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      One

      
      1979…

      
      
      ‘You’re one of those, aren’t you?’ she said. ‘One of those people who see things?’ Her name was Pat, an Irish nurse who worked
         on the same ward as I did. She was a lovely woman, a brilliant nurse.
      

      
      I was twenty-eight and working at the South London Hospital for Women, a very old hospital. It’s no longer there, replaced
         by flats now, I think – but it had started life as what they called a lying-in hospital. They don’t have them these days,
         of course, but back in the 1800s when you had a baby you stayed in hospital for ten days, which was your ‘lying-in’ period.
         Can you believe that? Nowadays, they turf you out five minutes after you’ve given birth. Then, you had almost two weeks in
         which to recover from your ordeal and you did it in a women-only environment, in these huge, cavernous, Victorian wards lined
         with steel beds; stern-looking matrons clip-clopping up and down dispensing rebukes – quietness was insisted upon – plus maybe
         the odd spoonful of castor oil here and there.
      

      
      By 1979, it was different. There was no lying-in any more. No longer was the ward used to help ease new life into the world.
         Now, it was part of the oncology unit and women came here to live out their last moments, before they were taken by the cancer. It was still quiet on the ward, but for a different reason. Death has the effect of cloaking
         a place with stillness.
      

      
      And it was quiet that day, too, as I arrived for my shift, taking over from Pat. I walked through the ward towards the nurses’
         station at the far end. There, a curtain was drawn around one of the beds, and as I passed I suddenly had one of my knowings
         – that’s what I call them, my ‘knowings’ – and I realized I knew almost all there was to know about the person behind the
         curtain. I knew it was a woman, of course, but I found I had a sense of what she looked like, and of her name. Most of all
         I knew that she was close –
      

      
      Oh, really, very close. She had moments to live.

      
      I’d not long been working on the oncology ward. Because of my ability I’d always had what you might call a close relationship
         with death; it didn’t scare me. I’d never seen anybody die before, though. Not right before my eyes.
      

      
      I came to a halt in front of Pat, who looked up, a greeting on her lips, about to hand me the nurse’s report, which keeps
         you abreast of all that’s going on in the ward. I didn’t need to read the nurse’s report for this particular woman, though,
         I knew just what Pat would say, that…
      

      
      ‘She’s about to die,’ I said to Pat, indicating the curtain.

      
      She looked at me sharply, eyes narrowing. ‘How do you know?’

      
      I always used to feel a certain way in those circumstances. A pride in my ability, plus a little embarrassment – a sort of
         social embarrassment, I suppose. I don’t feel it much any more, of course. But I used to, back then. I used to get it a lot.
      

      
      ‘I just do,’ I said (yes, feeling that familiar pride-embarrassment twinge), ‘I just know.’

      
      Which is when she said, ‘You’re one of those, aren’t you… ?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘yes, I suppose I am.’

      
      Pat nodded. She smiled slightly. I don’t know whether she believed in what I do or not; after all, there are plenty who don’t.
         But Pat was a nurse and along with poor rates of pay and a strong stomach, nurses have one thing in common: an open mind.
         You know why? Because nurses have seen everything. They have seen things that defy belief, that just don’t make sense. They’ve
         witnessed tragedy and miracle in equal measure. Nurses don’t scoff or sneer. They know far, far better than to do that.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I’m afraid you’re probably right. She was given her Brompton’s in the early hours, not long after her family
         brought her in. Her name is Anne. Shall we take a look?’
      

      
      It wasn’t castor oil that was dispensed on this ward any more. It was Brompton’s Mixture. This is what they used to have in
         the old days, for the terminally ill. It was a morphine-based medicine that was administered to a dying patient on a spoon,
         a very, very strong dose of morphine, a fatal amount – the idea being to gently ease the dying cancer patient into death.
         They called it Brompton’s Mixture because it was made at the Royal Brompton Hospital, where it was invented in the 1920s for
         use on patients with tuberculosis. I don’t think it’s used much nowadays.
      

      
      With a swish, Pat drew back the curtain and we stepped inside. She turned to pull the curtain closed – swish, swish – screening us off from the rest of the ward. I got my first look at Anne. She lay, silent and still, on the bed, the sheet
         barely rising and falling as she breathed her very last breaths. Pat moved to one side of the bed, I moved to the other, so
         that we were on either side of her.
      

