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PREFACE
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Right here at the beginning I’d like to say, if this is your first angel book, welcome. If it’s one of many, welcome back.

Since the first edition of this book was published, my life has changed dramatically. Having a column in a national newspaper was one thing, but having your life story and experiences published internationally definitely brings a lot of attention and responsibility. Over the last three years, I’ve been blessed with opportunities to share my work all around the world. I’ve received thousands of handwritten letters and emails of gratitude and angel experiences – it truly has been a blessing.

One of the most intriguing things about this book is the fact that many of the people who’ve read it have told me it almost came alive for them. Countless people have said that the inside of the book would light up in an ultraviolet blue colour as they were reading it. Others experienced goosebumps as if someone was standing beside them as they read it in bed and one lady was adamant her copy was producing feathers.

What really pleases me today is that belief in angels is growing. We live in a crazy world sometimes and we never know what’s going to happen next, but knowing I never walk this path alone has really helped me and I know it’s the same for so many other people.

Sharing the ideas and information I’ve learned about angels gives me so much pleasure. The fact is that everywhere we go, there are angels with us. Right now, as you read these words, there’s a being of unconditional love gazing at you. They absolutely adore you, and every time they look at you, they love you even more.

Angels are real. They’re here right now. When you choose to arrive, they’ll be there with you. What I mean by that is that many of our thoughts are in the past, or the future, or in our worries, and it’s when we breathe, relax and move into our skin in the here and now that we feel the presence of angels.

One thing I’ve learned about life is ‘like attracts like’. When we think and act in certain ways, we’ll experience our life on a similar level. So when it comes to wanting to experience angels in our life, we have to be an angel. Of course there are times when we’ll be faced with challenges and things we can’t change, but if we act with integrity, angels will absolutely lead us along our path.

I like to imagine angels as strong beings – loving and forgiving, but also knowing when to say ‘yes’ and ‘no’. They have an energy that can be fiery but is never forceful, and they know love better than anyone I know.

Finally, as this is the second edition of my book, I’d like you to know that I’ve changed some content, because as I’ve grown, I’d like everyone else to grow too. In particular there are new insights on life purpose and experiencing signs from heaven – my prayer is that these new ideas will strengthen your connection to angels.

Namaste.


PROLOGUE
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I woke up in the middle of the night. It was dark and it was quiet, but I wasn’t anxious. I was only four years old, but I wasn’t scared at all. How could I be when the person I loved more than anyone in the world was sitting beside me, making sure I was fine?

I adored my nana (grandmother) and I knew that she adored me too. Whenever I was frightened or upset, she’d stroke my arm until I was comforted. She’d hug me and tell me she loved me, and I always felt that everything would be fine as long as she was there.

Things had been different recently. I knew that Nana had fallen ill because she’d had to move in with us so that Mum could take care of her. My playroom had been emptied of all my things and turned into a little bedroom and living area for her. I didn’t know what was wrong with her, but all of the grown-ups were very serious whenever it was discussed and I did realize that sometimes she couldn’t breathe properly.

When she’d moved into my old playroom, I’d been glad; it was just next door to my room and I’d been excited about her being so nearby. I’d thought she could play with me all the time and pop in to read me bedtime stories.

It hadn’t worked out like that.

Nana had had to get a wheelchair and after that she hadn’t been able to go anywhere by herself. She hadn’t been able to manoeuvre through the narrow doorways of our house and get from her room to mine – and her breathing had been getting worse. The week before, she’d been taken to hospital, and when we’d visited she hadn’t really seemed like my nana. She’d still had on one of the fluffy bed jackets she always seemed to wear these days, but she’d been very tired and hadn’t been able to do anything. She’d smiled when she’d seen me, and said, ‘There’s my boy!’ when I’d run in to her, but we’d had to leave quite soon as she’d needed to rest.

Now I was so happy to see her. She was wearing one of those bed jackets, so I thought she must have come home and sneaked out of her room to see me. It was good that she wasn’t in her wheelchair anymore and she looked so happy to be with me as she sat there on my little bed. In fact there was a strange sensation in the room – it was almost as if I could feel the love coming from her.

We smiled at each other and she came closer. I was so glad she’d popped through and was feeling better. I remember thinking, There’s my best friend; she’ll help me get back to sleep. I liked to be tickled at the top of my back to get to sleep, and as soon as I thought of that, Nana started doing it. I felt enveloped in her love and safer than I’d ever felt before, almost as if I knew that feeling would be there forever.

I gradually drifted off to sleep – safe, secure and happy.

