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Foreword

AS I SIT HERE IN THE LITTLE WRITING ROOM AT THE OLD FARMHOUSE, I’m writing to you almost ten years after Angels at My Fingertips was first published. And I’m thinking about everything that has happened in the world since.

So much has changed because the world is always changing, and we human beings change along with it. And yet, mankind is having the same problems that we’ve had for so long: war, hunger, wanting power and control, and looking down on each other simply because we are all different.

As I look around at the world and everything mankind is doing, I feel confused. I just don’t understand human beings a lot of the time, even though I myself am of this universe. I ask God all the time, will we ever love each other?

Will we ever recognise that each and every one of us has a soul, that spark of light of God within us all?

I know we can get there one day and all those good and beautiful things will eventually happen for us. We will change ourselves and change our world as well, and allow our souls to step forward so we can shine that love, peace and hope back into the world.

God is showing me this all of the time, the potential of the human being. We can turn our world into a little glimpse of heaven. A place of love, harmony, peace and unity.

If everyone knew they had a soul and a guardian angel – that special angel God has given you that never leaves you, not even for one moment – our world today would be a different place. We wouldn’t be judging others or judging ourselves. We would be kinder and more loving to each other. We would pray more and we wouldn’t be afraid to talk about God and the angels and the spiritual side of life.

We would know that every man, woman and child has a soul, that spark of light of God within us, and we would see the beauty of each other completely, how good and how pure we are. And that’s the future for humanity I am praying for.

I always say: I don’t know everything and I am still learning. Every day the angels are teaching me and I share with you the wisdom that God wants me to share. I only write what God and the angels want me to write.

In this book, you’ll read stories about Angel Hosus, Archangel Michael, Angel Elijah and the many other angels who are in my life. I write about the time God took my soul to the past to meet Saint Francis, the message Angel Jimazen gave me to share with you about our planet earth, the story of seeing my Bird of Love again, and the time God showed me a soul being born from His own heart.

And, at the very end, I tell the story of going to the past to see Jesus and Mary and the Crucifixion. It’s something that is very hard for me to write about, but God has asked me to write, a little bit at a time, about what happened that day. That story of pain and love is in this book.

Don’t be afraid of what you cannot yet see, of angels, of God. God loves you. God loves you so much that He has given you a guardian angel to be the gatekeeper of your soul, and your guardian angel never leaves you while you are here on this earth, not even for a second, or a fraction of a second.

You are never alone and help is there for you in abundance. You can say yes to that help, and you can say yes to love and kindness, and you can remember the message the world was given by God two thousand years ago. The message of love, hope and peace.

As you read this book, I hope you start to see that there is so much more to life than you could ever imagine, and so much more to yourself. You are a soul, that spark of light of God, and God and the angels are always around you, helping you and loving you in every moment.

None of this is about me. It is about you, realising what you really are. And if you knew just how much God and the angels love you, you would never feel hopeless again.

Take a breath. Let your soul come forward. Look for the signs the angels are giving you every day. Know that you are loved.

Love and blessings,

Lorna

November 25, 2025




Introduction

AS I WRITE THIS, IT’S BEEN MANY YEARS SINCE THE ANGELS told me of my mission to remind people that they each have a guardian angel and to tell them about the spiritual reality of their lives.

I am learning more about angels all the time. I wasn’t told everything all at once when I was a child, but I am told things as I become able to understand them – and I write about them when I am told the world is ready to understand them.

Sometimes I am told things that I am forbidden to pass on and at other times I am allowed to reveal things that previously I have been told to keep secret. For example, I have for a long time been forbidden to talk about my own guardian angel in any way.

This book contains many secrets of this kind that I have now been told that I can and must reveal. 

This book is a sequel to Angels in My Hair and tells the story of my life subsequently, including stories of raising my children, encounters with Archangel Michael, Angel Elijah, my Bird of Love, episodes of great happiness and unhappiness and of loves lost and found. 

In this book, I reveal ways in which you can grow closer to your guardian angel. My guardian angel taught me these things as a child so that I could pass them on to you so that you can become more spiritually connected with your own guardian angel.

When I look back on my life now, with the knowledge I have gained since Angels in My Hair, I understand much more clearly what was happening to me and why – just as I understand more clearly what is happening to us all and the world we live in. In my previous books and public speaking events I have focussed on the role of angels in our lives. In this new book I also focus on the role of our departed loved ones, souls from heaven who are allowed to visit us briefly, and I talk about how we should interact with them. I talk, too, about how we can pray to God with the angels and how these prayers transform the whole of our being.

Above all, I understand much better how the angels see us, how they love us and what they can do for us and what they want from us – what they see.

God and the angels are all around us and can help us in every moment –  all we have to do is ask and of course, listen.That is why I call this book Angels at My Fingertips.
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CHAPTER 1 

The Beginning

[image: Chapter ornament]

I WAS IN A WORLD OF MY OWN, COLOURING IN A PICTURE with crayons scattered across the floor. I was doing my best to keep within the lines but wasn’t very good at it, and sometimes would get a little frustrated. I was about four years of age at the time.

