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PART ONE

The Power of Psychic Energy

Voices in My Head

Backstage, waiting in the wings, the noise level rises in my ears. I can’t pick out individual voices, but the sound of the audience is like the sea, building and retreating in swells and ebbs like the waves of a distant ocean. It is made of hundreds of individual parts; voices and laughter flowing together to form a singular body. It sings in tandem with another more primal force, invisible to the human ear but perceptible in my mind. This is the hum of energy that builds up, in and around me as I wait to open the gates, swelling from a place so sacred and so divine that it transcends rational explanation. This is the sound of the dead and it harmonizes with the physical sound to form a symphony. I step from one foot to the other, holding my assistant Julie’s hand, focusing on the two elements; the audience and the energy that issues forth from spirit, both expectant and both waiting to be united.

I stand in the shadows, waiting. No one in the crowd can see me and I can’t see them. Little bits of tape stuck to the floor mark out the places where I am invisible, the places I can stand out of sight, ready to venture into the spotlight. I don’t want them to see me before it’s time. It’s all part of the show. But spirit knows I am here and it knows what I am here to do. And it’s becoming excitable.

It’s always black back there in the nooks and crannies of the UK’s theatres. You could be in any theatre in any city and the set-up would be the same; dark curtains, dark flooring, dark walls. A blank canvas ready to be painted.

The montage on the screen at the back of the stage begins and the audience chatter subsides. I’m prickling like a ball of static electricity. As the introduction music booms from the speakers, individual names and images are beginning to pop into my head. The door to spirit is opening. A rose, a fire, the name Rex, keys falling from a window, John, Annie, Vera, a dog, the twisted wreckage of a car – images, sounds and voices flash into my subconscious.

‘Not yet,’ I whisper to them. ‘Just a few more seconds.’

I’m not sure how I do it but somewhere, somehow I put up a barrier. The energy becomes a hum again, like the white noise between radio stations, only soothing, like notes on a piano synthesized and elongated. A beautiful noise, unworldly and strange, yet familiar and comforting at the same time.

As the introduction finishes playing on stage, Julie gives my hand a squeeze.

‘It’s showtime!’ She smiles.

I step forward from the shadows, bathed in stage light. It is time for me to make my introductions; it is time for the living and the dead to meet.

The cheers and applause never fail to humble me. All these people have parted with their hard-earned cash to come and see me. No matter how many shows I do – and I have done plenty – believe me, I will always feel grateful and lucky when I enter from stage left and take those first steps to meet the audience. Somewhere, deep in my mind, something clicks. The floodgates are opened. The energy flows in.

Before the stage shows I could never quite understand why the Rolling Stones still toured. Why would anyone that age and with an eye-watering bank balance still be willing to hit the road and travel the world staging ever more spectacular gigs? But now I understand. They don’t do it for the money, nor for the fame or the recognition. They do it for that unique feeling you get when you first walk from the wings on to the stage in front of an audience. It is one of the most exhilarating feelings anyone is likely to experience.

As the clapping subsides, it’s time to get to work.

The energy swirls around me like a cloud of twinkling stars and the stars begin to crystallize into words and shapes and images. They swim around me and through me. There are people on stage with me now. To the audience they are invisible; they are not formed of flesh and blood. They abandoned their physical vessels long ago, but they are there and they want to be known. They are the dead; they are the souls of the departed. Some are serene and beautiful; others bear the marks of horrible tragedy, injury and illness; there are the young and the old, men and women, sometimes even cats and dogs. It can be a strange carnival that materializes with me.

They show me their wounds, they tell me their hopes and fears, they whisper their secrets and show me snatches of their lives. Some wait anxiously, quietly, looking out into the audience; others are more vocal: they jump up and down pointing, laughing, shouting. They tell me things, they jostle and call names. They drift off and return. Sometimes it can be like looking after a class of unruly schoolchildren. One thing I can say for sure is that, in the afterlife, we lose our British ability to queue! They butt in and try to hijack each other.

