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    All night, all day, angels watchin’ over me, my Lord.


    All night, all day, angels watchin’ over me.




    African-American spiritual




    Dear Angel ever at my side,


    how lovely you must be—


    To leave your home in heaven,


    to guard a child like me.


    When I’m far away from home,


    or maybe hard at play—


    I know you will protect me,


    from harm along the way.


    Your beautiful and shining face,


    I see not, though you’re near.


    The sweetness of your lovely voice,


    I cannot really hear.


    When I pray, you’re praying too,


    Your prayer is just for me.


    But, when I sleep you never do,


    You’re watching over me.




    Frederick W. Faber




    And yet, when I look up at the sky, I somehow feel that everything


    will change for the better. That this cruelty too shall end,


    that peace and tranquillity will return once more.




    Anne Frank








  



    

       

    




    Introduction:


     Saved by an Angel




    Miracles . . . seem to me to rest not so much upon faces or voices or healing power coming suddenly near to us from afar off, but upon our perceptions being made finer, so that for a moment our eyes can see and our ears can hear what is there about us always.




    Willa Cather




    Who will tell whether one happy moment of love or the joy of breathing or walking on a bright morning and smelling the fresh air is not worth all the suffering and effort which life implies?




    Erich Fromm




    Without a doubt angels have saved my life – not once, but many times.




    It used to matter a great deal to me that others believed my story. That isn’t the case today. I’d be lying if I said it didn’t matter at all – as nothing would give me more joy than to open your mind to the life-changing possibility of angels – but as each year passes it matters less and less, because I know it is true. I also know that the angels will find ways to speak to those who need to hear them, and if my story isn’t the catalyst for belief then perhaps something else will be.




    There is, of course, no proof that beings of light are real, just the word of growing numbers of ordinary people, like me, who have experienced them. Even though in the justice system a witness statement is taken as evidence, I’m very aware that this lack of tangible proof remains a source of disbelief, scepticism and frustration for many people; but just because proof of something can’t always be presented does not necessarily mean that it is not real. For instance, love is something we can’t see but no one doubts that it is real and has the power to transform lives. In much the same way, for those whose lives have been touched by the divine there really is no need for proof or explanation, because there is no doubt. The definition of faith, after all, is to believe without proof, and to those who believe, nothing will ever have as much power as their heartfelt trust and faith in a higher power guiding and protecting them.




    Scientists today are also busy discovering and learning about things they believe to be real but cannot prove – curved space, ephemeral matter and liquid time to name a few – and is there a reason why angel experiences should be treated any differently? It could even be said that from a quantum scientist’s perspective, encounters with the invisible realm are simply things that we have yet to understand sufficiently. And it seems that our age-old yearning to understand who and what we are by reaching out to the invisible realm for answers isn’t fading with the advance of modern science and the relentless march of materialism; it is growing stronger. Indeed, interest in angels has reached fever pitch today with countless books, websites, magazines and societies testifying to that interest.




    As if to underline this point, in December 2010, while I was completing this book, newspapers and the internet were reporting that: ‘A third of Britons believe an angel is watching over them.’ According to this new research, 31 per cent of people believe in angels; a sure-fire sign of the deep spiritual need growing within many of us. And it is abundantly clear that the angels are responding to this growing need. They are hearing our heartfelt cries for salvation. They are making themselves known to us as never before through the stories of ordinary people – people like you and me.




    Let’s face it, at times we all need to feel we are being watched over. And this was never more true for me than a couple of decades ago when I was a lonely, penniless twenty-something trying to find a place for myself in the world.




    The room with no view




    A year earlier it had all started so well. I’d left university and got a job at a publishing house working on a subject close to my heart – mind, body and spirit books. I really felt this was the perfect job for me, but a year later the company was taken over and I was offered a small redundancy package. It was a devastating blow. I had to start all over again.




    I applied for jobs but with very little work experience there was absolutely no interest. To make matters worse I didn’t have anywhere to live. I couldn’t live with my boyfriend any more because as soon as I lost my job we broke up, and I couldn’t stay with friends because I had lost touch with almost all of them. You see, my ex had been very jealous and possessive and for the past two years it had been just me and him. I couldn’t go back home to lick my wounds because there was no home to go to after my mum had died the year before. All that was left from her was debt, and piles and piles of papers, books and other possessions in storage to sort out. When I had a job my life had structure, and I could just about cope financially, but without a job my life fell apart. I was in serious trouble.