The next morning, Mum came into my room to open the blinds. As the sunshine flooded in, I asked where Nana was.

Mum seemed a bit distant. She asked what I meant.

‘Is she in her room?’ I asked.

Mum shook her head and appeared upset.

‘Is she having breakfast?’

Again she shook her head.

I had a horrible thought – what if Nana had been taken back to hospital?

Mum left the room when I asked that question.

I bounded downstairs for breakfast and asked for my nana again.

‘I saw her last night,’ I told Mum. ‘She came into my room when I woke up and helped me get back to sleep. She must be feeling much better. I’m so glad that she isn’t in her wheelchair anymore. Where is she?’

Again there was no answer. After all, what could my mum say to this little boy chatting so innocently about his beloved nana? She couldn’t tell me I was talking nonsense and she couldn’t tell me to be quiet. I was raised on love and kindness, and perhaps that’s the reason why Mum couldn’t bring herself to tell me the one thing that would have broken my heart: my wonderful nana had died the night before.

She’d never got out of hospital; she’d never come back to our house. Her spirit had just come back to check on me before she moved on.

I know now that when you pass over, before your spirit hits the light you can do a quick swoop of your family. Nana and I had a special connection and I truly believe that she came to look at me as she went to the next plane, because I was her boy. I’d woken up and felt the love, and I think I was meant to, because what Nana gave to me that night was something that stays with me to this day. I felt protected. I felt that nothing could ever get to me. I felt invincible.

It was a blessing that would change my life.


Chapter 1

GROWING AND LEARNING
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The night my nana passed marked me for life. For more than life really, because I truly believe that what we experience on this earthly plane is only a small part of what we will experience throughout all of time. It affected me deeply in many ways. Not only was it a moment of loss in my young life, it was also a moment when I changed forever.

I want to take you with me as I look back on those early years, because that moment was the start of everything. While life is, in my view, a series of chances to learn, many of which are set in motion by our own choices, I also feel that there are momentous episodes that often signpost what is to come. If you will travel with me back to that world of a four-year-old boy, maybe you’ll see just what was happening and how I got to where I am today.

What my nana showed me that night was a glimpse of my destiny. Since then I’ve learned to communicate with angels, and although I’m still young, I’ve come to the understanding that this is my purpose in this life. It certainly all began that night and I thank my nana for every wonderful thing that has happened to me since then. I had a really close, beautiful connection with her, and I still have, despite her no longer being here in physical form.

Agnes was my maternal grandmother; she and my mum were close too, and it was only natural that I was going to be part of that little group from the day I was born. Those strong female influences on my early years shaped me a great deal and helped me become aware of my feelings and sensitive side. Even when that sensitivity worked against me at school, I couldn’t wish it away because it brought so much to my life.

Before Nana came to live with us, we lived very close to each other – we lived in a new house at the top of a hill and Nana lived in the house in which my mum had been born. It was three minutes away at most and I saw her every day. Then, when she came to live with us, although a lot of my mum’s attention was focused on her, it also gave me the chance to develop a strong bond with both of them.

When I was three, I was very ill for about a year and that brought me even closer to Nana. I had Guillain-Barré syndrome, which is a disorder where the body’s immune system attacks part of the peripheral nervous system – your body is basically at war with itself. It happened after I’d had a really bad cold. It started with weakness, and some pain and tingling in my legs, which got worse very quickly until one day I couldn’t walk. The doctors feared the worst and thought it was meningitis at first. I still remember getting a lumbar puncture – it was one of the worst experiences of my life and I screamed non-stop. For nine months I was actually paralysed from the waist down. I spent some time in Yorkhill Hospital, the children’s hospital in Glasgow, but I was very lucky because I recovered when I was four. It’s quite a rare condition – doctors think it only affects about 1 in 100,000 people – and I’m so blessed that I haven’t been left with any long-term side-effects – apart from completely flat feet where the months of physical therapy didn’t work!

The paralysis was what I remember most about that time, but not in a completely awful way. What does stick in my mind is that it brought even more love into my life. I used to sit on my nana’s lap for hours on end and I adored that. She’d be in her wheelchair and I’d be unable to walk, so we’d be great pals. I loved her very much.

I have lots of good memories of before that time too. Nana always carried a handbag, no matter what, and whatever you wanted, she’d have it in there. One day I was in the back of our car with her while Mum and Dad were collecting a clock from somewhere. I mentioned that I was hungry and she pulled a block of wax-covered cheese and a knife out of the handbag! That was typical of her – you never knew what was coming out of that bag. I call that type of cheese ‘Nana’s cheese’ to this day, as she always seemed to have some available as if it was the most natural thing in the world!