On this day an enormous, golden hand, full of light, appeared over my little hand. The touch of this angel’s hand filled me with love so I almost forgot about the picture I was colouring. I focussed instead on the angel’s hand over mine, mesmerised by all of the light and details. Its long fingers were so perfect as they moved with mine, guiding the crayon in my hand, and as they did so the tips of the angel’s fingers glowed. In fact the angel’s whole hand radiated such brightness that it was like a torch, brightening up the floor where my picture was, with all the crayons strewn around me in a circle.

Then the angel said to me, ‘Your mum is coming.’ 

Mum walked into the room and stood beside me for a moment, saying, ‘That’s a lovely picture.’ I smiled up at her and then my mum turned and went to the window, pulling back the curtains to let in more light. I spoke to the angel without words, as I often did. There was no need to say anything out loud. 

‘Mum doesn’t see the light you have made for me. She doesn’t know that I don’t need her to pull back the curtains.’

The angel said, ‘Lorna, remember, you must keep the secret, say nothing.’

I said, ‘Okay.’ 

My mum left the room to go back to the kitchen.

Our little front room was dark most of the time. During the day, Mum wouldn’t allow us to turn the light on. Looking back, my parents were very short of money. I had almost finished colouring my picture when Blackie, our cat, walked into the room and sat down beside us. The angel lifted its hand away from mine towards some of the crayons on the floor. Then, pointing one finger, the angel made the crayons move without touching them. I laughed as Blackie reacted by reaching out with her paw and starting to play. She caught a crayon between her paws and then rolled over on to her back with it. She would do this again and again, trying to hold the crayon between her paws as she rolled. 

I asked, ‘Can Blackie see the light that is coming from your hand?’ 

The angel said, ‘No, Blackie can’t see the light.’ The angel’s hand moved back towards my picture on the floor and the picture lit up with the radiant light shining from the angel’s hand. 

With delight I said, ‘It’s finished!’ 

As I picked it up and had a good look at it the angel whispered in my ear, ‘You know, Lorna, you can colour a picture perfectly yourself without my help.’ It said this, I’m sure, because as a young child I didn’t think I was good enough at colouring without the angel’s help. 

‘Thank you, angel, for teaching and helping me’ are the words I would say every time when the angel would put its hand over mine to help me to colour my picture.

I have seen angels physically every day of my life since I was an infant. I couldn’t imagine what life would be like not seeing the angels physically or conversing with them. This is normal for me but I know it is not for you.

All I can say to you is please put your doubts to one side and give yourself a chance to realise that you’re not just a human being. You are a billion times more. You have a soul. You’re a spiritual being as well as a physical person. Just think about that for a moment. If you are sceptical in any way, if you are cynical even, ask yourself: what do you have to lose by opening up to the possibility that you have a guardian angel?

One cold winter’s day, I asked my mum if I could go out into the backyard to play. My mum said, ‘Yes, but you have to dress up warm, okay?’ I said I would and I ran out into the hall to get my coat. Mum came out into the hall. ‘Here’s a pair of old gloves. They will help to keep your fingers warm.’ I ran across the hall and paused at the workshop door. It was so dark in there. I always had to allow my eyes to adjust so I could see in the darkness to make my way safely through the clutter and out the back door. (At this time, we were still living in our house in Old Kilmainham.) 

Our house in Old Kilmainham was like a little doll’s house. We lived there from the time I was born until the roof collapsed when I was about five years of age. I’m not very good with remembering exact ages so I’m never one hundred per cent sure. However, after the roof fell in we moved to Ballymun, into my cousin Netty’s house. She lived alone. Her parents had died when she was young. We only lived with Nettie for a few years, and after Nettie’s we moved to a council house in Edenmore, Raheny. All the houses there looked the same. Dad was injured during an accident at work. As far as I know they gave him a managerial position instead of money as compensation. The extra money that came with being a manager meant Dad and Mum could save up. They bought a house in Leixlip, a town outside of Dublin, after a few years. I was a teenager at the time. I lived there with my family until I married Joe and we bought a cottage in Maynooth with a council loan. 

I walked down the path of our garden and then stepped up on to the bank at the bottom of it. I walked over to the little wall and started to play. I was building a house out of sticks and stones when I heard my name being called. I turned around and Archangel Michael was standing about three feet away from me at the door of a small shed, our outdoor toilet. I gave Michael a big smile and said hello as I continued to pick up some more little stones from the ground. I asked him if he had come to help me. 

‘No, Lorna,’ he said, ‘I have just come to talk to you.’ I stopped picking up the stones. Just as I was about to put the few I had left in my hand on the wall for safe keeping an enormous, golden hand full of light appeared over mine. Archangel Michael asked me, ‘Lorna, do you know whose hand that is?’ 

