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  Irish Angel Blessing

  May you always walk in sunshine.

  May you never want for more.

  May Irish angels rest their wings right beside your door.

  


  Introduction: Angels Knocking at My Heart

  It is often when we are not searching

  That we find the most valuable treasures.

  Anon

  If you know me, or have read one of my other angel books, An Angel Called My Name, An Angel Healed Me, An Angel Changed My Life, An Angel Spoke to Me, An Angel Saved
  Me or How to See Your Angels, you will know that I believe angels to be real. I believe that this life does not end in death and that each and every one of us has a guardian angel that
  watches over us in this life and the next.

  I’ve spent the best part of twenty-five years researching the paranormal and I am also absolutely convinced that our guardian angels can express themselves to us in countless different
  ways. On very rare occasions they may manifest their loving presence in their traditional wings-and-halo-guise, but since the definition and true power of faith is to believe without tangible proof
  they are far more likely to reveal themselves in subtle, gentle, invisible but deeply personal ways. Beings of light can, for instance, materialise in our dreams or in coincidences or unexpected
  sparks of intuition that seem to come out of nowhere. They may choose to express themselves through the unconditional love of beloved pets. The natural world is another common place for angels to
  leave their calling cards, perhaps in rainbows, feathers, clouds, sunsets or birdsong. They may also make themselves known to us through a hug, a smile, a song, or anything that heals or lifts our
  spirits.

  Yet another common way for heaven to reassure us of the angels’ constant presence is through sudden and unexpected feelings of connection with the spirits of departed loved ones. And last,
  but by no means least, they may reveal themselves through the words or actions of other people, consciously or unconsciously guided from above. And never discount the truth that sometimes it may be
  our own selfless words and deeds that play a part in bringing heaven closer to earth. Indeed, anyone who is blessed with the ability to live their life with a sense of the divine presence in
  everyone and everything could well be the vital ingredient angels need to manifest their loving presence on earth. In other words, angels need us to help them, just as much as we need them.

  In my previous angel books I had the privilege and honour to collect together true-life stories from people who believe they have seen angels. Although the stories came from all corners of the
  world, I soon began to notice that a fairly substantial proportion featured the experiences of Irish people, or were related to Ireland in some way. I could see a definite trend emerging, but a far
  more prominent theme I noticed was that regardless of any connection with the Emerald Isle, people who encountered angels in their daily lives, or believed angels were watching over them, had
  (whether they consciously realised it or not) what I like to call a Celtic soul. And by that I mean they had an awareness of magic that penetrated every aspect of their lives, both ordinary and
  extraordinary. I also began to see how this magical approach to life was strikingly similar to the spirituality of the ancient Celts.

  I’ve been writing about the paranormal for over two decades now and looking back I can see that almost from the very beginning this Celtic soul theme was emerging. The more I researched
  and gathered information and stories for my psychic world encyclopaedias and angel books the more I discovered parallels between ancient Celtic spirituality and the angel movement as it is
  revealing itself to us today. It also became clear, as more and more stories from Ireland were sent to me, that I had a great deal to learn from the innate ability of many Irish people to
  ‘see’ the world spiritually. Scepticism, doubt and fear simply weren’t as prominent in their world-view. Perhaps all along these people and their awesome stories and insights were
  the angels knocking at my heart.

  God-intoxicated

  The Irish have always seemed to be an extraordinary race – ‘God-intoxicated’ is how they are often described. For them there is no division between this
  life and the next. Heaven is constantly shining through everyday reality and everyone and everything carries a blessing. It is this sense of the immanent presence of spirit and the discovery of the
  extraordinary in the ordinary that gives the Irish a perception of magic that infuses all aspects of their lives.

