant I desperately wanted to see spirits and angels like my mother, grandmother and brother could. But the harder I tried the less I could see and feel them and the more alone and disappointed I felt with myself, my psychic abilities and my life. I had no idea that the angels were close by me, and that fear and my obsession with whether or not I had the ‘gift’ were closing my eyes, my heart and my mind to them.


By sharing some of my psychic journey with you in the first chapter of this book, I hope you will see that anyone – whatever their age and background and however sceptical or self-doubting of their abilities – can open their heart and have their lives healed and transformed by angels. You’ll see that I’m not an angel lady, celebrity psychic, medium or spiritual guru; I’m an ordinary forty-five-year-old mum with no remarkable psychic or healing powers. But amazing things have happened to me, and continue to happen, that I simply can’t explain. This has led me to believe that each one of us is born with natural psychic ability and that, even though layers of self-doubt, fear and pessimism can shut down our connection with the invisible realm as we get older, we can all find ways to cut through those layers and reclaim the love of angels and the spiritual healing or sense of wholeness that is our birthright.


After this outlining of some of my own experiences, so that readers may get a sense of where I am coming from and who I am, the remaining chapters form the heart of this book because they contain true stories sent to me by people of all ages whose bodies, minds and spirits have been healed in some remarkable way by angels. Many of the stories took place during times of great physical or emotional illness while others concern the terminally ill and dying and experiences that happened specifically in a hospital – whether to a patient, a member of staff or a visitor.


You’ll read about stunning recoveries or well-timed premonitions that even the doctors involved in a patient’s treatment say can be explained only by the existence of a higher power. There are also stories of angels intervening in times of danger or angels simply working their magic and bringing their healing lightness into everyday life.


True stories


In addition to the themes of physical, emotional and spiritual healing, another common narrative thread is that all the stories in this book are true and based in fact, not fantasy. However, while the identification of the exact cause of the healing miracles described may interest scientists, it is not the inspiration of this book. The love and power of angels is boundless and perhaps it is best to consider angel healing as a blessed gift and as a mystery that should not be solved (in terms of how or why it happens) but that should simply be embraced with gratitude.


The stories you will read show just some of the countless invisible and visible ways in which angels whisper their healing to us. Some of these stories are bizarre and totally unexplainable. Some will inspire, comfort or move you to tears while others may confound or even stretch your capacity to believe, but to the best of my knowledge they are all true accounts. The people who gave me permission to share their experiences or edit and write them up are ordinary human beings with opinions, jobs, lives and families. Many of them were extremely relieved to share their experiences, sometimes for the first time. I have no reason to doubt their integrity. In some cases names, dates and places may have been changed to protect the identity of those concerned because the contents of the stories are just too personal, but I can assure you they are as real as people can be. And they all have stories which are precious and extraordinary and which they want to share with a wider audience to show others that angels are with us even if we can’t always see them.


Some of the people who submitted their stories already had a deep faith in angels, or were devoted to a particular religion, but others did not. Like increasing numbers of people today they believed in something but they weren’t sure what. There were also those who, until their experience, believed in nothing at all. I’m extremely grateful to everyone who contributed their story to this book by whatever means. It’s a privilege and an honour to share these deeply personal stories with a wider audience. I sincerely apologize if your story isn’t here. It’s simply because time and space would not allow me, this time . . .


The miracle of healing


Healing and reassurance are the key words that emerge time and time again when people encounter healing angels in their lives. Sometimes there is a flicker of fear and uncertainty at the strangeness and unexpectedness of it all, but these feelings are nearly always overtaken by feelings of peace and comfort. In each and every one of these miraculous stories of healing from the inside out – or, in some remarkable cases, from the outside in – connection with angels provided the recipient with a healing strength, courage and power they didn’t know they had.


I sincerely hope that reading the pages that follow will likewise inspire you to become more than you ever thought you could be. I hope it will show you that angels are real and that ordinary people, like you and me, can silence the chatter of noise and fear in their heads and hear the clear voice of an angel calling out to them. Above all, though, I hope the stories will touch your heart, awaken your dreams, heal your spirit and give you wings.
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CHAPTER 1


An Angel at My Bedside


The unexamined life is not worth living


Socrates


‘Your father has passed through casualty,’ an impersonal voice said on my answerphone. ‘You need to call this number immediately.’


My father died eight years ago, leaving me with feelings of hurt, anger, loss, guilt and relief. There can be no deeper wound than abandonment by a parent. After close to thirty years of distance I was ready for healing, even thinking about re-establishing contact with my absent father, but when I returned that call I was told he had died; it was too late. The wound would never heal. I would have to live with the hurt and the rejection.


More than a hundred people attended my father’s funeral. I wasn’t one of them. You see, I’d never had a civil relationship with my father. Although my mother told me that when I was very young my father did care for me in his way, I can’t remember a time in my life when there was love and laughter between us. I never understood what was going on in my father’s life and why he found it so hard to give to me emotionally. He was never around and never wanted to spend time with me or said anything positive about me. I was a wounded girl, soon to grow up into a wounded woman.


By my early teens I had convinced myself that my father was an uncaring, ugly man who didn’t care for me, didn’t love me and didn’t want to be a part of my life. A part of me thought this was because I was unlovable, not worthy of being loved or cared for. I found it hard to make friends at school and to believe in myself. I looked at my dad, the man who had made me feel this way, and blamed him for my loneliness, lack of self-confidence, failed relationships, teenage eating disorder and everything else that wasn’t going right in my life.