‘Yes, I do. It’s the angel that is with me all the time even when I’m asleep in bed. If I open my eyes for a few seconds I can see the angel’s arms around me. It’s my guardian angel. Don’t you know that, Michael? Everyone has a guardian angel, so I must have one too.’ Archangel Michael’s laugh was like thunder and it made me giggle. ‘I was just waiting on you to tell me,’ I continued. ‘I was a little worried. I was afraid to ask you just in case you might say I didn’t have a guardian angel like everyone else, but now I’m happy.’ I could see everyone else’s guardian angels standing behind him. Archangel Michael had talked to me about guardian angels before but he never explicitly mentioned mine. As a child I was always thinking ‘What about mine?’, waiting for Archangel Michael to tell me for sure I had a guardian angel of my own.

Just then the angel with the enormous golden hand, which was still over mine, holding my hand, appeared in front of me. I said to the angel, ‘I have never seen you stand in front of me before.’ 

The angel said, ‘I have done so many times, Lorna, but mostly when you were sleeping. Sometimes I stand in front of you when you are colouring and you don’t need my help. You just don’t notice.’

Guardian angels occasionally move from behind people to in front of them. At times, even though your guardian angel is behind you they are actually all around you at the same moment. It is difficult to explain. A guardian angel will move in front of someone, especially in times of crisis, to help that person to connect with them, to see a way through the crisis by sensing their guardian angel’s presence and feeling that hope. 

Archangel Michael then asked me, ‘Can you recall what I told you about your guardian angel?’

‘I think so!’ 

‘Tell me what you remember then, Lorna.’ I thought for a moment and then I remembered. I realised that until that moment I had forgotten all that Archangel Michael had previously told me about guardian angels. 

I said to Archangel Michael, ‘I was sitting on my bed, upstairs, when you walked into my bedroom. You had a book in your hand and it was open. You read from it, telling me about my guardian angel. You told me that my guardian angel would never leave me for one second, that I would never be alone and that it loved me. You know that big word, Archangel Michael? I can’t pronounce it properly. 

Archangel Michael said, ‘Unconditional love.’ 

‘Yes, that’s the word.’ 

‘Say it out loud, Lorna.’ I did about six times before I was able to pronounce it correctly. Because of my dyslexia it’s taken me my whole life to learn to pronounce that phrase first time, let alone understand it! 

Then I said, ‘Unconditional love. I can always say that word when you say it, Archangel Michael. What else did you tell me about my guardian angel?’

He replied, ‘You are the most important person in the world to your guardian angel.’ I smiled up at Archangel Michael, thinking that I now remembered everything, but he said, ‘Is there not something else?’ I looked up at my guardian angel, who was standing in front of me, smiling down at me and holding my hand. I stood there for a moment, pondering. I was trying really hard to remember if there was anything else. I glanced up at Archangel Michael and it all came back to me. I shouted with excitement. 

‘Yes, I remember now, the gatekeeper of my soul!’ I stood there, looking at my guardian angel. I could not take my eyes off him. To me he was more beautiful than any angel I had ever seen. The radiant light coming from him allowed me to see the human appearance he gave. I was trying to look at every part of him. I was looking at my guardian angel as if my eyes were a magnifying glass; not wanting to miss anything. I didn’t want to miss one spot.

He was dressed in golden robes that flowed down to his toes. I couldn’t make out how many robes he was wearing, but every fold of the material was perfect. His clothes seemed to be swaying as if there was a gentle breeze.

I went to step forward to embrace him but Archangel Michael said, ‘You can’t walk into your guardian angel, Lorna, even though it may look like that at times. Whenever that happens it is only your guardian angel putting one of the robes around you. It cannot happen otherwise. You could not do it yourself, Lorna. Only your guardian angel can.’ 

‘I know,’ I said sadly to Michael, ‘I just wish I could.’ My guardian angel smiled down at me, but did not say a word. He seemed like a giant to me. All of a sudden, my guardian angel’s wings opened up and went around me. They were made of golden feathers of all different shapes and sizes. I could see every strand on every feather, every detail. They looked so soft. Some were shaped like feathers that you would see on birds, like the feathers we know and recognise every day; but others were shaped in circles, triangles, squares, crosses and so many more.

Archangel Michael called my name and at the same time my guardian angel started to draw back his wings, moving them very gently and opening them like a door. I looked up and as I did Archangel Michael touched some of my guardian angel’s feathers with the tips of his fingers. They lit up! Some of the feathers shaped like symbols started to spin in a circle and almost touched me. I could feel a gentle breeze. Then Archangel Michael took his finger away and they stopped spinning. I asked if could I reach out and touch them.

It was my guardian angel who replied, saying, ‘No.’ But as he unfolded his wings he allowed just one of the feathers from the tip of his wing on the right to touch my hand. It felt so soft, like a wave of love going through my body. At the same time, my guardian angel let go of my left hand.

