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  INTRODUCTION




  In the beginning




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                

                  

                    What happens on earth is only the beginning.




                    Mitch Albom


                  


                


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  I was born into a family of psychics and spiritualists; some of my earliest, brightest memories are of sitting in the back of a room as my

  great-aunt Rose did her demonstrations. My grandmother and mother also had the gift of sensing and communicating with spirits – it was just the way things were in our family. So it

  won’t come as a shock for you to know that I have a strong belief in the afterlife, that I believe it is possible to talk to departed loved ones. I’ve written many books now on the

  subject, I gather wonderful and incredible stories from readers, I seek out the best research and studies that look into the possibility of there being an existence beyond this life. Unlike the

  other women in my family, I didn’t have personal experience of the afterlife until I was well into my thirties, and I’ve had my fair share of doubt along my own journey. But somehow, I

  always believed there was something beyond, that our loved ones do look out for us, and sometimes connect with us to help comfort us, give us a boost or occasionally nudge us in the right

  direction.




  There are invisible and in rare cases visible lines of communication between living and dead and this book will illuminate them. However, the book is not just about speaking to and seeing

  departed loved ones, it is also about how to listen to the voice of heaven in our daily lives. It is about the transformative power of eternal love and a reminder that miracles can and do happen in

  everyday life. You know that feeling when a bird joins you on your walk, when you pick up the phone to call your loved one and they are already there, or when a stranger is kind just at the moment

  you needed comfort. These are the moments that bring heaven closer to us.




  Since the beginning of time human beings have sought to communicate with departed loved ones, believing that their spirits survive bodily death. The ancient Egyptians believed that death was a

  transition to a new life, and that if they were judged favourably, then they would be reborn into the afterlife. The ancient Romans believed that this mortal life was only a preparation for the

  spirit to then take its place in the heavens, the Milky Way. For the Maoris of New Zealand, death traditionally represented a journey and the hope was to be reunited with loved ones who had already

  made the journey, while Buddhists believe that the soul will be reborn over and over in different bodies. For traditional aborigines, the spirit world was interwoven with the physical world, rather

  than being two completely separate realms. In this way, death signified the end of one’s physical life, while the spirit would then be released to return to the ancestors and back to the

  land. Christians have held a variety of beliefs over the centuries about the existence of heaven and hell, the common belief being that there is an afterlife, the question more often being where

  this might be.




  In the past, connecting and communicating with heaven or the afterlife was often an integral part of a culture’s customs – but where does that leave us in the modern world? What if

  you have questions and need the advice of those in spirit? This has been my work for the past two decades, letting people know that the afterlife is real and that there are ways in which we can

  communicate with heaven when we need guidance, comfort or hope. Spirits do watch over us, or sometimes come to our side with a message or a sign to help us out.




  All too often, communicating with heaven is associated with prayer and whenever the word prayer is mentioned the word religion is not far behind – but it has also been my life’s work

  to show that although being religious is a legitimate path to spiritual growth and fulfilment, it is not the only path. Religion and spirituality can be connected but they are not the same thing.

  In other words, you do not need to be religious to talk to heaven and prayer is not the only way to connect with the other side. All you need is the ability to open your mind, your heart and your

  eyes to the possibility that this life is not all that there is. If you can do that, heaven will find ways to speak to you.




  It is by engaging in conversations, in any kind of communication, that we seek to understand, and in this case we seek to understand the biggest mystery of all, which is death and the

  possibility of the afterlife. Communication is the process by which we begin to help ourselves make sense of this world and beyond. It is how we connect, and, in some ways, it is when we allow

  ourselves to really consider death, because we have lost a loved one, that we connect with our own life.




  Think of all the varied ways in which we communicate. With words, we might speak to one another, or write or sing. We can communicate through touch, through feelings, intuition or symbols. Think

  of how much communication there is in our eyes and in a smile. We may simply make a connection or have a conversation with the afterlife quietly in our hearts while we are walking in nature or

  through a sacred space. We may take a moment at the end of the day or as we open our eyes in the morning to spare a thought for a loved one. We might see something that reminds us of them – a

  butterfly, a book, the words of a song on the radio. These encounters give us a chance to keep our relationships alive while also allowing ourselves to grieve for the loss.




  This book will show you that can you can speak to those on the other side; they can guide and protect you and give you the inspiration you need during difficult times in your life. Contact with

  spirit can be very healing as it is always loving and good, and also just the belief that we are being watched over is a source of great comfort and support. You will see in these pages that heaven

  can speak to you and that you can start the conversation too. I hope they may open up more of the world to you and give you extra courage to live the life you dream of.




  I hope that by reading this book, and the many wonderful experiences that people send to me, your mind will open up to the possibilities of what the afterlife can offer us. As we open our minds

  to what could be, we are often given a key to our own intuition, we notice the signs put in our path and hear the messages being conveyed to us. A closed mind is a mind that cannot grow or

  change. An open mind, however, is a transformative mind that can cross the bridge between this life and the next, where time does not exist and life does not end with death.