      
      At the end of her bed sat a man. He looked at me and I at him.

      
      Pat didn’t see him, of course; he was in spirit. He was Anne’s husband, I knew.

      
      I was about to learn something very, very important about the ways of death and of the spirit world.

      
   
      
      
      
      
      Two

      
      The legacy of Waldemar…

      
      
      Call me psychic, but I think I know why you’re reading this book. Or one of the reasons at least. Because unless you’ve accidentally
         picked me up thinking I’m the latest Harry Potter (and if you did then you might want to think about a trip to the optician),
         you’ll know a little bit about me. I’m a medium. If you want to call me a psychic, go ahead and be my guest; medium, psychic,
         it’s all the same to me. But what it boils down to is this: I talk to the dead. And because of that I get asked one question
         more than any other. By clients, by those who come to my shows, by people who stop me in the street because they recognize
         me off the telly and, yes, by people who read my books.
      

      
      What they want to know is, What happens next? They want to know, Is there really such a thing as the afterlife?

      
      Well, get me started on the spirit world and it’s difficult to stop me. My husband, John, would tell you that. I’ve had a
         lifetime dealing with spirits and the spirit world, so I know what I’m talking about. You know the film The Sixth Sense? I’m telling you, it’s the story of my life. I’m like the little boy, Cole, in that: I see dead people. I talk to them.
      

      
      But it’s not so strange. I don’t even think it’s that unusual. It’s my belief that we all have a bit of psychic in us. I’ll go into this in a bit more detail later, but for now let’s leave it at that: we all have psychic ability, it’s just
         a case of having that ability teased out of us – of it somehow being discovered.
      

      
      In my case, so much of what I am today is as a result of spending my childhood at a house in Fulham, on Waldemar Avenue, where
         I first discovered my gift. Oh God, the things I could tell you about life in that house. Not only was it full of spirits
         – as in, ghosts – it also, somehow, seemed inhabited by the spirit of my nanny. This was Nanny Gladys. She died when I was
         a very, very little girl, but she cast a long shadow – a shadow that remained with me throughout my childhood and in many
         ways still does. Though I don’t remember much about her, what I do know is that she was beautiful. She was very tall and slim,
         with dark hair and eyes to match.
      

      
      They called Nanny Gladys ‘the witch of Fulham’ because she had a way about her, and no, she didn’t wear a pointy hat and carry
         a broom (although she did have two black cats who followed her about, called Topsy and Turvy – her familiars). She just ‘knew’
         things, Nanny Gladys did.
      

      
      She’d be standing at her newspaper pitch – she used to sell papers to city gents at the entrance to Putney Bridge Station
         – and there would be many times when, handing a newspaper to one of her customers, she’d pass on a hint, just a word or two
         that meant nothing to her but had enormous significance for the bowler-hatted gent purchasing his copy of the Evening Standard.
      

      
      No word of a lie! Nanny Gladys playing the stock market… The difference was, she’d be doing it without even knowing she was doing it, which was something I came to recognize
         later in my own life, when the words would seem to fly from my mouth before I’d had a chance to clamp them tight behind my
         teeth. Words that meant nothing to me. Gibberish, really. ‘That leaky tap’s not doing your headaches any good.’ But to the
         person standing there, some lady my mum had met in the street, for example, or a work colleague, they’d have great significance.
      

      
      Well, that’s something I got from Nanny Gladys. Her ‘knowings’. Nanny Gladys would know if you were gay. If you were pregnant,
         Nanny Gladys could tell you whether you were having a boy or a girl. Not by feeling the bump or referring to old wives’ tales:
         a low bump means it’s a boy, or that kind of thing. She just knew. Just as she blurted out tips to the city gents – not even realizing what the words meant most of the time – she would blurt
         out this information to strangers. If you were gay and wanted to keep it a secret; if you were pregnant and you didn’t want
         to know the sex of your baby… Well, then it was best to steer clear of Nanny Gladys.
      

      
      I wonder if Waldemar Avenue had as much effect on her – she lived there until her death – as it did on me.