I’m in the middle, all five foot of me, trying to referee this jamboree of the dead. They are pure energy: psychic energy, spiritual energy. They form a cloud, a nebula that spins around the room, filling the empty space and spitting out names and information. It is a process both beautiful and awe-inspiring, and sometimes overpowering. The energy is the key to it all. I am beginning to understand this. It is the force that sits inside us all, and it is what ensures we live on after we die. It is as old as time; it is our soul. Each and every one of us, every living being, carries its own measure of that energy.

Now, as I allow the energy in, the names and images are filling me up. I start to concentrate on individual strands. I start to convulse.

‘I’m shaking,’ I tell the audience. ‘I’m here with a man and I feel like I’m shaking. I can’t control myself.’ The spirit tells me his passing was recent. ‘He died within the last month,’ I explain. Then the name Peter appears in my head. I am directed towards the left-hand side of the stalls.

‘Who is Peter?’ I throw the question out to the part of the audience I feel drawn to. A hand shoots up. ‘Stand up, love,’ I tell the woman, who now has a microphone in her hand. ‘I have a Peter, he can’t control his arms and he is confused. His passing was very recent, wasn’t it?’

She nods her head. ‘Three weeks ago,’ she says.

More images and words flash into my head. I’m looking at the body of a man, laid out on a hospital bed. He is dead, covered in a crisp white sheet. His eyes are closed, there is the ghost of a smile on his lips. He is at peace. Then I’m above the body and I see the back of a woman’s head leaning over him, sobbing. ‘I’m sorry, Dad,’ she is saying. ‘I’m sorry I wasn’t there.’ A flashback. I see the man dying, alone (later, nurses surround him), and by the side of his bed there is a photo of a young woman and two small children. She is the same woman who came to his body after he passed.

‘Who is Ben?’ I ask as another name materializes in my mind.

‘My son,’ answers the woman.

‘… and Michael?’

‘My other son.’

I feel a glow and a warm smile from the spirit.

‘He loved them so much,’ I tell the woman who I now know is Peter’s daughter.

I see the children on a climbing frame in a sun-dappled garden. Their laughter drifts through the air, dancing on the breeze, rippling like a heat haze.

‘He watches them in the garden,’ I tell her. ‘He loves seeing them play together. He is so proud of them.’

‘He always sat on the bench and watched them,’ she smiles through tears of longing. ‘Is he OK? Did he suffer?’

‘He’s fine,’ I tell her. ‘He’s in Heaven. He’s in a wonderful place, surrounded by love.’

Then, as clear as day, Peter tells me what he has come all this way to say: ‘She mustn’t feel guilty. I see her crying and she doesn’t have to. I was not alone. My mum came for me.’

‘You’ve been living with guilt, haven’t you?’ I ask the woman.

She nods.

‘His mum was there with him, you know. She came and got him. She took him. No one goes alone. There is always someone waiting on the other side. You don’t have to be upset that you weren’t there. It isn’t your fault, and he wants you to know that and to leave the guilt behind.’

Tearfully she nods her head.

‘And who is Vera?’ I ask. ‘There’s a Vera with him, she’s tugging at my sleeve.’

I can feel urgent yanks on my arm as an old lady dressed in a checked pinny swoops into my field of concentration along with Peter. Her name is placed firmly in my mind, the way someone might slam a mug down on a kitchen surface. It’s as if she has pushed her name to the front of my brain. Then another name arrives, Vinnie, and with it the feeling I am falling from a window.

‘Some of the things that come out of my mouth sound mad,’ I tell the woman, ‘but over the years I have learned to trust them. I’m old enough not to worry about looking silly. I have a Vera here and she’s showing me a roof in an old house. She’s saying, “It’s ruined, it’s ruined.” And she’s with someone, a man. I think his name is Vinnie. When I look at this person I feel I am falling from a window. It’s a first-floor window over a door. Does any of that make any sense to you at all?’

I’ve learned by now that what I do is not an exact science. There needs to be a little trust involved on all sides, because the messages that come through are often garbled.