  The types of conversations that we will read about in the following pages are stories of connection and inspiration; they are remembrances. In today’s time-poor world, we rush even in our

  grieving, and we have lost many of our sacred spaces. These stories are reminders to go ahead and give those who have passed from our lives that special time and space in our heart. Thousands of

  years ago, before the first cities were built, people created spaces where they would commune with the ancestors; this was so they could learn from the spirits, sense their energy and the purpose

  in their own life. I think that is just what is happening today when people feel a connection with the afterlife. They are sharing a moment, a bond of love, support and memories. When we think of

  our loved ones who are no longer with us, we think of all the amazing lessons they taught us, and how they would remind us not to take this wonderful chance at life for granted. Through their love,

  they give us the courage to be ourselves, to try our best, come what may.




  So, if you are ready to open your mind and your heart to the possibility of the afterlife and find your own unique way to connect to the world of spirit, let’s begin . . .




  







  CHAPTER ONE




  Making contact




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                

                  

                    When hearts listen, heaven sings.




                    Anonymous


                  


                


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  As my readers will know, my belief in heaven is strong but to this day I still have moments of great doubt and times of deep depression when there

  seems to be no light at the end of the tunnel – no connection to the other side, just silence and emptiness.




  My great-aunt, grandmother, mother and brother all had the gift of second sight. I longed to be like them, but however much I studied or absorbed knowledge on the subject, even attending a

  number of classes to develop my psychic skills, I never saw anything or had any kind of contact with the afterlife.




  When my mother died, like so many people I was completely unprepared for the loss and the unbearable pain. But rather than allow myself to go through the natural grieving process, I put all my

  emotional energies into looking for signs from my mother. I knew that death wasn’t the end, but I just couldn’t understand why she wouldn’t come to me or show me in some way that

  this was the case. I became so fixated that I pushed down my grief and I now realise this was exactly why I wasn’t ready to be contacted. At the time I didn’t have the awareness to

  understand this and I felt completely helpless and alone, so much so that I almost lost my beliefs. Because I suppressed my grief rather than accepting it, I was almost overwhelmed by it and found

  myself in a deep depression.




  For anyone who is unfamiliar with depression, it is like falling into a deep, dark hole. Your life becomes a void; it feels like everything is collapsing. For me, there was an overwhelming sense

  of darkness. Depression is lonely; days go by in slow motion. I felt trapped, as if there was no way out, I lost all my energy and my hopes were replaced by fear and anxiety about every little

  thing. I was able to hide my pain from others most days, going through the motions, but I was caught in a downward spiral, unable to connect with my life.




  And then, my mother paid me a visit in my dreams. All she did was come into my room and tidy it up for me, but how symbolic, as my life was literally in a mess. She looked great – healthy

  and happy and vital. It was a gentle first contact but incredibly vivid and realistic compared with my usual dreams. It was a dose of comfort that gave me the strength I needed to get up in the

  morning and begin to turn a corner; to get my life back on track.




  I was already a writer by this point in my career, and I’ll never know why for sure, but it was at this time that I started to collect afterlife stories and write books about them. The

  experiences I’ve been lucky enough to read about in the years since have filled me with joy, hope and continued fascination. And years after that dream visit by my mother she made tangible

  contact with me for the first time in a night vision. This time she talked to me and I was able to touch her and talk back to her. We had a proper conversation. My mother wanted to let me know that

  she was always there watching over me and that I must now take the right path.




  Just a day later I was driving behind two lorries and as we came up to a junction something told me to go the opposite way, even though it was the wrong direction for my destination. Later that

  evening I turned on the news to discover the lorries had been in a crash, which had involved the cars behind them too. Very sadly people had died in the crash and I was stunned; something inside me

  had said to go the other way and this might have saved my life.




  From that day I felt that my eyes, my mind and my heart had truly been opened. I was so much more aware of the messages in my dreams and my intuition. I noticed coincidences more and I noticed

  life more. In its own way, grief so often turns out to be something of a gift in a spiritual sense – it brings us to stillness, sometimes even to our knees, and at the point we reach out

  genuinely, we begin the conversation.




  

    

      

        

          Everything has its wonders, even darkness and silence, and I learn, whatever state I may be in, therein to be content.




          Helen Keller


        


      


    


  




  For me, my impatience growing up, and then putting off my grief in my longing to be contacted by my mother, were blocks to seeing what was right in front of me, that I could

  simply embrace the fact that celestial beings are all around us and we can talk to them whenever we want. For some people they might actually appear in the traditional angel form, with wings and a

  halo, or in the forms of departed loved ones. And there are lots of subtler signs too, from white feathers to amazing coincidences, from a thought, a feeling or dream, to a whisper or a touch that

  comes out of nowhere.




  Heaven-sent spirits are also there to help heal and support us in our darker times. Although they are not able to take away all tragedy and pain, they are a reminder of pure goodness and love.