      
      It must have done. Oh my goodness, where on earth do you start? Well, I hated going upstairs. There was something in the bathroom,
         a naughty spirit that made me do things I have never told anyone about. I was too weak then. I hadn’t learnt about my gift
         and about spirit world so I was open to manipulation from evil spirits and, I have to admit, I was well and truly manipulated
         by that spirit in the bathroom. It was by far the most malignant of all the ghosts roaming the house.
      

      
      The lights used to go on and go off by themselves. At times it was as though I was controlling them. One day I heard a voice
         that shouted, ‘Shut that bloody racket up,’ even though there was nobody else in the house. (The racket was a Cliff Richard
         record. Sorry, Cliff, seems as though you’re not a favourite in spirit world – at least, not with this particular spirit anyway.)
      

      
      Next, I saw my great-grandmother Nanny Brodie in the outside toilet. This was the 1950s, remember. She told me to, ‘Pull your
         knickers up.’
      

      
      Funny. In spirit world, just as on earth plane, your loved ones never stop looking out for you.

      
      I saw Mrs Spooner, too. Only, Mrs Spooner wasn’t giving me advice to stop me getting a chill. Oh no – Mrs Spooner was dead
         on the stairs, her arms and legs all sticking out at wrong, grotesque angles, her eyes wide and staring.
      

      
      When I told my mother what I’d seen, she gasped and put a hand to her throat. Turned out Mrs Spooner had died when Mum was
         pregnant with me – heavily pregnant. Mum had heard a scream from the hallway and come dashing out, only to see Mrs Spooner
         on the stairs. There was no way I could have known how Mrs Spooner had died – how she had looked and how her arms and legs
         were arranged; I was in the womb, for God’s sake. Yet I had described the scene to my mum with absolute accuracy.
      

      
      Well, it freaked Mum out, of course. Me? I’d seen the spirit of a dead lady on the stairs. You know what I did? I went back to playing with my younger sister, Gina. The sight of poor, dead Mrs Spooner didn’t bother me at all, for reasons
         I can’t really explain. Why on earth wouldn’t a little girl be terrified by a ghost? Especially one so horrific-looking as
         Mrs Spooner had been. But no. Then, as now, I accepted death. I suppose you could say I felt at ease with death, in the unpleasant
         and even gory aspects of it.
      

      
      I saw spirits elsewhere, too. In fact, probably the very first spirit I ever saw was at nursery when I was just four years
         old. Looking back, I think this was the age at which I began to really become aware of my gift – of the fact that I could
         see and hear things that other people could not.
      

      
      Reading all this, you might think I was a black-eyed, intense, scary child – like something out of a horror film, staring
         darkly at people from under my fringe and torturing dollies. Well, nothing could be further from the truth. Yes, times were
         hard: Fulham in the 1950s wasn’t like it is now, all 4×4s and double mocha frappuccinos; no way could I afford to live there
         these days. We were hard up, and my mum and dad weren’t exactly the most devoted parents in the world. Even so, I was mainly
         a happy-go-lucky, joyful child. What I mean is, I knew deep down that I was somehow ‘different’, but it’s not like I sat there
         thinking much about myself. People didn’t do that back then. You weren’t constantly trying to ‘find yourself’. There wasn’t
         a quiz in a magazine: ‘If you answered mainly Bs then you’re probably a bit psychic.’ You just got on with life; you didn’t
         think of yourself as anything, really, certainly nothing ‘special’, like a medium or a psychic – I wouldn’t be surprised if it never even occurred to Nanny Gladys that she might have been a psychic. That
         just wasn’t the Fulham way. Well, not in our family anyway.
      

      
      The other thing was, not only did I not talk about what I saw, I soon learnt not to even try. Most people either thought you
         were lying or a weirdo, so why bother? Might as well keep your mouth shut. Made for an easier life.
      

      
      The only person who really listened was my mother. In the end, she took me to a spiritualist meeting at Kelvedon Hall, about
         fifteen minutes’ walk from where we lived, and there – well, I don’t want to sound boastful, but it was as though I was operating
         on a different, higher level to the other spiritualists. I was seeing things they couldn’t see. I was able to tell them things
         about themselves I could not have known, having never met them before. That night I found something out about myself. I began
         to get an idea of what I could do. I began to realize that there were other people like me, but even they didn’t see what
         I saw.
      