    So there I was, a jobless, homeless and lonely young woman who felt confused and worthless. With few choices open to me, I used some of the last of my redundancy money to rent a room the size of a broom cupboard in a hostel. In my room with no view there was a single bed, a tiny cupboard and a tiny sink. If I stood up and stretched my arms out to the sides I could almost touch each wall. By far the most depressing thing about it, though, was the smell of dirty laundry that just seemed to be everywhere.




    There were three floors to the hostel, eight people to a floor and only one bathroom per floor. On my first night there was a great deal of commotion because a woman living in the room next door to me had overdosed. The following week a middle-aged man who lived in the room opposite was carried out by paramedics in what looked like a black bin bag. I never found out who he was or how he had died. All I can remember is that he was terribly overweight and looked very unhappy whenever I saw him and there was always an aroma of stale fry-ups coming from his room.




    Trying to stay positive in such a depressing environment was a real challenge. I knew I had to get out, so I put all my energy into applying for a job. Every day brought rejection after rejection and with my redundancy money fast disappearing I knew it was time to sign on. I never did in the end, though, and not because I didn’t want to or need to, but because when I joined the queue at the dole office I was hassled by two guys who had obviously had a lot to drink. They probably were harmless and just as scared and lonely as I was, but I was terrified and didn’t dare go back.




    I knew that I didn’t have the luxury to wait for the kind of publishing job I wanted, so I did anything I could to bring in the cash. I stacked shelves, waitressed, cleaned and did some door-to-door selling on commission. The money I earned was barely enough to pay the rent but it was enough to survive. The touble was that after a few months of this soul-destroying way of life I was permanently hungry and tired. I tried to do some freelance writing but, unable to afford a typewriter, my handwritten features were consistently returned with a polite ‘No thank you’. I tried to apply for jobs, but as time wore on my motivation waned and I couldn’t see the point of filling out endless application forms any more. Basically, I stopped bothering, stopped caring. I was a bit like a robot. I got up, I worked and I went to sleep. Each day blurred into the next.




    It would be an understatement to say that things weren’t going well for me. I really needed to believe my angels were watching over me but even that felt unlikely. I didn’t see, hear or sense anything. I felt totally alone. I’m ashamed to say that on more than one occasion I did wonder if I might be the next person taken out of the house in a black bin bag. Poverty and loneliness were draining the life out of me. I’d love to say I had the strength of spirit to rise above it all, but I didn’t. I wish I could say I found the courage within me to trust in my angels, but again I failed. I was crumbling, fading away into survival mode, and the darkness, cynicism, doubt and despair that kind of existence can bring with it.




    And then something remarkable – astonishing even – happened to pull me out of my rut and renew my faith in myself and in my angels as never before. My salvation came from the most unlikely source. It happened, as has often been the case for me, when I woke up one morning with the images of a dream still fresh in my mind. I’ve always been fascinated by dreams and it was clear that this dream was one I needed to pay attention to because it was so vivid. I can still recall it to this day, twenty-five years later.




    In this dream I ‘met’ a disabled man I used to work for when I was in my late teens and still living at home with Mum. At the time I was trying to home study for my A levels and I did odd jobs, like working as a home help, so I could earn money to help pay the bills. The man was called Mr Rosin and he was someone I very much admired and with whom I had immediately struck up a great rapport. I used to go round to visit him every week to do some light chores, but after a few months the chores became less and less and we would chat more and more. I admired him greatly because all his life he had been severely disabled but this had not stopped him getting qualifications and becoming an inspirational business lecturer at a local college. He used to tell me that he admired my discipline and hard-working approach to life and he was absolutely thrilled for me when, against all the odds and everyone’s expectations, including my own, I got a place at Cambridge. He really believed in me. Looking back, with my father absent for much of my childhood, I see he was a kind of father figure for me at the time. He had so many wonderful anecdotes and was always so positive and encouraging. Spending time with him was a pure joy. He made me feel that just about anything was possible. I always left his house feeling better about myself.




    Regrettably, I lost touch with him when I went to university and in my second year I found out that he had passed over. At the time it made me sad to think I would not catch up with him again, but I couldn’t honestly say that I had thought about him a lot over the years. And yet several years later I had had this vivid dream of him and in my dream he was angry with me. He was telling me to remember who I was, and not to forget the past.




