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For my Nan, Elsie Irene Higgs, and my Grandad, Stanley
Richard Higgs, and to my friend Didier Boyer – thank
you for blessing my life with your signs.


T J Higgs discovered her psychic powers as a child but, owing to discouragement and a difficult upbringing, it was not until many years later that she really took flight with her gift. Today, she is one of the most successful mediums in the UK. She has appeared on TV in shows such as Psychic Private Eyes and The Three Mediums, and her work is featured widely in the media. She is the author of Living with the Gift and runs her own centre for psychic development in Essex, UK. See www.tracyhiggs.co.uk for more information.
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Do not stand at my grave and weep,

I am not there, I do not sleep.

I am in a thousand winds that blow,

I am the softly falling snow.

I am the gentle showers of rain,

I am the fields of ripening grain.

I am in the morning hush,

I am in the graceful rush

Of beautiful birds in circling flight,

I am the starshine of the night.

I am in the flowers that bloom,

I am in a quiet room.

I am in the birds that sing,

I am in each lovely thing.

Do not stand at my grave and cry,

I am not there. I do not die.

MARY ELIZABETH FRYE
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	Prologue: Seven Signs





 

In the spring of 2009, I went through one of the most emotional periods in my life when my beloved nan, Elsie, passed over.

The loss of a grandparent is always hard to bear, but saying goodbye to Nan, my father’s mother, was especially hard for me.

We had always been very close. In many ways she had been my mother when I was a young girl. My own mother had, for various reasons, been a distant figure and I had spent a large part of my childhood in my grandparents’ house, around the corner from our home in north London. I’d dropped into Nan’s most days on my way home from school. It was in my nan’s kitchen that I spent some of the happiest times of my childhood.

It had been in my nan’s house that I had my first psychic experiences as a young girl, although at the time I’d not known what they were. There I’d seen the spirit of Pops, Elsie’s dad, my great-granddad James, after he’d died. I’d also sensed other presences, although I’d learned to keep quiet about them. While my mother discouraged my interest in the spirit world, my nan had given me her quiet support. I think she simply wanted me to be happy and to follow the right path in life, wherever it led me.

She had lived to a ripe old age; she was ninety-one when she passed. Yet her loss was a hammer blow to me. I felt a huge gap in my life, like a fundamental part of me had been physically removed.

In the days leading up to her funeral I knew it was going to be difficult for me and my dad to hold it all together. But I was determined to do my best to support my dad and the rest of my family. Fortunately, my nan was there to help me . . .

Understandably I had been thinking about my nan constantly since she’d passed. You never know how someone’s passing is going to impact on you, or what thoughts are going to go through your head when you lose someone close. In my nan’s case I found myself feeling desperate to know that she was safely with her dad, to whom she had been very close when she was a little girl. I don’t know why I felt that way; all I know is that it became very important to me. In the days following her death and in the run-up to her funeral, I had this deep-rooted need to know that they were reunited.

I’d received a couple of intimations of her presence when I’d gone to see her in the chapel of rest a couple of days before the funeral. She’d been lying in her coffin in a rather characterless, windowless room. There had been a single candle burning alongside her.

I’d gone in and started chatting to her. As I did so, I noticed the candle begin to flicker strangely. When I was talking the flame was quite still and consistent. But then when I stopped and stayed silent it began to flicker like crazy. The candle was nowhere near me so it couldn’t have had anything to do with my breathing and – as I say – the room was completely windowless so it couldn’t have been a breeze or gust of air. I took it as a small sign from my nan that she was around.

I also noticed something else going on in the room. For obvious reasons, the temperature in any chapel of rest is kept very low, sometimes almost freezing cold. When I first stepped into the room containing my nan it had been as chilly as I’d expected. But within moments of my sitting down and talking to her, I began to feel myself warming up. Within a few minutes I was absolutely boiling hot, as if I was in a sauna. It was weird. Again, I took it as some indication of my nan’s presence, with good cause at it turned out. In the months that followed I learned that whenever I felt her presence, which I did often, I would feel extremely hot.

As the day of the funeral arrived, I asked my nan for another, more tangible sign that she was there with us. Some mediums might hesitate to do this. The emotions of the day can be too intense and disrupting for spirit communication. But I put out my request for a very good reason. I’d been shown signs of the afterlife at funerals before.

A few years earlier I had lost another relative, Aunt Maisie, a relative on my dad’s side of the family. My nan hadn’t been up to travelling to that funeral, which was being held in the seaside town of Clacton. So she had asked me to go on her behalf.