  Last year I had one of my black times again: when I hear about so much death and cruelty on the news I wonder if I have created a fairy tale. Perhaps the atheists are right, I thought, and my

  belief in the afterlife a pathetic fantasy. Perhaps all the wonderful experiences or angel-saved-me moments mentioned in my previous books were simply a matter of random chance. This book was due

  but I could not bring myself to write it. I did not feel worthy. My readers deserved better.




  With my children entering their teenage years and the economy so bad, I worried excessively about their future prospects of happiness and success in work and life in an increasingly bleak and

  depressing world. Coupled with my anxiety about getting older and reaching the big five-o, the darkness I had felt after my mother died was back and I didn’t know what to do to pull myself

  out of its grasp.




  With both my parents deceased and never having had close links to other relatives, I had no spiritualist family members to talk to about my doubts and fears and felt increasingly isolated. My

  husband was a tower of strength but what I needed was some spiritual support. I missed my mother’s wisdom and begged for a sign that she was close by but nothing came – this sent me

  into even deeper depression. Then when I was at the lowest ebb, hope and light returned through a series of wonderful coincidences . . .




  It began with a dream: I was back in primary school, aware that the year was 1976. I was looking for my mother but never found her. I did, however, find a room with her name on the door but the

  name was not her married name, it was her maiden name. When I woke up I could not get the dream out of my head. I found myself idly Googling my old primary school and found mention of it on Friends

  Reunited. There was a series of photos and I scrolled through and then got the shock of my life when I saw one that was dated 1976. It was a photograph of the staff and there in the front row was

  the unmistakable face of my mother. She had been a supply teacher at the school on and off for many years, and would not normally have been included in the photos but for some reason that year she

  was. This was the most amazing shock, as I had never seen the photo before. I have only three or four surviving photos of my mother as, when she died, I was in my early twenties and it was a time

  of personal poverty and chaos. In the photo she was smiling broadly and I felt that she was sending me a message to let me know she wasn’t far away.




  The magic of spiritual connection didn’t stop there – I went back and thought through every detail of my dream, including the prominent feature of the nameplate using her maiden

  name. I Googled it and was flabbergasted to find her name on a family tree created by a very distant relative in Holland who was trying to reconstruct his ancestry on the internet. My mum lived and

  died without the internet, so I had always assumed there was no record of her online. There was an email address, so I got in touch and, to cut a long story short, this person put me in touch with

  the children of my mother’s sister. I knew I had relatives in Holland but as there had been a falling out between my mum and her sister I had never had any contact with them and didn’t

  even know their names. In the space of a week, I went from feeling isolated to being surrounded by five Dutch cousins all keen to make contact and interested in matters spiritual! I wasn’t

  alone. I had family – a huge family – and from beyond the grave Mum had reached out and spoken to me in my dream to let me know that I was part of something bigger and that my life did

  have meaning and that she was closer to me than ever before.




  This remarkable experience fired me up as never before, and after dragging my heels for a year or two with my spiritual writing, it inspired me to finally get down to things and create this

  book. Throughout my writing sabbatical the letters and emails had continued to pour in and, to my shame, I had not been as diligent in replying as I had in previous years. I stopped delaying and

  began to reply to them all in earnest. As I read each letter my connection to the world of spirit was renewed and strengthened time and time again. My world felt right again. The people writing to

  me were like beacons of light and hope – reminding me yet again that heaven exists on earth.




  I wanted to write a book to help people going through periods of doubt, isolation and despair similar to the one I had experienced and also to help them discover their own ways to reconnect with

  heaven. I wanted to publish the many wonderful stories people had continued to send me even when I was doubting myself, as all these stories are amazing reminders that heaven can speak in countless

  different ways.




  About the stories in this book




  All the stories are by ordinary people who have had extraordinary experiences. I myself am not a psychic, a medium or an ‘angel lady’. I am an ordinary mum of two

  children who has had some amazing experiences.




  I feel very lucky to believe in heaven; to know that every one of us has a guardian angel who watches over us during our life, a source of comfort in dark times, who may shine a light on our

  thoughts and help us along our path if we have the courage to ask. An open mind and heart dissolve the barrier between heaven and earth; indeed we may be fortunate enough to glimpse a moment of

  heaven on earth – in a fleeting sensation, when we gasp at a coincidence, perhaps as a visitor in our dreams or in signs that cross our path unexpectedly, when we feel protected,

  encouraged or inspired by a presence not quite of this physical world. This belief is a gift to me.




  Here is just one example of when I have been blessed by the presence of heaven in my life. When I was younger I developed an obsession with, or even an addiction to, exercise. It might not sound

  like something to be very worried about, but it was really beginning to affect my life. Not that I realized that at the time; I felt like exercise was the one thing in my life that I could both

  rely on and that I could have control over. But in reality it was getting out of control and I was completely dependent on exercise for my self-esteem and to feel okay about the day ahead. I would

  run for hours, and if for some reason I couldn’t run I would spend all my time working out in my head how I would make up for the lost exercise the next day. Like any addiction, I began to

  need more to feel the same way, until finally I couldn’t get the same feelings of being in control because I’d given over responsibility for my sense of self to something that could

  never make me happy or bring me contentment, however much I thought I wanted it to.