    In the days that followed, the dream lingered in my mind. I couldn’t let it go and it puzzled and saddened me. Was Mr Rosin angry with me in spirit for losing touch with him? Looking back, it had been rather selfish and thoughtless of me. I guess I had been intoxicated by my first taste of life away from home, but this was just an excuse. I should not have lost touch with him and in my heart I asked him to forgive me.




    Or was my dream urging me to discover the inner strength I was clearly lacking? The inner strength, the fighting spirit Mr Rosin had embodied and which he used to say he recognised in me. I started to think about how Mr Rosin would have coped in my situation. It made me feel ashamed again because at least I still had my health. He had been disabled, and the odds were stacked so high against him, but he never felt sorry for himself or gave up on himself like I was doing right now. He never lost his positive spirit and he achieved so much with his life.




    Or was my dream reminding me that my angels had not forgotten me? Mr Rosin had told me to remember who I was. I had, after all, been born into a family of psychics and spiritualists. Surely my belief in the world of spirit, even though I didn’t think I had encountered it myself, should have been my comfort and my guide during this rough time.




    Or, simplest of all, was my dream just reprimanding me for being so self-absorbed? I knew that I should not be crumbling under the pressure. I knew that there were many people in the world far worse off than me – people starving in the third world; people living in countries with corrupt governments; people born with birth defects or disabilities, like Mr Rosin – but however much I tried to remind myself that things could be far worse for me, it didn’t seem to motivate me. I couldn’t stop feeling sorry for myself. I couldn’t step away from myself and my misfortunes. My perspective had shrunk so much. So, instead of inspiring me in the short term, the dream actually had the opposite effect. I felt more like a failure than ever before, and then things took an even greater turn for the worse. One morning, after working an early bird cleaning shift in a restaurant, I was walking back to the hostel when I heard footsteps behind me and felt a hand grab my arm.




    I tried to get away but then I saw that my attacker was carrying a small knife. Immediately I handed over my bag and in a daze watched him run off with what little I had in the world. I just stood there in the street and cried as I have never cried before. I know people walked past, and they probably wondered what this girl was doing standing there sobbing, but nobody stopped. I don’t blame them. They probably thought I was drunk or mad.




    At that moment I wanted to die, or at the very least blot out any form of feeling, and in my mind I pictured myself going to several chemists and buying some sleeping pills. It was a very dark moment in my life.




    Eventually I trudged back to my lodgings. Mercifully, my keys were in my pocket so at least I could get back inside. When I got in I noticed there was a letter for me on the table where the post was laid out. I knew who it was from. It was from an old college friend. I recognised her flowery handwriting immediately. We had kept in touch sporadically over the years but recently I had stopped replying to her letters because I felt such a loser and she was really doing well. She was engaged to be married and had just signed a fantastic five-book deal. I was single and doing a series of jobs I hated.




    I opened the letter and noticed that it was an invitation to her book launch. The post must have been delayed because the invite was for this afternoon. Normally I would have thrown it in the bin, as I didn’t need more salt rubbed in my wounds, but at that moment, for no reason at all, my dream flashed into my mind. I remembered Mr Rosin angrily telling me to not lose sight of my past. On a more material level, I also noticed on the invitation that there were refreshments on offer. My stomach was growling, and I had hardly any money to buy food, so I decided to go.




    I found myself walking to the party. It took me a couple of hours and when I arrived the place was packed. The smell of the food was so tempting. As if in a trance, I headed straight for the buffet and ate and ate and then the worst thing happened: my old friend came up to me and gave me a warm hug. It felt a bit like that scene in the Shirley Valentine movie when the main character feels down and out and bumps into an old classmate who looks gorgeous. My friend looked amazing and I knew I looked terrible, but mercifully she was so taken up with her party that I don’t think she really noticed. What she did do, though, before waltzing off to greet other guests, was introduce me to a friend of hers called Sam.




    To cut a long story short, it turned out that Sam lived in the same area where I used to live with my mum before I went to university. He was a very chatty and animated man, and after discussing the weather, the buffet and how we knew my friend, we both went on to chat to other guests. I didn’t think much of it until a week later when, out of the blue, I got a call from my friend. She told me that Sam had been in touch with her to say that he had been reading his local newspaper and had noticed in the ads section that a solicitor in the area was trying to locate someone of my name. She had even put a copy of the paper in the post so I could see for myself. It all sounded very odd – and I did wonder if it was someone else they were after – but curiosity got the better of my feelings of darkness and despondency, and the following day I called the number given.




