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FOREWORD


With the growing number of psychic children being born into the world, there is a need for genuine support and guidance for parents navigating this subject for the first time. Learning your child has psychic abilities can be a daunting revelation, but Raising Faith details one family’s discovery of their daughter’s spiritual gifts, their journey to understand about the spirit world, and how to balance spiritual gifts with everyday parenting challenges.


This book is a valuable and much needed support to anyone raising psychic children, or wanting to learn more about our loved ones and spirit guides who continue to help and support us from the spirit world.


Stewart Keeys, Celebrity Psychic Medium





BEFORE WE BEGIN


When our daughter Faith was four years old, we discovered she was a Psychic-Medium. That is, she could see, hear, feel and communicate with people who had died. Faith is now twelve years old, and her ability to communicate with these ‘spirit people’ is as strong today as it has ever been.


Raising a child with psychic gifts adds a layer of complexity to parenting which has required an open mind, a willingness to learn, and a respectful acceptance that everything we see, hear or have been raised to believe, isn’t necessarily all that exists in this incredible universe.


The journey we have been on together as a mother, daughter and family has been extraordinary. In the beginning, we knew very little about psychic and spiritual matters but, during the past eight years, we have been privileged to communicate with spirit people every day, including regular visits and conversations with our loved ones who have passed, and receiving guidance from our spirit helpers and guides both in times of difficulty and to help confirm or clarify my own understanding of the spirit world.


My desire to understand my young daughter’s experiences inspired me to learn as much as I could about this subject. My learning journey became much more than I ever expected. The spiritual laws and understandings that I have acquired are life changing, both for me and for anyone wishing to understand more about life here and now, and life after death of the physical body.


I feel incredibly proud and blessed to share this journey with Faith. How she lives her life as a ‘normal’ young girl alongside her psychic-medium abilities is inspirational, but it’s not always easy. Raising Faith details the many challenges we have experienced as part of our journey together, including helping Faith manage the messages she receives from spirit, learning how to create boundaries with the spirits who visit her, responding with integrity to the messages and guidance we receive, learning how to protect our energy, and how to encourage only positive spirits and messages around us. We have learned the hard way that negative darker energies can be attracted to us, and have learned how to prevent and detach these. We have discovered that the health and emotional well-being of sensitive, empathic and psychic people can be easily affected by the places we visit, the people we spend time with, and the foods (even healthy foods!) that we consume.


If this book has found its way into your hands, know that there is a good reason for that. I hope that the contents within helps answer your questions, brings you comfort, knowledge, and inspiration and helps you progress forwards on your own life journey.


If you have lost loved ones, know that they are still with you, loving you, watching over you, encouraging you to move forwards and to live your life for your highest good.


Raising sensitive, empathic and psychic children can leave parents, guardians and their families feeling overwhelmed and isolated at times. The challenges are numerous, yet despite the growing number of these extraordinary children coming into the world, the information and support available to help their families is extremely limited. If your family is blessed with psychic abilities, I hope this book helps you feel comforted to know that you are not alone.


Claire Waters





COURAGE


It was bedtime and I had not long finished reading Faith a story. She was lying on her back, snuggled under the covers, quietly staring towards the end of her bed. This was the time of day in our house when our lives became a combination of the perfectly ordinary, interspersed with extraordinary moments.


As with most other young children, bedtimes for Faith began with a bath and cleaning her teeth, followed by jumping into bed for a story, and sometimes a conversation about her day, or the fun we had planned for tomorrow.


It was at these times when she was settled in bed, quiet and comfortable, that Faith was most likely to talk about the spirit people that she could see around her.


On this occasion, some months after we had first learned of Faith’s psychic abilities, I sat quietly watching as she lay there. She continued to stare straight ahead, relaxed but concentrating on something. My gaze followed to where she was staring, but all I could see were her pink gingham bedroom curtains.


I took a deep breath as I waited. These experiences, as amazing as I found them, still unnerved me. I knew so little about this subject, and although I was trying to learn as much as I could, I was still uncomfortable with the idea that people were around me and my daughter could communicate with them, yet I couldn’t see them.


I spoke as calm and confidently as I could, belying the nerves I felt inside. “What can you see?” I asked her quietly.


“It’s a new man!” she said with surprise. Her face lit up as she told me, but she continued staring straight ahead, watching and listening to him.