The lady shakes her head. She doesn’t know anyone named Vera or Vinnie.

Then, two rows behind her, a hand reluctantly rises. A smartly dressed elderly gentleman with snowy-white hair gets to his feet and is passed the microphone. By now, Vera is shouting excitedly in my mind.

‘Vera’s asking if you got the roof sorted?’ I say to him. ‘Does that mean anything to you?’

He nods, a soft smile playing on his lips.

A prickling sensation shoots through my chest and down my arm. This has happened to me so many times I automatically know what it means.

‘It was her heart, wasn’t it?’ I ask. ‘She was such a fighter, she held on as long as she could, but in the end her heart just gave up. It was her time.’

He confirms that Vera was his wife. She had died three years before, of a heart attack, and only last week he had had to call pest control to the home he had lived in with Vera for twenty-five years because squirrels had nested in the roof.

But there is still an unchecked box.

‘I still have Vinnie,’ I tell the man. ‘Is there someone in your family in spirit called Vinnie?’

He racks his brain and shakes his head.

Then another random thought materializes in my mind.

‘A Roma,’ I say. But it comes out in a strange accent. I laugh, and the audience laughs with me.

The man is still standing up ten rows in front of me and by now he looks utterly baffled.

‘Ever been to Rome maybe?’ I try. I know that somewhere, somehow, this message means something to someone. Often I will give details that have been given to me and, initially, they mean nothing. They might be dates or names or places or random snatches of information. The receiver (the person receiving the message) will shrug and shake their head. In 99 per cent of readings, however, they’ll go away and, a day, a week or even a year later, suddenly, ping, that seemingly unconnected detail will suddenly make sense. It might seem random at times but, trust me, there’s nothing random about the messages spirit passes on.

In the shadows, at the back of the circle, I can just about make out a hand. The cameraman on stage next to me spots it and moves the camera on its tripod to focus in on the man who is waving from the last row up in the gods.

I turn to look at the screen behind me, where his face swims into focus.

‘Hello, love,’ I say.

He’s a tall, dark man, not more than thirty years old. He is clean-shaven and his shoulder-length black hair falls in curls over his forehead. His eyes twinkle and there’s a nervous smile on his lips.

‘Hello,’ he answers in an accent as thick as treacle.

The babble that has been going on around me calms, the voices respectfully hush to whispers. It’s hard to explain with words, but I feel a line of energy connect from me to the young man. At first the energy beam is wide and hazy, but it gradually brightens and contracts into a brilliant-white laser beam of light, like sunlight when it’s focused through a magnifying glass. The beam aims straight for the man’s chest. He’s pinned on it, like a butterfly in a museum display case. A connection is made.

With his sultry accent ringing in my ears, I ask confidently: ‘I keep hearing the words “a Roma”. Are you from Italy?’

‘No,’ he replies. ‘I am Russian.’ The audience chuckles.

But the connection from the spirit world that now links me to this man is so strong I know he is meant to be here and I know this message is for him. I feel two people on stage with me, I can feel their energy pulsing in expectation. I concentrate on that energy and it becomes clearer; it shows me the detail I need. I see the two people now. There is an old woman, grey and wrinkled, dressed in a simple green dress with a lace headscarf. She has hollowed cheeks and several of her teeth are missing. She looks old and tired; she had a hard life, I sense. With her is a young man. He’s wearing jeans, a white T-shirt and a leather jacket. His eyes are fierce, defiant. He stands upright with a straight back and a strong chest. Connected to him I sense injustice: he should not be there on the other side. The words ‘a Roma’ and ‘Vinnie’ are still ringing through my head and I feel as though I am falling. I see that first-floor window again.

I tell the man in the audience exactly what is in my head.

‘Does any of this make sense to you?’ I ask.

‘Yes,’ he nods. ‘Roma is my brother. He was murdered. They have never caught the killer. We still do not know who did it.’ The audience gasps.

The man then goes on to explain that the woman I have described is his mother. When she came to visit him, he would throw a key to her out of the window of his first-floor flat so she could let herself in. She died two years before, when she fell down a flight of stairs.