  At the height of this obsessive behaviour I was running my usual route in the morning when I had to suddenly stop to tie my laces. I was just by a bench, and sitting there were two women in

  identical blue coats. I couldn’t help but hear one woman say to the other that thank goodness I’d been made to stop by my laces untying, that she wished I would stop more often as I

  looked miserable when I was running. I was indignant, and put on a big (fake) smile as I ran past them and continued on my way.




  The next day I couldn’t believe it but my lace came undone at the exact same spot, except this time I didn’t see it and took a tumble. A kind man leapt up from the bench and helped

  me to my feet, guiding me to sit down on the seat and catch my breath. We were sitting just where the two women had been the day before. We got chatting and the man said he also saw me running

  quite often as he liked to walk early in the morning; he said he thought I must be very disciplined and admired that quality. I told him about the two women from the previous day and how

  they’d been less than complimentary; as I described how they were wearing identical blue coats he stopped me and looked shocked by what I’d said. ‘You know, my wife and her twin

  sister died in a car accident together and they always wore the same blue coats. You must be a messenger, chosen to let me know that they are here with me in some way and that they’re clearly

  okay! This is such a gift, thank you.’




  The man looked so at peace – what a great moment here on earth. And I decided to listen to the message for me, too. I walked home that day and took my time to look at my surroundings with

  open eyes once again, rather than running blindly past everything. In time I was able to be much more balanced about my health and exercise and it turns out that I started to smile a lot more too

  – not with my teeth but with my heart. I stopped constantly searching for happiness on the outside and began to notice it within. There was a great deal of pain there too, but I began to let

  myself heal, I began to let go of my old ideas of perfection and replaced self-criticism with more acceptance and love. I’ll never forget how a message from heaven helped me to begin to

  change my life that day. These are the moments when things shift, when we discover a sense of freedom and embrace the potential for life to be transformed. Spiritual development is, after all,

  development of the self.




  It is a common and understandable mistake to think that you need to be psychic or have a special gift to communicate with heaven, but heaven can be glimpsed by anyone. Heaven does not

  discriminate! All of the people who have sent their stories are ordinary people with ordinary lives and a number of them were not even religious or spiritual before their experience – but

  something extraordinary happened to convince them that heaven spoke to them and changed their lives for ever and all wanted their stories to be shared with my readers in the hope that they would

  offer comfort, hope, inspiration and guidance. All of the stories are to the best of my knowledge true accounts – I have no reason to doubt the honesty of the people who write to me. Some

  stories have been edited and names changed if personal identity needs to be protected or I felt strongly that it would be best to give another name due to the personal nature of the experiences,

  but all the accounts are real and true as far as I know.




  A time for heaven




  There is a time for all things and never has the time been so right for heaven to reveal itself and reach out to us than right now. I have been gathering stories of experiences

  with angels and the spirit world for many years and have noticed how it seems to be a growing movement, even in an era when we might think that science and reason would be more likely to be gaining

  ground over faith and mystery. While there has been a decline in religion I think there has been a surge in spiritual hunger, a desire to find the meaning, goodness and love in our world during

  such turbulent times. For me, it’s almost like the spirits have launched a concerted campaign; they know the time is right. So if we are ever feeling confused, lonely or fearful we can

  remember pure spiritual beings are right there with us, surrounding us with love and compassion.




  I find it fascinating even how readers are often guided to my books in mysterious ways – as a gift or left on the Tube or in a library when they are searching for something else. Each

  person reading this book is meant to be reading this book.




  About this book




  Working on this book has once again renewed and revitalized my connection to the world of spirit and helped me look back on my life again and realize that even though I thought

  heaven wasn’t with me it was there all along – I just didn’t know how to recognize it. I sincerely hope that reading this book will help you recognize when heaven is calling and

  serve as a catalyst for your belief by showing you that anyone can open their heart and their mind and hear the voice of heaven loud and clear.




  The chapters that follow in this book will explore some of the awe-inspiring stories about communicating with the other side that have been sent to me in recent years. There will also be advice

  about how to recognize, talk to and, most important of all, listen to heaven. Chapters Two to Five will look at perhaps the most common ways heaven can speak to us and those are through our

  intuition, our dreams and through coincidences and signs, and, in rare cases, visions of angels and spirits. Each chapter will be punctuated with stories from my readers. Chapter Six, however, will

  turn the spotlight on you. This chapter will look at how you can have your own conversations with heaven. I have written this especially for those who feel they haven’t caught a glimpse of

  heaven yet and don’t understand why.