I smiled, trying to hide my true feelings, but inside my fears were running rampant. Usually our spirit visitors were familiar to Faith, so who was this ‘new’ man my daughter could see? Was he friend or foe? I felt vulnerable and out of my depth. As her mother I should have known more than she did so I could help protect her, but on this subject, Faith was more knowledgeable than I was. For as long as she could remember, there were spirit people who had helped and protected her.


Hiding my unease I asked, “What does he look like?”


She continued to watch him. “He looks a bit like Abby’s Daddy.” I pictured the man I’d seen on the school playground who had short, blond wavy hair and a dusting of freckles across his face.


I hesitated for a few moments whilst I thought about who this man could be. I watched Faith, who was usually very shy, as she lay looking calm and comfortable, even with this strange man in her bedroom. I had always relied a lot on instincts during my life, and despite my concerns about this new visitor, my instincts told me not to be alarmed, so we continued.


I took another deep breath. “Why is he here?” I asked, and waited anxiously for her answer.


She concentrated for a few moments, and then said, “He says he’s come to help me with courage.”


I thought about this for a moment, and then smiled as I realized the reason for his visit. I had recently learned about spirit guides who visited us to help in times of need, and I suspected this was why he had come.


“Is this man one of your guides?” I asked Faith.


She then repeated what the man was telling her. “Yes.”


“I thought so. How lovely. He’s come to help you feel brave at school,” I explained.


Faith had recently started school, and was learning to cope with some strong characters within her class. There had been some friendship issues which she had been worried about, so, during the past few days, we had been talking about this. Whilst ‘courage’ might have seemed a suitable word within the conversation, this word was not part of Faith’s vocabulary at only five years old.


“Why don’t you ask him who he is?” I encouraged. I was eager to hear more about this man, now that I felt more confident about the reason for his visit.


She lay quietly concentrating again on the end of the bed. “He says his name was Joseph Frederickson.”


Frederickson wasn’t a name I was familiar with at all. It occurred to me that perhaps this visitor wasn’t from England. “Did he live in England?” I asked her.


“Yes,” she answered immediately.


“Which town or county did he live in?” I was silently wondering if I could find any historical information or evidence about him.


Faith paused as she listened to him. “Somewhere in the middle, it begins with an M. He can’t tell us any more about that.”


I nodded respectfully, as I felt perhaps I shouldn’t be trying to find ‘evidence’ to prove this man’s identity. Perhaps that was an inappropriate way to use Faith’s gift.


“Can he tell us anything else about himself?” I prompted.


Faith was watching and listening carefully. I was expecting her to tell me his age, or where he lived, or something warm and reassuring, but instead she told me, “He was killed in a car crash.”


I was shocked and speechless for a few moments. I wasn’t expecting to hear how he died. My thoughts were jumping ahead to where this conversation could lead, and how unsuitable this might be for my young daughter to hear. It had never occurred to me that perhaps we might be told frightening details. Talking about dying in such a dramatic and potentially violent way was not a subject I considered suitable for my young daughter to be involved in.


I fidgeted uncomfortably as I mulled over what to do next. Despite my shock and concern at the answer provided, Faith still wasn’t frightened at all, either by the man or by the conversation. She was very calm and matter-of-fact about the information she was apparently being told.


I had learned from Faith that we don’t have to speak outwardly to spirit for them to hear us, so I silently ‘asked’ for nothing frightening to be mentioned.


Hesitantly, we continued as if this was a perfectly normal bedtime conversation. “That’s very sad. Can he tell us anything else?”


“He had two children. A boy and a girl.”


“How old were his children?”


She frowned as she concentrated on listening. “He says they were sixteen and twenty-one when he died. He still visits them all the time.”


I nodded my head in understanding as I mulled over what the man had told her.


“So, next time you are worried at school, you can call Joseph and he will help you feel brave.” I smiled to reassure her. “How lovely that you have all these people to help you.”


Faith was sleepy now. I tucked her covers around her again as she settled down to sleep, kissed her goodnight and quietly left her room. As I began to close the door, I questioned whether I should leave my daughter to sleep in her bedroom by herself, knowing the spirit man may still be with her. I would have been frightened to sleep in her room after that experience, but she was perfectly at ease and comfortable with these visits. For my own peace of mind, instead of closing the door behind me fully, I left it ajar. I stood outside her room for a few moments, shaking my head in amazement at the conversation we had just had.