Archangel Michael then said he had to go and disappeared.

I turned to my guardian angel. ‘I’m glad you don’t have to go anywhere.’

He whispered in my ear, ‘I’m always with you, Lorna.’ 

I put my hand to my mouth and jumped back, saying, ‘Oh, I forgot to say to Archangel Michael that I’m not allowed tell anyone your name. It is to be kept secret.’ My guardian angel gave me a big smile, saying that he knew, and pointed to the stones I was playing with. I picked up the stones off the garden wall and went back to playing, building a little house with sticks and stones.

Angels are neither male nor female. It is just that sometimes they give a male appearance or a female appearance, sometimes neither. My guardian angel has always given a male appearance. I have never spoken about my own guardian angel before because I wasn’t allowed to. All through my life, my guardian angel would keep on reminding me that I was never to speak about him or give his name, but that one day I would be allowed to tell a little. I will never be allowed to give my guardian angel’s name or tell you everything. When my first book, Angels in My Hair, was published, I was reminded constantly, not just by my guardian angel but by all the angels, that I was never to answer questions about my guardian angel.

When I did radio interviews, or appeared on television, or when I was onstage and the interviewer would ask me about my own guardian angel, it actually gave me a fright. I would talk to the angels there and then onstage: ‘What should I say?’ 

My own guardian angel would whisper in my ear, ‘Tell the truth.’ 

I would take a deep breath and just say, ‘I cannot talk about my own guardian angel. I’m not allowed to.’ Sometimes an interviewer would try to get an answer out of me, but I would have to say no, and at times this embarrassed me.
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CHAPTER 2 

My Guardian Angel
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ONE WARM, SUMMER DAY WHEN I WAS ABOUT TWELVE, I went fishing with my dad and his best friend, Arthur. They were like brothers. I think my dad and Arthur went to every fishing competition there was in the country.

I loved going fishing with my dad. On this particular weekend, he asked me to get the campfire ready over at part of the embankment where there were a lot of stones. My dad had told me that he and Arthur were going to fish the pool a little bit further up the river for a while and then we’d all have lunch. I said, ‘Okay!’ and I happily walked towards the embankment. It was like an inlet, full of stones of all sizes. Some were big enough to sit on. I knew that when the river was high this would become covered with water, like a part of the river. There were lots of angels with me. I said to them, ‘Where should I start?’ 

One of them called me over, saying, ‘I think this will be the right spot, Lorna, to get the campfire ready.’ My dad had taught me how to make a campfire when I was about four years old. I had helped him gather stones. I wasn’t very good at it then because the stones I tended to gather were a bit on the small side. Nevertheless, my dad would put them on the outside of the circle of stones he had made for the fire and would tell me that I had done a good job. 

From that day on, I always tried to pick up bigger stones for my dad. Sometimes the angels would still say, ‘No, Lorna, that stone is too big.’ I would listen and pick up a smaller one instead.

On this day I put my bag down on the ground and started to gather stones to make a circle. Then I gathered some sticks and other pieces of driftwood from trees that would have been washed into the river when it was high. I felt I had everything ready in no time at all. I opened up the bag that had all the sandwiches in it and took the billycan and walked to the river. One of the angels said, ‘Lorna, don’t walk into the river with your shoes on.’ 

I turned to the angel and said, ‘Of course not! I’m taking my shoes off.’ Then I walked into the water almost up to my knees. The angels were around me all of the time. I filled the billycan up with water and walked back out again. I left my shoes and socks off. The stones were warm and most of them were smooth and round, so it was nice to walk on them barefoot. 

I sat on one of the rocks just looking out at the river, enjoying the sunshine, listening to the birds as well as watching the angels. One angel in particular was with me that day. Now he was mimicking fishing at the edge of the river and making me laugh by pretending he had a fish on an invisible fishing rod. Another angel was mimicking holding a fishing net as the first angel pretended he had brought the fish to the shore. When the other angel, the one pretending to have a fishing net, was just about to put the net under the fish the angel with the fishing rod seemed to fall backwards and almost drop the fishing rod. They were pretending that their invisible fish got away. It looked so funny. I laughed and laughed. 

While I was watching the angels’ antics with the fish a beautiful golden hand came over my left hand. My guardian angel was sitting beside me. 

‘Are you enjoying the day, Lorna?’ my guardian angel asked.

‘Yes, I am,’ I said. ‘I hope my dad and Arthur catch some fish!’

‘I’m sure they will, Lorna,’ said my guardian angel. 

‘Sometimes they don’t catch any fish and I feel disappointed.’ 

‘Does your dad act disappointed when he doesn’t catch fish?’ 

I looked at my guardian angel, a little surprised with what he said. ‘No. My dad never seems to be unhappy when he doesn’t catch fish. He enjoys the fishing so much and simply being out in the countryside. I think that they will be back soon.’ 

