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    To my angels — seen and unseen. You never gave up on me.
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PREFACE
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A book about Angels—coming from someone like me, Anthony (Toby) White—might seem unlikely. If you had asked anyone who knew me in my reckless days, they would have sworn I was the last person to write such a book. My early years were a whirlwind of alcohol, drugs, and choices that, according to my family, dragged the family name through the mud. Yet here I stand, a man who has witnessed these ethereal beings on multiple occasions, heard their whispers, and even had full-on conversations with them. That, in itself, is a miracle.

From an early age, I knew that religion, schools, and governing systems weren’t what they seemed. They were about control, money, and power, and that never sat well with me. So I became a rebel, if I wasn’t already one, outdrinking men twice my size, proving myself in ways that now seem meaningless. Life in the dusty outback of the Northern Territory, Australia, only fueled my recklessness. Among hard-drinking Aussies, the goal was excess—who could drink the most, who could push the limits the farthest. Back then, I was proud of it. Now, I see it simply as part of the journey that shaped me.

Having the miracle of witnessing an Angel when I was quite young, and yet having that experience dismissed as shadows on the wall, a trick of the light, or maybe just a dream. The dismissal left me confused, and as the years passed, my connection to these beings faded. I lost myself in addiction, and for a long time, I didn’t know if I would ever find my way back. Even in sobriety, doubt still lingered. Would I ever feel their presence again? Would I ever hear their voices? So many times, I wanted to fall back into my old ways—drinking, using, living on the edge.

This book is about my encounters with Angels, spirit guides, and even, at times, God. I have seen them, heard their whispers, and spoken with them as naturally as you would over a cup of coffee with a friend. The love they radiate is something beyond human comprehension—deeper, purer, more encompassing than anything we experience here. It doesn’t just touch you; it wraps around you, fills you and becomes part of you. It is a love not of this world.

If Angels had not intervened constantly in my life, I would not be here today. Alcohol and drugs would have claimed me long ago. But they did intervene. They whispered to me at critical moments. They guided me away from the edge. And now, I am here to share my story. I am truly grateful for the love and protection I have felt from them. No matter how dark my past may have been, I know now that I have always been taken care of and truly blessed.
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Since I was very young, I’ve always felt the presence of angels. Engaging in profound discussions with them—sometimes for hours on end—it has always been a recurring and enriching part of my life. There’s something incredibly comforting about knowing that helpers are ready to assist us whenever we reach out.

I recognise that what I share here is inherently subjective, reflecting my personal opinions, thoughts, and lived experiences. In the realm of spiritual exploration, each of us is encouraged to discover our truths, guided by the unwavering compass of our souls.

Recently, a thought-provoking question arose after a conversation with a friend: How many angels are there? She recounted meeting someone who believed there were only two angels in existence. This notion struck me as fascinating. While I respect this perspective, my own belief is that angels are numerous. I see each of us as having a guardian angel and additional Archangels and many other angels, each fulfilling unique roles.

Contemplating this man's belief in only two angels led me to reflect on the role of perception and the workings of the human mind. Beliefs and opinions are foundational to our spiritual journeys and shape our odysseys. Whether one believes in two angels or a multitude, the freedom to hold one's convictions is crucial.

Our individual choices, untainted by external pressures, define our unique spiritual paths. The diversity in beliefs about the number of angels highlights the subjective nature of spirituality.

The gentleman’s view is valid within the context of his personal belief system, just as my conviction in the abundance of angels is valid within mine. Ultimately, what binds us is our shared belief in the existence of angels and the spiritual realm. Angels are a vital part of my spiritual narrative, and I trust they will guide me through the transition from human existence to the realm of the soul when that time comes.

As I embark on this exploration of angels and my experiences with them, I invite you to join me. Let us delve into the mysteries of the angelic realm together, keeping an open heart and mind to the wonders that lie beyond our understanding.
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Since childhood, the presence of angels has always felt as real and tangible to me as the ground beneath my feet. Their whispers, which I heard even in those early days, have been instrumental in shaping the person I am today. It came as no surprise that before my parents introduced me to the Catholic Church, I was already communicating with God and the angelic realm. The messages I received from these celestial beings stood in stark contrast to the priest's sermons I would later hear on Sundays. While I struggled to connect with the religious teachings, the divine messages resonated with a truth so profound that they became a guiding force in my life.

As I grew older, it became increasingly evident that my siblings shared a similar sentiment, whether they were fully aware of it or not. For all of us, attending church felt more like an obligation than a spiritual experience. The rituals and sermons lacked the depth and connection I yearned for, leaving me disengaged. When we reached the age where we could make our own choices, the weekly trips to church became a thing of the past, replaced by a more personal and meaningful exploration of spirituality, for me anyway.

My interactions with the angelic realm were as natural to me as breathing. After each session with these celestial companions, I felt a deep sense of upliftment and connection that transcended anything I had ever known.

One early morning, as I lay in bed, a gentle yet distinct sound broke the silence—a soft bang that caught my attention just as day was breaking. It wasn’t alarming, but it was enough to make me glance toward the lounge and the kitchen, visible through the slightly ajar bedroom door.