    When I called and explained who I was, the solicitor asked me a series of very unusual questions. I was asked about my work as a home help in the area, my home address when I used to live there, and what my interests were. My answers seemed to satisfy him because then he dropped his bombshell. For the past few years his firm had been trying to track me down; nobody had any address to contact me. The reason for the confusion was that when I left university my mum and dad had separated and I changed my surname out of loyalty to Mum as she had always been there for me, whereas my dad never had. My college friend still referred to me by my old name because I had never got round to telling her I had changed it, and this was the name by which she had introduced me to Sam. Mr Rosin would not have been aware of my name change and I had not been aware that he had left me a sum of money in his will – £10,000, to be exact.




    I could not believe my ears when the solicitor told me the news. It was beyond astonishing. It was also incredibly moving because it showed just how much Mr Rosin really had believed in me. He knew that I had had a difficult start in life and he wanted to help me. I still get tears in my eyes to this day when I think about it. Even though the money came at a time when I really needed it, it wasn’t only about the money; it was an even greater gift than that. From beyond the grave, Mr Rosin was telling me that he still believed in me; he felt I was worth something, even if I didn’t.




    Determined to make Mr Rosin proud, I used the money to buy a typewriter and get myself into more decent accommodation, and then I devoted myself to my dream of becoming a freelance writer. I had often talked to Mr Rosin about this dream and now in spirit he was giving me this opportunity to turn it into a reality. It wasn’t easy – nothing worth achieving in life is – but slowly and surely I started to get a steady stream of work, which eventually led to my present career as a fulltime writer.




    So what exactly was it that saved me from a desperate situation and a downward spiral of despair? Was it the money? Was it my friend, or the actions of a helpful stranger? Was it my dream of Mr Rosin, or was it me?




    It was probably a combination of all these things. I certainly needed the money, but I think what I needed more than anything else was an injection of self-belief and hope; just knowing that someone believed in me, cared about me, was truly life-changing. Without my old friend, or the actions of Sam, I might never have found out about the money, and I am deeply grateful to them both for their generosity of spirit, but deep down I think it may well have been my dream of Mr Rosin that was my real salvation.




    I’d lost sight of my angels and dreaming of Mr Rosin a few days before finding out about his unexpected gift to me was just too much of a coincidence. Was it possible that he had reached out to me in spirit? Did he know that I would probably not have gone to that party without him encouraging me to remember my past? If I hadn’t gone I might never have found out about the money left to me. For most of my life I had longed for reassurance from the world of spirit that this life doesn’t end with death – and my longing intensified when my beloved mother died – but I never really felt that I got this solid reassurance. Although I believed in angels, because being born into a family of spiritualists this is what I had been brought up to believe, I still doubted whether they believed in me because I had never actually seen, heard or felt their presence for myself, but after that stunning dream of Mr Rosin it was hard for me to doubt that I had encountered an intersection between earth and heaven. It was hard for me not to believe that the world of spirit had visited me in my dreams. It was hard for me not to believe that this had been a supernatural experience.




    Of course, all I am writing here is with the benefit of hindsight and it would take me many more years to truly believe that it wasn’t all down to chance and that heaven was actually sending me a lifeline, but nonetheless from that moment on my confidence and self-belief grew and the veil between this world and the next gradually began to lift. I went on to have many more supernatural encounters, and as my life changed for the better I made it my mission to collect together in book form stories from people whose lives have also been saved or healed by angels. Some of these awesome stories you will find gathered together for you here in this book.




    Something deeper




    When lives are dramatically saved or healed or people encounter a stroke of incredible good fortune, you’ll often hear the word ‘miracle’ being used. There is a strong belief that a higher power must have been at work. It’s out of our hands. I’m not denying that such miracles can and do occur – and you’ll certainly find breathtaking stories like this here – but what I want to point out is that there are many different kinds of miracles and the most transformative and enduring ones may, in fact, be the ones we don’t pay enough attention to.




    Let me explain. My psychic dream of Mr Rosin wasn’t only the catalyst for the development of my psychic powers; it also led to something perhaps far more important – my spiritual growth. It helped me understand that it is not supernatural encounters that truly matter; what truly matters is what is going on inside you. If your heart is filled with love, kindness, peace and compassion, then something miraculous is already happening. My friendship with Mr Rosin taught me that.