  Without doubt, this sense of divine potential in the everyday is a characteristic of many Irish people but it is by no means restricted to the Irish. Regardless of race or culture there is a
  part deep within us all that searches for meaning and magic in life. It is the part of us that is intuitive, creative, passionate, spontaneous and imaginative, but it is also the part of us most in
  need of comfort, guidance, love and reassurance and the part of us most likely to be forgotten and neglected as we grow older and more cynical and burdened down with responsibilities. In this book,
  I will be referring to the deep-rooted magical but vulnerable part within each one of us as our Celtic soul, or anam cara, meaning ‘soul friend’ in Gaelic, but you may want to
  call it your angel within, your inner child, your sixth sense or your intuition, or indeed any name that speaks to your spirit. Whatever you decide to call it, in our increasingly secular world
  many of us lose touch with the magic within us, but I want to reassure you that it remains with us all our lives. Each and every one of us at some time in our lives longs to find a sense of higher
  purpose and meaning and it is through this longing that our guardian angels will constantly try to connect with us. All we need to do is open our hearts and listen.

  According to the Swedish mystic Emanuel Swedenborg, there is no need to look outside of ourselves to encounter angels, because at every moment angels are within us, waiting to open our eyes and
  our hearts to the world of spirit. Our inner angel should therefore be looked on as our best friend, adviser and guide throughout our journey in this life and the next; our anam cara, our
  soul friend.

  This book aims to show that it is through our inner guardian angel that heaven first reaches out to us. In this way, with love, trust and an open soul, anyone can see, hear or sense the nearness
  of their guardian angel. Therefore in the pages that follow not only will you find remarkable stories from or about Irish people, but you will also find miraculous stories from or about people who
  don’t have any connections with Ireland as such. The thread linking all the stories together is that the people who submitted them all have the ability to ‘see’ the world
  spiritually, and whether they are Irish or not, whether they realise it or not, they have Celtic souls. Seeing the world with angel eyes does not mean seeing the world through rose-coloured
  spectacles, or being impressionable or gullible, it means having an open mind and heart, the ability to feel things deeply and the courage to suspend disbelief, and it is this openness and
  spontaneity that attracts beings of pure spiritual light to us.

  Real-life stories

  Another thread linking all these stories together is that they are real-life stories, based in fact and not fantasy. The first chapter discusses some of my own
  experiences. You’ll see that even though I was born into a family of psychics and spiritualists, and am now a firm believer in an afterlife, I still had so very much to learn about life in
  spirit when I made my first trip to Ireland five years ago. You’ll also see that I have had many moments of intense doubt and uncertainty and it has taken me many decades, indeed a lifetime,
  to trust in my angels.

  I feel it is important for you to understand some of what I have experienced over the years and how it has brought me to the place I am today. Although incredible, astonishing things have
  happened to me – and I hope they will continue to happen as nothing gives me more joy – I am not a medium, a psychic, an angel lady or guru, and I certainly don’t claim to have
  any special psychic ‘gifts’ or powers. I’m an ordinary 45-year-old mum with two children – my son is twelve and my daughter is eleven – and although some of the things
  I have encountered have been a direct result of my work as a spiritual writer, other things have simply happened. This has led me to believe that we are all born with Celtic souls, or the ability
  to see, hear and sense angels, and although many of us lose this sensitivity and open-mindedness as we grow older, there are ways to reawaken and reclaim it. A trip to Ireland may well be one of
  these ways, but it is by no means the only way. There are as many ways to reconnect with the divine as there are stars in the sky. For some of us the journey may take place on foot, but for others
  it may be an inner journey through our dreams or sudden hunches or insights, whereas for others it may be through coincidences or angel signs or calling cards, or a sense of connection with a
  departed loved one. The possibilities are endless.

  I guess what I am trying to say here is that by sharing some of my psychic journey with you – and what were sources of transformation for me – I hope you will understand that anyone,
  however self-doubting and whatever their age or background, can have the profound connection with angels that is their birthright.

  The rest of this book is a collection of real-life stories sent to me by people whose lives have been touched and transformed by angels in some way or other. These people come from all walks of
  life. Some, but by no means all, had a deep faith in angels or were devoted to a particular religion, but others did not describe themselves as religious in any way. Like many people today they
  believed in something, but they were not sure what. And then there were those who before their encounter did not think they believed in anything at all. All this confirms once again that although
  celestial beings of light appear in all the world religions, you do not need to be religious to see angels. All you need is an open mind.

