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Wings of an Angel




Angels descend in a rainbow of colours 
As travellers gaze from one to another 
Angel wings giving warmth and love 
Beings of light giving guidance from above
White feathers falling at your feet 
Showing you the way 
Each and every day 
Living life to the full 
Being strong, walking tall 
Hear the sound, hear the call 
Guided gently by the wings of an angel







A whisper in the air 
A fragrance, a touch 
A breeze through your hair 
As the wings of an angel 
Caress you 
Inspire you 
Encourage you 
Knowing you are never alone 
An aura of gold a shimmering tone







Pulsating white lights like a shooting star
Rainbow of colours from afar 
Just as the day is dawning 
A glimpse of the future 
A gentle warning 
Soaring up into the sky 
On the wings of an angel you can fly
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I was awoken by a shrill cry, not knowing if it was myself or my mother who had screamed. I had fallen asleep by the open fireplace and my arm had dropped in to the burning embers of the fire. My mother raced to my side and began desperately pulling the red hot cinders from my arm with her fingers without thought for her own safety. While this was happening I remember my older brother Ronnie returning home from the store proudly holding his brand new toy. Even with all the commotion I remember feeling sorry for him as my mother made him give me the toy to calm me down and distract me from what was happening. In shock and pain I was rushed to the hospital. The next thing that I remember was being treated by the doctor and my arm had been bandaged and put in a sling. Despite the seriousness of my injury everyone was amazed to find that the burns had left no marks or scarring on my arm. It was as if it had never happened at all. I think even from a young age someone was watching over me and protecting me from harm. It was not until later in life that I understood the significance that this guidance would have on my life.


On the 26th of July 1946, my mother gave birth to me in our home, a small council house on Pear Tree Gardens in Dagenham, Essex. Back in the forties childbirth was a very different experience for expectant mothers and home births without any form of pain medication were not unusual. Rather than go to the hospital, a Midwife came to our house to deliver me. I was christened Pamela Elizabeth Doreen Dabbs. The third of four children, sister to Ronnie, Ricky and Roy. My mother was born in Newcastle in 1914, one of eight children. By the age of eighteen, the scarcity of work led to her leaving the area in search of new opportunities. Fiercely independent, she travelled to London alone and found employment as a house maid in Dagenham, working for a family called the Faimens. It was during this time that she met my father, the local postman. They would routinely meet as she collected the morning mail from him, which led to friendship, courting and eventually marriage. My father continued to work for the post office for forty years, initially as a postman before eventually working his way up to become the treasurer of one of the country’s largest post offices. He was always very well respected within the local community and became a point of call for anyone in the area in need of help with any kind of paper work. He also developed a reputation for his mental arithmetic skills. He always believed that he could total up numbers much quicker in his head than using a calculator. Family, friends and colleagues often enjoyed firing random series of numbers at him to try and catch him out but to no avail, he would always arrive at the correct answer before anyone had finished inputting the numbers on the calculator. My father’s mathematical prowess was all the more impressive as he had suffered from rheumatic fever as a child and missed a great deal of schooling. His joints were so badly affected he could barely move his fingers and would practice ‘walking’ them up the walls to exercise them. Despite being too ill to attend school he continued his education by arranging to have books brought to him by the local library. He taught himself maths independently and I’m sure his life would have been extremely different if he had not taken this upon himself. I strongly believe that with positive thinking and willpower there is nothing as individuals that we cannot overcome and nothing that can stand in the way of someone determined to fulfil their life’s purpose and dreams.


Newcastle remained an important part of my early life and we would always visit the family on my mother’s side every year. Even at my tender age I knew this was an entirely different way of life to what I was used to. My four uncles were all miners working down the pit, which provided jobs for most of the local men living in that area. My Grandmother’s house had a large stove in the front room and yet the home was kept spotlessly clean. Despite not having much she was very house proud and made sure everything gleamed and sparkled. She also handmade a great deal of the clothes and outdoor coats that the family wore. It was a very different time back then and I always remember that none of the front doors along the street were ever locked. If you wanted to visit someone you would just open the door and walk in and yet there was always a feeling of being safe there. I cannot imagine a community operating in such a way in this day and age. What I loved the most about visiting our family was an overwhelming feeling of how peaceful and quiet life was there and waking every morning to the sound of birds singing. These are things that I still value in my life to this day.