      
      I never went back, though. I was fifteen at the time. I was more interested in the Beatles and boys and going to the pictures.
         Who wanted to hang around in stuffy church halls talking to dead relatives? Not me.
      

      
      Then came work, kids, marriage, houses and mortgages and responsibilities and all the joy and heartache that comes hand in
         hand with living – all the stuff of a normal life, really, only mine came with frequent episodes of ‘knowings’ and spirit
         sightings.
      

      
      By now, I was married to John, the love of my life – he drives me up the wall most of the time, but I’d be lost without him – and I shocked him by seeing his childhood dog, Blackie.
         I think that was when he knew. I mean, when he really believed that I had this ability.
      

      
      Even so, it never occurred to me that I could somehow make a living out of it. For a start, I couldn’t really control it.
         What used to happen was this: I would be talking to someone and I’d see an image. So, for example, if I knew that somebody
         was about to come into money I might see notes floating around them. Other times, I would see that they had a person standing
         close to their shoulder. This, I now understand, is the spirit that always goes with them – we all have at least one.
      

      
      Back then, I didn’t realize that. I just saw… things; I would suddenly know stuff I hadn’t known before. It was just something that happened to me that freaked people out. It
         made them laugh, and it made me laugh because it would always take me by surprise. Most of the time, I was just as freaked
         out – if not more so – by some of the things I used to come out with. Sometimes it would make me howl with laughter. I’d have
         my hand to my mouth, thinking, Oh my God, what on earth is all this?

      
      That was until I found I had the ability to control it. It all happened one day on New Malden High Street, and it was one
         of those situations where I was talking to a friend and she was telling me about the financial hardship she and her hubby
         were going through. Next thing you know, I had this image of her husband and money. And I switched it off. Just like a radio
         or a telly. One second the image was playing in front of my eyes, the next I switched it off. Like I’d been handed a Sally
         remote control.
      

      
      That was it for me, really. Now, I call it opening and closing. If I’m working, on stage, doing the telly or doing a reading,
         then I can make a conscious decision to open, and I invite spirit world to give me messages. And they do, bless them.
      

      
      If I’m not working – if I’m with my family, having a meal, sitting watching a film, shopping in Tesco, whatever – then I’m
         shut. The sign is up: Sally Morgan closed for business. And spirit world leaves me alone. They’re very good like that, in
         the main. Very polite.
      

      
      I still didn’t consider trying to make any money from it, though. That would come in time, much later, after a business that
         John and I owned went to the wall and we were left literally penniless.
      

      
      Then, and quite by accident really – which is the story of my life – I began doing readings from home and building up a client
         base. Word spread and eventually I found myself reading for the Princess of Wales and too many other celebrities to mention,
         touring the country with my show, meeting people and helping them to answer that one, burning question. The question they
         all want to know the answer to: Is there an afterlife?

      
      Yes, love, yes there is.

      
      Grab yourself a cup of tea, and I’ll tell you all about it – starting with what I saw that day, back in 1979.

      
   
      
      
      
      
      Three

      
      Two spirits joined…

      
      
      The spirit was dressed in dark clothing. He wore dark trousers and a jumper beneath a black jacket in the old style. Though
         he sat on the bed, he made no impression on the linen. His hands were placed either side of him so that the fingertips of
         his left hand were just inches away from the fingertips of Anne’s left hand. Almost touching.
      

      
      Looking back now, I think he was aware of me there. It’s not like he was thinking, ‘Hey up, there’s a medium standing in here,’
         just that he knew.
      

      
      I went over to Anne to speak to her.

      
      One of the things we learnt during our training was how the body shuts down during death. We were told the hearing is the
         last of your senses to go. As nurses, we often used to speak to the recently deceased for that reason, so that the last voice
         in life they’d hear would be a soothing, friendly one.
      

      
      I leant in close to her, passing a hand over her cheek. ‘Your husband’s come for you, Anne,’ I said, ever so gently. ‘He’s
         here for you.’
      

      
      I took hold of her hand. Her eyes fluttered slightly, just a tiny movement. Was that the ghost of a smile? And she died.