‘Not for another little while, Lorna. They have forgotten all about time and lunch.’

‘I’m starting to feel hungry,’ I said. ‘… Do we have a little time then to talk?’ 

My guardian angel gave me a big smile. ‘Yes, Lorna.’ 

I said, ‘There is something I have always wanted to know. You might not answer my question but I’m going to ask it anyway. I have always noticed since I was a little child – I know I’m still little now, I’m only twelve going on thirteen – I have never seen an angel touch a guardian angel or a guardian angel touch another guardian angel.’ 

‘Look back towards the river, Lorna.’ I did and there I saw two of the angels that had been making me laugh reach out to each other ever so gently. They just lightly touched each other’s hand, with the tips of their fingers. As I watched, the angels suddenly allowed me to see their wings. I felt so privileged, as I always do. It was such a surprise when these two angels unfolded their wings just a little, and for a brief second as one angel passed the other it allowed the tip of its wing to touch the other angel’s wings. I was allowed to see this in slow motion; I don’t know what other way to describe it.

‘You see, Lorna,’ said my guardian angel, ‘angels do touch each other but only when God allows it.’ 

‘What about guardian angels?’ I asked. My guardian angel smiled at me and said that my dad and Arthur were on their way back, so I got up off the rock I was sitting on and walked in the direction where I knew my dad would be coming from. A few seconds later I saw them and ran towards them, waving. When I reached them the first thing I said was, ‘Did you catch any fish?’ My dad took a big trout out of his fishing bag with a huge smile on his face.

‘Great!’ I said. 

At the campfire Arthur told me that I’d done a brilliant job. It only took a minute to get the fire going and in no time at all the water was boiling in the billycan to make tea. I enjoyed sitting on the rocks, drinking hot tea and eating a sandwich with my dad and Arthur and all the angels that surrounded us. We fished all day and only headed home when it was starting to get dark. Sitting in the back of the car I spoke to my guardian angel without words. I wanted to know why I had never seen a guardian angel touch another guardian angel. 

My guardian angel whispered in my ear, ‘Close your eyes and sleep while your dad drives home.’

I wrote this sitting here in front of my computer in the old farmhouse, Angel Hosus with me. There were some other angels in the room too. It was a cold morning, but the sun was shining in the window.

Angel Hosus asked, ‘What’s on your mind, Lorna? Why have you stopped?’ 

‘Hosus,’ I said, ‘I’m just thinking about when angels touch each other. It is something I have seldom seen and it is so rare. I remember asking Archangel Michael if he would explain a little bit more to me about why angels don’t seem to touch each other the way we human beings do. You know what, Angel Hosus, I think I will take a break and go downstairs and make a cup of tea.’ 

I got up from the computer and went downstairs to make tea. While I was on my way back up the stairs, taking little sips of tea, I heard my name being called. I looked up and there was Archangel Michael standing at the top of the stairs. 

‘Good morning, Lorna!’ he said. 

‘Good morning, Michael!’ When I reached the top of the stairs I added, ‘I’m glad you came. There is something I would love to talk to you about.’ 

Archangel Michael said, ‘I heard and that is why I’m here.’

I walked to the room where I was working and sat down. I took another few sips of tea. The other angels that had been in the room were gone. Only Angel Hosus was still there. 

I said to Archangel Michael, ‘All those years ago when I was a child you had a book in your hand. You read from it, telling me about my guardian angel. My guardian angel never got around to telling me anything more about angels touching each other. How much am I allowed to tell people about angels?’

Archangel Michael gave me a big smile and reached out his hand. Automatically, because my grandparents had taught me it was the polite way to behave, I reached out to shake his hand. It filled me with so much love and happiness. Archangel Michael’s hand embraced mine. My hand was lost in his. 

He said, ‘Angels don’t shake hands, Lorna.’ 

I replied, ‘I know but why not?’ 

‘Because we are creatures created by God. We have no desire, no need, to touch each other. We are not like human beings. If an angel touches another angel it is only because God has allowed it. That occurs on special occasions.’ 

‘Yes, Archangel Michael. I know it’s very rare. I’m just thinking about it. I remember once, a long time ago, seeing a guardian angel actually touch another angel. Can I talk about it?’ I asked. 

Archangel Michael said, ‘Yes, Lorna, and I will help you to remember it.’ 

It was the time when I was working for my dad in the Grosvenor service station in Rathmines. I asked my dad if I could get off work at two o’clock. I got the bus into Dublin city centre. One thing I always love doing is sitting on the bus and listening to all the people chatting and seeing all the angels around them, including the guardian angels of course. Seeing angels as physically as I see people is quite ordinary for me. 

I got off the bus at the far side of O’Connell Bridge and walked up O’Connell Street. I was actually heading towards Penneys off Mary Street. I had saved up a few pounds so I could buy some new clothes. I was hoping to get a top and skirt. I turned down Henry Street and walked through the shoppers, heading towards my destination. I was coming up to Moore Street, which has a market, full of stalls selling fruit and vegetables. You can always hear the women calling out, ‘Apples! Oranges! Bananas! For sale!’ 