    You see, I do often wonder why Mr Rosin made the decision to leave me some money. When I befriended him I simply enjoyed his company and admired his optimism and determination. He was a role model, and spending time chatting to him a real delight. As for his severe disabilities and physical disfigurements, they were never a problem for me. When I was talking to him I saw only an incredible person with a brilliant mind who happened to be in a wheelchair. I guess I shall never really know the reason why Mr Rosin put me in his will, but I suspect it may have something to do with the fact that, without an agenda, I happily gave my time to talk to him and share my hopes and dreams of the future. It did not occur to me at the time, but in his winter years I may have been the only bright light in his life.




    In other words, I spontaneously and unconditionally gave my time and energy to another person with no strings attached. My mum often used to tell me that as far as unconditional love and kindness is concerned there is always a ripple effect in the world of spirit. Lives are touched and changed as a result. Our reward rarely manifests in material things but in something far greater – spiritual wealth. At the time I thought this was a beautiful and lofty ideal, and I never would have believed that one day I would see this universal law, the ripple effect of kindness, in action; that one day I would be one of those rare and fortunate people who witness the results of their actions while they are still on this earth. I felt truly humbled. My angels were showing me the way forward. If more of my actions, thoughts and feelings were inspired by the same unconditional love, kindness and compassion I gave to Mr Rosin I would never feel spiritually impoverished again, however hard or tough my life got. I would never lose sight of my angels again.




    This was the true life-saving message my angels were sending me. Unless I lived for love and was guided by my heart, I would never truly feel fulfilled. I needed to understand that the journey and the meaning of my life is not about what I achieve, but about how much I have loved. If the motivating force of my life was love, I would never feel alone, abandoned, worthless or afraid any more.




    I thought my unhappiness was due to my dire financial situation, and the fact that my angels seemed to have deserted me, but I was wrong on both counts. You only need to look at the unhappy lives of many celebrities and fabulously rich people to know that money and material things can never bring true and lasting happiness. Sure, the money helped me, and came just at the right time, but it was not the true source of my salvation because, like all material things, it soon ran out, and I needed to find more again. What truly saved me was the beginning of an understanding that there had always been an aspiring angel within me waiting to energise and enrich my life with love and joy. I just hadn’t been able to recognise or see it before because it was hidden by layers of self-doubt, guilt and fear. I had to stop looking around me for salvation, and look within first. There inside me was all the power, all the promise, all the love and all the spirit I needed.




    So, the real magic wasn’t really my psychic dream; the real magic was the spiritual awareness that experience brought me. Just as the room I had been living in had no view, my mind and my heart had shut down and it was my closed mind and heart that had limited me, not my difficult situation. My angels had been with me all along; I had just been looking for them in the wrong place.




    During the many years I’ve been collecting real-life angel stories I’ve noticed that even though the stories are unique, they all have this similar theme of being saved from the inside out. This is even the case for stories of last-minute rescues from physical danger or spontaneous healing when salvation appears to come from an outside source. The encounter typically coincides with a heartfelt prayer, or becomes the catalyst for dramatic change in a person’s life. Sometimes the trigger is direct angelic intervention, but more often than not the transformation, the spiritual awareness, starts from within, and that is when lives are truly saved and healed as a result.




    Another common thread I’ve noticed is that each angel story in itself can also be a messenger of salvation, a trigger for deep spiritual growth. This is because whenever inspiring and life-affirming stories are shared they truly can save the lives of those who read or hear them, even if these people have not had an angel experience themselves, by reassuring them that the power of love and goodness is alive in this world and by reminding them that it is possible for anyone to catch a glimpse of heaven on earth.




    Heaven on earth




    I have always believed in heaven and for as long as I can remember I’ve been in love with the idea of angels. It’s only in the last ten or so years, though, that I have really begun to understand that angels don’t just exist in some lofty spiritual or astral realm that only mediums or psychics can access – they can manifest themselves to anyone with an open heart and mind at any time.




    The key words here are ‘an open mind’. An open mind can lead to new possibilities and with new possibilities comes the prospect of transformation. An open mind can lift the veil between this world and the next. Without an open mind a person’s heart would never be able to recognise the presence of angels in their lives. So, as you read this book – whether you believe in angels or not – all you need to do is open your mind to the possibility that they may be real, and then let the stories weave their magic in your life as they did for the lives of the people you will read about.