  The first batch of stories will focus exclusively on stories from Irish people or people who have visited Ireland and been transformed by it in some way. In these chapters I will be drawing from
  Ireland’s rich spiritual heritage to reveal the treasures hidden within your own soul. My aim is to lead you to a place where your heart can be healed and nourished; a place where you can
  meet your own guardian angel, and discover your own true soul friend, your anam cara.

  Then the stories will move away from Ireland to the rest of the world so you can read experiences of other people with magical souls. You’ll read accounts here about people encountering
  healing angels or beings of light that intervened during times of danger or crisis, or angels that spoke to them through children, animals, dreams, signs or spectacular coincidences. Some of these
  stories will strike you with their profoundness; others may make you shed a tear and a few may make you smile. Some will send shivers down your spine; others will astonish you or even stretch your
  belief, but let me assure you again that they are all, to the best of my knowledge, true. Although in some cases names and other personal details have been changed to protect identity, all of these
  stories are the real deal. They actually happened, and demonstrate the myriad different ways that heavenly encounters can inspire people’s lives, and they all bring messages of comfort, love
  and hope from the other side. In addition, all the stories you will read are reproduced authentically. In other words, as few changes as possible have been made to the narrative in terms of style
  and content to ensure that what you are reading is again the real deal.

  A number of anecdotes were sent to me in response to my previous angel books, and some were gathered by me during trips to Ireland, while others were collected over the twenty-odd years I have
  been writing features about the psychic world. Everyone who contributed to this book, either by getting in touch with me or allowing me to interview them, has touched me deeply with their honesty
  and openness. As always, I am incredibly indebted to everyone, and if you can’t find your story here I am sorry, it is simply because I ran out of space to include it. I do feel so very
  privileged to be given your permission to share your experiences with a wider audience.

  The power of belief

  During the years I have been a paranormal writer I have lost count of the number of times people have told me that reports of angels can be explained perfectly rationally.
  That they are products of an overactive imagination is one of the most popular explanations. In the early days of my writing career I would try to do all I could to prove that angels were real. I
  would point out that angelic encounters have been reported in every culture for thousands of years and many of these encounters have remarkable similarities. I would argue that in a court of law an
  eyewitness account is taken as evidence. I would even try to show that from a quantum scientist’s perspective angels are simply things we have yet to understand well enough. It did not take
  me long to realise that I was wasting my time because angels are invisible beings of spiritual light and if a person’s mind and heart are closed to their existence their existence can never
  be proved. The proof of their existence is therefore a very personal thing.

  Basically, it is all a question of personal faith, and to those who believe, because their lives have been touched by heaven or because they have an affinity with the message of hope angels are
  trying to bring, no proof is necessary because nothing will have more power than their belief. In some cases the conviction that angels are real can be sudden and dramatic, but in many cases the
  conviction appears to happen little by little – in the wonderment of nature, in sudden realisations and déjà vu, in intuitions, in dreams or happenstance coincidences.
  And this is, of course, where once again we can learn such a great deal from the Irish. Even those with just a single drop of Irish blood flowing through their veins tend to have a spiritual flame
  burning within them. It is a flame that burns deep within their souls, lighting the way, guiding them through life with joy and hope. and inspiring all those lucky enough to cross their path to
  also see the world through angel eyes, or at the very least open their hearts to the idea that heaven is real.

  Whether you are Irish or not, whether you have had an angelic experience or not, I hope that reading these astonishing stories about people whose lives have been touched by heaven will remind
  you that you too are a spiritual being. We all have a spiritual flame, a Celtic soul, lighting the way for us inside our hearts. I hope these stories will encourage you to listen more to your heart
  and to live your life with an awareness of spirit. I hope they will make you laugh or cry, or move you in some way, because every time a person is touched by reading an angel story, angels fly
  closer to earth, bringing with them their pure unselfish love and peace.

