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INTRODUCTION






  It is said that mediums are born and not made, and also that a medium’s life will never be easy. I was born on June 24th 1946 in Wavertree a suburb of Liverpool, in the north of England, at a time when the country was still recovering from the pounding it had received from the German bombers during the so-called Blitz of the Second World War. My mother, her sister and their mother were all mediums, and although my father did not have any interest at all in things of a spiritual nature, he apparently accepted it all as being an integral part of my mother’s life. When I was born, my parents, Annie and Albert Roberts already had a ten year old son also called Albert, or Alby as he was more affectionately known, and so as far as my father was concerned his family was now complete. The morning of the day my mother went into labour with me she found a very old and bent crucifix on the step and took this to be some sort of omen regarding the child to which she was about to give birth. Her assumption was correct and my life was to be extremely difficult, in more ways than one.




  From a very early age I had become acquainted with Tall Pine or TP as he is still affectionately known, my disembodied guardian and spiritual mentor. Tall Pine is a spirit guide and someone who is as close to me today as he was when I first became aware of him. As a child Tall Pine was a frequent visitor, and I would always see his extremely tall figure in the corner of my bedroom, watching me from the shadows.




  From as far back as my first year on this planet I had become well and truly accustomed to my angelic visitors, although at that young age I had no idea what they were. All that I knew was that they were different to Tall Pine in both appearance and the feelings they brought to me. Their visits became a regular occurrence, and although my mother told me in later years that she too saw them with me on many occasions, at that time she had no idea that they were most probably a warning of the life that lay ahead of me. At the age of three I developed an incurable respiratory disease called Bronchiectasis, necessitating long periods in Alder Hey Children’s Hospital, Liverpool, England. Because the treatment for such a disease was quite primitive in the late 1940s, in comparison to what it is today, the prognosis was bleak; my parents were told in no uncertain terms that I would most probably not live to see my tenth birthday. As a consequence of this I was mollycoddled and given everything I wanted. During long bouts of illness I would be visited by beings in gowns of shimmering light. I became extremely accustomed to them as their visits became more and more frequent, regardless of whether I was laid-up at home, or lying in a hospital bed.




  My first significant angel encounter took place whilst I was recovering from a bout of pneumonia at home. I was upstairs alone when the room was suddenly filled with intense white light much brighter than the afternoon sun flooding through the window. A sweet fragrance accompanied the visitation and I was overwhelmed with a sense of peace and calm. Two figures I had never seen before stood at the end of my bed resplendent in shimmering gowns of light, and although no words fell from their lips, I just knew what they were thinking. They told me that their names were Mela and Aema and that they were always going to watch over and guide me through my life and beyond and that they would come whenever I needed them. For a three year old child this was all too easy and calling them almost became a game that frequently helped me pass the time away.




  It is also so easy to cynically dismiss my anecdotal accounts of angels as no more than the wild imaginings of a sickly child; but the truth is that the memories I have today of my childhood encounters with angels have never faded and are as vivid and clear today as they were the very first time I saw them. Even if you do cynically dismiss angels as being no more than farfetched and fanciful, born out of the wishful thinking of the weak and the poor, they have nonetheless always been there relentless in every culture and throughout every age. It is true that those who believe in angels do have their own ideas of what they look like, and those who simply accept them as integral parts of their own religion see them as the archetypal beings with which they have been brought up, statuesque figures with powerful wings. If, like me, you just know that angels exist, then you won’t have any difficulty at all understanding what I have written, and exactly why I have written it.




  I began creating my first Angels Book of Promises sometime around the age of five, primarily at first as a means of expressing my feelings about my life in general. I began to write down the things I desperately wanted, just in the way a child writes a letter to Santa Claus; but I was asking the angels looking after me for something more than just presents. In my child-like way I soon realised that I had created a fool-proof and very reliable and effective way of calling the angels to me whenever I needed their help. It soon became quite apparent to me that Mela and Aema were not the only ones I could contact; my Angels’ Book of Promises somehow opened a door to a whole new world for me. My Angels’ Book of Promises was a way of transcending prayer and eventually became an extremely effective ‘bargaining tool’ that worked primarily on the age-old precepts, ‘Fair exchange is no robbery!’ Or, ‘One good turn deserves another.’ To the devoutly religious person this might sound a little disrespectful, but I had discovered an ideal way of reaching out to someone other than my mother, and my Angels’ Book of Promises was also an effective way of working out my many problems and at least sharing them with someone not of this world. Although I didn’t realise it I had unknowingly created a psychological tool that was extremely therapeutic for me.