    It took me too many long years to realise that all I needed was an open mind and a trusting heart. Growing up in a spiritualist household I longed, yearned to see spirits and angels like my mother, grandmother and brother could. It was like bashing my head against a brick wall. The harder I tried, the further away they seemed to fly and the more alone, useless and disappointed I felt. I had no idea that my angels were with me, and within me, from the very start and that my obsession with whether or not I had the ‘gift’, along with a heavy dose of fear, were closing my eyes, heart and mind to them.




    It’s only really been in the last decade of my life – from my late thirties onwards – that I have begun to understand that while I couldn’t see angels in the way mediums can, all along they were saving my life, offering me glimpses of the divine, through psychic dreams like the one I had of Mr Rosin or through unexpected feelings of love, warmth and joy, inspiring thoughts, stunning coincidences, gentle signs from the other side or through the selfless actions of strangers.




    For example, when I was a little girl did an unseen hand lift my head above the water and save my life when I almost drowned? Years later when I was pregnant with my son and driving towards a junction did my mother in spirit call my name and urge me to turn right instead of left as I’d intended? If I had turned left I would almost certainly have died in a road accident. Was it the love of my angels that gave me the strength to pull through periods of depression and darkness in my life following the death of my mother and again when I had my children? Did an angel save my baby son from falling down a flight of stairs?




    I could go on and on with other remarkable instances when I believe angels have saved me. And perhaps the most astonishing thing in all this is that I am no medium or angel lady – I am an ordinary forty-something mum of two with no remarkable psychic powers – but despite this lack of ‘sight’, miraculous things have happened to me, and continue to happen, that I can’t explain. This has led me to believe that each one of us is born with the ability to catch a glimpse of heaven on earth, and that even though hardship, poverty, loss and layers of self-doubt, pessimism and fear can stop us believing we all have a lifeline, we can all find ways to cut through the layers. We can all look deep inside our hearts and rediscover our belief in angels and the spiritual healing or sense of wholeness that is our birthright, our meaning and our true salvation.




    All of us at times in our lives, even those who seem to be blessed with every good fortune, cannot escape a feeling of ‘is this it?’ – an emptiness, a yearning for meaning, or something more than the everyday reality. Sometimes this feeling is like a longing to be rescued or transported to another time and place, a place where there is no fear and struggle, only magic and love. The rational part of our nature cannot see this place, but our hearts can sense that it has something to do with heaven or nirvana, or whatever name we give it. Deep inside each one of us our spirit longs to find a piece of this bliss on earth.




    The wonderful news is that more and more ordinary people, like me and you, are catching their own glimpse of heaven on earth – and as this book will make clear, angels are saving people’s lives and miracles are happening all the time. Sure, there are astonishing people who actually see angels or the spirits of those who have passed over, but as I never tire of pointing out, this is extremely unusual. It is far more usual to remember a fragment of a dream or to experience a profound flash of insight or inspiration. Also common are dazzling coincidences, meaningful signs, such as the appearance of a white feather at significant times, familiar scents or sounds or simple but incredibly comforting feelings of warmth and support during periods of loneliness, loss or trauma. And sometimes angels will manifest themselves through animals, or children, or through the spirits of departed loved ones consciously or unconsciously guided from a higher realm.




    The possibilities for love and goodness to reveal themselves in this life, and offer tempting glimpses of the next, are without end but, to risk repeating myself, until we understand that the most powerful way to discover heaven is from within, because it is the angel inside us who can point the way to all other angels, we will never feel truly comforted and supported. In other words, experiencing supernatural encounters, or chasing after evidence of spirits, can’t ever change or save your life. It isn’t the answer. True joy springs from the angel within you and is not dependent on any external circumstances, person or condition. So, if you take anything away from this book I hope it will be to switch your focus away from uncovering so-called proof of angelic intervention and move it towards the aspiring angel that I know is within you.




    You may wonder how I can be so sure that there is an aspiring angel within you and my answer is simple. I’m sure because you are holding this book in your hands. I don’t know how you came across it – perhaps you bought it, were given it or found it lying around somewhere – but however you came to be reading it the angel within you guided you towards it. Incredible, really, when you think of the millions of other books out there that you could be reading. It’s beyond coincidence. Believe me, you were meant to read it.