On many nights we have similar experiences. Usually, it’s the same familiar spirit people who visit, many of whom are deceased family members, and most of whom died before Faith was born. Other times, as on this occasion, a new spirit person visits us, usually to help with a specific situation we are experiencing.


This has become our version of ‘ordinary’ since discovering our daughter is a psychic-medium.





TURNING POINT


Earlier in my life, I had given little thought to what happens to us after death, however, the following experience helped shape the beliefs I have today.


When my children were very young, and some months before the conversation I had with Faith about Joseph Frederickson, my mother had popped around to our house for a cup of tea. As she was leaving, I stood in the open doorway watching her walk down the driveway back to her car. She stopped just before she climbed in, and turned to look at me. “I’ve just remembered. I’ve left a book for you to read,” she said. “I think you might like it.”


“Okay, I’ll have a look,” I answered non-committedly.


As I was closing the front door I saw the book on the window ledge inside the porch. It had the title, Many Lives, Many Masters and was by Dr. Brian L. Weiss. I hadn’t heard of it despite its popularity, but reading this book was to be a turning point in my life. The book was a true story about an American medical psychiatrist who, during hypnosis treatment on his patients, had inadvertently stumbled across past-life experiences which were affecting their present lives. This was a respectable medical doctor who had credibility and who was relatively skeptical about past-lives and reincarnation. That was until many repeat experiences with the past-life experiences of his patients had solidified his findings.


I had always been ‘on the fence’ so to speak about issues such as reincarnation even though I had always been interested in my mother’s stories from her occasional visits to a psychic medium when I was in my teens. My childhood was relatively conservative, and subjects such as reincarnation and alternative therapies had never crossed my path before. It was in my late teens that I discovered homeopathic medicine and loved it so much that a few years later I began my training to become a professional homeopath. It had been during this training in London that the subject of reincarnation had first come up.


It was the first day of a four-year course and the participants all took a seat in the room where the class was being held. An attractive lady with a dark blonde bob and blue eyes walked towards me purposefully and took the seat next to mine and introduced herself as Karen. Later that day we were talking and I mentioned how I always enjoyed wartime movies and music. Her face lit up and she announced quite matter-of-factly, “Ah, that’s why I was drawn to sit with you. We have known each other before in a past life.”


I stared at her blankly, feeling uncomfortable and naive. Past life? I had no idea what she was talking about, and I wasn’t sure how to respond to such a bizarre statement.


Before starting my homeopathy course, I had been teased by skeptical friends that I was likely to meet some alternative-minded ‘hippy’ people, but I hadn’t really known what to expect. I was born and raised in rural Hampshire in the UK and my life had been relatively sheltered from liberal-minded influences. This lady didn’t fit my ignorant expectations of an ‘alternative-hippy type’. She was smartly dressed and groomed, a professional consultant in the city and couldn’t have been farther from my stereotypical expectations. Fortunately, I kept my opinions to myself and we went on to become good friends.


Although I was not at that time open-minded enough to embrace her beliefs, as a Reiki master, Karen had been my first spiritual influence and a loyal confidante.


Having mulled over my bizarre conversation with Karen some years before, my curiosity was sparked and I finished reading the back cover of Dr. Weiss’s book.


I found the book absolutely fascinating and finished reading it within a day or two. Eager to learn more, my thoughts drifted to Gareth, the hypnotherapist who worked at the clinic where I was the resident homeopath. I wondered if during his sessions with patients he had ever heard of past lives. I didn’t know him well. We had only met in passing at the clinic, and at the annual Christmas dinner.


I telephoned him and told him about the book I had just finished reading. “Oh yes, often,” was his answer when I asked him if he’d come across past lives. “I don’t believe in it myself, but I do offer past-life regression sessions.”


I was surprised by his comments. How could he offer and charge his clients for a professional service that he didn’t believe in? It didn’t make sense to me.


“One client’s past-life regression during hypnosis had so much detail that I actually researched it, to validate the information,” he continued. “During hypnosis, she’d provided her name and that of her then husband, the street where they lived, and that he was a doctor. I was able to trace the house she’d previously lived in and find out where the husband worked. It all matched surprisingly well with the information she’d given during her session. But I still don’t believe it.”
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