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  Preface

  



  Dear Angels,



  I thought I was an ordinary woman living in Scotland, a single parent, with the worries of all parents, such as wanting my children to be happy and to have the opportunities they deserve in education and future careers, and worries about how I can finance the lifestyle I wish for. I long for the health to be able to live a normal life, and to continue to offer my services in art teaching to those who might benefit from my experience. I fear sometimes for my future, in terms of both health and wealth.


  Why have you chosen me to be your scribe? Why didn’t you choose someone more confident than me to promote your teachings? I don’t know how on earth I can write your book. If I were a clever person, I’d know what questions to ask, and which arguments and philosophies to bring to it. It would surely be so much better to ask someone with more brain than me. It seems such a wasted opportunity to be asking me!



  ***


  For many years I had no particular affiliation with angels, or so I thought. I’d seen many paintings of them through my art history studies, but I tended to think they were only available to the very spiritual, to the medieval mind, or to mystics of various times and places.


  I always felt my connection with spirit or the power of God most forcefully when I was out in nature – in the wilds or on a mountain – and wondered why the flowers in those remote places had such beauty.


  I was aware that people from all walks of life, including children, would act out of kindness and compassion in the most unexpected circumstances. There have been countless times when I’ve felt unwell or in need of some kind of help and someone has come forward without being asked. I always believed there was “a power over all”, to use the words of one of the Quaker founders.


  The presence of angels in my life became a reality to me only very gradually, over a number of years.


  My first communications with them were in writing, after a friend lent me a book in which the author suggested making a practice of writing to our guardian angels. At the time I was going through a marriage break-up involving young children, and carried a lot of guilt. I would sit late at night writing to the angels of the various people concerned on differently coloured pieces of paper, then burn the letters in the fire, or out in the garden. I didn’t expect any reply, but I did feel that it helped me to focus on praying for the best outcome for everyone involved.


  Some time afterwards, I lost one of my young sons in a park. As I realised he’d gone and began to panic, I felt a cry go out from my heart, asking that he’d be protected by angels until I found him. This was the very first time I was aware of specifically asking angels for help. Instantaneously, I seemed to hear someone speaking in my right ear, though it was more like a current of energy than a voice. It said, “Twenty minutes!” and I knew instinctively that I was somehow being told not to panic for that length of time – a seemingly impossible task. As I waited, I felt as if I was being pinned down by some invisible energy that was preventing me from fearing the worst. I held my other son close and focussed on finding his twin. A peacefulness surrounded us, as if we were in the eye of a storm, and I was very aware of the connection between us, and between the two separated children.


  I didn’t know at that time that focussing on the best outcome, and sending out light or love from the heart, rather than panicking, was the best thing I could possibly have done. I continue this practice to this day for my friends, or for any situation that needs a prayer, and sometimes my close friends or my sons join me in doing this. Often we have the experience of being held by some invisible force, and of time standing still.


  When my son was found, on the river bank, there was a circle of unknown children standing silently round him a short distance away, as if protecting him, without speaking to or touching him, so that he was totally unaware of them. They were very young, but an older boy on a bike was cycling up to every passer-by to ask if they had lost him. I wondered years later if they were angels. The incident happened at Dunblane, where there had been the terrible shootings of children a few months previously.


  I held the experience in my heart, and didn’t ask the angels in that way again until many years later, when I was once more in a crisis.


  I’d been unwell for some time with continual debilitating headaches day and night. During this time, one of my sons also became very ill and unable to eat. There were visits to doctors and to the school, hospital appointments to no avail, and seemingly endless waiting for results. I became totally despondent, and was in great fear. Pacing the floor one night, I experienced again a rush of motivating energy with the realisation that there was something I could do! I thought, “If they came to help the child all those years ago, they’ll come again!”


  I hurriedly lit a candle in the pink glass holder that I now always use when writing to the angels, grabbed a pen, sat down at the kitchen table, and wrote an SOS: “Are you out there? Can you help?” Immediately I found myself scribbling an answer. I kept the original piece of paper:



  If you believe it, then ask us. We can help him, and you – you are loved. He will be fine, and so will you. Speak up about him. We are here and can only help when you ask. All is well. You will be healed. Troubles will vanish. Only believe. There is a red angel for him. Blue for you.


  A series of apparent coincidences led to our finding a specialist who understood the problem. My son’s healing was quite dramatic, finally surprising even the doctors. He wasn’t on medication for long, and became completely well, as he is to this day.



  ***


  My own healing took longer than my son’s, and some of the process is recorded in this book. It was mostly done through forgiveness, and learning to use white light through the power of imagination.