‘But who is Vinnie?’ I ask.

‘That is my surname,’ he answers. ‘Vinychencko.’

The spirits glow with an iridescent love.

‘They want you to know that they are in a wonderful, loving place and they are at peace. They are proud of you and they will be waiting for you.’

I pick up another energy: the spirit of another young man who died tragically. I am being shown a game of football.

‘Did your brother play football?’ I ask.

The man shakes his head. ‘Was he thirty-two when he died, or is the number thirty-two important?’

He thinks and shakes his head again.

I feel my gaze being moved away from him, as if a pair of invisible hands is cupping my ears and moving my head to look across the balcony.

‘It’s not for you,’ I tell him, and ask the audience to give him a round of applause.

I’m now being shown a football pitch and a team of players. Words are whispered in my head: ‘It was so sudden, so sudden,’ they repeat over and over. Then a name: Jack.

‘I have a young man here,’ I explain to the people in the area to which I now feel drawn. ‘His passing was very sudden. No one expected it. There was no illness, he just keeled over one day and that was it.’

A girl in the audience a few seats from the Russian gentleman raises her hand. She’s in her early twenties and wears a tight-fitting vest top. Her dyed blonde hair is cut in a bob and she has a gold chain around her neck with a dragonfly pendant attached to it.

‘My boyfriend had a friend who died of Sudden Adult Death Syndrome while he was playing football. He was thirty-two.’

‘I have him here,’ I tell her. She’s shaking. ‘Who is Jack?’

‘That’s his son.’

A warning pops into my head.

‘Jack needs to watch out for his shoulder,’ I explain. ‘There may be an injury. It won’t be bad but he needs to make sure he sees a doctor just to get it checked out.’

She nods.

The messages continue. Each rolls into the next as the energy around me, the spirits that I am tuning into, hone in on each other’s messages. They are like pieces of a jigsaw: they slot together piece by piece. As soon as one connection is made between a spirit and a receiver, I begin to pick up words and images from others in spirit with similar themes, or for people in the audience sitting near the person who is getting the message. It is like a form of psychic magnetism. Spirits are drawn to each other’s energies, like moths around a flame. They circle, waiting to swoop in.

This collective effect of mass energy that is generated when hundreds of spirits gather together is a different experience from what I had been used to in the years when I was building up my work as a medium through one-to-one readings at home. Back then it was just me and one other person sitting with me. I never got to experience the power of the combined energy created when a theatreful of people link with their departed loved ones. I never got to see the key to it all, to life after death. The key is the energy.


The Energy Connection

It begins with a soft hum, a gentle buzz in the back of my mind, like that of a single light bulb in an otherwise silent room. I can hear it in my head but it is not quite noise, more like a current of electricity. It is hard to describe because, frankly, I don’t yet fully understand myself what goes on, and I’ve been experiencing it for nearly sixty years. The best way I can explain it is like this: have you ever sat in one of those fake electric chairs at a funfair where you hold the metal handles and a current slowly builds up along your arms? Well, it’s like that, but it happens in my head. I sound mad already, don’t I?

The build-up starts with individual currents humming in harmony with each other. Sometimes a part of the humming crystallizes into a thought or a sound and I hear a whisper, a word, usually a name.

Each individual strand of energy is a spirit; it is the soul of a departed being. Congregating together, they create the hum, that distant call from a place I still don’t completely understand. It’s the collective energy of spirit. It’s the noise of the afterlife, the voices of hundreds of spirits murmuring through my thoughts, calling to me from across the divide, excited and sometimes urgent, hoping to get a message to someone in the audience at one of my live shows.

The process begins to happen when I’m sitting alone in the bowels of a theatre – any theatre, it doesn’t matter, it’s always the same. Spirits do not exist in the same realm as we do, so space and time have no meaning for them. I’ll usually be putting on my make-up, doing my hair and changing into my stage outfit when it starts.