  So, if you feel ready, prepare to be astonished and inspired by the stories in this book. As with every angel book I have written, working on it has renewed and refreshed my connection to the
  world of spirit and opened my eyes to new and wonderful possibilities. It is my sincere wish that it will do the same for you by showing you that all over the world ordinary people can open their
  doors and their minds and hearts to their angels and experience the magic, hope, love and blessings they bring with them.

  


  CHAPTER ONE

  The Stranger Who Changed My Life

  The Irish: be they kings or poets or farmers

  They’re a people of great worth.

  They keep company with angels

  And bring a bit of heaven here to earth.

  Irish saying

  When I started work on this book I did seriously wonder if I was the best person to write it.

  I was suitable in the sense that I believe in an afterlife. I believe that loved ones watch over us from the other side and that guardian angels, or spiritual guides, walk with us through the
  journey of our life. I also believe that angels can manifest themselves in countless visible and invisible ways. They may appear as a feather, a puff of air, an invisible kiss, a song that speaks
  to your heart, a spellbinding coincidence, a mysterious scent, a flash of insight, or in other people who are consciously or unconsciously guided by those from a spiritual dimension.

  But I was the wrong person in the sense that I’m not Irish and this is primarily a book about Irish spirituality. How could I write convincingly about Irish spirituality without Irish
  blood running through my veins? I don’t have any Irish relatives and I have visited Ireland only a few times. But then, as time wore on, and I did more research and a lot of thinking, I
  realised that for a whole lot of reasons I might, after all, be the ideal person to write it. My journey towards this point began five years ago.

  Is this it?

  Five years ago I wasn’t coping very well. The days would start early and then stretch on and on with endless chores and freelance writing work that wasn’t
  challenging or fulfilling. I was always busy, but apart from being there for my family, all the things I did felt so trivial and meaningless. Some days I would wake up feeling like a washing
  machine that had been stuffed with too many clothes. I was spinning round, but only just, and I might break down at any moment. I guess you could say that I was thinking, Is this it? Is this as
  good as it will ever get for me? Surely life has to be about more.

  Deep down I knew that I really had nothing to be unhappy about, and that there were many people far worse off than me. After all, I had my health, a loving husband and two remarkable young
  children. We were by no means rich but we had a roof over our heads and enough to keep going. I really should have been counting my blessings but instead I was counting missed opportunities. I was
  forty years old and hadn’t really made my mark on the world as I dreamed I would do when I was a child. I hadn’t really made the world a better place, or found a cure for cancer, or won
  the Nobel Peace Prize. I’d done OK with my writing but I hadn’t written a number one bestselling book. I hadn’t started my own business or come up with an original idea. I was
  making progress with my psychic skills but I hadn’t had any full-blown angel encounters. I wasn’t earning a six-figure salary. With the years catching up on me it was becoming
  increasingly clear that my childhood hopes and dreams were going to remain just that – dreams. I wasn’t ever going to be particularly talented or outstanding at anything.

  Before, when I had faced disappointment or had my hopes dashed in some way, I had always comforted myself with the thought that maybe one day things would be better, but now, with my forty-first
  birthday fast approaching, the future no longer held any sense of possibility for me. I felt old and increasingly like a has-been: a has-been that never really was.