My mum and dad separated when I was in my late teens and just before I headed off to university I cut all ties with him. There wasn’t even the token exchange of cards at Christmas any more. When I left university and entered the world of work I felt grownup on the outside, but deep down my lack of self-confidence and sense of abandonment hadn’t gone away. I found it hard to assert myself, believe in myself and understand my life purpose.


Confused and conflicted, I started to take classes and to read books about self-improvement and self-empowerment. One theme kept coming up time and time again: heal the relationship with your father. It became obvious to me that my disappointment in and hatred of my father was affecting my life and my relationships. I was stuck in ‘daddy doesn’t love me’ syndrome and I needed to heal the past. Trouble was, I couldn’t heal. I was too angry and too hurt and too frightened to let go of the past. So I clung on to my hatred and my self-doubt. I wouldn’t have admitted so at the time but in many ways this negativity defined me. It was my excuse for not becoming everything I could be.


Around this time I also attended course after course in psychic development. I longed to be able to see angels and spirits like my mother had done all her life. I desperately wanted to have the ‘gift’ but apart from the odd flicker or insight nothing otherworldly ever seemed to come through. This was hardly surprising. I had never levitated in my cot when I was a baby and I wasn’t one of those children who saw dead people in the playground, or anywhere else. Growing up I couldn’t read people or predict the future.


I’d always known that my mum and grandmother and my brother were psychic, because talk of spirits and angels was commonplace in my family, but it wasn’t until I was in my early teens that I asked my mum what being psychic really meant. She explained that it meant she knew things about people without being told. She could sometimes see and hear angels or see things happen before they took place. She could also talk to people who had passed over. When she talked about her gift I knew in a heartbeat that this was it. This was what I thought I wanted for myself. The problem was, however hard I tried I couldn’t have it.


From that point onward, I started reading whatever books I could find on ESP, witchcraft (which was pretty much the only thing around in the 1980s) and the paranormal. My expectation was to see angels floating around, to have the kind of experiences that my mother had. I figured that it was my birthright and that if I kept reading, kept working, kept studying and learning I would have to become enlightened. I joined a spiritualist church and attended the London College of Psychic Studies. I met some wonderful people and mentors. I was hungry for knowledge. At university I was turned on to numerology, crystals and tarot cards, and started performing readings for myself and friends. I knew all the theory about matters esoteric and thought for sure that I would become psychic by doing this. I was wrong. Nothing seemed to work. I wasn’t seeing or hearing angels. By the time I reached my late twenties I had finally started to come to terms with the idea that I wasn’t, had never been and may never be psychic. I didn’t have the gift. I was ordinary. It was another devastating blow to my self-esteem.


For as long as I could remember, self-confidence had always been an issue for me. School playgrounds were a terrifying place and parties or social engagements a nightmare. Perhaps my insecurity was due in part to the fact that Mum’s work as a psychic counsellor meant that we never stayed long enough in one place for me to build any firm friendships. Perhaps it was due to the fact that my father was partially disabled and unable to hold down a full-time job, making Mum the breadwinner and constant arguments in my family the order of the day. Perhaps it was down to the fact that we had very little money. Perhaps it was because of my failed relationship with my father or perhaps it was because of the eating disorder that robbed me of my teenage years. Whatever the cause or trigger, low self-esteem was a running theme in my life that limited my chances of happiness and success.


One of the hardest things to deal with in life is change. Sometimes it is just easier to go on as you are, because that’s what you are already familiar with and accustomed to. To change means confronting your fears and letting go of the past. It took me close to thirty-five years to take that big step and finally break out of my shell of self-doubt and fear. And the trigger for this remarkable breakthrough was my father’s death.


In the hours after I received the phone call telling me that my father had died alone on the doorstep of his house, time seemed to stand still. The day limped past in a blur of tears and confusion and that evening I fell into bed exhausted. For reasons I could not understand, because there had never been closeness between us, the tears would not stop flowing. I lay there crying and crying. I’d hoped that I’d feel stronger the next morning, but if anything I felt worse.


My pain was not rational, reasonable or predictable. It was terrifying for me to feel so out of control. I wasn’t usually an emotional person. I found emotions messy and frightening. Even as a child whenever I felt sad or frightened I would find comfort in rising above my emotions, tidying them away in my mind. I couldn’t understand my reaction now because I had rarely spent any time with my father and a part of me hated him still. Why was I crying over someone who meant nothing to me? I couldn’t forgive him for deserting me. I couldn’t forgive him for the way he had treated my mother. I couldn’t forgive him for letting me down and for not understanding me or being there for me.


The strength and depth of my grief terrified me and humbled me. I’d hated my father for so long and had cut him out of my life and my heart, so I wasn’t prepared for the sense of loss and loneliness I now felt. I guess a part of me had always longed for some kind of reconciliation – for him to tell me how much he loved me and how proud he was of me – but that chance had now gone forever. His death reopened old wounds and brought everything back to the surface.


My mother’s death a few years before my dad’s had been terrible to handle because the bond between us had been strong. I had loved my mother with every fibre of my being, but I had never felt the same about my father so I was dumbfounded by the waves of grief that took over me now. Like childbirth, the pain activated something deep and primal within me and filled me with anguish, longing, anger, guilt, depression, despair and unbearable, gut-wrenching pain.


My brother and my father’s family organized his funeral. I didn’t attend. I couldn’t attend. He had never been a father to me and I was not ready to behave like a daughter. My brother told me that more than a hundred people paid their last respects. He told me that my dad must have been very popular. He had devoted many years of his life to good causes and green issues. This just made things even more unbearable to me. My father clearly had love and time to give to other people: so why, then, could he not give it to me, his family, his nearest and dearest?
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