At every show I have a little ritual, and I didn’t even realize I performed it until one of my stage crew pointed it out to me. I’ll go to my dressing room and I’ll hang my three garments for the evening in exactly the same way. The hangers will always point in the same direction and the outfits will always be in the same order: first-half stage outfit at the front, second-half stage outfit in the middle and book-signing outfit at the back. Then I’ll carefully lay out my make-up in order: brushes to the side, eye make-up, lippy, foundation and powder all grouped together in sections on the counter in front of the mirror. I haven’t got OCD, honestly! I think the ritual just helps me focus on the show. And as I go through the funny little routines of getting ready, the humming starts, because they know. They know soon I will open myself up to spirit and soon their loved ones will be coming through the front doors, taking their seats and praying for a sign, for a connection. They know something amazing is about to happen. They know the impossible is about to become possible. And they are getting excited, just as, hopefully, their loved ones are getting excited about the night ahead too.

I’ve been touring for several years now and, at first, when I sat there in my dressing room full of nerves and apprehension, crossing everything for a good night, the energy in my head seemed unusual and alien. I’d been used to it in a much clearer, defined way when I did one-to-one readings for clients in my home. The energy then was a distinct inner voice, like a thought process, but not my own and not one I was consciously controlling. It would pop words and images into my head, like a postman dropping mail through the letterbox. This otherworldly thought process ran parallel with my own and it would place such clear thoughts in my mind that I would see things, sometimes great, sweeping visions of men during wartime or a family surrounding a dying woman in a hospital ward, and other times a single object, such as a leather-bound book or a gold ring. I’d know automatically that whatever I was being ‘given’ in these thoughts was important to the person I was sitting with and I’d explain exactly and in as much detail as I could what I was seeing and hearing in my mind.

But in the theatres those single strands of energy congregate into a bustling mass. The locations and the scenery change, but the process that takes place within me remains the same. At first the energy building up is calming, a steady background noise, like waves or running water. As the auditorium begins to fill with people, the noise gets louder and louder. The theatre fills with life – and death.

Lately, this energy build-up is becoming more pronounced. It’s as if word is spreading. Sometimes it’s an effort to keep the energy at bay until the curtain goes up. You see, I’ve been practising, and practice makes perfect, as we all know. I’ve been touring for several years now, taking my psychic roadshow to larger and larger audiences, and I get the impression that spirit knows this. In the hour or so before the show starts, the energy can become a cacophony as spirits jostle for position, eager to connect with lost loves and family members, to give important messages or warnings, or sometimes just to say, ‘Hello, I’m here, I love you.’ Luckily, I’m able to have a degree of control over the whole process, otherwise they’d all come through in one big rush, like shoppers barging through the door at the New Year sales, and I’d probably fry my brain.

As I sit there, slicking on my lippy, some of those energy strands will form into clear thoughts, feelings, visions and voices. A name will suddenly jump out of my subconscious into the front of my mind. Often, it’s so defined, I hear it as a sound in my head: ‘Fred!’ or ‘Annie!’ Sometimes, it’s so clear and unexpected it makes me jump. You’d think I would be used to it by now, wouldn’t you? But the truth is I never quite get used to dead people talking in my head, using me as a mouthpiece, especially when I’m not in work mode. If I see something or hear something from spirit when I’m not expecting it, I freak out, just like everybody else.

At other times, the thoughts present themselves as whispers: ‘I’m here, Val. I miss you,’ or ‘Mummy, I’m OK, I’m with Gramps.’ Sometimes they’re funny, sometimes so tragically sad and desperate my heart aches and I cry with the person the message is meant for. Sometimes the spirits delivering the messages are shy; sometimes they are forceful. The one thing they all have in common is an air of expectation. I used to be daunted by it. I hate letting people down, living and dead, and when I have an audience of over a thousand people in front of me waiting for a message from a passed loved one and a cloud of expectant spirit energy surrounding me, I just never have enough time to pair every spirit up with every member of the audience. I know that I can’t please everyone every night. I know that every night there will, sadly, be people who leave disappointed, for a number of reasons. They may have wanted a message but not have one, I may not have worked in the way they expected a medium to work (I think it’s good to be unconventional, though – I don’t get any complaints from spirit!), they may feel the whole process is too emotional for them. But I can’t get too worried because, if I did, I wouldn’t be able to do what I do. All I can hope for is that, each night when I step out on stage, I’ll make some important connections, I’ll reassure some people, I’ll entertain others and I’ll give everyone a sense of hope – hope that there is something when our loved ones and we ourselves pass away. Not much of a tick-list, is it?