  Sometimes I got so disappointed and angry with myself. I looked back at my life and saw only confusion and wrong turns. Oscar Wilde once said that youth is wasted on the young, and how I agreed
  with him. I longed to be able to turn back the clock and do things so differently. I thought about the wonderful opportunity life had offered me when, from a broken, poverty-stricken home, I defied
  all the odds and got into Cambridge, and how my lack of self-confidence had squandered that chance. I left with a degree, but with absolutely no sense of direction or purpose as far as my career
  was concerned. I thought about the jobs that I had had and how I’d failed to distinguish myself in any way. I thought about my relationships before marriage and regretted bitterly all the
  tears I had shed and all the time I had wasted stressing and obsessing over men who didn’t value me. I thought about my friendships and how unfulfilling they had been because I’d never
  been able to stand up for myself. I thought about my mum and how I had not been there for her when she died. I thought about my children and berated myself for the bouts of depression I had
  suffered when each was born. I thought about my marriage and how by letting the children have centre stage I was putting my husband in the wings and how little he deserved that. I thought about
  myself as a mother and how little joy I seemed to be getting out of that. I’d look at other mothers all rosy-cheeked and laughing as they played with their children, while I often felt like a
  robot. I made sure my children wanted for nothing and I loved them with a passion, but sometimes my heart was not fully in it.

  I think you get the picture. I was beating myself up for not being the kind of successful, charming, disciplined, clever, rich, accomplished, charismatic, slim and blissfully content yummy mummy
  I had always hoped I would be. I compared myself constantly to other women and always felt I was lacking in some respect. Slowly and gradually a black, impenetrable cloud of disappointment and
  disillusion was descending over me. There had been times in the past when I’d experienced similar black spells, but somehow this one felt more tragic and disappointing, because at my age and
  with the life experiences I had had I really, really, really should have known better. I was getting too old for such self-absorption and self-pity.

  Here’s an extract from my diary, written in April 2005. It pains and embarrasses me to include it here because it is so self-indulgent, but it really does capture the way I felt.

  21 April 2005

  How horrible do I feel today. Let me count the ways. Right up there are feelings of uselessness. Once again I have that feeling that everything I have done so far in my
  life means nothing and everything I do doesn’t matter. I try to get down to my writing but no matter how hard I try to focus it is never good enough. Much worse, I feel like everybody knows
  what a failure I am and I feel so guilty for that because I know I should be more for them. I look at my untidy house and feel like a failure. I go over and over all the times I have let down my
  kids. I stopped breast-feeding my daughter too soon. I didn’t play with my son enough. I feel like a failure as a mother. Then I look at myself in the mirror and wonder why on earth my
  husband stays with me. I’m getting wrinkles and losing my looks and I feel like a failure as a wife.

  I’ve just dropped the kids off at school. It’s only just after nine o’clock and I feel so tired. The day stretches ahead of me and it feels like an overwhelming
  thing. Just washing my hair this morning took it out of me. It’s not just the physical tiredness, I could cope with that, it’s the mental tiredness that knocks me sideways. My mind
  feels so sluggish. I can’t think straight and even remembering the name of my children’s teacher is difficult. I lost my temper this morning with the children too and I regret that.
  Sitting here now writing this I really feel they are better off without me.

  The phone just rang. I know who it is. One of the mums from my son’s school wants to know if he can come round to play this evening. I can’t bear the thought of talking
  to her, and even though I know my son would love to go, I just can’t face it right now. I feel so trapped, so worthless. Things are not going to get better now. Life is passing me by; I am
  existing, not living. Is this it?

  
    It’s a grim read, isn’t it? In the months that followed things didn’t get much better. I was plagued by insomnia, feelings of sudden panic and dread, and constant and
    unrelenting bouts of senseless crying. Some would say I was having a nervous breakdown. Doctors don’t like using the term, but whatever it was called one thing was certain: I was very close
    to the edge. I’d spend hours and hours on the internet doing nothing productive but trying to trace sales of my books, or lack of them as the case may be. I started to get splitting
    headaches. Some days they were so bad I couldn’t function properly. Eventually I went to a doctor. I was convinced I must have some kind of brain tumour. He referred me to an eye
    specialist. I had all the checks but the specialist could find nothing wrong with me, until he asked me how many hours I spent on the computer. When I told him that some days it was in the region
    of eight or so hours he told me that it was very important for me to cut down or at the very least make sure I took breaks every half an hour or so. I was developing a serious case of eye strain.
    I knew he was right but I was so addicted to working online, in fact doing everything online, I knew I wouldn’t be able to kick the habit.