I couldn’t bear the thought of Nana being alone without me, so I used to leave toys with her to keep her company. My favourite toys were little plastic monsters and I’d always make sure she had a few of those beside her when I left.

Memories of those times are still so strong – watching the film Fantasia together, cuddling up on her wheelchair, eating hard-boiled sweets… I wasn’t the first or last small boy in the world to adore his granny, and I bet there will be plenty of people reading this who recognize just what I mean when I say we were the centre of each other’s world. It’s no wonder that she continued to play such a part in my life after passing over. Every time she saw me, she’d cry, ‘There’s my boy!’ and I’d go running towards her and we’d hug as if we hadn’t seen each other for months. In the summer, when Nana and her neighbours would sit outside together having a chat and the other old women would say, ‘Here’s Kyle, here’s my boy!’, Nana would get really cross. ‘No, no, no!’ she’d shout. ‘He’s my boy!’

One of my fondest memories of her is her love of bric-a-brac – she’d go into any shop and find some random object that she’d announce to be ‘treasure’ and be delighted with. That’s very attractive to a child, as they spend so much time thinking that rubbish is brilliant too, so Nana and I bonded a lot over her finds and got equally excited about the things she’d uncover when she was out on her travels.

However, as time passed, all of these little parts of her personality faded. She couldn’t go out on her own, so she didn’t have the freedom to go on her searches for things. She couldn’t even pop down to the shops to buy a bag of sweets. I know that everyone reading this will recognize the little sadnesses that come when a life on this plane is nearing its close. At that time I was too young to realize that this point of a person’s earthly life is only a passing stage, but I now know that pain, loss, suffering and ageing are only moments on our journey and they give us the chance to move towards the next stage. With the help of angels, we can all find comfort in this knowledge, and I was extremely blessed to be given some of that precious comfort on the night my beloved nana passed over.

Nana was ill with end-stage emphysema for a while before she passed. She was on oxygen, her feet and legs were badly swollen and she could barely move. She always had a blanket over her legs and was obviously in pain, but even when she was really unwell I still remembered when she was different from that. She was such a cool person.

As time went on, my mum filled me in on more of the details of her passing. Nana had died the night I’d seen her; Mum had been with her at the hospital when she passed. By the time I got up in the morning, Mum had been up all night, desperately upset and not knowing what to do. She couldn’t work out whether to tell me or not, but given that I was so young had decided to wait for it to come up naturally rather than force the loss onto me as soon as I got up that morning. She and Dad had decided to take me out for lunch later that day and break the news then.

We went to one of those generic family food-type places and sat together. After we’d ordered, Mum took my hand.

‘Kyle,’ she said, ‘this is very important. I’ve got something sad to tell you. Nana’s gone to heaven.’

I couldn’t understand that at all. I had a basic notion of what heaven meant, but I thought that people had to die to get there.

‘No, she hasn’t,’ I told Mum. ‘I saw her last night.’

‘That must have been a dream,’ my mum told me, giving me a cuddle, ‘because Nana’s gone.’

That didn’t make sense, but I trusted Mum. I knew she wouldn’t lie to me.

‘Does that mean I’ll never see her again?’ I asked, tears welling up in my eyes.

‘I’m afraid so,’ said Mum, getting upset too.

‘But I want to!’ I cried. ‘I want to see Nana again!’

‘I know,’ she replied. ‘I want to see her again too, Kyle, but we can’t. We just can’t. She’s gone to heaven. She’s gone now, Kyle. I’m so sorry.’

I couldn’t make sense of it. Nana had been in my bedroom the night before, stroking me and looking healthier than she had for months, and yet now I was told that she’d gone forever. What was going on?

It was a horrible time. Although children process death very differently from adults and can move from one emotion to the next almost seamlessly, I felt an emptiness inside which wouldn’t go away. Would I have felt better if I’d known then what I know now? Yes, absolutely.

Explaining the Afterlife

When I was young I learned that all good people went to heaven. That was a comforting and loving belief, and it brought discipline in a way, as I always worried that any naughty deeds might mean I wouldn’t go to heaven! In our culture, though, many people learn from an early age that death is something to be scared of. This doesn’t help when we have to face the death of someone close to us, especially if we have to explain it to a child.

If you ever have to do this, don’t beat about the bush: take an honest approach and children will trust you. Explain to them that our bodies are like cars. They carry us like a vehicle, but they don’t last forever. But when a car gives up, it doesn’t mean the journey is over.