Despite the pressure, though, I love my work. When I step out before an audience, I feel like I’m surrounded by my friends, living and dead.

By the time the curtain goes up, the energy is like white noise and individual thought patterns are popping into my head. Some people may have a preconceived idea that, before a show, I sit in my dressing room meditating in front of an altar or burning incense and chanting to spirit world to summon up my spirit guides. Sorry to disappoint but I’m more likely to be fussing about my hair! My work, connecting with spirit, is unaffected. I don’t need to perform any magic rites or incantations. Why would I? That isn’t what I’m about and never has been. I try to keep my show and my gift as genuine as possible. What happens to me happens naturally – or supernaturally, depending on which way you look at it. It’s weird enough as it is: I’ve never felt the need to embellish it with any extra mysticism. In fact, quite the opposite: I try to analyse what I do scientifically – but I’ll go into that a bit later.

For now, the best description I can give is that, when I start to receive messages, it’s as if I take on the thought patterns and the memories of the person who is dead, as if these are dropped into my head. As you can imagine, it’s not the easiest thing to describe, and I’m sure any psychiatrists reading this will be pulling on their white coats and knocking on my door pronto. It’s not like the inner dialogue we all have inside our minds. That is conscious thought, which is the way we all talk to ourselves internally. No, this is subconscious, involuntary thoughts. If I said the words ‘ice cream’ to you, the chances are you would have an image of a lovely ice-cream cornet floating in your mind. You didn’t think to yourself, Now what does an icecream cone look like? What colour is it? What does it taste like? Your mental image of an ice cream just popped into your head. That’s how it happens with me. The thoughts are not mine, they belong to someone else but, because that someone else does not possess the ability to speak in the way we recognize, they use me as a mouthpiece instead. It’s as if a trap door is opened in the crown of my head and all these random thoughts and memories are poured in and then they spill out of my mouth, like in a Monty Python cartoon.

The skill, and the thing that I have become much better at since I’ve been on the road doing my live theatre shows, is the ability to focus on specific messages and energies within the cloud of spirits and to shut out others. It’s as if I can put a bouncer on that trap door who allows the messages to come in one or two at a time rather than all together. Imagine that kind of psychic energy flowing through you for three hours without regulation. I’d end up a gibbering wreck. Even as it is, the force of nature I feel flowing through me is explosive. After each show, having been plugged into the psychic mains for several hours, you could virtually scrape me off the ceiling. It takes me two hours to come down because of all that collective energy. I wish I could say it leaves me exhausted and that I sleep like a baby but, unfortunately, the opposite is true. I’m buzzing so much it often leaves me nursing a bout of insomnia, my mind racing and unable to shut down. Sometimes I wonder what the long-term effects will be. It could give me longevity – that’s what I’m hoping: I certainly feel younger since I’ve been experiencing this energy in such large amounts. I feel energized after each show. I feel as if I’ve been shocked with a defibrillator every night. Then again, it could kill me – who knows? Speak to me when I’m a hundred and I might have a better idea! Can you imagine? I’ll be in a home somewhere and the staff will be saying: ‘See that woman over there? She reckons she used to be friends with the Princess of Wales and she speaks to dead people. She’s nutty.’