      
      I looked up from the bed.

      
      ‘She’s gone,’ I said to Pat, whose eyes widened slightly. ‘She’s gone with her husband, she left with her husband,’ I said.

      
      Pat reached for the crucifix she wore around her neck and kissed it. ‘I think you’re right.’

      
      And this wasn’t a psychic ‘knowing’ Pat was talking about. This was something that occurs quite frequently in the medical
         profession – especially among those who witness a lot of death. They can feel the spirit go. You ask a nurse. He or she will
         tell you. You get a sense of something leaving the body. Not so much at, say, roadside incidents, where there are all kinds
         of horrific trauma and it’s very sudden. More on the ward, this is. Doctors and nurses get a feeling of the spirit leaving.
      

      
      Me, I was discovering that I could do more than feel the spirit leave the body. Oh my God, I could see it.
      

      
      Just as clearly as though I was watching TV, I saw the spirit leave her body.

      
      How to describe it? Well, I don’t know if you’ve ever seen the film Ghost – and if you haven’t then I’ll try not to give anything away – but my theory is that whoever wrote that spent a bit of time
         with a psychic. Because that scene when Patrick Swayze is lying in the street dying, and his spirit is out of his body, looking
         towards the light? Well, that light is exactly what appears. On my life. When I saw that scene I almost jumped out of my seat
         because there on film was the closest approximation of what I had seen on the ward that day.
      

      
      Next, I saw the spirit. It seemed to rise from the chest. Not in human form as in Ghost – I guess they had to embellish it a lot for the film, it needs to work visually – but as an energy, an essence, rising out of the chest and moving towards the light.
      

      
      It was one of the most incredible, beautiful things I have ever seen, a new life beginning at the point of death. Or, perhaps,
         a new chapter of life beginning. I knew that I was being shown something so, so important about spirit world. And I felt enormously,
         incredibly privileged to witness it. I was seeing the soul leaving the body. I was observing the birth of a spirit.
      

      
      I knew that spirit world existed, of course – I always had – but this felt like insider information. I was being shown, not
         that it existed – because I already believed in it anyway – but how it worked.
      

      
      There was something else, too.

      
      As Anne’s spirit lifted from her body I felt a gentle, but very definite wind. No, not a wind – a breeze. Like sitting out
         in the garden on a summer’s day, closing your eyes and turning your face towards the heat, feeling yourself cooled by a delicate
         breath of wind. It was like that.
      

      
      And what I saw next was Anne joining her husband.

      
      Though he had been in recognizable human form when I first walked through the curtain, now he assumed a different shape. Imagine
         a genie from a bottle, only in reverse: he was sitting there, then he became a breeze. Now they were both this vapour, almost
         like a lumines-cent gas, shimmering and really quite beautiful, and they came together, moved towards the light and left in
         the air above the bed. And they were gone.
      

      
      He had waited to collect her, you see. That was what he was doing there when I first walked in: waiting to accept Anne into
         spirit world, to welcome her there, to guide her.
      

      
      I realized then – and I truly, truly believe this, I’m as certain of it as I am of my own name – that nobody ever dies alone.
         There is always somebody there waiting to collect your soul. Some of us might have two or three, depending who we have loved
         in our lifetime and who has loved us. In Anne’s case, she was a woman in her early seventies and she had been married and
         widowed, and I think it must have been a good marriage, because he was there to collect her. They were two souls made for
         each other.
      

      
      It somehow feels wrong to admit I felt a kind of joy at seeing what I was seeing; after all, Anne’s passing would bereave
         her family, cause them great sorrow. But I’d be lying to say different. To me, this was a revelation, a glorious confirmation
         of things I’d believed since childhood. I felt as though I was learning something, not just about spirit world, but also about
         the power of love. These two souls drawn together.
      

      
      Here’s something else I believe: those who come to collect us are those we have known and loved on earth plane – somebody
         you will feel safe with – because as a new spirit you need that comfort. You need the familiar.
      

      
      So, say if John were to go before me (he won’t, the bugger, I’ll go before him, of course), then it would be John who I would
         see when I passed over. I’d be saying, ‘Oh, hello, John, I am so glad you’ve come to meet me.’ I would feel safe, comforted
         and reassured that it was John, the person I had loved most in life, who had come to welcome me to my death.
      