  And so, although my communications with angels were originally born from the fact that I was a sickly child with a bleak future, over the years my relationship with these Celestial beings has grown into something else and has become far more meaningful and much more profound.




  Whilst my early childhood was quite daunting, and much of it was spent in hospital away from my family, my life really became more traumatic when I started infant school. I was not one for rough and tumble games, and so I always seemed to be on the edge of the playground sadly looking in at the other children playing. As a result of this I was sent to what was then called an ‘Open-Air’ school for frail children. There I was amongst other children who did not feel a need to compete, climb trees or fight each other. As far as my parents were concerned Underlea, as it was called, was the ideal environment for their sickly little boy.




  SEEING DEAD PEOPLE




  Although seeing so-called ‘dead’ people was commonplace to me, (just like the boy in the movie Sixth Sense) it never occurred to me for one moment that other children were not the same. Little did I know that I was being observed by the school nurse, who quickly became concerned about my psychological well-being. She suggested that because of my unusual behaviour and the things I was saying to teachers and the other children, I should be assessed by a child psychologist, just to make certain there was no underlying psychological problem. I could hear the voices of so-called ‘dead’ people as well as actually see them, and this in itself gave the school authorities some cause for concern. My parents reluctantly agreed for me to see a psychologist, and on the conclusion of my two hour consultation, the gently spoken lady psychologist diagnosed that primarily because of my illness and frequent stays in hospital, I was extremely sensitive and insecure, and also that I was creative and possessed a vivid imagination. She was correct on all counts. However, her prognosis that I would eventually grow out of it was not. My psychic skills persisted and my disembodied encounters continued.




  THE LADY OF LIGHT




  It was about then that I had my second very poignant angel experience, and the one that seemed to touch everyone in our family, including my father, even though he did not actually see it. I was playing ghosts in the front room of our house, and trying desperately to frighten my friend, Tommy Edgar, by turning the light on and off and making ghostly wailing sounds. Tommy asked me to stop messing around and turn the light back on. To my great surprise this time it wouldn’t go back on. My first thought was that I’d done something to the light and that my father would come into the room at any moment to shout at me. I tried to open the door to check the other lights were on, when suddenly there was a loud popping sound followed by a bright light glowing on the wall above an old cabinet that my father had purchased in an auction sale some weeks before. My friend and I stood there speechless, just watching the bright light amazed as it slowly expanded into the room before metamorphosing into the shape of a beautiful lady draped in long robes. As we watched the apparition, it grew in intensity and size and then gradually became a three-dimensional image, with clearly defined features. At that point my friend became very distressed and ran to the door, pulling frantically at the handle until the door swung open, allowing him to make a hasty retreat. I thought all the commotion would cause my mother to investigate, but they seemed to be oblivious to what was going on in the adjacent room. I had always been very religious and was transfixed by my ethereal visitor. By now the lady of light (as I called her) was as real and tangible as any living person, and was smiling at me with outstretched arms. Something made me run quickly from the room to fetch my mother. ‘Our Lady is here!’ I called. ‘Come quickly!’ My father was relaxing with his feet up on a stool and refused to move, but my mother and Aunt Sadie followed me into the parlour as we called it. Looking back now I am certain that they did not expect to see what they did as both were speechless and stood there dumbfounded as they looked upon the lady surrounded in a beautiful light, her gown shimmering through the darkened room. My mother mumbled something to Aunt Sadie and then suggested that perhaps the lady of light had come to make me better. She led me over to the apparition and told me to reach out and touch her gown. However, before my hand made contact with the Lady of Light, the same popping sound that had brought her there in the first place caused the light to go on in the room and the lady to disappear completely. Upon closer inspection my mother found a film of iridescent pink powder across the surface of the cabinet and spread across the floor where the apparition had been. She collected this into an empty pill bottle for a keepsake, and looking quite bewildered by the whole experience, they both went back into the living room to tell my father. I must say, although he had initially appeared disinterested now he too looked somewhat shocked by what he had been told.