I always loved glancing down that street because sometimes, the angels would allow all the energy coming from the fruit and vegetables in balls of light to bounce around the place.

On that day, just at the corner there was a young woman buying some fruit. I stopped because I saw her guardian angel reach out its hand. Its fingertips seemed to touch the hand of an angel standing beside it. 

‘Am I right, Archangel Michael?’ I asked. ‘When the young woman’s guardian angel reached out to the other angel the tips of their fingers seemed to touch ever so lightly, almost not touching at all.’ 

‘Yes, Lorna,’ said Archangel Michael. ‘You would almost say they did not touch at all, but they did. It is barely a touch at all. No angel needs to touch another angel. Angels don’t need to embrace each other.’ 

‘Archangel Michael, do archangels ever touch each other?’ 

‘Only if God needs it to happen and only then. I don’t need to touch another archangel or any angel. But God does allow us to touch human beings: men, women and children. It is not a full touch, as you know, Lorna.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘As a child my guardian angel would put its hand over mine. It was the light of my guardian angel’s hand that touched me. Not actually the hand.’ 

Archangel Michael said, ‘Yes, that’s right, Lorna.’ 

I said, ‘Even when you shook my hand, even though my hand got lost in yours, they did not actually touch. It was only the light of your hand that was around mine. That warmth, that love, from you allowed me to feel the shape of your hand and the fingers, even though they were not actually touching my hand.’ 

Archangel Michael said, ‘What else do you remember about the guardian angel at the corner of Moore Street when the tips of the guardian angel’s fingers touched the angel standing beside it?’ 

I said, ‘How can I explain? It was like at that moment when the tips of the guardian angel’s fingers touched the other angel an infusion of light, like an explosion, came from the guardian angel’s fingers. It was the left hand of the guardian angel of the young woman. The guardian angel’s hand looked more radiant than any guardian angel I have ever seen but only his hand. It was as if it all happened in one brief moment of time. I remember the young woman’s guardian angel looked over at me as I stood in the street. It was dressed in a gown of purple, green and gold. The angel was infused with delight from the guardian angel of the young woman.’ 

‘What else do you remember, Lorna?’ said Archangel Michael. 

I thought for a moment and I said to Michael, ‘I remember asking the guardian angel why did it touch the other angel but the guardian angel never answered me.’ 

I saw the young woman pay for her fruit and turn and walk away from the stall. It was only at that moment that I realised the other angel had disappeared.

I said to Archangel Michael, ‘You angels definitely don’t seem to need that embrace, that touch of love or companionship that men, women and children seek every day of their lives. Sometimes, Archangel Michael, I cannot understand the ways of the angels. You angels give so much love to every man, woman and child. Guardian angels love us unconditionally. I wish, Archangel Michael, that we could love each other as you angels love us.’ 

Archangel Michael said he had to go and disappeared.

I turned to Angel Hosus. ‘Do you have to go as well?’ 

‘No, Lorna, I can stay.’ 

As soon as Angel Hosus said that three other angels came into the room. 

I smiled and said to them, ‘I hope you are going to allow me to have a lunch break?’ 

The angels replied simultaneously, ‘At three o’clock you can go for a walk.’

I smiled and said, ‘Thank you.’
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CHAPTER  3 

Pain in the Past
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WE WERE LIVING IN BALLYMUN AT THE TIME. MUM ALWAYS brought me into Dublin to help do the shopping. I would be in charge of the cart that was like a shopping bag with two wheels and a handle. Almost everyone in Ireland used them at that time. They were so handy. You just pulled it behind you. On a Saturday morning, Mum and I would head down for the bus. Mum always went shopping in Henry Street and Mary Street and the cart would fill up with fruit and vegetables from the women’s stalls on Moore Street. I always loved to walk down and watch all the hustle and bustle going on. 

On big occasions Mum would go into the GPO, which was on O’Connell Street. It is a large post office and a historically famous building in Dublin because it is one of the main buildings where there was fighting for Ireland’s freedom during the Easter Rising of 1916. I always felt nervous but excited about going into this post office and that is because every time I went into it, it was crowded with people. There were always queues for every tiller. The angels would show me things that had happened there in the past. 

Most of the time, my mum would only want to use the telephones. When we went through the doors – the doors were very big and heavy – the telephone room was to the left. We would turn into a room with no door, full of cubicles with telephones. 

I must’ve only been about ten or eleven years old on this particular day. Mum had to go up to one of the counters and the queues were very long. Mum stood in a queue and I stood beside her. I remember starting to count the people in the queues and sometimes I would smile because the angels would be standing in among all the people. 

I would talk to them without words, saying, ‘Can you move out of the way so I can count?’ 

