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May you always have an angel on your shoulder.
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Introduction:
Why I Believe in Angels

There are two ways to live your life.

One is as though nothing is a miracle.

The other is as though everything is a miracle.

Albert Einstein

Yes, I believe in angels. I always have. I believe that there are angels in the afterlife and angels resting on my shoulder right here on Earth! I think that we tend to chalk a lot of things up to coincidence, lucky breaks, close calls or being in the right place at the right time, but if you have ever felt a magical, loving presence around you I believe this is the work of your guardian angel. I also believe that angels can speak through your intuition or your dreams or the spirits of loved ones who have passed to the other side. And sometimes they appear in the guise of other people or animals, consciously or unconsciously guided by those from a higher dimension.

First of all, I believe in angels because that is what I was taught to believe as a child. My mother was a psychic and my grandmother and great aunt were both clairvoyants, so angels have always been a part of my life. I have simply taken it for granted that they are always there to watch over me, guide me and comfort me and, when my time on Earth is up, to accompany me to the other world.

One of my mothers favourite sayings was: Wherever I go, I call on my guardian angel to be with me  to be above me, below me, beside me, in front of me, behind me and within me. And angels were with her. One day  I must have been about seven at the time  she picked me up from school and told me we were going to drive out of town to visit a dear friend of hers in hospital. Her friend had suffered a stroke and, as I would discover a week later, had only days to live. We drove for about half an hour and then Mum must have taken a wrong turn or something because it soon became clear we were heading in the wrong direction. Although I was young, I sensed how important it was for Mum to see her friend that evening. It didnt help that it was midwinter and the weather was extremely bad, with thick fog refusing to budge. The roads were fairly quiet, but driving was still hazardous. Mum could barely see the markings on the road.

Suddenly the steering wheel jerked in Mums hands and she lurched from the slow lane of a dual carriageway into the fast lane to overtake a car travelling ahead of us. As she overtook the car she came dangerously close to bumping into it and this uncharacteristically bad driving forced it to swerve. Understandably infuriated, the driver hooted his horn several times and, obviously still angry, proceeded to over (or is it under?) take us via the slow lane before cutting in front of us in the fast lane.

Unaware of just how hazardous Mums erratic driving had been, I found it all wildly exciting. As we watched the car speed off and disappear in the fog ahead of us I asked Mum if she was going to play catch-up and follow that car. She shook her head and told me a voice was telling her to stay in the fast lane, but this didnt mean she had to drive really, really fast.

By now we were approaching a bridge. The fog was getting really thick. I looked out of the window and saw the hazy figures of two people frantically pushing a car from the slow lane to the side of the road. The stalled car was moving, but as we drove past it was still blocking much of the slow lane. If we had stayed in that lane we would almost certainly have slammed into it because the fog was so heavy and the car being pushed out of the road had no lights on. My mum slowed to a crawl as we passed by, with her emergency lights flashing to warn cars coming behind, and we watched the car being pushed off the road, relieved that it was no longer a threat to traffic in the slow lane.

We were just about to speed up again when there, shining in the headlights, my mum noticed a nearly concealed sign pointing us in the right direction to the hospital.

My mum later told me her guardian angel had driven her car that day and that very same angel had made sure she had found a sign to direct her to the hospital to see her friend one last time. She also told me that an angel had saved not just our lives as we headed to the hospital but the lives of the people in the stalled car and the life of the driver with road rage. If her guardian angel hadnt made her overtake the car ahead and made the driver angry, he would have stayed in the slow lane and crashed. She explained that angels can manifest in the most unusual and unexpected ways. I believed her.

Then there was the time, a year or so later, when we had hardly any food left in the house. All the earnings from Mums psychic counselling service had recently been spent on repairing our leaky roof. We were used to living on very little but not this little, and for days we ate nothing but pasta, cheese and apples. It was all we could afford. At no point, though, was my mum distressed or anxious. She told us that we shouldnt worry because she had asked her guardian angel to make sure we would not starve. And she was right.