Time upon Tyne




The air was filled with thick black smoke 
As miners in the coal dust choke 
Their backs near breaking, their aches and pains 
Slag heaps looking like large black stains


Through cobbled streets where no one could hide


The washing stretched from side to side


The pit wheel turning around and around 
As glowing lamps reflect across the ground 
Not a key was turned, not a door to lock


Just the still and the quiet of a ticking clock
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From the age of four I began taking ballet lessons and appeared in several ballet shows over the following years. There were several examinations for me to pass as part of my continued development and training. I remember one time scoring 99% from the examiner in an important end of year exam. My teacher congratulated me and said that I must have practiced very hard in order to achieve this, although I knew full well that this was not the case. Rather than physically practicing the routine, I would lay in bed just before going to sleep and go through the whole piece in my mind. Visualising myself performing every single aspect of the dance flawlessly. I later found out that the 1% that I lost from my score was because I had forgotten to smile, something I had not considered during my visualisations. I strongly believe that the process of visualising yourself accomplishing your goals is an integral part of achieving success and every bit as important as practicing. I believe this to be true of all aspects of life not just in terms of memorising a routine. If there is something you wish to achieve in your life it is extremely beneficial to imagine yourself having already attained your final objective.


At the age of eleven my teacher had taken me as far as she could and I was offered the opportunity to continue my ballet studies at the famous Sadler’s Wells Royal Ballet School. The school has a strong international reputation receiving applications from all over the world. However as it was a residential boarding school this would have required me to leave home and live at the onsite accommodation. At this young age I was very shy and I did not want to leave my family and live with strangers. I never regretted turning down the fantastic opportunity that I had been offered however I did later regret not sticking with ballet beyond this point. My current teacher had offered to train me as a teacher myself, but as an eleven year old girl I just wanted a normal life. I had been focusing on ballet for 7 years already and decided that I wanted a break from it all and be able to have fun with my friends without the pressure of continual study.










When Karma Calls




Let the love from your heart flow 
Let the joy from your soul glow 
Like a light spreading across the ground
As your heart sings its sweet sound 
As Karma calls knocking on the door 
As you pick yourself up off the floor







A sparkling drop of rain 
To wash away the pain 
Upon the earth, show no fear 
Give your love, not a tear 
Spirit of the earth is free and wild 
Laughing loudly like a child 
So be positive, be bold 
It’s what you give unto the world 
That returns to you ten fold 
A beacon of light, an aura of gold







The world is yours for the making 
The world is yours for the taking 
Giving you love or drama 
Creating peace or Karma







Let the love from your heart flow 
Let the joy from your soul glow 
Like a light spreading across the ground As your heart sings its sweet sound
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When I was fourteen years old I had the first, of what would turn out to be many, very strange experiences. I was walking to the local shops, which required me to cross a small street and then a very busy major road. I approached the small street and then all of a sudden I found myself on the opposite side of the busy road with no knowledge of how I had got there. I felt absolutely stunned and embarrassed as I looked around for some kind of explanation. How could I have possibly crossed these busy roads without any knowledge of it happening. This was the first time that I had been exposed to something so unusual and I decided to keep it to myself, fearing people might not believe me. It was not until much later that I began to make sense of this incident, and realise that I was not the only person to have experienced these circumstances. This is what I refer to as a Time Warp. Although often discussed in science fiction, a Time Warp is based on real world science and refers to Einstein’s theory that time and space form a continuum that warps or bends relative to gravity. This can result in lost time or more specifically being able to travel to a destination faster than would be physically possible. There have been numerous cases of people who have experienced time warps in times of need when they are running late and have called upon Archangel Metatron to aid them. Archangel Metatron, often referred to as the angel of thought, has great insight in to the flexibility of the universe and the nature and manipulation of time and space.


At the age of eighteen, after experiencing terrible pain and discomfort in my back and sides and feeling very weak and fatigued, I went to visit the local doctor, who in turn sent me to the hospital. After being seen by a doctor I learned that the source of my malaise was a kidney infection. I was given some medication and sent home with an instruction to rest. One night shortly after this, as I lay in bed, I felt as if I had suddenly become paralysed. I couldn’t move a muscle and began to panic, I didn’t understand what was happening to me or if this would be permanent. I then experienced a sensation of floating up out of my body towards the ceiling. From my new vantage point I was able to look down at my own body still lying lifeless in the bed. Now terrified of what was happening, I desperately tried to get back to my body. I tried to pull myself closer by grabbing at the bed covers, but then realised that I could not touch or move them. As I struggled to think what to do next I heard a voice proclaiming to be my Aunty Jean. I answered that I didn’t have an Aunty Jean and I just wanted to get back to my body. I then felt a sharp jolt and the next thing that I knew I was back in my bed, now able to move freely. Like my earlier unusual experiences I decided to keep this information to myself out of embarrassment and fear that people would think I was making these things up. Not long after this I had another similar experience. Whilst lying in bed I once again felt myself rising up out of my body, although this time I felt less panicked. Without any control of where I was heading, I floated from my bedroom all the way down the stairs and back up again to my body still lying on the bed. It felt more relaxing and almost dreamlike this time, as though I was looking at the world through a window as if not really there.