I had been in my mid-thirties at the time but, curiously I suppose, this was the first funeral I had ever attended.

It had been halfway through the service that I had seen Aunt Maisie sitting on her coffin. She was quite a sight. She was wearing a white dress and was swinging her legs from side to side as if she didn’t have a care in the world. She looked radiant.

I hadn’t seen Maisie in years. Apparently, during her final months, when she’d been riddled with cancer and clinging to life, she’d been reduced to a pale shadow of her former self. That wasn’t the woman I was looking at. She was sitting there with her hair looking gorgeous, a vibrant young woman smiling at everyone, except only I could see her.

Thinking back on it, I didn’t have any bad emotions – in fact it was quite the opposite. I had to try really hard not to smile in front of the other mourners. It was odd and rather frustrating in some ways. Her sons and daughters, my cousins, were all crying while I was sitting there thinking, ‘Well, she looks all right to me.’ I wished I could have told them, but knew I couldn’t.

Seeing Aunt Maisie like that was an important moment for me in a couple of respects. First and foremost, it confirmed my view that life continues, that our spirits go on to exist in another dimension. On a more practical level, it also helped me in my career. I was early in my training as a medium at that point, so it really encouraged me to press on with my development. It gave me renewed faith in what I was doing and made me even more determined to use my gift to help and comfort as many people as possible.

I knew there was a strong chance I wouldn’t receive a similar sign from my nan because of the rawness of my grief.

One of the reasons I’d been able to see Aunt Maisie so clearly, I think, was that I’d felt slightly detached from her. Don’t get me wrong, I’d loved Auntie Maisie and she’d looked after me sometimes when I was young. But she wasn’t as close to me as my nan. My nan meant so much to me, I was in pieces about losing her. However, I knew that my loss could very easily act as a blockage to the spirit world, which is attracted to positive energy, so when I headed to the funeral I told myself not to get my hopes up. I couldn’t expect to see signs from every person whose funeral I attended.

Nan’s funeral was held at Lavender Hill cemetery in Enfield, one of the loveliest spots in north London – a huge, sprawling, tree-lined expanse of greenery. It was a bright, sunny and otherwise beautiful day.

The service was held in quite a small, old church. As we entered, I saw that the casket was standing next to a wall by the windows. Light was streaming through the stained glass, reflecting colours onto the wall. The curious thing was there were only two colours, not the usual rainbow mix. All I could see was green and pink. These were significant colours because they represent the heart to me.

I had put certain things inside the coffin. I don’t want to divulge here what they are, because I want someone to give me that as a message one day. But they were also in green and pink. To me this was a promising sign. I began to feel the presence of the spirit world.

Pleased as I was to see this, however, I decided it wasn’t enough and asked for my nan to show me more. She duly obliged. As I looked at the colours on the wall I saw them beginning to shift and take shape. As they did so I began to see my nan’s face forming on the wall.

My reaction was immediate and obvious. I was holding my cousin Jackie’s hands and I must have begun squeezing them really tightly because she suddenly looked at me. She saw my eyes fixed on a spot on the empty wall and she just said to me: ‘You can see her, can’t you? She’s here.’

‘Yes, she’s here,’ I said softly. ‘She’s here.’

My nan was very elderly when she died. The face I was looking at was still old, but it was also completely at peace. There was this real feeling of serenity. It was just a flash – she was there for literally a few seconds and then she was gone. But it was enough.

That was it – I immediately burst into floods of tears. It was a weird mix of grief and emotion and validation. But the tears soon subsided and I found the strength I needed to get through the funeral service and the warm, moving words that were spoken about my nan by the priest and family members.

As the service drew to a close we all began filing out of the church and into the warm spring afternoon. My father and I decided to go for a walk through the large cemetery towards the plot where my nan was to be buried. Her father, my Pops, was buried there too.

For many years now I had been able to connect easily to the spirit of my Pops. He often came to me when I asked for help or guidance. His presence was a familiar one to me and suddenly I felt it again.

Enfield cemetery is very green and very well looked after. There are a lot of trees there, along with big ornamental statues and manicured grass. I was walking with my dad. He was really upset and our arms were linked together. We stopped to wait for my brother. We were standing in front of a metal water butt where people can fill up their vases.

Immediately I noticed that it had a number eleven on it. I knew immediately that was significant. I am a great believer in the powers of numbers and the study of numerology. The number eleven is a very spiritual number. It is, for instance, the number associated with Jesus. It is also the sign of a medium and I resonate personally at number eleven.

My nan had also lived at house number eleven on her street. So, as well as a floral wreath that said ‘Nan’, I had also bought a wreath in the shape of a number eleven.