One afternoon there was a knock at the front door. When Mum opened it a young woman in a blue dress, yellow cardigan and brown sandals stood there smiling. This lovely woman told us that she was a close friend of Jean, our next-door neighbour. She said she hoped we would not be offended, but Jean had told her we could really use some supplies. Then she explained that she was moving house the next day and needed to clear out her kitchen cupboards, fridge and freezer. With open mouths and growling stomachs we stared at the bags of groceries lined up on the floor beside her. There were dozens of them, brimful of tins, packets, fruit, vegetables and other essentials. Our mouths stayed open as we watched her drive away in her little white Mini.

We ate well that night and for several nights after, and the grocery gift was enough to tide us through a really rough patch financially. A bit overwhelmed by this act of kindness from a stranger, Mum felt that she had not thanked her properly, so she asked Jean for her address so she could send a note of thanks. But Jean had no idea that we had even been in need of food supplies and scolded my mum for not asking for help. She also had no idea who the woman was and neither did anyone else on the street. No one knew of her. I never saw her again.

Was this kind lady an angel? Perhaps! Probably! Possibly! Mum was convinced that she was. All I can remember thinking was, Why couldnt Mum have ordered chocolate muffins from the angels?

Perhaps you are beginning to understand why I believe in angels, but what I witnessed and assimilated in childhood is only half the story. Ive also had paranormal experiences of my own as an adult. One of the most dramatic was when the voice of an angel saved my life. I dont want to go over the whole story again if youve already read it in my first angel book, An Angel Called My Name, but for those who have not, here is a mini version. I was driving towards a busy junction when I clearly heard the voice of my mother tell me to take a right turning. She had passed several years previously. Unbeknown to me at the time, if I had turned left I would have faced certain death in a back-to-back collision involving two trucks, a stray dog and several vehicles. The accident killed three people  one of whom would have been me if I had turned left as I had fully intended to do before the angel called my name.

After this dramatic celestial rescue my life transformed in many wonderful ways. Previously, although my belief had been strong, I had doubted my own psychic abilities because Id never actually heard, seen or felt the presence of angels for myself, but after hearing my mother actually communicate to me in spirit, a psychic door opened and I had several other angelic experiences, some of which I shared in my first book and some of which I will share in this book.

Ever since I can remember Ive been drawn towards the psychic world and it was a lifetime of dreaming come true when I was eventually given the opportunity to research and write books and encyclopaedias about the paranormal. Then, when several of my books, including The Element Encyclopedia of 20,000 Dreams, went on to sell strongly all over the world, my mailbox started to swell with remarkable stories from people worldwide. The great majority of these stories were so positive and uplifting that it became abundantly clear to me that my calling was to gather them together and share them, along with my own experiences, in book form. I could see that I was gently but surely being led on a journey of gathering contemporary accounts of angel experiences from people who wanted to share them.

While writing this book Ive been deeply moved by the stories Ive read and heard and the generosity of those who have given me permission to share their experiences with you or write their stories up for you. Some of these stories may stretch your belief or even shock you  and in some cases names have been changed to protect identity  but I can assure you that to the best of my knowledge they are all the real deal. In fact, I never fail to be struck by the truth and honesty of the people who send stories in to me.

Having read and heard countless stories from people all over the world, it has become abundantly clear to me that angels are pure beings of goodness and love and you dont need to be an angel expert, clairvoyant, psychic or religious person to see them. The only requirement is an open, trusting heart. It took me until my mid to late thirties to realize that important truth. When I was younger I tried so hard to see angels and to sense the presence of spirits around me, but the harder I tried, the more wretched and abandoned I felt. I didnt realize that all along angels were speaking to me but I was too full of fear, self-doubt and guilt to listen.

As youll see in the thrilling stories that follow, angels speak to us in countless invisible and visible ways: a thought, a feeling, a touch, a smell, a dream, an image or a whisper, book, song, white feather or other astonishing sign. Sometimes they appear in the guise of an animal or a child or in the kindness of strangers. Other times they will manifest through coincidences or through the spirits of loved ones who have passed, and on very rare occasions they also manifest in their familiar form, complete with halo, wings and blinding light.