Tell your child that the core of what we are is in our heart. When our body no longer works, the real person we are grows wings and goes to a beautiful place where we can watch over our family.

It’s very easy for children to accept the concept of the afterlife, as they have amazing imagination. They’ll find true comfort in the knowledge and you’ll probably find they’ll even see lost family members. Tell your child that their family in heaven can hear them and, if they listen closely, they might be able to hear them too. Don’t be ashamed or embarrassed to talk to them about people who have passed. Children are incredibly open. They’ll take comfort where it’s offered, so be generous with your stories and your memories.

We hold on to what we’re taught as children, so it is our responsibility as loving and caring adults to ensure that our children hold onto the good things, not the negative ones. Having a belief in the afterlife will help them overcome any fears of passing. We all have to go through this stage in our journey, so why deny your child comfort?

Also tell your child that they have a special invisible angel friend who was created to protect them in their life. If they ever lose something or are scared or worried, they can call on this special angel for help. If they just think about the angel and ask for help in their head, that angel will look after them.

Give children comfort and love whenever you can. Surround them with positive messages and encourage them to accept the spiritual side of their existence. If you do this, you’ll be giving them something much more valuable than material goods – you’ll be giving them peace and contentment. What more could you wish for?


Chapter 2

LOVE IS EVERYWHERE
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Not long after my nana passed, my West Highland terrier, Tora, was attacked by another dog and got an infection. Tora had always been in my life and I was inconsolable at the thought that he might leave me too.

When he did pass, I started to hear strange noises at night and believed it was Tora calling for my help. I was very upset by that, but things got worse when the sounds seemed to congregate in my room. There were deep grumbling noises which terrified me. There were gasps and choking sounds. It all sounded so scary and so threatening and I just couldn’t process what was happening. I know now that Tora was just trying to send me a message and there was nothing to be scared of, but these experiences were traumatic for a four-year-old boy.

Then I started to see images – outlines of people and energy moving around – even in a completely dark room. I can still do that, but it doesn’t bother me now that I know what’s happening. Then, I was completely bewildered. Did other children see and hear these things? I got a Jurassic Park nightlight to help me, but that wasn’t going to even begin to tackle what was going on! So I started sleeping in my mum’s room most of the time.

Nowadays I see myself as a sponge, and that’s what I was then too. I was just absorbing everything that was going on around me – some of which wasn’t occurring on the earthly plane at all. Somehow, the ability to be a conduit between this world and heaven had been switched on in me. Spirits want to pass messages to this world and the passing of my nana had shown them that I was capable of receiving messages, so now they all wanted to come through with them. The fact that I was only four years old was irrelevant, as spirits don’t see earthly ages in the same way as we do. To them, I was just a human on this plane who could join the many others who were passing messages between the worlds.

There’s a difference between angels and spirits which I was clearly not aware of back then. Angels are divine spiritual beings created by the universe (which some people may call God) to guide us on Earth. I believe they are pre-human and have watched over our existence from the beginning of time. Only a few angels have walked the Earth; most have remained in spirit form. Angels are pure love. They are divine role models for us and they cannot judge us. They all have distinctive features, but they don’t have human personalities.

Spirits, on the other hand, are the souls of our departed friends and loved ones. They are humans and animals who have left their physical shell and returned home to heaven. Spirits do have human personalities. If you were fiery on Earth, then you’ll be fiery in heaven. If you were tight-lipped and unemotional on Earth, you’ll be the same in heaven. When we return to spirit, we do, however, lose our ability to judge, control and be angry. Our true essence of love surrounds us again, and when we truly are love, we can’t even hurt a fly!

I’m often asked whether our deceased loved ones can become our angels. Although it’s a lovely thought, I’m sorry to say that they can’t, because they are different forms of being.

One particular angel you will all know will be Archangel Michael, who has a fiery and strong approach to life. He takes no nonsense but always approaches things in a loving way. His appearance is strikingly beautiful: he is about 12 feet tall, has long locks of blond and silvery hair and wears armour of platinum, crystal and gold. His eyes are blue but have a burning fire in them. Often he carries a sword that is made of fire too, but this is nothing like you’ve seen before, as the flames are almost translucent.

‘Archangel’ comes from the Greek for ‘chief angel’ and archangels are a higher rank than traditional guardian angels. They are, in effect, the ‘boss’ angels; they oversee the rest of the guardian angels and their purposes.

I became aware of the difference between spirits and angels very quickly once I began seeing angels, though
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