  

  So I limped along for another few months with the only concession being that I started wearing spectacles for computers, driving and television. It did ease the headaches for a while, but it
  didn’t ease my sense of incompleteness, of dissatisfaction.

  And then overnight my headaches and sense of emptiness mysteriously vanished when out of the blue my first angel book hit number nine on the Sunday Times non-fiction paperback bestsellers
  list. Suddenly, I felt a sense of pride and elation. I walked on air for weeks. I started laughing again. I was a happier wife and mother. I got in touch with old friends. After years of trying to
  get an agent for my writing, one actually contacted me and the very real possibility that I could make a living out of my passion for writing reared its head. Emails and stories flooded in from
  excited readers of my book and I felt energised as never before with a sense of purpose and direction. My life mattered. It was clear my angels had a plan for me. This was the moment my life had
  been waiting for.

  My new-found happiness didn’t last very long though. Within three months I was on shaky ground again. Feelings of failure and worthlessness came back like rust and mould. I’d
  forgotten how draining they could be. On the outside things were going well, very well indeed. I had fulfilled a childhood dream of become a successful writer, but even that wasn’t enough to
  keep my head above water. I craved more success and attention. My second angel book came out two months after the first one. Perhaps it was too soon for a second title to come out, and that may
  have been the reason for it not doing so well as the first, but whatever the reason it barely scraped into the top twenty.

  My second book not generating as much interest or sales was a crushing blow. The heaviness was back. I got through the days by putting one foot in front of the other because I really
  didn’t know what else to do, but at the same time I felt like I was going to fall apart at any second. I would wake up in the middle of the night and cry with disappointment. It was like
  someone had pulled a rug from underneath me. I didn’t know what the hell was happening. The best way I can describe it is like being sucked into a vortex, like the Dementors draining their
  victims’ souls in the Harry Potter novels. I didn’t dare tell my husband or family what I was experiencing. I was too ashamed.

  I’m hoping what I have written so far hasn’t shocked you too much, especially if you have read some of my previous books and know that I have a deep and powerful belief in the world
  of spirit and have also said that this belief has saved my life many times over. The reason I am telling you now is because I think it is important for you to know that even though I believe angels
  are real this doesn’t stop doubts, fears and uncertainties from rearing their ugly heads. I think this would be true of anyone who looks up to heaven for inspiration. Yes, there have been
  wonderful highs in my life – moments when heaven shone through and everything made absolute sense and I have been able to rise above material concerns – but there have also been some
  very terrible lows when I have felt trapped and disappointed with myself and my life. Moments when I couldn’t go on, when everything I ever thought was true and gave me a sense of meaning and
  purpose still couldn’t lift me up.

  Even today I still have my anxieties and doubts, but the difference between now and five years ago is that I have finally learned how to cope with them in a way that uplifts and inspires me,
  rather than draining and exhausting me. I guess you could say I have at long last learned how to live in spirit; how to rise above the need for approval, worldly success and status and how to stop
  fear, self-doubt and self-absorption controlling me. It took me over forty-five years to get there, but it was well worth the wait.

  There have been several key moments or turning points in my life but nothing as profound or utterly life-transforming as the one that took place during my first trip to Ireland in late 2006. I
  can honestly say that after that trip my life was never to be the same again. Before, I believed in angels, but I wasn’t sure I could trust them to make me feel at peace with myself. I
  thought of life as something to be endured rather than enjoyed. I thought true happiness and fulfilment weren’t possible in this life. But after that trip I finally learned to trust my angels
  with all my heart and only then did my life in spirit truly begin.

  The stranger who spoke to my heart

  It was a cold November morning when my plane landed at Dublin airport. There had been delays and I was feeling stressed as a busy day of radio interviews and a
  pre-recorded TV interview had been scheduled to promote one of my books. I was nonetheless relishing this interest from the media in my work and there was a flutter of excitement in my stomach. I
  hadn’t felt so alive in years.