Today, angels are making their presence known in the world as never before. The internet features hundreds of sites devoted them and thousands of people access those sites every day. There are numerous angel books, newsletters and magazines as well as angel collectibles and memorabilia. In a word, angels are everywhere, but even though they are being taken into peoples hearts all over the world its a sad truth that injustice, poverty, violence and cruelty are still rife. Unfortunately, we live in a world bombarded by images of starving children, terrorists killing innocent people and viruses that cant be cured. The pain and suffering in the world seem to be spiralling out of control. We urgently need to know that there is goodness in and beyond us and that this goodness is more than a match for the pain and hopelessness we see all around us. Therefore there can be no better time for this book to appear to add its voice to the angel movement.

There will always be those who find rational explanations for angelic encounters, but to those who believe, no explanation is necessary. No explanation will ever have the power of the wonderful belief they have. Love is all they need to know, because love is the message that the angels bring.

I truly hope that whether you have had an angel experience or not, reading the amazing stories of ordinary people whose lives have been transformed by angels, as mine was, will be a moving and life-affirming experience. And each time a person is touched or moved by an angel story, the angels fly closer to Earth, spreading more of their pure, unselfish love and goodness in the world.

Above all, I hope that as you read this book youll be reminded that however tough and complicated life gets, your very own guardian angel is always on your shoulder  a constant, loving presence who wants to assist you. All you need to do is open your mind and your heart to the reality that you are never alone and that both in this life and the next, angels will always be there to lift your heart and give you wings.

But before getting going with these incredible stories, in the first chapter of this book I want to continue a journey I began in my first angel book  the journey of my own psychic adventures. I feel that in order to present, appreciate and interpret the stories of other people not only is it important for me to have had similar experiences myself but also to have understood them. I also feel it is important for my readers to see who I am and where I am coming from.

While its true that I grew up in a family of psychics and spiritualists and that Ive had angelic encounters myself, its taken a while for me to really believe in the eternal power of goodness and love. Ive stumbled a lot on the way, as youll see in the next chapter, but now I truly believe there is magical potential in everyone and everything, both in this life and the next. I believe there is an angel on my shoulder whenever I work, live and dream, and Im truly grateful for their loving guidance. Ultimately, I believe in angels not because it is what I was taught to believe or because I have had extraordinary experiences in my life, but because I believe in the power of love. Love is the only language that angels speak and they are all around us  above us, below us, beside us, in front of, behind us and within us. All we need to do is look.





Chapter 1
An Angel on my shoulder

Angels dont worry about you.

They believe in you.

Author unknown

If you could just fill out this form, my health visitor said with a gentle smile.

Whats it for? I asked.

I need to get every new mum to fill one out. Its just a formality. Just try to answer the questions as truthfully as you can.

My tired eyes scanned the form. It was an Edinburgh post-natal depression survey. Id filled out one just like this a year and a half before when my son was born. My health visitor held out her arms to take my 12-week-old daughter from me so I could work through the form. I sat down and glanced quickly through the questions:


Have I been able to laugh or see the funny side of things?

Have I blamed myself unnecessarily for things?

Have I felt anxious or worried or scared or panicky for no reason?

Have things been getting on top of me?

Have I had difficulty sleeping because of unhappiness?

Have I felt sad or miserable?



There were a few others, but they were all pretty similar. I could clearly see that the questionnaire was trying to help the health visitor assess the state of my emotional health.

At first I toyed with the idea of being brutally honest. Yes, I was feeling tired and unhappy, and I had been crying myself to sleep at night between feeds, but there was no way I was going to admit this on a form. Besides, it was only a phase I was going through and I would soon shake it off. Id done my reading and I knew all about the post-baby blues. I decided it would be far better to put a positive spin on things  wasnt that what everyone did? In fact, it felt ridiculous doing the test in the first place. I wasnt depressed. I wasnt ill or anything. I wasnt contemplating harming myself or the baby. I was just feeling a little low. I grabbed a pen and ticked all the Hardly ever options.

As I closed my front door behind the health worker I felt a rush of relief, but that relief was also tinged with disappointment. My mother had always encouraged me to ask for help if I needed it and here I was refusing help when it was offered because I was frightened of being labelled a bad mother. But then I reasoned that I was doing the right thing. What if everything got out of hand and a few tears at bedtime were somehow diagnosed as full-blown post-natal depression? Visions of social workers swooping in and taking my children from me flashed through my mind.