Through the open door, I snuck a look out to where I could see the kitchen a bit better; the fridge stood illuminated by a light unlike any I had seen before. Although the sun was rising, this light was different—unfamiliar yet profoundly comforting. It enveloped the room in a warmth that radiated love and peace, a sensation so intense that I instinctively jumped back into bed and pulled the covers over my head. I was torn between curiosity and apprehension, yet the allure of the light was too compelling to ignore. Slowly, I emerged from the safety of my bed once again, cautiously approaching the kitchen, my heart pounding with anticipation.

As I looked up toward the ceiling, which wasn’t very high, I saw something that took my breath away—an angel sitting there as if waiting for me. In that instant, I knew, with every fibre of my being, that I was in the presence of an angel. There were no words exchanged, no need for verbal communication; it was a silent communion of energies, a connection so deep that it transcended language. The angel's gaze met mine, and though I couldn’t clearly make out its face, I felt the angel's eyes on me, and the emotion it stirred within me was amazing.

The love that washed over me from this sighting, especially at such a young age, was unlike anything I had ever known. It felt as if time itself had paused, holding me in the stillness of that moment as I gazed at the angel, trying to absorb every detail. The love radiating from this being was deep, pure, and beyond words—so beautiful it felt almost unreal. And then, just as suddenly as it had appeared, the angel was gone, leaving me in breathless silence. My heart pounded with wonder and urgency. I had to tell someone. I had to share what I had just witnessed. So I waited eagerly for my parents to wake, my mind racing to find the right words to capture something so extraordinary.

I went back to bed and bathed in the feeling of love the Angel had left with me; it was something I did not want to forget in a hurry. As soon as my parents were up, I rushed into the kitchen, my excitement bubbling over as I recounted every detail of the angelic visitation. My mother, sensing my urgency, gently urged me to slow down and speak clearly. I told them everything—how the angel had appeared, where it had been, and how it had made me feel. But as I spoke, I noticed a shadow of scepticism in their eyes. They suggested that perhaps I had been dreaming or that the sunlight, filtering through the curtains, had created patterns on the wall, making it appear like an angel had been there.

Their words deflated me. I asked if they believed me, but my dad was already retreating to the bathroom, leaving my mum to respond gently yet dismissively. She assured me that it wasn’t about disbelief but rather that our minds can sometimes play tricks on us. A wave of disillusionment washed over me.

Here I was, expected to believe in the teachings of the church—God, angels, and miracles—yet my own experience was being dismissed as a mere trick of the light. It was at that moment that my resistance to attending church began to solidify. Though I continued to go only because I was made to go, my heart was no longer in it; I am not sure if my heart was ever really in it, so I found myself seeking ways to avoid it altogether.

Despite the doubts planted by my mother’s words, the memory of that angelic encounter stayed with me like a light in a world that often felt uncertain. Yet, as I ventured outside alone and in the coming days, the seeds of self-doubt began to sprout. Could it have been the sunlight playing tricks on my perception? Was it possible that I had imagined the whole thing? The uncertainty gnawed at me, leaving me questioning the validity of what I had seen.

Not long after, I had the opportunity to visit my Nan, who was always a source of comfort and wisdom. I poured my heart out to her, recounting the event and my parents’ dismissal. Nan listened intently, her eyes never leaving mine as I described every detail, every emotion that had accompanied the sighting. After a moment of thoughtful silence, Nan spoke with a conviction that erased all my doubts: “Dear Toby, yes, what you saw was an angel.” Her words resonated within me, dispelling the uncertainty that had clouded my mind. At that moment, I felt a profound sense of validation and reassurance. She told me I was special to have witnessed such an event, and her belief in me was the anchor I needed.

As we continued to talk, Nan offered both comfort and caution. She warned that throughout my life, I would encounter people who might label me as strange or even fake for sharing my experiences about angels. She advised me to be discerning about whom I shared these encounters with, reminding me that not everyone would understand or believe. People who couldn’t see what I saw might view me as different, and often, not in a good way.

I took Nan’s advice to heart, choosing to keep my spiritual experiences private for many years. It wasn’t until much later in life that I began to speak openly about angels, spirit guides, and my connection to the divine. By then, I had grown confident in my beliefs, no longer needing to conform to others’ expectations or judgments. I had come to understand that my experiences were deeply personal and profoundly honest, regardless of what others might think.

Today, I speak freely about my encounters with angels and the divine. These celestial beings have become integral to my life, guiding and protecting me with their whispers and nudges. From subtle reminders to life-saving interventions, I recognise these encounters as blessings from my soul protectors, reinforcing my faith and trust in the unseen realms.

That first encounter with an angel was a pivotal moment in my life. I had struggled with asthma since the age of two, and the anxiety it brought with it was overwhelming at times. Knowing that angels were watching over me provided a comfort that nothing else could match during those formative years. Even now, as I think and talk about angels and the messages they have shared with me, I do so with the understanding that I am just me, no better than anyone else. My experiences are a cherished part of my life, but I remain humble in the knowledge that I am still in my human form, just like everyone else.
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