      
      The reason for that is because souls have a magnetic sense to them. There is something inside you – and we’ll call it the soul for want of a better word – that has a magnetic quality to it. And no, I’m not saying that iron filings will
         stick to you if you press them to your chest, but there is something there, something that has a gravitational pull. Touch
         your fist to your chest. In the middle. What do you feel? Do you feel the heat of your hand? Can you feel the knuckle of your
         thumb?
      

      
      Where your knuckle is pressing, that is the home of the soul. It pulsates, it has a rhythm to it. When we die, our heart stops
         beating, our brain stops working. Both the brain and the heart are full of electrical activity. When they stop, they die,
         and the body dies with them. The soul, though, is different. It uses a different sort of energy altogether, it just doesn’t
         work in the same way as the heart and the brain. It doesn’t require the physical body as a host. So when the body dies, the
         soul has to leave the body – and that’s what I saw. It has the same energy, the same essence as it did when the person was
         alive, and what it exhibits then is a gravitational pull to other souls – other people loved on earth plane, maybe even more
         than one at a time. If John died before me, for example, his energy would be shared between me and the children, in much the
         same way as a magnet will attract more than one object at once.
      

      
      I watched Anne and her husband, joined in spirit, leave. Pat moved around the bed, performing what we called the obs – the
         observation – which is what nurses do when somebody has died. You check their vital statistics. She took her stethoscope,
         listened to Anne’s heart, took her pulse. As she did so, she spoke to Anne, very, very gently.
      

      
      ‘All right, my darling,’ she whispered, ‘everything is going to be OK. Everything is going to be all right, you’re with the
         angels now. You’re with the angels. I’m just going to lift your arm up…’
      

      
      We both began the process of preparing the body. In those days, we had something called a deceased pack, and we would open
         it at the point of death. It was white, sterilized, and inside was a shroud, a name tag for the toe, cotton wool to pack the
         throat and genital areas, sterilized gloves, a plastic bowl to fill with water and cotton-wool pads for wiping the face of
         the body… How funny – I remember it all, just like it was yesterday.
      

      
      And all the time we were doing this we were talking to her, comforting her. She sighed slightly as we busied ourselves around
         her, but we paid it no mind, it’s not unusual for a body to do that when you move it. That’s why people often think a nurse
         or a doctor has made a mistake, because air will escape from the body and the body will appear to make a noise. So when you
         wash the face of the recently deceased and you’re pressing on their cheeks, air will often escape from their mouth and they
         can make a sound, like ‘Oh.’ They can even lift sometimes because of the air in the body.
      

      
      Though I did the same as Pat, helping to comfort Anne, I knew something my colleague did not. I knew that Anne was no longer
         in need of comfort because her soul had joined that of her husband. She was in a different place now. A better one.
      

      
   
      
      
      
      
      Four

      
      A room at the Ritz…

      
      
      For me, that afternoon represented a crucial step along the path of my learning about spirit world.

      
      I had discovered something very important about the soul and how it leaves the body and I’ve had it confirmed to me countless
         times in the years, decades since, and that is: the process of dying is irrelevant. A person can throw themselves in front
         of a train or die aged 101, like the Queen Mother, in a beautiful, soft bed with servants all around, and it doesn’t matter.
         However you die it is not to be feared because ultimately it means the same thing, it represents the same process: that of
         the spirit leaving the human form and moving on to the afterlife.
      

      
      I see a lot of people who come to me with a terminal illness. What they want to know is: Is it going to be OK? Is there life on the other side? It’s because they’re forced to confront the reality of death – their own death – that they begin to question the process.
      

      
      A lady came with her sister, who was terminally ill, to one of my shows in Bristol. She filled in a card that went into our
         ‘psychic orb’, which is a special bowl I use on stage into which go questions and requests from members of the audience. (Don’t
         tell anyone, but it’s actually a fish bowl from PetSmart.) Kevin, my manager, spoke to her. It turned out that her sister had a brain tumour.
      