The ability to regulate the thoughts and feelings popping into my head isn’t a wholly conscious action. I can’t choose the messages I receive. I can’t reach in and pluck out specific thoughts or invite in specific spirits. It’s not like choosing raffle tickets from some great psychic tombola. But when specific messages drop into my head I can concentrate on them and hold the others at bay. I can help them be heard. It’s almost a reflex action, like moving an arm or a leg. You don’t consciously have an inner dialogue with the muscles of your arm to instruct them what to do, it just seems to happen, allowing you to get on with other things, like chatting on the phone or doing your shopping. It’s the same with me. To a degree, I can orchestrate the messages from spirit and stop the spirit energy overwhelming me while, back on earth plane, I speak to the audience, give a performance and act like a normal human being … well, normal-ish!

When I’m on stage, as those thoughts and memories drop into my head, I tend to take on the characteristics of the spirit that is supplying them. So I might suddenly develop a limp, or a squint. An opera singer came through to me recently and, without even realizing, I found myself straight-backed with a theatrically puffed-out chest. It’s a little like being possessed, but there’s no malice in it. My head doesn’t spin around. As far as I can tell, it’s just that, with the amount of practice I’ve had, my gift is developed to the point where the messages and personalities that come through to me now are so clear it’s not just my mind that is affected, my body is too. Think, for example, of an athlete who trains for years to be a shot-putter. The most important muscles he or she develops are the ones around the arm and shoulder that will be doing the throwing, but the rest of his or her body develops too. The part of my brain that communicates with spirit has become increasingly developed over the years because I use it so much, but I reckon other pathways have opened up through my body as well which allow these psychic neurons to zip in and affect my arms, my legs or my face.

After the chaotic psychic orchestra of a show, those pathways take a little while to close. After each show I do book signings and what we call meet-and-greets in the foyer. It gives me a chance to say hello to my lovely fans. The funny thing is that, because I’m so ‘switched on’, whenever I shake a hand or give a hug – any physical contact – I get a jolt of energy like a small electric shock from the person I touch and bam!, suddenly I know something about them, and I blurt it out.

‘I’m sorry to hear about your job,’ I’ll say. Or: ‘You wanted a message from your mum, didn’t you, love? Don’t worry, she’s with you and she’s proud of you.’ They’re often as surprised as I am. If I had a pound for everyone who has stood open-mouthed and asked me, ‘How on earth do you know that?’, I’d be a rich woman by now.

The truth is, I’m not entirely sure myself, but my theory is that spirits are always with us and around us, and they know everything about us; they know what we are getting up to, where we’ve been and what we’ve done. They exist in a very different place to the world we inhabit. They aren’t constrained like we are to the physical world; they aren’t bound to the past, the present or the future. They’re not held down by space or time and they’re attuned to the ones they love. So when I get a seemingly random message about a new pair of shoes someone might have just bought and I blurt it out to the new owner of those shoes, it comes from spirit, and it is that specific spirit’s way of saying, ‘I’m here, this is the proof.’

I’m not a mind reader and, thankfully, I can control this inbuilt psychic tuner, to an extent. So when I’m queuing up to buy my groceries in Tesco, I’m not looking around at all the other shoppers and being shown what they got up to the night before. Heaven forbid! If I started doing that I’d be the most unpopular woman in the country. It’s not my business and, frankly, I don’t want to know. I’ve also made a very conscious effort not to pick up spirit at home and not to invite in spirits connected to me or to my family. I feel it would make my personal life too complicated. It would drive my husband, John, and daughters, Fern and Rebecca, mad if I kept my psychic radar switched on all the time. After all, at the end of the day, we all need to have boundaries and I’m not sure I’d want passed relatives constantly contacting me, no matter how much they are missed. So, most of the time, the messages I pick up are for people in the audience. I think my friends and family in spirit probably recognize this and respect my wishes. Mainly, they stay away. They know they will see me again one day, and in the meantime they leave me to do my work. Well, they do most of the time anyway, but the thing with spirits is that they come to us when we need them.


A Spirit, My Saviour

Before I tell you about the time I was saved by a very unexpected visitor, we need to clear up something. We need to address the elephant in the room, as the saying goes. That elephant was me. Until the beginning of 2009, I was morbidly obese. I was ‘Psychic Sally: Medium at Large’. I’ve heard them all, believe me. I was ‘larger-than-life Sally Morgan’. Every label I was given seemed to relate in some way to my size. I was a headline writer’s dream thanks to my profession – medium – because, in reality, I was an extra-large.