  The following day a neighbour my mother had told about the apparition called with three nuns who wanted to pray at the spot where, as they believed, Our Lady had appeared. They asked to see the iridescent pink powder, but when my mother opened the pill bottle it was completely empty. Although everyone was mystified by the whole ghostly experience, the Lady of Light’s appearance preceded a sequence of tragic and very unhappy experiences in our family. I was taken into hospital a week later with lobar pneumonia and my mother became very ill with a thyroid condition and had to be hospitalised for a short while. To add to all that, my father was badly burned when a can of petrol ignited after someone had lit a cigarette as he was refuelling his van. Although he was badly burned, he was very lucky to be alive! The nuns later suggested that the apparition in the front room was to reassure us that we would survive all the turbulence and heartache, which of course we did. It made me totally aware that from a very young age I was without any doubt living my life Beneath the Wings of Angels, and so it still is today.




  Although my parents had been warned many times that they should not expect me to live, I just knew that the consultant’s dismal prognosis was wrong.




  As a child it always seemed as though I was living my life in two very different worlds, and those who visited me from the ‘other’ world were as tangible to me as everybody else. My angel encounters continued and I defied the cold predictions of the hospital consultants and survived. At the age of thirteen I showed an aptitude for the guitar, and when I left school in 1962 at the age of 16, I was already living the dream of every other kid my age, playing lead guitar in a rock band and touring Europe with some of the biggest names in the world of music. By 1965 at the age of 19 I was living between Paris and Brussels, supporting such musical giants as Chuck Berry, Jimi Hendrix, The Kinks, The Moody Blues, American blues veteran, Memphis Slim, to mention but a few. During that period of my life although I was always very much aware that I was still living beneath the wings of angels, I never actually used my Angels’ Book of Promises as a means of communicating with them. Little wonder then that I gradually lost my way and allowed my life to slowly spiral out of control when I found myself pulled into the dismal world of narcotics. I was in and out of rehabilitation units for 12 months in a feeble attempt to cure me of my addiction. However, I seemed to be fighting a losing battle, and at the beginning of 1970 I became very ill and returned to the UK to be cared for by my mother. From that point everything seemed to go wrong when the cold hand of fate intervened and my father died after a short illness with pancreatic cancer. My world had fallen apart and I really found it extremely difficult to continue living. It was at the lowest point in my life that my angelic friends came back with a vengeance, making it abundantly clear to me that my music career was over, and that I now had to follow a completely different vocation as a medium. I know this may sound quite far-fetched to a sceptic, but I am now far too long in the tooth to care what others think. Making a career as a medium had never been a practical option; nor was it something I had ever contemplated doing. However, it now looked as though my fate was in the hands of God, and I now began to realise that this was most probably the very reason I had contracted a life-threatening illness as a child.




  BEGINNING LIFE ALL OVER AGAIN




  During my period of recovery from drug addiction I looked at my childhood Angels’ Book of Promises and decided to create a new updated version of it. This was a unique and effective way of reaffirming my relationship with the angels, particularly those responsible for specific tasks. It really did amaze me just how quick and effective the book actually was. It was so simple. I did exactly as I did as a child and created the perfect Angels’ Book of Promises. It was unbelievably so simple – so simple that a child could do it. In fact, a child did do it – me!




  In my adult life the Angels’ Book of Promises also served as a psychological exercise and discipline and helped me to focus my consciousness on an external source that transcended the parameters of the physical universe. This may sound very metaphysical but it was exactly what I needed at that time. The more I worked at re-affirming my relationship with the angels the more methods I was inspired to create. And so I was able to formulate a complete programme of angel techniques that complemented my Angels’ Book of Promises and enabled me to have a much deeper understanding of angels, the Universe and the Laws of Attraction. This programme involved Angel Meditations, primarily to help with my attunement; Angel scrying techniques that helped me to focus more efficiently; special Angel Prayers that helped to strengthen as well as deepen my relationship with them; also Angel finger movements, based on the Hindu and Buddhist Mudras, to be used primarily as marks of respect, just as you would put your hands together in prayer. All these combined with my Angels’ Book of Promises allowed me to access higher states of consciousness, and enabled me to have a much deeper understanding of Angels and the Celestial Light. It has always worked for me and there’s no reason at all why it cannot work for you in the fulfilment of your dreams, your aspirations, your endeavours and your prayers. The Angels’ Book of Promises is your own personal way of establishing a relationship with angels. It should never be touched by anyone but you, and it is empowered by your faith and belief that it will work. Although a simple book, it should always be cared for and treated as you would treat any holy book – with great respect.