      
      During the show, I picked her card from the orb and gave her a reading. I don’t recall much about the reading itself, save
         to say it was very emotional. What I do remember was that I met her afterwards. I end each show by sitting down, signing books.
         I’m pleased to say that I always have a large queue of people waiting to meet me (well, so far, fingers crossed!). After this
         particular show, I got to meet the lady and her terminally ill sister in person.
      

      
      As we met, we shook hands and the sister said to me, ‘Thank you so much, Sally. I only have a matter of weeks to live but
         you have given me so much hope. The readings and messages I witnessed tonight have made me certain that there is an afterlife.’
      

      
      I nodded. ‘Yes, darling, there is. Your soul will live and your soul will be with us. But listen, darling, it ain’t over till
         the fat lady sings, and I’m not a singer.’
      

      
      She laughed. ‘Let’s hope so,’ she said. ‘I can promise you one thing, though. I’ll be here to see you next year. If not in
         person, then in spirit. I’ll be on stage with you in spirit.’
      

      
      She brought me to tears. Even John was tremendously moved, bless him.

      
      Another time, I had a woman who came to talk to me and I immediately sensed a problem with her left side.

      
      ‘I feel an impact,’ I told her. ‘Do you have something wrong with you, darling? Something seriously wrong?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ said the lady, ‘yes, I do.’

      
      As the reading went on it turned out she had terminal cancer. Clients never tell you these things up front – or, very rarely, at least. Even those who truly believe in what I do tend to keep their cards close to their chest, as though
         testing me. I understand that, I even approve. If you’re in Tesco to pick up a box of eggs, you take a peek inside to make
         sure none of them are broken and they’re not going to leak to all over your Weetabix on the way home. You check first – you
         check that something works because you’re paying for it. And it’s the same with me. Maybe you’d think that a lady with terminal
         cancer would want to discard all that, but not at all. This particular woman had a question to ask me. A question to which
         the answer meant more to her than anything. So of course she wanted to know if I was the real deal.
      

      
      She had two sons and what she wanted to know was if she was going to be able to see her sons in the afterlife. She had just
         a few months to live.
      

      
      ‘I’m only afraid of dying if I can’t look down and see my sons,’ she told me.

      
      ‘You will, darling, you will.’

      
      I remember it was one of those readings – you get them every now and again – when I needed time to myself afterwards. To have
         a little cry, a little think, pick up the phone and have a chat with my daughters.
      

      
      It’s always at once inspiring and very humbling to meet somebody who is facing imminent death. I consider myself very lucky
         and very privileged to be able to bring them solace and comfort during these last days. Over the years I have seen hundreds,
         if not thousands, of terminally ill people and their main question always concerns the afterlife. These are often people who
         have lived their lives without a faith. I see it a lot in men; they come to me feeling guilty.
      

      
      I remember one middle-aged man saying to me, ‘It’s terrible, Sally, I have never believed up till now. I have always thought
         of mediums and psychics as being crackpots…’
      

      
      ‘But now you want to believe, darling?’

      
      ‘Yes. Yes, Sally, I want to believe because I won’t be here in six months.’

      
      ‘So, if I tell you that there is an afterlife, that you are going to another place after this one, will you be happy?’

      
      He shifted uncomfortably. ‘Well, no, not really. I need…’

      
      ‘You need proof?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      And this, I suppose, is where I really come into my own. I have the advantage, not only of being able to tell my clients that
         there is an afterlife – but of being able to prove it.
      

      
      This man, Robert, had spirits with him: two women dressed in white, who were concerned for him. They were his aunts and he
         took messages from them. He wanted to know, ‘Will it be painful?’
      

      
      ‘No,’ I told him, ‘you do not feel a thing when you die, not a thing. Dying is like that.’

      
      Although we abandon our physical form when we cross over, spirits often take on physical form in order to communicate with
         me. It happens an awful lot – I would say about ninety per cent of the time – that they take on some kind of recognizable
         human shape in order to pass messages to me.
      

      
      ‘I can see your mum,’ I’ll say. ‘She’s got red glasses on and she has long, black hair. And, oh my God, you and she were so
         alike.’
      

      
      Spirit world is so good like that. They will try – not always successfully, I might add – to make things easy for me. At the
         least, to try to help themselves be identified. I really think they do this so that the person I’m reading for will know for
         certain that I have the right spirit.
      