Before I knew it, I felt the familiar itch on my nose. So I put out the thought: ‘Pops, are you here?’

Well, at that precise moment, a little fat robin landed on the water butt. I will explain the significance of robins in more detail later in this book, but suffice to say I have for a long time associated them with my Pops. I was now certain this was a sign – or more accurately, a series of signs.

‘Is Nan with you?’ I asked.

At that precise moment another, slimmer robin landed alongside him. I couldn’t have asked for a clearer sign.

What was one of the saddest days of my life had turned into one of the most amazing. In the space of a couple of days I had been given no less than seven signs from the afterlife, two in the chapel of rest, two more in the church during the service, and now three more out here in the grounds of the cemetery.

In truth, I desperately needed them. At the time I was doing very well in my career. I was about to begin The Three Mediums show at the Hammersmith Apollo. I had appeared on television and even had a book deal. But I felt like giving it all up because I was so overwhelmed by the loss of my nan. I had also lost a very good friend that same week. My friend, Didier Boyer, an amazing numerologist, had committed suicide days earlier.

My head was full of all sorts of questions. Why would someone so spiritual commit suicide? On top of the grief I felt at losing my nan, it was becoming almost overwhelming.

When I had been holding my cousin Jackie’s hands, I had said to my nan: ‘If you want me to carry on being a medium, you have to show yourself to me today. I don’t think I will have the strength to carry on if you don’t give me some kind of sign.’

She had given me what I asked for not once, but seven times.

As I will explain in this book, signs can manifest themselves in many ways. In the space of a single, emotion-filled hour, my nan had manifested many of them.

You, too, can experience them. You, too, can establish regular and meaningful contact with friends and loved ones who have crossed over to the Other Side. You, too, can see the signs. Provided you know where – and when – to look . . .
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What is a Sign?

I suppose the obvious questions to begin with are these: what is a sign? What does it symbolise? What is its meaning?

In its simplest form, a sign is a message. It is a sight, a smell, a sound or even a feeling that tells you a loved one is there, that their existence has continued on the Other Side. But it can also be a piece of guidance, advising you on what to do – or sometimes what not to do – at a particular time in your life.

The great thing about signs is that they offer a direct line to the spirit dimension. They cut out the middle man – or woman, in my case. This is because, unlike a detailed message in which a spirit communicates through a medium, a sign is something that is delivered personally to its intended recipient. You don’t have to be in a theatre with a medium or a psychic. You don’t have to be at a séance or in a Spiritualist Church meeting. You can be anywhere when you receive it: on a beach, a mountain-top, out shopping or simply sitting quietly at home.

For this reason, signs are the easiest and most universal method of connecting to the afterlife. In a sense, signs give everyone the opportunity to be a medium. They are there for all of us to receive.

Types of Signs

I am constantly amazed how many people come to me and tell me that they know exactly how their loved ones are going to make themselves known to them from the Other Side.

Often this will be based on something they said when they were still alive. ‘When I come back to see you I will be a dog, or a bee or a flower.’ So those they have left behind spend their time looking at dogs and bees and flowers.

A lot of people actually believe they are going to be physically reunited with the person who has passed over. They are convinced that the spirit of their loved one is going to physically materialise in front of them and say: ‘Hello darling, I miss you.’

Don’t get me wrong. I wish that were the case. It does happen in incredibly rare circumstances, usually in séances held by highly experienced mediums. For most people this is an unrealistic expectation, however. Coming through to us here in the physical world takes a huge amount of effort and energy on the part of a spirit. Materialising in that way simply takes up too much of that energy.

So the first important thing you must realise is that the spirit you are looking for is probably going to show itself to you in a much subtler, much more unpredictable way than you expect.

That’s the bad news. The good news is that the spirit will use something that carries its own distinctive and personal signature. This may well relate to the spirit’s personality while he or she was here in the physical world. So, for instance, someone who was passionate about football might display signs that relate to their favourite team.

There are lots of good reasons why this is the case, not least the fact that it is easier and requires less energy. In a way, it’s an energy conservation thing. Think of it as the spirit of a loved one sending an email or a text rather than telephoning or coming physically to see you.

So, the sign might be the flicking off and on of a light switch or the television, the feeling that someone is stroking your hair or touching the top of your head. It might be a smell or a sound, a colour or a bird settling on a bush in your garden. In truth, it can be anything. In this technological age, it could be a text message, a twitter or an entry on Facebook.