  Anyone, whatever their age, background, religious beliefs or lack of them, can catch a glimpse of heaven on earth. This isn’t a privilege reserved for the select few, or the most devout,

  religious or pure! All of us are born with the ability to see spirit in one way or another if we know how and where to look. Think of this book as your guide – where we shall highlight some

  of the signposts that it is possible to use as pointers to heaven.




  

    

      

        

          I’m trying to free your mind, Neo. But I can only show you the door. You’re the one who has to walk through it.




          Morpheus, The Matrix


        


      


    


  




  







  CHAPTER TWO




  When heaven speaks




  

    

      

        Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.




        Anonymous


      


    


  




  Communication is how we connect; it is how we understand each other and guide each other. Of course, the most obvious way we communicate is through

  language, in particular speech, but there are so many ways in which we are able to have conversations with heaven. We may connect through our dreams; sometimes heaven leaves signs for us through

  objects like feathers, through animals and birds who come to our side, or through coincidences. Sometimes the conversation takes place deep within ourselves – suddenly we feel a heightened

  sense of intuition or that we seem to have direct access to our wisdom, lighting our path for us.




  In this chapter we will explore some of more common ways to hear heaven speak and how you can gain inspiration to move forward by listening to and talking to the world of spirit. There are the

  times when people experience an incredibly dramatic divine intervention and believe that their lives or the lives of those close to them have been saved by some kind of sign or message from heaven.

  And then there are the many more subtle ways in which we might have our attention caught by a message from heaven; when heaven speaks to us through intuition, coincidences and in answer to our

  prayers or questions.




  What is consistent throughout all types of heavenly communication is that underlying it all is a language based on love. Feelings are the primary language of celestial beings. When heaven

  reaches out to touch us in some way, we often feel an emotional embrace. We feel safe and peaceful; our inner strength, confidence and courage are nourished. We might sense the presence of spirits

  giving us a helping hand, or we might suddenly have a moment of pure clarity, a flash of insight that means we know which direction to go in. As we reach out through our prayers, by which I

  don’t automatically mean religious prayers, but simply when we ask for help or send out our love to others in need, we may receive an answer in the form of a good friend turning up on our

  doorstep, or in a sentence that stares us in the face as a book falls open. There are so many ways for heaven to send us a message; we’re watching, listening and in touch with all our senses

  so that we might be open to receiving a bit of heavenly help.




  There are many well-known stories of people being saved by heaven or visited by spirits or heavenly guides, of people surviving against all human odds. I would like to share some of the stories

  that might not have been reported in the papers but that have been sent to me by everyday people over the years. To me, they show how the most extraordinary things can happen to any one of us.

  These types of experiences are rare, and heaven is much more likely to speak with us in more subtle ways, such as through coincidences and help that suddenly appears, as if out of nowhere. But I do

  find these stories so uplifting and inspiring that I wanted to share a couple with you now.




  One of the most intriguing stories I was sent a few years ago came from a gentleman called Arnie:




  A silver gift from my twin




  

    

      I am writing to tell you about the time I nearly died.




      When I was thirty-three, I was diagnosed with colon cancer. I had begun to notice very early signs in my late twenties. I had been a really athletic person, a keen runner and

      weekend footballer; I had even run a few marathons. But I had started to feel less well and began to have minor problems ‘down there’; as a typical man I was too embarrassed to go

      to my doctor and also I tended to dismiss my symptoms as probably being haemorrhoids or something like that. It was only when the pain continued to get worse that I knew something could be

      seriously wrong. Unfortunately by the time I was diagnosed, the cancer had already spread to my liver and I was given only six months to a year to live.




      As a young man, I had always thought I was invincible and I just didn’t know how to handle this kind of news. I found myself in full-blown denial, trying to carry on as if

      nothing had changed. But I was very ill – quickly I became so frail that the inevitable happened and I was taken into hospital. I didn’t cope well with being faced by such a grim

      reality so suddenly and I sank into depression. Any fight to survive that had been with me up until that point just drained away, I couldn’t even face being visited by family and friends

      as I had no brave face to put on the situation.




      So you see, I wasn’t one of those people you read about who show amazing courage when faced with their own death. I was scared, lonely and even managed to push away the

      very people who loved me and wanted to be there to support and care for me. I felt like death would be a release from all the distress for everyone; I would even go to sleep longing not to wake

      up the next day, and as I did awake tears would fall down my cheeks as I just didn’t know how to face the day.




      Then one day, as I lay awake in my hospital bed, something I believe to be incredible happened. A man who I had never seen but vaguely recognized as he looked a little bit like

      me walked into my room. I just thought he was a nurse; he busied himself tidying the room a bit before he came to sit on the edge of my bed. He sat there for a while, then delved into his

      pockets and produced a little silver angel figure, which he gave to me. He told me that I should hold on to it whenever I was feeling lost or without hope, and then he left.