  They do say that hindsight is a wonderful thing; however, when I now look back on my life I can see it with much more clarity, and now fully understand the Universal law of Attraction. Cynics and religious bigots have frequently criticised my past involvement with drugs, with the crass comment that I could not have made such a radical transformation, and that surely angels would be more interested in someone who has led an exemplary life. A man is who he is today as result of whom he was yesterday. I know beyond a shadow of doubt that I am only alive today because I was helped by angels. If some people find that offensive that is their problem and certainly not mine.





  CALLING TO ANGELS




  They do say that in times of great sorrow and need the cries of the soul resound through the universe, until it creates a kindred impulse with one, or even more angelic beings. Prayer most certainly makes a ‘connection’ with angels, as do certain methods of meditation. But when the angels come where exactly do they come from? There have been suggestions that angels are terrestrial beings from a far off universe – even from a far off time, and that we humans are constantly being observed, almost as though the human race as a whole is taking part in some great cosmic experiment. Medieval artists always depicted angels with powerful feathered wings, enabling them to descend from heaven. There is now very little doubt that the idea of wings was only created in the first place to explain how an angel could traverse between heaven and earth; but in reality angels possess the power to move unseen between our world and the next in the blinking of an eye. We must then pose the question: ‘Why should angels choose to help us in our hour of need? And, what is in it for them?’ I am quite certain that by helping us they also help themselves to evolve spiritually or perhaps even to rise to much higher worlds. Although as a child I prayed every night before I climbed into bed, I couldn’t help but ask why we had to pray at all when God should be able to see exactly what is in our hearts and minds even before the words are brought to our lips. Today I look upon prayer as the externalisation of my thoughts as they are released into the universe as an incredible affirmation. I still pray; in fact, I need to pray, and not just before I climb into bed either, but every time I have a few moments to spare. I am quite sure that prayer is a great mental release, and something that must be learned.




  There is definitely a technique to the art of praying, and some people find it extremely difficult. Prayer must not be chanted mechanically, without thinking about what you are saying. Prayer is an extremely effective way of placing your thoughts in some semblance of order, before releasing them into the atmosphere, with an even great force than the one with which they were first created. As a child I saw the universe as an incredible Listening device that enabled angelic beings to Tune-in to our prayers. I have never thought for one moment that our prayers are ever wasted, even when they appear not to be answered. By praying on a regular basis we are creating a suitable atmosphere in which to live in the future, both for ourselves and for the planet as a whole. We are constantly peopling our own private portion of space by the way we think. Working then on this premise we are most certainly the architects of our own destinies, not only by the way we think, but also by the way our thoughts are reflected in the life that we live. Buddha said: ‘You don’t get what you want, you get who you are!’ That explains perfectly the process of thought and the way in which our life is affected by the way we think. The mind is the common denominator; it can heal and it can destroy. If, as the saying goes, ‘you can think your way into an early grave,’ then through the same process, you can most certainly think your way into a healthier, happier and wealthier life. You may say, ‘What has all this got to do with angels and the Angels’ Book of Promises?’ Well, it has got a lot to do with angels and the way we attract them into our lives by the way we think and also by the way we dream. You can tell a man’s true worth by the angels that watch over him. How true that is! You can also tell the quality of a man’s mind by the shadow it casts! The quality of our life is without a doubt a reflection of the way we think, and the way we think is the way we are. We must always keep evil in sight, but never walk in its shadow. Following this precept empowers the soul and helps to re-affirm one’s allegiance to God and the kingdom of angels.




  Although I have now been a professional medium for just over thirty years, I have conducted lectures, workshops and seminars all over the world, and have been astounded by the amount of people who are truly interested and believe in the existence of angels. Early in my career as a medium I made certain not to talk about my experiences or voice my feelings and opinions about these Ambassadors of Light, as I have now come to know them. However, today because of the growing interest in angels I now feel more comfortable in sharing with you my thoughts and experiences in this book, THE ANGELS’ BOOK OF PROMISES.




  The Angels’ Book of Promises is a psychological and spiritual discipline culminating into an easy to follow instruction manual on how to establish a relationship with angels and to call them whenever you need their help. My methods are completely original and have always worked for me. I find them as effective now as I did when I was a young boy, and I do know that they WILL work as efficiently for you. The Angels’ Book of Promises will not only help you to evoke sacred forces, but it will also help you to establish your place in the Universe of Angels.