They didn’t. 

Then my mum turned to me and said, ‘Lorna, I think I’m going to be in this queue for some time. You go and stand over there by that counter near the back wall.’ 

I said, ‘Okay!’

So off I went. 

While I was standing there watching all the people and looking around, seeing all of the angels in among the crowd, I saw Angel Hosus walking towards me. 

He said, ‘Hello, Lorna.’ 

I smiled at him. 

Angel Hosus spoke again, saying, ‘I want you to pay attention, Lorna. You are going to be allowed to see some of the things of the past that happened here.’ 

I sighed and said, ‘I don’t like seeing the past, especially in here or outside.’

The angels had already shown me the fighting outside the GPO that had happened in the past. I was afraid of seeing the people with guns, people being shot and wounded. The noise was always very loud and frightening – shouting, screaming and guns going off. 

Angel Hosus said, ‘You will be okay, Lorna, I’m right here with you.’ 

‘Okay,’ I sighed. 

Within seconds the room changed. It was as if I was seeing the past and present together. Like watching a movie, but two movies at the same time, one over the other with the present being more dominant than the past. 

Then the next moment it changed again. I was standing there in the GPO in the past. There was a lot of noise and the place seemed to be dusty. There was shouting. I could see Angel Hosus standing beside me. 

I looked up at him and he said, ‘Lorna, pay attention.’ 

I did. I saw a young woman holding on to a young man who seemed to be hurt. She was struggling, almost carrying him, as they walked across the room. I heard her call out for help and someone else hurried across to them from behind one of the counters. I could hear them talking but I could not make out what they were saying as they supported the young man. I felt very sad and hurt because I knew he was in pain. 

All of the noise and the dust that seemed to surround them made me ask Angel Hosus, ‘What is wrong, Angel Hosus? The young man has been wounded.’ 

All of a sudden I saw the present coming forward and I saw the past starting to fade away. The young woman and the young man seemed to disappear in the crowd and then everything went back to normal. My mum was still in the queue but she was a little closer to the till. I was very sad. 

Angel Hosus stood in front of me and said, ‘Lorna, it was war.’ 

I said to Angel Hosus, ‘I don’t understand.’ 

Angel Hosus said, ‘I know you don’t. Just pray. Your mum will be leaving soon.’ 

I looked up and there was only one person in front of my mum. A few minutes later we left. Angel Hosus walked out the door with us. I smiled, knowing my mum didn’t know he was right there beside us. She knew nothing about the angels. She didn’t even know I could see them as physically as I saw her. We walked on down to Henry Street and Mum did the shopping. Then later on we got the bus back home.

The angels show me things of the past so that I can tell the world in order for us to stop repeating war over and over again. If we continue to do that there will be nothing left, only bitterness and hate for the children of the future. We have to strive towards peace. I write in Angels in My Hair about how Angel Hosus described Northern Ireland as the cornerstone of peace for the world. Northern Ireland never experienced peace until the people from opposite sides came together because they realised they had to stop killing each other and give their children a chance to have a life, to have freedom and peace.

Joe’s family was involved in the 1916 Easter Rising in Ireland. His Aunt Dolly was in the GPO at one stage. I remember sitting at the kitchen table with Joe while Dolly told us the story of how she brought food and guns in to the rebels. She prayed the whole time that she would not get caught as she slipped into the GPO under gunfire. 

As she told me the story my guardian angel whispered, ‘Lorna, do you remember seeing her there when we brought you back to that time?’ 

As soon as that was said I remembered seeing Dolly. She was only a young girl then and she was loading some guns with ammunition and handing them to the young men. I was about fourteen when the angels brought me back spiritually to experience that time. 

It is horrible being put into the past, especially where there is war and so much pain. I always feel the emotions and spiritual suffering of all the men and women involved, on all sides. It tears me apart. 

Because, as I’ve written about elsewhere, my family considered me what was then called retarded I was allowed to see many things that other members of my family were not privileged to see. I guess they thought I would never understand or be able to talk about these things, but of course, I did understand and am now able to talk about them. I have always had the best teachers in the world: the angels.

My dad and I both worked at the Grosvenor petrol station. Every morning, I would go to work with Dad, but on this morning he took a detour instead of going straight to work and as he did this, I heard my name being called. I turned around and looked into the back seat and there was Angel Hosus. 

He said to me, ‘Lorna, when you’re with your dad we need you to pay attention so that you remember all you see.’ 

I spoke to Angel Hosus without words. ‘Okay.’ 

My dad asked, ‘Is there something you need off the back seat?’ 

I replied, ‘No, I was just looking.’ 

A few minutes later, my dad found a parking spot by a row of shops. I would give you the area but I think it’s best not to because what I saw with my dad is probably still there. 

We got out of the car, crossed the road and walked up the street of old Georgian houses. As we got close to our destination I saw Angel Hosus standing beside two parked cars outside one of the houses. 