Many years later I was looking through very old family photos that I had never seen before with my mother. As she showed me the photos, she explained to me who all the old family members in the pictures were. One photo featured a middle aged woman in a clean white apron and a slim, pretty young girl in a black dress with a white frilled collar. The older woman was my Great Grandmother. My mother told me what a lovely woman she was and when she visited her as a child her Grandmother would wash my mother’s waist long hair and then sit her on the back of a lamb to let her hair dry in the wind as the lamb raced around the garden. I do not know much about the young woman next to her in the photograph other than her name. I was shocked when my mother told me that that she was my Great Auntie Jean. It was then that I realised who had called out to me that night several years before, and yet still I said nothing about our encounter to anyone. It was much later in life that I heard of ‘out of body experiences’ and realised that this had in fact happened to other people as well. The term ‘out of body experience’ was actually used to distance researchers from the issue of the human soul, something notoriously difficult for scientists to explain, and be able to discuss the experience in more scientific terms. However, these experiences can also be referred to as Astral Projections, which stems from the philosophical works of Plato. This suggests that in addition to our physical body we have an astral body which is capable of travelling separately in the astral plane. The astral plane has been described as “The point where Heaven and Earth meet” as discussed in Camille Flammarion’s L’atmosphère: météorologie populaire (Paris, 1888).


More and more strange things seemed to be occurring in my life at this point, seemingly without explanation. One night while trying to get to sleep I felt my bed suddenly start to shake violently as if at the epicentre of a earthquake. My bedside lamp and other objects in my bedroom were also shaking wildly. I could not explain the cause of this and worried that perhaps it was a ghost, like a scene out of a horror movie. Too frightened to leave the room I hid under my bed covers until it was over and remained there until morning. None of my family felt or heard anything unusual in the night and once again I believed that I couldn’t tell anyone about the weird and frightening things that were happening to me, as I felt sure they would not understand and they might judge me harshly. It was not until much later that I discovered that rather than a ghost, it was my own energy that caused this event to happen. I was using my own subconscious mind to make things move and shake within my room. Without realising it I had been releasing a very powerful energy. Unknowingly there had been a strong build up of energy inside me that had no release or direction and as a result manifested itself in this form. I now know that this phenomenon was in fact telekinesis. Later in life I learned how to focus this energy in a more positive way but at the time I had no idea what was wrong with me for so many crazy things to be happening in my life.


At the end of 1968, at the age of twenty two, my best friend Barbara and I were invited to her brother’s New Year’s Eve party. Once at the party I met a friend of her brother’s and we got on very well. Some people called him Dave, and others called him David. I asked him which he preferred and he just smiled at me and said that he didn’t mind. So from that moment on he became my Dave. We became good friends and started dating. As our relationship progressed and developed I was introduced to his family: his father Alec, mother Marjorie and his brother Peter. They were all very nice and made me feel very welcome in their home. Just over a year after meeting, on the seventh of February 1970, Dave and I were married at St. Mary’s church in Dagenham. I remember walking out of the house in my wedding dress to the hired wedding car and looking up to see Dave in his car drive past me on his way to the church. Some people think it is bad luck for the groom and the bride to see each other on the morning before the wedding, but that is not something that I have ever believed in. I just marvelled at the coincidence that his car happened to be driving past our house just at the moment I had left the house. I could just as easily have left the house one minute earlier or one minute later and not seen him travel past, but we happened to be in the same place at the same moment which I took to be a good sign. I do not believe that coincidences are merely chance encounters but are in fact destiny. Everything in life is meant to happen and happens for a reason. As our driver parked the car at the church I was helped out of the back seat and gazed at the church realising just how large it really was. It was a very windy winter’s day and my head dress blew right off my head and flew away. My father had to run right down the street to catch up with it so I could reattach it. As I entered the church I was overwhelmed by how packed with people it was including lots of our neighbours, friends and family, including all my relations from the north, who completely filled all the pews. I walked down the aisle to where Dave was standing waiting for me and our life together as man and wife began.