  I wasn’t new to the concept of healing pain through forgiveness, having for years been inspired by the teachings of Louise L. Hay, whose influence I’d like to acknowledge. If I could take only one book to a desert island, it would be one of hers. The angels helped me to put into practice these same concepts.


  I often went back to thank them for their help, writing on scraps of paper and sticking them around the kitchen, because I couldn’t think what else to do with them. If I was outside I wrote in snow, in sand on beaches, or in any other way I could think of. It seemed a bit silly, as I knew the angels would receive the message anyway, but I felt the need to acknowledge their help in this way.


  Each time I sat down to thank them, there was a new message, and these I began to collect into an envelope. I was still having dreadful headaches, and was often afraid of going somewhere alone, blacking out, and not being able to get home. I started to ask for help continually in order to cope with everyday things.


  They kept saying, “It is time!” I didn’t know what that meant, but every time I looked at a clock it seemed to be at, or to have stopped at, 11:11. Then the message came:



  It is to pass and we are guiding you. You will know what to do – and it will be in right timing. Watch the clocks and how they change speed, for the Earth time is shaking free, and celestial time is to become real on Earth. All is well.


  The pain is to show you how to clear the way for a better life where everything for your highest good manifests quickly. The pain has been your teacher. Joy and service are to come together in your life. Until now they have been separate and service has been your duty. But now it is with great joy that what you most desire to do is also of great service to mankind. Believe it and do it.



  I scored out “mankind” in the message and substituted “people”, but the word “mankind” came back insistently until I reinstated it. Since then I’ve never attempted to change any of the angels’ words.


  How was I possibly in a position to serve mankind? I was unwell and had little confidence and very limited financial means. I’d go to the window and ask for a sign or for something to help me understand, and almost every time a rainbow would appear. I saw rainbows in the most extraordinary situations, such as in a summer sky above me as I lay on a beach. Once when I was thinking about this phenomenon in the bathroom, the sun came out and caught the edge of the bathroom mirror, casting a beautiful rainbow right across the floor. I have a terrible habit of trying to analyse everything, and I think this was the angels’ joke, to catch me off guard as it were.


  I asked, “Please tell me the meaning of the rainbows.”



  This is our communication to you to show you that we are here. The rainbow symbols are a bridge between the physical and the non-physical realm – yes, in reality you see it, but the symbolic meaning is there also.



  “Well, what am I supposed to do with the bridge?”


  Go over it whilst staying in the physical – it is to remind you that the earthly life is only a parallel existence to the heavenly one, which you are also living from your physical self, and that this can be accessed, and affected by what you are doing in your earthly life. You only need to connect – by doing this you are helping the world to evolve. We need you.



  I finally asked a close friend for help over the messages I was receiving. Hearing my story, she immediately made an appointment for us to see a healer in Fife who could channel the angels. We set off by car, laughing and giggling, as it was such a beautiful day and we rarely had the opportunity to go off on trips together. Then the most extraordinary thing happened.


  We were turning off just after the Forth Road Bridge in heavy traffic when white things in huge numbers started to come across the windscreen. At first I thought it was polystyrene pieces that had fallen off a passing lorry, but my friend was crying, “Feathers! Feathers!” They came so thickly that it was amazing she could see to drive, like being in a snow blizzard on a beautiful sunny day. Yet somehow they never obscured her vision. “Get one! Get one!” I tried to open the passenger window, but it wouldn’t budge. The feathers stopped and the window began to open. Then the window stuck again and the feathers once more came across in force. I tried to see where they were coming from. It was as if there was a hole in the sky somewhere up on our right and someone was shaking out a giant pillowcase. They must have continued to fall for around five minutes. Feathers of all sizes.


  To this day I can hardly believe what we saw, but I know that the angels had finally given us the physical manifestation of feathers as a sign of their presence, and as confirmation that they were the authors of the messages I’d been receiving, and the coordinators of the events that had led me to the point of writing this book.


  ***


  And so my channelling of the angels’ messages began. I have friends who can channel, but I don’t know how they do it. I can only describe how I have done it.


  The process was always the same. I would light a candle, sit down at my computer, type the words “Dear Angels”, usually followed by a question, and wait, my fingers resting on the keyboard. The angels’ words came one at a time: I never knew what the whole sentence would be. As I was typing, I felt that the sentences couldn’t possibly be making sense. When I got to the end of the paragraph, I would sometimes read back over what I’d written and be amazed to find that not only the sentence made sense but the whole paragraph.


  Usually I had to write as fast as I could to keep up, as the words came like thoughts. Some of the words used by the angels were unfamiliar to me, and I had to look them up afterwards
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