I didnt realize it at the time, but that was the moment when I really started to lose a sense of perspective. My husband was working hard to pay the bills and I was alone with the kids all day and spiralling fast into depression. Neither of us had parents that were alive, and apart from my brother (who was living abroad at the time, so visits were sporadic), we had no close family to give us a break from time to time. Hiring an au pair or nanny was out of the question for me, not just because we were watching the pennies but because I was paranoid about trusting anyone to look after my precious babies. So there I was pretending that life couldnt get any better when in fact I was struggling to keep my head above water.

I Should Have Been Happy

I should have felt on top of the world. OK, we werent rich in monetary terms, but we were rich in other ways. I had two beautiful children, a 20-month-old son and a newborn baby girl. I had a loving husband and my writing career was coming together. Not only that, but I had been comforted by the presence of my mother in spirit when things hadnt gone to plan during my daughters birth. The full story is in my first book but, in brief, after years of frustration trying and failing to make contact with the world of spirit, the veil had finally lifted and Id heard my mothers voice in both my dreams and my waking life. My psychic development had taken a huge leap forward. I really should have been happy. But I wasnt. I felt as if the bottom was about to fall out of my world.

Eight years later I sometimes struggle to understand what happened in those lost dark months following my daughters birth. Sometimes in the morning when Im putting on my moisturizer or brushing my teeth Ill still get a flutter of panic. Ill remember how for several long black months I stopped using the cream and brushing my teeth. No point. No time. Then Ill gently put the cream on my cheeks and forehead, feeling comforted by the smooth softness. My tension will ease and any panic will be replaced by a warm glow as Ill remember how at

one of the lowest and saddest times of my life my guardian angel walked shoulder to shoulder with me every step of the way.

The first baby I ever held in my arms was my own son. I used to tell people I wasnt very good with babies or not that maternal, but the truth was I found the responsibility of babies terrifying. I was scared of doing the wrong thing. I didnt understand what they wanted, I didnt know why they cried, and when I couldnt settle them I would panic and blame myself. I made endless trips to the doctor with my son and each time I was told that he was simply tired, hungry or, in other words, perfectly normal. I read stacks of baby manuals, grateful for any advice I could get from people who seemed to know what to do. I loved and hugged my son, but I also felt sorry for him. I wasnt much of a mother. Id join play groups and feel that I didnt belong. The other mothers seemed to know everything and do everything right. Nothing I did or said felt right at all.

I just about kept afloat with one child to care for, but when my daughter came along 20 months later I stumbled and slipped. I lived in flip flops, even when it was cold and rainy. There never seemed to be enough time to put proper shoes on, just as there was never time to wear make-up, phone friends or eat properly. I was constantly run down with mouth ulcers, colds and stomach upsets. I felt beaten by the simplest of things. One day my cash card was swallowed up because Id keyed in my PIN number incorrectly three times. I remember sobbing uncontrollably on the way back home.

I was painfully conscious of my inability to enjoy my children. Id watch them wriggling their arms and legs and then Id look at the clock, wondering how long it would be before they napped. And whenever my daughter cried I felt myself spinning out of control. At those moments my anxiety seemed to burst out of my head and force its way into every organ and muscle in my body. Sweat poured off me, my pulse raced, I struggled to get air into my lungs and my stomach filled, as efficiently as a lavatory cistern, with acid.

Not understanding why I couldnt soothe my crying baby or make my toddler son laugh like he did when his dad was around gradually chipped away at my confidence until I had no belief at all in my ability as a mother. I felt a complete failure. This went on for about four months after the birth of my daughter until I experienced perhaps the worst weekend of my life. Then I came crashing down like Id never known before. I felt weak, I felt like nothing. I wanted to walk away from everything. I was convinced my children would be better off without me. It was the most desperate I had ever felt. I just wanted everything to go away. If Id seen a truck coming towards me I would have had to fight the impulse to jump in front of it.

After limping through the day I fell into bed that night exhausted but wide awake. As I lay there with tears streaming down my cheeks I realized that for the sake of my children I had to seek help.