Our first home together was in a house in Gidea Park that was split into two separate upstairs flats with the landlord occupying the downstairs area. The flat consisted of a lounge, a small bedroom, a kitchen/diner and shared a bathroom with the couple in the other flat. In the bathroom, the toilet was positioned in the centre of the room and you had to climb up three steps to get to it. As a result I jokingly referred to it as ‘The Throne Room’, which always made people laugh, especially once they had seen it. On our very first day in the flat we managed to lock ourselves out of the kitchen. Rather unusually it locked as you shut the door, and unfortunately we had left the keys in the kitchen and had no means to get in. Dave decided to climb out of the hallway window and walk along the top of the house and then get back in through the open kitchen window. I desperately didn’t want him to do this as it had been snowing and couldn’t bear the thought of him slipping from the roof. As he climbed up, I just stood and prayed that he wouldn’t fall and hurt himself, or worse. My thoughts were interrupted by an ear splitting scream. My heart racing and fearing the worst, I approached the window. But before I could get there a terrified cat dived through the window giving me the shock of my life. Dave had clearly disturbed the cat as he made his way to the roof and it had been the cat that had made the screaming noise I had heard. By the time I had caught my breath, the kitchen door opened behind me revealing Dave, to my great relief. In hindsight I’m sure it would have been easier if we had just asked the landlord if he had a spare key.


During our time at Gidea Park, Dave worked as an assistant foreman on a building site and I worked for a window company with my mother on the opposite side of the street from him, so Dave and I could travel the long journey to work together. Dave needed to be at work much earlier than I did so I would eat some breakfast and have some coffee in the work kitchen before I was due to start work. The people were all really kind and friendly and it was a very nice place to work. Although, one day I was called to my boss’s office to be informed that another staff member had made a complaint about me coming in early and ‘making myself at home’. I explained to my boss that Dave started work earlier than me and this way we could travel to work together. My boss didn’t actually mind at all and told me not to pay any attention to the person making the complaint. It still annoyed me that someone had made a complaint though. Sometimes people can get angry about the stupidest things and it made me realise the impact that just one person’s negativity can have on you if you allow it. Although it also taught me the importance of rising above people who are just looking to cause problems for you and how this will nullify their impact on your life. There will always be people trying to project their anger or negativity on to you in life, but it’s important to remember that these people are not as important to you as the people that care about you, and therefore their behaviour does not deserve your attention.


Dave and I very much wanted to leave our small flat and find ourselves a nice house to live in, but there was no way that we could afford to do this. Dave decided that one way we could achieve this was for him to apply for a job as an off-licence manager, at a shop that had an adjoined house. That way we would have both a new home and Dave would have a good job as well. Luckily Dave was successful in his application and he was offered the role of off-licence manager in Freezywater in Enfield. I was sad to say goodbye to the lovely friends I had made at work but it was time for me to move on to something new. The off-licence was situated at the front of a very old house which would become our new home. I had to get a new job as Dave was not earning enough money to keep us both. Every day I worked from seven o’clock in the morning until one in the afternoon at a factory that made tennis rackets. After this I would go home to do all the housework and cook the dinner before joining Dave in the shop from six in the evening until ten at night. Although the four hours in the shop every evening did not really feel much like work because we enjoyed each other’s company so much and we liked chatting with the customers.


Nothing unusual had happened to me for some time now and I had put the previous events out of my mind altogether, instead choosing to focus on my new life with Dave in Enfield. Things continued this way for a while until one night when I woke up in the early hours of the morning while it was still dark and I decided to get up to use the bathroom. I sleepily stumbled to the hallway towards the bathroom when all of a sudden I snapped in to full alertness. I stood motionless in the hallway staring ahead in disbelief. The bathroom doorway was completely filled with what I can only describe as a large circle of bright shining colours slowly spiralling around. The beautiful mixture of colours was almost like looking at reflections through refracted glass or crystals when the light hits them in a certain way, only this was more tangible and solid looking. It was like looking through a doorway leading to another world. I was gripped by fear and had no idea what it could be. I presumed it was some kind of portal. I didn’t know what would happen if I got too close to it. Could I walk through it and just disappear? For all I knew at the time I was seeing something from outer space. I quickly decided that I did not need to use the bathroom that badly after all and went straight back to bed and endured another sleepless night hiding under the covers. I was very nervous of using the bathroom in that house for some time afterwards especially if I had to get up in the night. I now felt comfortable being able to share my strange experiences, but only with Dave. It was a relief to be able to share these things with him without feeling as if I were going to be judged or thought of as crazy. Dave always accepted everything that I told him as the truth and never once questioned or doubted me.
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