  In my younger years working as a professional medium was never an option; however, I do now believe that I had to go through all that I did in preparation for the work I do today. I frequently feel that my mediumistic abilities were imposed upon me against my will, and that I was given a cross that at times I can scarcely bear. In the past I have tried on numerous occasions to re-visit my profession as a musician, only to find that something always happens to bring me once again to my knees. I have long since accepted that I have a vocation to follow and not a job of work to do, and that my Angelic visitors have always been there to guide and watch over every step I have taken. Of course there will be some who will dismiss this book as being far-fetched, but as long as it brings about a greater realisation of angels and helps those who desperately need to be helped then I can take all the adverse criticism that is thrown at me. I am not known as a radical medium for nothing!


  





  BILLY ROBERTS




  
CHAPTER ONE


  


  WHO AND WHAT ARE ANGELS?





  I suppose it is all so easy to dismiss the anecdotal accounts of others with disdain and cynicism, and I know that the subject of angels is one that the majority of people do not take too seriously. But the truth is more people than we know have had some form of angelic encounter without even realising it; for an experience with angels can present simply as an unusual moment; a chance meeting with someone who offers you some kind words; a shaft of light streaming through the window on a dismal day, or even a sweet fragrance that causes memories of those long since gone to flood your mind. Angels do not always appear in person, but when they do you can rest assured that the experience will change your life forever.




  The Greek word for Angel is Angelos, meaning ‘messenger’; in Hebrew it is Malakh, meaning Divine Spirit or messenger. In Persian Angel is Angeros, meaning ‘Courier’, in Indian culture it is Garudas, and in the Koran angel is Malaikah, again meaning messenger. However, it is the general consensus of opinion in all cultures that Angels are messengers of God whose duty is to serve mankind.




  My own interest in angels began from that very early age. I realised that in times of distress and heartache it is possible to call upon angelic beings for help. Just as a devout Catholic will pray to a particular saint for help, it is possible for you to pray to the angel watching over you for support, encouragement and to deliver you from the turbulence of an unhappy life. I learned that Archangels were beings of a different kind and far more superior. Unlike the ordinary angel Archangels see to the needs of groups of people and even nations as opposed to single individuals. An Angel is thought to be an intermediate between God and Man. Jews, Zoroastrians, Christians and Muslims believe in Angels. A 14th century work on the celestial hierarchy named nine orders or choirs of Angels with Seraphim in the first rank and Cherubim in the second. Angel Gabriel is represented as having the special duty of revealing God’s will to man. Many of our ideas about Angels have in fact come from Milton and Dante. In Christian religious tradition Gabriel is one of the seven archangels. In Hebrew Gabriel means ‘God is my strong one’. In the Book of Daniel Gabriel brings to the prophet the interpretation of his vision. In the Gospel of Luke he announces to Zacharias the birth of John the Baptist, and to Mary the birth of Christ. Christian tradition represents Gabriel blowing the trumpet on the day of resurrection. In post-biblical Jewish literature, Gabriel sometimes appears as the Angel of Death. In the Talmud he is represented as presiding over thunderstorms. The Koran teaches that Gabriel, Michael, Uriel and Raphael were the four Angels whom God most preferred, and that it was Gabriel who dictated the Koran to Mohammed, ‘with the sound of bells.’ Raphael is regarded as the ‘healing’ angel, and many nurses and doctors claim to be guided in their work by him.




  They watch over struggling nations in times of strife, famine and war. In Judaism and Christianity the most important of these are the seven Archangels, Gabriel, Michael, Raphael, Uriel, Joophiel, Zadkiel, and the fallen Archangel, Samuel (Samael) or Satan. Uriel is also regarded as the angel of death and is frequently seen at the bedsides of the dying, to help their transition into the other world. Michael is also believed to be the ‘Warrior Angel’ leading armies into battle and giving strength to soldiers in times of need. One of the lesser known angels is Metratron, considered to be one of the highest angels in the Merkabah and Kabbalist mysticism. Although generally speaking the Archangels do not answer when called upon by individuals in distress, they do instruct those angels on a lower vibratory level to respond to the prayerful call. Samuel, however, is different; he is able to infiltrate the lives of all those whose intentions are not honourable, good or holy. When calling upon the angelic kingdom for help, it is vitally important that your intentions are sincere and unselfish. Although angelic beings are always ready and willing to help even the dishonest of the human race (as long as there is a sincere desire to change), should there be an ulterior motive when calling upon them one must be prepared to take the consequences, as there are also angels whose job it is to supervise the law of cause and effect; or, Karma, as it is known in Eastern traditions.
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