I fell into a deep, heavy sleep. I started to dream, but it wasnt like any dream Id ever had before because I actually knew I was dreaming. It was the weirdest sensation. I couldnt wake up, but I knew I was in control of my dream. I could create anything I wanted. I could be anything I wanted. My first instinct was to fly. I rose in the air without wings. The sense of freedom was intoxicating. I did some cartwheels in the air and laughed at the tiny people below watching me open-mouthed with amazement. My next instinct was to soar. I flew over London. I flew over the ocean. I flew over Disneyland in Florida. I flew into a firework display. I flew to Africa and Egypt and Alaska. Anywhere in the world I wanted to go my dream took me.

I asked my dream to take me to my guardian angel. Curiously, instead of flying up higher to the stars and space, I started to sink down to Earth. It didnt feel as though I was falling, it was as if someone was gently putting me down. I found myself in a field with luscious green grass. There were streams everywhere, bubbling with sparkling water. I heard the sound of a celestial choir and then I saw a figure floating over the grass towards me. Eventually it stopped in front of me, hovering at shoulder height. I think it was female, but I wasnt sure as I couldnt see the face properly because the light was so blinding. I did see golden curls of hair tumbling over shoulders and I also saw wings. They were dazzling blue and when they beat together I felt my whole body shake.

I tried to fly up towards the figure so I could get a better look at the face, but the nearer I tried to fly, the more distant the angel seemed to become. I tried to talk, but no words came out of my mouth. Then I heard a voice speaking. Its hard to describe how it sounded, but the sound of a dozen rushing waterfalls springs to mind. The voice told me that words were not necessary because however far away I seemed my hearts voice could be heard. Then it asked me why I expected motherhood to be easy. There was nothing wrong with things being hard.

Then I felt myself rising higher and higher. I wasnt trying to fly now, I was just floating. I was floating back home, back into my bedroom, back into my sleep, with the words perfectly imperfect echoing through my head.

It must have been about 1 oclock in the morning when I woke up with a start. I could hear my daughter crying. For a moment I forgot my dream and the weight of sadness still hung heavy on my shoulders, but as I switched my bedside light on with heavy hands and reached for my slippers with aching feet I saw something glistening on the floor beside them. I picked it up. It was a small white feather. Instantly I remembered my dream in vivid, colourful detail. I felt a surge of energy. I went into my daughters room and picked her up. Her cries turned to sobs. Then I noticed my son sitting up in his bed looking lost and disorientated. I reached out my hand to him and he came running to me.

I tiptoed downstairs with my children. Ignoring all the advice Id been given, I put my sons favourite Thomas the Tank video on. He squealed with delight. Then I sat down on the sofa and started to feed my daughter. She was ravenous. My son nestled under my arm. As I watched little muscles behind my daughters ears moving with each swallow and gently stroked my sons dark hair away from his temple I was swept away by a strange disorientating flood of emotion so strong that if I had been standing up I would have collapsed.

So this is what it feels like to bond with your children,  I thought to myself, amazed. It was as if a flash of insight from my angel dream had opened my eyes. Just because I was struggling to adjust to motherhood didnt mean there was anything wrong with me or that I was an unfit mother. It just meant I was learning, growing up again with my children, as every mother before me had done and every mother after me will do. My angel was right. Becoming a mother, like life itself, wasnt meant to be easy. If everything was easy, how would I ever grow and learn? How would my children ever grow and learn?

About half an hour later my son was asleep and my daughter was babbling quietly to herself. I gently tucked them both back in their beds and went back to mine. As I laid my head down on the pillow, I thanked the angels. For the last few months Id lost sight of them, but now I could feel them around me again.

Angels. The word lit me up from the inside. It was as though I was hearing it for the first time. There was something tremendous in it, something eternal, something utterly mysterious, yet familiar and important to my life. It was like remembering an incredible secret, one that I had forgotten and shouldnt have. Angels were the key to not just my life, but to everything.

I couldnt sleep. I felt captivated, infatuated and bursting with energy. Out of despair I had prayed for help and out of love my guardian angel had spoken to me and given me hope. I grabbed my laptop and started to surf the internet for angel stories. To my surprise it seemed that the whole world was talking about angels. Although I openly write about the psychic world now, at that time I was still establishing myself as an author and most of my books were in the health, education and popular psychology field. For some reason, I felt I had to be low key about my fascination with the world of spirit. Im ashamed to admit it, but a part of me was embarrassed about my background and my beliefs.