Here is not the place to go into detail about how and why I got to the size I did but, suffice to say, at my heaviest, I was 23 stone. I was suffering increasingly bad health, each year I was developing bouts of pneumonia and I was having mobility problems, which were exacerbated by the hours I spent standing on stage. I had constant aches in my hips and knees and, some days, the effort of simply walking from my dressing room to the stage sent waves of agony through me.

One night in early 2009, I was about to go on stage in a theatre in the north of England. Everything about the day had run like clockwork. John and I had driven up to the venue in the car from our home on the outskirts of London. Sitting in my dressing room, I applied my make-up and checked my hair, just as I’d done countless times before.

For anyone who has seen the TV series Psychic Sally: On the Road, you’ll know I have a production team who arrive at each venue and set up the equipment. I don’t have a stage set like at a rock concert but we do have the camera and sound equipment, the video screen and a stage backdrop, as well as baskets for letters and photos and an audience video-message facility to set up. While I’m getting ready, the crew busy themselves with the technical stuff. About an hour before the show begins I have my quiet time, where I’ll sort out the final details, and then, ten minutes before the show starts, Julie will knock on my dressing-room door and let me know it’s almost curtain-up time.

This particular night, she called out like every other.

‘OK, love, I’m ready,’ I answered.

She’s my little pre-show angel is Julie. She makes sure I get to the stage in plenty of time and in one piece, and gives me the once-over before I step in front of the audience to ensure I look presentable. It’s thanks to Julie that I don’t step out on stage with stray labels hanging out of my clothes or my skirt tucked into my knickers. She’s always there with her little pink torch, ready to guide me through the corridors of whichever theatre we’re in to the side of the stage.

That night, as we walked off, I started to feel a pain, as usual. Not a terrible, agonizing pain but a niggling ache in my hips. It had nothing to do with pre-stage nerves, it was to do with my size. At the time my weight was hovering around 20 stone which, coupled with my diminutive height, meant I was dangerously overweight. In fact, I was morbidly obese. To put it in black and white, I was in danger of killing myself with food. That ache was my hip telling me I wasn’t getting any thinner.

Of course, I’d always been aware of my size. I wore size 26 to 28 clothes – I couldn’t really deny it. But it had never particularly bothered me. It was part of who I was, part of what I was, and I was happy with myself. I was confident and successful. My size didn’t make me miserable. I’d been big for so long I accepted it as normal. I didn’t agonize over diets and calorie intake. I didn’t look in the mirror and weep. The trouble was, even though I was happy being who I was, my body wasn’t happy. It was decidedly unhappy. And it was increasingly telling me how unhappy it was.

At this point, I’d been touring for a year, spending up to three nights a week standing on stage and more hours than I care to remember cooped up in cars. My joints were really starting to suffer. And those walks through the warrens of backstage theatre corridors, up and down narrow staircases, were becoming harder and harder.

Most nights, I’d reach the stage wings out of breath. I’d have to stand there and have a short rest before bounding on stage to meet my public. Only, increasingly, I wasn’t bounding, it was more of a hobble, and every now and then, when I should have been meeting the audience with a wide, friendly grin to make them feel at ease, the first thing they saw was a grimace as the pain in my hips flared up and reminded me that they could only take so much punishment. God knows what the people in the front row must have thought when the stage lights went up: Who’s this nut-nut wincing at us?

Julie got used to it over time. Gradually, through the months of the tour, I’d started to lean a little more heavily on her for support. My breath had become laboured; often I’d give a grunt of pain. In theatres with several corridors to walk down and several sets of stairs to negotiate, the walk to the stage felt like a climb up Everest, not a stroll from the dressing room. These external, physical problems were just the tip of the iceberg, though. You see, there was a killer lurking in my family history – heart disease. And my expanding hips and waistline
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