      Just then, a nurse I recognized came in. She must have seen the strange man and so I asked her if she knew him. She looked at me like I was daft – surely it was my

      brother, she said, he looked exactly like me. Well, I couldn’t get him out of my head all day, and later that evening when my mother noticed the little angel on the bedside table I told

      her about the strange events of the day. She went white as a sheet as I described how the nurse assumed we were brothers, we looked so alike. I asked her what was wrong and after a deep breath

      she told me a piece of news she had kept from me my whole life out of kindness and wanting to protect me. I had had a twin brother, who died only minutes after we were born. My mother had been

      a twin herself, and her sister too had died at birth. She had known about her twin and as this knowledge had always been such a great source of grief and guilt to her, she had wanted to spare

      me from the same pain.




      It was an extraordinary turning point for me. I can’t explain exactly what happened, but from that day my mental focus changed and my health began to improve. I held on to

      that little angel every time I felt in need of support or courage. I started to engage in the healing process and began to practise visualization, began to get out of bed more often and try to

      eat to help improve my strength.




      A few months later I had all the usual checks and tests. I was used to these appointments and previously all the doctor could do was to tell me they would keep doing whatever

      was possible, while looking apologetic. This time was different. The doctor looked confused, but there was a different glimmer in his eye. A second doctor was called in to check all the test

      results. Tell me what’s the matter, I said, whereupon they told me that was the thing, they couldn’t find anything wrong at all.




      The cancer had gone. The doctors called it ‘spontaneous regression’, which is really another way of saying ‘miracle’.


    


  




  By his own admission, Arnie was a regular guy; he was a football-playing young man who was terrified by his illness and was beginning to isolate himself even from those who

  loved him a great deal. This is a story of amazing transformation, the theme that runs throughout this book and the incredible stories within. Even in our darkest moments, and this was the darkest

  time imaginable for Arnie in his young life, there is the potential for love to enter and give us the courage to act or think differently. Through his brother’s visit and gift, Arnie found

  the inner strength to take a completely different emotional, mental and physical approach to his illness.




  Perhaps Arnie’s brother was there to tell him that it didn’t need to be his time yet. At other times, the appearance of spirits or angels – which in my mind are one and the

  same thing – is a reassuring sign that it’s okay to embrace death when it is the right time. There is a lovely passage in Elisabeth Kübler-Ross’s book On Grief and

  Grieving in which a woman who is very ill in hospital tells her husband that she is happy because she has just talked with heavenly guides. The doctor takes this news badly, saying,

  ‘That’s never a good sign,’ while the hospital chaplain thinks that spiritually, it is the best sign. Just as Arnie’s angel gave him a helping hand back towards his

  life, our angels are also there to guide us from this life into the next.




  Irina felt that her life was saved by an unseen hand as she was pulled under by a strong wave while on holiday in Italy.




  Lifted above the waves




  

    

      I’m writing to tell you about an episode that took place when I was at the seaside in Talamone in Tuscany, Italy. I was fifteen and every morning I would swim in the

      sea. On this particular morning, like every other, I was ready at the same place to go in the water. That day the sea was very bad, and I could see there were a lot of waves; my dad told me to

      be sure to be extra careful while I was swimming.




      As I was playing with the waves, suddenly a really big wave came out of nowhere. I couldn’t jump above it and it dragged me under the surface. It kept pulling me further

      down, I wasn’t able to get back to the surface and my breath was beginning to run out. At first I panicked, but as my oxygen was almost completely gone my mind couldn’t think any

      more. I opened my eyes and waited for my fate, giving myself to the sea.




      In that moment I saw under the sea a shape coming my way and it seemed to give me its hand. I took it and the shape gently brought me back safely to the surface. I took a gulp

      of air and regained my strength. As I got out of the water and walked up onto the beach, I felt safe and stronger than the sea.




      That experience made me understand that nothing is impossible. Many people look for miracles to believe in something – instead I think that miracles happen every day in

      normal life; you only need to have a free heart and to be full of charity and you will soon notice them.


    


  




  Like many others who have felt a similar presence during a time of great danger, Irina took a wonderful message from her experience in that she now sees miracles all around her

  in everyday, ‘normal’ life. Her eyes and her heart had been completely opened by what happened.




  Sophia also feels very comforted when she remembers the time when heaven caught her as she fell.




  A gentle landing




  

    

      A few years after my husband left me I found a new home. The first evening I moved in, I was busy home-making late into the evening and I stood on the kitchen units to put

      up some curtains. I stepped backwards and fell back onto the stone floor. However, as I fell it seemed to happen in slow motion. I’m a big girl and when I fall I go with a thud, but I

      just landed gently on my back without a scratch on me. I often ask myself, did someone lower me to the ground? In my heart it feels like someone was there, supporting me.