In the years that followed, whenever I had any spare time I would collect angel stories and interviews and other angel information and put it into a file I called Angel Talk. The file grew so large that I had to create another, and then another. However tired or frazzled I was after a busy day, every time I double clicked on my Angel Talk files I got a tingle of excitement. In my minds eye I could almost see the stories in book form, but I decided not to approach an editor about a possible book as I would normally have done for the subjects I felt compelled to research in depth. The material was so personal and so astonishing that I knew I had to put my trust in the angels instead and let them decide what should be done with it and when the time was right to present it. In the next few years numerous coincidences and lucid dreams also occurred, as if to remind me of the reality of angels and their very real presence in my life and in the lives of others. So, eight years later, when out of the blue I was asked to write this collection of angel stories by my editor, it felt not only as if the angels were giving me the green light for the project but as if my whole life had been building to this point.

A Loving Presence

Ive got a bit ahead of myself, so lets go back to the first year of my daughters life. In the months after my vivid angel dream there were, of course, times when I felt overwhelmed. What new mother doesnt? But whenever I felt unable to cope or out of my depth all I had to do was remember the feeling of warmth and comfort my guardian angel gave to me that night when I was at such a low ebb. Simply remembering that it was OK to make mistakes and that an angel was walking by my side guiding me through the good times and the bad times was usually enough to give me strength. It wasnt until my daughters first birthday, however, that the black and heavy fog of depression cleared away completely.

I remember waking up that morning with a violent headache. Im prone to migraines when I get stressed and that day there was so much to do. Although we had only invited a few friends round and were determined to keep things low key, I still felt apprehensive. This was the first time I had invited a gathering of people to our house since our daughter had been born. A part of me wondered if I was really up to it.

Perhaps I wasnt. For no reason at all, buying the food and drink, wrapping the presents and tidying the house became insurmountable obstacles in my mind. I stood in the shop agonizing over which birthday cake to buy and when I ran out of wrapping paper I cried as if it were a national disaster. On top of all that, the vacuum cleaner wasnt working, so the carpet looked dirty, and the central heating had packed up, so the house felt cold and unwelcoming. But if Im honest with myself, none of these irritations was the real cause of my distress. The greatest pain for me was that my mother wouldnt be there to celebrate with us. She had always longed for grandchildren but had died before I had got married and had them. She had also died alone.

Regrets

Back in my early twenties I was trying to make my way in the world. I had just landed my first proper job as an editorial assistant for a publisher in London and even though it was a fantastic job, my starting pay was terrible. But as Id grown up in a low-income household, I was used to making a little go a long way. I rented a tiny box room in an overpriced rundown Hackney bedsit right by a station (so it rattled every few minutes) and made the best of it.

I knew my mum had been ill and constantly fatigued in the last few years, but when she eventually told me she had been diagnosed with bowel cancer, I went into shock and denial. I couldnt cope with it at all. At first I was angry. I thought about it all from my own point of view. Life was hard enough for me starting out on my own in London and I needed my mums support. I wasnt ready to step into the role of full-time carer yet. I needed the chance to establish my career. And this all felt too grown-up for me.

I went to my doctor for advice. He put me in touch with a hospice. The hospice staff recognized that in a few months my mum would need care 24/7, so offered her a place. This seemed like the best solution, but my mum was having none of it. She point blank refused to leave her home. She wanted to die on her own terms. I understood and respected her wishes, but it left me in a terrible dilemma. I could ask for leave at work, but with doctors estimating that my mum had anywhere between one to five years to live there was no guarantee that my job would be open when I returned. I also wondered what several years caring full time for my mother at home in a tiny Sussex village would do for my employment prospects in the future. There werent any local jobs in publishing; the place I needed to be was London. This sounds incredibly selfish, but I was young, money was tight and survival mode was kicking in.

I now know that millions of people face the dilemma I faced when loved ones get sick or need round-the-clock care, but back then I felt as if I was the only one. My mum and dad had separated years before and my brother had a new life abroad. I really had no one to turn to. So I decided to compromise and do
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