Angel Hosus said, ‘Lorna, the police officers sitting inside the cars are armed.’ I took a deep breath. Angel Hosus said, ‘Don’t be nervous.’

Angel Hosus came and walked alongside me. 

My dad didn’t notice the police officers sitting in the cars. Dad hesitated outside the gate for a moment and said, ‘I think this is the right house.’

We went through the gate and up the steps to the door. It just looked like an ordinary Georgian house from the outside but when the door opened I saw that it was no ordinary house at all.

An armed guard opened the door. Dad gave his name and the guard welcomed us in. As we stepped in through the door we saw there were other armed guards standing in the hallway and that the hall door was not a normal door, it just looked like one from the outside. On the inside it had another door made of steel attached to it.

We walked down the hallway and straight into an office. It was my grandfather’s office. I didn’t know until I saw him there sitting in the chair behind his desk. It was not an ordinary office. Grandfather Cruthers had a big desk and chair but what was strange was that the office was full of guns. 

My grandfather welcomed my dad with open arms. He said hello to me and gave me a smile. I smiled back at my grandfather.

He said to my dad, ‘Jim, let me show you around.’ 

I followed behind them. Angel Hosus said to me that my dad and my grandfather were talking one day about the past in Ireland, about the IRA and about the English occupation of Ireland. My grandfather listened to his guardian angel that day and shared a secret with my dad that led to my grandfather bringing Dad to his place of work.

I said to Angel Hosus, speaking without words of course, ‘You didn’t just do this for my dad. This was for me too?’ 

Angel Hosus said, ‘Yes, Lorna, it is mainly for you so pay attention.’

We walked out of my grandfather’s office. We were accompanied by two guards the entire time. I wasn’t used to seeing guards armed because out on the streets in Dublin the police never carried guns. It was scary. 

As we went from one room to another I noticed every door was reinforced with steel, and each room contained huge numbers of guns of all kinds. The rooms were dark. There were cabinets full of guns and all the walls were covered with guns as well. I have never seen so many guns in my life. As I walked around with my dad and my grandfather I felt overwhelmed. To me, it was very frightening because I knew guns killed people and animals. Sometimes, when I would be looking around at all of the guns Angel Hosus might be standing in the corner. He would give me a big smile and that would calm me down. I didn’t want my dad or grandfather to notice I was nervous. 

We went back to his office and sat down. My grandfather talked to my dad as if I was not there. All of the time there were guards with us. Some were in police uniform and others plain clothing. My grandfather told my dad that he had been a gunrunner for the IRA but when the Republic of Ireland gained its freedom and established its own government he became the supplier of weapons for our country. I guess that meant the Irish army and police. 

I always remember when my grandfather died. He was buried with the Irish flag with many Irish army officers in attendance. Six Irish soldiers fired a gun salute over my grandfather’s coffin. 
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CHAPTER 4 

Making Room for God
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THERE IS ONE THING I HAVE NEVER SHARED WITH YOU about my own guardian angel. I know I have told you all that your guardian angel never leaves you for one second. I’ve told you about times when God is with me and ruffles my hair. I’ve already told you in Angels in My Hair about the time when He walked through the fields with me and we sat by the River Shannon at the old chalet in Mountshannon, County Clare. My guardian angel doesn’t leave me at these times, but stands to one side, and it’s as if I am alone with God. I actually physically feel the presence of my guardian angel, his energy, his essence as he steps to one side of me. Explaining this to you is not going to be easy. It is as if part of me has stood to one side. Your guardian angel is connected to you by a very fine thread of light and I guess this is why I would feel this on different occasions. This only happens when I’m in the presence of God. 

I have often turned my head to the right when God is there and I would see my guardian angel standing there just a few feet away from me, but yet it would feel as if my guardian angel was a million miles away from me. I know my guardian angel has to step to one side when God visits me and I do thank my guardian angel for doing it ever so gently. Feeling that powerful force of your guardian angel stepping to one side is really quite incredible. I know I’m not really explaining very well, but the other part is that when your guardian angel steps back the infusion of its power around you is so welcoming. You feel so relieved.

On occasion, when I have looked back at my guardian angel and seen him standing there, God has said to me, ‘Don’t worry, Lorna. Your guardian angel can never leave you.’ 

‘What question do you want to ask, Lorna?’ said Angel Hosus one day. He must have seen I had something on my mind.

‘When do people experience this stepping aside?’ 

‘Lorna, people only experience this when they have already died. When their soul has gone to heaven with their guardian angel. It is only at a certain point of time when they are in heaven that your guardian angel can step away from your soul, because when your soul is in heaven you don’t need your guardian angel with you all of the time. Your guardian angel is always in constant prayer for those who have been left behind: your loved ones and their descendants. Your guardian angel can never be anyone else’s guardian angel. It can only be the guardian angel of the soul that God had appointed it to and that guardian angel is with that soul in heaven
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