      When I was a child I was interested in ‘the lady in the curtains’ or the faces in the kitchen tiles. I was interested in spiritual things but then gradually I lost

      this part of my life, especially now that I am studying sociology at university. I’ve always battled with depression – life has been quite hard and it feels like my heart has

      hardened with it, it’s like I have stopped allowing myself to hope that I might find love, like I have pulled down the emotional shutters. But remembering what happened that evening

      reminds me of the times when my faith has given me comfort and that I might open my heart and mind to the love that is all around us.


    


  




  I know exactly what Sophia means when she finds emotional support within the physical sensation of being gently supported down to the ground when she falls. There is a

  team-bonding exercise that involves allowing yourself to fall backwards knowing that your colleagues or friends will be right there behind you to catch you as you fall, keeping you safe. It’s

  almost as if Sophia’s heavenly guides were doing just that as she fell back off the kitchen units. Her team was right there, both to catch her and to support her when life gets very hard.




  In the following story, Seósamh also felt the protective hand of heavenly beings on two separate occasions, once as a small child but then again as an adult while driving. I, too, have

  felt guided while driving.




  A helping hand of protection




  

    

      I bought your book Celtic Angels and I am contacting you as you continue to take an interest in carrying out research into the paranormal and invited a response to

      that effect.




      I have had two separate experiences in life involving my guardian angel, one as a young child and the other as an adult. The first experience, like the second, was brief and to

      the point.




      I was hopping on the bed with my brother Christy at our home in Kilrush as a young child in early 1960 when an angel’s hand appeared on the outside of the bed. This

      resulted in me stopping hopping. I remember looking under the bed immediately afterwards but there was nobody there. The only explanation I have is that the angel’s hand prevented me from

      accidentally falling onto the floor and was alerting me to take care.




      The second occasion happened many years later, possibly in 1996 or thereabouts, late at night as I was driving along a familiar road between Roscrea and Templemore, North

      Tipperary. An angel’s hand appeared to the left of my hand, parallel with the steering wheel. It was a brief but real experience. I have often wondered why it appeared to me. I put it

      down to my guardian angel protecting me. I arrived safe at my usual destination within twenty minutes.




      The hand was the colour of my own white skin in both instances. It was a definitely a pretty, lady’s hand without clothing or rings or bracelets. I estimate that the hand

      was about sixteen inches in length but I can’t be exact. In my estimation it was the same hand I witnessed as a child.


    


  




  Annie wrote to me to share two experiences she had as a teenager.




  Someone stopped me




  

    

      When I was thirteen, I was on my way to school. We’d just bought a new car and my dad was dropping me and my friend off. My brother, who was ten at the time, was

      there too.




      We’d stopped at a junction and were just about to turn onto the road to the school when another car sped through a red light and hit us. My side, the passenger side, had

      the most extensive damage but I got out and, even in shock, I felt myself being guided away from the crash. I was pulled out of school later on and told that we were lucky it wasn’t in

      our old car, otherwise I wouldn’t be here. My mum said it was my guardian angel and I’m inclined to believe her.




      Another thing that happened, which highlighted my guardian angel’s presence, was when I was sixteen and in a really dark place. I had huge exams that year in school and

      I’d lost my granny that Christmas, before the mocks took place. I was very tempted to take my own life, I’d even written a note. But when it came to it, something, or rather

      someone, stopped me and I tore up the note. I started counselling then and the night before my exams, my granny appeared. All she did was smile at me but I felt much more relaxed about

      them.


    


  




  In her darkest moment, Annie was given the strength to turn back from her fears and then seek out professional help through counselling. It is lovely to see that her grandmother

  then appears to give extra reassurance through a smile, which must be the perfect message of comfort that you could receive from heaven.




  Mirabel, too, felt that she was saved when she had lost all hope.




  The day heaven saved me




  

    

      It was coming up to Father’s Day and our two daughters had surprised their dad with tickets to an air show near our home. That morning he and I set off for the show

      and on arrival we set up our chairs and picnic, all ready to enjoy the display. The Red Arrows were going to be performing the finale, something we were really looking forward to, but then at

      around two o’clock, halfway through the display, I had a desperate desire to go home. My husband pleaded for us to stay and see the Red Arrows but my feelings were so strong that I became

      quite emotional and so we left the show early and returned home.




      When we arrived, our younger daughter was waiting there for us and immediately told us that my brother had been in a motorcycle accident. This was before mobile phones and so

      she had had no way of reaching us at the air show. She was waiting for more news about which hospital he had been taken to. Just a few moments later our phone rang and it was my other brother.

      He said for me to sit down, so I knew it was going to be bad news; my brother had not only been in an accident but he had been killed. They estimated that he died at around 2 p.m.




      Following the death of my brother I experienced a very stressful and traumatic time. I reached breaking point, and one day when my daughters and husband were out for the day I

      drove my car into the forest, drank a bottle of brandy and attached a rubber tube to the exhaust. I put a brick on the accelerator, put the tube through the window and lay down on the back

      seat, thinking I was ready to give up.