    The angel inside you is guiding you every step of the way. It is guiding you right now as you read this and when you let heaven guide you in this way you can’t go wrong; you discover a meaning and a fulfilment to your life that you have always been longing for. Whether you have encountered celestial beings or not, the fact that you are drawn to the idea of them is an expression of your essential goodness and divinity. You are already on the right path. Sure, it is not always possible to stay on the right path. All of us will have times when we stray into doubt and weakness or make the wrong choices, but that spark of essential goodness within us will never completely go out and if we can make the choice to follow it, however far we have strayed away, it will always save us. It will always guide us back towards the light.




    Lighting up the world




    And the more you welcome angels into your life, the more you light up the world for everyone else.




    People all over the world today are awakening to the presence of angels, as I discovered first-hand when I started writing about angels. I began to receive countless letters and emails from people all firm in their belief that angelic intervention is not only possible but happens every day. These communications came from people of all backgrounds, faiths and cultures, proving that angels are truly non-denominational and are at long last emerging from religious strongholds and breaking through into the homes and hearts of ordinary people all over the world.




    And the time has never been more right for angels to break through into our homes and hearts. Despite incredible technological, medical and material advances, our world remains full of pain, suffering and injustice. We are so used to the media screening terrible images of starving children, polluted landscapes and poverty-stricken communities that we are in danger of becoming desensitised. We urgently need to be reminded that there is still love and hope and compassion in the world and that the forces of goodness are more than a match for sadness, cruelty and pain. We urgently need to be reminded that each one of us, in our own unique way, can be a force for good. By dipping into the lives of ordinary people and showing them that they are stronger, more powerful and more magical than they ever thought they could be, our angels are reminding us that the goodness and justice we thought had been long forgotten still exists. They are guiding us to a new age, a new beginning. They are making themselves known to ordinary people – regardless of religion, background and culture – through astonishing but easily understood stories, because we have never needed to hear them as much as we do now.




    The pages of this book




    As you read the pages of this book prepare to be astonished, surprised, moved, and inspired – as I never fail to be – by the true stories of people whose bodies and spirits have been saved in some remarkable way by their guardian angel. In addition to the themes of deliverance, rescue, recovery or escape, another common narrative thread is that, to the best of my knowledge, all the stories you will read are true. In their own way they show just some of the visible and invisible ways in which angels reach out to us. Some of them will astonish you, some will puzzle you; some will move you and some may stretch your belief, but I have no reason to doubt the integrity of the people who gave me permission to share their experiences with you here. In some cases names and other details have been changed to protect identities, but I can assure you that in the great majority of cases the people who sent in their stories are ordinary people with ordinary lives, jobs and relationships. They are as real as real can be.




    You’ll read stories of dramatic and inexplicable rescues from danger or certain death, of well-timed coincidences or premonitions saving lives, coincidences that can only be explained by the existence of a higher power. There are also stories of angels working their magic through the spirits of loved ones, of angels simply bringing healing, comfort and warmth to those who feel that all hope is lost. Again, don’t fall into the trap of thinking you need to be religious, psychic or a medium to see angels. Few of the people who submitted these stories would claim to have any special psychic or mediumistic powers. Some were religious, but others were not. Like more and more people these days they were spiritually inclined and believed in something, but they were not sure what. And last, but by no means least, there were those who believed in nothing at all until an angel stepped into their lives and changed everything. As always, it is a huge honour to share these deeply personal stories with a wider readership, and if you have been in touch with me to send me a story and don’t find it here, forgive me, it is simply because time and space would not allow it, this time . . .




    But just before I launch into these brilliant stories, in the first chapter of this book I’d like to share a little more of my own psychic journey with you. As in all my books I feel it is important for you to get a continuing sense of who I am, where I am coming from and why writing about angels is my passion. I hope my story will once again remind you that anyone – however unworthy or unqualified or sceptical, insecure and doubting of their psychic powers they may feel – can wake up one day and be saved by an angel.








  



    

       

    




    CHAPTER ONE




    My Redemption




    Some people are so afraid to die that they never begin to live.




    Henry Van Dyke




    People living deeply have no fear of death.




    Anaïs Nin




    I will admit it. I’m scared of dying. I am very afraid. Sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night with an anxiety attack. This confession may surprise you, especially if you have read some of my previous books because you’ll know that I believe wholeheartedly in an afterlife. I believe each one of us has a guardian angel who watches over us in this life and the next. I believe that angels can speak to us through our thoughts, feelings, hopes and dreams as well as through animals, other people and the spirits of loved ones who have passed to the other side. I believe they can also reveal themselves to us through coincidences and other gentle signs that have personal meaning to us.
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