      
      My belief is that everybody has a date on their forehead. Not a literal mark on their face, but a metaphorical date of death.
         On that day you are going to die. By hook or by crook, even if you stay in bed all day, something’s either going to come through
         your ceiling and land straight on your head, you’re going to choke on a bit of your lunch or you’re going to trip on your
         way to the loo. Your destiny on that day is to die. Sorry, but that is the day you’re going to die.
      

      
      So what you find is a great acceptance of death in the afterlife, if that makes sense. Spirits certainly don’t dwell on the
         manner of their death and if I’m talking to a spirit who’s been murdered and they tell me, ‘I have had my throat cut,’ the
         chances are they’ll say it either for the purposes of validation or because it has some bearing on the message they want to
         pass across. But how they died has no effect on their actual character in spirit world.
      

      
      People are often amazed by this. Not long ago, I was on stage and this exact thing happened. I had a spirit come through who
         had been the victim of a violent, fatal assault.
      

      
      Do you know what he said to me?

      
      ‘I’m very happy.’

      
      Now, I know that his family members in the audience took a great deal of comfort from that comment. On the other hand, I also
         know that other audience members found it a little difficult to swallow. How can somebody who was so brutally murdered possibly
         be happy in the afterlife? Surely they should be consumed with hatred and torn apart by a desire for revenge?
      

      
      Not a bit of it. His soul had gone to a better place. To heaven, if you like. I’ll talk about that soon – about spirit world,
         what it is and what happens there. But for the time being, suffice to say it is a place of love. It is a better place than
         earth plane. So there’s no reason for the soul to be unhappy. It’s a bit like being turfed out of your B&B and being given
         a room at the Ritz.
      

      
      When I talk to spirits I very often get a feeling of intense warmth or euphoria. It will start from my feet and go all the
         way up my body – this incredible, warm sensation, a feeling of completeness, of security.
      

      
      That feeling is a tiny fraction of what they are experiencing on the other side.

      
      The idea of an afterlife is certainly very comforting, whether you have a terminal disease or not. Don’t get me wrong, though,
         I would still be totally bereft, completely, utterly insane with grief, if anything happened to those I love. Even with all
         this knowledge. I would still mourn and cry and grieve. Why? Because I’m a human being. Even though I have no doubt that there
         is an afterlife and even with all my first-hand experience, I would still be out of my head with sadness. Because if the doctor
         told me tomorrow that I only had two years to live I am not sure that the idea of an afterlife would be much consolation. I wouldn’t fear it, at least, but that doesn’t mean I’d be happy
         to relocate there. After all, I still have so much to do on earth plane. I want to move house, I want some donkeys. I want
         this, I want that. Only two bleeding years to do it in? No thank you.
      

      
      I think the point I’m trying to make is that we are on earth plane for a reason, all of us, and while we’re here, we need
         to make the most of our time. We owe it to ourselves to enjoy all that it has to offer us. We need to love and be loved and
         not be frightened of passing over. We should live our lives knowing that earth is simply the first stop on the journey of
         the soul. And there is a long, long way to go yet.
      

      
      People often ask me what I will do when I reach spirit world. It makes me laugh, that question, because I don’t really know
         the answer. I tell you one thing, though, there isn’t a day goes by when I don’t think, Oh my God, when I get to spirit world what are they all going to say? Because the thing is, I haven’t been able to please everyone. I imagine spirits approaching me with ‘Hey, you, you know when
         you were talking to that girl in Croydon, why didn’t you say such-and-such?’ I could be in hot water, I can tell you. I imagine
         having to explain myself to the spirits: ‘I’m sorry! There is only one of me you know.’
      

      
      They won’t mind. There’s total forgiveness in the afterlife. This is why you rarely find spirits who are bitter about the
         manner in which they’ve died, even if they’ve been the victim of violence, for example. After all, any violence inflicted
         upon us on earth plane is done to our bodies and in spirit world the physical form has no relevance. We don’t take it with us. We don’t have a likeness. As spirits we cease to care about such things. In these circumstances
         it is not only easy to forgive what has been done to us on earth plane – it’s pretty much vital.
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