      An elderly couple who lived a little way away from the area had been asked by their daughter to come and check on her pony that weekend, but they couldn’t find the pony

      and so ended up wandering further afield through the forest. They spotted my car in the clearing and then the pony appeared at the same moment on the other side amongst the trees. As they

      approached the pony they suddenly realized the situation and they smashed the windows of the car, pulling me out unconscious. I spent several days in intensive care and then months in a

      psychiatric hospital. This was almost twenty years ago and today I live a wonderful life with a beautiful grandson and a loving family around me. I know heaven saved me that day – my time

      hadn’t come.


    


  




  Mirabel’s story of tragedy, followed by transformation after the day she was saved by the couple looking for their pony, is inspiring and hopeful. She ends her letter with

  a description of her life today, full of love, which is after all the language of heaven.




  Intuition




  

    

      Angels are intelligent reflections of light, that original light which has no beginning. They can illuminate. They do not need tongues or ears, for they can communicate

      without speech, in thought.




      John of Damascus


    


  




  One of the most powerful but often neglected ways to converse with heaven is through intuition. Accessing our ‘inner guide’ helps us to know if we are on the right

  path. I believe it is a nudge from the other side that gives us the courage and confidence to listen to and act upon our intuition. We might experience a flash of insight or a moment of quiet, calm

  knowing. I’m often asked if this isn’t just us being in touch with our own instincts, but for me I believe there are definite times when we know there is something more than this. It

  almost feels as though someone is there to hold our hand – we might even feel this as a physical sensation, or simply a strong sense that we are being emotionally supported.




  These are the moments when heavenly beings are giving us a helping hand. In these moments we feel completely safe – safe enough to let go and trust ourselves, our decisions and our

  actions. We open ourselves up to our wisdom and inner strength. Most of the time, our minds are rushing all over the place, searching for the answers to our problems here, there and everywhere. And

  then suddenly, everything becomes calm and quiet, we feel like we’re completely tuned in, and we just know what we need to do.




  We might think of these sensations as ‘gut feelings’, ‘instincts’ or our ‘sixth sense’. These are all good ways of describing them, and it’s good to go

  with what feels right to us. These are the moments when we feel connected to something that is beyond our own usual sense of reasoning and logic. We no longer have to endlessly weigh up the pros

  and cons of a decision, we are no longer paralysed by our fears of getting it wrong, not being perfect or worrying about all the what-ifs.




  An excellent way to help ourselves tune into our intuition is by practising and developing our sense of empathy, which is our ability to sense what others are feeling through our loving concern

  for them. Being able to empathise with others takes connection and communication. You know how sometimes a person you are with is all smiles but you can sense their hidden pain underneath. As we

  become more in tune with the feelings of others we likewise become more in tune with the language of heaven, so, just as we might be a kind stranger to others in times of need, we will be equally

  open to the kindness strangers, and angels, are looking to show to us.




  Intuition is often accompanied by the sensation of a presence, somehow recognizing the essence of a departed loved one or a feeling of being guided or simply embraced. The purpose of this

  presence might be reassurance that your loved ones are still with you in some way, or there might be a helpful message in the presence which can guide you to where you need to be in your life.




  Sensing the presence of a departed loved one is incredibly comforting. Many children are unself-conscious about having invisible friends but as we grow up we lose touch with our natural psychic

  powers. As humans we are social creatures and it makes sense that in spirit we continue to feel compelled to communicate.




  The following story was sent to me by Charlotte, and is a powerful example of how a divine message came through to her through her own intuition.




  Heaven on my shoulder




  

    

      While on holiday in Majorca I booked a day trip to the local market with a coach party. Before I boarded the coach I called at the shop for a newspaper. But I didn’t

      just buy a newspaper – I found myself buying medical wipes, lint, small scissors and a roll of plasters. I had no idea why, it felt like someone was telling me to do this.




      When I was walking through the market later that morning I heard an old lady crying and in shock behind me. Her leg was bleeding quite badly, so I sat her down on the wall and

      tended her injury. A stallholder nearby gave her a sip of brandy to calm her nerves. As I left them and walked on I said thank you to the celestial being or angel on my shoulder that day.


    


  




  You may notice that I like to use the word angel interchangeably with the words spirit or celestial being. In the strict sense angels are not spirits – in that angels are

  pure beings that have not lived on earth whereas spirits are the pure energy manifestations of departed loved ones – but in my mind there is no difference as both are heaven-sent and both

  bring the same message of goodness, comfort, hope and love.




  Josephine experienced a physical sensation that prevented her from changing lanes at the precise moment a car was in her blind spot.




  Driving in the dark




  

    

      I was driving in the dark on a busy dual carriageway. I needed to pull over into the outside lane, and thought it was clear so I went to turn the steering wheel and move

      over. My hands just froze on the steering wheel; I couldn’t turn it. Thank goodness, as there was a car in my blind spot at that very moment. When it passed I was able to steer again.


    


  




  Harry listened to his inner voice or spirit when he heard a message in the middle of the night.




  An impulse purchase
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