The really good news is that once the spirit provides you with a sign and once you have recognised and acknowledged that sign, the lines of communication have been opened for ever. It is like learning a language. Once you understand it and master it, you can converse in it whenever you want.

Surprisingly, mediums haven’t paid much attention to signs traditionally. Yet I think they are as powerful – and often more profound – than mediumistic messages through which the two dimensions, the spirit world and the physical world, communicate with each other.

Since I first became a medium I have encountered signs that have delivered a range of different information. As I say, on the simplest level they offer a simple reassurance that a loved one has safely crossed over to the Other Side. But they can also convey important information. They can guide you towards taking an important step or show you the right direction to take. They can tell you what not to do in a situation.

We are surrounded by the afterlife at all times. And each of us is being shown signs on a regular basis. This book is designed to help you to interpret and understand the signs that you are shown in your life. But it is also a collection of some of the most remarkable and significant signs I have encountered during my career. Some have appeared to me, many have appeared to other people. Each has conveyed an important message: that death is not the end; it is just the beginning of a new existence.

Sign Language: How to Ask for Signs

The spirit world is around us all the time. We can ask it for help and guidance at any time by asking for a sign and we will get an answer. But we must use this link to the afterlife carefully. It is not something to be wasted on trivial matters, or used like a free advice line.

You would not, for instance, put out a request for a sign to help you decide which coat to buy in the January sales. And you would not ask for a sign to show you what to have for dinner that night. Think carefully before you ask.
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The Four Pennies

There are many different opinions about the origins of the phrase ‘pennies from heaven’. Some think it is a variation on the biblical phrase ‘manna from heaven’, meaning good fortune. Others believe that its origins are more modern, from the song of the same name which emerged from America during the Great Depression in the 1930s.

I really don’t know who is right. But what I do know is that it refers to a phenomenon that is very common. In my experience, the appearance of coins – whether they are pennies, nickels, dimes or whatever – is one of the most frequent signs from the afterlife.

If you find a coin in an unusual or unexpected location it is a sign that the spirit world is close at hand or trying to get a message to you. If, for instance, you were to find a penny in an odd location, and it had the year of your birth on it, it could very well be a sign for you.

I have heard many amazing stories regarding coins, but one of the most remarkable concerned the Whittaker family.

One of the children in the family, a lady called Rebecca, visited me for a series of readings shortly after her mother, Wendy, had passed over with cancer. Wendy’s death had devastated her family but it had hit Rebecca particularly hard. She and her mum were very close.

It was clear from the beginning that Rebecca’s family were very tightly knit. After I’d read for Rebecca, her dad, Reg, and her brother, Justin, came to see me. After that her sister-in-law, Emma, came to see me as well.

Almost always when reading for the family, I sensed Wendy’s presence coming through to me within moments of starting. From the energy she was channelling through me I could tell she was a very vibrant lady. She’d only been in her early sixties when she’d passed over. There was real energy and personality in her messages to her children. I could tell that she was determined to reassure them about the fact that she had safely crossed over to the spirit world. They all received messages that their mum was at peace.

It was when Rebecca came to see me again, I think for the third time, that I gave what must have been one of the most memorable readings I’d ever done.

Her mother was showing me Rebecca’s new partner, a guy she had been seeing for a while. I had sensed that Rebecca was keen to get some kind of message from her mother about this relationship. She wanted to know she approved and that she felt it was going to work out. As I connected to Wendy I was getting a very positive feeling. But then she began to show me something quite unusual. Suddenly my head was filled with images of pennies.

‘Your mum is telling me that she has given you a sign about your relationship,’ I said.

‘What was it?’ Rebecca said, suddenly looking quite excited.

‘It’s four pennies. They represent four months. And your mother is telling me that in four months’ time that will tell you where your relationship needs to be. Either negatively or positively.’

Rebecca went white in front of me.

She told me that one night that week, before she had come to see me, she had been in bed with her boyfriend and when she had rolled over there had been four pennies on her back.

How on earth could that have happened if it hadn’t been a sign? In what circumstances could there have been four penny pieces in someone’s bed?

This wasn’t the end of the message, however. There was something else Wendy wanted to tell Rebecca. Once more I started seeing pennies in my mind. ‘There is definitely something happening with coins,’ I said, smiling by now. ‘Because she says she has also been throwing pennies at your father. I can see your father, Reg, sitting in a pub and he is having all these penny coins thrown at him.’

Rebecca looked a bit sceptical about all this but promised to check it out. It wasn’t long before I heard back from her. She told me that she’d spoken to her father who had turned as white as she had when she’d learned about the coins in her bed.

‘He’d kept having coins landing on
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