  The day went really well. I thoroughly enjoyed every moment and was treated like royalty by the radio and TV stations. As I headed for the airport in my taxi, I felt that I had really come into
  my own. This was the life I wanted to lead. This was what I loved to do. I felt like I was somebody at last. I felt warm from the inside. I was glowing. After I had checked in at the airport I had
  a good hour and a half to wait until my flight back home, so I grabbed a coffee, found a quiet corner and started reading the newspaper. It was blissful to have this time to myself.

  A few minutes later a woman came and sat beside me. At first she annoyed me slightly because I had less room to read my paper; little did I know that this woman was going to change my life for
  ever. Realising I was taking up too much of the seat I shuffled to one side and in the process knocked my coffee over, spilling hot liquid all over my trousers. It really hurt and I cursed out
  loud.

  ‘Are you OK?’ the woman asked, handing me a cotton handkerchief to dry myself. Her voice was rich and musical with an unmistakable Irish accent. I think she was older than me but
  there was something childlike about her. She was dressed in purple and yellow and her delicious perfume filled the air. She was the kind of person who could light up a room. The kind of person I
  always wished I could have been. I felt very boring dressed as I always did almost entirely in black. I’d started wearing black in my teens and try as I might to experiment with colour I
  always found myself going back to black.

  Although my leg was soaked, I hadn’t burned myself seriously and reassured the woman that I would be all right. She wasn’t convinced so I told her again that I would be fine. She
  looked relieved and then startled me by asking if I was going to or had just come from a funeral. I had no idea what she was talking about and then the penny dropped. I was wearing black and she
  assumed it was for a funeral. I laughed and told her that this wasn’t the case and that I had come for a series of radio interviews for a recently published book. She smiled and I thought she
  was going to ask me the title of the book, as most people would, but instead she asked me if I had managed to travel around Ireland while I was here.

  ‘The thought did cross my mind,’ I replied. ‘I’ve often wanted to travel around Ireland and . . .’

  I never finished the sentence because I didn’t know what else to say. I had lived in the UK all my life and apart from the odd holiday abroad and a two-year work assignment in the US had
  never travelled far away from my home. Suddenly, my life felt very small. The lady looked at me earnestly and asked me why I didn’t travel, if it was something I wanted to do. She reminded me
  that I only had one life and she always thought it best to live each day as if it were the only one.

  Her words made me think about how I was living my life. I wasn’t really quite sure. I had a firm belief in the world of spirit and the eternal power of love but this hadn’t stopped
  feelings of restlessness and dissatisfaction creeping up on me in recent years. I found myself asking this woman if she ever worried about the future, or the meaning of her life. Sometimes it is so
  much easier to talk to a stranger, someone who knows nothing about you. She didn’t reply. She just laughed and shrugged her shoulders, and as she did I felt a pang of envy. This woman was so
  carefree. Always a serious, rather earnest, nervous person, I don’t think I had ever really been carefree in my life.

  I think the woman sensed my distress and confusion because she then did something ridiculous but profound. She took back the handkerchief she had given me and turned it over. She pointed to the
  embroidery on the back of the handkerchief and remarked how messy it was. Then she turned it back over and pointed at the beautiful flowers the embroidery had created. ‘That’s how I
  cope with it,’ she said. ‘Life is messy like the back of this handkerchief, but then I turn it around and it all makes sense. I think somewhere, somehow, when things are turned around
  it must all make perfect sense, it must all fit into place to create something beautiful, even the things that feel wrong.’

  There was no stopping me now. I hadn’t been able to talk intimately like this to someone about what really mattered in life for years, certainly not since my mum had died. It felt so
  natural talking to this woman, even though I had no idea who she was. I found myself telling her about my recent bouts of depression. How I lived in fear of them striking at any time. How even when
  things were going right in my life I didn’t feel safe and how I longed to feel safe, secure and certain of who I was and what my life was all about.

  ‘Safe!’ she chuckled. ‘Why would you want safe? There is nothing in this life or even the next that is safe. Everything is a risk and that is what makes everything so
  wonderful. Not knowing how things will turn out or why they happen. If you knew everything that would happen to you think how limiting that would be. If you knew the reason why bad things happen
  that would numb you to the suffering of everyone and everything. I wouldn’t want to live in a world like that where nobody reached out to anybody else, would you? Not knowing is far
  better.’

  There were a few moments of silence as I tried to take in what she was saying. Then she got up and looked right into my eyes.

  ‘You know, a ship is safe in a harbour, a bird in a cage, a tiger in a zoo, but that is not where they are meant to be.’

  There was a flight announcement and we both paused and turned away from each other to try and hear what was being said.

  ‘I’m going now,’ she said. ‘It was good talking to you, Theresa.’

  As if in a daze I got up and watched her walk away. I sat down and realised I didn’t even know her name and I didn’t recall telling her mine. I looked ahead to see if I could call
  out to her but she was nowhere. I looked all around me. This woman had just disappeared. I also noticed that my leg was completely dry and the cup of steaming coffee I thought had been knocked on
  the floor was still sitting on the bench beside me. I picked it up and it was half full. I rubbed my eyes. Was it possible? I could scarcely contain my excitement. Had I imagined the woman or
  fallen asleep and dreamed her? Or had I actually met my guardian angel right here at Dublin airport?

  On the flight back I couldn’t stop thinking about my surreal conversation. I fell into a deep sleep and dreamt about tigers roaming free and ships on stormy seas. I awoke with a gnawing
  feeling in the pit of my stomach. Whether she was a guardian angel or not, one thing was certain: I had felt incredibly close to this woman and been able to open up to her and tell her things I
  would not normally have shared with anyone because we had talked on a soul level. She had not been interested in my books or outward appearance but in what was going on inside me – in who I
  really was. It was a revelation and, guardian angel or not, the impact on my life was nothing short of angelic.

  It suddenly became clear to me in a ‘light-bulb moment’ that the reason for my unhappiness, my constant feelings of disappointment and dissatisfaction, was that my success in writing
  was profoundly affecting my view of myself – my world was still governed by how much others valued me. I was still judging my worth on how the world regarded me, or how I compared to others
  in terms of looks and wealth and status, and that was why my life kept fluctuating between highs and lows.

  I was obsessed with what I thought I wanted rather than what I really needed. I was neglecting my soul and this was making me feel distressed and destructively perfectionist and discontented.
  Not to mention that my focus on status and success was damaging my emotional health and destroying my peace of mind. I had got so caught up in material concerns that I had forgotten the real
  meaning of life.

  How on earth had I let that happen? How on earth had I forgotten the transformative and redemptive power of love and wonder? These feelings add sparkle to life and are heaven-sent. They give
  life its beauty and interest. When they are repressed, life can be deadly empty and unfulfilling. So, if I wanted to escape those feelings of inner emptiness I needed to open my heart and learn to
  see magic in the everyday. I needed to get in touch with my heaven-sent emotions. I had to stop letting my head rule my heart. It was time for me to trust my heart again. It was time for me to
  understand – truly understand – that true happiness is an internal creation and not one that can ever be created by the outside world. Success as a writer was never, ever going to bring
  me true happiness. Being the perfect mother and wife was never going to completely fulfil me. True fulfilment could only come from within by connecting with my inner angel.

  It was all so obvious – so simple – I could not believe I had been so blinkered all these years. Sure, I had had moments of lucidity, but always in the background, this fear of not
  being good enough, rich enough, clever enough or successful enough had made me look outside myself for answers, for approval and for a sense of self-worth, when all along all I needed to do was
  look deep within. My excessive concentration on my work, my achievements or having so-called psychic powers was actually leading me away from the love within me. I did not need to look around me
  for love. I needed to be still and find it within. I did not need to look around me to find angels. I needed to discover my angels within. Only when I could do that would there be no more fear or
  feelings of insecurity and incompleteness.
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